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Chapter One



Onthelast day of school, after walking to the old brownstone building on 85th where they had an
gpartment, Peter’ sfather told him that they would be going away for afew months. Peter gave him a
squint that said, What, again?

Themailbox in the lobby was empty. Peter had been hoping for aletter from his mother. She had not
written in amonth.

They waked up the three flights of stairsin the hdlway that dways smelled of old shoes and mice—the
polite word for rats—and hisfather said, “Y ou think I’m going to take you to North Dakota or
Mississippi or someplace, don't you?’

“It's happened,” Peter said.
Anthony Belzoni gave his son ashocked look. “Would | do that to you—more than once?’

Sad that there had been no letter in the box and that school was over, Peter was in no mood for his
father’ s banter, but he tried to sound upbest. “We could go to Florida,” he said hopefully. Heloved
Florida, especidly the Everglades. His father had sold two articlestoHoliday on travel for wedthy folks
in the Everglades and resortsin the Keys, and they had lived well for severa months after Anthony had
been paid— promptly, for once.

“Florida,” Anthony said. “I'll keepitinmind.” At the end of the dark halway, awindow let in Sky-blue
light that shone from the old, scuffed floors like moonglow on afaraway desert. The ceiling’ s patchy
LincrustaWalton tiles reminded Peter of apuzzle left unfinished by giants. “Did we stay herethewhole
year, ingtead of moving?’

“Yes” Peter said grudgingly. “Until now.”

“So, what did you think of Chalenger High?’

“Better than last year.” In fact, it was the best school he had attended, another reason to want to stay.
“Do you know who Professor Challenger was?’

“Of course,” Peter said. “Hefound living dinosaurs.”

They reached the door and Peter took out his key and unlocked the deadbolt. Often enough, Peter came
home aone, returning to an empty apartment. The door opened with a shuddering scrape. The apartment
was warm and stuffy and quiet, like theinside of apillow. Peter dumped his book bag on the
swaybacked couch and opened awindow to let in some air from the brick-lined shaft.

“I"ve been saving something to show you,” Anthony said from the kitchen.
“What?" Peter asked without enthusiasm.

“Firgt, | have aconfesson to make.”

Peter narrowed his eyes. “What sort of confession?’

“I got atelegram from your mother. Last week. | didn’t bother to tell you—"
“Why?" Peter asked.



“It was addressed to me.” Anthony returned to the front room and pulled the crumpled piece of paper
from his shirt pocket. “ She' sworried about you. Summer’s here. She thinks you' re going to catch polio
inal these crowds. Sheforbidsyou to swimin municipa pools”

There had been talk of abad polio season in the newspapers and at school for months. Everyone was
worried about putting their children together with other children.

Peter had hoped his mother might have sent a message inviting him to come to Chicago for avist. “Oh,”
hesad.

“She spracticaly ordering meto get you out of town. It'snot abad idea.”
“Oh,” Peter said, numb.

“And then, there' sthe prodigy,” Anthony said, stepping back into the kitchen. He assumed athick and
generdly fathful BelaLugos accent. “A sgnlooming over usboth, likea. . . likea—’

“Forewarning,” Peter said pessmidticaly.

“Anauspice” Anthony countered cheerfully, switching to akindly but menacing Boris Karloff lisp. He
rattled the cans, one or two of which would probably be dinner. “Like ared sky at night.” Red sky at
night, sailor’s delight.

“Aportent, ” Peter said. Peter delighted in words, though he had a difficult time putting them together into
narratives. Hisfather, on the other hand, preferred living facts, yet could spin ayarn—or writea
compelling piece of journalism—as eadily as he breathed.

More cans rattled, then he heard Anthony dig into the bag of onions. That meant the canned goods were
not up to expectations. Dinner would be fried onions and macaroni, not Peter’ sfavorite. He missed good
cooking.

“Why doesit have to be a portent?” Anthony asked, standing in the kitchen doorway and tossing an
onion in one hand.

“A foreboding,” Peter continued. “An omen.” He redized he sounded angry.
The dightest breath of warm wind ruffled the curtains a the window.
“Redly.” Anthony let the onion liewhereit fdl in hispam, balanced by hislong, agilefingers.

Peter did not want to cry. He was fifteen and he had sworn that nothing would ever make him cry once
he had reached twelve, but he had broken that vow several timessincein private.

“You're angry because she didn’t ask you to come to Chicago, and because there’ sno letter for you,”
Anthony said.

Peter turned away. “ Show me your prodigy,” he said.
“Y our mother never did write letters, even when | wasin Sicily.”
“Just show me,” Peter said too loudly.

Anthony looked down at the onion and pulled back adry brown shred. Black dust sifted to the worn,
faded carpet. “Thison€e srotten,” he said. “Y ou know about pizza? | ate my first pizzain Sicily. There's
arestaurant called Nunzio' s about six blocks from here where they serve them.”



“Wedon't have anymoney, ” Peter said.
“Which shdl it befirg, the prodigy, or apizzaa Nunzio’'s?’

Peter realized hisfather was not kidding. Some other kids at school—the ones whaose parents had
money, whose fathers had regular jobs and could afford to take their families out to eat; fathers who il
had wives, and kidswho still had mothers living with them—had mentioned eating pizzas. “ The omen,”
Peter said, staring out the window at the brick wall, waiting until hisfather wasn't looking to wipe his
eyes. “Thenpizza”

Hisfather put ahand on his shoulder and Peter remembered how light Anthony’ s step was, like acat.
Hisfather wastal and lean and had along nose and walked silently, just like acat.

“Comewith me,” Anthony said. They went past the kitchen, down ahall that led to asmall bedroom
behind the kitchen and the cramped white-tiled bathroom. The sound of groaning pipes followed them.

Peter dept on the couch in theliving room and Anthony had asingle bed in the smal bedroom. Thiswas
not a bad apartment, Peter knew. It was certainly better than the onethey had lived in last year in
Chicago. That had been ared dump. But the brownstone building was old and dark and in warm
wesgther the hallways smelled, and sometimes men peed in the lobby at night. Peter would have loved to
livein the country, where, if people peed on the grass or on atreg, it didn’'t smell for days.

They entered the bedroom. A bright polished steel cameralay disassembled on ablue oilcloth on the
narrow unmade bed. Clothes hung on the back of the tiny desk chair like the shed skin of aghost. Books
had been stacked in random piles under the window and against the wall. Two battered cardboard boxes
in the one corner carried polished dabs of rock with beautiful patterns. The heavy rocks had burst the
seams.

Some months ago, in theworst of hisanger and boredom, after drinking half abottle of Scotch, Anthony
had carved arude poem with his pocketknife in the plaster wall above the dresser. He had later covered
it with aframed Monet print. Anthony was often an angry man; it was one of the reasons Peter’ s mother
hed |eft him. Leftthem.

Anthony tapped the wooden door above the bedstead. In the building’ s better days, the door had once
concedled adumbwaiter—a small eevator between floors. It had been painted over so many timesthat it
had been glued shut. Peter had once tried opening it when his father was out, and could not.

Now, Anthony tapped it with his graceful hands and spread hisfingerswide likeamagician. “Vaila” he
said. The smdl door opened with a staccato racket that vibrated the wall and tilted a picture of his
father’s Army buddies.

Behind lay an empty shaft. The eevator was either in the basement or had vanished long ago. There were
no ropesto pull to bring it up.

“Maybeit’ snot adumbwaiter at all. Maybeit was alaundry chute,” Anthony said. Peter was not
impressed.

“What'sin therethat’ s so great?’ Peter asked.

“Have you been dreaming of large animas?’ Anthony asked with afunny catchin hisvoice.



“No,” Peter said.

“I have. Segping right here, in this bed, I’ ve dreamed of very large animaswith scaly skin and huge teeth
and the biggest smiles”

Peter wondered what el se hisfather had dreamed about, on those nights he came home and drank
himsdlf to deep. He sniffed. “Why should | dream about them, just because you do?’

“Peter, my lad, loosen up. Thisisared marvel.” Anthony reached to the back of the shaft and pulled on
aboard. The board came away with asmal squeak, revealing smooth dark stone beyond. Anthony put
the board asde. He lifted aflashlight off the shelf beside the bed, bumped its end againgt the pam of his
hand, and switched it on. “Where we re going this summer means I’ Il make enough money for ustolive
comfortably for at least ayear.”

“What about Mom?’ Peter asked.

“Her, too,” Anthony said alittle stiffly. “Look.” He handed Peter the flashlight and Peter shined it into the
shaft, playing the beam over the dark dab of stone. A ghostly plume of cool air descended the shaft.
Outsde, the building was covered with soot, dark gray or dmost black; here, the stone looked freshly
cut, arich dusty chocolate like the color of ahigh-priced lawyer’ ssuit.Like the lawyer Mother hired.

Thelight caught ablack shape pressed flat in the sone, along irregular wedge with something sticking up
out of it.

Peter’ seyeswidened. “It' sajaw, ” he said. He got up onto the bed, knees sinking into the feather pillow,
not bothering to remove his shoes. Anthony did not care about the shoes. Leaning into the shaft so that
he could see dl the way down, threefloors, and dl the way up, five more floors, Peter touched the dark
thing embedded in the brownstone. “1t' sgot teeth . . . like shark teeth.”

“It'snot ashark,” Anthony said. “ There arelots of fossilsin brownstone. Brownstoneis akind of
sandstone.” Before the war, hisfather had worked as an apprentice cod and oil geologistin
Pennsylvania. “ Connecticut, late Triassic. A long time ago, animals died and washed down rivers until
they settled into the sand and mud. They became fossils. I’ ve heard of a bridge made of brownstone
blocksthat contains most of adinosaur.”

“Adinosaur? " Peter asked in dishdlief.
“Anold one. Not like the ones you seein circuses. Or rather, used to see.”
“Wow,” Peter said, and meant it, al his bad mood fled. “What kind isthis?’

“I'm not sure,” Anthony said. “Maybe asmall mest-eater. Look at the serrations on that tooth. Like a
gesk knife”

“Whoever |€ft it there, when they built this place, wascrazy, ” Peter said.

“You know,” Anthony said, “I’ ve wondered about that. Fossils must have fetched a pretty penny when
this building was made. But a stone mason, someone cutting and fitting all these blocks of stone, he sees
this and showsiit to the foreman, and the foreman tells the owner, and the owner, maybe he's
uperdtitious.. . . he thinks this building needs a guardian, something to protect it. He thinks maybeit'sa
dragon in therock. So he says, ‘ Everything' s numbered and | don't want to have you cut anew piece.
Put it up and leaveit there” And everybody shrugs and they set the block in place and leaveit. The
owner, he remembers where the block is, makes a note on the blueprints. He comes back after the
building is done, finds the room, looks into the dumbwaiter shaft, pulls out thisboard . . . And thereitis”



Anthony smiled with great satisfaction. “I found it one night |ast week when | was bored. | couldn’t deep
for dl the dreams. | dug with my penknife at the paint around the door. Maybe | thought I’d crawl up
into some pretty lady’ s bedroom. When | looked inside, | saw where aboard in the back had been
pulled loose. | tugged onit . . . voila. The board has been loose dl thistime.”

“It sgreat,” Peter said thoughtfully. “ A building full of fossls”
“Maybe. We don't know there are any others.”

“A whole riverbed full of skeletons,” Peter said, hismind racing. “Maybe there was aflood and they all
piled up, and there are dozens of them all around here, insde the stones.”

“That would befun,” Anthony agreed.
Then Peter remembered. “ So how isthisan omen?’

Anthony sat on the edge of the bed. “ The day after | found this, | got two letters, one from the Muir
Society and another fromNational Geographic. Y ou remember | sent my photosto Gilbert Hovey
Grosvenor. He sthe editor. He liked them, and he knows the director of the Muir Society.
Consarvationists”

“Yeah,” Peter said. “ So what do they want?’
“They want me—us—to work with Lotto Gluck and Vince Shellabarger.”
Peter knew those names. He tried to remember . . .

“Stick inyour mind, don’'t they?” Anthony asked, his grin bigger than ever. “They used to be famous.
Every boy in Americaknew who they were—hell, maybe the whole world.”

Peter wrinkled his brow. He climbed off the bed, and the flashlight dipped from hisfingers. As he bent to
pick it up, hesad, “Circus Lothar!”

“You got it. Thelast dinosaur circus. They're going to shut *er down in afew days. Have afind
performance. Grosvenor wants pictures and an article. | asked if you could come with me, asan
assgtant. They said sure, givesthe angle some family polish. It sthe big time, Peter.”

“Jeez,” Peter said, at alossfor any other word. His chest felt hollow and his mouth dry. Anthony pulled a
chair out from thetiny desk and sat on it, and Peter sat on the edge of the bed, careful not to upset the
oilcloth and dl the pieces of the Leica spread there.

“Wel, are you coming?’ Anthony asked.

Peter shot him aquick frown. “When?’

“That meansyes?’

“When?”

“Firgt, we get packed. Then wetake atrain to Boston.”
“And then?”

“We seethe circus slast performance.”



“That will take a couple of months?’

Anthony looked away with an odd smile. He was keeping something to himsdlf. “If it al worksout, we'll
have lots morework. And if it doesn’t—well, at least we' relikely to get atrip to Florida. That’ swhere
Gluck keepsthe circus s headquarters.

“Onemorething,” Anthony said, lightly squeezing Peter’ s upper arm. “Y ou’ re going to write it down.
They might take your story and print it.”

Peter opened and closed his mouth like afish. “InNational Geographic? ”
“Sure, why not?’

Peter swalowed alump.

“Enough of aprodigy for you?” Anthony asked.

It meant work for hisfather, who had had no work for six months. It meant regular meals and aplaceto
go this summer— maybe Florida—rather than staying in the gpartment day after day, watching hisfather
try to stay away from the bottle, waiting for aletter from his mother and an invitation to come vist her
and Grandma.

It meant alot.

Peter got off the bed and hugged hisfather, feding so many things, dl at once, that tears cameto his
eyes.

“That'sfine” Anthony said, letting the hug last aslong asit should, between two strong men, father and
son. He put his hand on Peter’ s chest and pushed him gently back, then thumped him lightly. “1 told you it
would al work out. Y our mother just didn’t believein me.”

“Can| cdl her and tell her?’

Anthony frowned. “ She'll want money right away,” he said.

Peter fdt thefamiliar pang. “1 won't mention the money. I'll just say you' ve got work.”

“We' vegot work,” Anthony corrected. “ The perfect summer job. And it gets us out of town.”
“There s something more,” Peter said.

Anthony fiddled with the camera parts, eyes down.

“What isit?’

Anthony smiled dyly and said, “I’ ve learned to keep quiet about things that might never happen.” His
brow furrowed. *Y ou can trust me and go aong without asking too many questions, or you can live the
kind of life your mother wants you to live: safe and snug and dull as dishwater.”

Peter examined hisfather’ seyes. Hewas painfully serious.
“Areweateam?’ Anthony asked.

Peter felt asmal shiver creep up his back. He resented thiskind of emotiona blackmail, but then again,
his curiosity had been piqued. Peter had never thought of himself asterribly brave, but he was curiousto



afault.

He aso wanted to please hisfather; please this difficult, lean man, who had lived through so much and yet
sometimes seemed more of achild than hisson. It hurt to fed need for Anthony’ s gpprova; there had
been times when relying on Anthony was like leaning on the wind. But there it was.

“A team,” Peter said.

“My lad,” Anthony said solemnly, and they shook hands.

Chapter Two

\W hen his head was clear, free of emotional clouds, asit was now, standing on the platform waiting for
thetrain to Boston, atraveling and uprooted life with hisfather was better than arooted life with amother
who, it seemed, had no placefor him. “When | get ajob and Grandmaisfedling better,” she had written
ayear ago, “you can come and live with us. But right now the gpartment isjust too smdll, and we don’t
have much money, Peter.”

Peter rubbed his nose. Whenever he thought about these things, his noseitched. Anthony put hishand on
Peter’ s shoulder. “Five minutes,” he said, “and you'll beinside adining car dugging back cocoaand
doing red damageto agrilled cheese sandwich.”

Penn Station was not very crowded at one 0’ clock in the afternoon. Outside, the city was hot and humid,
but below ground, surrounded by dirt and concrete, the air was till cool. People waited on concrete
platformsfor the big, deek stainlesssted train carsto rall in behind their pounding diesdl engines,
dragging gusts of hot air strong enough to blow your hat off, if you were wearing one. Most of the men
and dl of the women wore hats. The men wore seersucker suits and panamas, homburgs, and fedoras.
The women wore caf-length summer skirts and jackets and fdt pillboxes, roundbrims, and toques.

Peter’ s mother had sold hats in Chicago before she met Anthony. Some of the women's hatswere
decorated with satin ribbon, sweeps of veil, even fake fruit; afew sported long pheasant plumes that
made them look like marmosets.

Anthony wore an old rumpled corduroy jacket and wool dacks, too warm for the weather but that was
al he had, and no hat.

They had packed up their belongings and moved out of the gpartment. Their address, for the next three
months, would be a post office box. They were staking everything, it seemed to Peter, on the generosity
of National Geographic.

Hewas dill puzzling over what he had done the night they had gone out for pizza. They had walked to
Nunzio's, aloud and cheerful place with red checked tablecloths. Hisfather had drank a bottle of
Chianti, to celebrate, he said, and they had shared avery large pie, dmost as big astheir table, covered
with tomato sauce and cheese. Peter had eaten more than hisfill and they had strolled home through the
quiet Sde streets. Anthony was dightly drunk and wastelling Peter about hiswork on oil rigsin 1939. He
had hated every minute of it, he said, but till, there was the excitement and the camaraderie of the men

all working together, and there had been the regular paycheck.

“I wasin agraitjacket,” Anthony had said, putting hisarm around Peter’ s shoulders. “Every hour was
misery. Best damned thing that ever happened to me. But thewar came.. . . That was miserable, too.
Also the best damned thing that ever happened to me.”



Peter had helped hisfather up the stairs and into bed, and then had sat on the threadbare couch in the
front room for awhile, his head buzzing. About one in the morning, he had clapped his hands down hard
on hisknees and walked into the kitchen, grinding his molars so loudly he wondered if Anthony could
hear. He had looked under the kitchen sink, pulled out abox of empty whiskey bottles, and carried them
down the stairs. Then he had hefted the box to his shoulder and walked half ablock to the entrance of an
dley. And inthealley, surrounded by wooden crates and garbage cans, he had pulled the bottles from
the box, one at atime, and flung them againgt abrick wall. There had been fifteen of them, and on the
fourteenth bottle, an old woman had leaned out of athird story window and shouted a him, “All right, al
right! Y ou’ ve made your point! Now get on home and let usdeep!”

He had stared up at the lighted window, the lagt bottle in his hand. Then he had put the bottle gently and
slently down on the concrete, wiped his hands on his pant legs, and returned to the apartment.

Thetrain arrived, little different from any of the other sted mongtersthat had hauled Peter and hisfather
all over the Mid-west and the East and the South in search of work. They climbed aboard and found
their seats and Anthony dung their luggage into the overhead and strapped it in. Peter sat beside the long
high window and examined the station’ s brick wall through smudges of fingerprintsand hair oil.

Asthetrain pulled out of the station and daylight flooded the car, Anthony asked, “Did you say
good-byeto Millie Cddwel?’ Millie Cadwell wasagirl in his class. She and Peter had goneto the
movies acouple of times and Peter thought she was more than alittle niceto talk to.

Peter nodded. Milliewasin love with avarsity footbdl player, a college boy; she liked rugged,
adventurous men. She had told him, on their [ast movie outing, “I redlly go for men who liketo get in
trouble.” Millie Cddwdl’ s eyes had gleamed at the thought. “I prefer the growl of atiger tothelick of a
lapdog. Y ou'rejust too tamefor me, Peter.” Millie Caldwell wanted someone like Anthony, Peter
redized . . . not for thefirg time.

“Did you tell her what you' re doing?’

Peter shook hishead. “It'sa secret, isn't it?’

“Just checking,” Anthony said, and for amoment, Peter’ s ssomach soured.

“I don't think I'll ever see her again,” he said. “We |l come back and live someplace else, | mean.”
“A nicer place, maybe,” Anthony said.

“Maybe,” Peter said.

“Let’sgoegt,” Anthony said, and they walked toward the rear of the train, where the dining car was. The
food was pretty good and Anthony bought him al he could eat. After Sipping steaming cocoafrom a
thick, heavy cup, he ate three grilled cheese sandwiches with fried tomatoes on the side and drank two
glasses of cold, rich milk. Anthony ateaBL T and drank a glass of beer, then two cups of coffee. He
took out his Leicaand aimed through the window, snapping afew pictures of hilly suburban
neighborhoods where dl the returned vetslived in long lines of cookie-cutter brown and gray and white
houses. Finally they reached the countryside, gray under June' s overcast skies. Thick green elm trees
raced past the windows.



“We ll get into Bogton late thisevening,” Anthony said. “We Il stay in abig, fancy hotel, and then
tomorrow, we' Il shop for traveling gear and go see the circus and meet Gluck and Shellabarger.”

Peter wondered why they would need traveling gear. He swallowed hislast gulp of milk, wiped his mouth
on the ngpkin, and said, “Dad, what if they decide they don’t want the article? What will happen to us?’

Anthony gave him astern look.
“Mom would say it was practica to worry about such things,” Peter said primly.

“Y our mother never lived apeaceful day in her life,” Anthony said. Hisface reddened. “ Sheworriesal
thetime”

Peter stared back at him, biting hislip.
“Sorry,” Anthony said.
“What will we do if it doesn’t work out?’

“I’ll get ajobin acamerastorein Boston,” Anthony said. “Y ou can help me sell cheap Japanese
camerasto folkswho don’t know any better. All right?’

Things were getting off to amixed start. Peter redlized thiswas hisfault—in part, at least. Hetried to
think of something to say that would put things right again. “It wasright not to tell Mom. She would have
worried. She would think the circus was a dangerous place to work.”

Anthony said, “Mm hmm.” He was studying awoman stting two tables behind Peter, on the other Sde of
thetrain.

“Dad. ..
“Mmhmm?’
“Do you think | worry too much—like Mom?’

Anthony curled hislip casualy and squinted out the window. “ Sometimesiit’ s best to look an adventure
right in the eye and not back down, not even blink. Never let life seeyou're afraid.”

That sounded like someonein abook talking. Much of hisfather’ slife could have come straight out of a
book. A veteran of the campaignsin Italy, wounded twice, assigned to help motion picture director John
Huston make documentaries of the fighting, Anthony Belzoni had survived the war with ascarred arm
and chest, two Purple Hearts, a broken marriage, and his beloved Leica, “Not made in Canada. Madein

Germany.”
Peter could hardly imagine what hisfather had been through and survived.

“I’'mwith you, Dad,” Peter said. The words sounded forced and alittle awkward, but they seemed to do
thetrick.

“I never doubted that, Peter,” Anthony said with abig smile. “How about starting that journa 7’

Peter loved words. He had read his mother’ s oldMerriam Webster’ s Dictionary amaost from cover to
cover. It was one of the few things he had of hers. She never used it and so had given it to him when she
left Chicago to go to Grandmother’ sand live. But when it came to stringing one word after another . . .



With asigh, hetook out his new black notebook and afountain pen. He spent more time than was
grictly necessary filling the pen from abottle of Quink. Then hetapped his chin and hummed until
Anthony gave him astern look, and finally gpplied nib to paper.

Today we left New York for Boston. My father saw the Lothar Gluck Dinosaur Circus before the
war, but I’ ve never seeniit. | amreally very excited, but sometimes | think too much and don’t
know how to feel.

My father thinks on his feet, and he’'s smarter than almost anyone, but sometimes he |eaps before
he looks. I'll have to watch out for both of us.

Writing thistook Peter half an hour.

They arrived in Boston after seven o' clock at night and took ataxi to the hotel. A smiling, wizened porter
carried their bags up to the room. After giving the old man awhole dollar for atip, Anthony fell onto the
bed and began snoring. Anthony could fall adeep instantly wherever he was, he had learned that trick in
the Army. Peter had to settle down and get used to his surroundings first.

The hotel room was amarve. Peter had never dept in such afancy bed. Even with hisfather sorawled
across half, there was more than enough room. The furniture was dark maple. Origind works of art hung
on dl thewals—mostly paintings of flowers, but pretty. The bathroom was aradiance of white marble,
with a huge clawfoot tub and glittering brass faucets and shower head.

Peter tried the shower. The stinging spray of seaming hot water felt wonderful. He rubbed himsalf
vigoroudy with a soft white towel that seemed as big as a bedsheet. He had neglected to place the cloth
curtain insgde the tub, however, and got water dl over the floor. He wiped it up with the big towel and
then settled into bed beside his father to read the book they had bought at the Strand the day before.

Peter could not read on trains or in cars. It made him queasy. Writing in the notebook had been bad
enough. He had been waiting for this moment, however, to open the thick, heavy book with dl of its
pictures The Lost World, by Sir George Edward Chalenger, astold to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Doyle
had written the Sherlock Holmes books and many novels. Peter had readThe Lost World when he had
been eight or nine. Now he had his own copy instead of one from alibrary, and this one was the deluxe
illugtrated edition. The booksdller at the Strand had told them it had been out of print for more than five
years. People were not very interested in dinosaurs anymore.

Peter scanned the glossy picturesfirst. He flipped past portraits of the explorers and their Indian guides,
stiffly posed in the fashion of 1912, and stopped when he came to a sepia-toned picture of an overgrown
marsh with alake beyond. Looming over the lake were the highland mesas that formed abarrier to the
wind on the northern edge of El Grande, the Grand Tepui.

Like most young people, he had grown up hearing about El Grande, biggest of Venezuda sancient
sandstone plateaus. Twenty miles north of Brazil’s Monte Roraima, El Grande rose ashigh aseight
thousand feet above the Gran Sabana, and Stretched eighty-five miles from end to end. Thiswasthe last
place on Earth where dinosaurs il lived.

He read the text beneath the picture:



The Lake of the Serpents, as seen from the south. The mountains in the distance squat atop the
Grand Tepui, plateaus piled upon plateaus, and protect the entire elevated region from the cold
northerly winds. They are more than fifty miles away, yet visible on this remarkably clear day.
Between the Lake of the Serpents and the southern end of the Grand Tepui lies the south-central
lake, called the Lake of Butterflies, or Lake Akuena. In all, there are six lakes on the Grand Tepui,
the largest of them being the Lago Centrale, or Central Lake, which connects with the Lake of the
Serpents by a narrow strait.

Peter was a quick reader, and in the next hour he re-lived the 1912 journey of Edward Challenger and
his crew and Indian porters up the Caroni River to the Grand Tepui, caled Kahu Hidi by the Indians.
They were blocked by mile-high falls and impenetrable rapids, and had to circle around to the Pico

Poco, the “little mountain,” where an ancient overgrown Indian switchback trail alowed them and afew
burrosto climb six thousand feet. They arrived at the top of Pico Poco, which wasonly amileor so
wide, but level with the Grand Tepui. The gap between Pico Poco and the Grand Tepui, at its narrowes,
was one hundred feet. Challenger ordered the construction of arope bridge. . .

Peter read through to the chapter that described the rock maze on the southern end of El Grande, and
the swamp beyond the maze, where lurked huge crocodile-like animal s with heads longer than aman was
tall and teeth over eight incheslong. “Y et far more dangerous and enchanting than these fresh-water
Krakens,” Challenger wrote, “are the cobra-necked, turtle-bodied saurians of Lake Akuena, supposed
by some to beplesiosaurs. Though lessthan afourth the size of the largest crocodilians, they are as
vicious asthefabledpiranha. They st on the shores of the lake and hoot and chirp maddeningly
throughout the dark, wet nights, hideous Srensinviting their victimsto join in fatal reptilian play. They
alow no rest, no thoughts but of death and rubbery hooded necks and broad grinning mouths full of
dashingteeth...”

Peter rubbed hiseyes. It was nine 0’ clock. He was hungry again despite their supper on thetrain.
Traveling dways sharpened his appetite. He leaned across the bed and shook his father’ s shoulder.
1] Daj.”

“Mmmfgk.”

“Dad?"

“Huh?" Anthony jerked his head up from the pillow and stared owlishly around the room.
“Areyou hungry?’

His head flopped back. “Y ou want to try room service?’

Peter grinned.

“How about asteak . . . rare? One for each of us, and baked potatoes with sour cream and chives. I'll
have aglass of wineand you'll haveacola”

“That would beterrific,” Peter said.

Anthony dialed the phone for room service and pointed to the book. The cover was stamped with the
gruesome image of a black-and-white-and-green-featheredStratoraptor velox initsnativerain forest.
“Liketo runinto one of those?’



“No, gr,” Peter said. “Nor anAltovenator. But I'd like to see both of themin thewild.” But hisfather
was talking to someone in the kitchen, ordering their steaks. When he finished, he put down the phone
and grinned wolfishly at hisson.

“They don’'t take kindly to nosy Norteamericanos down there. Not anymore.”
“Why not? What happened?’ Peter asked.

“Itsalong story .. ."

“We havetime,” Peter said.

“It'satragedy, redly,” Anthony said. “Professor Challenger followed in the footsteps of haf adozen
explorers— like Shomburgk and Maple White—but he was the first to actually make hisway to the top
of El Grande and liveto tell about it. That began the big dinosaur craze. Everybody sent teamsinto El
Grande and started catching dinos and exporting them for zoos and circuses. Things got out of hand, of
course, and some animal s started getting scarce.

“It was high time that somebody with good sense stepped in. In 1924, the Muir Society told First Lady
Grace Coolidge—Cadvin'swife—that bringing down al those animds, just to put them in zoos—or
letting big game hunters journey in and shoot them—just didn’t make sense. President Coolidge had a
son who loved dinosaurs. The boy was sick, dying actualy, and before he died, he asked hisfather to
help save the animas on the tepui. Like me, oI’ Silent Ca had a soft spot for his son, made even softer
by knowing the boy wasn't going to be around much longer . . .

“So Coolidge put pressure on the Venezuel an dictator, Juan Vicente Gomez. The next U.S. president,
Herbert Hoover, kept up the pressure because he and Coolidge were friends. That was before Black
Monday brought on the Depression.

“The Muir Society wanted to turn El Grande into a nature preserve. But Gomez got angry. Hedidn't like
gringostdling him what to do. Instead, he stopped |ettinganybody go in there.

“Then there are the Indians. They think of El Grande as a sacred place, and send their warriors and
future chiefs there to prove themsdlves. The Army does't like that, because the tribes get uppity when
heroes|ead them, and that makes trouble.

“The Venezudan army gill guardsthe place. Gdmez is gone, but they et in only two or three people each
year, Latin American scientisss mostly, and they won't let them carry guns. Well, of course, without guns,
alot of themdie.

“Meanwhile, up north, most of the circuses and zoos didn’t know how to take care of the dinosaursthey
had. They lost them and couldn’t get replacements. The only circusthat kept itsanimas dive and hedthy
was Circus Lothar, and they’ re just about broke.”

Their dinner arrived on arolling cart pushed by atal, smiling black man in awhite jacket. Everything was
covered by slver trays. The steaks were grilled to perfection, thick and rare.

Peter loved hearing hisfather speak. His precise diction, like an actor’s, and his pleasant if somewhat
clipped tone reminded him of the times when they had lived together with his mother, and Anthony had
read newspapers and magazines to him before dinner.

“Dad, who' sthefiercest predator on this planet?’ Peter asked as they finished the last cooling,
gtill-succulent bites of beef. Hewiped adribble of juice from hischin.



“The butcher who dliced up this steer, | suppose,” Anthony said.
“You don't thinkpeople are?’

“Somepeople,” Anthony said. “Not me. If | had to shoot my own cow to eat meet, I'd become a
vegetarian.”

“Is't that hypocritica ?’ Peter asked. He fluffed his pillow and lay back on the bed.

“Sure,” Anthony said. He tapped hisfork on the plate and got up to roll the cart to the door. “Dallarsto
donuts a carnivorous dinosaur isawhole lot more honest than any human being.”

“Better dressed, too,” Peter said.

“Yeah, well, we ll take care of that tomorrow morning. It' stime we get some serious deep. We re due at
the circus to meet Gluck and Shellabarger at three p.m. And the last, gala performance starts at seven.”

Anthony opened the door and pushed the cart outside.

Chapter Three

They went shopping as soon as the stores opened, taking ataxi to amen’ s clothier, then walking down
the Street with their parcelsto abig camping and Army surplus store. In acouple of hours, they had
dungarees, light wool coats and khaki jackets, new lightweight cotton underwesr, two pairs of hiking
boots apiece and six pairs of wool socks, bush hats, two new belts, two al-purpose hunting knives and
two pocketknives, and two compasses. Peter had never owned a knife before and immediately wanted
to find astick and test the blades, but Anthony said they barely had time to get to the circus.

Peter did not ask why they needed dl the rugged clothing, and hisfather did not volunteer any
information. Anthony wandered up and down the aides, filling his basket with item after item. He treated
it asalong-delayed and well-deserved shopping spree, al on the tab of the National Geographic
Society. Peter redized they could never carry al this stuff, and challenged Anthony: “What are we going
to do with five kerosene lamps? Or with abox of tent stakes?” Usudly, hisfather relented with asmile,
and Peter put the items back on the shdlf. On afew items, Anthony smply said, “Keepit. We' ll need it.”

At two-thirty, four miles outside the city, the green and white taxi dropped them off by arailway sding on
the edge of abroad field covered with long, wet, trampled grass. Anthony paid the driver and they
stepped out. The driver removed their luggage and bags of new clothes, then tipped his cap withady
amile, the samekind of smile he might have given to two gentlemen being dropped off in ared-light
digtrict. Thetaxi rumbled away and they stood for amoment on the edge of thefied.

A long line of flatcars, Pullmans, and boxcars pushed up beside a concrete loading platform. Acrossthe
field, abig top had been erected, and two connected smdller tents formed thewingsof aY . North of the
tents, agray awvning sheltered five large diesel generatorsthat coughed smokeinto the afternoon sky.
Four long trucks were parked aongside the generators, and roustabouts busily loaded and unloaded
equipment from the rear and side doors of their trailers. Three wide white searchlights sat dark like big
blind eyes between the ding and the big top.



From around the eastern tent paced a dozen horses on ajaunt with their grooms. Concession cartsand a
few game booths stood unattended and sad beside the path to the big top. Peter did not see any
dinosaurs.

A banner sagged wearily over the ticket booths near the closest wing of the tents. On the banner, invivid
green letters adorned with painted scales and feathers, stretched the name CIRCUS LOTHAR, and
below that, in smaller letters, LOTHAR GLUCK’ S DINOSAUR CIRCUS, and on a second banner
below that, Beasts from the Edge of Time!

Peter had not been to a circus since he wasfive years old, and he remembered only a confusion of bright
colors, large cages with bored-looking animas, ahuge woman in afrilly dress, and aclown in aspotlight
with abouquet of flowers. Thiscircus, he saw immediately, was different.

A few big drops of rain pattered from the gray sky. “ Gluck has't made money in more than six years,”
Anthony said as he popped atattered black umbrella over their heads. 1 guessthe public’ s gotten tired
of hearing about dino disasters. Thirty of them died of worms at the World' s Fair. Big disgrace. Crudlty
to animds. Before that, in 1935, avenator got loosein acircusin Havana and killed twenty people. The
newspapers blamed everybody in the business. So Lothar Gluck is at the end of hisrope, through no
fault of hisown.”

They walked past the concession stands and the sideshow tent to the ticket booth. A husky bearded
attendant who might have doubled as a strongman checked them againgt alist and nodded permission for
themtogoin.

Immediately, they stepped from mud onto dry sawdust and the air went from warm and moist to dry and
musty with asharp smell that made Peter wrinkle hisnose. He had smelled horses on hisuncl€ sranch in
Kentucky and cowsin adairy barn, but he had never smelled anything like this. Then he remembered
visiting abig pet shop in Chicago and the rich sour odor of parrots and macaws. Thiswas more primdl,
darming; it irred degp memories.

Peter wondered if it was actudly thesmell that kept people awvay from the circus.

They cameto the cages, eight of them arranged in two rows on ether sde of the end of the first tent.
Most were covered with tarps. Whatever was inside the cages was quiet and still. Ahead, through a
canvas flap furled and tied to a cross-bar between two poles, Peter saw the third ring under the big main
tent, and bleachersin shadow beyond. A man and woman were riding a dappled gray gelding around the
small ring, taking turns standing on its back and legping off as the other leaped on. No music, no sounds
but the pounding hoofs and the grunts and comments of the performers. The man wore loose pantsand a
white shirt and the woman nicdly filled out what looked like ablack svimsuit.

Of course, Anthony noticed her. Peter noticed her aswell.

Asthey waked between the cages, atal powerful-looking man ducked under alifted cut in the canvas.
“Y ou the photographer?’ he asked in avoice stuck somewhere between black velvet and gravel.

“And writer,” Anthony said.
“I'm Vince Shdllabarger.”

“Thisismy son, Peter. HE smy assigtant.” Anthony and Shellabarger shook hands, and then the big
dinosaur trainer turned to Peter and glowered down at him. His judgmenta sea-green eyes glinted with
bits of turquoise. Straight white-blond hair stretched thin over his brown scalp. He had along chiseled
jaw and prominent cheekbones, asolid barrel gut and broad heavy shoulders. A brilliantly white shirt



dtrained across his chest. Gray curly chest hair billowed over the V in his shirt and thick biceps
threatened to rip the rolled-up deeves. For amoment, he scared Peter.

“Hédlo, Peter,” Shellabarger said. He stuck out his hand and smiled warmly. Suddenly Peter was no
longer afraid, but proud to shake hands with the man.

“Isanybody ese here?” Anthony asked.

“Not yet. We re having alast supper sort of thing at five. | thought I’ d introduce you to the animals
before the show. Mr. Gluck—L otto to his friends—is around someplace. Let me seeif he' sfree.”

“How hig' sthe crowd going to be?” Anthony asked.
“How the hell should | know?’" Shellabarger said.

Shdlabarger left them by the third ring and went off looking for Gluck. They watched the man and
woman and the horse, practicing over and over again the same leap, the man running up aramp and
jumping onto the horse and around the ring and then off, the woman legping back on. Standing on the
horse’ s back, the woman glanced at them as she passed, then jerked her head away asif she had made a
mistake and no one had been there after dl.

“Y ou think the horse gets bored?” Anthony asked, tracking the woman with hiseyes.
“Probably. Why aren’t they training with adinosaur?’ Peter asked.
Anthony laughed. “ Just wait,” hesaid.

Shellabarger returned afew minutes later. “Lotto’ s on the squawk box. He sayshe'll join uslater. Come
on.” Shellabarger somped ahead, his big black-booted feet kicking up flakes of sawdust. He took them
to the other end of the Sde tent, by the first cage on the right, and thumped the tarpaulin with his
knuckles. Something insde harrumphed and squesked.

“Don’t befooled by their pretty eyes,” Shellabarger said. “They don't think like bears or big cats, or like
any mammal.” Shellabarger lifted the canvas cover. Insdethe cage, aleggy creature astal asaman lifted
its smooth flexible neck and puffed out its throat below atoothless pointed jaw. A long naked tail
twitched like acat’s, with adow horizontal curl at the end. It seemed to be covered with brown and gray
fur, but asit stalked forward, neck bobbing, and squeaked again, then whistled, Peter saw the fur was
redlly afine down of primitive fegthers. Its eyes gleamed abeautiful golden color, mottled with rich
chocolate specks, and the ingde of its mouth and tongue was lavender.

Instead of wingsit had long agile three-clawed hands. The claws gripped the barsand it angled its head
to peer at Shellabarger.

“ThisisDip,” thetrainer said. “He snot abird or an avisaur—he' sared dinosaur. A plains struthio.
Scientists cdl him aratite mesotherm.” He twisted hismouth in distaste. “| like the Indian names better.
Doesit look like asadashe tonoro, or like aNeostruthiomimus planensis? ”

Peter grinned.

“Yeah,” Shellabarger said. “Hismat€' sin thetrailer outside. Her name’'s Casso. They were brought out
by the last expedition in 1928. Gluck bought them from Wonder World Ohio in 1937. They werein sad
shape. Damned fools didn’t know what to feed them.”

“What do you feed them?’ Peter asked.



Shellabarger smiled craftily. “ They like possums and bugs and lizards and chickens—and eggs, of course.
Other circuses and zoos used to feed them strictly meat and eggs. But . . .” He put his hand between the
bars of the cage. The struthio twisted his head, examined the hand asif it might be tasty, and pecked the
fingerslightly. Peter was afraid he might have bitten the trainer, but Shellabarger laughed and pulled his
hand back unbloodied. “We ve known each other along time. Casso’ s eggs, by theway, are infertile.
Always have been. So far, I’ ve never gotten any dino to make babies away from El Grande, more sthe

pity.”
“What else do they eat?’ Peter persisted.

Thetrainer bent over and whispered in Peter’ sear: “ They’ re omnivores. They love nuts and berries.
Casso will do anything for apeanut.”

Shellabarger winked to show thiswastheir secret. They walked to the next cage, considerably larger
than thefirgt in the row, and pulled on arope that lifted the canvas cover. “ Good afternoon, Sammy,” he
murmured. Insde the cage, lying on its Side, amassive, brown-spotted green body lifted one eephantine
fordlegintheair, then rolled toward the smdll visitors, coming to rest on both forelegs, with hind legs
splayed out behind. He tipped forward an ornate crest, swung his head to one side, and regarded them
with abeady little black eye. His ssomach rose and fell with adeep rumble. Sammy’ s aspect was dready
formidable, but asafina touch, he sported a bent, forward-jutting horn on his rhinoceros nose.

“Sammy’ saCentrosaurus, ” Shellabarger said. “ A red survivor. A true older dinosaur, not very
evolved. His breed’ s been around for about seventy million years. Sammy’ssmdll for histype, but fossl
centrosaurs are even smaler. When | was alad and visited southern El Grande, | saw centrosaursin
herds of hundreds, some of the big femades thirty-five feet long. Sammy’ s been with ussincethe
beginning, and he still actslike ayoungster. Don't you, Sam?’ Shellabarger grabbed hay from abale,
pulled aeucayptus leaf from another box, and tied them up with along green blade of grass. Sammy’s
beak opened and arasping parrot tongue poked out. He rolled over alittle more, stretched out his beak,
and took the wad from Shellabarger. The centrosaur whistled softly through hisnose.

All around Sammy’ s crest, reddish-brown knobs stuck out like studs on adog’ s collar. Spots of dark
green and fleshy pink covered the crest to just behind the prominent bony ridges surrounding his eyes.

“Helooks placid now,” Shedllabarger said, “but Sammy gave me fitswhen | was younger. Liked to step
on toes.”

“Dothedinosaurslive along time?’” Anthony asked.

“WEe ve got one old carnivore here, Dagger, avenator—he sin the trailer now, we don’t take him out
until the show—he' sthirty-seven or thirty-eight, probably. He was ayoungster when | plucked him off
the plateau thirty years ago. Herbivores live about three timeslonger than the carnivores. So Sammy
could liveto be ninety or more.”

“Youseemtolikethem dl,” Peter said.

“Well,” Shellabarger said, “1 like some, and somelike me.” He drew up one corner of hislipsand
lowered hiseyebrow inahdf grimace.

The sze of theCentrosaurus stunned Peter. He had never seen adinosaur up close—only in
pictures—and Sammy’ s bulk was both bigger, in some ways, and smdller, than he had imagined. Bigger,
because if Sammy got loose, he could certainly smash up most of the circus, and smaller, because he
could not tear gpart acity.



Peter wondered how big Dagger the venator was.

“There sLotto now,” Shellabarger said, nodding toward the juncture of the two tents. “ Y ou'll meet the
rest of the beasts soon enough.”

Lothar Gluck was a short plump man with apale face and red cheeks and thin graying brown hair. He
wore an expendgve suit that refused to fit properly. His short stubby nose and florid lips reminded Peter of
Charles Laughton, but Gluck’ s features seemed more dissipated, asif in hisyouth he might have been a
handsome man.

“Lotto, thisis Anthony Belzoni and his son, Peter,” Shellabarger introduced. Gluck stuck out athick pae
hand, and Anthony shook it first as Gluck murmured certain standard phrases, * Pleasssed to meet you,
delighted, yesss.. . .” Then he cameto Peter. Gluck’ s hand felt soft and dightly damp, like bread dough.
He kept glancing over his shoulder, asif expecting someoneelseto arrive.

Though hewasaU.S. citizen—and had been since 1913— L othar Gluck till spoke with a German
accent. He hung on to many of hiss sas he said them, asif unwilling to let hiswords loose.

“Ss0, Mr. Shellabarger hass given you asmal tour?” Gluck asked.
“We ve seen afew of theanimas” Anthony said. “It'sathrill to get thisclose, isn't it, Peter?”

Gluck focused on Peter, Szed him up, and smiled sunnily. “ Esspecidly for ayoungsster. | have built my
career on thrilling young folks with the beassts.”

Peter felt he was expected to say something. “They’re great,” he said. “I mean, they’rebig. ”

“Both greastand big,” Gluck said. “ Sssome bigger than others.” He cast asad, glassy eye on Sammy.
“Will Ssammy be performing tonight?’

“Hewouldn’t missit,” Shellabarger said.

“Sammy was the first dinosssaur | brought down from El Grande. | first went up the riversto the tepuis
when | wasthirty-one yearss old, in the expedition of Colondl Fawcett himsdlf. He ordered meto take
Sammy and two other beassts down the Caroni, back to civilization. Colonel Fawcett stayed behind, and
was never seen again. After Professor Challenger, he was the greatest explorer of that region . . . But
then, Challenger wass a dynamo, agenius, and something of amonssster himself.”

“Cardozo was better,” Shellabarger said. “He knew his stuff.”

“If you get theimpression | am waiting for somebody,” Gluck said, glancing over his shoulder again, “I
am. The producers, Mr. Cooper and Mr. Schoedsack, and their photographer, O’ Brien, should be here
soon. They are going to film the circus tonight.”

“We dways enjoy publicity,” Shellabarger said dryly.

Lotto waved his plump hand. Three gold rings glittered on histhick fingers. “I think we may asso have
John Ford. He has aways been aloya patron. They will arrivein timefor dinner, | hope. Already the
movietruckss are here.” Gluck turned to Peter again. “ Shall we take alook at more beassts? It is
wonderful, theway Vince haswiththem...”

Gluck accompanied them to one more cage. At the end of the row, near the entrance to the tent, alarge,
duggish animd stood adeep onitsfour pillarlike legs. Heavily armored, thetail tipped with alarge bal of
bone, with spikes poking from its sdes and shorter spikesin rows aong its back; even its eydids were



covered with plates of bone. It looked like a cross between a horned toad and a Sherman tank and was
longer than Sammy, almogt thirty-one feet.

“ThisisShella,” Shellabarger said to Anthony and Peter. * Sheila s asouthern ankylosaur.”

Peter bent over to examine the underpinnings of the cage. Big curved stedl shock absorberswere
mounted on each wheel axle and the cage rolled on truck tires.

“Vince, she seemsto deep dl thetime,” Gluck said. “Whenever | look at her.”

“| doubt Sheilaknows the difference between being adegp and awake. She' s not adeep, exactly. She's
just got her eyes shut.”

Anthony stepped forward and was surprised by a sudden swing of thetail against the cage. The ball of
bone made a hideous whack againgt the bars and they al jumped back. The ankylosaur opened her small
brown eyes, blinked with trand ucent membranes, opened her beaked mouth, stretched her neck, and
made ashrill clucking noise, like ahuge bass chicken.

“You gtartled her,” Shellabarger said, grinning. “ See, not exactly adeep.” Anthony had almost dropped
his camera. Helooked at Peter with chagrin.

“You big lummox,” Shellabarger said to the animd. Sheilaclucked again, swung her head dowly back
and forth, and rasped her big side spikes against the bars, making afierce racket. “ Just about the only fun
she hasiswalking around thering. She'sagood platform. Just wait.”

“Let us seethetitan,” Gluck said.

Shellabarger shook hishead firmly. “Not when theré sa show to do,” he said. “ She'sas sendtiveasa
wild horse”

Gluck looked irritated, but shrugged; Shellabarger was master of the beasts.
“Titan?’ Peter asked.
“Aepyornistitan,” Gluck said proudly. “We cdl her Mrs. Birdqueen.”

“Our young visitor hasn’t seen the show yet, and you haven’t done much publicity lately, Lotto,”
Shdllabarger said. “Let it beasurprisefor him.”

Chapter Four

A crowd of bi gwigs and celebrities stood around outs de the tent, most dressed in gray suits and fedoras
and smoking cigars and cigarettes. Two seemed out of place, standing afew yards apart from therest: a
thin young man, balding prematurdly, and a grandfatherly-looking fellow with a pleasant but discerning
expresson. Their suitswere almost dick with wear. The thin young man seemed to have inherited his
clothesfrom an ancient mae ancestor, they gleamed so at knees and elbows.

Gluck waded in among the cel ebrities, shaking hands, smiling, enthusing about this or that. Behind the
men, Peter saw three women preening and displaying their cigarettesin long thin holders. Their high hedls,
sheer gowns, and fur coats seemed odd on the sawdust floor. One of them glanced at Peter, looked
away, glanced back, and smiled. They were heart-stoppingly beautiful.



Anthony, Peter, and Shellabarger followed Gluck. Shellabarger knew the men in good suits, and he
nodded and shook hands with them, introducing them in turn to Peter and Anthony. “Thisis Merian
Cooper,” he said. “Coop didKing Kong, what, ten years ago?’

“Fourteen,” Cooper said with athick Southern accent. He was plump, middle-aged, of medium height.
At firgt, he did not seem very impressive—but then Peter caught his direct gaze.

“You madeKong? ” Peter asked, suddenly awed.

“You betcha. OBie, over there, created our big gpe.” Cooper pointed to the older man in the worn suiit.
“Some of our dinosaurs we put together from footage we shot for Plateau. The public, bless’em, didn’t
much likethemix.”

“| saw it last year,” Peter said. “I thought it was great.”

“A good story has some staying power . . .” Cooper said with ashrug and agrin. “But it damned near
broke us. Ever snceKong, Monte thinks|’m ajinx. He refusesto work with me.”

Peter wondered who Monte was, but they moved on. Shellabarger steered them toward Gluck, who
was standing next to the grandfatherly fellow. They and the ba ding young man were in conversation with
atal, dender fellow with athick stand of wiry sat-and-pepper hair. “Monte, may | introduce our writer
and still photographer, from theNational Geographic, Anthony Belzoni, and his son, Peter . . . My
friends, thissisthe great director Ernest Schoedsack. Everyone cdlshim Monte.”

“Only if | say s0,” Schoedsack said gloomily, and then gave asmall smile. “Glad to meet you.” Hehad a
tall, square head. His ears stuck out on each side like handles and he looked half blind; he wore very
thick glasses. “Thisis O'Brien, my cameraand effects man. And thisis. . .”

“Ray,” the bading young man said, quickly catching that Schoedsack had forgotten hisname. “Ray
Harryhausen.”

Peter and Anthony shook hands all around. Schoedsack took Gluck aside and Anthony struck up a
conversation with O’ Brien and Harryhausen.

Peter tuned infirst to what Gluck and Schoedsack were murmuring.

“Last time we went in there, to makePlateau, welost a plane and three men. Damned near lost OBie
when aboat went the wrong way down arapids. That Caroni isabitch of ariver, Lotto.”

“Don’t | know it,” Gluck said.
Peter felt hisneck hairstingle.

O'Brien and Harryhausen examined Anthony’ s Leica. O’ Brien described anew portable 35-millimeter
movie cameraand the newest Technicolor film stock. “Whole thing weighs less than thirty pounds.”

“Sounds like agood dance partner,” Anthony said pleasantly. “Hope I'll be able to squeeze afew snaps
in between.”

“Thisisn't my strong suit, y’know,” O’ Brien confided, shaking his head. “ Oh, I’'m good; I’ ve been filming
live action since beforeKong, but Ray and | have been hoping we could get enough money together to
try agan.”

“Try what again?’ Peter asked.



“A fantasy film,” O'Brien said. He pulled awry face. “All thisfocus on real animals. Not that | don't like
dinosaurs. They're swell. | put some of my own together forCreation. ”

Harryhausen chuckled. In a soft, deep voice, he said, “We ve been put in the shade by redl life.”

“Yeah,” O'Brien said. “But it was sound killed that old beast, not live dinosaurs. Silent movies aren't
worth the gun-cotton they’ re printed on.”

“Nitrocdlulose,” Harryhausen explained to Peter.
“Oh,” Peter said.

Harryhausen smiled. At first glance, hisface and expression seemed affable, even
smple—sympathetically angled eyebrows, quick smile, alow-key manner. But when Harryhausen
looked directly at him, Peter sensed keen intelligence, red determination—and dmost infinite patience.

“Ray would like to animate things we' ve never seen before, creatures from Venus and Mars, Greek gods
and fire-bresthing dragons. But dinosaurs spoiled the public for any of our imaginary monsters.” O’ Brien
raised hishandsin resgnation.

“Fickle,” Anthony commiserated.
“At least we ve got work,” Harryhausen said softly.

“Y eah, moviemaking is about the public’ s dreams, not our own,” O’ Brien said with asigh.

A long table and folding chairs had been set up in the center ring of the big top. The dinner was brief, not
very lavish, but at the end, everybody toasted everybody else. Peter toasted with aglass of milk.
Looking around the table, he redlized with a cregping numbness that hisfather and he were Sitting with
half a dozen circus performers, aringmaster, adinosaur trainer, and Lotto Gluck himself. John Ford sat
at one end flanked by Merian Cooper and Ernest Schoedsack; to the right of Cooper were Willis
O'Brien and Ray Harryhausen, three beautiful actresses—one blonde, one brunette, and one
redhead—and . . . he had come back around the table to Anthony and himself. Anthony wasdeepin
conversation with the redhead, the one who had smiled at Peter. She was't much older than Peter,
ather.

Ford, a pleasant but ordinary-looking man with thinning hair and round horn-rim glasses, stiood to deliver
his persond toast and wishes for the expedition.

“Damn, | wish | wasgoing with you,” he said, aming his glass around the table. His other hand clutched
and worried a napkin.

Peter |looked at Anthony. “Going where?’ he whispered.
Anthony held hisfingersto hislips.

“When | was just breaking into movies, | read about the explorersfollowing after Chalenger. | remember
the newsreds of Roy Chapman Andrews. Andrews divided histime between El Grande and the Flaming
Hillsin Mongolia. Monte, you ran into Roy once, didn’t you?’



“That grandstanding S.O.B.,” Schoedsack said. Behind his goggling glasses, he seemed perpetualy
irritated.

“He couldamade ahdll of alot of omeets,” Ford said. “ Some of them would have been pretty tough, of
course.”

Harryhausen leaned across the table and said to Peter, “ Andrews found fossi| dinosaur eggsin Mongolia
and real eggson El Grande.”

“Oh,” Peter sad, realizing he had alot to catch up on.

“I remember the headlines when Colonel Fawcett went missing. Lotto, you knew Fawcett persondly.”
“Another primadonna,” Gluck said under his bresth.

“I heard that,” Ford said. “Well, it takes one to know one.”

“Tooright,” Gluck said. He mopped hisface with a handkerchief and took another swig of wine. Then he
looked down at the table sadly.

“And who could forget Jmmie Angd cracking up hisarplane on El Grande and having to walk thirty
milesto the bridge at Pico Poco? That wasafter it was supposed to beclosed . . . | wanted to make a
movie of that, even had Gary Cooper set for the part, but the studios were kinda cold on the idea, and
other things came dong.” His eyes sparkled as he turned toward O’ Brien. “OBie, you' ve been itching for
years now to make another monkey movie.”

Everybody around the table but Schoedsack laughed. OBie shook his head wryly.

“Wadll, | tell you what. Get these dinos into retirement”—he paused, then glanced around the table,
smiling—"“down in Tampa. Bring me back some great scenes, well blocked and with lots of drama, like
you did forKong but in color, and we' || make that monkey movie. Only thistime, the ape’ | be smaller so
it'll cost less. I'll even ropein Monte.”

“Never again,” Schoedsack vowed darkly.

Shellabarger got up and said he must excuse himsdlf. The circus performers—including the ringmaster
and the man and woman who had practiced with the horse—stood up with him. Everybody had to get
dressed and ready for the fina show, which would beginin an hour.

Asthetable was cleared, the guests milled about. The ringmaster’ s assstant ushered everybody out. The
tent was to be closed to bring in the performing cages. “Wouldn't want any of the animasto find you
herel” the assstant said with awolfish amile.

“My beassts,” Gluck said sadly, standing beside thering, one hand on aguy wire. “ All right, we go to the
third tent. Come, we have photographers and newspaper peopleto talk to.”

The crowd of reportersin the third tent was not what Gluck had hoped for. There were only five, and
two of those were from the society pages hoping to snag interviews with the actresses and Ford.
Nobody seemed much interested in Gluck himsdlf. He walked from group to group with ahang-dog
expresson.

Peter had achance to talk with Harryhausen some more. The actresses aside, Harryhausen wasthe
closest in age to Peter— twenty-seven.



“How long have you been amoviemaker?’ Peter asked.

“Just afew years,” Harryhausen said. “Haven't had the chance to do much yet. How about you?’
Peter shook his head. “I’'m awriter, | suppose.”

“Isthat what you want to be?’ Harryhausen asked, catching the uncertainty in hisvoice.

“1 suppose,” Peter repeated. In aquiet rush, Peter said, “What' s al this secrecy? Mr. Ford seemsto
know something, and my dad—he' s holding something back, too. What are we going to do?’

Harryhausen made aface and held up hishands. “Damned if | know. We re going to follow the animals
south to Tampaand make a movie about thetrip, iswhat I’ ve been told. | don’t dare hope for anything
more.”

The big top opened forty minutes later and they entered to take their seatsin the front rows beside the
center ring. The public was alowed in, and after haf an hour, the big top bleachers were only
three-quartersfilled. Anthony leaned over to Peter and whispered, “What’ swrong with Americansthese
days? Doesn'tanything get them excited?’

Clearly, hisfather was worried. If the last performance of the last dinosaur circus was not asdllout,
standing room only, then who could tell what Mr. Grosvenor might think back in Washington, D.C.?
Maybe he' d cancel the whole article, photosand all.

Large cages with thick black bars had been erected at each side of the center ring and two smaller cages
had been placed in each of the outside rings. Stedl-bar tunnels covered with tarps led from the side tent
into the cages. One of the tunnels stood over fifteen feet high.

Outside, awind started to blow and the canvas of the big top flapped and snapped, letting in little gusts.
Peter could smell fresh air and rain. The crowd seemed expectant and cheerful. Big spotlights switched
on and theringmaster cameinto the center ring, followed by his assgtant.

The ringmaster’ s name was Karl Flagg. He stood ramrod straight in hisred coat and high black hat and
black jodhpurs, athick black belt cinching in his ssomach, broad shoulders tapering without interruption
past his nonexistent waist to his knees. He looked imposing in thering, but a the dinner Peter had
noticed that Flagg was only alittle taller than he.

“ Ladies and Gentlemen!” The ringmaster’ s voice boomed through the tent without help from a
loudspeaker. The audience quieted. “Y ou are here to witness an historic performance, a performance of
whichwe are dl immensdly proud. Tonight, we will show you some of the most wonderful and terrifying
animas on Earth, and with sadnessin our hearts. . . we will bid them farewell.

“Lothar Gluck’ s Dinosaur Circusfirgt performed on this very date two decades ago, in 1927 . . . and
quickly grew to be the biggest dinosaur circusin North America, Europe, and Asa. We have performed
for presidents and prime ministers, kings and queens. . . celebrities and tyrants!



“Tonight, ladies and gentlemen, for your delight, and yours done, and for theVery. Final. Performance!
Lothar Gluck presents. . .

“ Animals from the edge of timel!

“ Beasts transported at great peril from the fabled and horrifying Lost World of El Grande, the
last of their kind!

“Performing . . .
“InNCIRCUSLOTHAR. ..
“Lothar Gluck’ sworld-renowned DINOSAUR CIRCUS!”

Thetarpswererolled back from the caged runways and spots siwung to highlight an anima running
toward the two cages in the center ring. Peter saw that it was Dip, the maeStruthiomimus that had
pecked a Shellabarger’ s hand. Simultaneoudy, aclown in aridiculous green dragon suit with broad
floppy red wings jumped and stumbled into the ring and dapped up against the cage door. The door
swung open as the clown stared at Dip in Supefaction. The ostrich-like dinosaur pushed at the door with
his three-clawed hands, pulled his head back on hislong neck, and stepped through.

Another clown dressed asamighty hunter—oversize pith helmet, agun six feet long, floppy
jodhpurs—ran from the opposite side of the ring. He aimed the gun not a Dip, who scratched hisjaw
idly with one claw, but at the dragon clown. The dragon shrieked, ran away, and was pursued by the
hunter. Asthe hunter ran past Dip, theStruthiomimus nesetly lanced out with his jaws and plucked the
helmet from the clown’ shead. A big wad of brilliant red hair spilled out, and the hunter hegped
unintelligible abuse on the animd. The struthio deftly flipped the hat out of thering.

The hunter lifted hisrifle, peered down the Sghts, and took along timeto am, wriggling his butt and
jiggling the barrel up and down. The struthio stepped forward and just as deftly pulled the gun from the
hunter’ s grasp, brokeit in half, and tossed it asde. The hunter legped into the air, arms and legs akimbo,
and fled. Dip followed with casud swiftness, head and neck bobbing, eyeing the audience in the
bleachers.

Asthe hunter and struthio circled, athird clown rolled a popcorn cart into the ring. The hunter stopped,
bought abag of popcorn, and began to eat asthe struthio caught up. Dip squawked harshly and the
hunter turned and trembled, shaking popcorn al over. The struthio pecked eagerly at the fallen kernels.
The hunter mouthed awhite-rimmed O of surprise and offered the long-necked animal the bag, leering
knowingly at the audience. The struthio stuck his head in the bag— and the clown shoved the bag higher
with aflourish. The bag stuck. Dip shook hishead from side to side (but did not pull the bag away with
his claws) and made more squawking sounds. The audience roared with laughter.

The hunter was taking aim with the recovered, reassembled gun when the dragon clown sneaked up from
behind and gave him a sound kick in the pants. The gun went off with aloud bang, shooting powdery
white smoke and more popcorn. The struthio jumped and shook the bag loose, then chased all three
clownsoffgage. The lights dimmed.

The audience laughed and applauded, but Peter wriggled on the bench restlessy. He was waiting for the
rea show to begin. He didn't think dinosaurs were anything to laugh at.

Anthony stood just outside the center ring, camerain hand, waiting to snap agood picture of the action.

Flagg the ringmaster returned to the center ring and the lights narrowed to intense white circles around



him and the open door of the cage. Dip chased the hunter clown around the perimeter outside the ring.
Asthe hunter passed, Peter saw with some surprise that it was Shellabarger.

“You!” Flagg shouted. “Y ou left this door open! Somebody could get hurt! We' re going to have redly
big animasin thiscage!”

Ashamed, the hunter sidled up to the cage door, big shoes dapping, but before he could closeit, the
sruthio pushed it shut. At the clang of stedl meeting sted, the hunter jumped and shivered dl over, nerves
clearly shot, and the struthio nudged him none too gently out of the ring.

“Wdl, we vefindly had enough ofthat, ” the ringmaster said, and Peter agreed.

“Thedramaof lifeon Earth,” the ringmaster said, “isfull of surprises. Beginning thousands of years ago,
we found the mysterious bones of extinct animals, turned to rock in the soil—and wetried to piece
together the history of what Earth was like, millions of years before humans walked the planet. We were
even more surprised to discover living examples and close rdlatives of these extinct animasin South
America But the greatest surprise of al wasthat we couldcommunicate with these animals, train them,
make them our companions—and in some cases, our implacable foes. What could be more surprisng
than the mystery of ancient life meeting modern man . . . Ladies and gentlemen, Lothar Gluck presents. .
. THE CAVALCADE OF LIFEIN TIME!”

The runways to the now-empty cages pulled back.
Ray Harryhausen leaned over and whispered to Peter, “Not theway I’ d run thisrailroad.”
“What would you do?’ Peter asked.

“Bring out the big animalsright away. Show the danger,” Harryhausen said. “ Tell astory that makes
some sort of sense. Then have an dephant fight avenator.” He grinned mischievoudy.

Three beautiful dapple gray horses ran around the ring. The struthio Dip ran after them, followed by his
mate, Casso. In turn, the man and woman who had been riding joined the procession around al three
rings. The man was dressed in a deek white outfit, and the woman in atight glittering ruby red suit, arms
and legs bare and holes cut out of her midriff and back. Peter ingtantly fdll in love with her.

Next came the ankylosaur, Sheila, a huge, lumbering presence that immediately drew enthusiasticohs and
ahs from the crowd. The horses passed her on each side, and the struthios leaped up and over her, deftly
avoiding the spikes along her back. The crowd applauded wildly.

Harryhausen approved of the spectacle. “Much better,” he said.

Now two e ephants joined the procession, and the animal's and man and woman ran around the rings and
passed the lumbering ankylosaur twice. The struthios paused, then stepped back and forth in perfect
synchronization, asif dancing. The ankylosaur stopped dead, seeming as stubborn asamule, and
Shellabarger appeared, holding arod with ablunt steel hook. He poked the ankylosaur and urged her
into the center ring. Shelifted her feet, gave adeep-throated quavering cry, like agigantic baby, and
twitched the massive bony tip of her tail, asif to warn againgt these indignities. But in she went, and came
to astop between the cages. The struthios ended their dance. They legped as oneinto the ring onto the
ankylosaur’ s broad armored back and stood blinking and pirouetting prettily.

Shellabarger locked abig iron ring and short anchored chain around the ankylosaur’ stail, just above the
ball of bone, and returned to the perimeter. The man and woman mounted the horses and the horses
broke into a canter around the center ring. The woman got to her feet, arms out, and on the second horse



the man aso stood. The struthios swung their heads around, craned their necks, legped down from
Sheild s back, and ran after the horses.

“Watch this” Harryhausen said.

“You've seen it before?’ Peter asked.

“Of course!” Harryhausen said. “Wouldn't missit for anything. It'sbeen afew years, though.”
“I thought you didn’t likeit!”

Harryhausen scoffed. “I love thisshow. I'd just do it differently.”

The struthios caught up with the horses and riders and both riders leaped onto one horse, just as Dip
bounded up aramp onto the back of the abandoned horse. The horse whinnied and shook its head but
kept to its course. The woman climbed onto the man’ s back, and with hands clenched, he hoisted her
onto his shoulders.

The audience applauded loudly, and the process orn—man and woman on one horse, Dip riding the
second, and his mate Casso following—circled the ring and the cages quickly.

Lights switched on and burned bright circlesin the outer rings, showing more clownsjuggling, and the
horses returned to the side tent, followed by the unmounted struthio. Roustabouts rolled the runways out
again and connected them with loud clangsto the cagesin the center ring.

From the opposite sde tent came asound like a huge hoarse wolf howling. Thelights briefly played on
the opening to the tent, but nothing was there. The ringmaster shouted for someone to watch the cages.

“Thisismorelikeit,” Harryhausen enthused, grinning broadly. Peter wondered if something had gone
wrong.

All the lightsin the tent went out. The hoarse roar sounded again. Peter’ s neck hair prickled.
The ringmaster’ s voice boomed out in the dark.

“From earliest times, life has hungered after life, and animals have become mortal enemies. We shudder
to think of becoming food—dll our lives, dl our memories, reduced to lunch or dinne—how horrible!
Yet in nature, we are al food eventudly . . . That istherule”

Agantheroar, fierceyet dmog plaintive.

“Hunger and deeth . . . Thepredator ... anditsprey!”

Thelights came on again, dazzling Peter’ seyes. In the center ring, two large animals faced each other
with thick iron bars between—Sammy theCentrosaurus, whom they had met earlier, and something
large and beautiful and nightmarish, adeek brown and yellow demon with flashing emerad eyes, marked
along its sdes by dashes of white. It stood on two tensed legs, muscles corded beneath smooth scaled
flesh. Itsthree-toed feet scratched the dirt beneath theiron cage, reminding Peter of a monstrous
chicken. The beast’ slong tail swished back and forth gtiffly, itstip dapping the bars behind, making the
entire cage shudder. Along its neck and over its head rose two ridges of long, siff, flat scalestipped with



red, asif dipped in blood. Two long arms stretched from its trunk, ending in three expressive curling
dactylswith black scimitar claws.

Peter stared at the beast’ s snout and jaws and wanted to run. The crowd seemed to fedl the same
way—he could smell thetension in the air and heard their abrupt gasps, even from those who had seen
thisanima before. Harryhausen dug hisfingersinto the bench seat. From where they sat, fifteen yards
away, Peter could smell the rich iguana-parrot scent and something sharper, described so vividly in
Challenger and Doyl € sbook that he could recall the words now:

It was the odor of a killing thing that wanted our blood, our meat, our bones; less a flow of atoms
through the still air than a spiritual miasma, a sickly breath out of the rotting tropical regions of
Hell ...

The pictures he had seen could conjure bad dreams, but none did the anima justice. For thefirst timein
hisyoung life, Peter felt distinctly mortal and unsure of where he stood in the great scheme of things, or
whether indeed he even liked that scheme.

Hagg the ringmaster had worked with thisanimal for two decades, yet did not approach the cage any
closer than he had to. His voice, admirably enough, lost none of its sureness as he announced, “
Altovenator ferox,theferocious hunter on high, by no meansthe largest of the predators of ancient times
... and by no meansthe smallest . . . See how he observes what might be aweek-long feast, a
plant-eatingCentrosaurus. The swift and hungry meets the dow and armored, and who can say how the
match would end? As mest-eaters, where do your sympathies|lie?’

Peter measured the venator using the ringmaster as reference. Fourteen feet high, when reared back he
scraped the upper bars of the cage. Peter’ s eye swept from tip of snout, past gaping mouith, vibrating
wattle pendulous from its neck, green eyesringed with vivid blue, asurprisingly narrow and swift-looking
trunk gtill asthick asabull in the middle, past broad haunch and along the stiffened tail like apartly frozen
snake. . . Twenty-four feet long. The venator was deeply irritated to be among al these people, inplain
view of aprey that could never be brought down.

“And now . . . aman who has spent most of hislife hunting and training dinosaurs, who knows more
about these incredible animals than any man on Earth! Ladies and gentlemen, our supreme Master of
Beadts, Vincent Shellabarger! ”

Shellabarger entered the ring in splendid tailored khaki jodhpurs and dark brown coat, with a
flat-brimmed campaign hat. Thistime he carried only a short whip. The ringmaster backed out of thering
and Shellabarger stepped into the spotlight.

“Behold the venator,” he said, pronouncing it ven-NAY -tor. “Its scientific name speaksfor itsdf. It isthe
hunter. We ve worked together for thirty years now and | have ahedlthy respect for him—but he has no
respect for me at al.

“Smédl the promise of degth inthe air! Hang on to your children, fed your legstense with terror! The
venaor isakiller from aspeciad world, not aworld frozen in time, filled with throwbacks and duggish
lizards, aswe once imagined dinosaursto be, but aliving and fertile and vital world that can support even
such aswift, aruthless, aravenous and intelligent hunter asthis. | introduce you to Dagger, the name we
have given tohim. ”

Shellabarger approached the cage. He turned and glared judgmentally at the audience. “Do you expect a
show of animalsjumping through hoops and sitting on boxes, batting a my puny whip? Dagger the



venator recognizes no master, refuses to be trained, waits only for the day—perhaps not far off—when
he will escape his cage and hunt again, with atop speed of twenty-four miles an hour—faster than you or
| can run—across the cloud-shadowed grasdand and cool rain forests of El Grande, al that he lovesand
knows, dl that he desires. . .

“Except perhapsto sink hisjawsinto me, to crack my head like an egg!”

The crowd sucked in its breath disapprovingly. Peter gulped, looked around for hisfather and found him
with camerapractically glued to hisface, standing in shadows less than ten feet from the cage. Much too
close, Peter thought.

“We can well believe that Dagger wantsto take revenge for his capture, hisimprisonment—for al these
long years away from the clouds and forests of El Grande.”

Shellabarger strode across the ring to the cage containing Sammy the centrosaur and opened the broad,
high door. The centrosaur trotted through the door, swinging his head dowly from sideto sdeashe
approached Shellabarger. Sammy lifted his beaked snout and squaled his disgpprova at being once
again placed so near the venator. Shellabarger tapped the long forward-curved nose horn with the stock
of hiswhip, and Sammy turned toward him, mouth open. The trainer shoved something from his pocket
into Sammy’ s mouth, and the centrosaur closed his eyesin ecstasy, lifted his snout, and gave anasal
bullish snort.

“Sammy haslearned to live among us and accept our generogity. But in adinosaur’ slife, asin thelives of
men, there are stages, and the time has come for endings. Never again will these animds perform for the
smple pleasure of ahuman audience.”

A rustling sound from outside the ring attracted Peter’ s attention. Three brilliantly plumed birds the size of
turkeys, with long feethered tails, flapped across the ring. One landed on the centrosaur’ sfrill, the other
on hisnose. Sammy did not seem to mind. The birds spread their wings two yards wide, twisted their
heads, and opened their mouths to revea rows of small white teeth. These were the famous toothed
birds, Peter redized, smalest of the avisaurs, unique to the tepuis, the only ones of their kind in captivity.
Red and green, with shiny black backs and white-fringed black tails, these descendants of
Archaeopteryx, chrisenedEoavis by Maple White, plucked treats from Shellabarger’ sfingers and lifted
their fleshy feathered talls.

“Pretty little cousins of Sratoraptor, ” Harryhausen said. “What I’ d give to see one of those! Biggest bird
that ever lived . . "

Peter nodded, but without conviction.

“All that these animals have taught us,” Shellabarger went on, “dl that we have learned of the true nature
of the past, we oweto afluke of nature unparalleled in Earth’ s history: the Grand Tepui. Because of the
majestic isolation of thismighty plateau, we can observe directly the evolution of reptilian lizard into
dinosaur, dinosaur into bird, bird into the tiniest and most beautiful of jewes, aswell asinto the fiercest
predators of dl, theTotenadlers or death eagles sacred to the Pepon and Camaracota Indians.. . . Only
on the Grand Tepui. Compare the venator to this fabled and seldom-seen beast, never captured . . .
imagine the animal that made the brave, foolhardy, and indomitable Professor Challenger wish he had
never beenborn...”

Peter made the comparison. Dagger the venator |ooked fierce enough.

The toothed birds flapped their wings and leaped a short distance from Sammy’ s nose to the outspread
and gloved hands of thetrainer.



Flagg the ringmaster returned. In the outer rings, Peter saw, clowns and roustabouts were making
preparations for another act. Dagger turned restlesdy in his cage, iff tail banging the bars, eyes
sweeping the crowd. The venator opened his mouth, showing his crimson tongue and rows of wicked
serrated teeth. The beast’ sthroat pulsed and for amoment, Peter thought the venator had picked him out
of the crowd persondly. The beast cocked his massive deek head to one Side, spotlight glinting from his
eyesand scales, asif asking Peter aquestion: Are you as strong and savage as | ?

Then Dagger gave a hideous screech, followed by athuttering bellow like aroaring lion trying to drown
out adiesd truck. Helifted his head and clawed wildly at the cage, lifting first one leg, then the other. He
leaned back on histail, braced his head against the rear of the cage, balanced for a second, then marched
his clawed feet up the bars, kicking at them like afurious cat. Both legs flexed againgt the bars, claws
curling, asif trying to push the cage down. Then the venator’ stail gave way and hefell ponderoudy on
one sdeand lay therefor amoment, chest heaving.

As Dagger rolled over and pushed himself up with dender but strong forelimbs, Shellabarger quickly
guided Sammy back into the second cage. TheCentrosaurus went al too willingly, and thumped down
the caged runway out of the spotlights, out of Sght, into the Sde tent.

The ringmaster took over as Shellabarger approached the venator cage.

“Ladies and gentlemen, observe the fury of raw nature!” Flagg called. The venator’ s screeches and
banging amost drowned him out, but couldn’t hide the quaver in hisvoice.

Shellabarger seemed to have suddenly lost interest in the audience. He circled the cage with chinin hand,
studying this new problem intently.

Anthony stood outside the ring, camera poised, observing the Situation calmly. Peter knew hisfather was
waiting for akey shot, afrozen fraction of time that summed the rel ationship between the trainer and his
beast. Peter hoped that shot wouldn't include somebody being eaten.

Shdllabarger suddenly kicked the cage with dl hismight. The venator started back and pulled hisjaw into
his neck and chest. Then he thrust his head and neck forward with the speed of a striking snake and the
heavy jawswhacked shut like clapped two-by-fours just a couple of yards from Shellabarger’ s head.
Shellabarger held his ground and the venator swung around again, tail damming the cage sbarslikea
giant’ s stick againgt a picket fence.

Shellabarger turned hdfway like abullfighter tempting a charge and the venator swiveled with blinding
Speed, driving up againgt the cage, cramming the side of his head againgt the bars and pushing his
forelimbs between, clawed dactyls spread. The beast made no sound thistime but a grunt of expelled air.

The cage swayed afew inches toward Shellabarger, and the audience rose as one, ready to escape.
Indeed, severa men had aready taken to their heels and were rushing for the exits.

Shellabarger’ sarm narrowly escaped a swipe from Dagger’ s left claw. The breeze from the beast’ sarm
wafted the campaign hat from the trainer’ s head and sent it faling toward the sawdust. Shellabarger
stepped away from the cage dowly and deliberately, bent to pick up the hat, and turned to face the
venator, thistime from a safer distance. The dinosaur fell back and the cage swung upright with squedls
of scraping metdl.

Theringmaster’ s patter had ceased. Clearly, this hadn’t happened in sometime, if ever. Flagg examined
the audience and the animal, and decided to say nothing—neither to assure the audience that they were
safe, for perhaps they weren't, nor to describe what was happening, for no words were necessary. The
band’ s music sounded tinny and hollow, like aradio heard through a bad dream.



Shellabarger made low throaty noises at the venator, staring directly into his brilliant emerdd eyes. The
venator sidled back. Peter saw blood on the side of the anima’ s head, trickling down to his shoulders. A
glassy ribbon of daver oozed between histeeth and swung like a pendulum from hisjaw.

Theactsin the Sderings had stopped. The entire tent wasfilled with people watching this drama of will
versuswild, and Peter, to hisdismay, suddenly felt a sharp sympathy for the venator.Never allowed to
run free, never allowed to hunt live animals, brought night after night into this cramped prison,
not knowing his freedomis just weeks away . . .

Peter almost wished Dagger could knock the cage down and run wild, grab afew complacent members
of the audience, shake them, snap their necks—

Helooked at Harryhausen. The cameraman was on hisfeet, body arched forward, eyes gleaming. He
glanced down at Peter. “Do you fed it?" he asked.

Peter nodded.
Harryhausen' s hands formed figts. “He musthate that man,” he said.

Peter looked at the center ring. Five or six roustabouts stood ready to reinforce the cage with wooden
beams. The venator seemed suddenly to loseinterest in the whole affair. He clawed the ground, lifted his
head to sniff the air, then raised hisleft arm and ddlicately scratched the bleeding spot on hishead, asif
judging the damage. Shellabarger took a deep draft of air and walked dong the sde of the cageto the
runway. Dagger turned dowly, then bent over, bringing histail level with his head and neck, and ambled
down the runway and out of the tent.

The ringmaster nodded hisrelief to Lotto Gluck, who stood in the shadows on the edge of the center
ring. Harryhausen sat down and folded hisarms.

“Fantadtic,” hesaid.

For Peter, therest of the acts passed quickly. Even the twelve-foot-highAepyornis titan, dragging a
wagon with an elephant on it, seemed uninteresting.

The venator had looked athim. Peter had sensed the wildness and pent-up fury. Hefdt asif he had
stared into the throat of atornado and just barely escaped.

Asthetent lights came up and the peoplefiled out, Anthony joined Peter and Harryhausen. “Gluck’s
asked Peter and meto deep here tonight in his Pullman,” Anthony said. “He wants me to shoot the final
tear-down tomorrow.”

“OBieand | are going back to Boston for the night,” Harryhausen said, eyeing the departing celebrities,
Ford and O’ Brien were talking, Schoedsack and Gluck listening, atight square in the milling throng of
overdressed humans. “I’ [l be glad to be out of this crowd.” He turned and shook hands with Anthony
and Peter. “ Seeyou in Tampa.”

Harryhausen went off to stand beside O’ Brien.

“He saregular guy,” Anthony said. “Most moviefolks are something ese. I'd like to see John Huston go
up againgt that Cooper fellow in aring, bare knuckles, ninerounds. . .”



Peter’ s exhaustion suddenly hit him. “We need to rest,” he said.

“Ever the practical fellow,” Anthony chided. They left the tent and crossed the path to the Sidetrack,
where Gluck’ s Pullman waited. Summer twilight dtill lingered.

“Where sthe venator kept?’ Peter asked.

“Inabig traller acrossthefied. They won't roll the animas onto the flatcars until the morning.”
A high screech roseinto the night. A few yards away, aroustabout swore.

“S0,” Anthony persisted, “what did you think?’

“It was wonderful,” Peter said. “It was awful.”

“Good,” Anthony said. “Writeit down before you go to deep.”

Thetrain cars were each painted with anima skins or camouflage patterns. scales, long multicolored
feathers, zebra stripes and leopard spots. The largest car of dl, which carried Dagger, bore the distinctive
brown and yellow colors and white stripes of the venator. Equipment was aready being loaded as
Anthony and Peter approached, and flashlight beams played back and forth beneath the clear,
star-gloried sky. They passed asteady line of roustabouts packing up the paraphernaliainto train cars,
carrying rolls of thick ropes over their shoulders or dung between two men, iron bars and beams and
collapsed sections of cages, welding equipment, and piles of other stuff Peter wastoo tired to identify.

Gluck’ strain car had been hooked to the very end of thetrain. It was the only one without camouflage, a
long shiny dark red and green Pullman divided into four rooms.

They climbed the iron steps and knocked on the door. Gluck’ s Brazilian vaet, Joey, let themin. “How
wasthe show?’ he asked them, smiling. He did not really need to ask.

“Grest,” Peter said.
“Toughto believeit' sthelast one” Anthony said.

Anthony and Peter were to deep in the parlor, at the forward end, on couches made up as beds. Pictures
covered thewadlls: lineups of the members of expeditions, cagesfilled with animas—lionsand tigers,
zebras and quaggas, aswell as dinosaurs and avisaurs; celebrities who had seen the circus; performersin
costume, and many smiling women in deek, low-cut gowns. Peter scanned the photographs deepily and
spotted atight row of framed glossies: Gluck standing beside Franklin Delano Roosevdt, a second
picture with him and Josef Stalin, and athird with Adolph Hitler.

Gluck stood in the door to the parlor and puffed acigar. The rank smoke stung Peter’ seyes. The circus
owner seemed agitated, talkative, sad.

“Did you get ssome good picturess?’ he asked Anthony.
“Sxralls” Anthony said. “I think somewill do.”

“Ssomewill do, ” Gluck repeated ironicdly, shaking hishead. “Y oung fellowss, thiswasthe last night of
the best part of my life. The very best part. Do you think Shellabarger had hislittle dust-up with the



venator for my benefit?’
“Doesn’'t he do that every show?’ Anthony asked.

Gluck shook his head, eyeswide. “ Oh, no-000,” he said. “ Thisswas specia. Thiswas afarewd |, maybe
jusst for me.” Gluck lifted hiscigar with athesatrica gesture, peering at it criticaly. “Maybeif he had done
it more often, we would gtill have regular crowds. Of course, we might not have atrainer anymore. ..

A loud shave-and-a-haircut rap sounded on the parlor door.

Gluck turned. “ Y ess, John,” heroared. “I know your knock anywhere. Comein. I’ ve been expecting
you.”

Peter wondered if John Ford had come to the car to visit, but it was not the director. A small, dapper
man with a broad forehead and close-cut jet-black hair swung the cherrywood door open, entered the
Pullman, brandished along cigar, and grinned at Gluck. He wore a beautifully tailored striped suit. A
brass-tipped ebony cane hung from his eegantly manicured forefinger.

“Quite ashow, Lotto,” he said in a pleasant tenor. “ Quite. . . a. . . show.”

“John Ringling North,” Gluck said, “may | introduce Anthony Belzoni and his son, Peter?’
“Part of thiswhole movie scheme?’ North asked, his eyes sharp.

“Magazine, Sr,” Anthony said.” National Geographic.”

“Ah. Always sad to see agreat show fold,” North said. He tapped his cane lightly on the carpeted floor.
“Wadll, Lotto, you got my offer.”

“I have,” Gluck replied with anod.

“It' sareasonable offer, you old bandit,” North said. “I'll take everything—the rig, the transportation, the
Tampa base—your remaining acts and employees, though God knows they need pruning. I’ [l even take
old Baruma. She'll make quite an attraction.”

A recent picture of Barumastood on Gluck’ s desk. “Lotto Gluck’ s fabled sauropod, Baruma, now over
sixty feet inlength,” read a caption clipped from a newspaper and pressed against the glass below the

photograph.

“We haven't toured her inten years,” Gluck said, taking a seat at around table set with a Tiffany lamp
and abrass ashtray.

“I'll turn the Tampa base into afairground,” North said. “ Bring easterners down for the winter, and old
Barumacan drag Gargy around in his cage. Won't that be afine sight?’

Peter looked up at Anthony. Anthony leaned over and whispered in hisear,” Gargantua.” Then Peter
knew who John Ringling North was: the owner of Ringling Brothers, Barnum and Bailey Circus.
Gargantuawas his giant and temperamentd gorilla

“It will be, but only if you ownit,” Gluck said sadly.

North approached the table and tapped his cigar into the ashtray. “I had awonderful dinner this evening.
Oh, not here—sorry to have missed the event. In Boston.” Hisfacefairly glowed for an ingtant at the
memory. Suddenly, without warning, his eyesturned steely and his voice took an edge.



“Dammiit, Lotto, you haven’'t made money from this outfit in seven years—"
“Six,” Gluck corrected him mildly.

“And you never toured the big gardens—why, you' re not even in Boston Gardens tonight. Y ou could
have recouped some of your |osses!”

Lotto’ sthick pale face assumed alook both wistful and proud. “For once | will tell you atrade secret,
John. Madison Square Garden is a concrete nightmare. It is heated by steam and it is cramped and hard.
The stalls down below are humid and the air is bad. There iss no room around the stage to walk the
animas, and they musst dl be brought up at the lassst minute, through many changes of temperature. My
animadsarelikefinewines. If | had taken them in there, | would havelogt al of them years ago—asyou
did, John. Asyou did.”

North stood silent for amoment. “ The Cincinnati firein’ 42 took the better part of my dinos” he said
quietly. “But | saw they were alost cause even then. The public doesn’t mind leaky canvas and buckets
of rain, they don't mind dust and noise and mosquitoes, but . . . they hate to be eaten. They hate to be
dinner. Havanawastherea end. Bad news and disaster everywhere.” North turned to Peter. “You
aren't old enough to remember it dl, boy. Some called it Challenger’s curse. Preachers cdled the dinos
abominations. It' s bad pressto claim Darwin isafool and dinos and other extinct animals never existed,
and then dong comes Challenger . . .”

“Yes, yes,” Gluck said. “ Spare me, John. Y ou smell money in it somewhere.”

John Ringling North shook his head. “Lotto, I'll lose my shirt for at least two years. I ve dready got
debts coming out of my ears.”

“My life, my life,” Gluck murmured, and ddlicately wiped atear from one eye with apudgy finger.

North admired this gesture with the proper respect: aparsmonious smile. “Find offer, old friend,” he
sad.

“You will not havethe beasts,” Gluck said softly.
North’'s gaze sharpened. “Rumors. . .” he murmured. “True?’
“Except of coursefor old Baruma. Shewill stay in Tampa.”

Anthony would not return Peter’ slook. Silence for several seconds, as North and Gluck stared at each
other, one-time adversaries, as ruthless asthey ever came; and then:

“What would | do with them, anyway?’ North said, examining hiscigar. “Put them out to pasture? Got
enough horses and e ephants fred oading already.”

“Onelast thing,” Gluck said, and stood.
“What?’ North asked.

“Y ou will park my Pullman permanently at the headquarters, and | will come and stay whenever | wish,
for aslong asl wish.”

“Of course.” North waved the cigar at thistrifle.

“And you will listen to everything Vince Shellabarger tells you, about keeping Barumadive and hedlthy.
No touring for her, no Madison Square Garden, no steam heat—okay?’



“Done.” Hewaved the cigar again and winked at Peter.

“Then sheisadl yours. adinosaur circuswith only one dinosaur. And | keep my collection of memorakilia,
of posters and artifactss, paintings and photo abums and costumes.”

“It' safine collection,” North said. “1I’d be proud to add it to my own. I’d even up the dedl alittle.”
“I willkeep my collection,” Gluck inssted.

North tapped his cane sharply on the floor of therailroad car, smiled like the very devil, and said,
“Done”

Gluck and North shook hands.

Joey came out with abottle and severd glasses on atray. North stayed for afew minutesto sharea
brandy with Gluck and Anthony and regale them al with taes of the fine dinner he had had.

Finaly, after Gluck’ s brandy ran out, and Peter felt himsdlf drifting into an exhausted gray haze, North left
and he was able to climb into the made-up couch-bed. The couch’ s dark red tuck-and-roll leather
quesked beneath the stiff clean sheets. After spreading out his equipment on an end table, Anthony lay
down in his clothes across from his son. He planned to rise a dawn and shoot arall or two of film.

Joey turned out the lights.

Before Peter could get to deep, another knock sounded on the cherrywood door. Joey came out in his
robe, muttering in Portuguese, and answered it. Two men in gray hats and long black coats entered the
car and stood restlessly until Gluck came out in his pgjamasto see them.

Anthony stared at Peter from his couch opposite. Only the porch light had been turned on. Gluck and the
two men conferred for several minutesin low voices. Peter heard severd words, and aname: * quarantine
restrictionswaived,” and “ Truman.” Gluck clapped his hands and laughed and said, loudly enough,

“Jolly! Joll-eee”

The two men left and Joey closed the door behind them. Gluck grinned at Peter and Anthony in the dark,
then retired to his bedroom without saying aword.

Peter, s0 exhausted just minutes before, was now wide awake. Anthony grinned at him, then rolled over
and pulled up the blanket around his neck.

“Father!” Peter whispered loudly.
“Yeah?'

“Who wasthat?’

“Some men, Peter. Just making plans.”

Peter knew by histone that Anthony would not tell him any more. He stared up at the shadows on the
ornate celling, ligtening to the the roustabouts still working in the darkness, hammering and pulling and

Snging.
Chapter Five



So ended the day's of the last dinosaurr circus.

For the last time, the tents had been folded and tied and shoved into wooden racksin their trucks, the
bleachers collapsed and rolled into the boxcars, the animasin their cages and trailers pushed dong the
platform onto the flatcars and covered with canvas, the concession stands and cook shack dismantled
and hauled away. Anthony had gotten his pictures, and by nine 0’ clock the train began rolling.

Most of the roustabouts seemed to think they were going to Tampa. Peter looked out the window
intently, hoping to catch glimpses of the cars ahead as they rounded a curve. He had not dept well.

Whenever Peter let his mind explore the possbilities, he got the willies. He looked at the sun and
frowned. They were going into Boston, not heading south.

After abreakfast of bacon and eggs, prepared and served by Joey, Peter took out his notebook and
wrote down what he had seen.

I know Sammy the centrosaur gets out and chews grass, but Dagger the venator is never free.
They can never let him out to wander. No cage is big enough for himto run aroundin. It’sworse
than any tiger or polar bear. By now he's probably gone mad. That makes me sad.

| enjoyed meeting Mr. O’ Brien. He' s old—but he looks strong, like an old boxer. Ray Harryhausen
isanicefellow. He doesn't treat me like a kid.

Poking the eraser tip againgt his chin, Peter looked out the window at the passing backs of brick and
stone buildings, fish processing plants, canneries.

Maybe Father has been sworn to secrecy, but | wish he would trust me. Who else knows, |
wonder? What do they know?

Thetrain passed through a switching yard and was diverted to along wharf beside an austere
black-hulled freighter. Asthetrain cameto ajerking hat, whedls squealing and brakes hissing, Peter saw
that the ship bore the name S.S.Libertad on its bow and across its stern. I1ts home port was Caracas.

Caracaswasin Venezuda

Joey stood by the parlor window as Gluck finished some last-minute bookkeeping on a pull-down oak
desk inthe corner. “I’d surelike to go south again,” the vaet said with amischievousgrin. “It gets cold
up herein thewinter.” Heturned his black eyes on Peter. “Y ou ever been down by the equator?’

Peter shook his head.

“Y ou will think you were never cold in your entire life. Heat will fill you like abig mug of hot teaand
insectswill cover you day and night. Y ou have to watch for poisonous snakes. They’ re as common as
cracksin acity sdewak; especidly the parrot snake, big and green. It floats along with the river and



attacks anything that comes near. Deadly poisonous. And then there are the ants. Some ants make their
citiesintrees, and if you bump that tree, they send armies out to swarm you. Make you wish you' d never
been born. Ants are the red bosses of the forests. They can be big, and the worst of them are called
veintecuatros becauseiif they bite you, you have twenty-four hours to decide whether to live or die.”

Gluck looked up from his cheeks and records. “ Joey, don’t sscare the boy,” he said dryly. “None of uss
was ever bitten.”

Joey raised hiseyebrows. “Last timewewerein thefores, | brushed ants out of Mr. Gluck’ s deeping
bag every night,” he said in an undertone, winking. “Big ants. And when you go swvimming or dip your
hand in the water to cool off—look out for thecaribe! Somefolkscall thempiranha.”

“There are nocaribe orpiranha in the Caroni,” Gluck said with asmile. Clearly, he appreciated the
showmanship Joey was demongtrating.

“But the tepui is better,” Joey continued, “for it iscooler. High up, and covered with clouds. Not as many
insects as on thesabana, but what there are, you watch out for . . . Mosquitoes big as starlings and biting
flieslike hot needles zuzzing through the ar!”

“He exaggerates,” Gluck cdled from across the parlor.
“Not much,” Joey said.

Peter stared at them in shock, speechless. He turned to ook at Anthony, who was gathering his camera
equipment.

“I thought we were going to Tampa,” he said. Joey laughed and dapped his knees.

Anthony raised his browsinnocently. “They’ re going to unload the animas. Want to come see?”’

“Whereare we going, Father?’ Peter asked asthey waked alongside the brightly colored animd cars.
“I thought you would have figured it out by now,” Anthony said.
“Didthey tdl you?’

“They told meto be prepared. And I’'m till keeping my mouth shut until we' re on that ship—if we ever
get aboard. We ve been disappointed before. I'll 1et Cooper and Schoedsack confirm things.”

Peter clenched hisfists.

They met Harryhausen and O’ Brien near the biggest train car. The dismantled cages from the center ring
had been mounted on ahuge wooden pdlet. A big rolling crane on its own tracks had straddled the train,
lowering on thick steel cables ahook amost asbig as Peter. Stevedores—dockside workers, big and
brawny and wearing swest-stained T-shirts— joined with the circus roustabouts to strut and tell stories,
waiting for the action to begin. Anthony wandered off to take pictures of the men.

“What do you know about this?’ Peter whispered to Harryhausen

Harryhausen said, “ OBie says we may have more work than we thought—for severd months, at least.
Monte and Coop—Mr. Schoedsack and Mr. Cooper—didn’t want the newspapers to know until it was



asurething. Whateverit is”

O'Brien’scamera crew and severa reporters and newsreel photographers were also waiting.
Harryhausen introduced them to the two-man crew: Caeb Shawmut and Stony Osborne. Shawmut
stood little more than five feet tall, and with his round grizzled blond head and short jaw, resembled a
pugnacious bulldog. Oshorne was dark and lean and intense and seldom said anything.

Osborne complained about giving up the lease on his gpartment in Los Angeles. “ Took the goddamned
arplane” hesad. “Last minuteflight. My first time. Got sick in thelittle bag. This better be good, OBiel”

O Brien warned the newsredl men to stay out of hissight lines. Harryhausen drew diagrams on abig
sketch pad and pointed out camera positions. Shawmut and Osborne efficiently laid sted track for the
dolly.

Anthony surveyed the shadows and bright sky, then took his Leica up and down the length of the
Libertad for the Sxth time that morning.

“Your dad' sparticular,” O'Brien said.
“Hejust wants to know where to be when the action begins,” Peter said.

“Me, too,” O'Brien said. “Only I’ ve got two guys behind big hunks of meta. Not very flexible once
we'reset up.” O'Brien watched the brawny stevedores with agrin. “They remind me of boxers” he said.
“Used to do alittle boxing. | was awild one when | was aboy. How about you? Y ou give your daddy a
rough time?’

“No,” Peter said.
“How’ s he going to know what it'slike to be adad?’

O'Brien’stone wasjocular, but benegth the banter lay something large and distant and sad. Peter felt
uneasy, but Anthony, passing on another foray closeto thetrain, heard OBi€ s question and laughed.
“Peter' smy maingtay,” he called. “He kegps me out of trouble.”

OBie gave Peter arespectful, amused look. “ So maybe you' re the dad?’
Peter grinned and gave alittle nod.

“They’ re going to unload the venator first,” Harryhausen said. “ They think he'll ay cdm if hecan't see
what’ s happening.” While they waited for the cablesto be rigged, he took up the sketch pad and began
drawing the venator and the roustabouts. Peter looked over his shoulder. In the drawing, the venator was
busting out of the cage, toothy jaws gaping, big clawed toes spread wide, scattering panicked workmen
indl directions.

Peter looked at the cage, then at Dagger’ strain car, which was quiet. “I hope you' re wrong about that,”
he said to Harryhausen, pointing to the sketch.

“Ifl werein charge, thingswould be alot more exciting,” Harryhausen admitted. “ Do you draw?’
“A little. I'm not very good.”
“Takes practice. OBieand | sketch alot. We could teach you.”

“Sure” Peter said, hisspiritslifting alittle.



A man with aforklift unloaded big flat black iron plates one by one from the forward end of the venator's
car. The plateswere lined up dong asted scaffolding that led to the cage, and Peter redlized thiswas
another assembly of the runway that had guided the venator into the center ring. He admired the flexible
design. The circusworkers had had years of experience, perfecting the handling of these animals—even
the venator.

Anthony stopped his pacing and focused his camera on the cage. “They’ re going to hang his breskfast
from the top bars,” hetold Peter.

O'Brien gave the signa and one big Mitchell camera on a heavy tripod whirred, running on power from a
amall cratefull of car batteries.

A roustabout entered the cage with a stepladder and strung chunks of beef from the bars on the insde of
the runway. He and two otherslifted and hung awhole haunch from the top of the cage. Asthey folded
the ladder to leave, another roustabout made amove asif he were going to dam the cage door and lock
it. The men indde stretched out their thumbsin unison, poked them between the first two fingers of their
figts, and thrust them defiantly at the other. The workerslaughed.

“Cut,” O'Brienydled, disgusted. “Hey, guys, thisisafamily film, okay?’

Harryhausen put away his drawing of the rampant venator and sat on the seat behind the big camera
mounted on the dolly. Shawmut and Osborne prepared to push him aong the stedl tracks.

Out of nowhere, startling Peter, Shellabarger appeared, clutching acup of coffee and frowning at the
commotion. Gluck walked beside the train with hands pushed deep into his pockets. He wore adark
blue suit and vest.

“Looks like we re taking your babies back home, Lotto,” Shellabarger said.

“Yess” Gluck replied, shaking hishead. “1 give them to you now. They'real yoursuntil you set them
free”

Peter falt the sweat bead under his arms and on his back.
O'Brien shouted, “Sateit,rolling!”

The right-hand door on the big car rumbled open. Peering into the gap where the iron plates covering the
runway did not quite meet the car, Peter saw aquick brown motion. The car rocked dightly, then the
ramp bowed under a heavy weight. They dl heard alow chuff and snort.

“Blowing out the morning boogers,” Shellabarger said. 1 do the same thing mysdf—don't you?’
Peter forced agrin.
“Maybe it wantss some of your coffee, Vince,” Gluck suggested.

Eight men with hook-tipped wooden poleslined up aong the runway. Harryhausen sat behind the
cameraas Shawmut and Oshorne rolled it smoothly toward the ramp and runway. The camera panned
the length of the runway to take in the expectant roustabouts and the cage sitting on the loading pallet.
“Not very exciting, dl covered likethat,” O’ Brien commented.

Everybody’ s eyes followed the progress of the venator as it walked down the stedl-sheeted runway.
Ropes holding the pieces of meat snapped one after another. Peter could hear Dagger’ sbig jaws
crunching and chewing, then, near the cage, the top of the runway banged.



Shdllabarger wryly lifted the corner of one lip and mimed the big beast leaning his head back to jerk at
the piece of meat. Shellabarger’ s nose bumped his flattened hand, representing the top of the runway.
Peter nodded, then turned back. Anthony had positioned himself beside the cage, his cameralens poking
into a gap between the plywood sheets covering the cage.

“He'sin,” Shellabarger said, tapping out a cigarette from abox. He stared at the cigarette with a
disgusted frown, and then at Peter. “1 only smoke when we' re transferring the animals.”

“All right,” shouted Rob Kéller, the chief roustabout. “Close him off and shut the car door.” The door
rumbled and clanged. Two men climbed to the top of the cage and secured the hook. The cage vibrated
once but the venator seemed quiet.

A maninablack coat and pants, wearing a broad-brimmed white officer’ s hat set with gold stars and
braid, stirolled toward the assembly, hands gripped behind his back.

“I amCapitan Ippolito,” he said to the group. “Who isSefior Shellabarger?Sefior Gluck?’
“I'm Shellabarger.”

“Theloading isgoing well?” Ippolito’slong brown face and dark, amused eyestook them al in quickly,
judging and cataloging his passengers.

“Finesofar,” Shellabarger said.

“I am till expecting clearance from your Department of State. Have the officids arrived yet?’
“Haven't seen them,” Shellabarger said. “Mr. Gluck tells mewe got our verba OKslast night.”
“Y ou have been in the hold to look over the work our men did last night?’

“Everything' s shipshape,” Shdllabarger said.

“Good,” Captain Ippolito said. “Y ou know these animals better than |. But if thereisastorm, some
difficulties, or we haveto wait in port aweek or so—not unusua in Venezuda—al will ill bewd|?’

Gluck stepped forward. “Y our concern is undersstandable, Capitan, but | believeal issin order.”
Ippolito leaned his head to one side, politely neutral.

The big crane’ s motor began redling in the dack on the cable to the venator cage. The hook tugged at the
cables and the cage shuddered on its pallet. The venator’ s two tons did not seem to bother the crane or
itsmotor inthe least. The pallet rose flat and smooth and from inside the cage came an dmost comic
snort of query.

“For amoment, just likeitsscoussins,” Gluck said, smiling. “It flies”

The cage was twenty feet from the ground when the venator decided to get upset. It paced back and
forth, making the big cage sway on the end of the cable. The swaying agitated the beast even more and it
made a staccato screeching sound, then a deep-throated bellow. The plywood covering the cage bent
outward and Peter heard that unforgettable racket of tail banging against bars.

The crane operator quickened thelift. The cage seemed to soar over their heads, swaying ayard back
and forth now, above theleve of the ship’s gunwale. The venator screamed like a furious woman. More
staccato protests followed like the cawing of amonstrous crow.



Peter saw Harryhausen devate the lens of the big camera, focusing on the swaying cage.
Gluck wiped his brow with ahandkerchief.

Shellabarger sniffed and watched the cage come into position above the hatch to the number one hold.
The plywood ten feet up on one side of the cage suddenly splintered and along brown and yellow arm
thrust through, claws snatching at the air. Asthe cage was lowered into the hold, the arm continued to
seek for something to kill, to vent the anima’ srage.

Men shouted insde the hold, but Shellabarger appeared unconcerned. “He' s fought that cage for fifteen
years,” he muttered. “ Once he' s stowed, the rest will be a piece of cake.”

For amoment, there wasllittle going on that interested Anthony. He stood by Peter. “Lookslikeit's
redlly going to happen,” he said.

“What' s going to happen?’ Peter asked, hisvoice cracking. “What are we going to do?’

Anthony put his hand on Peter’ s shoulder. “ Grosvenor came up with anidea. ‘ Closethe circusdown,” he
told Gluck, ‘and I'll get the Muir Society to pay you to take the dinosaurs back.”” Anthony puffed out his
chest and stuck hisfingersin his suspenders—though he was not wearing suspenders—just likea

posturing bigwig. “ Everybody makes money, everybody’ s happy.”
“Back to the Grand Tepui?’

Anthony nodded. “Ford heard about it. He told Cooper and Schoedsack. They al thought it was aswell
idea, s0 they approached the government. They have alot of muscle in Washington, | guess. The State
Department wasn't too keen about the idea, but Cooper told everybody to get ready anyway. And to
keep it secret. I'm sorry, Peter. Itisn't that | don’t trust you.”

“| didn’t say anything to Mom,” Peter said.

“I just didn’t want to get your hopes up if it dl fell through. Maybe | was wrong not to tell you
everything.”

“You werewrong,” Peter said.

Anthony accepted thiswith adow nod. “The sticky part is getting the Venezuelansto go dong. It' sdicey
down there now. But | guessel Presidente Betancourt likes movies. He' s agreed—but he and the army
generdsdon’t see eye-to-eye”

“It'sgoing to be dangerous. . . isn't it?" Peter asked again.
“It could be,” Anthony said. “If wearen’t careful.”
Peter stared at him, full of one question he could not ask.

Anthony solemnly asked it for him. “ So why take my only son dong? Because. . . We re not actudly
going to set foot on the Grand Tepui itsdlf. There' sthe Pico Poco, on the southern end.”

Harryhausen, eavesdropping to one side, ambled closer.



Anthony continued: “We take the old Indian switchback trail the hunters and entrepreneurs carved into a
road in 1913. The old motorized sted bridgeis ill there. We swing it acrossto El Grande and let the
dinosaursreturn to the Lost World. We take our pictures and get paid like kings. And then we go home.
And you get alittle experience of theworld you can’'t getin New York.”

“Jeez,” Peter said. He had aways loved reading about dinosaurs and about the Grand Tepui. Going there
would be something specid in any man’slife. But going there with acircus, with livedinosaurs. . .

Hisfather was brave—that was a given. But Peter had aways preferred home and a good book to
rugged adventures. A hiking trip with Anthony was like going on safari with arestless cheetah. Anthony
aways outdistanced him in afew minutes, then doubled back and tapped hisfoot impatiently. Peter
preferred to study things dowly and carefully.

“Isit redlly going to happen?’ Harryhausen asked. He seemed to be fedling the same qualms as Peter.

Anthony said, “Keep your fingers crossed.” He clapped Peter on the shoulder, then lifted his cameraand
waked off to sngp more pictures.

“I didn’t bargain on making along trip,” Harryhausen confessed. “1’'m not an explorer. | like my monsters
to st on atable and do what | tell them to, oneframe at atime.”

Peter tried to put on abluster. “Y ou don’t think it’ s exciting, going to El Grande?’

“Maybetoo exciting,” Harryhausen said.

Two black cars, ahump-backed green De Soto and along black Packard, drove up as Sammy the
centrosaur was being led down the ramp from histrain car and into his cage for loading. The struthios,
Dip and Casso, and the avisaurs had aready been put aboard. Shellabarger had ridden alongside the
Aepyornis inits cage, soothing her with hisvoice. He returned with the empty platform to the dockside
and stepped off, eyes on two men in long black coats and gray hats, who stood by the De Soto. They
looked like the men who had cometo the train the night before. Ippolito watched from the wing of the
ship’shridge, leaning ontherall.

The two men waked over to the Packard.

Schoedsack and Cooper stepped out of the Packard and conferred with them, took a sheath of papers,
and carried them to Shellabarger and O’ Brien. Schoedsack held the papers just a couple of inchesfrom
histhick glasses, flipping them back crisply. Cooper guided him. Peter stood beside Harryhausen near
thedally.

“It'sgo dl theway,” Schoedsack said. “Foggy bottom has no objections.”

“Give our regardsto Carl Denham,” one of the men from the State Department called to Cooper. They
smiled and got into the green De Soto.

“Yaaah!” Cooper said, waving hishand at them.

Schoedsack turned to O’ Brien. “Y ou heard what Ford said. Get a story for us, something we can redlly
flywith...”



“Indians, dinosaurs, rivers, jungles, mountains,” O’ Brien said. “What more can an audience ask for?’

“WE I be getting the rushes on the circus tomorrow,” Schoedsack said. “You'll be under way by then.
I'll radio you, tdl you what they're like.”

“They’ll begood,” O'Brien said evenly.

“Wdll, it'sin your hands now,” Cooper said. He shook hands with O’ Brien and watched the
centrosaur’ s cage being lifted into the hold. “ Remember, if anything happensto you—"

“I'll befine,” O'Brien said. He waved Cooper and Schoedsack back into the Packard and dammed the
door onthem. “You'rejust jedous,” he said, leaning on the doorframe.

“I'd give my eyeteeth to be on that ship with you,” Cooper drawled. Schoedsack grunted agreement and
looked longingly through histhick glasses a theLibertad.

“You vegot lots of responghbilities,” O Brien said with atwinklein hiseye. “Moviesto produce. . .
arlinestorun. . . government committees. . . no timefor big adventure.”

“Don'trubitin.” Schoedsack winced, leaned back in his seat, and waved. “ Anything’' s easier than
making moviesin astudio nowadays.” O’ Brien closed the door with asolidthunk. The big black car
rumbled down the pier. O’ Brien wa ked past them, shaking his head. “Monte and Coop won't let us
haved| thefun, bdieveme”

“Which cage do you want to ride?” Anthony asked Peter.
“Huh?’ Peter swiveled to face hisfather.
“Just fooling. We should get our bags aboard now.” Anthony looked Peter over. “Y ou look pensive.”

“I «ill think we should call Mom,” Peter said, eyeslowered. “Let her know we re leaving the country, at
least.”

“If we do, shewon't let you go,” Anthony said, two thin linesforming besde hislips. It had always been
abone of contention between his mother and father that when she did spend time with Peter, she
coddled him. Anthony aways expected him to pull his own weight, and that had started any number of
fights before his mother and father had parted.

Peter thought of the caged venator and of the big black ship with itshold full of wild animals. He had
never been at sea before. He wondered if he would get seasick. Worse things could happen.

Anthony watched him intently, the lines till present at the corners of hislips.
Peter took a deep breath. “Let’sgo,” he said.
“My lad,” Anthony said.

That night, wrapped tightly in blanketsin his narrow bunk in the smal, negt ship’s cabin, Peter wrote:

My stomach still hurts. Maybe | am a coward.



My father and | explored the ship all afternoon while the animals were being stowed and the
cages locked down. The captain and crew ignored us and got ready for the voyage. | am just
getting used to what it feels like to be aboard a ship. The deck is steady enough but not as steady
as land. When another big freighter went to sea and passed our pier, the ship rocked a little.
Tomorrow we' |l be going to sea ourselves.

Loading all the animals took a long time because some of the cages aren’t strong enough to be
lifted. The venator cage and the centrosaur cage are strong enough, but the ankylosaur cage
needed to have new braces welded to the sides and bottom, | guess because the ankylosaur is
heavier than sheis strong. | mean the cage was lighter on the sides because Sheila doesn’t rush
the bars like the venator, or butt them as Sammy sometimes does. That meant the animals had to
be transferred to wooden pens on the wharf while the welders went to work.

Father took some pictures looking over the side of the ship. The ankylosaur turned and turned in
her pen as the arc welders flashed and hissed and snapped. She must have thought there were
some very funny animals that she could hear but not see.

OBie and Ray Harryhausen spent the day exploring the ship, when they weren’t stowing their
cameras and other stuff asit arrived. Mr. O’ Brien (all hisfriends call him OBie, with a capital O
and B) seems to be a nice man but sometimes a little sad. His face lights up when he sees the
animals, and he stares at them with such concentration.

The ship isclean but a little old, rusty in places. The engines are big, though Dad saysthey aren’t
nearly as big as the enginesin an ocean liner like theQueen Mary.Dad wason the Queen Mary
during the war. It was hit by a big wave and nearly capsized, he says.

The ship’sinsides are painted white and green and everything smells of fried food and diesel ail
and bilge and other things | can’t identify—some really funny smellsthat | will never forget, but
not unpleasant. All together, it smellslike a big iron ship, Dad says.

Thereislots of polished brass on the bridge. The captain takes pride in his ship. This evening, at
dinner, he said he had served on much larger shipsin the war. He had two ships sunk from under
him by German submarines, one off the coast of New York, the other off Florida. HisEnglish is
fine, but I'd like to learn to speak Spanish.

On the ship, the sailors speak Spanish and Portuguese, and some know German and French. Most
speak at least a little English.

Our cabin is amidships, two decks below the bridge, with a porthole on the starboard side. I'm
talking like a sailor already! We're about twenty feet above the water. It's dark outside now. The
provisions have been loaded, including the meat, hay, and alfalfa, and all the expedition supplies.
(Isthat too many commas? Father says commas slow things down.)

The captain told OBie that we had received clearance from Venezuela to put into Boca Grande,
on the south side of the Orinoco Delta. We should be there in less than a week. It s not hurricane
season and the weather should be good.

Shellabarger did not have much to say at dinner. He was quiet, but he had a fierce, angry look. He
didn’t come out of his cabin when we gathered on deck this evening after dark to talk about the
day.

| guess I’mlooking forward to tomorrow. | feel alittle better now. Writing helps. Dad’ s getting
great picturesand | likeOBie and Ray Harryhausen a lot. I’ ve always wanted to learn how to



draw.

Peter put down the fountain pen and looked at the pages he had covered. Except in school, he had never
strung SO many wordstogether in one sitting.

Chapter Six

T heLibertad was not desi gned to comfort landlubbers. At sea, shewould roll thirty degrees, then dow
her rall, give an darming shudder, and right hersdf, continuing over to the other side until she shuddered
again: back and forth, hour after hour, over the dead calm sea.

Anthony, OBie, and Harryhausen were seasick after afew hours; Peter, to hissurprise, joined Vince
Shdlabarger in feding chipper.

The sky was clear from horizon to horizon and the sun warmed the ship’ s decks until they were amost
too hot to walk on barefoot. Still, Peter reveled in the sensation of strolling from end to end of thislittle
world, smelling the paint, the ail, the salt water, the warm and pure air. The dull steedy pounding of the
engine vibrated the deck, and any interruption of this reassuring rhythm seemed ominous. It was so totaly
unlike New Y ork that he might have been carried to another planet.

He leaned over the wooden rail on the starboard wing of the bridge, using his handsto block his
periphera vison until he couldn’t see the ship, and became one of the seagullsthat whedled and glided
besdehim.

Anthony recovered from his seasickness by the second day, but after afew quick turnsaround the ship
with the Leica, there was't much left to do except remain vigilant. “If the ship sinks, or if adinosaur
escapes, I'll get some good shots,” hetold Peter.

Peter played shuffleboard and Ping-Pong with Harryhausen, burly, sandy-haired Rob Keller, who wasin
charge of the roustabouts and reported directly to Shellabarger, and Osborne from the camera crew.
Kédler and hismen would travel with them al the way to the Pico Poco, to provide whatever was needed
for the care and confinement of the animals.

Ping-Pong on therolling ship was ared chalenge. Harryhausen and Kdler played afew games, and then
Harryhausen handed his paddle over to Peter. Peter played against Osborne and quickly whacked two
balls over the sde. Harryhausen and Kéller joined them at therail to seeif they could spot the balsin the
flat sea. “1f werall far enough, I'll just pluck them out and we' |l play another game,” Harryhausen said.

It was at this point that Harryhausen indsted Peter cal him “Ray.” “ Anything else makes me fed ancient,
likeC. B. DeMille)” he said, eyescrinkling.

The roustabouts and camera crew ran around the ship to keep in shape, or read paperback books on the
few deck chairs, or hung out with the sailors, trying to pick up information about the ports they would be
seaing. Sallorsknew alot of thingsthat Peter found fascinating. Anthony warned him against some of
thosethings.

There werefour other passengers, amiddle-aged British lady named Mrs. Cantwell and her traveling
companion, athin, pretty young woman named Fiona, and two Venezuelan men who wore white suitson
deck and did not speak to anybody. Anthony said the two men worked for an American oil company as
trandators.



“Theanglos way back in the’ teens came down to see dinosaurs,” Shellabarger explained at dinner on
the second night, “and found oil instead.”

“Isoil made from old dinosaurs?’ Peter asked.
“No,” Anthony said. “ Ancient sea plants, like dgae, not dinosaurs.”

The ship rolled back and forth as dessert was served. The stewards wore white. Captain Ippolito inssted
on al the amenities, to “keep up morde,” ashe said, “and becauseit is part of tradition.”

“She' sawel-run ship,” OBie said as he joined them at the long table, “though exuberant. She walows
likeawhdein hegt.”

At that moment, the ship rolled allittle farther than usual, and the larger of the two oil company men
tipped backward in his chair. He grabbed hold of the tablecloth and pulled everything off the table ashe
fell: plates, bowls of food, pitchers of water, al came crashing down around him. He was aportly fellow,
and while everyone hung on to their tablesfor dear life, herolled through the food, eyeswild, shouting
cursesin Spanish and bumping againgt chair legs.

Mercifully, Captain Ippolito leaned over, stuck out hisarm, and stopped him. The poor man grabbed the
captain with a desperate squedl, and the engineer and first mate helped him to hisfeet, gpologizing
profusdly.

“Sheistop-heavy,” Ippolito explained, looking around the cabin for support. “ AsSefior O’ Brien says,
exuberant.”

“Dear me,” exclamed the English woman.

The steward dabbed with atowd at the stains of gravy, milk, and red wine on the portly trandator’s
white suit. With agrimace, the large man pushed away the solicitous hands and stalked out of the mess,
lurching againgt the door and dmost dipping again with another roll to starboard.

Afterward, on the main deck, Ray and OBie and Anthony fell into helpless laughter. Peter couldn’t help
joining them, though he felt sorry for the man.

“He could have h-h-hurt himsdlf,” Anthony said to Ray, trying to keep astraight face. “ Aren’t you
ashamed?’

Ray straightened and lifted his chin. “I havenothing to say,” heintoned with great dignity, imitating Oliver
Hardy.

“It’ s been aumpty-ump years since I’ ve been rocked to deep at night,” OBie said. “This ship should be
condemned!”

“Doyouthinkhe'll deep well?” Anthony asked.
They dl doubled over, facesred, laughing so hard.

Ray tugged his lips down with two fingers to keep from smiling. “Poor man,” he said, and tears of
laughter filled his eyes. They managed to keep solemn faces for about a second, and then began roaring
and cackling dl over again.

“We'redl sck, crud human beings,” OBie said, shaking his head and wiping hiseyes.

Shellabarger stepped out of his cabin to stare at the ocean and the stars. He caught thetail end of the



laughter, but did not seem in amood to have the joke explained.
“How arethe animals?’ Ray asked him.

“Sammy degps most of thetime,” Shdllabarger said. “Mogt of them are eating dl right, but Sheilais
seadck. Hasmy sympathy, I'll tell you. Dagger just standsin his cage, rocking from leg to leg, staring at
whoever’ sin the hold. The saillorswon't go down there. We Il have to keep our own watch at night, just
in case something bresksloose.”

Kédler came from below to join them. “1 hope we don’'t have any rough wesather,” he said. He pulled a
bottle of whiskey from his pocket, passing it around. OBie and Ray refused. Anthony took aswig.
Shellabarger waited for him to be done, then took the bottle, wiped it on his deeve, took a deep swallow
himsdlf, and threw it overboard.

“Hey!” Kédler shouted, rushing to therail and tracking the bottle asit soared into the ocean and vanished.
“We can't get that kind of stuff where we re going!”

“I'll need al the sober help | can get,” Shellabarger said. “ So far, we' ve been lucky. But thingsaren't
going to get any easier.”

Keller grumbled and shook his head, but the roustabout knew better than to crossthe trainer.

The next morning, Shellabarger invited Anthony and Peter to come down to the hold and inspect the
animals. It wastoo dark in the hold for Anthony to get any decent pictures, but he took the camera
anyway. Shellabarger’ s attitude had softened since the night before, and he even smiled at Peter asthey
walked along the catwalk between the forward hold and amidships.

Peter made out the square bulks of covered cages below, dimly lit by incandescent bulbs at the same
levd asthe catwak. He recognized the large venator cage, theAepyornis cage, and the cage that
contained the struthios. Shadows hid the rest, farther aft in the cavernous hold.

“I check on’em every couple of hours,” Shellabarger said, gripping aladder and swinging out from the
catwalk. He deftly clambered down to the bottom of the hold. Anthony let Peter go next.

Shellabarger led them between the cages. The hold smelled terrible. “We bring hoses down each evening
to wash the shit into the gutters,” he said. “ The captain doesn’t want it in the bilge, and | don’t blame him.
We haul the dop up in barrels and dump it overboard. K eegps the seagulls off our tail.” He grinned and
pulled aflashlight from his pocket. Thelight’ syellow beam played over the tarps. Nearby, something
mede faintgurking noises. Heavy feet dapped ponderoudly.

“Shella sl feding poorly,” Shellabarger said. He raised the corner of the tarp and aimed the beam into
her cage. Peter and Anthony peered around the trainer to get a glimpse of the ankylosaur. Shelay on her
huge stomach, legs doubled up benesth her, amost hidden by the brown spikes and grest folds of
armored skin. Shellaraised her head andgurked again, stretching her beaked jaws wide.

“Ever seen adinosaur throw up?’ Shellabarger asked Peter.
Peter shook his head.
“Itisn't pretty,” Shellabarger said. “ Though better the herbivores than the venator. Funny that Sheila sthe



only onewho’ssick. | was hoping Dagger would get alittle under the westher. Be easier to handle.”
“Isheacting up?’ Anthony asked.

“No,” Shellabarger said. He pulled hislips back in an expression Peter couldn’t read. “ Conserving his
energy.”

“What are you feeding him?’ Peter asked.

“Shall we go look?” Shellabarger invited. “ Sheila s going to spend thistrip deegping and throwing up. She
hasn't eaten much . . .” He dropped the tarp and Peter and Anthony followed him on the stedl-plated
deck between the cages. The smell grew worse, sharp and strong enough to make Peter want to gag. A
thick yellow fluid with massed black and white curds poured across the deck asthe ship rolled. Peter
narrowly missed stepping into the middle of the flow.

They cameto the venator’ s cage. Shellabarger untied arope near the cage and raised the tarp like a
curtain. Ingde, the venator lifted his head and blinked. His skin glimmered in the flashlight beam.

Shdllabarger looked on the dinosaur with lifted chin and thinned lips. Hisjaw musclesworked for a
moment asif he were chewing tobacco, and then he turned to Peter and Anthony and said, “ Y ou going
to write about the changes on El Grande? No one' s said much about them.”

“Changes?’ Anthony asked.
“Yeah.” Shellabarger tied off the cord. “ The cleft’ s closing. Everything mixing up like abig old stew.”
“That' snot exactly news” Anthony said.

The venator gazed seadily at the trainer, his only motion the steady rise and fdl of his breast, flushed
dightly pink in the hest.

“Y ou can't understand El Grande without knowing about the old divisions. For tens of millions, maybe
hundreds of millions of years, El Grande used to be cut up into three parts. There used to be a cleft north
of the Lago Centrale, and another just south of it, each about a hundred feet across, like the present gap
between Pico Poco and El Grande. Nothing crossed over but flying birds and insects. Just after
Challenger arrived in 1912 came the first quake. In the north lived the thergpsids and the
suchids—mammal-like reptiles and crocodilians. They weren't seen in the southern portions of El Grande
until after the earthquake. In 1917, another quake, and the second cleft collapsed, and the centra region
started to spill south, too. Avisaurs and small mammalsinvaded the redlm of the venators and other
dinosaurs, dong with the therapsids and suchids. Now it'sabig stew pot. Who knows what other kinds
of competition and change are going on? In just thirty years. . . what alaboratory the Grand Tepui
becomes.”

Shellabarger held up his hand, pam toward Dagger, asif sgning “peace.” “Dagger’ s one mean fancy
pachuco, but hiskind can’t compete with the death eagles. | figure in afew more years, the venators will
die out and the death eagles will take over. | wonder if he knowswhat he’ sgoing hometo.”

The venator had eyes only for Shellabarger. It did not even look at Anthony or Peter. Shellabarger kept
them well back from thethick stedl bars. “Couldn’t train him, couldn’t tame him, and you know what?
He' smy favorite. Humans are perverse bastards, don't you think?”

“He sfascinating,” Anthony said. “Likelooking at your own persona deeth.”

“Yeah,” Shdlabarger said. “ Audiences would have stopped coming to Lotto’scircusyears ago if it



hadn’t been for the venator. Elephants are great, but lions and tigers make us shiver . . . And the venator
isscarier than any tiger ever born.”

Peter’ s eyes had adapted to the darkness. He examined the venator from ten feet away, through the bars
of the cage, feding the hair on hisneck prickle. The anima’ sthroat wattle flicked asif trying to rid itself
of afly, and hisribs swelled and subsided with dow, steady respiration. The venator’ s breath smelled
thick and sour-sweet, like an ancient daughterhouse.

Shellabarger turned to look at Peter. “| envy you, Tony.”
“Why?" Anthony asked.

“Yearsago, | wanted ason so | could teach him about the circus. How to know and care for the
animas. Have him follow on &fter | was gone. I’ velived alot longer than | thought | would. Between this
beast and ahaf dozen others, | was sure I’ d be crushed or bitten in half by now. | never had a son, and
I’ve outlived the circus. So what’ sto passon?’

Peter stepped forward. “1’d liketo learn,” he said.
Anthony stared at Peter, brows lifted.

Shellabarger studied Peter for severd seconds. The venator’ s warm stench surrounded them. “What' s
thefirst thing to know?" he asked quietly.

Peter fdt hislungs catch and his shoulders stiffen. He had never liked direct chalenges from older people,
whether they were teachers or people on the Street.

“What they liketo eat,” Peter said.

Shellabarger angled his head away but kept his ditted eyes on Peter’s. “Y ou have to know what they
need to be. Animals remember, but they don’t exactlythink. Lifeisonelongsensation for them.”

“Oh,” Peter said.

“What does Dagger need?’ Shellabarger asked.

Peter glanced at the anima. The venator gtill had his eyesfixed on Shellabarger.
“You,” Peter said.

Shellabarger gave arueful snort of laughter. He looked away from Peter. “Does he have any other
chores on thisvoyage?’ he asked Anthony.

“Not for the moment,” Anthony said. “If you want him, he' syours.”

“You'll have to hose down the shit,” the trainer warned. Helooked at Anthony curioudly. “Isit okay if |
use afew good old Anglo-Saxon words in front of the boy?’

Anthony grinned and shook hishead. “1 guessyou will whether | want it or not.”

“Maybe,” Shellabarger admitted. “ Y ou’ Il haveto hose down this. . . thismuck and climb into the cage
and feed Sammy and Sheilawith your own hands. Y ou’' Il have to scrub and curry the struthios and spend
an hour each day with the toothed birds. They get londly and they like someoneto talk to them and fluff
their feathers”



Peter found it harder and harder to bregthe. The air seemed rank and gdlatinous and his eyes burned. His
body couldn’t decide whether to be excited or terrified.

“You upfor that? Shellabarger asked him.
“Yeah,” hesad. Hefdt alittle dizzy.
“Thenyou'll be my gpprentice,” Shellabarger said.

“Thanks,” Peter said, gulping. Helooked at hisfather, who was il grinning, and then sivung his head
around to see Dagger.

Dagger watchedhim now, with the same steady, needful glare he had reserved for the trainer. Histhroat
flexed and he blew a glob from his nose through the bars to the deck. The glob landed squardly between
Peter’ s shoes.

“You have hisblessing,” Shdllabarger told Peter. “All right, let’sget toiit.”

For the next five days, astheLibertad passed down the coast of the United States, skirted Florida and
Cuba, and made itsway through the Antilles, Peter worked with Shellabarger from seven in the morning
to dinnertime, and for an hour each evening after dinner. Shellabarger found him apair of gum bootsin
the circus boxes, acouple of sizestoo large, but they kept his shoes from getting ruined. Shellabarger
aso supplied himwith apair of rubber gloves. “This stuff really does nasty thingsto your skin,” he
explained as a bucket of dop was being hauled out of the hold to be dumped overboard. “It' sworse
than guano. But if your makeegpsagarden, it' sfabulous. Shdl we shipit to her?’

Peter smiled wanly, but did not want to explain that his mother and father were divorced. The thought of
his mother, immeaculately dressed in a cotton gabardine suit, getting abig drum full of this nausesting green
andydlow liquid . ..

“Shedoesn't garden,” he said.

“The clowns do alittle gardening when we spend afew monthsin Tampa,” Shellabarger said. He cleared
his throat. “Used to. Flowers and tomatoes and stuff. Dinosaur . . . muck . . . makes them pop right out
of the ground, sweet and juicy.” He smacked hislips.

Peter could not figure Shellabarger. Sometimes he was as nasty as could be, asif Sitting under adark
cloud. The venator made him nasty. They would glare at each other, and Shellabarger would begin
stomping around the hold, shouting orders and getting even more particular about Peter’ swork.

The sailors did not comeinto the hold, but Captain I ppalito ventured down afew times. The captain
once saw Shellabarger staring down the venator. I ppolito said to Peter, “Between them both, they have
enough evil eyestokill acity. | would not stand between them, not for amillion dollars”

Peter hated cleaning the dop, but he enjoyed feeding Sammy and tending Sheila. Sammy was*“less
vicious by far than arhino,” according to Shellabarger, “but you sill have to watch him.” Sammy took a
shineto Peter and was careful not to tread on the boy when he wasin the cage. Peter had a chanceto
wash the centrosaur twice, and the big animal rolled his eyesin sheer ddight asthe rough bristle brush
was pushed, laden with soapy weter, over histough, horny hide. Peter loved to fedl the hide, amost hard
asrock, and fed the weight of the huge anima as Sammy shifted hisfeet with theroll of the ship.



Shellabarger warned him to keep awatchful eye out in case the ship rolled more than usua, and then, to
scramble up on Sammy’ s back if the big anima missed his step and dammed againgt the cage.

In the cage, Sammy could angle himself from corner to corner, but he could not turn around, and if his
straw wasn't changed regularly, he would get sores on his hoof pads and between hisnails.

“Weredl going to be glad to be on dry land again, aren’t we?’ Peter asked the centrosaur. Sammy
closed hiseyes and lifted his broad, heavy shield to be scrubbed on the nape of his neck.

Peter brought minera satsfrom abig sted drum in the circus store room to Sheila. The spiky, heavily
armored anima moved very little, usualy spending the day lying half on her sde, spikes wedged between
the plywood deck of the cage and the bars just beyond. She drank the mineral salts mixed with water
from abig bucket, sucking the water through her tough, turtle-like beak.

The ankylosaur’ s droppings were big as baseballs, and just as round and solid. After evening cleanup on
the fourth day out, Shellabarger found abaseball bat and they took a bucket of Shella srefuse and went
to the stern. There, Ray and OBie and Anthony joined them for agame of dungball. The droppings hit
the bat with a solid whack and flew out over therail to vanish into theLibertad * s broad wake.

“Dino dung and the nationd pastime. . . who' dathunk it?” OBie asked. He grinned as another round ball
of dung flew out over the ocean.

“I’dathunked it,” Ray said, handing the bat to Shellabarger. Peter played catcher until he complained
about being on the recelving end of so much shit. Anthony made aface and Shellabarger held up his
hands and said he was kegpinghis language clean.

“Hey,” OBiesad, “I’m the Irishman here. That should be my line”

They tried to explain to Peter the joke about the Italian and the Irishman, but they couldn’t clean it up and
makeit funny, so Peter had to piece it together for himsdlf later that evening. Even then, it wasn't very

funny.

Ray began teaching him to draw in the evening after what Peter cdled his* dino-chores’ were done.

Peter had sketched enough to be able to block out forms and put them together; Ray showed him how to
compose a picture, find the lines of action, make sure things in the picture “know about each other.” He
explained that a picture hasits own weight that tugs the eye from one side to the other, or swingsit
aroundinaspird.

“Undergtand the animals, the people,” Ray said, quickly sketching aman crouching as some dark
shadow loomed behind him. The shadow became a huge cave bear. Peter, much more cruddy, sketched
aman standing with hishandsin his pockets. In front of him cowered alittle mouse.

Ray looked at it and shook his head. “Not bad,” he said. “Where' sthe action, though?’
“Themouseisredly afraid,” Peter said.

Ray laughed, then turned the page on his pad and began sketching an ancient Hindu temple.
“Y ou want to be awriter, like your father?” Ray asked again.

“Yeah,” Peter said.

“Redly?’



Peter drew somelong dark lineswith his pencil. “I don't know I’ll be asgood asheis” he sad.

“I know awriter, back in Los Angeles. Known him since we were boys. Writing ishiswholelife. All he
talks about iswriting.”

“Ishegood?’ Peter asked.

“Pretty good,” Ray said. “He says you have to do what you love, or you' re going to end up dead inside,
agrotesgue, like someonein a Sherwood Anderson story.”

“Hm,” Peter said.
“So, what do you love?’ Ray asked.
“I don't know,” Peter said.

“Better find out,” Ray said.

Peter went to deep each night dead tired, il alittle smdly even after multiple lavings of the ship’sbrutal
hand soap. He did not care. He was ecdtatic just to be one of the guys.

Peter spent the third day with the struthios. Anthony came down to see how his son was progressing with
the dinosaurs. Shellabarger patiently explained how the struthios thought.

“They’ re dumber than ogtriches, but smarter than possums, and what they losein brains, they more than
make up for with body smarts. Watch.” Shellabarger picked up apiece of dried cob corn and tossed it
through the bars of the cage. Even though the female had her back to them, she sensed the cob coming,
turned with lightning speed and grace, and snatched it out of the air. She deftly turned it with her rough
tongue and stripped its kernelsin afew seconds, then spit the cob back at them.

“Don’'t get behind themae or he'll eviscerate you,” Shellabarger said. Y ou know what that means?’
“He Il gut me,” Peter said.

“Yeah. Hewon't meanto, it'll just happen. Thefemae€ s not so touchy, but she’ still heavy. She's
broken my foot twicein the twenty years we' ve been together, and believe me, she's much too proud to

gpologize”

Anthony got a concerned look. “Hey,” he said, “in these cages, are you sureit’ s safe? With the ship
rolling the way it does?”’

“Who said anything about it being safe?” Shdllabarger said. “If he watches himsdlf, he'll survive.”



“That' sabit callous, don’t you think?” Anthony asked testily. Peter gave alittle laugh, but Anthony did
not see the humor.

“Hée sdone everything like a pro without getting hurt. He sasmart kid.”
“I’'m okay, Dad,” Peter said. “I watch mysdlf.”
Anthony gripped Peter’ s shoulder. “Make sure you watcheverything.”

Peter entered the cage with Casso, the female struthio, and used a wide-toothed curry comb to groom
her fing, tiny feathers. He noticed that the feathers rose from the ends of small scales with centra ridges;
though not as devel oped asthe feathersin birds or avisaurs, they were still recognizably heading in the
same evolutionary direction.

Other than reaching back with her long arms to make sure where he was, poking him in the thigh with a
thick black claw, Casso kept till, eyeswide and black in the darkness of the upper hold.

“I think she wantsto seethe sun,” Peter caled to Shellabarger, who was across the hold, stuffing herbs
into the ankylosaur’ s beak.

Shellabarger grunted. “Itis damned dark down here. | suppose we could open the hatch covers, aslong
astheweather’'sgood . . . I'll ask the captain.”

Peter finished the grooming and walked on the perimeter of the hold to the ankylosaur’ s cage, giving a
wide berth to the venator. Dagger stood on both legs, tail poking through the bars, and angled his head to
watch Peter with heavy-lidded eyes. One claw on hisright fordimb—hisrightmanus, Ray called it—rose
and fdl asif marking time.

“How’s Sheila? Peter asked, entering the ankylosaur’ s cage and standing behind Shellabarger.

“Not good,” Shellabarger said. “All thisrocking. Damned ship.” He held up afistful of herbs, then poked
them at her beak. “ She’ sdways been the most ddlicate.” She turned her head aside and the trainer thrust
histhumb at the hinge of her jaw. Sheflinched and involuntarily her jaw opened. Shellabarger quickly
suffed the herbsin and she chewed on them hafheartedly, making smal grunting noises.

Captain Ippalito agreed to open the hatch covers over the forward hold, and for severa hours on the
fourth day, al the animas enjoyed a peek at the ky and arolling reacquaintance with the sun. Ray came
down into the hold with Anthony. Anthony took quick photographs as the sun shone down on the
dinosaurs, and Ray sat on astool by abulkhead and sketched his favorites, the venator and Sammy the
centrosaur.

He gave Peter asmall sketch pad and abox of No. 2 pencils. When the morning’ s chores were done,
Shellabarger |eft them in the hold while he climbed topside to smoke a cigarette. Ray showed Peter how
to loosen up and draw from the elbow and shoulder, not from the wrist. “Look at thingsasthey are,” he
said. “Not as you want them to be. And remember . . . everything hasits own kind of life. Even arock.”
The ship ended itsrall to one side and shuddered underneath them. “EvenLibertad, ” he said with agrin.

“The animasare going to be alot happier on land,” Peter said.

“Won'twedl,” Ray sad.



Peter took a second stool and sat in front of Sheila’s cage, drawing a portrait from the front.

“You'll be home soon, girl,” Peter said. She watched him through her small, rheumy eyes, unhappy,
undergtlanding nothing. Ray joined him as Anthony came back from photographing the venator, and they
al listened to Sheila slabored bresthing.

“Does't sound good,” Anthony said. “Not that I’ m an expert on sick dinosaurs.” Helooked down at
Peter’ sdrawing. It was rough, but it had astrong sense of light and shade, and the anima’ sdim eye had
been captured nicely. “ Pretty good, don’t you think?” he asked Ray.

“Ask meinamonth,” Ray said. Then headlowed, “1t'sagood start.”

That night, Shellabarger banged on their stateroom door. “Peter, comewith me,” he said from the other
sde. Peter had dmost been adeep. He dressed quickly and hisfather asked him if he could tag along.
“Sure, | guess,” Peter said, not used to giving hisfather permission.

Shellabarger led the way to the forward hold. The seahad grown rougher since sunset and the ship was
now shuddering strongly at the end of each rall. The animaswere very nervous, particularly the struthios,
who made loud shrieks and clawed at the bars of their cage. They swung their heads back and forth on
snaking necks, eyes wide, jaws gaping, tongues poked ouit.

Shdlabarger walked around their cage. “Never mind them,” he said. “They'rejust raising hell.”

Anthony and Peter followed him to Sheila's cage. She had fallen over on her side, her back propped
againg the bars. Rivulets of blood seeped out from under her. “ She' s torqued some spikes and opened
up her hide,” Shellabarger said. “But that’ s not the worst. She has an impacted bowel. Hasn't defecated
for aday and ahalf.”

Peter thought of the large pdllets they had used as baseballs. Shelld s eyes were closed and her underside
gpasmed at the end of each dow breath.

“I keep telling her we' re taking her home,” Shellabarger said softly. “But it’s no good. She' stoo dumb
and too sick to care.”

“Canweroll her over?’ Peter asked.

“Not without awinch. | could rig some block and tackle. . . We have aharnessfor that sort of thing, but
we d bust the cage if we fastened it to the upper bars. The captain would have afit if we asked himtorig
aboom at night, with the weether gettingworse. . .”

Sheilacraned her neck and gave agravelly sigh.

“I hateto lose her, but that’ swhat’ s hgppening,” Shellabarger said. “And it isn't just the ship rolling and
her being on her sde.. . . She doesn't fed she belongs.”

“Can you blame her?” Anthony asked.

Ray and OBie and Kdler came down into the hold. Shawmut and Osborne followed, eyes big asthey
looked over the dark, covered cages.



They stood around Sheila s cage, each offering a different scheme for how to rig a harness and get the
old dinosaur upright again, and each idea went down to defeat as amagjor problem was found.

They sat up dl that night, each taking turnsto bring water or herbs. Exhausted and sad, at four in the
morning— by thetolling of the ship’ s bell—Peter wandered off to be by himsdf. Anthony found him
gtting againgt the aft bulkhead.

“Blaming yoursdf?’ Anthony asked, Sitting beside him.
“They’ re supposed to be goinghome, ” Peter said. “I didn’t think any of them would die.”

From acrossthe hold, they heard a gunshot, and then Shellabarger cursing. OBie and Ray found them
and told them the news. The trainer had put Sheilaout of her misery. Shewas sill dying—it took
ankylosaurs along time to know that their time was up.

OBie had tears on his cheeks. Ray shook his head, his sketch pad tucked under one arm.

“Keller bought another bottle of whiskey from the crew,” OBie said, Sitting beside them. He wiped his
eyeson ahandkerchief. “He gaveit to Vince and Vince took it back to hisroom.”

Ray dumped againgt the bulkhead last and they dl sat in slence, thinking about the big animd’ s degth.
“What' | they do with the body?’ Peter asked. “Will they dump it at sea?’

“I'll cal the society inthe morning,” Anthony said. “I’ m sure the Smithsonian or some other ingtitution will
wantit. . . Therearen't that many dinosaurs that we can just dump poor Sheilaat sea.”

After afew minutes, they stood up together. OBie said, “I’'m going to Vince s cabin and share adrink,
talk himthroughiit . . .” Helooked around the group. “ Anybody coming with me?’

They al said they would. Then they shook hands. It was afunny response, Peter thought, but it made
them all fed better. It made them fed lesslike abunch of people sharing a ship with some animasand
morelikeateamwith asingle, rea god.

Peter and Anthony passed the venator’ s cage. Shellabarger had lowered the tarps for the night, but they
heard Dagger scrape his claws on the bottom of the cage as they passed. Peter could almost fedl the
venator’ s atention.

“Do you think he blamesus?’ Peter asked his father, nodding at the covered cage.
“Oddidea,” Anthony said. “I don’t see how he can.”

Peter was not so sure.

Chapter Seven

T he coast of Venezuelaappeared the next day, aline of dark green on the horizon, mounted by
towering white thunderheads. The sun beat down on the deck, making the white surfaces unbearably
brilliant, but acooling wind blew and it was pleasant in shade. The ship rolled lessthan usua and OBie
and Ray and Anthony prevailed upon the captain to let afew of the smaller animas run around in the sun.
An enclosure was built around the number two hatch from the lumber of scrap pallets. The ship’screw
then rigged asmall boom and brought up the struthios and avisaurs. The avisaurs stayed in their cages,



but spread their wings at the touch of sun and preened themselves. Peter had established quite arapport
with the four bird-lizards, and he scratched their necks through the bars of the cage, al the time keeping
an eyeout for their toothy jaws, which could draw blood with even afriendly nip.

The struthios pranced about on the deck, dipping their necks and investigating al the nooks and crannies
available to them. They waked very much like ostriches, lifting their legs ddlicately, three clawed toes
curled under on the lifted foot and splayed flat on the grounded foot.

Shellabarger walked with the struthios for awhile, wearing dark aviator glasses and a cloth cap. To Peter
he seemed older, most of the enthusiasm gone out of him. But as the afternoon wore on and they had to
gather up the dinosaurs, the chase seemed to enliven the trainer. They managed to guide each struthio
back into its cage and the boom ddlivered them safely back into the hold, where Keller and his men tied
them down again.

That evening, Peter fed the avisaurs seeds and scraps of ground mesat and helped Shellabarger and Ray
inspect theAepyornis’sclawsfor fungus. Shellabarger painted the clawswith asmdly purple
concoction.

“I didn’t know keeping animals was so much work,” Peter said, watching from outside the cage.
Mrs. Birdgqueen jerked her foot vigoroudy. Shellabarger grunted and continued painting.

“| thought dinosaurs were redlly tough . . . Y ou know, mongters.” Hedidn’treally think that, but he
wanted to give Shellabarger something to react againgt. He hated to see Shellabarger gloomy. Thetrainer
shrugged but took his bait.

“Intheir own place, they’re alot tougher than we are. In Chicago or New Y ork, | might fedl tough, but
on El Grande, none of usisgoing to be very tough. These beastswill be back in their eement. Then we'll
seethem shine”

“Dad sayswe ll bein port tomorrow evening.”

TheAepyornis stared down at them with her beady black eyes, then pushed Shellabarger awvay with a
casud flip of her leg. He came out of her cage with the brush and bottle, rubbing his back where he had
bumped against the bars. “Had enough, eh, Mrs. Birdqueen?’

She shook her head vigoroudy. A cloud of neck feathers swirled through the air.
“Molting,” Shellabarger said. Ray sneezed.

They passed Trinidad early that morning, just after sunrise.

Libertadglided through the broad muddy outfall of the Orinoco River milesfrom shore. The water took
on abrownish color and bits of log and scraps of vegetation drifted past. Anthony and Peter watched
from the bow; OBie and Ray and the film crew were setting up some shotsfor their arrival. Captain

| ppolito estimated they would be in the river’ s broad mouth by fourteen hundred hours: two o’ clock in



the afternoon.
The rest of the dinosaurs seemed to be doing well enough.

The cage with Sheild sbody lay in the hold, covered with canvas. Shellabarger had been on the radio for
hours but had not been able to get any offers from museums; none were willing to move five tons of
decaying dinosaur so many thousands of miles. Anthony had tried the night before to get the Nationa
Geographic Society and the Muir Society to take charge of the ankylosaur, but with so little time to make
preparations, and with more important work to do—getting the living dinosaurs up to El Grande—the
directors of both organizations decided against mounting any effort.

“The captain says there have been heavy rains on the highlands,” Anthony said. “ The Orinoco’ srunning
deep. Therainswill have lifted the Caroni, too. We |l have to fight astrong, steedy current upriver.”

Peter unfolded a pocket map hisfather had brought along and studied the length of both rivers. The
Orinoco wasimmense, flowing through the middle of Venezuelaand cutting it in haf; the Caroni joined it
about one hundred and twenty miles from where the Orinoco met the sea. Peter drew hisfinger down the
Caroni, into the brown spaces of the Guiana Highlands.

At noon, Shellabarger came from the bridge, where he had been on the radio to New Y ork, Boston,
Chicago, and even Miami. “No onewill take her,” he murmured, staring gloomily out over the muddy
water. “1 even caled Trujillo’s people in the Dominican Republic. He's supposed to be nuts about
dinosaurs. But he bought all he wanted back in the thirties, and they’ re dead now. He' slost interest.”

If something was not arranged soon, Ippolito said, it would be best to dump the body at sea before they
journeyed up the Orinoco. The captain warned that there would be no place to store the body in San
Fdlix or Puerto Ordaz, and that no onein either town was interested in dead dinosaurs. “ They have thirty
years worth of dead dinosaursto put in their museums—not to mention their town squares, their hotels,
and their bars.”

The captain climbed down into the hold to check the temperature. He pursed hislips unhappily and said,
“We have maybe aday before it bloats and fills the whole cage and we have to dump it overboard, cage
anddl.”

Shellabarger rubbed hisgrizzled chin. “All right,” he said quietly. “We bury her at sea”

Thewater was cam enough now that rigging a boom presented little problem. The boom swung out over
the open hold and heavy cables were attached to three points on the cage’ sthick bottom bars.
Shellabarger and Kdler rode the cage up out of the hold, getting off asit drew level with the deck. OBie
and Ray used their portable camerato captureit al from the port side.

The boom swung the cage out over the water. Rob Keller had undone the cage door and tied aropeto a
winch cable, which drew taught. The cagetilted. Sheila s head, neck, and side spikes continued to hold
her in place; the cagetilted forty-five, fifty, Sixty degrees.

With asudden ugly snapping of her spikes, Sheila s body did ponderoudy out of the cage and into the
ocean. She nosed inwith surprising grace and very little spray and sank out of sight.

Peter and Anthony went aft with Ray and OBieto seeif the big animd rose to the surface, but she
remained hidden in the ocean depths. “Some oil tanker is sure going to get asurprisein afew days,” Ray
sad.

They observed amoment of slence.



Asthey waked forward, OBie said, “Tony, you used to work with Standard Oil people up north. What
arethey like down here?’

Anthony shook his head. “Never met any, persondly. They’re cdling their Venezuelan operation Creole
Oil. They might bered helpful . . . Or they might not.”

FromtheLibertad ' s bridge, Anthony and Peter watched their progress into Boca Grande—the broad,
muddy mouth of the Orinoco. The captain had sent hisfirst mate down to the bow with acrew of five
men to scrutinize the water ahead and take soundings; he guided the ship with nervous glances dong both
distant banks.

“Big treesfloat down here sometimes,” he told Anthony, who was taking notes and snapping pictures.
“Fifteen, twenty meterslong. Put big dentsin my ship, maybe even break the rudder or jam the screws.
Snags, mudbanks, sandbanks, thick river grass. . .” He took off his hat and combed hisfingersthrough
hisshiny black hair. “I an dwaysnervousintheriver.”

Little shantytowns lined the banks every few miles, or bigger whitewashed buildings surrounded by
shacks. Mostly, however, there was flat mud and wetlands and broad expanses of jungle. Big birdswith
flame-colored wingsfilled the skies, landing to fish in the shdlows | ess than fifty yards from the channdl
the ship wasfollowing.

Peter tended the animal s with the roustabouts that afternoon while Shellabarger and OBie confirmed
advance preparations on the radiotelephone. Peter, Rob Kdller, and Keller’ s second, Arnie Kasem,
rolled aside of beef from the ship’s cold locker, heaved it over the sdeinto the hold, cut it up, and
tossed the piecesinto the venator’ s cage. Peter watched the animal bend over and lift one twenty-pound
chunk, fling it back, praying adrizzle of watery blood, and snatch it out of the air. Dagger gaveit severa
noisy chomps, bonesand dl, and swalowed it with that now familiar, still hideous sucking noise.

“Good fellow,” Keler murmured, and grinned at Peter. The animd’ s stedd and gold eyesfollowed their
movements with cold interest and no gratitude. “ Think he'll get even with old Vince before he runs off
into the jungle?’

Peter blinked, shocked that the head roustabout would express that thought so boldly.

Kéler chuckled. The venator grabbed another chunk and sucked it down. “Just like that,” Keller said,
turning his hands and forearmsinto big jaws, clapping his pamsjust inchesfrom Peter’ sface. “ That'd be
funto wetch, hm?’

“He gjoking, ” said Arnie Kasem, at twenty-four the youngest of the roustabouts. Kasem wiped his
bloody hands on afilthy rag. “Don’t mind him.”

Kédler siwabbed up the bits of fat and blood and squeezed the mop into a bucket.
“No need for that,” Peter said. “We re going to hoseit al down in an hour.”

Kéler glared at him and continued swabbing. “ Dagger likes aclean cage and aclean floor right after
medls,” hesad. “Hewon't go after me when the time comes, because | take care of him.”

Arnie Kasem followed Peter over to Sammy’ s cage. They rolled bales of dfafaand some bundles of
Shellabarger’ s specid herbs up to the cage on pushcarts. The centrosaur rubbed the cage noisily with his



horn-studded shield.
“Think they’ [l miss getting regular medls?’ Kasem asked. “ There’ sno medl ticket in the wild.”

Peter liked Kasem. Strong, soft-spoken, and not very smart, Arnie Kasem had stayed quiet much of the
trip, and only now seemed willing to talk with Peter, or anybody but hisfellow roustabouts.

Ray came down to watch the feeding of the struthios, sketching the process quickly.

When they were done, Keller climbed up the ladder with most of the roustabouits, but Kasem and Ray
stayed with Peter in the shadowy hold. They sat on acrate and listened to the sounds of the animals
echoing in the dark spaces. Sammy’ s ssomach made greet liquid glurps as he digested hisdfdfa

“We'reprivileged,” Ray said.
Kasem chuckled. “Listening to dinosaurs burp isn't much of aprivilege.”

“Thisismy first big adventure,” Ray confided. 1’ ve spent most of my lifein Cdiforniatrying to get work
inmovies, making unrea thingslook red. | wasn't sure about al thisat first, but now | fed privileged. . .
just to be here”

“Oh,” Kasem said. He rubbed hisnose. “Yeah.”

The venator chuffed behind the bars of his covered cage, and Kasem gave Peter an odd, scared look, as
if he had just seen aghost.

Chapter Eight

D espite the captain’ s misgivings, the river was broad and deep enough to take them eesily into Puerto
Ordaz. There, theLibertad pulled dongside an old, half rotten wooden dock, beside asingle rusted
tanker that looked asif it had been there for twenty years. Filingsfor anew series of pierswere being
pounded into the river bottom a hundred yards south of where they tied up, and stacks of fresh lumber
lay indirt yards waiting to be erected into warehouses.

On the bridge, Anthony said, “ Oil’ s coming out of every port now, | guess.”

“Thisisjust atrickle compared to the gulf,” Ippolito said. “But there are railways across theriver at
Pdua, and towns going up al over where the rivers mingle. Soon there will be iron—thereismuch iron
west of here—and even duminum.”

OBieamiled. “Think the tourists will ever come back to see dinosaurs?”’

“Puerto Ordaz was the gateway to El Grande for years,” Ippolito said. “| think the visitorswill prefer iron
and aluminum. And maybe gold and diamonds, too.”

Shellabarger came onto the bridge, the skin under his eyes dark with lack of deep. He had lost weight in
the last couple of days.

“I’ve beeninthe radio shack,” Shellabarger said. “ The Venezudan Army’ sup in arms about some of
Monte Schoedsack’ s advance people going to Pico Poco, they say without the necessary permits. The
Army colonel in charge of the areaaround El Grande says he'll shoot any more trespassers. We got the
permits from Caracas, though—Coop confirmed that in Washington.” He shook his head in dismay.



“God save mefrom little tyrants.”

A jeep and two dark green trucks roared out onto the dock and parked. Five soldiersin shiny black
hel mets emerged from the jegp and the rear of onetruck. They dung their riflesand stood inalineaong
the dock.

“Wemust be very polite here,” Ippolito warned in alow voice. “ The Betancourt juntais fragmenting. The
Gdlegos government is having adispute with the Army and it does not look good. | think where you will
be going, the Army will bein charge and will not listen to Caracas.”

OBi€ sface suddenly brightened. “Well, if it'sgoing to be awar, I know we' Il have company,” he said.
“Who?" Shellabarger asked, glaring a him.

“Monte and Coop will come south just to get in the thick of agood fight,” OBie said.

“So who' s the good guy and who' sthe bad guy?’ Ray asked.

“Around here,” Anthony said, “the Army’ s mostly bad.”

Ippalito frowned. “| have warned you,sefiors. Y ou have been reading too many Norteamericanos
newspapers.”

Theair of Puerto Ordaz was thick with the sméll of petroleum. A long rainbow dick flowed north from
the docks, dappled by big drops of rain. A few miles away, abright torch blazed in the |ate afternoon sky
like acandle planted on the jungle' s endless green tablecl oth: natura gas burning off from awellhead.
Rainfdl in curtainsfrom thick black clouds within the hour, and still the torch burned, lighting up the
bottoms of the clouds with aghastly yellow-orange glow.

Ippolito wasin great haste to unload the animals and head downriver to the sea. He did not trust the river
in the rainy season and did not want to be associated withNorteamericanos who were arguing with the

Army.

Shellabarger was just as eager to get his beasts out of the hold. First, however, he wanted to go into
town and make sure the boats that would take the animalsto therail station at San Pedro de las Bocas
had been built and were ready.

Anthony, Peter, and Ray accompanied him. Keller and OBie stayed behind to make sure the animals
weren't unceremonioudy dumped on the docks. Asthey walked down the dock, the soldiersin shiny
black helmets stared at them impassively. Nobody said aword.

Puerto Ordaz had indeed been the gateway to El Grande. Once, it had grown to ten thousand people,
serving the hunters and scientists and hardy tourists who traveled up the Caroni to the foot of Pico Poco.
Indians had come from al over the Orinoco and Amazon basin, from asfar west as Peru, looking for
work, mingling their triba cultures and languages, and forming new poalitica coditions.

After dictator Juan Vicente Gdmez had succumbed to pressure from the United States and closed El
Grande, Puerto Ordaz had withered. The Indian codlitions had disintegrated. Dozens of wood and
whitewashed plastered brick buildings still stood empty aong the muddy streets, many crumpled under
the ondaught of ants and termites.



Away from the main streets, shantytowns were taking on new life, however, as oil workers and miners
moved in. Many gold and diamond fortune hunters kept their familiesin Puerto Ordaz, and afew of the
businesses dong the main street budtled, their feeble yellow eectric lights gleaming in the gray twilight and
the frequent swirling brooms of warm rain.

In the town square, weathered dinosaur skeletons decorated an overgrown park. Benches had been
made out of huge sauropod ribs, and Shellabarger led them past an outdoor bullring that had once seen
the daughter of dozens of animaslike Sammy. The ring’ sticket booth and round entrance was now
barred by ahdf circle of the forbidding skulls of the ceratopsiansthat had died there. Their lower jaws
had been removed, and their shieldslay flat in the dirt, horns pointed outward, asif still defending the
young and the females.

Ray stood by the skullsfor amoment, chinin hand, lost in thought. “ Did you ever see adinosaur fight
here?’ he asked Shellabarger.

“Yes, tomy shame,” Shellabarger said.

Shellabarger walked them to a boatyard on the other side of the town. There, in the humid darkness, they
met with ashort, fat man in ayelow rain dicker. He smiled and assured Shellabarger that the big
flat-bottom boats were ready.

“They are very tough, very sturdy,” he said in Spanish. On the ship, Peter had picked up enough Spanish
to understand most of what was said. “ Y et just the right size to be loaded on train cars at San Pedro de
las Bocas. | have followed the specifications of sefiors Grosvenor and Schoedsack . . . through their
agent, Sefor Wetherford.”

Wetherford, they had |learned, was waiting for them at San Pedro de las Bocas. It was Wetherford who
had had the run-in with the Army, after scouting the trails and working with President Gallegos's
engineers on Pico Poco.

“Show the boatsto me,” Shellabarger said. The owner waddled into his office and came back with
diagrams, which he happily unrolled in the drizzle. Small drops of rain speckled the paper.

“The boats themsdves, | mean,” Shellabarger said.
The man'sfacefdl. “It isdark,sefior, ” he murmured.
“I want to seethem now,” Shellabarger said.

The man grudgingly brought akerosene lantern from his brightly lighted shack and led them through the
mud to the water’ s edge. There, in five big hangar-like sheds, the river boats sat on broad chocks,
deserted by the craftsmen for the day, surrounded by scraps of lumber and piles of shavings and tables
covered with tools.

Three scruffy, skinny dogs whined around their legs and the fat man shooed them away gently with his
foot. He whispered affectionately to the thin animals while Shellabarger circled the boats, then took a
workman'sladder and climbed up into one.

Shellabarger took the lantern and walked from stem to stern. The boats were each about forty feet long,
fifteen feet wide across the beam, with flat bottoms and blunt prows and squared-off sterns. A single
cubical cabin perched &ft like aguardhouse.

“Wedo very good work,” the boatyard owner said. “We work for Creole Oil and theU.S. Stedl. The
motors, they are new, they arrived aweek ago, and have just been mounted from their crates. Big, fine



diesdl engines, very expensvel”

Shellabarger climbed down, handed the man hislantern, and said, “We |l need them launched and down
by theLibertad tomorrow morning. Captain Ippolito’s anxiousto be on hisway.”

“ 9, perfecto, sefior! At dawn, | will begin.”

Asthey walked back to the docks, Shellabarger pulled a pistol from his pocket and showed it to
Anthony and Ray. “ Y ou were asoldier,” he said to Anthony. “Y ou ever use one of these?’

Anthony looked over the glittering long-barreled gun with ablank expression. Peter knew hisfather did
not likeguns. “No,” hesaid. “1 used an M-1."

“Gold and diamonds attract al sorts of freaks, and the Caroni up to the railhead isthick with them. When
we go upriver, there could beriffraff who'll shoot usjust for fun. And there' sawaysthe Army, of
course.” He glanced around, shadows from atavern’ s blinking sign swinging across his gaunt face. “This
isasad place now. Y ou teach your son how to shoot?’

“No,” Anthony said, jaw clenching. “I had enough shooting to last me alifetime.”
Peter glanced between them, then looked a Ray. Ray gave alittle shrug.

“You ever fireagun?’ Shellabarger asked the cameraman.

“Jugt blanks,” Ray said.

Shellabarger shook his head sadly. “I’ ve not had to shoot aman in twenty years.”

The next morning came an unexpected delay. More soldiers arrived in two more trucks, and asmall,
wiry, very dignified officer asked to inspect the animals on theLibertad. Peter wasin town with OBie and
Ray, trying to buy some wooden boards for laying between the cages, and when they returned, only a
truck and four soldiers remained. Shellabarger waslivid.

“I have never had to deal with such arrogant sons of bitchesin my entirelife,” Shellabarger said. “They're
forcing usto keep the animal's on the ship another day while they get word back from Caracas. They
ignored our permits and paperwork.”

The day passed dowly, and by late afternoon, still without word from the officer in charge, Shellabarger
wasfit to betied. He stormed back and forth on the deck. Ippolito watched him stoically, arms fol ded,
nodding now and then whether or not the trainer said anything.

The presence of the soldiers seemed to have aroused dark and unpleasant memoriesin Anthony. He sat
intheir cabin on his bunk, arms wrapped around one drawn-up knee, smoking a cigarette he had
borrowed from Shellabarger. The air in the cabin was hot and close and the smoke did not make things
any better. Anthony rarely smoked. “If we get stopped here and they send us back, it'sdl over,” he said.
“WE Il lose everything.” He looked at Peter, face drawn, whitelinesaround hislips. “Y our mawill have
me pegged exactly right.”

“WEeEll befing” Peter said.



Anthony smirked. For amoment, his face seemed to show that he had forgotten they were father and
son, with any specia bond; Peter was just another guy in the cabin. “That sounds so damn optimistic,”
Anthony said bitterly. “How in hell do you know?’

Peter was taken aback. “I’m just hoping,” he said.
Anthony took adeep drag on his cigarette. “Hope away.”

Peter went topside, angry and confused. No word had come by the time dark fell, and Anthony came
thumping up aship’sladder to the port wing of the bridge, where Peter leaned on therail, breathing the
cooling air off theriver. “Vince and | are going into town. Ray and OBie are cleaning their cameras. You
want to come?”’

Peter looked at his father’ s tense features and wondered if he would ever know thisman. “Sure” he
said. Intruth, Peter was bored out of hishead.

“We regoing to get drunk,” Anthony said asthey joined the trainer on the dock. “Y ou can have one or
two beers, but I'll rely on you to guide us back to the ship if we re completely blotto.”

Peter remembered the trainer throwing the bottle overboard on theLibertad. He also remembered
Shellabarger taking another bottle from Keller (according to OBie) and going to hisroom to drink it
aone. Alcohol wasapuzzle. “All right,” hesaid.

“Have you ever been drunk?’ Shellabarger asked Peter.

“No,” Peter said.

“Good,” Shdllabarger said. “Don't Sart. It' sabad habit, but we sorely need to blow off steam.”
“All right,” Peter said in what he hoped was aworldly tone, and followed them into town.

A light drizzle fogged the air and softened the few red and white lights from cantinawindows on the
muddy main street. Anthony and the trainer strolled from one run-down bar to another, looking for the
perfect combination of qualities necessary to a*“one hundred percent rivertown dive.”

Peter tried not to stare at the rough, ragged men who sat at worn wooden and metal tables, bleary
exhaugtion in their eyes and dull determination in the set of their faces. They cradled their glassesin
calused thick-fingered hands, their nails black with dirt, dirt up to their ebows and caked around their
rolled-up deeves. In most of the bars, one or two tired-looking women in lacy black dresses sat with
mannish postures on stools or near tables, soft eyes turning from man to man like moths searching for a
flame.

The rain drummed heavily and they settled on a cantinanear the old arena. It resembled dl the others
except for fly-gpecked pictures of matadors and horned dinosaurs that covered onewall. Anthony and
Shellabarger ordered whiskey and Peter took a glass of watery beer and they sat at a small wooden
table, crowded together in the damp air, surrounded by the odors of rank cigars and sweet whiskey,
mildew and unwashed men.

Thefirg few drinks, Anthony and Shellabarger said little. On the third round, Anthony asked
Shellabarger if he had ever served inthe U.S. Army.

“Never,” Shdllabarger said. “Too young for thefirst war, too old for the second.”

“Ordersand uniforms,” Anthony said. Hisfather was not good at holding his liquor, Peter knew; if hedid



not get fractious, he became deepy. So far, hiseyesburned intensely. “Y ou fed like apart of something.
Very secure. Then somebody above you screws up and friends die. It sdl asham. Everybody’sinit for
themselves. Y ou do your best to get out dive”

Shellabarger drained his glass. They caled for abottle. It was not cheap.
“Don’t flash your money,” the trainer warned Anthony. “We don’t need trouble.”
“Right,” Anthony said thickly, and studioudy concedled the few hillsin histhinwallet.

“I likeworking with animas,” Shellabarger said. “Y ou dways know where you stand. Like’em or don't,
you can never trust 'em. Black jaguars are the meanest things on Earth. Worse than old Dagger. | trained
them for afew yearsbefore | signed on with Lotto.” He gave Peter adow, confidentia wink.
“Damnedest thing, adinosaur eye. Older and better than ours. Cats can't seein color. Lots of mammals
gave up color for black and white back when we were dl skulking around in the bushes at night.
Dinosaurs see very well in color. Never needed to give it up. Birds, too. Masters of day and night.” He
raised his hand off the table afew inches. “ Our great-great-umpty-ump-greet-grand-daddies were little
shrew things no bigger than possums. The dinosaurs hunted us down and munched us.” He tapped his
white-haired temple. “Back in our little shrew brains, we dream about scampering through the brush,
hiding in holes or in trees, waiting for the sharp-eyed eatersto grab us. Seeing dinos makes uswant to
run and hide”

“Wholelife you ve been with dinosaurs,” Anthony said. “ Better than people.”

“Sometimes,” Shellabarger agreed. “But people. . .” Heleaned over the table. “People don’t try to bite
you in haf.” He nodded decisively and leaned back.

“Sometimesthey do,” Anthony said.

“With guns?’

“With divorce,” Anthony said, and Shellabarger laughed.

“I’ve been married twice,” thetrainer said. “ Circus women both times. Both jedl ous of my animals.”
“| wasared problem for Peter’s mother after thewar,” Anthony said.

For amoment, the beer had made Peter fed pleasantly in tune with hisfather and the trainer, but mention
of hismother brought on acold clarity.  Father,” Peter said, rolling his eyes.

“It'sthetruth,” Anthony said, working on hisfifth drink. “1 wanted to be awriter and a photographer.
Peter’ s mother didn’t approve. We married young and Peter came aong. | trained to be ageologist and
make lots of money working for the oil companies. Security. She gave mealot, so | gave up my dreams.
But after thewar . . . seeing men die. Redlly rubsit in. Y ou got to do it before you're dirt.”

Peter stared down at the table.
“When | came home, | took up photography again,” Anthony concluded. “Money became a problem.”
Shellabarger belched into hisfist and apologized.

“We' rediggusting,” Anthony said. “Let’ s go before we embarrass ourselves. But firsd—Iet’ s hear your
sory.”

“My story,” Shellabarger said, spreading his hands on the table.



“Okay, let’ shear your story,” Anthony repeated.

“Nah,” Shellabarger said. He glared at the dinosaurs and matadors lined up onthewall. “Maybe I’ ll save
it for abook.”

Peter walked between Shellabarger and his father on the way back to the ship. They paused before the
garing half circle of centrosaur skullsin front of the arena. Shellabarger swayed as he contemplated their
eyeless sockets.

“That'smy story,” he said quietly, pointing at the skulls.
Anthony bit hislower lip and shook his head. “ Damned shame,” he said.
“Yeah,” Shellabarger said. “1 hope we can make up for it.”

On the road to the dock, Shellabarger and Anthony found alarge horned beetle crawling through
oil-smirched grass. They got down on their hands and kneesto seeit up close. Peter stood with his
handsin his pockets, |ooking nervoudy around in the dark. They could dl be robbed and he did not think
Anthony and the trainer were in any shape to defend themsdlves.

“How does he move dl thoselegs?” Anthony asked Shellabarger.

“Concentration,” Shellabarger said. “All thetime. It'sall abug can do. That’ swhy they’ re not very

“You ever tran abug?’ Anthony asked.

“Nope,” Shellabarger said.

“Start with thisone.”

“I don't have anything he wants,” Shellabarger said.

“Train him with kindness.”

“All right. He does atrick, | won't step on him. He' ll learn fast.”
Anthony cackled and got to hisfedt.

“We re embarrassing the boy,” he whispered to Shellabarger.

“He undergtands,” Shellabarger said. Both men put their arms around Peter’ s shoulders and leaned on
him. His knees dmost buckled under the weight. “Don’'t you?’

“Sure,” Peter said, helping them up the gangway to the ship.

From the bridge, a sailor shouted something in hoarse Portuguese. Anthony looked up, squinting at the
bright lights shining on the forecastle. More men lined the decks, pointing toward town. Peter turned and
saw alarge fire burning to the south, thick billows of smoke with orange belliesrising and twisting toward
the dark overcast.



“It'sthe boatyard,” OBie shouted on the main deck. “That’ s our boats!”

Anthony shook his head and made a growling noise, trying to shake off the effects of the booze.
Shellabarger turned without hesitation and lurched down the gangway, but dumped at theend ashe
sumbled. Hanging from therail, he righted himsdlf. Peter and Anthony joined him on the dock, and Ray,
OBieg, Kdler, and Shawmut pounded down the gangway after them.

The boatyard was in chaos. Men from all around the town hauled hoses from old trucks and attached
them to water pumps on the backs of other old trucks. A single dilapidated red fire engine, its paint
peding and faded by the tropical sun, stood by the gate to the boatyard, surrounded by haplessfiremen
who were doing nothing to help.

Peter and Ray hel ped pull hoses from the pumping trucks near theriver to thefire. Four of the big sheds
were ablaze and the roofs had collgpsed. The plump boatyard owner, Jiménez, stood in a puddle of
water from the leaking hoses, mopping hisforehead with abroad, twisted handkerchief, hands wringing
the cloth into tighter twists and knots. He shouted at the volunteersin Spanish, then saw Shellabarger
walking aong the perimeter of thefire and ran to walk beside him. Shellabarger stared at the blazing
outlines of boats under the collapsed roofs, eyes wide with drunken shock and disbdlief.

“The boats,sefior!” Jménez called.
“How many arein there?” Shellabarger demanded.

“I saw some men in dark clothes, sefior. Four or five men with cans of petrol. My guards, | do not know
where they went—I was about to go to my houseto degp—"

“Arethosedl our boats?” Shellabarger shouted.

Jménez flung hishandsintheair. “Y ou are not to be worried, sefior! Y our boats, | put them in theriver
yesterday. They are akilometer from here sefior! Y ou are very lucky. These are boats belonging to
Creole Qil. | hauled them up for repair this afternoon.”

Shellabarger’ slegsfolded until he squatted on the dirt, adow, amost sudied collapse. “My God,” he
said softly. Anthony stood beside him, hand on Peter’ sarm, his grip tight. Then Shellabarger rose and
they set to work again.

Thefire burned bright evenin the drizzle. All the sheds had collgpsed and the hoses were leaking more
water than they shot from their nozzles, arcs of fine mist soaking Anthony and Peter and Ray asthey tried
to help maneuver them. The spray from the hose nozzles was as ineffectua against the blazing sheds as
the sputtering drizzle.

After an hour, they al gathered by the gate. Jmeénez paced and gestured helplessy around them. The
boatyard owner seemed dternately half crazy with grief and jubilant. *Y our boats, they were brand new,
my prizes, with beautiful engines,” he said to OBie and Shellabarger. “ These are old boats. But what will
| tell the oilmen? Who would want to burn boats? Where will my men work now? My father owned this
yard. | have inherited it from him! Who will work for me now?’

The crew crept back to theLibertad as dawn broke in the east. Anthony and Shellabarger still had a
hard time walking straight. Peter could tell the trainer was furious with himself. With each lurch and



stumble, Shellabarger barked, “ Goddamn me. Never again. | swear, never again.”
Anthony was equally but quietly contrite.

“We werelucky thistime,” he muttered to Peter. “But what about tomorrow?’

The next morning, two officersin crigp khakiswith broad black belts and shiny black helmets cameto the
Libertad and conferred with an exhausted, hungover Shellabarger and crisp, proper Captain Ippolito.
The permits had checked out in Caracas, they said; the expedition had permission to proceed upriver to
El Grande.

Shellabarger huddled with Anthony, OBie, and Ray in his cabin. Hisface was red and puffy and hiseyes
seemed ready to start out of their sockets. “ iménez says he thinks some soldiers burned his sheds,” the
trainer said. “Thelocal troops don’t want the Indiansin an uproar about El Grande, and they redlly don’t
carewhat Caracasthinks.” He lifted one corner of hismouth in ahaf smirk and shook his head. “We
need to make adecision now. Creole Oil takes care of both sides here, the Army and the Betancourt
government, so nobody would want to burntheir boats. That was a bad mistake. But somebody iswilling
to do some pretty desperate things to stop us. Do we give up and go back, or do we go on?’

“Will Ippolito take us back?” OBie asked.

“I haven't asked. | don’t know if this should make up our minds one way or the other, but . . . if wego
back, the animaswill die. They need to get out of the ship.”

OBie glanced apprenensively at Ray and Anthony. Clearly, for him, physica danger was not the most
important factor here. Peter saw that OBie, too, regarded this expedition as hislast chance. “ Then we
haveto goon,” OBiesaid.

“No other way,” Ray agreed softly.
Anthony stared down at the floor, then lifted his gaze to meet Peter’s.

“We haveto go on,” Peter agreed. He could not bear the thought of al the animals ending up like Shella.
Besdes, thefirein the boatyard had been kind of exciting—terrifying and beautiful al at once. And other
than afew blisters on his hands from the rough hoses, he had come out of it unhurt.

“Weadl agree, then,” Shdllabarger said, more cheerful.
“Weagree,” Anthony said, but hiseyeswerefull of doubts.
The tension seemed to break. Ray closed his eyes and took a deep bregth.

“I’d hate to have lost those boats,” OBie said, grinning broadly al around. * Jack Ford would have had a
fit. And Monte would have never et me hear the end of it!”

They spent their last few hours on the ship. Anthony laid out their clothes and taught Peter how to make



up abackpack. He rubbed his temples and scowled.

“It isthe age of alcohal, Peter. Red eyes and puffy red noses and hangovers. Being drunk isjust about
the only time aman can convince himsdlf he' snot afool. Stands to reason that’ s when he' sthe biggest
fool of al. Wewerelucky. Very, very lucky.”

“Could you have done anything more?’ Peter asked. He hated to see hisfather being so hard on himself.

“My lad,” Anthony said somberly, “we were sitting ducks. Drunk ducks. No excuses. No more
drinking.”

Peter tied his bedroll and looked around the cabin. “How dangerousisit going to get?”’

Anthony finished stuffing his pack and flopped on the lower bunk. He rubbed histemples and frowned. “I
didn’t think it would be this dangerous when | brought you. Y ou know what kind of danger I'm talking
about?’

“Not dinosaurs.”
“Right.”
“Will they try to kill us?

Anthony snorted and wiped his nose with a handkerchief. “1t could be alot rougher on theriver and in
the jungle than | thought, long before we get to El Grande.”

Peter thought thisover. “I don't want to go back,” he said.

Anthony chewed hislower lip and fingered his camerawhereit lay on the blanket. “A father is
responsible for keeping hischild hedthy.”

“I'mnot achild.”
Anthony gave ashort laugh. “1 don’t want to put you in any danger.”

“But you brought me here and you knew there would besome danger.” Peter’ sleve of irritation was
risng rapidly. This seemed pointlessto him. He had madehis decision.

“I wanted to balance out your experience. Until now, you were never outside the United States. Y ou
need to see what theworld isall about.”

“Theworld isdangerous,” Peter said. “ Are you going to send me back?’ He thrust out his chin and
crossed hisarms.

Anthony thumped hisfist on the bed. He sat up and rubbed his hands on his knees. Peter thought, Five
nervous gesturesin just a couple of minutes.

“Do you wish you hadn’t brought me?’ Peter asked, his voice sharp.
“Yes” Anthony said. “But ... "

“I haven't done anything stupid or wrong,” Peter said in arush. “1 learned how to tend the dinosaurs. . .
the animals. Vince—Mr. Shellabarger—thinks |’ m doing well. | could learn to shoot—"

Anthony gave him astern look. “I don’t want you to ever have to learn to shoot people.”



“I meant animals, dangerous. . . things. Animals,” Peter said. The words started to pour out of him; he
was frustrated and afraid—afraid of going, but horrified at the thought of being forbidden to go, of being
sent back home. “1 know you want me not to have to go through what you did, in thewar. But | need to
grow up sometime, and that means| haveto facethingsasthey are.”

Anthony regarded him through narrowed eyes. Why wasiit he dwaysfdt that Anthony wasweighing him,
judging him? Peter resented this, and stared right back at him.

“I want to stay with you and go to El Grande.”
“Can you possibly conceive of how crud human beings can be?” Anthony asked.

Peter sucked in his bresth before answering, to give himsdlf an instant to think. “I probably can't,” he
sad.

“1 can. Shellabarger can. We' ve both had to face bad people, or people stuck in bad situations. What
I’m saying, Peter, isthat I’'m not sure | want you to have to grow up that much, that fast.”

“Huh?’

“Never mind,” Anthony said. “1 won't send you back. Not yet. But | reservetheright to do so, if and
when | judge. . . that things are getting too dicey. Okay?’

Peter did not answer.

Chapter Nine

T he dinosaurs were unloaded by noon. It was an operation of some delicacy—lifting each cage from the
hold, swinging it out over the starboard side of theLibertad, awvay from the dock, and then lowering it
onto one of the five wooden river barges.

Shellabarger supervised the unloading, trying to be everywhere a once. Where the cages did not cover
the decks of the barges, sted drumsfilled with diesel fuel, food, and water for the humans and the
animaswere arranged in rows, tied down with thick jute ropes. The motion picture cameras and film
cans were loaded on the |ast barge, packed in great black trunks that OBie hoped were waterproof. Ray
used the portable camera to record their departure.

The sun chose this day to beam down in full tropica force and the heat wasintense. Everybody was
soaked in swest by ten, and by one 0’ clock, asthe barge engines started, Peter could hardly think
graight. The sun seemed to actively hate him; its brightness and heat lay on hishead like ahot brick.

Peter fdt asif everything he drank went directly from his ssomach to his swest glands. Rivers of swesat
rolled off him. The town of Puerto Ordaz drew itswater pretty nearly untreated from the Caroni.
Anthony had brought along water purification tablets. He thought they might be able to drink the water
safely at El Grande, but certainly not where they were now. He dropped atablet into each of their



canteens.

Anthony took quick shots from the boat and the dock, then rode amotorboat with Peter out to the third
barge, which carried Sammy and the avisaurs. Sammy was none too happy with this new floating
platform, and let out mournful groans and grunts as the barge rocked in theriver.

The best pilots on theriver, Iménez had told them, were Indians. Each barge had an Indian pilot hired by
Jmeénez. They sat on padded stools within small cabins at the rear of the barges. The pilot of the third
boat, a short, skinny fellow only afew years older than Peter, introduced himself as Billie. He spoke

Englishvery well.

Shellabarger finished hisinspection, accompanying Jménez on his own motorboat, legping up on each
barge, examining the tie-downs and the cage chocks, peeking under the tarps to see how his beasts were
doing. He shouted as he passed the third barge, “ They know they’ re going home. They remember!”

OBie, Ray, and the roustabouts and camera crew took their own boat rides from the dock and
clambered onto the barges. Ray and OBie joined Anthony and Peter on the third barge.

They began the journey to the station at San Pedro de las Bocas at two o’ clock, late, but Shellabarger
had expected to haveto tie up a night several times during the upriver journey. The diesel motorswere
powerful, but they couldn’t push the barges faster than ten miles an hour, and theriver flowed at three
milesan hour.

Anthony and Peter stood on the bow as the barges moved toward the middle of the river and the deeper
water.

“No moreiceboxes,” Anthony said to Peter. “No more fresh food, unless we find fruit or fish on the
way.”

“Not much chance of that until we get up near El Grande,” OBie said, making hisway carefully around
Sammy’ shig cage, “and even then, | don't think Shellabarger will take timefor usto hunt for bananas.
Food isn't that easy to find in these jungles.”

“Tdl uswhat it'slike,” Peter said.

OBie gtared philosophicaly at the barges forming along line up theriver, their engines chugging in unison,
laying intertwined trails of black diesdl exhaust above the water. The air was gill and the exhaust hung
behind them for minutes before diss pating.

“It'sbeenyears,” hesaid. “I haven’t been there since we shot jungle footage forKong. That was after
Gomez shut down the tepuis, and we didn’t get to El Grande that time. But al the way up to the canyon
and thefalls, it'sgreen and beautiful. There are bugs everywhere—butterflies, midges, no-see-ums, flies,
biting bugs, and crawling bugs. It rainsalot, and | don't think it’[| get any hotter than this, but on El
Grande...”

He shook himsdlf. “1 won't spail it by telling you ahead of time,” he said. “ Just believe me, you'll never
forgetit.”

Behind them, half amile downriver, Captain Ippolito blew thewhistle on theLibertad. Peter watched the
ship work itself into the deep channdl and head back for the open sea.

Billie responded by blatting their barge' s horn. The other barges followed suit, the Indian pilots grinning at
one another.



Peter sat in the shade of Sammy’ s cage, gaze fixed on the green eastern shore of the Caroni. Hefdt asif
he had been hypnotized. Only amonth ago, he had been in New Y ork, wondering what he would be
doing thissummer . . .

Shellabarger yedled at them from the first boat. “ Anthony! OBie! WEe re going to put in for the night about
amile ahead.” He waved the map Jménez had given him. “ There salittle cove where we can tie up our
boats out of the current. I'll want awatch set up . . . Jménez says there are bandits even thisfar south,
trying to sted from the diamond miners.”

The cove nestled under an overhang of hugetrees, just barely big enough to hold dl five barges. A line of
creosoted wooden piles from an old dock served to tie up the barges. Anthony and Peter and Ray
jumped from the third barge to the shore and walked afew yardsinto the jungle, but much beyond that it
was impenetrable. Peter kept 1ooking for the deadlyveintecuatros, the twenty-four-hour ants, but saw
none. He did see enough mosquitoes and flies to keep him occupied swatting and brushing at his clothes.

“How about alittle yelow fever?’ Ray asked testily, turning over his pam to reveal amosguito he had
just squashed. A red smear on his skin showed it had already drawn blood.

“Nature slittle creatures of the air feed dl thefish,” Anthony said with mock piety, and crossed himsdif,
then swatted at acloud of gnats. “And we' Il be feeding them.”

“Isit true, male mosguitoes don’t bite?” OBie asked from the barge as he stretched out a plank for them
to climb back aboard.

“I think so,” Peter said.
“Theharmlessmale” OBie sad regretfully. “He does't know dl thefiner arts”

Peter watched asmdll fly land on hishand. It did not look like amosquito so hedid not smash it. Thena
needle-stab of pain shot up hiswrist. He swatted at the fly but missed, and asmall drop of blood welled
from hispierced skin.

“Thelittle black flies, they are hell,” Billie said, putting on aworn jacket. “ They are cdledjgenes. ” He
pulled a netted cap down over hisface and the back of his neck, tucking the net into his collar. Peter
envied him; but at least they had havel ocks hanging behind their hats to keep sun and insects of f their
necks, and mosquito netsfor when they dept.

They set up asmal sted cookstove on the second barge. The pilotsingsted the gringos cook their meals
first, and stood by their cabins, each of them wearing their netted caps.

Keler served as cook. “1 used to cook inthe Navy,” he said. “My food never killed anybody, so I’'m
qudified.”

Gathering around the stove, swatting atjejenes, they ate cups of soup and canned beef. The venator |et
out aroar just after nightfal, scaring dark fogs of birds out of the jungle dl around. They rose with
pumping twitters and flapping wings into the twilight and swung about in acloud to another, less
disturbing part of theriver.

Onthefirgt barge, Shellabarger fed the big predator one of the five sides of beef they had l€ft. “In aday
or two, theraw meat’ sgoing to go bad,” the trainer said, watching Keller and Kasem dip the beef into
the venator’ s cage. Under the tarp, the dinosaur swung about, making the boat pitch and roll in the water.



Chewing, crunching, and sucking sounds followed, and Shellabarger backed away, hands on hips.
“Dagger won't mind,” Keller added. “He sawaysliked it alittle gamy.”

Dak came on quickly. Shellabarger suggested they turn in early, for they would head out on theriver
again at dawn. Thefive pilots stood by the cookstoves, waiting for their beansto cook, and Billie read
Spanish- and Portuguese-language newspapers to the others.

Anthony and Peter rigged their deeping rolls and mosquito nets. Peter was exhausted. He crawled into
the deeping bag and gazed up through the netting at the dark clouds and brilliance of stars. The last things
he heard were Billie' svoice, saying prayersin Spanish, and Shellabarger murmuring softly to the
gruthios.

In the morning, Peter was covered with welts from thej g enes. Anthony’ s skin seemed tougher and his
welts did not show as much, but he still itched and swore under his breath.

“Adventure,” OBiesad, “isninetenths misery and one tenth disaster.”
Ray suffered asbadly as Peter. “| fed alittlewoozy,” he said.
“Yelow fever,” Peter suggested.

“You'reapd,” Ray sad, grimacing.

“Or mdaria,” OBie added, heping untie the barge from the piling.

“Mdariadoes not come on so soon,” Billie said from the cabin. He smiled, showing even yellow teeth,
and started the engine on number three.

Peter shared binoculars with hisfather and studied the forest. The forest took on more meaningful detail
thelonger Peter observed it. At firgt, it had seemed amass of rolling green foliage and brown vines and
creepers, dotted at random by white, yellow, and red flowers. Theflies had kept him from paying much
attention to individua plants and trees near the shore, but here, in the middle of theriver, theflieswere
less bothersome. Now he made out trees strangled by cages of vines, trees that seemed to thrive at
different atitudes and brightnesses of sunlight within the canopy. In placesthe river had changed course
recently and undercut the banks, revealing a cutaway of the forest interior, gloomy and bare beneath an
amog opaguelid of thick foliage.

OBiewas chatting with Billie, and Ray sat sketching on the bow. Sammy had falen quiet after the boats
set out. When Peter lifted the tarp to let air flow through the cage, the big centrosaur, hunkered on his
belly with legs haf underneeth, blinked at him with trand ucent membranes, but did not lift his head.
“Soon, fella,” Peter whispered.

Occasiond curiaras —dugout canoes—dlid past the barges, heading downriver, piloted by scrawny
brown men with impassive faces hdf hidden by broad floppy hats. Piles of dirt filled the middle of the
dugouts, and in the rear, one or two men sat holding big rifles, hatstilted back. They glared fiercely at
anyone who dared to notice.

“Diamonds,” Billie said from behind the whedl. “One or two diamonds aday, little ones, for industry. Not
for ladies rings. They are dim pickings around here. But everybody ishopeful . . . diamonds, or maybe

gold”



“They look pretty wild,” Ray said.
“And hungry,” OBie added. “ They might be interested in our food.”

The jungle gave way to abroad stretch of grasdand and Anthony took out his camera, giving Peter a
pokein theribs. Peter, who had been dozing, lifted his head. “Huh?’

Anthony pointed. “Thar she blows,” he said.

The northwestern escarpment of El Grande rose in the distance, an immense black mass with a projecting
slhouette like the prow of an ancient galleon. Gray and white billows capped the prow, and the rest of
the massive tepui fell back in the shadows of rank after rank of thick dark clouds, filling the horizon. The
sun gleaming againg the brilliant green and ydlow grassdand and the gloom of El Grande beyond made a
sriking contrast—cheer and tropica splendor against mystery and danger.

Ray Harryhausen

“Eighty-five milesfrom end to end,” OBie sad reverently. “ Eight thousand feet high a thisend, the
highest point. With six big lakes and who knows how many little lakes and svamps.”

“Fabulous,” Ray said. He grinned at OBie and Peter. The thrill was returning—areal sense of adventure
that had been damped by the soldiers and thefire. “Lord, it’ shuge.”

“Wait'll we get closer.” OBie stuck histhumbsin his pocketslike a proud papa and winked at Peter.
“Takes me back to when | was young.”

“It lookslike amongter dl by itself,” Anthony said. Peter looked at him to see what he was thinking,
whether he was serioudy considering sending Peter back now.

“The ship’sgone, Dad,” Peter said softly, squinting at hisfather.

“There san airdrip up ahead,” Anthony said, but with adight smile. He put his hand on Peter’ s shoul der
and squeezed. “ Impressed?”’

Peter nodded and turned the binoculars on El Grande. He could see along, thin waterfal descendingina
bright silver thread from ashelf of clouds hiding the upper third of the galeon’s prow. “Will you look &
that!” he said, and handed the glasses to Anthony.

Anthony peered through them. “It’ sfaling from about five thousand fet,” he said. “ Straight down.”

“That'sRdeigh Falls” OBiesad. “ Thefolkshere cal it Bolivar. There sahigher onein Chadlenger
Canyon. Jmmie Angel saw that onefirst. He called it Jorge Washington Falls. He picked asmadler one
on Auyan Tepui to name after himsdf.”

Peter looked at the five boats with their precarioudy baanced cages. Despite thejejenes and the
mosguitoes, he wasredly enjoying himsdlf. He doubted that any otherNorteamericano boy had seen
what he was seeing—at |east not since the 1920s.

“Ten kilometersto San Pedro delas Bocas,” Billie said. Tdl trees and jungle rose on the left bank again,



blocking much of their view of El Grande. More of the big flame-winged water birds clustered in
shallows on the southern bank, and the river took agradual turn to the northeast, toward the highlands.
Peter went to the cabin.

“Shouldn’t there befals or rapids or something?” he asked Billie,

Billie nodded. “ Farther up. Little oneswewill climb, but the big ones, they are beyond San Pedro. Big
rapids, many fals”

“Haveyou been up herealot?’ Peter asked. Hefdlt like talking and was afraid Ray and OBie would get
tired of himif he chattered.

“Not alot,” Billiesaid. “Only by canoe above San Pedro. A few miles up the rapids—then the fliesand
the mosquitoes, they are too much. Y ou will be glad to take atrain.”

“Yeah,” Peter said. “ Do you know anybody who went to El Grande?’

“Yes” Billiesad, hissmile suddenly vanishing. “My father. He was full-blooded Makritare. We have
been going up there for thousands of years. We climb up the old trail on Pico Poco, and ding arope, and
climb across. . .” Billieraised his arms and made hand-over-hand motions, then got adistant look in his
eye. “Especidly if we want to be chief, or to have many beautiful wives and become grest warriors.”

Peter nodded.

“My father went there two months before | was born. He did not come back.”
“Oh,” Peter said. “I’m sorry.”

Billie shrugged. “I am proud of him.”

Peter wondered how much Billie had really wanted to go, if he had been stopped by just the flies. Maybe
| just don’t know how bad the flies can get, Peter thought. Then he remembered that the Army had
restricted access to the tepui, especidly to Indians.

Billie saw the look in Peter’ s eyes and turned away to examinetheriver, jaws clenched. “In my father’s
day, there were no prospectors and diamond hunters and not so many thieves on theriver. He had to
worry about other tribes—the Arecuna, perhaps, or the Camaracotas. But they did not have guns. The
soldiershave guns.”

They anchored in astretch of gill water and fed the animals as darkness approached. They had seen
more dugouts, but so far, no one had offered any resistance, or even harsh words, to the strange barges
moving steadily upriver. Billie thought that by now, nearly everybody on the river knew about the
dinosaurs. OBie asked Billieto join their group around the cookstove. “If you don’t mind beans,” he
sad.

They were about to eat when the venator decided once again to protest. He did not move enough to
rock the barge on which his cage rested, but he let out a peevish, ear-splitting shriek nevertheless.

Howler monkeysin the jungle began aragged chorus of angry whoops.



“Heisthe Chdlenger,” Billiesad.

OBie, Ray, and Anthony traded looks and OBie stirred the pot, then ladled up black beansfor each.
“Y ou mean like the professor,” he said.

“No.” Billie gave them aquizzica look. “The one who chalenges. He asks questions only ghosts can
answer.”

Ray lifted his eyebrows and grinned. “True enough,” he said.

Billie stared across the dark waters to the other boats and their cages. “ Perhaps a Challenger like him ate
my father,” he said, asif thiswere amatter of merely casua discussion.

“He damn near ate Shellabarger, before he was captured,” OBie said. “He wasjust ayoungster then.
Lessthan eight feet high. In hisgangly youth.”

“I am proud to be near them,” Billie said. “More Indianswill cometo seethem.”

Quietly, they atetheir beans.

Chapter Ten

San Pedro de las Bocas was a b gger town than Peter had expected. With many whitewashed stone and
brick buildings, animposing railway station made of loca granite and sandstone, and awharf with abig if
somewhat rusted stedl crane, it had been built ten years before to accommodate the miners and oil
explorers on the north side of theriver. OBie, Keller, and Shellabarger inspected the crane, which had
been built to lift heavy mining equipment from boats on theriver and transfer them to the railway cars.
Within an hour of their arrival, the cages were lifted from the barges and loaded on atrain with twelve
flatbed cars. By three o' clock, the barges themselves were hoisted from theriver. Anthony and Ray
recorded the transfer, which went smoothly enough.

The stationmagter, atal, lean man with leathery skin and deepset eyes, wore an ancient ragged leather
hat and athreadbare white pinstripe suit. He told them that the advance crew had arrived three weeks
before with five trucks. He spoke very good English. Hisfamily, he said, was descended from English
settlersin British Guiana

“I think your man, who is supposed to greet you, heisin town now drinking. He will be here soon. |
cometo welcome you persondly.” He smiled at dl this activity—and al the money he was doubtless
being paid. “Theaill, itisdow up here now, only atrickle. The engineers say El Grandeistoo heavy, it
sgueezes everything south.”

“They only left one man?’ Shellabarger asked.

“They needed every able-bodied fellow at therailhead. So they told me. . .” He smiled dyly, then stared
at the cagesin concern.

The animals were putting up agreat fuss. Sammy in particular seemed out of sorts and gave out
bugle-like bellows every few minutes, sartling the railroad workers. They laughed and shook their heads,
vowing not to be frightened again, but each time, Sammy made them jump.

“It'Il be asix-hour ride or more, but wewon't leave today,” OBie said, wiping sweat from his reddened



forehead.

By late afternoon, the barges were lashed down, one to each car. As OBie had suspected, thetrain’'s
engineer refused to set out with dusk so close, and so they pitched their tents beside the train.
Shellabarger did not want them to go into town. He did not trust the prospectors and diamond miners
and dl their associated hangers-on to leave the train done. “We' |l need to stand watch al night,” he said
wesrily.

Wetherford, the representative of the advance party, showed up just before nightfall: a short young
Englishman in dacks and a baggy white shirt stained with food and jungle green. He seemed alittle under
the westher.

“The beer hereisterrible” wasthe firg thing he said to Shellabarger, before they shook hands. “Made
from tree sap, of al the bloody things. Anteater piss, | cal it. James Wetherford.” He extended his hand
and Shdlabarger gave it a perfunctory shake.

Thetrainer looked him over angrily. “Y ou’ rethe only one here?’ he asked.

“Yes. I've been down with somefever.” He leaned to one side to see around Shellabarger. “Also, | got
in an argument with some soldiers, with abloody colonel no less, and the Mendez woman, Dofia
Catdlina, decided it would be better for me to stay here to meet you. They' re here representing
Caracas—Betancourt and Gallegos. | see the cars are loaded. Everything' s ready to go?’

“You'redrunk. You've been drunk for days,” Shellabarger said. “Who's paying you?’
“Mr. Schoedsack. Why?’

“Becauseif Lotto Gluck were paying you, I’ d fire you right here and now.”

“Wdl,” Wetherford said owlishly. “I’ m spared that, aren't |7’

Peter kept theirony of thisremongtration to himsdif.

OBie and Ray took advantage of the golden light of late afternoon, shooting views of thetrain and the
town. They aso filmed Shellabarger inspecting the cars. He had donethisjob to his satisfaction earlier,
but OBie asked himto do it again. Thetrainer’ s demeanor before the whirring camerawas alittle
wooden.

“Vince, for aman who' s been in showhiz so long, you're stiff asaboard,” OBie sad.
Shellabarger shrugged. “I’m not going to be in showbiz much longer.”

Wetherford stood to one side, a crooked smile on hisface. “If anybody needsme,” he said, “I’ mright
I’He_”

Peter’ smain memory of that night was that ants were everywhere. Small red ants and large black ants
crawled in linesaong the dirt and up the walls of the buildings. They crawled into his deeping bag, where
he found them waggling their antennae and lifting their fierce mandibles. Billie reassured him that these
werejust town ants, notvei ntecuatros, but they till nipped him pretty good.



He used this opportunity to writein hisjourna, something he had been neglecting. He recorded the
important events of the day, but not his thoughts about men and acohol. He did not think that National
Geographic would be very interested.

At four in the morning, Anthony roused him for his share of the watch and they got up in the warm
stillness beneath an unblinking haze of stars. Ray had preceded them and he showed them how to use
rush broomsto brush ant trails away from the tracks and the train cars. “Wouldn’t want Dagger to get
swarmed, would we?’ Ray asked with abig yawn.

With first light, Shellabarger joined Anthony and Peter and the others awoke to the smell of coffee
brewed in abig sted jug by the stationmaster. The roustabouts and film crew gathered around. Billie and
the four other pilotsjoined them with seven large, fresh catfish, which were soon guitted and fried for
breskfast. The strong black coffee, syrupy with sugar, made Peter buzz with happy anxiousnessto get
going, to get to work, and the catfish, served with cassava bread broken from large flat wheels, tasted
better than any breakfast he remembered eating in years.

They boarded the train and everybody swung their hats and cheered as they pulled out of the station of
San Pedro delas Bocas. The engineer tugged araucous squeal from the enging’ s steam whistle. The
animasin their tied-down cages replied with a chorus of bellows and screams and the monkeysin the
jungle howled inturn. It sounded energetic and chaotic and cheerful. The strong coffee made everything
seem cheery to Peter.

They dl sat on old wooden seats in one dusty passenger car, jostled back and forth on the irregular
tracks. At times the train seemed to crawl, especidly around curves, OBie said you never knew when a
tree might have gone down and blocked the tracks. He leaned back over his seat to where the
roustabouts were playing poker and said, “Y ou boys good with axes?’

Kasem hid hishand, rolled his eyes, and jerked histhumb at Shellabarger. “He' sthe boss man. If you
want usto build abridge, tell him, and he'll tell us.”

Shawmut and Osborne laughed. “We Il do the bridge building,” said Shawmut. “Y ou guysjust cut the
logs”

The jungle presented an unbroken wall on either side of the tracks, comprised of all manner of pams,
some standing on tall stiltsrooted in the floor, and kapok trees, rising above the forest with thick round
green crowns. Giant ferns pushed out fronds to brush the windows of the passenger car. Peter saw many
other trees he could not identify, and Anthony, looking quickly through aguidebook, shook his head and
grinned. “The leaf shapes change depending on whether atreeisold or young . . . We need abotanist!”

He did manage to identify ahuge saman tree, Spreading over its section of forest like agiant’sumbrella.
“Grandfather of theforest,” OBiesaid. “Glad to seevigor in old age. There' shope for usfogiesyet.”

Thetrain's passage disturbed hordes of squirrel monkeys, which rushed off through the canopy, and
Peter saw severd green parrots and one macaw, bright red with blue markings.

Shellabarger sat dumped in his seet, snoring after hisvigil during the night. He had kept watch the longest.
Behind him, face pdein the green light from the jungle, Wetherford stared out the windows at nothing in
particular, lips puckered asif about to whistle.



Thetrain began itslong climb. With frequent tenor blasts on the sleam whidtle, it dragged itsline of cars
along therock edge of the Caroni, past a broad, foaming set of fals. Mist rosein clouds and drifted
acrossthe tracks and forest, wetting the glass and swirling in through the open windows.

Three hoursinto the journey, the train crossed alog trestle bridge over atributary feeding into the Caroni.
The tributary tumbled white and dick green and black over rocks two hundred feet below the laboring
train. There would be many more such rushing tributaries and trestle bridges the next few miles.

Shellabarger came awake and went to the rear to look out over the flatcars. When hereturned, helit up
acigar he had bought in Puerto Ordaz. The smoke swirling through the car smelled worse than old tires
burning, but Peter did not dare complain.

“Lotsof plantsand smal animals here come from the tepuis, particularly from El Grande,” Shellabarger
said. “Bugs, flowers, orchids—hardwoods—nuts no white man’s ever tasted. Worth ahell of alot more
than gold. Someday, somebody’ s going to seethe value.”

“A bit hypocritica for acircus man, don’t you think?’ Wetherford inquired, leaning forward to rest his
elbows on the back of the next seat. He surveyed Shellabarger coolly.

“Guilty ascharged,” Shellabarger said, unruffled. Wetherford seemed to rank somewhere behind the ants
in his estimation, not worth being impoalite to. The Englishman did not appear to be bothered by this.

“Yes, wdl, a least you' re trying to make amends.”
“So,” Anthony said, “what isyour line of work, Mr. Wetherford?’

“Guilty, mysdf, truly guilty,” Wetherford said. “Until recently | worked as a secretary for Creole Oil. Mr.
Shellabarger, have you afag to spare?”’

Shellabarger handed him apack of cigarettes and he took two. “Blessings of the New World, tobacco,”
Wetherford said, lighting up. “ Or better yet, revenge. And a match?’

They reached aleveling out of the landscape and the jungle thinned, giving way to broad expanses of
grasdand. Anthony and OBie pored over amap and agreed that they were now on alavaledge that had
risen up beneath El Grande and pushed it severd hundred feet higher, “Hundreds of millions of years
ago,” Anthony said.

Wetherford leaned over the map with a cigarette dangling from hislips. He puffed severa times and
narrowed his eyes againg the smoke, then plucked away the cigarette and said, “ Recent thinking saysit
could have been over ahillion yearsago.”

“You'reageologist? Anthony asked.

“I listened to the oil men. When they |eft, | Stayed, because . . . you see’—he waved the cigarette with
sdf-conscious style—*they were ever so much smarter than me.”

“The plateaus of El Grande are cut through with lavaflows, like marbling inice cream,” Anthony said.
“Some of it seeped out to form caps, and erosion has worked al the way around them, like big
mushrooms.”

“All true, and wonderful stuff,” Wetherford said. “Y ou worked for oil men, too, en?’

Anthony smiled. “ Guilty ascharged.”



Peter did not know whether to like the Englishman or not. He stared out the |eft Sde of thetrain at El
Grande, now so huge a presence that it blocked the sky to the east. Ledges in the escarpment supported
whole forests, risng in narrow terraces to the clouds.

Billiewaked forward, staring out the windows at the scattering of trees along the relatively barren
highlands. He sat down next to Peter. “L ook outside,” he said quietly, and waved at the window on the
|eft Sde, then made agraceful flip of the hand toward the front of thetrain.

Peter looked but saw nothing.

“There” Billie said. Peter suddenly spotted alone naked brown man just yards bel ow the window, with
aneatly cut bowl of black hair, standing intall grass, carrying agourd, ablack bag, and abow. The man
watched the train pass, then dropped to his knees and vanished. Billie smiled at Peter. “More, soon,” he
sad.

“I'll bet Monte and Coop are both a Uruyen,” OBie said. Uruyen was the closest airstrip, about eight
milesfrom therailhead. “I’ll bet they’ ve flown into meet us. That would be grand.”

They reached the railhead after six hours. Shellabarger paced for the last hour, sick with worry about the
dinosaurs. “They’ ve gone hours without water, much longer than | planned,” he said. Assoon asthetrain
had stopped, they al disembarked from the passenger car. Shellabarger ordered the roustabouts to bring
barrels of water up from the last car, which carried their supplies.

Peter held his hand above his eyesto block out the sun until Anthony dapped afloppy bush hat over his
head. The railhead team—a crowd of at least twenty Indians and mestizos, dressed in white trousers and
baggy white shirts—smiled and shook hands with the new arrivals. They gestured a the waiting trucks,
and Billieand thefour pilots, now drivers, inspected the big muddy vehicleswith critical eyes, exchanging
guestions and comments.

Peter |looked up and saw alarge wooden crane newly erected by the side of the tracks. Besides the
crane and three shacks roofed with palm leaves and one ramshackle building covered with corrugated
sted, therailhead was avoid butted against thick forest.

The only sour note was the gppearance of a short, stocky Army officer and three of hismen. Their
uniforms were rumpled and their broad belts and black shoes scuffed and covered with specks of mud
and mold. Two of the soldierswore dusty, dented helmets. The third went bareheaded. The officer
waved papers with their orders. They wereto verify that the vistorswere al legitimate, authorized by the
government in Caracas. The Indian and mestizo workers seemed to make them nervous. Shellabarger
told the officer politely enough that he could verify dl he wanted, they could not stop now or the animas
would suffer.

“Would you want the animasto die and everybody around the world to know it was you that made them
die?’ he asked the stocky officer coldly.

The man drew himself up, took a deep breath, and said, “ Sefior,| am amild man, but thecolonel ismost
irritable. Heis on Pico Poco now. | please him, not history. Nevertheless, | will do my best to hurry.”

The tarps were removed from the cages, and the animals got their first clear sght of El Grande. Blinking
in the sun, they made quite an uproar. Dagger dapped histail againgt the cage, making it rattle alarmingly.



One by one, the roustabouts poured water from drumsinto their drinking troughs. The Indians gathered
around, their facesfilled with fear and reverence.

“Themusecdls” Anthony sad, lifting his camera. He amiled at Peter and ran off to take more pictures.

Peter wondered what he was supposed to do. Shellabarger hadn’t cdled for him, and he did not want to
be in the way. He decided to climb up on the flatbed car beside Sammy and keep him company.

Wetherford and Ray walked by, talking about the trees. “Hundreds of species of hardwoods,”
Wetherford said, “and figsand of coursethe lianas, the creepers.. . .” The Englishman looked up, shading
his eyes against the sun. His eyes met Peter’s. “Take awalk down to theriver?’ he asked. Peter looked
for OBie. Thefilm crew was unloading the camera cases again and OBie was dready heading down the
trall.

“We re going to scout,” Ray said.

“I'll stay here,” Peter said. Hefdt the dinosaurs might need him—Shdllabarger might call for him. Or he
might see something €l se he could do.

“All right,” Wetherford said. Ray tipped his hat and they followed OBie.

“Peter!” Shellabarger cdled. Peter answered and the trainer came up to the car, frowning and squinting
at thejungle. “The animas can eat some of thisstuff,” he said. “ Sammy can est just about anything and
aurvive. Fill his cage with creepers and leaves. Give him asmal log if you find one. He won't est what he
can't tolerate. Fresh food will do the herbivoresalot of good.”

“What about Dagger?’ Peter asked.
“Last Sde of beef until El Grande,” Shellabarger said. Kdler and Kasem walked up beside him.
“Red ripe.” The head roustabout pinched hisnose. “ Just theway helikesit.”

“If you find any bugs, give’em to the struthios,” Shellabarger added. “ A couple more days on theriver,
and then we' re a Washington Falls. Where syour father?’

“Taking pictures”
“He needs to Sgn some chits. Find him, then help pick foliage.”

Peter picked vegetation and piled it in the cage for Sammy. He found afew impressve-looking beetles
and cockroaches, but Dip and Casso took little interest in them.

After he was done, he walked with hisfather, Ray, and Wetherford down to the water. OBie stood at
the river' sedge, slamping hisfeet to test the ground. The Indian foreman of the crew that had erected the
crane stamped hisfoot aso and smiled at OBie. He spoke in alanguage none of them knew, and OBie
kept shaking hishead. “Y ou speak Indian?’ he asked Wetherford.

“Sorry, no, but it soundslike Camaracotas.”
“Well, my Spanishis poor, and my Indian is nonexistent,” OBie said.

Shellabarger and Billie came down thetrall last. Billie stepped in to interpret. “ Thisman’snameis Jorge,”
he sad. “Heisthejefe here”

“| gathered as much,” Shellabarger said, lighting up another terrible cigar.



“He speaks Camaracotas and alittle Spanish and Portuguese. He came here from Roraimain Brazil
when he heard there was work. He is an expert woodworker, and he says not to worry about the mud,
because there will be alog road by the end of the day.”

“Wadl, | see how we'll lift the boats off thetrain cars,” Shellabarger said, “but how will we get them down
here?’

Billie spoke to Jorge and listened with his head cocked to one side. “With ropes and log rollers. He says
itisno problem. They loaded the trucks onto motorized rafts two weeks ago and it worked fine, but the

river rose and floated the log road away. So they will build it again.” Jorge spoke again, and Billie added,
“There has been much rain on El Grande. He saysthefdlswill be spectacular.”

“Has he seen them?’” Shellabarger asked.

“Oh, yes. Hisfather took him there when hewas aboy. That iswhy his name—because of thefdls, and
because of Professor Challenger. Hisfather remembers you,sefior, and asoSefior Gluck.”

Jorge smiled proudly and stepped forward to offer his hand. Shellabarger took the hand and shook it
firmly. “Tdl him the cranelooks like good work. Hismen arefineobreros. | expect the road will be
rebuilt just fine”

Billietold Jorge, who nodded vigoroudy, then went off to instruct his men.
“What about the cages?’ OBie asked. “How can we load them on the boats down here?’

“Wecan't,” Shellabarger said, clamping his cigar and chewing itsend. A trail of smoke stung Peter’s
eyes. “We use the crane to unload the boats, we lift the cages and swing them out onto the boats, and
then weroll them together right into the water.”

Wetherford whistled.

“Yeah,” Shellabarger said, “well, if anybody else comes up with something better . . .” Helooked up the
river. “What about using the radio and finding out how things are up there? Maybe we can tak to the
Mendezes, or whatever their nameis.”

“Our radio is not working,sefior,” Billiesad. “ Theair, themountain . . . astorm somewhere north.” He
shrugged.

“Yeah, well,” Shellabarger said, “that’ sjust fine.” Helooked at Peter and decided the word heredlly
wanted to use was perhaps too strong for this company. “Hell,” he muttered, and blew smoke at a cloud
of enthugadtic flies.

Wetherford pointed to the soldiers, standing unhappily to one side. “ Not too tough to see their problem,”
he said. “ So few of them, and so many Indians.”

“The Indians came hereto work,” Peter said.

“That wasjust the beginning,” Wetherford said. He rubbed the three-day growth of beard on his chin. “El
Grande holds them together. Take our friend Billie, for example. An upright, well-educated lad.”
Wetherford gave Peter aknowing look. “ And herewe are with al these very interesting animals. Our



troubles are not over, young fellow.”

The workers had dready cut and stacked long, straight white logsin aclearing not far from the railhead.
They now hauled the logs down to trackside and began to reconstruct the road, laying them
perpendicular to the tracks. Billie watched the workersintently. Peter stood close beside him, hoping to
clear up histhinking about what Wetherford had said. Billie frowned asthe logs passed.

“To some of the families, the tribes, those trees are sacred,” he said to Peter. “They agree to cut them
only for the Chdlenger.”

Shellabarger took Peter by the shoulder and kept him close, “For luck,” he said, asthey tested the crane
on aboat. Anthony snapped pictures and Wetherford stayed to one side, keeping his mouth shut for
once. Ray recorded the scene.

“OBietold meto stand by herein case something goeswrong,” hetold Peter astheir paths crossed. “I
fed likeavulture”

The crane was strong enough to lift the boat clear of the car, and its stedl bearings et it swing smoothly
over to thelog rollers aready in place. Workers tied ropes to the boat and put chocks under the
supporting rollers.

The struthios went firgt, sllent in their cage. Peter wondered if they were al screeched out, or if they were
just fascinated by the constant din of monkeys and macaws. Large black caciques flew around the
clearing and the road, looking for scraps. One of them blundered into the venator’ s cage and the
carnivore gulped it down like afly. After that the other birds stayed away.

When the struthios cage had been secured, the workers, ingtructed by Shellabarger through Billie and
Jorge, gradualy unrolled the long ropes and guided the boat with log poles and frequent stops and
readjustments and much shouting down to the water. The boat stuck briefly on the mud, but with twenty
men poling and wedging it farther, it floated free. They tethered it to trees on the bank.

“Onedown,” Shellabarger said.

Shellabarger saved the venator cage for the last boat. He had changed the loading scheme and was going
to put the venator aone on his own boat. They |et the avisaurs out of their cage for exercise, and the
bird-lizards rode on the trainer’ s and Peter’ sarms, shoulders, and head, down to the water.

Shellabarger and Peter were hidden beneath flapping wings and snapping beaks. None of the birds bit
them, however. “They know | taste awful,” he said. With the birds under Peter’ s charge, tied down with
ropes around their talons, Anthony, Ray, and three of the workers carried their cage.

When the birds had been shut up once again, Shdllabarger retrieved hiscigar from Billieand relit it. Billie
refused to smoke. His mother was Colombian, he said, and she used to smoke cigarettes and cigars with
the burning end in her mouth. “ They made her very sick, after awhile” Billiesaid. “Maybethey killed
her.”

The venator stood in his cage, hisforearm clawslocked firmly on the steel water trough. Asthe cage
swung out to rest on the boat, a chock beneath the forward roller splintered and the boat dipped
sideways with a hollow rumble. Workmen scrambled to get out of the way. Peter jumped aside asthe
bow swung about. The boat’ s pilot shack struck the suspended cage with amighty whack, tumbling the
venator about. With a scream of rage, Dagger kicked and snapped, swinging the cage even more wildly.
The crane made an ominous groaning noise.



Shellabarger |eaped onto the cage with arope and clung to the bars. Peter’ s throat seized; he expected
the venator to grab the trainer through the bars and crush or claw him to death then and there. But
Dagger could not right himself in time, and Shellabarger made it to the top, where the anima could only
snap at him. From the top of the cage, the trainer swung the rope over the crane’ s boom and tied it to the
cage on the other Sde, in case the crane’ s main cable snapped.

Peter and Anthony joined the film crew and roustabouts in chocking the boat with bits of 1og, rocks, even
pam fronds, so it would not roll any farther. The roustabouts and workers began laborioudy wrestling
the boat back into position, pulling with ropes attached to log-drum winches. They lost two hours. Noon
was amost upon them by the time the boat had been levered back onto itsrolling logs.

Shellabarger remained on top of the cage the wholetime, yelling instructions and checking the ropes. The
cage swung afew inches back and forth and twisted dowly first one way, then the other. The venator
stood within, motionless except for his neck and head, examining the top of the cage and the trainer’ sfeet
like abird hoping to peck apiece of fruit. He made low grunting noises deep in histhroat and flexed his
claws againg the bars.

Peter thought he had never seen anyone as brave as Vince Shellabarger.

Anthony had finished two rolls of film by thistime and was |oading another in the shade of ablack cloth.
He grimaced and clicked the camera back shut. “I wonder he’ s survived thislong,” he said under his
bresth.

With the boat secure, the crane operator lowered the cage onto the boat and it was locked down. The
workmen maneuvered warily around the sted bars, kegping their eyes on the animal, ready to shout a
warning to jump clear if he made amove. But Dagger kept his attention on the trainer, and Peter redized
Shellabarger was not just checking the ropes. he was aso distracting the dinosaur.

“Stand clear,” Shellabarger said when the work was finished. “And put down some branches. I'm going
tojump.”

Billietook branches and pam fronds from the workmen and laid them in cross-thatch on the deck, and
for good measure, put the pilot’ s seat cushion on top. Shellabarger jumped, landed on hisfeet, fell back
onto his butt, and let out agroan. But he got up unhurt and brushed off his pantswith hishat. The
workmen cheered.

The venator leaned forward dightly, measuring the distance between the bars of the cage and
Shellabarger: eight feet. Out of reach.

The workmen rolled the last boat down to the water, picking up the logs behind and carrying them
around to the front. By one o’ clock, the venator’ s boat was in the water, and dl the boats strained
againgt their ropes as the Caroni tried to push them downstream.

OBie and Ray finished filming with the big cameras and packed them up. Shawmut and Osborne carried
them through the shalowsto their boat. OBie took charge of the smal camera. Asthe expedition
prepared to continue upriver, Ray sat on the bow of the boat carrying the struthios and avisaurs,
sketchpad in hand.

Peter thought he could tdll without looking what Ray was drawing: Venator Escapes!



Billie showed them achart of the river up the side branch to Chalenger Canyon and the Jorge
Washington Falls. Shellabarger, OBie, Anthony, Peter, and Wetherford crowded around him, listening
intently.

“There are three sets of rapids,” Billie said. “Thefirst two, they are okay. These boats, no problem, so
long as the engines keep going. There are channesright up the middle, between big split boulders. But
here. . . therapidsareworse. | don’t know how bad yet, because the water is till high, but we may
havetrouble.”

Shellabarger removed his hat and wiped his head with ared kerchief.
“Wewill not know until wetry, true,sefior?” Billiesad.

“Let’'sdoit,” thetrainer said. He patted his pockets, made aface, and said, “We'll haveto get there
soon. I'm out of smokes.”

Wetherford pulled a cigarette from his shirt pocket and handed it to Shellabarger. “Held one back for
you,” hesaid.

Shellabarger took it with thanks, looked at it, made another face, and handed it back.
“Something wrong?’ Wetherford asked.
“Thinking about Billie€ s mother smoking with the burning end in her mouth . . .”

“Does put one off, does’t it?" Wetherford agreed. He flipped the cigarette into the water. One of the
workmen waded out and retrieved it. Heraised it high and grinned triumphantly.

The disheveled officer and his three subordinates approached the shore at the last minute. “ The radios
are not talking with each other,sefiors,” hesaid. “I can only assume you are who you say you are. Wil
you take aword of warning, kindly, sefiors?”

“Surely,” OBiesad.

“What we lagt heard,el Presidente Gallegos and my generds are very unhappy with each other. | do not
know the mood of my colond at Pico Poco, but he will not be content, for the radios must be silent up
there, too. We areisolated. Do you understand?’

“Weunderstand,” OBiesaid. “ Gracias.”
“jAdiod” the officer said, and waved his hat.

The workmen cheered again as the boats switched on their engines and cast loose. Shellabarger and
OBie shouted their thanks and Billie trandated. The waving and shouting continued as the boats pushed
out againgt the current, now making less than amile an hour headway.

Peter stared up at the sheer flanks of El Grande. High up there, he thought, were animals even fiercer
than the venator. He wondered if any of them ever ventured close to the edge, to peer down at the other,
newer world below.

Chapter Eleven



A fter aweek on theriver, the thunder of the falls sounded like heaven to Peter. It meant they had made
it thisfar with only scrapes and bruises, and that soon they would be riding in trucks, climbing the road to
Pico Poco.

The boats crept up the dark waters, surrounded on both sides by escarpments of a thousand feet and
more. FHly and mosquito bites covered Peter’ s body and heitched al thetime; hisarms and legs ached
from tugging on ropes on the rugged banks to guide the barges through the open channdsin the rapids,
oneat atime.

The last st of rapidsamogt did them in. Thethird boat, carrying the centrosaur, was almost through the
middle section of smooth high water when it fetched up against a submerged rock, and the shock pitched
Anthony into the water. Sammy’ s cage swung forward, squealing on its blocks and straining againgt the
tie-downs.

“Get him aropel” Kasem shouted from the bank. His voice was dmost lost in the roar of rushing water.
Ray and OBie, on the fourth barge, threw aline forward into the white roil, and Anthony made agrab. A
sudden undercurrent drew him down and he bobbed up in awhirlpool. The line was pushed back
downriver.

Peter watched from the back of the third barge. He saw clear water between him and the whirlpool and
rapids, and without thinking, he grabbed the |oose towline and jumped over the Sde. He had always
been afair swvimmer, and now he worked hisway with the river current toward hisfather. Anthony’s
head bobbed above the surface and was lost again in foam. Something seemed to wrap around Peter’s
leg and he dipped under the water himself, then shook hisfoot loose from avine tangled in the streambed
rocks. Haf drowned, spitting and coughing water, he bobbed up, till gripping the towline. He paddied to
rotate himsalf, saw hisfather's hand afew feet away, and grabbed for it with hisright hand. Anthony
gripped the hand tightly and nearly pulled him down. Peter felt atug on the towrope; Shellabarger was
trying to redl them both in and the venator’ s barge was closing, less than adozen yards away. Anthony
came up and spit water and shouted, “ The rocks! Grab arock!”

Peter fet al theair go out of him as he dammed into aboulder. Water did over hishead and hetried to
crawl up onto the algae-dick rock without letting go of Anthony. The towrope dithered from his grasp.
Water duiced around his arms and knees and a sudden surge almost shoved him off, but Anthony held
on to hishand and arm and balanced him againgt the pressure. They both clambered onto the broad flat
rock.

Anthony grabbed Peter by the ribs and squeezed hard. “ That was too damned close!” he shouted over
theriver.

Peter gave Anthony awoozy grin. Hisribsthrobbed and hefdt asif he had swallowed galons of water.

The third barge was almost back to the beginning of the rapids. The pilot of the fourth boat cut her
enginesto avoid acollison. Kdler, Kasem, and the roustabouts tugged from one side; the other towline
was back in Shellabarger’ s hands. He tossed it toward them. Peter reached out and missed, lost his
balance, and landed on his butt, then did right off the rock into the water. Green and white bubbles
surrounded him. No matter how hard he thrashed and paddled, there did not seem to be air anywhere.
Hefdt something kick himin oneleg, and then ahand closed around his head, grabbed his hair, yanked
him painfully to the surface. Anthony had snatched the rope with one hand and Peter’ s head with the
other. He wrapped hislegs around his son and Shellabarger hauled them hand over hand to the barge.
Billie powered up the engine and they began to pull away from the rapids.

Peter and Anthony lay on the rear deck behind the pilot house. Peter tried to Sit up but couldn’t. Anthony



rolled to hisside, hair in wet dick lines down hisforehead, and said, “My God, what asvim! What a
gented afternoon dip!”

“Never again,” Peter coughed.
“I oweyou one,” Anthony said.

Peter shook his head. He didn’t know what to say. Only now did the fear catch up and make him shiver.
He thought he might throw up.

“Quick thinking, Peter,” Shellabarger said.
“lwasn’t thinking,” Peter said.
Billie leaned out of the pilothouse and wiped his brow dramaticaly.

A shaft of sunlight broke through the clouds and painted the whole river. Anthony held up hiswet camera
indisgust. Indl the struggle, it had not dipped its strap from around his neck.

They stopped for arest amile upriver, taking advantage of a broad calm pool wide enough and deep
enough to hold dl five barges. The trainer changed barges and Ray joined them on the third barge.

OBie and Anthony exchanged disgruntled advice over the till dark water. The Leica could be dried out
and oiled again; Anthony’ sfilm, however, was getting moldy in the cans, and Anthony had been
scrounging 35 millimeter stock from OBie, cutting and ralling it at night by fed in an unlighted tent.
“Everything' swet,” OBie said philosophicaly.” Everything’s moldy.”

Clothes still damp, Peter seemed to hear their voices from agreat distance. The sound of the rapids and
the fals seemed much closer. He wondered if what he had done was a brave thing. What was the
difference between a brave act and adangerous but necessary act? His father was not going to make a
big dedl out of it; but Peter had saved Anthony’ slife, and then Anthony had saved his.

Ray settled beside Peter when he had finished hel ping Anthony clean his camera. Peter came out of a
light doze and blinked up at him. Ray’ sangular, affable features stood out against the darkness of the
eagtern cliffs. “What do you think of adventure now?’ Ray asked.

“It'sdl right,” Peter said.

Ray laughed.

“Want your own adventure?’ Peter asked.

Ray suddenly went serious. “Lord, no,” hesaid. “I'd liketo get out of thisaive.”
“Why areyou here, if you don’t want adventure?’ Peter asked.

“Bit of acrud question, don't you think?’ Ray asked.

“My father thought | should be here,” Peter said. “He thinks|1’ m too bookish. And to tell the truth, | want
tobehere | redly do...” Their eyesmet. “Aslong as| survive. I'd il like to read another book
ometime.”

Ray grinned. “Why am | here? OBieisfrom the old school. He thinks he' srough and tough, and heiis.
He s certainly asurvivor. So many disappointments and tragedies. . . red sadness, though he doesn’'t
show it much. But he' s never been through the kind of action Monte and Coop saw. | think he envies



them.”

“Wheat kind of sadness?’ Peter asked.
“Hissonwaskilled,” Ray said.
“Inthewar?’

“No. When hewasjust aboy.” Ray seemed reluctant to give details. “OBie took me under hiswing,
gave meabreak. Looked at my films—things| put together in my garage—taught me what he knows.
Got mework. | owe himalot.”

“Hewantsto be afather to you?’ Peter asked.

“No. ..My own dad suitsme fine. But OBie has aheart asbig asamountain. The point of my
wandering monologueis, if he wantsto be here, and he wants me here with him, then so beit.” Ray
shrugged and peered downriver. “Maybe he' sright. Maybe you need to dip your hand into the fire now
and then, just for perspective.”

“Which hand?’ Peter asked.

“Not my drawing hand!” Ray said.

The barges set out again in the late afternoon. OBie came over to Sammy’ sbargeto join Anthony, Peter,
and Ray, jumping as the boats came within ayard of each other.

“Another mile,” Shellabarger shouted from the venator’ s boat. Here, the river became ominoudy smooth,
running smoothly north through shelves of forest snugged close to the canyon walls. The barges pushed
steadily againgt the current. Anthony estimated they were making about two miles an hour; Billie
concurred.

An hour passed before Ray spotted along yelowcuriara stationed beside ahalf submerged log near the
left bank of theriver. Three men in wide plaited grass hats sat motionlessin the dugout canoe, faces
hidden in shadow. OBie waved from the barge’ s blunt bow, but the men did not wave back.

“Therearemore,” Billie caled from the pilot house. Morecuriaras had been pulled up to the narrow
shore, under the thick overhang of trees; dozens of them, on both sides of theriver. Ray squatted beside
OBie on the bow, panning the smadler movie camera, and Anthony lifted his Leica, twisting focusand
exposure swiftly to take a panoramic series.

Peter stood beside Billie, not sure whether to worry. “Who are they?’

“They are Indians and mestizos,” Billie said. “Workersfrom south of El Grande.” Peter saw themin the
jungle now, stepping forward. Some stood in the river shallows where the water did not run too swiftly.
Otherssat in the crotches of tree limbs, and al watched silently. Then, acting as one, they scrambled into
thecuriaras and padded quickly to surround the barges. With little apparent effort, they kept up against
theriver’ s currents, saying nothing, staring at the animasin their cages. They paid particular attention to
the venator, who stood high above theriver in histall thick-barred cage, erect on hisbig three-toed feet,
and the venator observed them, moving his head with oiled grace to keep both eyes focused on the lft
rank of canoes, then suddenly spinning it around to observe those on hisright. Where his gaze swept, the



Indians drew back on their haunches, wincing asif hit by ablast of hot air.

“They have not seen the Challenger before,” Billiesaid. “ The Army will never alow them to climb Kahu
Hidi, to meet him there. So they come to open theroad for him.”

They were passing the last of the dozens of men and canoes, and Peter walked aft. The Indians paddied
quickly downriver, vanishing around acurve. In minutes, it was asif they had never been.

Anthony stood beside Peter, and OBie beside him. “They must have come from hundreds of miles”
OBie sad. Hisvoice sounded like the buzzing of agnat againgt the roar of Jorge Washington Falls. Peter
could no longer hear the cries of birds or the howls and squeals of monkeys; only thefals, tossed out into
gpace from holes ahundred feet below thelip of El Grande, plunging six thousand feet to the huge pool
below.

The spray drifted across the jungle and reached them even amile away, soaking their clothes, bedewing
the boats and the cages.

Everyone was wet, aching, exhausted, and happy. Even the animals seemed to sense the journey was
amost over. The gtruthios craned their long necks and gave out high-pitched shrieks of hunger and
excitement. Sammy had stopped eating but appeared hedthy. He rocked from one side to the other,
lifting his head and blowing through his nogtrils, then inhaling great drafts of the damp, cooler air.

The venator now crouched in his cage on barge number two. His eyes grew wide and histhroat pulsed
and blushed.

A congtant downdraft from the plateau dropped the temperature by ten degrees, to around eighty. The
night before, OBie had said that up on El Grandeitself the temperature at thistime of year would be
about sixty, no more than sixty-five.

The animas smelled home, a place they had not seen in decades and dmost certainly could not
remember, except in their flesh and blood: smells and sounds.

The barges motored dowly around the last bend at twilight. The half-mile-wide pool at the base of Jorge
Washington Falls stretched before them, water almost black in the shadows. Peter stared up and up,
from the bottom of thefals, lost in billows of gray mist, up until his neck bones popped, to the top of the
sky: acataract of moonbright white water, gleaming against the wet lacquered blackness of the cliffsde,
falling forever asif in dow motion, bresking, misting, and finally smacking into the pool with asound like
al theworld' s hurricanes, ahowling roaring hissng blowing noise full of immense power and peace.

Peter thought Forever might sound like Jorge Washington Fals.

No human could survive the force of water at the base of thefalls, OBie said, and no dinosaur either.
Thousands of tons struck the pool every minute a over ahundred milesan hour. “We d bemushinan
instant,” he said, voicefull of awe and admiration.

Ray and Peter sat on the bow of the third barge, which had pulled ahead of the others under Billie's
direction. Ray had put away his sketch pad; the light was too dim for good camera shots, and he now sat
with arms across his drawn-up knees, brows pulled together, contempl ating the wonder.

Peter surveyed the shores of the pool. He spotted alight in the gloom. “Therel” he shouted to Ray. Ray
squinted and nodded.

“Must bethe camp,” he said. Wetherford came forward on barge four with aflashlight and waved it.
Billieturned their boat toward the lights, about a quarter mile from thefals, and the othersfollowed.



Thesinglelight that had greeted them was held by a compact, wrinkled old Indian named José Esteban
Miguel. He had come down to the shore to await their arrival and had pitched asingle tent under a
stunted tree. Asthey stepped off the boats and tied them to rocks on the shore, José Esteban Miguel
greeted them individualy with a hearty handshake and words of Spanish or broken English. To Peter he
sad: “Muy bien, pleased to have you, bienvenido, iswell-come!”

The shore campsite was awet mess, inundated by spray, dick with moss and agae and covered with a
variety of wet, cregping bugs that Peter stepped over carefully, more for his sake than thers.

José Esteban Migud was a So’ oto Indian from the west. He never told them his Indian name, never used
lessthan dl three of hisfirst names, and never reveded alast name. Heinformed them gleefully that the
trucks and the rest of the workerswere a a site about a mile away, whereit was drier and less plagued
by insects. “ El Colonelishere,” he added, and nodded up the road to Pico Poco, now obscured by
night.

Shellabarger and the roustabouts dipped tarps over the cages to keep mist off the animas. Only the
avisaurs seemed to enjoy the moisture, Spreading their wings, fanning their tails and preening asthe drifts
of spray drooped down around them.

Anthony and Ray examined the bugs. Anthony showed Peter afierce-looking six-legged creature about
fiveincheslong, with powerful legs, athick, black abdomen, and large shining yellow and black eyes. “I
think it sakind of cricket,” hesaid. “Biggest I’ ve ever seen.”

“Bigger than thewetasin New Zedand,” Wetherford marveled.

Shellabarger collected as many of the aguatic crickets as he could in an empty tin and offered them to the
sruthios, the avisaurs, and theAepyornis. They found them very acceptable and ate dl the trainer had
gathered. Peter reluctantly acquiesced to Shellabarger’ s order to pick up more of the fat insects. He did
not like the way they squirmed and prickled in his hands.

Dark turned the shore camp into anoisy, wet black void, relieved only by glimpses of starsthrough the
drifting vaults of spray and the flash of lights on and around the boats. The air smelled of jungle—thick
and green and damp, with the heavy, musty wet-basement odor of soil and jungle rot. Some of the odors
reminded Peter of the piss-wet hallwaysin the brownstonein New Y ork.

José Esteban Miguel volunteered to walk to the second camp and bring atruck, but Shellabarger and
OBie agreed that was probably not agood idea. “We Il wait until morning,” they said.

Peter regretted that. José Esteban Migud showed them how to arrange their tents so that the insects
would not bother them—the crickets avoided higher ground, frequenting the low sandy spots near the
pool—but the night was gtill wet and miserable, and in the morning, for the first timein weeks, Peter felt
chilly. JE.M. (asKdler began cdling him) tended afitful fire and served them passable coffee, but soon
ran out of dry wood.

Without breakfast, Anthony, Peter, Billie, Ray, and JE.M. walked up the steeply inclined gravel road to



the second camp. There, four big trucks were parked beside five tents, and afew yards away, an Army
jeep and two more small tents. Smoke rose from four fires.

Two soldiers carrying rifleswere the first to greet them. They emerged from their tents and jogged down
to the banks of the pond. There, Shellabarger and Anthony spoke with them briefly. The soldiers seemed
concerned; by their gestures, Peter understood they were talking about not being able to communicate by
radio. Anthony, using Billie as an interpreter, told them al was going smoothly and that their pgpers and
permissonswerein order as of afew days ago. That seemed to mallify them, but again Peter heard the
wordsel Colond, uttered reverently or fearfully.

Peter was alittle surprised to see Jorge and hisworkers cooking over the largest of thefires. Jorge
offered them cassava cakes and fried crocodile tail.

“Try it!” Billie suggested, seeing Peter’ sexpression. “It isvery good.”

Peter took thetin plate of cake and crocodile and sat beside thefire to eat and dry out. Anthony sat
beside him, carrying his own plate. Ray took the cake but declined the crocodile. Billie ate and spoke
with the men around the second fire.

“It' s pretty tasty,” Anthony said, lifting abite of crocodile mest.

“I hear theredl delicacy around hereistapir,” Ray said. “Best cooked the native way.” He shuddered.
“Makes melong for ahamburger and a Coke.”

Billie joined them afew minuteslater. “ Trucks dl ready. The men waked here from the other camp.
Walk faster than we boated, obvioudy. They like your pay,Sefior Belzoni.”

“Glad to have them,” Anthony said. “ Tl them we need to move the animals up to Pico Poco by nightfall,
if possble”
“Some good | ate afternoon shotswould be nice,” Ray said.

Billie doubted they would be on the top of Pico Poco before dark. It iseight milesto the top and the
bridge. Jorge saysthe roads are good after al these years, except for jungle growth, and he sent word to
workerson thissde of El Grande, friends from other tribes. They met usontheriver . . . intheir
curiaras. They have cleared enough of the thick growth for the trucksto pass.”

“There must belots of Indians here now,” Anthony said.
“A great many,” Billie agreed.
“How long will the trucks take to get from here to the bridge?” Anthony asked.

Billie asked Jorge, and the Indian shrugged his shoulders and replied. “ Three, four hours,” Billie
trandated. “If you are cautious.”

OBie and Wetherford came up thetrail. “Filmis gill good, miraculoudy,” OBietold Ray. “But I’ m not
going to load our cameras anywhere near those falls. Shellabarger wants usto get the trucks down there
and gart hauling animas and equipment now. Still havefilminthemini?’

Ray said hedid.
“Useit sparingly and shoot thefadlsand thefirst camp.”
“Right,” Ray said.



“Jorge says nothing about how the bridgeis,” Billie said. “He has not been up there yet. Too closetod
Colone for him. The men from this Sde of the mountain say the bridgeis till there, but they do not
understand machinery.”

OBiemulled that over, then smirked mischievoudly.

“Don’'t say it!” Ray warned.

“Say what?’ OBie asked.

“Not aword about crossing that bridge when we cometo it.”

OBiefeigned complete innocence. “Let’ s shoot what we can, but conserve stock. I'm sure Vinceis
going to take his own sweset time carrying his babies”

Theloading actualy went fairly quickly. By the pool, they fed the animalswhat was | &ft of the food stored
in the drums. Four trucks grumbled down the road to the pond. For afew minutes, Peter watched the
roustabouts confer with Jorge and Billie about how to transfer the cagesto the back of the trucks.
Sammy and the venator would each ride on one truck; the other cages would be divided between two
trucks.

“There sgoing to be some overhang,” Shellabarger said, measuring the truck bedswith hiseye. “But it'l
work if we don't jostle them too much.”

Ray and Anthony shot footage and pictures of the discussions, and Shellabarger obliged them by waving
his hands and grinning broadly. When he turned away, though, his grin faded. He poked hisfingersinto
his empty pocketsfor cigarettes. Peter thought Shellabarger ssemed more nervous than he had been at
any point on thetrip, and he could guesswhy: so close, and still o many things that could go wrong.

Shellabarger asked Peter to stay beside Sammy. “Helikes you. Y ou seem to keep him calm.” Shawmut
and Oshorne carried the black boxes of equipment from the first barge through the shalows on thelr
backs, with help from afew of JE.M.’sworkers.

The shore of the pool was sand spread thin over solid rock, and could easily stand the weight of the
trucks. Peter wondered how the cages were going to be transferred, then saw the large ramps on the
back of thefirst truck. All of the trucks had winches mounted behind the front bumpers.

The barge carrying Sammy was brought up to the center of the beach and moored securely to trees,
rocks, and the nearest truck. Ten men rolled and carried the ramps one at atime across to the boat and
locked them down side by sde. The ramps had big stedl wheelsaong their lengths.

Shellabarger, Kasem, and Keller waded around the boat in the shallows to see how far it would dip on
one side when the weight was shifted. “Two feet, then she'll hit bottom,” Kdller said.

Anthony eyed the ramps, the truck, the boat, and shook his head. “1t might work,” he said.

“Why won't it work?” Shellabarger asked grumpily. He turned on Anthony, hands on hips, clearly
agitated by Anthony’ s doubts.

“All right,” Anthony gavein. “I1t'Il work.” Then, to Peter, standing beside Sammy on the boat, hesaid in



an undertone, “I1t'll haveto.”

Sammy knew something was up and nosed the cage until Peter turned and reached between the barsto
pat the centrosaur’ s beak. He couldn’t see how Sammy could fed anything there, since it was nothing but
horny materid, but the big animal seemed to like histouch anyway.

Ropes weretied to the forward and side rings on the cage, then men scrambled past Peter and applied
pry bars, first to one side, and then to the other. The bars dug into the boat’ s deck and there was much
swearing and grunting, but eventually they managed to place wedges and chocks and blocks under the
cage and lift it eight inches off the deck. Then the ramps were unfastened and extended under it.

“Thisisn't going to work,” Shellabarger murmured, standing in the water beside the ramp. “Rob, bring
out thelogs.” Kdler unpacked foot-thick logs of varying lengths from barge number two and the
roustabouts propped them in place under the big steel ramps, making akind of bridge.

Ray filmed thisin brief economic clips. He even lifted the camerato bring Peter into frame. Peter felt
acutely embarrassed but tried to act naturally. He got out of the way as the blocks under Sammy’ s cage
were knocked aside. It settled onto its bottom stedl plate, jerking Sammy alittle and making him grunt
forlornly. He lifted hisbeak and let out a series of bellows that rose above the thunder of thefals. Then
the winch on the second truck began to red in the cable attached to the ropes, and the cage—all four
tons of it, including Sammy—rolled down the ramps, shuddering and jerking, onto the bed of the truck.
The boat hardly dipped, so stable were the logs, but Shellabarger had al the workmen brace the sides of
the ramps with poles, in case the logs decided to lean or sway, or worst of al, split.

By noon dl the cages had been loaded—even the venator’s. The big carnivore endured the transfer
stoically, crouched on his stomach, eyes half closed like acat trying to nap.

Peter let out abig sigh when the cages were all locked down and the trucks were ready to roll. He
walked past the caged animals and talked to them soothingly. Even the venator received avist. “ That
was pretty brave,” Peter said, unsure how to speak to this monster. Dagger stared at him with both eyes
forward, unblinking, then lifted his upper lip in afar imitation of a sneer and stretched wide hismouth, as
if yawning. Histeeth gleamed like old ivory and his bresth smelled of rotten mest.

Peter’ s ssomach twitched. He backed away and fetched up against hisfather. Anthony took his shoulders
and gripped them. That grip felt familiar, asif hisfather were going to lecture him about something.
Instead, Anthony looked down at his son with a peculiar, tight expression, nogtrilsflared, and lifted his
eyesto the beast.

“He should never have been brought down,” Anthony said.
Wetherford, afew yards away, said, “Amen to that.”

Anthony and Peter rode in the cab of thefirst truck with the driver, alarge, solemn Carib named Julio,
from the Karinatribe in the north. The other Indians held Julio in greet regard. They clamed his
forefathers had eaten their forefathers, or so Billie said. “Many of our fathers ate each other, once,” he
added. “ Some till eat men of other tribes, deep in the forest.” To Peter, the Carib seemed nice enough,
though quiet. Julio waited for instructions from Shellabarger, who rode with Sammy on the back of the
firg truck.

“Itistoughroad,” Julio sad. “But wedo it.”

Shellabarger swung hisarm and the big dieselsroared to life, coughing black smoke from vertica exhaust
pipes.



“Just afew more hours” Anthony said.

Peter’ sheart felt like a nervous pigeon. The trucks lurched up the rugged machete-cut path, their fat,
aligator-tread tires digging into the loose branches, sumps and roots, rocks and gravel.

The old road up Pico Poco followed green-walled ridges or cut-in switchbacks. It rose on a steep but
congtant grade, one mile up in eight miles of driving. At first they managed about amile and ahalf each
hour, stopping twice to water the animals and once to remove afallen tree. The heat for most of the
journey was till tropicaly intense. Only in the last couple of miles did they come under the cooling
umbrelaof clouds embracing the shoulders of El Grande.

By the time they reached an ant-chewed wooden marker that read 11kMm , dusk wasfdling rapidly.
Shellabarger waked dong the convoy, spoke with the driversusing Billie asinterpreter, and returned to
thefirg truck, face grim. “Push on,” he ordered.

The trucks switched on their lightsin the gloom. Rain began to fall and they rode the last haf mile over
rivulets that gathered to form creeks, and past mossy falls of water that spilled on the road and cut
muddy ruts. Their truck got stuck in mud in the last quarter mile and had to be pulled out using itswinch
tored in asted cable atached to the truck ahead. Julio arranged the cables and switched on the winch
from within the cab, leaning out of the door in the pouring rain to judge the progress. Thewindshield
wipers cleared smal arcsand only intermittently at that. They could barely see. The winch snarled and
the cable twanged taut like agiant’ s guitar string. Thetruck rolled forward afoot. Peter wiped fog from
ingde the window. The truck rolled back, pulling the truck ahead with it, damming him againgt the hard
rear of the sedt.

Julio grimly released the winch clutch and glanced a Peter, then let it out again. The winch motor groaned
under theload and their truck rolled forward afoot, then another foot. Without warning, the truck
fishtailed, its end swerving down a muddy incline toward the edge of the road. Peter grabbed the door
handle, ready to jump if Julio did, but the Carib stared fixedly ahead, tongue poked between tense lips,
nursing the winch clutch, pulling them steadily forward. Still, the truck continued to dide sdeways, and
from the rear, Peter heard Sammy honking and bawling. He opened the door and jumped out, almost
over the edge. Shellabarger caught his arm and they trudged through the hacked brush and mud to
examinethe right rear tires, now just inches from the steep dide to complete destruction. They shinnied
around the truck bed and stood behind.

“What can we do?’ Peter shouted over therain’shiss.

“His cage has too much weight on the wood blocksthisside,” Shellabarger said. Keller and Kasem
joined them behind the truck. “If that Carib—"

“dulio!” Peter said.
“If Julio doesn't pull *er out soon, we' |l have to rig more rope on the opposite side.”

The main blocks on the right ground against the truck bed. Sammy’ s cage was dipping sideways, only a
few inches, but the blocks were under tremendous pressure. Peter turned and saw Ray and OBie, hats
pulled low against the downpour. “ Anything we can do?’ Ray asked.

Shdlabarger shook his head helplesdy. “We' relosing him!”



Peter ran around to the driver’ sside. Anthony was aready there, holding the door open as Julio craned
to look around the fogged and useless windshield.

“We haveto hurry!” Peter shouted. Julio grinned and shook his head, but caught Peter’ stone. Working
both the winch and the main motor aternately, he stopped the dide and pulled them forward another
foot.

The roustabouts cut long, woody branches on the left side of the road and Ray, Obie, and Shellabarger
dipped them under the rear tires.

“Go!” Peter ydled, wiping hiseyes. “Gol”

Julio fed power to the truck’ s rear wheels. The branches were pulled into the mud by the tread. Severa
pulverized sticks shot out behind the truck, one taking OBie across the face, knocking him backward and
bloodying hischin. Ray helped him to hisfest.

The truck shuddered and began to dip again. “Go!” Peter and Anthony yelled together. Julio hunkered
down behind the windshield and et the winch clutch out completely. The rear bed of the truck ahead
jerked under the sudden strain and the struthio cage rattled and banged. Sammy’ struck began to move,
however, and Julio applied power to the rear tires once more. The truck |egped ahead, the winch
screamed asit reded in cable, and suddenly the cable parted with a sound like asmall cannon. Peter and
Anthony jumped aside. The cable lashed back and shattered the truck’ swindshield. Glass sprayed down
onJduliointiny shards.

The rear whedls continued to turn and grab, pushing the truck up the road until Julio kicked in the clutch
and applied the brakes. The truck rocked dowly back and forth and Sammy bawled hoarsdly.

Peter got up from the mud and reached the truck cab in time to see Julio camly brush glass out of his
hair. Anthony stepped forward to help him. Peter ran to the back. Ray and OBie and Shellabarger
inspected the cage. The roustabouts and camera crew stood ready with more branches and rocks.

“All right,” Shdllabarger said. “ Givethat driver ameda.”
“Julio,” Peter said.
“Give Julio amedd and let’ s get some morerocksin that muddy area. We have to kegp moving.”

In the last hundred yards, with visibility down to zero, Anthony, OBie, Ray, and Peter walked with the
trainer ahead of the trucks, swinging flashlights to make sure the way was clear of thick limbsand
boulders. Yard by yard, the trucks advanced in pitch darkness, headlightsflaring, flashlight beamsfishing
at thedark, and brilliant sheets of lightning painting everything icy white.

Peter pulled his hat down tight asagust of wind tried to lift it from hishead. The rain pounded. He could
hear the animas complaining—all but the venator, who kept his grim slence, beyond dl outrage.

Therain stopped abruptly, asif someone had cranked atap shut. The trucks roared their way onto a
grassy clearing with flat stretches of rock beyond. They covered the distance to the edge of Pico Pocoin
afew minutes. The trucks formed aline and Shellabarger cdled for them to cut their engines.

After so many hours of the belching roar of the diesdls and the hiss of rain and the crack-rumble of
thunder, Peter felt stunned by the sudden quiet. The animals had fallen silent, al but the avisaurs, who
made smdl whistling sounds as they flapped their wingsin their cage. A waning quarter moon cast a
mottled glow through parting cloudsin the west.



Everyone siwung down from the cabs or legped from the backs of the trucks. They followed OBie and
Shellabarger acrosstheflat, weathered sandstone to the ghostly outline of the old steel swinging bridge.
Y ears before, this had been the outside world’ s gateway to El Tepui Grande.

Beside the bridge, five large tents had been pitched. Near the tents squatted two jegps, one Army green,
the other white. Beyond the jeeps lurked the shadows of several canvas-backed Army trucks.

Three men strolled out of the darkness beyond the tents, two soldiersin stedd helmetsand a
broad-shoul dered, heavy-bellied man with athick black mustache. From other tents came dozens more
soldiers, al armed with holstered pistols and dung rifles.

The mustachioed man’ stailored khaki uniform strained over his shoulders and paunch. Heworea
gtiff-brimmed, high-peaked officer’ s hat and carried asmall, thin-barreled pistol in one beefy hand. This,
Peter thought, must beel Colone.

Two dmost identica men and awoman emerged from the closest tent, al dressed in tough hiking pants
and wearing leather jackets. The woman wastall, with long black hair and aface more severe than Peter
liked, young but with the air of a stern teacher. The men were short and balding. Peter wondered if they
weretwins.

“Wecome, Sefior Shellabarger, and congratulations,” the woman said, walking ahead of the colonel. She
obvioudy wanted to stake aclaim to thevigtors. “1 am CatalinaMendez. | represent the Office of
Natural Resourcesin Ciudad Bolivar. May | present Colonel Juan de Badgjoz, commander of the
security of thisregion?’

“Pleased to make your acquaintance,” Shellabarger said. He shook the colond’ s hand firmly, then turned
and shook hers.

The colond’ s two adjutants a so wore khakis, with a yellow handkerchief pushed beneath one epaulet.
Thetdler of the two advanced and offered his hand. “ On behdf of the Army of Venezuela,Colond de
Badg oz welcomes dl to the region of El Tepui Grande.” The colonel smiled briefly and gave them acurt
nod. Soon therewas aflurry of hand-shaking and congratul ations.

CatalinaMendez was anaturdist assigned by the Betancourt government to oversee the return of the
animals. Peter quickly redlized that she was the only representative of the government; she and her two
brothers, the bald-headed men. They were construction engineers and as Peter had surmised, they were
identica twins. There seemed no love lost between them andel Colonel.

Tin cups were brought out, and OBie rummaged through the camera suppliesto find two bottles of red
wine. Everyone drank atoast. The colonel stood to one side and downed hiswine quickly, then tossed
the cup to the taller adjutant. The colond till clutched his pistol and stared off into the night asif nervous
about what might be lurking out there.

Peter spped his cup. It tasted like medicine, but not unpleasantly so.

The shorter adjutant, young-faced and beardless, with ashiny nose and forehead, approached Anthony.
Peter’ sfather was the darkest, most Hispanic-looking of their party. “ The Venezuelan Army is proud to
be of assstance,” he said. “ Asyou can see, there have been efforts made to bring the bridge back into
repair. Colonel de Badgoz has brought Army engineerswith him to make suredl iswell.”



Catalina Mendez

The colone holstered his pistol and shook hands formaly with Anthony, but still said not aword. He
snapped to attention, saluted, and gestured to the shorter soldier.

“The colone gpologizesfor not spesking English. | will trandatefor him.”

After Colonel de Badgjoz returned to histent, CatalinaMendez took Shellabarger aside and whispered
to him for severd minutes. Thetrainer listened with a degpening frown, then shook his head vigoroudly.
“WEell talk about it in the morning,” Peter heard him say, and he stalked away from her. She stared after
him, aamsfolded and fingers clutching her forearms.

Peter was very tired and the wine made him ache for deep, but he followed the others as dry wood was
pulled from benegth atarp and alarge fire was kindled to warm them all. Peter looked at hiswatch with
theaid of aflashlight: ten o' clock.

OBiefound athird bottle and offered atoast to their hosts and to Vince Shellabarger. “We madeit,”
Peter said to hisfather and to Ray asthey gathered around the fire. Everyone lifted their glasses. Peter
glanced over hisshoulder at the animas, sill in their cages on the backs of the trucks.

Shellabarger took Anthony and OBie aside for aconference. Peter and Ray followed.

“The Mendez woman says things are getting dicey. The colond is here to monitor some sort of native
uprisng. The Betancourt government supportsthe locd triba aliance, but the Army apparently doesn't
agree. Sefiora Mendez represents the government, such asit is; but she’ snot surewho’sgoing to bein
charge in the next few days or weeks. They can’t reach anybody with their radio—must be ahell of alot
of interference. Sounds like the Army juntais pulling back from Betancourt and Gallegos and they're
going to ingal their own new man, someone by the name of Pérez Jmeénez.

“They’ ve flown engineersfrom the airport at Uruyen and landed them here on Pico Poco. They |ooked
over the bridge and flew back. The Army engineersthink the bridge won'’t hold more than afew hundred
pounds—that it might collgpse any minute of its own weight. The Mendez brothersthink the bridgeis
sound enough to hold about four tons, and they’ ve been working to get the motor running, but they
haven't got many resources. The Army wouldn’t let them bring more than their jeep up here. Besides
that, everybody’ sin complete agreement.”

“That’ sthe way things arein this part of theworld,” OBie said. “ So, do we go or not?’

Thetrainer shrugged. “1'll look at the bridgeworks tomorrow—~Anthony, you' ve had some engineering
training, haven't you?’

Anthony nodded.
“WEe |l seewhat’ swhat in the morning.”

The conference broke up. Peter and Anthony walked away from the fire toward the sted bridge. It was
asbig asacovered bridge across astream, but completely open, mounted on alarge motorized pivot
sunk into the rock, with girder-hung concrete counterwei ghts S ung on both sides behind the pivot. To
Peter it resembled a big, thick construction crane, with aroadway built down its center. Its girders were
rusty and the engine house had not been painted in years, but tools and oil cans and drums of fuel were
lying about; work had been done recently. Anthony peered into the engine house, wrinkled his nose, and
walked to the edge with Peter.



Ray joined them. “Eager?’ he asked.
Anthony nodded. “Y eah,” Peter said.

OBi € sfootsteps sounded behind them, and he lined up beside Ray. “It'sbeen along time,” he said
quietly.

They stood on the rim of the cleft between Pico Poco and El Grande. Peter fdlt dizzy, looking into the
windy darkness below. He moved back a step.

“A miledeep,” Ray said, leaning over the abyss. The fringe of hair around his high forehead rose and
fluttered in an updraft.

They dl stared across the gap of one hundred feet at the starlit cliff face opposite, the southern edge of
the greatest of dl the tepuis. Atop the plateau, beyond a clearing about fifty yardswide, rose the
shadows of thick round sandstone shapes, weathered into weird faces and the broken battlements of old
fortresses.

For thefirst time, they looked upon the ancient landscape that Professor George Edward Challenger and
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle had called the Lost World.

Chapter Twelve

OBieand Ray and the camera crew woke before dawn. Peter had been too excited to deep—or so he
thought—but Anthony roused him before sunrise. For breskfast they ate beans and cassava bread and
dried apricots. The air smelled of woodsmoke and steaming coffee and stony damp. The clouds had
broken up during the night, leaving clear air still sprinkled with the brightest star's.

Jorge’ sworkers crowded around asmoky fire near their camp. They drank coffee and waved cheerfully
as Peter and Anthony walked past. Billie and the river pilots and drivers sat around another fire. Billie

legped up to join them.
“Today or tomorrow will bethe big day,” he said.

“Looksthat way,” Anthony said, lifting his camerato check the composition for a sunrise shot. The cages
were outlined by skyglow to the east.

Shawmut and Osborne had placed the heavy cameraand dolly on their tracks near the bridge. They
were making sure the tracks were level and wouldn’t wobble as the dolly passed over.

Shellabarger was nowhere to be seen. Catalina Mendez stood with her brothers near the bridge. The
bridge motor was being tested. Asthey neared the engine house, Shellabarger and the taller adjutant
emerged, their hands black with grease. The colonel followed. His hands were immacul ate.

Thetrainer glanced & Anthony, face orange and eyes glinting in the flaming sunrise. “Lookslike dl the
engineersneed alittle help,” he said ruefully. Kasem and Kdler joined him with more tools from the
supply crates. Anthony walked aong the length of the bridge, and at several points crawled underneath

toingpect it.

Theyoung-faced Army adjutant said, “ The bridgeis very old and has had no maintenance for amost
twenty years. We do not think it issafe.”



Wetherford stood to one side, picking histeeth with atwig. He seemed disinclined to get involved in the
brewing dispute.

Shellabarger gpproached the colonel asif he would tower over him.
“We were told this bridge would be fixed and ready to go,” he said.

“Apparently, Caracas did not know it was so bad,” the adjutant said with ahaf pleading look at Dofia
Mendez. “ The engineers have come and gone. Their report isfina.”

Anthony

“We have made our conclusions known to Colonel de Badgjoz,” Catdinatold Shellabarger, “but hetells
me his engineers are more informed than my brothers.”

Shellabarger pointed at the sted-girdered span in disgust. “I’ ve gotten eleven tons of animals and cages
and equipment thisfar. The bridge will hold until they cross. | don't give adamn what happens after that.”

Colond de Badg oz understood enough English to get the gist of the trainer’ swords. He spokein alow
voiceto the adjutant and cast dark |ooks a Shellabarger. The adjutant, uncomfortable at being caught
between these two, said, “The Army engineers say the bridge' s main weight-bearing girders have rusted
badly across the center span . . . It cannot support atruck and abig animal. Crossing would be
disastrous.”

Catalinarolled her eyes and turned to Anthony, just back from hisinspection. “My brothers are good
engineers,” shesad. “There may be some concern about atruck carrying an anima crossing together,
but the bridge is sound enough to bear at least three tons.”

“Our heaviest anima weighsthreetons,” Anthony said. “We can change our plans and keep the trucks
off the bridge. We push the animals across the bridge, let them go free, one at atime, and after that . . .”
He smiled at her. “We re done. Nothing over threetons.”

“We don't expect to crash atruck intoit,” Shellabarger snapped at the adjutant.

The adjutants and the colondl drew back and conferred for afew moments. The taller adjutant returned
and said to Shellabarger and OBig, “We are here to ensure your safety. Thereis also another
matter—that of quarantine ingpection. The animas must be ingpected before being released back into the
wild. We gpologize that our livestock ingpectors have not yet arrived. They will be flown out of Uruyen
within three or four days. Perhaps by then we will have resolved this controversy—"

“None of thiswas brought up before,” Shellabarger said. His face was growing dangeroudy red. He
turned toward the colondl, hands raised to heaven. “ The animaswill be dead in three or four days! We
don’t have the proper food—they have to be returned to the wild—"

He advanced on the colonel, who fingered the strap of his pistol’ s holster. The adjutantstried to push
between their superior officer and the beet-faced trainer. Catalinaintervened, taking thetrainer’ sarm.

“Sefior Shellabarger, come with me, please.” She nodded for Anthony and Wetherford to follow aswell.



Peter tagged along with them to the concrete pad surrounding the bridge' s engine house. OBie and Ray
listened from afew yards away.

“Can’'t you just order them to stand aside?’ the trainer asked.

“Itisnot so smple,” she said, Sghing deeply. “None of us knows what may happen next between the
juntaand the president. May | make a suggestion?’ She stood with hands on hips, taller than the trainer,
glaring down at him.

Shellabarger drew up one sde of hislipsin an acquiescing grimace. “ Sure,” he said.

“Y ou do not have to worry about the inspectors. They are civilians and under my authority. | can waive
the ingpection, which | did not ask for in thefirst place.”

“Our animasare hedthy,” Shdllabarger grumbled.

“| seethat,” Catdinasaid. “I suggest that we test the bridge to learn what sort of weight it might bear.
We can drive an unloaded truck acrossfirgt. If the bridge survives that, and my brothers are certain it
will, we can then send the animals across. The Army cannot object reasonably under those
circumstances.”

“What about unreasonably?’ OBie asked.
Catdinalooked to the sky. Thiswas the best she could offer.
“All right,” Shellabarger said. “Let’ stry it.”

Catalinaand her brothers spoke with the adjutants andel Colonel, voicesrising severd times. The
colond findly gavein, with some sharply worded provisos. Catalina agreed.

She returned to the concrete platform. “They will dlow testing.”

Shellabarger softened alittle and hisface logt its reddish hue. “We appreciate the help,” he said gruffly,
and returned to work in the engine house, where the motor had begun to roughenitsidle. Keller and
Kasem entered after him, and then Billie.

Wetherford pulled the twig out of his mouth and tossed it aside, then stuck his handsin his pockets and
ambled over to the weed-grown, sun-cracked macadam roadway leading to the bridge.

Anthony looked at Peter and gave him awan smile. “That bridge cost alot of money in 1914,” he said.
“Isit really solid?” Peter asked.

“It'Il hold at least four tonsfor now. In another couple of years, who knows?” He made hisleft hand into
the edge of the cliff and sailed the right over it and down.

A crowd of J.E.M." sworkers began to cut at the brush and trees on the edge of Pico Poco. Ray filmed
them briefly, then joined OBie near the bridge. Peter watched the two framing shots with their hands and
looking through little Sghting scopes. The film crew began measuring and marking distancesto points
near the bridge from the dolly and tracks.

Shellabarger caled for Peter and he joined the trainer near Sammy’ s cage, still on the back of its truck.
“He sour main problem. The venator’ s only two tons; Sammy’ sthree. All the other anima's put together
weigh lessthan ether of them. Poor Shellawasfivetons.” He shook his head sadly. “ She might not have
madeit anyway. If your father and the Mendez brothers are right, the bridge will till hang together.” He



sghed. “But we don’t want anyexcitement. ”
Peter nodded.

“WEe re going to build astockade to hold al the animals except Dagger. He staysin his cage and goes
last. WE I dismantle the other cages and use the ramps to make arun for him directly from his cageto
the bridge. | trust he'll have sense enough to go straight home.” Shellabarger walked over to the
venator’'s cage, Peter by hisside. Thetarp had been raised and tied back, giving the animal aclear view
of the proceedings but shielding him from the direct sun.

“For twenty years |’ ve watched him, and he' swatched me,” Shellabarger said. “I’ve never made afase
move. . . and he' snever had a chance to show uswhat he can redlly do.”

Stll crouched on hisbelly, the venator viewed them with ahaf shut eye. Simply being near the beast
made Peter’ singdestwist. Every cdl in hisbody knew that here was swift desth: ivory teeth and shining
claws

“I worked in an abattoir in Chicago when | was akid,” Shellabarger said. “Hauled dopsfrom the
drainage floor to make sausage and fertilizer. He stinks worse than anything | ever hauled.” But the
trainer’ s expression and tone revedled no disgust; rather, admiration, and something like regret.

The sound of axes and machetes reached them from the edge of the mountain forest. Shellabarger
walked around the cage, rubbing the thick gray stubble on hisjaw with one hand. “They al wanted to
come close to him. Men, women, kids. . . hundreds of thousands of them. They al wanted to look degath
in the face. Caged death. We didn’t bother telling them there were bigger, meaner, swifter animason El
Grande.”

“The desth eagles?

“Yeah,” Shellabarger said. “I saw oneonmy last trip. We didn't even bother trying to catch it. Twenty
feet tall and thirty long, with awicked hooked beak and teeth to boot . . . abig dish of white feathers
around its neck, and brown and white festhers hanging from itsarms and fanning out fromiitstail.” The
trainer hung hisfigt in front of his abdomen. “Center of gravityhere, not backhere, with ashorter, thicker
tall, like one of the avisaurs but really”—he sucked hisbreath in—"big.” Shellabarger looked at Peter
and smiled. “Dagger isn't the meanest son of abitchin the valey of the shadow of death.” They waked a
few yards back from the truck. “We'll send him back where he belongs. H€ Il be on his own then.”

“Do you think he'll find amate?’” Peter asked.

“I don’'t know,” Shellabarger said. He surveyed Peter criticaly. “ Y ou' ve put on some muscle, son, don't
you think?’

Peter amiled. “Hauling Sammy’ sdfdfa” he said.

“Therewasn't timeto tell you back on theriver,” Shellabarger said, “but that was a hdl of athing you
did, jumping into the river after your father. Quick thinking.” Thetrainer tapped his head.

Peter did not know what to say. The trainer was not prone to sentiment, but he was clearly focused on
gpeaking his mind about Peter, and Peter was embarrassed and pleased at once.

“You'velearned alot about the animals.”

“I wish we could have saved Sheila,” Peter said, glancing back down the road, asif she might be
thumping aong to join them even now.



“If the circuswas gtill agoing concern, I'd hireyou in aminute,” Shellabarger said. “Tell your dad that.”

Peter watched the trainer as he crossed the sandstone flats to the engine house.

After lunch, the workers began carrying the fruits of their toil up to the flats—long straight logs, creepers,
branches, pdm fronds. With OBie and Ray filming, and Anthony and Shellabarger and Billie supervising,
they started work on the stockade.

The soldiersandel Colonel stayed out of their way. The Army and the Indians behaved like oil and
water, refusing to mix or even to come too close together.

It was hard to believe thiswould al be over soon, and they’ d take the trucks back down the trail, ride
the boats downriver to the towns on the Caroni and the Orinoco, and then catch a ship back to the
States—to home, wherever that would be. OBie and Ray would have their moviefilm, and heand his
father would have thair ill picturesand their memories.

He did not know what Shellabarger and Lotto Gluck would have. Memories as well, he supposed.

Peter opened his notebook and wrote:

Until now, I’ ve never understood my father’s need to find excitement and go to interesting places.
| always felt safest going places in my head. Now that we're here on Pico Poco and the animals
are going home soon, | wonder if I’ll ever have another adventure again. I’ m pretty sure that if
another opportunity like this comes my way, | won’t turn it down. So now | know more about why
my father behaves the way he does—and why my mother could not stand it.

Mrs. Birdqueen

Chapter Thirteen

By three o' clock that afternoon, the stockade was finished. Thewalls stood eight feet high. Thefive
separate enclosures within the irregular congtruction gave the animals ample room to turn around. They
would not be in the stockade for more than afew hours, but they would be much happier than they were
in the cages, Peter thought.

Sammy wasthe first to move in. The centrosaur’ s truck was driven afew dozen yards to the sde where
his entrance lay open. The roustabouts hauled out the ramps and hooked them to the back of the truck.

Sammy was facing forward, and the tricky part was backing him down the ramps. Shellabarger
unhooked the watering trough and did in through the narrow dot. Sammy watched this with interest, and
nosed the trainer forcefully once he stood up in the cage. Shellabarger pushed his beak back.



“Open the door before he thinksthisisagame,” he shouted, and Keller and Kasem unhooked the cage
door and swung it wide with a grating squeak. Shellabarger prodded Sammy back dowly, talking to
soothe him.

“Peter, stand by the sde and tell him it s okay,” Shellabarger ordered. Peter did so, and they both
coaxed the centrosaur backward step by step until he was out of the cage and on the ramp. Sammy
looked down, then raised his beak skyward, trilling and honking in concern. Animas as heavy asthe
centrosaur did not enjoy heights. Shellabarger renewed his efforts and Peter patted Sammy’ sthick ankles
and then his pebble-skinned haunch. When Sammy stood on solid rock, he turned around dowly, sniffed
the air, and then sdestepped, almost treading on Peter’ sfeet. Peter jumped aside. Anthony took a
picture of this, but gave his son afatherly grimace and said, “Watch yoursdf!”

Shellabarger and Peter led the centrosaur to the enclosure. Beyond Sammy’ swide door lay apile of
fresh-cut leaves, ferns, even some flowers. Sammy looked back, asif regretting a decision to commit
himsdlf to acage again, however green and leafy, and waddled in with severa resgnedwhuffs.

Once hewasinsde, the struthios andAepyor nis were unloaded into their enclosures. The avisaurs
remanedinther cage.

The colond and his soldiers stood by their tents, watching the preparations. The colond was never
without histhin-barreled pistol. He wore MacArthur sunglasses now and his expression was unreadable.
The bridge motor was running as smoothly as could be expected, and the Mendez twins had finished yet
another ingpection of the bridge.

With OBi€' s cameras set up, the bridge swung dowly and with much groaning and grinding of gears
acrossthe abyss, findlychunking into place over the concrete and steel pad on the opposite side. Rust
and dirt sfted down from the bridge’ s girders. The engine coughed and kicked out thick smoke from
within its ramshackle house. As aprecaution, Shellabarger ordered the engine shut down.

“I would be privileged to drive the truck across,” Billietold the trainer, standing before him with face
lowered but eyes |ooking up expectantly. Shellabarger glared down at Billie, then turned to OBie.

“What about that Julio fellow?’ he asked, looking among the driversfor the Carib. Julio stepped
forward, but nodded &t Billie. A murmur arose among the Indians. Peter watched them closdly.

The colondl’ strandator walked from the tents to the truck and approached Shellabarger. Catdinaaso
stepped forward.

“El Colonel would prefer that no Indians be involved with this,” the adjutant said. “Thereisconcern. . .
of injury.”

Billiedid not look at the adjutant, but kept his eyesfocused on thetrainer.

“I'll driveit across mysdlf,” Shellabarger said, and strode toward the truck cab. Billie blocked hisway
with alithe Sdestep.

“Sefior,we have drawn lots, and | have won the draw. It isaprivilegeto risk one' slife for the return of
the Challenger to hishome.”

Catalinaquestioned Billie quickly in Spanish. Billie responded in another language Peter was not familiar
with. Wetherford, standing between Peter and Anthony, said, “ That' s Makritare, | think.”

Catalina struggled to respond in kind. With aminimum of words and gestures, Billie answered her
guestions, his meek attitude betrayed by the stiffness of his posture and the darting of his eyes.



Catainaturned to Shellabarger. “Billie tells me the Indians have chosen him to prepare the Challenger’s
road.”

“What' sthe colondl worried about?” OBie asked her.
“The Army is concerned about any Indian acquiring specid statusfrom stepping on El Grande.”

“| seethat,” OBie said. “But what can they do about it? Surely some Indian is going to swing across
someday and return.”

“That iswhy Colonel de Badgoz is herewith histroops,” Catdinasaid. “They kill any who try.”
Peter stared at Billie. The young mestizo did not seem very heroic.

“Then the hdl with the colond,” Shdllabarger said. “Billie, you go. You'll drive the truck across, then
back it up and return it to whereit isnow.” He faced the adjutant. “No specid privileges. Just alittle
truck driving.”

The adjutant returned to the colonel. He studied the faces on the Indian and mestizo workers, his
mustache twitching nervoudy. His hand strayed once more to the butt of his pistol. Clearly, he sensed the
tenson here, and with theradio gill usdess, cdling for reinforcements was out of the question. He
nodded.

The adjutant shuttled back to Shellabarger and OBie. “ That is okay. But the truck and its driver must not
stay on the other sdefor more than afew minutes. We must protect the natural habitat against intrusion.”
His expression practicaly pleaded for them to believe this excuse.

The colond barked ordersin Spanish and three soldiers with rifles positioned themselves near the bridge.
Shellabarger stepped up on the bridge and stamped hisfoot, then grinned over his shoulder.

“If there should be an accident,” the adjutant told Catdina, “you will absolve the Army and Colonel de
Badgoz of dl blame”

Billie got into the truck that had carried Sammy’ s cage, the one with the shattered windshield. He started
the engine and looked toward Shellabarger. “ Go,” thetrainer said.

Billie turned the truck dightly and digned it with the bridge. He crept up the concrete ramp and onto the
metal deck. Peter held his breath. The bridge took the truck’ s weight with asilence that surprised him.
He had half expected dramatic groans of straining metal, stressed rivets popping, warning signs of red
danger. Instead, the bridge seemed solid as arock.

Thetruck rolled dowly aong the span. Ray followed its progress with the portable camera. Anthony
took severa pictures, then stood behind the soldiers, hisLeicaheld ready.

Thetruck reached the opposite side of the bridge. Its weight brought the bridge down with aheavy clang
againgt the concrete on the opposite side, but the girders held. Billie drove onto the cracked and
weathered macadam roadway beyond.

The workers watched with solemn expressions. Shellabarger nodded his satisfaction and glanced at the
soldiersand the colond. “All right,” the trainer shouted across the chasm. “Bring ’er back.”

Billie reversed the truck’ s gears and backed onto the bridge, leaning out of the window to gauge his
progress. Thetruck returned to Pico Poco without causing any apparent damage. Billie stopped the truck



and turned off the engine. The workers seemed to relax as one. Grinning, Billie stepped down from the
cab.

“What’ sthe colond going to object to now?’ OBie asked in an undertone.

Catdina spoke to the adjutants. The debate seemed heated; arms waved vigoroudy, but somehow, the
Doiia Mendez prevailed. Colonel de Badgjoz threw up his handsin disgust and stood by his personal
tent as the shorter adjutant unfolded a camp chair.

Catdina smiled broadly and waked toward the stockade. “Y ou may send the animas across,” she said
to Shellabarger.

“Arewe permitted to set foot on El Grande?’ Shellabarger asked Catdina. She asked why he would
want to do this.

“Because | expect thingsto gowrong,” the trainer replied. “We may need to escort some of the animals.
I’ve always planned to help the avisaurs across persondly. | don’t want the colonel’ s soldiers getting

itchy trigger fingers”

DoniaMendez referred to her attaché case and withdrew afolder filled with papers. “The edict of 1927
and amendments for 1929 ingtruct that for scientific purposes, brief footfals on the Greet Tepui, as
occasion requires, are permitted for afew unarmed members of an authorized expedition,” she said.

Wetherford grinned.

Catalina caught Wetherford' s expression and added, “We interpret thisliberally to mean that you may
stand on the opposite side to help return the animals. But for the sake of peace with the colond, por
favor, no Indians”

“Good,” Shellabarger said.

Thetrainer clapped Billie on the shoulder. Billie took a place beside Ray and Peter as Keller and Kasem
made their preparations.

Kasem and Kdler led Sammy from his enclosure to the bridge, following the marks established by OBie
and thefilm crew.

Shellabarger stood beside Sammy for amoment. He whispered to the centrosaur. Sammy shook his
shidd vigoroudy and sniffed the arr.

“Go, fdla,” Shellabarger said, poking Sammy in the rear with his prod. Sammy resisted, turned, and
headed back to the enclosure. Thetrainer ran to bar hisway.

“After dl this, he doesn’'t want to go,” Wetherford observed. “He doesn’'t want to give up his meal
ticket.”

Shellabarger prodded the centrosaur into atight turn and managed to guide him back to the bridge.
Again, Sammy reversed, gently butted Shellabarger aside, and pushed at him al the way back to the
enclosure. Indde the fence, he snuffled the remaining fronds and leaves and started esting.

Shdllabarger and Kdler removed him again, with infinite patience and gentle words, and amed him
toward the bridge. A dim idea of what was expected of him seemed to enter the centrosaur’ smind.

Sammy stepped up reluctantly onto the concrete, then advanced afew feet onto the bridge itsalf. He



stopped to peer down through the thick iron grating at the chasm below. The fear of heights struck him
and he bellowed miserably.

1] Paa.!ll
Peter came forward at thetrainer’scall.
“WEe re going to have to baby him al theway,” Shellabarger said.

“All theway to El Grande?’ Peter asked, looking across at the forbidden plateau. The broken
battlements and faces appeared less ominousin bright daylight, but the landscape still seemed to deny
and regject human presence.

“Hewon't go by himself,” Shellabarger said.

Peter looked over his shoulder at hisfather. The unspoken question passed between them, and the
answer returned the same way. Anthony met his son’s gaze and said not aword.

Peter did not know whether to fed terrified or privileged.

They flanked the centrosaur. Shellabarger poked him gently in the withers. Sammy seemed to findly
make his own decision; he began to move. Together, Peter behind and Shellabarger in front, they
accompanied Sammy acrossthe old steel span.

The dinosaur snuffled at the air with each step, then quickened his pace until Peter had to trot behind him.
Shellabarger stepped to one side and flattened himsalf againgt therail, letting the dinosaur pass. The
bridge banged against the concrete abutment again as Sammy’ sweight reached the opposite side,
shivering wisps of dirt and rust from the beams.

Sammy brokeinto agallop and leagped onto the broken roadway beyond. His feet thundered on the
weed-grown surface for two dozen yards and then he stopped abruptly, shield swinging forward with its
own momentum, his haunches and withers tenaing beneath the thick, scaly skin. Peter joined Shellabarger
at theend of the bridge.

Acrossthe abyss, on Pico Poco, OBie sat behind the dollymounted camera, filming steedily. Ray stood
beside him.

“It'sdl yours,” Shdllabarger said, shooing the anima with his hands. “ Go on! Git! Before we send
Dagger across.”

Sammy swiveled hislong beaked snout and peered at them with hisleft eye. A rope of sdivaswvung from
his mouth and his sides heaved with thick, deep breeths.

“Hedroolswhen he' sexcited,” Shellabarger said to Peter, asif confiding the dark secret of afamily
member. “Git!”

Sammy spun about with aswiftnessthat startled Peter. For a second, Peter thought the centrosaur was
going to double back and charge them. He lowered his head like abull and made throaty clucking
sounds, then stared over the broken macadam at Shellabarger and Peter. He lifted and twisted his head,
sretching hisneck skin into taut wrinkles, and his eyes showed their yellow sclera.

“He'sgoingtodoit,” Shellabarger said in awhisper, asif for Peter’ s benefit alone. “He doesn't
remember—it’ s been too long for hislittle walnut brain—but heknows the place.” Thetrainer’ sface
contorted. Peter could not tell whether Shellabarger was going to laugh or cry.



Peter watched the centrosaur, his own chest and throat tight. “Go on,” he encouraged Sammy. He
waved his hands as Shellabarger had done.

Sammy turned more dowly thistime, and with great dignity sumped acrossthefield of green grass. With
ashiver of hisrump, he squeezed between two high rounded lumps of sandstone, and vanished.

Thewind blew across the empty plateau. Peter looked down at hisfeet. He was standing on the Lost
World. Beyond the rocks, just miles or maybe only yards away, were hundreds, even thousands of
dinosaurs and other animals, some much bigger than Sammy.

Shellabarger put his hand on Peter’ s shoulder. “We re not done,” he said.
Peter could not immediately break the spell.

“Comeon,” thetrainer said.

They walked back over the bridge to Pico Poco.

The roustabouts and workers were making progress breaking down the stedl cages. They had paused to
watch Sammy’ s liberation; now they were back at work, hauling the sections of cage and stacking them
beside the bridge, preparing for the venator’ srelease. In the meantime, however, there were the
gruthios, theAepyornis, and the avisaurs.

Ray approached the enclosure with the portable camera on his shoulder. One of the film crew carried a
lightweight tripod and set it down on an X marked with black tape. Ray mounted the camera on the
tripod and looked over the viewer, grinning radiantly. “What wasit like, standing over there?’ he asked
Peter.

Peter smiled. “You should try it,” he said.
“I'll domy best,” Ray said.
Anthony nodded to Peter, hisface solemn.

The struthios came next. Shellabarger released them from the enclosure and they took dancing steps past
him, swayed their heads back and forth on their long necks, gawked at the mestizos, the film crew, Ray
and his camera, and the bridge. Their eyeslocked on the bridge and the plateau beyond.

“Comeon, pretties,” Shellabarger said. He tapped them on their upper thighs with his prod. They |ooked
at him with affronted dignity, then loped ahead, weaving across each other’ s path, stopping on the
roadway just before the ramp to the bridge.

OBi€ s crew pushed the dolly forward to the end of itsrails. The shiny black eye of the cameralens
followed the struthios closdly. Ray carried his camerato another mark, just out of OBi€ s shot. Anthony
waited until OBie gave him the sgnd, then moved in closer.

Billie stood with hat in hand, ten yards from the bridge, brow deeply wrinkled. He scratched behind his
jaw with a persstent finger. Dofia Mendez and her twin brothers stood beside Billie. Again, the workers
and roustabouts had stopped their labor. The colonel and his soldiers came no closer than the front of
ther tent.

The struthios showed little sentiment for their past. Shellabarger, the circus, the captivity, had no hold on
them. As soon as they figured out that the bridge would return them to El Grande, they legped forward,
running asfast astheir long legs could take them, over the bridge and down the road. They veered



sharply right, skirting the boulders, and blended into awind-ragged stand of trees and bushes where the
old plateau road had once passed, on the east side.

Shellabarger beat his hat againgt his pants, replaced it on hiswispy gray hair, and said, “Next.”

TheAepyornis had watched the other animals over the wall of her enclosure. As soon as Shellabarger
opened her gate, she legped out, knocking him on hisrear, and dashed for the bridge. Then, abruptly,
sheturned and emitted a heartfelt screech of darm. She ran back, stopped by the enclosure, then tried to
run south. The roustabouts gave chase and caught up with her only because she hesitated before the
soldiers and the tents. Colond de Badajoz remained seated, but gripped the arms of his camp chair
firmly.

Waving their hats, Keller and Kasem herded her back toward Shellabarger. Shelooked at him
indignantly, asif betrayed.

“It' syour home, dammit,” Shellabarger said to her. “Y ou have to go home.”

Mrs. Birdqueen lifted her left foot asif to strike out at the trainer, but then lowered it, and dropped her
head aswell. She squawked plaintively, then gave several melodious, fluting cdls.

Shellabarger approached dowly. Shelifted her long neck and ruffled her body feathers. Shellabarger
gave asigna and she dropped her head down from its queenly altitude of twelve feet. She stared him
graight in the eye with her round, blinking orb, beak agape.

Then she shook hersdlf vigoroudy and backed away. With great dignity, head held high and neck curved
like the body of aquestion mark, she walked with elegant, high steps up to the bridge, stopped, and
caled again, sounding like the dto pipes on apump organ.

The avisaurstrilled back a her from their cage.

Shellabarger ran past Peter and said, “I’ m changing my plans. Help me grab the avisaurs. They’ |l hang
around here dl day if welet them loose by themselves, but they’ |l follow Mrs. Birdgueen anywhere.”

Peter helped Shellabarger remove the toothed birds from their cages. The trainer handed Kdller and
Peter leather padsto protect their skin from flexing talons. The trainer carried two of them on his
shoulders, where they flapped and screeched loudly. Peter held two more, feding their sharp clawsdigin
even through the leather, and Kéeler the remaining two.

Mrs. Birdqueen had waited patiently for her circus mates. Now, she started across the bridge. Released
directly behind her, the avisaurs hopped and ran aong the bridge, dternating between roadrunner gait
and bird gait, tail feathers spread wide, wings extended. For amoment, Peter was afraid one of the
toothed birds might jump off the bridge, but for dl their clownish darting, they stayed on the span.

Mrs. Birdgqueen reached El Grande, turned, and rose to her full height. She stretched her stubby flightless
wings. Two of the avisaursran around her and flapped a dozen yards across the grass and broken
macadam. One made it to the top of awind-polished rock and called to the others from its perch. The
Aepyornis shook her body and head onefinal time and followed the same route the struthios had taken,
into the brush.

One avisaur stayed on itsrock perch, watching them. The other toothed birds disappeared without a
backward glance.

Shellabarger walked dowly away from the bridge. He idly patted his pockets for nonexistent cigarettes,
then looked at Peter and gave him asmirk. One anima remained: the venator.



Catdinasaid to thetrainer, “ Congratul ations, sefior. Y our big animals have madeit.”
“Onemoreto go. Thevenator’ sno lightweight,” Shellabarger said.

The woman turned to Anthony. He raised his camera and took her picture. She smiled. Everyone's
Spirits seemed raised by the sight of the animals set free. Peter wastoo exhilarated to feel even atwinge
of concern.

“Sammy’ sgoing to missus,” he told Shellabarger, following him toward the venator’ s cage.

Shellabarger grunted and told Billie to bring Dagger’ struck around to the bridge. The venator lurched a
few inches asthe truck started, but remained squatting. “1 hope he hasn't got sores and blood poisoning,
gtting likethat,” thetrainer said.

Thetruck rolled to within ten feet of the concrete ramp.

“All right, let’ s get that runway built,” Shellabarger said. The workers and roustabouts gathered around
the pieces of cage and began to move them into place.

Catalinaand her brothers approached OBie and Ray. “Y ou may shoot from the other side, if you wish,”
shesad. “It is permitted for abrief time.” She gave Anthony alook that Peter was dl too familiar with.
Hisfather attracted the looks of many women. “Y ou should get pictures from El Grande, too.”

OBielooked up from the big camerato Ray. “You go,” he said. “I’ ve been on the plateau before.”

Ray and Anthony moved toward the bridge. Peter looked at Shellabarger. The trainer cocked his head
to oneside. “Y our work’ sdone here,” he said. “ Go on across and get your fill. It may bethe last timefor
a,1y Of US.”

Peter ran, then caught himsalf, dowed, and walked quickly to the ramp to join hisfather and Ray on the
ramp before the bridge. “May | go, to0?" Peter asked.

Anthony faced the length of the bridge, one hand on his Leica, the other stuck firmly in his pocket.
“Looks pretty safe from here. We Il only be there for afew minutes.”

Peter grinned.

“It'll look better in the magazine, with your picture, stlanding on El Grande,” Anthony added. They started
acrossthe bridge.

Ray carried the portable camera on his shoulder. “ A few panicky shotsto complete the effect,” he said.
“Lord, my handsare trembling.”

They waked down the ramp on the opposite side. Black clouds flowed overhead, threstening morerain.
Across the chasm, on Pico Poco, the milling people seemed incredibly far away. The rushing updraft
muffled the clanging and hammering of the cage pieces being assembled for Dagger’ srunway.

They stopped. Peter scuffed his boot in theloose gravel and mud covering the sandstone surface.
“It feels pretty sacred, doesn't it?” Anthony asked.
Peter nodded. His pams were swesaty evenin the cool air.

“Glad you came?’



He nodded again. Words would not come easly.

Ray dutifully recorded the people on the opposite side, then framed the venator. “I’d love to get a shot of
himwaking right by here,” he said, swinging his hand to the foot of the ramp.

“Pretty expendve shot,” Peter said.

“No doubt,” Ray murmured, one eyein the viewfinder, panning the cameradowly, the other eye haf
open and unfocused. “Nooo-0-000 doubt.”

Peter studied the rocky mounds. Thisend of El Grande sank dowly into ashallow bowl filled with
rock-strewn jungle. The rocks between the edge of the chasm and the bowl formed adifficult maze
amost amilewide, with some open areas of as much as an acre; but mostly the maze conssted of tight
little passageways, wandering in twisted confusion for hundreds of yards. Unless one knew a secret path
or hacked through the thick patch of jungle growing over the old road on the eastern side, it could take
daysto get to the bowl.

Not that Peter was considering such athing.

Helooked across the chasm at the workers. They had erected the cage runway and were now wiring
and cabling it to the bridge. Shellabarger stood with his back to them. OBie and the film crew were
rearranging the tracks and dolly.

Peter wondered what it would be like to be done on the Grand Tepui, on Kahu Hidi, as Billi€ sfather
had been.

Ray set the camera down and flexed his shoulders. “ All my life, this place has haunted me. Nobody
wanted my space creatures and mythical beings. . . They kept saying, ‘' Look, we have dl the mongters
we want right here and now. Why make’ em up?” He shook his head. “For OBie and me, El Grande
has been the bane of our existence. But you know what?”

He gazed acrossthe rocks. A few drops of rain spattered on the sandstone around them.
“I forgiveit,” Ray sad. “ Just being here, | forgive everything.”

“Timeto come back,” Shellabarger called over thewind. “We re going to hook er up.” Already they
had fastened one side of the runway to the cage and dung the ramps from the bed of the venator’ struck.

The workers clustered around the cage. Soldiers milled afew yards from the edge of the chasm, rifles
dung. Peter sawel Colonel standing with his adjutants near the truck with the broken windshield. He did
not understand why he could be here and the Indians could not. It seemed manifestly unfair.

“Let’snot overstay our welcome,” Anthony said. “Wouldn't want to have to explain to your mom why
you were esten.”

Peter saw aman running from the middle of the workers. It was Billie. He jumped through the gap in the
cage runway and sprinted across the bridge. The Indians and mestizos scattered in dl directionsfrom the
bridge, asif to create adiverson. Before the three of them could move, Billie was across. Shots rang out
over the chasm.

“Get down!” Anthony shouted, pushing Peter’ s shoulder. They dropped. Bullets ricocheted from the
bridge and pocked the ground around Billie, who passed less than twenty feet from where they lay on the
rock. Peter heard voices shouting in Spanish, loudest among them the colond’s. Herolled and twisted to
seeif Billiewould be hit.



Bullets sprayed chips from the grotesque mounds ahead of Billie and the sandstone at hisfeet, but he
seemed to have acharm. Peter sarted to get up, but Anthony dammed him down again, pressing his
cheek into the mud.

“Stay down!” hisfather ordered. The soldiers on the edge were joined by their comrades, and aforest of
rifle barrels contended in the crowd for open space to shoot. Smokerosein thick puffsasif froma
shoating gdlery.

In seconds, Billie darted across the macadam and grass and plunged behind atall pillar wind-carved into
the profile of an old man. “He madeit!” Peter said.

“Down!” Anthony repeeted harshly.

OBie and the camera crew had trained the camera on Billie as he made his break. Now OBie turned the
lens on the soldiers. The workers who had scattered had come to a stop well behind the commotion,
dropping to their knees or lying flat on their ssomachs, asif expecting to be shot at aswell. Some soldiers
turned asif to do just that, aming their rifles back toward the end of the road to Pico Poco, but the tall
adjutant waved hisarm, shouting orders not to fire.

The Mendezes stood in the way. Shellabarger remained by Dagger’ s cage, but Wetherford, Kdler, and
Kasem were crawling and running bent over toward the trucks.

“Stop shooting!” Anthony cdlled. “For God' s sake, stop shooting!”

Shellabarger walked toward the soldiers near the edge, holding out his hand. They had emptied their clips
and now there was nothing worth shooting at. They stood like exhilarated children, some solemnly
reloading, others smiling and laughing.

“Hemust come back!” thetall adjutant cried, hisvoice dulled by the risng wind.El Colonel wasfurious.
He screamed at the Mendezes. Catalinaignored him and resolutely stalked toward the bridge. Her
brothers followed with less conviction. She pushed through the gap between the unfastened side of the
runway and the bridge girders, intent apparently on retrieving Billie sngle-handedly.

Out of the corner of hiseye, Peter saw the venator rise from his crouch. Shellabarger turned at the noise.

The venator svung histail againgt the cage and tucked hisforearms againgt his chest. With hisfull weight
he dammed into one side, and then back against the other. The truck wobbled. The soldiers crouched,
rifles down by their sides, uncertain what to do. Nothing had prepared them for this.

The Mendezes stopped halfway acrossthe bridge. The soldiers on thelip of the chasm crouched and
backed away.

Shellabarger approached the cage. Peter could not see hisface. The venator dammed back and forth
again, making the truck’ s springs squed. Part of the cage snapped and sent a piece of meta whizzing.

“Jesus,” Anthony said. Peter’ sfather never sore that way.

Ray lifted the camerafrom the ground with alook of focused concentration. Everything seemed to
happen in dow motion. The Mendezes stopped on the bridge and turned around, asif Billiewere no
longer important.

The venator’ s assault skewed its cage on the truck bed. Jorge, who had replaced Billie behind the whedl
of the truck, leaped from the cab and stood afew feet from Shellabarger, holding up hishands asif trying
to cam the beast. The venator let out a painful, rasping shriek. Jorge, too, broke and ran.



Shdllabarger stood his ground.

The cage leaned. The venator made a querulous clucking noise, then shrieked again asthe cage did on its
bottom plate, caught once more, and toppled from the side of the truck, torquing the runway. Bolts

snapped sharply.
Peter opened his mouth, but there was no time to scream.

Shelabarger held up hishands. The cagefdl on him with aresounding clangor. The full weight of the
cage and the venator covered the trainer and Peter could not see him. He felt hisfather wrap hisarms
around him but shook loose, crying out.

Dagger

The venator kicked at the ruined cage with al the might of his powerful feet, sngpping more bolts. The
beast screamed like ahuge woman, voice as big as the sky. The remaining soldiers darted back and forth
like frightened mice, then ran for the road.

“My God,” Ray sad, il filming. “What can we do?’
Anthony looked at the rocks and the brush.

“Nothing,” hesaid. “Not yet.” To Catalinaand her brothers, he waved and shouted, “ Get off the bridge!
Come over to thisside!”

But the trio seemed frozen, gripping the rails beside the bridge roadway. Anthony snapped two pictures
of the mayhem, then handed the L eicato Peter and ran for the bridge.

The venator broke through the top of the cage. He rolled and grunted and kicked free of the entangling
bars.

The Mendezes suddenly made their move. They ran for Pico Poco.

“No!” Anthony and Ray cried out smultaneoudy. “Come back!” Anthony reached the bridge but did not
Cross.

The woman looked back at them, then darted between the broken pieces of runway, followed by her
brothers. They dashed al-out for the closest truck. The workers, Wetherford, the roustabouts, the film
crew, al had scattered, leaving only OBie standing by the side of the cliff and Shellabarger beneeth the
ruins of the cage.

The venator rolled from side to side, kicking out with oneleg and then the other, until he came upright,
legs drawn up, feet flat againgt the ground. He pushed with hisforelimbs, which hardly seemed strong
enough to hold aquarter of hisweight, and stood in delicate balance, muscles quivering, tail jerking down
behind. Helifted his head to the sky.

The ground shook with histriumphant roar. All of twenty years of rage and confinement, of being
endaved, blew loose in that roar and echoed from the rocks behind them. If ever a sound had acolor,
that one did, and the color was blood.



OBie backed toward the edge of the cliff. For amoment, Peter thought he might step off.

Catdinaand her brothers crowded into the truck’ s cab. The truck’s engine started and thick black
smoke shot from its stacks. Gears ground and the truck spun its rear tires and jerked ahead. The venator
leaned forward, pivoting on its hind legs, nose pointed straight out at the truck. With agrunt and a deep
chirrup, he covered the ground between in four great bounds, claws digging up showers of dust and
gravel. With anotherchirrup Dagger leaped onto the back of the truck. He butted his head against the
rear of the cab, denting the metal on one side and shattering the rear window. Thetruck veered left and
then right and Dagger lost his balance and toppled off.

The venator landed on his side and thigh with an awful thump, two tons of flesh hitting hard. He crumpled
and lay till for long seconds. From their position, Peter could not seeif the anima was bregthing.

“He sdead,” Ray said.
“He' sknocked thewind out,” Anthony said. The truck rumbled down the road and below therise.

Except for OB, the staging area before the bridge was now deserted. OBie turned. He seemed
stunned, hisjaw hanging open, arms haf extended, asif he expected someone to take his hand.

“Quick—come on across!” Ray shouted.

OBiejerked asif shocked. “What the hell good will that do?” he called. “We Il be stuck. God only
knowswhat’ s on that side!” He approached the collapsed cage. Rubbing his hands on his pants, asif
expecting some very unpleasant work, he bent and peered at Shellabarger.

“Ishedive?” Anthony shouted.

The venator’ s upper leg rotated afew degreesin its hip socket. His chest shuddered and rose and fell;
dirt fanned from his nogtrils.

“Heain't moving,” OBie said. “He' s pressed pretty tight under there.. . . lots of blood on hishead.”

Peter felt Sick. He had never been so afraid; al he wanted was someplace to go where he could throw
up. Anthony stepped out onto the bridge. “ Peter,” he said. “If the venator gets up again, get some
pictures. I'm going acrossto help OBie.”

“I'll go, too,” Peter said.

“Y ou stay here. Nobody knows how fast that anima can move.”

Ray put his hand on Peter’ s shoulder. “He sright,” he said. “If they need help, they’ll let us know.”
“What can they do?’

“Get that cage off Vince, maybe,” Ray said.

OBiefound apry bar left by the workmen. Anthony stepped off the far end of the bridge, surveyed the
venator where he lay about fifty yards away, and jogged to help OBie lift the edge of the cage.

“They’ll need our help,” Peter said, and he started for the bridge.

The venator lifted his head, snorted and growled loudly, and rolled onto his back, stretching hislegsand
amsdowly intotheair asif waking from along, leisurely nap.



“Hold it!” Ray shouted.

Peter stopped, eyes wide. Anthony and OBie worked even more frantically on the cage and wrenched
away one Sde, leaving Shellabarger ill pinned benegth.

The venator turned his head and stared with both eyes directly at them. “Dad!” Peter caled.

Theanima turned to the sound of Peter’ svoice and rolled on hisside like aplayful dog. Herolled back
and forth twice, flexed hislegs, and with one amazing swing, flung himself over and up onto hisfeet. He
was off balance, however, and teetered, faling again with adam onto the rocky ground. The venator
groaned and blinked, then kicked hislegs out and began al over again.

Anthony said something to OBie and they got up from their crouch. Ray joined Peter at the bridge and
grabbed his shouldersfirmly. Peter tried to jerk loose. “ Stay here,” Ray said. “He knowswhat to do.”

Dagger swung up again onto hisfeet, leaning forward on hislong, wiry arms. With another jerk of histail,
he regained his upright stance and shook his head vigoroudly. Then he pivoted, brought his head low and
level with hisbody and extended tail, and ssomped toward OBie and Anthony.

The two men broke into arun—taking opposite directions. Dagger made aquick decision and veered
toward OBie. Anthony saw this and darted across his path, taking a shortcut toward the bridge. The
venator leaned to one side and snapped at Anthony’ s head, jaws meeting inches from his whipped-back
hair. Anthony flung the pry bar with asidearm swing that struck the venator full in the snout. Dagger drew
back and shook his head, blinking in pain, but dowed only for an ingtant. This gave OBietimeto swerve
like abroken-field runner in football. He sivung around behind the venator. Dagger’ stail lashed out and
clipped hisarm, nearly knocking him down; he stumbled onto one hand, legs still churning, and knelt
briefly before getting to hisfeet. Scrabbling, the venator dug his clawsinto the gravel and rock.

It seemed impossible for such alarge animal to change course so quickly, but there was no arguing with
redity; Dagger was within yards of the bridge before OBie joined Anthony near the broken runway.
They pushed through the dismantled cages and started across.

Peter ran out onto the bridge to meet hisfather before he conscioudy knew hislegs were moving. Ray
ran beside him, trying to grab hisarm. “ Peter! For God' s sake!”

OBie and Anthony made it about athird of the way across while Dagger tore apart the runway. Sections
of steel barsflew as helifted one broad foot and clawed and kicked.

Anthony shouted for Peter to go back. Peter stopped and Ray ran into and over him, and both fell onto
the deck of the bridge. Through the metal plating, Peter could see the bottom of the chasm between Pico
Poco and El Grande, thousands of feet below, and acurioustiny curve of white water like asilver snake.
Anthony yanked him up by hisleft arm; OBie did the same with Ray, whose nose streamed blood.

Peter looked back and suddenly understood the glare of the basilisk, the hypnotic gaze of the cobra
beforeits prey. Dagger stood before the bridge and drew back to legp. Anthony jerked on Peter’ sarm,
nearly unsocketing it. The end of the bridge on El Grande seemed very far away; the distanceto Pico
Poco seemed little more than a step or two, telescoped, the view closing into atunne of shock around
the gaping mouth of the venator, till drawing back, back, legs splayed, al his musclestensing like stedl
bands beneath his gleaming skin. The sun caught the animal’ s eyeslike twin arcs on awelding torch; he
lowered his head and the eyes became pits of night.

Dagger’ sarms pushed out first, and then the venator sprang forward. Hislegp took him agood five
yards over the bridge. Peter felt the pain in hisarm, and another pain as Anthony jerked him forward



agan. They werelessthan three running strides from El Grande, but that wasllittle relief; the venator
would be on them in seconds.

The shock of Dagger’ s landing knocked them off their feet and dammed the bridge on both sdeswith a
hideous groan and a deep ringing bell-tone on the concrete abutments. Peter nearly dipped through the
wide-spaced iron bars of the railing. He hung on grimly with both hands and saw once morethe cleft’s
distant bottom. Showers of rust and flakes of corrosion fell like aghostly russet curtain into the abyss.

He could not help looking back over his shoulder once more, though he was convinced Dagger’ sjaws
would be wrapped around him in an ingtant; but the dinosaur had hesitated.

The bridge swayed severa feet back and forth on its rotating foundation. It swung away from the
concrete abutment on the El Grande side, scraping and flinging sparks, and the ramp dropped, damming
hard against dirt and rock.

Anthony fell back on his hands and knees. “ Crawl!” he shouted to Peter, but the bridge shuddered
violently beneath them and they dl fdl on their somachs, fingers clinging to narrow gapsin the deck.

The venator made aquerulous grumble, then screeched with darm asthe bridge did sdeways. His head
cracked into the support beams and his two-ton weight strained the pivot even more severdly. The
concrete crumbled and bolts gave way.

Hand over hand, Peter reached the end of the bridge. Hisfingers touched dirt and sandstone; hefelt the
rough, painful grit beneath hisfingernails and bloodied thetips of hisfingers asthe bridge swung again. He
heard OBie cough behind him, and wondered where his father was, and saw Ray crawling with a
determined frown to hisright, asif looking for something he had dropped.

Once again, as he kicked forward, Peter looked back. The venator took astep in their direction and the
bridge dropped severd feet below the swinging foundation. A cloud of rust gathered at that end and rust
fell from the girders and support beamsdl around.

“It'sgoing! Get clear!” That was Anthony shouting hoarsaly. Somehow, everyone had gotten around
Peter and was now ahead of him.

Dagger hesitated again, nostrils twitching. Fury gave way to inginct. The venator pushed back one step,
then two, miraculoudy staying on hisfeet asthe bridge dipped another few inches and swayed, dl its
weight now resting on the support girders where they had shoved into the rock. The roadbed girders
grated againg the cliff’ sface; the bridge was held by little more than two sticks of iron and its wedged
position.

Pebblesflew off into the chasm and the bridge dipped another foot.

The venator turned and kicked. The bridge made atooth-grinding, tortured-metal roar and fell away
beneath the animal. OBie and Ray rolled onto the rock of El Grande and Anthony grabbed Peter’ sarm
once more, hisfingers hard as stedl. Peter suddenly hung in space and dapped againgt the cliff face,
mashing hisside and cheek. He cried out in pain. He was sure he was falling, but Anthony’sgrip
tightened and Ray and OBie held Anthony’ swaist, and al together, with a pig-grunt heave, they pulled
him over the edge.

Asit fdl, the bridge made aterrible grinding and screeching, the sound echoing and diminishing, until a
find digtant tinny bang ended it dl.

Peter lay on his back, wrapped in pain, and stared up at the sky.



“Mary Mother of God,” OBie said reverently.
“Amen,” Anthony said.

Ray sat with knees drawn up, rubbing his bloody lip and nose. He drew his hand away, stared at the
smear of blood, and then focused his attention across the chasm, to Pico Poco.

“I'll be damned,” he said, and shook his head once asif to scare off amosquito.

Peter, ill dazed, turned and saw Dagger standing by the shattered foundation of the bridge. The
venator’ sribs rose and fell rapidly, and histongue peeked purplish pink between hislong narrow teeth
like a piece of raw beef. Hisfeet and thighs were bloody from numerous deep gouges, and blood
streamed from his nose and the side of his head. One eye was swollen shut. Dagger turned hismassve
head and surveyed them with the remaining eye like a battered prizefighter.

“Hemadeit,” Anthony said in disbelief.

Peter sat up, cradling hiswrenched left arm in hisright hand.
The bridge was gone.

“We'restuck,” he said.

“At least until the crew comes back and shoots that son of abitch,” OBie said passonatdly. “ They can
rig arope bridge and we'll swing across, and then, by God . . .” He stood and brushed off his pants. “By
God, I'm going back to Los Angeles and take along hot shower and never go any goddamned place

aganinmy life”

Anthony shook hishead and gave his son awide, amost maniaca smile. “You dl right?’ he asked.
“Yeah,” Peter said.

“Let melook at you.”

Anthony touched his son’sarm solicitoudy. Peter made aface and sad, “It' sdl right, really,” and they dl
froze. Through the whispering harshness of the wind they listened to something, not the venator;
something ontheir side of the chasm, a sound Peter had never heard before.. . .

Likethecry of ahuge eagle.

BOOK

TWO

Chapter One

OBie stared north at the wind-scul pted rocks of El Grande' smaze. “It'sbeen along timesince I’ ve
heard that cry,” hesaid, “and | don’'t welcomeit.”



“What isit?’ Anthony asked.

“Could beasmdl avisaur trying to scareus,” OBie said. “But | don’t think s0.” Heturned inacircle,
clearly uneasy, scrutinizing the plateau, the maze, the deeply overgrown road reaching around the eastern
gde of the maze. “WEe re out in the open here. All the noise could have attracted something . . . We
should wait in the rocks for our peopleto get back.”

“Does't ook like they’ re coming back,” Anthony said grimly.

“It takes more than adinosaur to scare off motion picturefolks,” OBie said. He gave Peter awink. “I'll
be charitable and suppose the circus fellows will come back, too.”

The venator paced restlesdy on the edge of Pico Poco, grunting and grumbling like an old man fretting
over some overdue debt. He had perked up at the eagle shriek, aswell, but now seemed unconcerned.

A truck motor rumbled from the south, out of sight below the top of Fico Poco.

“That’ s probably them now,” Anthony said, patting Peter’ s head. He hadn’t done that to his son for at
least three years—at Peter’ srequest. Peter did not complain. Hewas relieved just to hear thetruck. The
roustabouts might bring more guns. They would have to shoot the venator, unfortunately—he didn’t think
they’ d be able to capture him dive. They probably would not want to, after what had happened to
Shelabarger.

“IsVince dead?’ Peter asked.
“Hewas mighty ill,” OBiesaid. “I didn’t havetimeto check hispulse”

Peter thought that when the venator got hungry, it would forget them long enough to lift the barsand pry
Shellabarger loose. End of along story.

Ray pointed. “Look!” Two men were climbing over the rise onto the top of Pico Poco, about two
hundred yards south of where they stood. Peter could not see them clearly enough to identify them, but
Anthony said, “It's Arnie Kasem and one of the Mendez brothers.” A third appeared. “ And there' sRob
Kdler.

“Nobody from our crew?’ OBie asked, disappointed. He shielded his eyes and squinted.

“Not yet,” Anthony said. Keller waved at them but did nothing to attract the attention of the venator. He
dowly and dramaticdly flapped his hands up and down, asif trying to fly. Then he sivooped hisarm out.

“What'shetrying to say?’ Ray asked.
OBie shook his heed. “Do they have guns?”
“No,” Anthony said.

“There' s some of our crew, and some of the Indians, too,” Anthony said. Four more men came up over
therise, and again they heard the truck.

The truck ascended thetrail dowly, smoke belching from its stacks. Soldiers crowded the truck bed. The
venator turned at the diesel noise and faced the truck, long tail switching stiffly back and forth.

With aswing of hishead and abackward glance at hisintended prey, still inaccessible across the chasm,
Dagger took one step away from the edge, then another, and leveled himsalf head to tail before breaking
into aswift trot. He was going to confront this renewed threst immediately and head-on. The thump of his



feet on the rocky surface and the sound of his grunting breaths increased as he picked up speed. Peter
watched the play of musclesin histhighs and back with ashiver of admiration.

“They’ll shoot him now,” OBie said. He did not gppear particularly convinced or even happy about that.
Thetruck bed became ahaze of smoky bursts pierced by brief muzzle flashes. A bullet struck the rock
next to Ray, and another whizzed past Peter’ s head.

They al dropped as more bullets flew by. The venator’ s speed increased to fifteen, eighteen, twenty
miles an hour. The dender muscular legs pounded faster. Peter heard a steady crack-crack-crack of
riflesand pistols. Whether any of the bullets hit the anima, he couldn’t tell—but none dowed him down.

They heard shouting and then screams as the venator closed on the men. Kasem and Kdller ran for the
truck and hoisted themselves on, as did Mendez. The other workers retreated and scattered. The truck
backed down the grade, and still the venator ran faster and faster.

“My God, my God,” OBie said, getting to hisknees. Anthony lifted himself asif doing a push-up and
peered across the chasm and plateau.

All the men and the truck had retreated. The venator stopped at the far side of the rise. Distant pops rang
out, more desultory gunfire. Dagger shook his heed, asif bothered by flies.

They stood. OBielooked disgusted enough to spit. “We' |l have to take care of ourselves. We can cut
some strong vines in the jungle beyond these rocks, north of the maze,” he said. “Maybe we can hook up
with Billie, wherever he'sgot to. You' d think al this noise would bring that Indian back—unless he kept
on running.”

The venator swiveled quickly on hisbig three-toed fedt.
“Hedoesn't look hurt,” Ray said.

Dagger returned at a steady gait to the rim to assume hisvigil once more. Peter’ sheart sank. Even across
the chasm, the venator’ s appearance made Peter want to run—or just lie down and wait to die.

Anthony raised his cameraand took apicture.

“Theymust have hit him,” Ray said, and took a deep, shuddering breath in frustration.
“| doubt that anybody over thereisacrack shot,” Anthony said.

“If you'd had agun—" Peter began.

“Yeah,” Anthony said peevishly. “Well, none of ushasagun.”

Nodtrils twitching, the venator leaned over the chasm. His eyesremained focused on the four of them and
the long tail made an audibleswoosh with each swing back and forth. Bright bloody spots on his breast
and muzzle marked fresh wounds.

“Theydid get him,” Peter said, awed.
“Looksthat way,” OBiesaid, “but it hasn't dowed him any.”

Clouds of flies buzzed around the anima. Dagger paid them no mind. He squatted on hisbelly and
twisted hishead to lick a blood on hisflank. He couldn’t quite reach the wound. With a patient, resigned
look, like a cat about to take anap, he snapped hisjaw shut and blinked dowly.



“We could be here all night before the crews regroup and think of aplan,” Ray said.
“I hopethey’rein radio contact with somebody,” Anthony said.

“Peter, you forgot our deeping bags,” OBie said.

“Sorry,” Peter said.

“And dinner,” Ray said. The cameraman gave Peter alopsided grin. Everybody wastrying to act brave,
but their faces were ashen with concern.

“Nobody said they wanted apicnic,” Peter said. He thought of Shellabarger. The contrast between their
forced banter and the trainer lying under the collapsed cage made his eyeswell up with tears. Peter went
to hisfather and Anthony put hisarmsaround him.

OBielooked a them with afunny expression, asif aknife had just been twisted in him. He said, “It'll be
dark shortly. We might get our chanceif Dagger there bleeds alittle more and gets woozy. Maybe we
should scout out Some vinesin case we can crossin the morning.”

“A hundred feet of vines?’ Anthony said dubioudy. “I don't know if that will work.”

“There are vinesin the forest three times aslong asthat, and tough asleather,” OBie said. “TheIndians
cdl themmamure. ”

Again camethe horrible, high-pitchedskreee from farther north in El Grande. It did not seem close, but it
was|oud.

“That isn't anything small,” Ray said. He rubbed hishand back from his high forehead through hishair to
his neck.

OBi€e seyeswere wide with large dark pupils. “Yeah,” he agreed, voice shaky.

“Could it be adeath eagle?’ Peter asked, his mouth suddenly parched. Maybe OBie doesn’t want to
scare us—but I’d sure rather know.

OBiedidn't answer. He picked up apebble and flung it at the ground. “ The hell with waiting here,” he
sad. “That bastard has no intention of dying. Let’sgo hidein therocks.”

Peter followed Anthony and Ray acrossthe clearing. OBielingered for amoment, hands stuffed deep in
his pockets, shaking his head regretfully. Then hejogged to catch up with them.

Therocksin the tumult of the maze seemed even more gnomish and unnatural asthe day ended. Tortured
dark clouds hurried above the tepui again, frantic with rain, swooping sunset shadows over the outlines of
faces and creatures Peter kept seeing in therocks. A cool breeze and thick cold drops quickly followed.

“This could have gone alot better,” OBie said, squeezing into a narrow passage.
Anthony tucked the Leicain hisjacket. Ray il carried the portable movie camera
“I"ve got about two minutes of film left,” Ray said to Anthony. “How about you?’
“Ten shots” Anthony said.

Peter followed hisfather between two pillars. Moisture dripped down the granular face of the rock. A
few lichens hung like green beards from ajutting stone chin. Looking up, he saw asmal date-black frog



gtaring down at them from acrevice. It blinked shiny black eyes and retrested out of sight.
“It won't belong now,” OBie said with no confidence whatsoever.

Theskreeee sounded again, followed by another cry, a heart-stopping bellow of pain and terror. They
ingtinctively backed up against the walls of the narrow passage. Peter’ s shirtback was soaked by the
dripping moisture and he trembled both from chill and fear.

The cry of pain returned, weaker and sadder, subsiding into resigned groans and then black silence. Rain
pattered. A mournful whistle rose between the rocks. The sky overhead gloomed charcoa with flinty
details. Everything smelled of water and earth and something else—afaint scent of the cagesin thecircus,
acloying blunt bird smell.

“No lanterns, no coats, no food,” OBie said. “We are the prize chumps of dl time.”

Peter fingered the clasp knifein his pocket. Night came quickly and they huddled between the rocks.
Peter thought it would be impossible to deep, but he underestimated how tired he was. He jerked himself
out of atroubled doze to seethin rips of dawn spreading over aclearing sky. He pushed himsdlf out of a
clump of lichen and branches, brushing scraps of moss from his hair, and redlized someone had made a
pillow for him. He rubbed his eyes and saw Ray and OBie standing farther back in the maze, talking
oftly.

“Wecould get lost in hereredly easy,” Ray sad, voice clear inthe quiet.

“I’ve been through here before, twice,” OBie said. 1 should recognize the key landmarks. But
everything’sgrown. I’ d swear even the rocks have changed.”

“Y ou don't see anything familiar?’ Ray asked.

“Not yet, damnit,” OBiereplied. “There sfacesdl over, and animals, too. Somewhere around here
there’ san old Indian with ahooked nose. . .” Hetapped his own nose with hisfinger. “1 know the main
sde route to the east around the maze, where we used to bring out the animals, but it's completely
overgrown now. Still, we might try it—if we had a couple of machetes.”

Anthony pushed into the gap between the pillars, returning from the edge of the chasm. “How’ sit going?’
he asked Peter.

“I fed alot better,” Peter said. “But thirsty . . . and redlly hungry.”

“We do get used to three squares aday, don’'t we?’ Anthony said. “ Dagger’ s ill on patrol. Doesn't
look like anybody’ s planning to come back soon. Maybe they’ re waiting for Sears Roebuck to deliver a
howitzer.”

Ray and OBiejoined them. “I can’'t find an easy path through these rocks,” OBie said. “1 know thereis
one. Billieran right through somewhere. . .”

“Nosggnof him, either,” Ray said. “ And nothing to eat.”
“We might find somefruit in thejungle,” OBie said. “Bananas,bijiguao fruit.”
“How big' sthe maze?’ Anthony asked.

“About two miles across. There are afew smal streams and there might still be aswamp somewherein
themiddle”



“I'mredly thirsty,” Peter repeated.
“Lick therock,” Anthony suggested.
Peter made aface.

“Redly. It works.”

“There swater pooled on top of some of these rocks, if you don't mind alittle scum and frog spawn,”
OBiesad. Peter cupped hishand against arivulet of water till dribbling down the side of arock and
gathered enough liquid in his pam to wet histongue and throat.

“We should agree on aplan,” Anthony suggested. “We might be here awhile. Isthere any way to climb
down on thisend?’

“Not that any Indian or white man hasfound in acouple of thousand years of searching,” OBiesaid. “It's
amile or more straight down, along stretches of rock smooth as a baby’ s bottom, but no digper pinsto
tie our ropeto, even if we had any rope.”

Peter saw a shapeflit across the gap between the pillars. For a second, he thought the venator had
somehow crossed the chasm and found them, but the shape had seemed shorter, smdler, darker. He
grabbed Anthony and Ray and pulled them back into the passage.

“Something’ sout there,” he said.
“Maybeit'sBillie” OBiesad.

“No. Ananimd.”

“Sammy, then.”

“Not that big.”

“Someon€e s going to have to peek out,” Ray said.
“Y ou volunteering?’ Peter asked.

Ray shook his head.

They heard a scrabbling on the rocks above. Peter and Anthony looked up intimeto see adark green
and brown animd finish itslegp over the passage. They discerned sumpy hind legsand along tail, and
then it was gone.

“It sashigasadog,” Anthony said.

OBie gtarted pushing them. “We |l take our chances deeper in,” he said. “Grab astick, arock, anything
you can find.” They walked and dithered and climbed through the winding cuts and gouges and passages,
stooping beneath ledges like jutting noses, sinking up to their anklesin marshy pits. After venturing fifty
yards or more into the maze, Anthony called ahdt in an open space about four yards wide.

They listened and looked all around.
“What do you think it was?’ Ray asked OBie.

“| didn’t seeit clearly,” OBiesaid. “Don’'t think I’'m an expert here, either. There slots of animalswe ve



never seen, much less captured.”

“Stay close. Don't get separated,” Anthony said. He reached for Peter’ sarm. They were both winded
from clambering over the rocks. Peter had skinned his knuckles and torn his pants. One knee was
bleeding. He could still smell the bird odor. He felt very exposed.

“Areyou sorry | brought you with me?” Anthony asked. Peter did not know what to say.
“Into danger,” Anthony said, eyes searching Peter’ sface.

Peter said, “It depends on whether | get eaten or not.”

Ray laughed and Anthony responded with afaint smile.

OBie hadn’t heard. “What wasthat?’ he asked.

“The success of our expedition,” Ray said dramaticaly, “depends on whether or not we get consumed by
thelocds.”

OBieglowered. “I have never felt so naked and helplessin my life, and I’ ve lived longer than any of
yw.”

“My father wasin Italy,” Peter said, awkwardly and unexpectedly defensive.

OBieturned hislips down and raised his brows in acknowledgment. “I wastoo old for thewar,” he said.
“Where would you rather be?” he asked Anthony.

“Italy or here?” Anthony chuckled. “No contest. Italy.”
“Battle or here,” OBie specified.
Anthony shrugged. “We don't haveto kill somebody eseto Say dive.”

His eyesfixed on something over Peter’ s head. Peter turned and lifted his gaze to the top of arock
shaped like apile of pancakes. Ray and OBielooked up aswell. A deek mottled brown and green head
watched them intently through large amond-colored eyes. The anima’ s body was dender and long and
bluish-black with white spots. It stood on four legs and was bigger than acat and smaler than abeagle.
It did not look particularly fierce. It turned itslong head sideways and opened its curving mandible,
reveding smdl sharp teeth.

“Don't ask mewhat itis,” OBie murmured. “I’ve never seen it before. May be one of the northern
animas come south.”

“Look at the canines,” Ray said. Peter examined the dog-like head. It resembled a squat, bowlegged,
hairless collie wrapped in lizard skin.

“I think it sakind of therapsid,” Ray said.

Another rose up, and athird, surrounding them in aprecise triangle. None seemed in any hurry. Peter
judged the distance across the open space. The animals could legp down on them easily.

Thefirgt animd raised its snout and gave awhistle. The whistle ended in ahoarse, guttura howl.

OBieraised his stick. Peter and Anthony clutched sharp-edged rocks in their hands. Ray seemed ready
to use the movie cameraasaclub. All three animals backed off with aquick but awkward-looking



Sde-legged gait until they were no longer visible.
“Damn,” Anthony said. “I didn’t get apicture.”

Swift as asnake gtriking, something leaped from a hole between two boulders and streaked into OBi€'s
sde. Hefdl on hisback with agrunt. Anthony caught a second animd on the Sde of its head with his
rock and it gave ahoarseyip. Peter saw the third running up beside him, head cocked, and raised his
rock; the animd scuttled sideways like acrab, jerking its gaze from Peter’ skneesto his head, sizing him

up.

OBi€ s attacker rolled away, then doubled back and legped again, catching OBi€ sarm initsjaws. OBie
brought the stick down hard on its head, jamming its upper teeth through his shirt into his skin but
stunning the animal before it could clamp down. OBie cried out. Peter’ sanima moved in and nipped at
hislegs, pushing him away from Anthony. Ray alone seemed free of an adversary. Hekicked at OBi€'s
stunned attacker and both of them retreated as two new animalsrushed in.

Peter concentrated on the thergpsid following him. The animal seemed content to snap and jump in quick
feints, leaping sdewaysjust in timeto avoid akick or the rock. Peter reached for a second rock and
lobbed it a the anima’ s head. The rock bounced from the top of its skull and it stopped for amoment,
shaking itsdf dl over.

“Go away!” Peter yelled. The thergpsid had forced him around severd turnsinto anarrow ravine. He
could not see any of the others, but he heard Ray and OBie shouting.

He stooped over, head up, hands out, backing into the ravine. “What do you want?’ he asked the
animd. He did not redlly expect to betold; it just seemed better to engage the beast in some sort of
conversation. The therapsid was clearly apack animal. There must be others around; it was probably
herding Peter toward another group and together they would bring him down.

Thethergpsid rolled itsyelow eyes. All of the noises it made—whines, growls, ashort high noiselike
keuf, keuf —sounded gravelly, rough,old. Peter tried to remember hisreading about El Grande. He
thought the thergpsids might be older than dinosaurs; he recalled them being related to mammals,
somehow.

“You'reoneof us” Peter said, “acoudn.” Theanima was not impressed. It rushed in again, snapping its
jawsinaquick blur, clawsticking on the rocks. Pebbles skittered beneath Peter’ s shoes and he dipped
and nearly fel.

“Y ou're not going to push me any farther,” Peter vowed, and backed up against a gouge in the sandstone
face, rock raised. The anima had been hurt once—its scaly, puffy-looking scalp oozed blood—and it
seemed unwilling to move in too close. It suddenly dropped down on its somach, legs crooked on all
sides, and lowered its head. It flattened itsjaw againgt the dirt and rock. It seemed to be listening.

Peter could no longer hear the others. Hefelt astab of panic at being separated from Anthony and got to
hisfeet, kicking out. The therapsid calmly watched Peter’ sfoot sail harmlesdy over its head, moving only
itseyes. Thenit lifted its head and snapped casudly at theair.

“You d makeadandy pet,” Peter said breathlesdy. He wondered why he felt better talking to the animd,;
it would be just as effective, he thought, trying to strike up a conversation with an adligator.



“Y ou and your friends want to crowd in here and strip me down to my bones, don’t you?’
Thethergosd whistled faintly.

Peter looked quickly to both sides to find the best escape route. “1 can’'t wait around,” he said. With a
grimace and aydll, he jumped away from the rock and brought hisleft boot hard againgt the animal’s
snout and thenitsSide, catching it by surprise.

He wanted to rgjoin the others, but al the rockslooked aike. He jumped down along, reasonably
sraight fissure and heard clawsticking and scratching andkeuf, keuf right behind. He did not dow to
look. With feet and heart pounding, hands deflecting him from jutting rocks, Peter half ran, half tumbled
down thislane.

He veered to the left, rounded a pillar rising from thick tufts of yellow grass, saw a broad open Stretch at
least twenty yards across, and ran like hdll, head back, arms pumping, filling hislungs with awhoop, tears
streaming from his eyes. He knew the therapsids were going to catch him in the open, surround him; he
knew he had made the wrong move. He had seen the exhibit in the American Museum of Natura History
of an ek surrounded by wolves, with dead and dying wolves scattered dl around; he did not think he
would avenge his death so well.

Something snagged his ankle and he pitched forward on hisface. An anima ran right over him. Peter
caught itsrear leg in hishands before it could turn, and with unexpected strength, he lifted the animal,
rolled, and siwung it back over hisbody. It thumped down on another therapsid and both screamed like
jackas. Peter’ sarm hurt like hdll at the effort, but he shouted triumphantly in spite of the pain and got to
hisfeet. “Come get me, you little bastardsl Come here and get me!”

Hefdt the spirit of Shellabarger at that moment, and the force of hisfather’ s defiance and strength all
rolled together, and he knew beyond any doubt he would be with the trainer in afew minutes, and he
didn’'t redly care. He would just do as much damage as he could in that short time, like the elk.

Five of the therapsids skulked with heads low and shoulders hunched. Two boulders flanked Peter; he
saw with some amazement that he had actually chosen a pretty good place to make a stand. He bent to
pick up the rock he had dropped and rotated it in his palm, sharp side foremost.

“Comeon,” he muttered to the animals. His face was scratched and muddy and his clothing was soaked
through.

None of the dog-lizards seemed ready to do more than stalk back and forth, weaving in and out of one
another’ s paths, yellow eyesfixed on Peter. They opened their long jaws and snapped them with distinct
toothyclops. Two of the animals bore spiny creststhat rose from their backs like hog bristles.

“You'recute, ” Peter said through clenched teeth. “ Y ou redly are.”

The anima that he had flung walked with adight limp and whigtled plaintively, jaw open and thick forked
purple tongue thrust limply out. It shook its head woozily and licked both sides of its upper jaw at once.

“I can't tell which of you are boys and which are girls,” Peter said. He did not fedl as brave as hiswords,
did not fed anything in particular, but it still seemed better—even necessary—to keep talking. When he
talked hefelt less done, and he hoped somebody—hisfather, OBie, Ray—would hear him and come
running.

Or maybe Peter was appedling directly to the dog-lizards, showing them that he was a pack hunter, too,
and it wouldn't be right to eat him. He had heard that wolves regarded humans asfellow hunters.



That’ s stupid. Wolves are a lot closer cousins to me than these fellows.

It was time to do something besides talk. He saw three more good-sized chunks of rock and bent to pry
them from the muck. The dog-lizards closed in. He stood erect with the rocks cradled in hisarms.

Thefirst rock he threw missed. It landed in the middle of the pack, however, and disrupted their pattern.
Two of the animals bumped into each other and snapped warnings, and a third—the limping
one—actualy retreated, licking its thick-whiskered chops and blinking rapidly. Peter threw another rock
and caught the animd with the highest fringe of bristlesright acrossits muzzle. It screeched and hunched
backward, nose bloody.

“YeaAAAHHH!” Peter shouted, waving the last two rocks and jumping at them.

Asif making an ingtant committee decision, dl five of the dog-lizards turned and ran, bumping into one
another, snarling and whining asthey lined up to dash back into the fissure single-file.

Peter stood aone, breath ragged, arock in each hand, too stunned to make amove.

| scared them off, he thought. Then, They’ re going back to get the others. They’re going to join up
with the rest of the pack and overwhelm Anthony and OBie and Ray.

Peter chased after them, down the lane, hoping the dog-lizards would guide him back to hisfather and
friends; hoping he might be some help in the bettle.

Chapter Two

Thewind picked up, blowing shrubs and smal trees back and forth with asound like whispering
crowds. Peter climbed up one rock aley and down another, listening for voices, but dl he heard were
ghosts: wind, blowing leaves, and once, adrawn-outthrum like the croak of ahuge frog. Muttering in
frugtration, arms and legs burning with exertion and his chest heaving, Peter found one of hisown
footprintsin amuddy patch and redlized he had comefull circle through the maze.

“Fether!” he caled. “OBie! Ray!”

No response. The wind subsided. A front of cloud settled over the plateau in billows and streamers.
Cloud filled the aleys and passageways between the rocks. Peter looked up and saw the late afternoon
sun surrounded by millions of water-drop sparkles; then the sun was shut out and agray uniformity
enveloped him. Water condensed on his clothes and soaked him through. He sneezed. He wiped hisface
and beaded hair with hisfingers, then sucked on the wet fingersfor moisture.

Findly, too exhausted to go on, unable to see more than a coupl e of feet ahead or behind, Peter stepped
into amuddy pool and knelt to get adrink. He pushed aside grass and agae, hesitated, then thought of
meaking akind of grassfilter to screen the larger pieces of muck. He sucked up the water through amesh
of grass blades and had hisfirst good drink in hours.

Something wriggled in his cheek. Tonguing the wriggler to hislips, he plucked aninsect larvafrom his
mouth and flung it aside.

After afew minutes of rest, Peter began to twitch. He had to do something, keep searching at least until
dark or he thought he would go crazy. He wondered what his mother would think, seeing himin this
gtuation; he could hardly believe where hewas himself. Tootired to be afraid, hisbody tingled &t the



obscene prospect of ending up in some anima’s somach.

Peter felt hisway through the cloud by hand. He advanced afew dozen yards down a series of zigs and
zags between boulders. His neck hair prickled. He sniffed a colder kind of air. Something was different.
Something had changed. Up ahead, the dense cloud seemed to swirl.

Hetook atentative step—

And hisfoot came down on nothingness. With a surprisedyawp, Peter tumbled out into space. He
grabbed atree branch and hung for a dizzying moment with one foot braced against rock and one hand
dipping dowly aong the bunched leaves of adick green limb. The clouds cleared benegth hisfeet,
showing him with nature’ sblind perversity just where he was. about amile above the Gran Sabana,
gpreading far beneath hiskicking foot like alumpy carpet of bread mold.

Peter did not make asound. He had to put all his energy into holding on. His grip tightened, yet his hand
continued to dide. Clumps of torn leaves fell spinning and whirling past his head. He saw birdswhedling
thousands of feet below and redized he must be on the western edge of thetip of the plateau. Had he
made it to the eastern sde, he would have encountered the overgrown roadway, not this cliff edge.

He brought up hisfree right hand and tried to grab the branch, but that only made his grip dip faster. His
bal ance shifted, hisfoot skidded loose, and he whirled about, damming into the rock with his chest and
nose. In astarburst of pain Peter saw a brown creeper hugging the cliff face. He grabbed that with his
free hand and prayed it would hold. His numb left hand did to the thin tip of the branch and tore more
leavesfree asit dipped completely off.

Hisfeet skipped down the rock and one boot’ stip fetched up against asmdl ledge. Peter closed his
eyes, certain he was going to sail out into space, but the creeper held. He dug both boot toes into the
ledge. His eyes opened again and he scooted himsdlf up afew inches, saw acrack in the rock, reached
up and jammed hisfingersinto the crack, propped histoe against aknob, shimmied hishand up the
creeper . . . Pulled with hisleft arm, causing more pain in hisshoulder. And again . . .

Every muscle tense with the certainty he was about to lose hisgrip and fal, hisfingers clawed against
sandy rock, he pulled on the creeper, pulled and clawed, dug in the toe of his boot and hung, and minutes
later he dung hisleg over the edge and rolled away from the cliff face.

His heart hammered, but he did not care about being hungry or thirsty or about his bleeding hands and
bruised face and knees and chest. He was dlive and that was more than enough.

The cloud flowed aside for amoment and Peter saw the sun setting over distant tepuis, limning thelr
slhouetteslike the hulks of ancient ships carved from dirty ice. They appeared frozen in the golden light,
floating in arough dusky seaof jungleand plains.

He could not believe an entire day had passed. It seemed only afew minutes since he had scared off the
dog-lizards.

His|eft shoulder throbbed. The ache grew as he watched the sunset until he cradled his arm and moaned.
Hisfather had jerked that arm hard, saving hislife the day before. Peter had jerked it again faling over
the edge. Now the abused limb was taking the opportunity to complain.



The sweetness of smply being dive passed too quickly. In afew minutes, as dark closed and cloud
damply blanketed everything once more, Peter felt himself wrapped in fire. He crawled into anarrow
gpace between two rocks, made sure it was empty of vermin—scaring away alarge brown spider with a
mouse in its mandibles—and curled up. Body throbbing, forehead hot as afurnace, he closed his eyes.
He envied the spider. At least it knew where it was and had food. He should have fought it for the
mouse.

Half ddlirious, he dreamed of challenging spiders and scorpions with astick and arock. Findly, heran
into anest of wasps shaped like a huge flower, and addicate, buzzing voice invited him into the nest for
nectar and roast tapir.Wachedi, the buzzing voice said.

Hejerked himsdlf awake before the queen wasp could sink her sting into his shoulder. It was so dark he
could not tell he had his eyes open.

He caled out weskly for hisfather, then fell back into troubled deep. Thistime he dreamed of maggots
burrowing in the Earth. He was one of them. It was so comforting to be surrounded by hisfellows, so
soothing not to be completely aone.

Chapter Three

Peter heard avoice.

“You arelogt, Peter Belzoni! | walked amogt to the jungle, past the swamp, but | hear al these noises.
So | come back.”

Peter sat up and rubbed deep from his eyes. Someone had ahand on his shoulder and the shoulder
burned. He shrugged the hand away and moaned.

Billie squatted in front of him, brown face sympathetic, rich black eyeswatching him intently. Hewore a
woven reed vest tied with pieces of cloth, muddy torn pants, and a hat plaited from pam leaves. His
machete stuck out of hisbelt to one side.

“Redl glad to seeyou,” Peter croaked. “I’'m astupid gringo whitekid . . . I'll die out here.”

“| see where you scared away the dog hunters. Y ou did that right. But you can’t find food here, that's
sure”

“Have you found my father and the others?’

Billie shrugged. “Footprints, but not as clear asyours. So | find you and wait to go after them. There are
three—but who?’

“OBie, my father, Ray. We cane across. . "

Peter coughed and Billie offered him a cupped lesf filled with water. He drank it greedily. Billie pasted
the leaf with apiece of gummy sap up againgt arivulet snaking down therock and it filled quickly. He
gaveit to Peter again to drink.



Billie

“I saw the bridge is gone, and the cages broken,” Billie said. “And the old devil. He knows he should be
over hereto help challenge me. Why did you come?”’

“To get pictures. Just to stand here.”

Billie thought for awhile, then wrinkled hisforehead and looked at Peter. “ Did you have ajaguar
dream?’

“No,” Peter said. “Wasps.”

Billiewhistled. “Not good. What €lse?’

“I became amaggot,” Peter said.
Billieraised hiseyebrows. “ Better. In meat?”
“Inthe Earth,” Peter said.

“| think such adream may be good enough to make up for the wasps. White people have different
dreams. It isthe way your mind is made, out of radios and newspapers Since you were born. Maggots. .
. that isgood. Big, juicy maggots?’

“Big aspeople,” Peter said.

Billie smacked hislips and shifted from oneleg to another. “1 could eat some right now. Roast themina
fire”

Peter’ s stomach, empty asit was, did not appreciate this.

“Did you see anybody on the other side, on Pico Poco?’ he asked, pushing himsdlf up againgt the rock.
Theledf had filled again and Billie passed it to him,

Billiesad, “ Thereis nobody there, not even the soldiers. But | hear noises down below. And trucks.
They will bring big guns. Only white men would shoot the Challenger.”

“Dagger, you mean.”

“Yes. That iswhat they will try to do. | do not know what it will mean to kill the Challenger with guns.
No one of any people or any of the families has ever killed the Chdlenger.”

“Why did you run away?’ Peter asked. “ To become ahero?’

Billie swung hisarms out like wings, fingers spreed. “Itiswhat | have dreamed of,” hesaid. “I fed my
father’ sspirit here. Thisiswherethewiriki comesfrom, that flows down therivers, and that my ancestors
traded for iron with theFanuru. It is Kahu Hidi, the Heaven Mountain of the gods.” Billie looked up and
squinted, though the sky was not bright. “My father found a door into Odosha s country,” he said,
“where the dead go, other side the Nona, the Moon. It does him honor if | find the door, too.”

“| don't undergtand,” Peter said. Billi€ swhole manner had changed, even hisway of spesaking. Hisvoice
now was lower-pitched and husky, with a different accent. He would not look Peter directly in the eye.
His perpetua light smile was gone, too, replaced by aneutral mask. “Thisisn'tlikeyou at dl . . . theway
you were on the boats, before we got here.”



“Thisismewhen | amin Kahu Hidi. Y ou are lucky to be here, but you are not ready, | see. Y ou do not
know what to eat or whereto drink.”

“I’'mvery hungry,” Peter admitted.

“There arethings you can eat and stay who you are. Eat some things only if you want to see Kahu Hidi
theway it thinksit is. | will show you those, even though you are white, because you probably want to
avoid them.”

“Okay,” Peter said.
Billie rested his hands on his knees. “We should find your father and the others so you can be together.”
“Yes” Peter said.

“I can't stay with you long. | have important jobs.” He looked around Peter and patted his pants legs,
concerned. “Y ou have no machete.”

Peter searched his pocket. Thefolding knife was gone. It must have fallen out while he dangled from the
cliff. Hedidn't even think to useit on the dog-lizards. Suddenly, he felt very weak and incompetent and
ashamed.

“Funny,” Billiesaid. “1 am glad to find you. Being in Kahu Hidi doneisn’'t easy.”

He stood and pointed their way. Peter got to hisfeet dowly and went after him. They followed a
seemingly endless series of curved fissures and turned dozens of corners, until Peter had no ideawhich
sdeof hisbody wasfacing east or west, north or south. At one point, Billie paused over amuddy stretch
and pointed out fresh prints. Peter bent to examine them: boots, too big to be hisown.

“They are past the svamp by now, maybeinto theforest. All thisis Kahu Hidi’slipsand tongue.” Billie
puckered hisown lips and stuck out histongue. “ They do not know where they are going. They should
wait for your people and theFanuru. ”

“Who aretheFanuru? ” Peter asked.

“The Spanishinthecities” Billiesad. “The Army. The Army isevil Fanuru. They do not know why to
kill.”

“The dog-lizards didn’t get them—my father? Ray and OBie?’

Billie made aquick face of disdain. “These arelittlelizards makako. They scareyou, but if you are
brave, you chase them away. They are nothing like the Chdlenger.”

Peter fet rdief. “ But the Challenge—Dagger—is across the chasm.”

“Thereis Chalenger wherever you go in Kahu Hidi,” Billie said. He walked on and added over his
shoulder, “Heisagood friend of Odosha. Some say he is Odosha s brother.”

A haf hour later, the sun came out and they stood on the margin of awet, dreary bog filled with the gray
moss-hung skeletons of dead trees. Billie squatted by the rocks for afew minutes, tossing pebblesinto a
finger of ill, murky water. “ The three others went around, | think,” he said. “Thisiswherearedly big
lizard lives, like the crocodilesin the river, but bigger than the barges arelong. | saw her yesterday,
covered with her young. She was not happy, so | did not say hello.” He flashed asmile at Peter, then
returned to his neutral mask. “ Sheis not of the Chalenger, but strong enough, | guess.”



“Why arethey going to theforest?’ Peter asked, atightnessin hischest.
“I don't know,” Billiesad. “To get away from themakako, the dog-lizards, maybe.”

“Maybe they know where alanding field is. That’ sit. OBie knows where Jmmie Angel cracked up, and
they'regoing there.” His eyes brightened and his head felt hot and he dmost forgot his hunger. He
thought of the roustabout waving hisarms, asif sgnaling an airplane was coming. “ They know aplaneis
going to land and pick usup.”

Billiesad nothing.

“Let’sfind them.”

“I try to show you where they are, and then | go,” Billiesaid.
“I'm grateful,” Peter said.

“Itiswhat my father would do.”

They waked around the swamp, staying close to the rocky mounds. Peter heard something big thrashing
among the dead trees, and a cloud of black and white birds with long pink legs ascended, blotting out the
sun. Heredlized he did not know the name of anything and he was too ashamed to ask Billie. Billie
behaved asif he had been born here, but maybe that was just his own kind of bravado.

The swamp was beginning to harbor afew living trees on grassy idands. Peter got his bearings from the
sun and redlized they were walking north, to the broad bowl-shaped depression and the forest.

“You're sure the others are going thisway?’ Peter asked Billie.

Billie, five yards ahead, stood on alow lump of sandstone surrounded by brilliant green marsh grass. He
shrugged. “They leave little things behind, broken twigs, footprints. | supposeit isthem. Who else?’

Peter felt his chest tighten even more. He did not want them to go thisway, even if OBie did know where
alanding site might be; he wanted to go back and stand by the chasm. Billie waited for him to catch up,
then confided, “ This Kahu Hidi, it islike abig body, and when it swalows you, you are pressed into the
belly. No going back up to thelips.”

“Oh,” Peter said. He began to fed despondent again. Thiswasn't adventure; it was horrible.

Billie climbed awall of grotesque ridges and prominences, like ajumble of old stone men with deep-set
blind eyes and pouting lips. Peter followed, hisleft arm protesting with each tug and pull, and stood
beside him. They looked north from their vantage, level with the upper canopy, over thick forest dotted
with tors of yellow and brown rock. Severd milesaway, asmal lake glistened brilliant bluein the
afternoon sun. Just beyond, past the opposite side of the bowl, Peter saw athin line of more blue:
perhaps the south-central lake.

“I'velogt their trail,” Billie said. “ But they must have come here. They did not go back.”

Peter tried to pot any sign of them. He couldn’t. Then he saw something about amile northeast, a
clearing in the forest. Beside the clearing rose amassive, artificia-looking structure, like astep pyramid in
Mexico, though cruder in outline.

“What'sthat?" Peter asked, pointing. Such aformation had not been on any of the maps, nor had it been
mentioned in the books he had read.



“1 don’'t know,” Billiesaid.

“Did people ever live here?’

“Not our kind of people,” Billiesaid.
“Morefriends of Odosha?’

Billie cocked his head to one sde. “Odoshais death and your devil and the power of night. He would
invitedl hisfriends hereif he could. Heis master of the Challenger. He takes the shape of Dinoshi, the

biggest Challenger.”

Peter had had just about enough of this new Billie. “Do you bdieve dl that?’ he asked.
“Doyou bdievein Jesusand Mary?’ Billie asked sternly.

Peter’ sface reddened. “I’ ve never spent much timein church.”

Billie shrugged. “Who knowswhat isred here? Nothing the whites orFanuru canimagine”

Billie climbed down the other side of the jumble, to the edge of awall of green. Peter looked behind him
regretfully. Still, he did not want to face the dog-lizards again, even if Billie held them in contempt. There
might be something to et in the forest. He would egt |eaves pretty soon if he did not find something. He
could dwaysfind hisway back, if Billie did not lead him too deeply into the forest.

Peter used all these excuses, but redlly, he had no option but to follow Billie. Billie had amachete and
knew something, if not everything; Peter had nothing and knew nothing.

Over the jungle, from some distance away, came alow rattling squawk, like a parrot melded with asnare
drum and spun on adow record player. Other sounds—chirping yips, adismal hooting, and the whedling
reedy cries of arising pink cloud of birds near the lake, were thejungle' sanswers.

Peter scrambled down the rough dope and into the green.

Chapter Four

Billiedid very little hacking at first. Beneath the thick canopy, the jungle wasrelatively clear, with huge
tree trunks spaced every four or five meters, some wrapped in iron-hard black vines. There waslittle
understory savetiny patches of white flowersrisng from paethick leaves. Peter’ sfeet sank into athick
loam topped with moist dead leaves and bits of bark. Insects, mostly small black ants, scampered across
the leaves. Very little sunlight leaked through the high green roof of this shadowy world.

Gradudly, the canopy let in more danting beams of sun and the understory grew thicker asthe big trees
were spaced farther gpart. Huge falen logs nursed a profusion of orchids and young saplings, aswell as
fungal shelves hard aswood, orange and brown and black.

“Do you know the names of all these plants and things?’ Peter asked.

Billie shook hishead. “ Some | know from stories. There are big grubs here good to est—some birds are
familiar. Somefrogs. A few trees. Not much ese. It isdifferent here, like we are fleas going from the
body of aman to the body of agod.”



Peter chuckled despite his hunger. “I’d hateto be afleaonagod,” he said.

“Yes Thefleadoesn't know whereto bite. And when he bites, he gets sick, or has strong dreams.”
“If | don’t bite something soon, I'll die,” Peter said.

“No, you have maybefour, five days before thet,” Billie said.

“Wéel, I’'mawhite,” Peter said, trying to mix alittleirony with area message of hunger. “I’m used to
three square medlsaday.”

“I had square bread once,” Billiesaid. “ They called it white bread and it was pale. Whites make square
measout of it.”

Peter could not tell if hewasjoking.

After atime, Billie stopped beside athick clump of bushes beneath ahole in the canopy. He made
severd signswith hishands, smiled and waved asif saying hello to something in the treetops, and then
pulled up abush. At the end of the bush hung athick root, like along potato.

“Here)” hesad, offering it to Peter. “Itisyuca Southit iscalled manioc.”
“That' s poisonous until it' sfixed,” Peter said.

“Thisissweet yuca It iswild here. Some say it was brought down from Kahu Hidi long ago, inthe
beginning. | will tagteit first if you like”

“No, | believeyou,” Peter said.

“There must not be many animals like Sammy around here,” Billie said as Peter bit into the dirty skin and
hit agtarchy, crisp pulp inside.

“They'd like these, wouldn't they?’ Peter asked, chewing.
“Probably. | think there will be small bananas ahead.”
“No monkeys?’

“Only us” Billiesad.

He picked as many roots as he could carry and forged ahead. Peter took several of Billie' sdiscards and
followed. The going was getting tougher and Billie wielded his machete frequently to hack a pathway.

“I don't see how big animals could get through here,” Peter said, still eating. The root tasted wonderful,

though the starch made his mouth dry. Billie said nothing but stopped and listened. Peter heard achorus
of high-pitched chirping, like big crickets, and then arattling buzz. “Insects?’ he asked, stopping beside
Billie

Billie shook his head. Through the trees, they saw rustling leaves and shooting green formsin the canopy,
about thirty yards away. It was atroop of animalsthe size of howler monkeys, but green.



Billie lowered himsdlf to his haunches. Helooked at Peter. “Do you know what those are?’ he asked.
“No,” Peter said.

The troop pushed overhead, the chirping and buzzing suddenly very loud. They had deek green bodies
with long taillsand long scaly heads, long wiry legswith four grasping toes, and bright red eyes, Peter
wished that one would be still for amoment so he could see it more clearly.

Four of the animals scampered down the trunk of a huge old tree, upside down like squirrelsin Centra
Park. They were about five feet from noseto tip of tail, with snake-like snouts and eyes, beautifully
dappled green and bright yellow. They stared at Peter and Billie, righted themsalves, and craned their
lizard heads on sinuous necks. He noticed they had very long arms, with aflexible membranefolded
between the arms and the ribs and hips.

“Treelizards” Peter said, transfixed by theanimals red gaze. “Flying, too, maybe.”

Billie made hand gestures at the animals. They blinked with lazy nonchaance, tensed themsalves with
heads and eyes focusing straight up the trunk, and then climbed rapidly back to join their fellowsin the
upper branches. The troop moved on, dropping bits of leaves and branchesinits wake.

“ Snakes who eat monkeys become thison Kahu Hidi,” Billiesaid.
“Snake monkeys. Friends of Odosha?’ Peter asked, only haf in jest.
“Yes,” Billiesaid, and smiled quickly at Peter.

“I can't tell if you arejoking or serious,” Peter said.

Billiefrowned for thefirst time. “1 have to leave you soon. | teach you what | can, then you're done,
unlessyou find your father.”

“I’'m sorry,” Peter said.

“I am not your damned clown Indian, making jokes and telling children’ s stories. | know how you whites
think, even when you try not to.”

“Sorry,” Peter said again, more quietly.
Billielifted the roots and the machete. “Wewill not go hungry for now, no?’
Peter nodded.

Billie seemed suddenly sad. “ Everything hereis not what | expected. | thought it would be glowing, likea
jaguar dream, but it isjust another mountain, with different animals and plants. It isnot aghost place.”

Peter stood, confused by Billie's sudden change in mood.

“My mother was Colombian. | have too much of othersin me, whitesandFanuru, and | do not seewith
theright eyes. It isgtill Kahu Hidi,” Billie concluded.

“Where are you going?’ Peter asked. “I mean, do you know where your father went—where he
traveled?’

“Hefollowed the Spirit Path and that isdl | know.”



“Where does the Spirit Path go?’ Peter asked.

“From the maze, around Lake Akuenato the northern end, the Cloud Desart and Warrior' s Shidld.
There are many ways between.”

“What will you do if you meet aChalenger?’ Peter asked.

“Thereisonly one Challenger, in many forms. Odoshais the master and comes asDinoshi, the desth
eegle”

“Y eah, but what will you do?’
Billie shrugged. “ Dance or die”

Asthey proceeded, they soon crossed small streams, shdlow at first, meandering between the trees
along shifting beds, leaving many idands separated by ten or twelve feet of glistening clear water. They
were descending, and the ground was getting wetter and the vegetation thicker until it presented awall of
green splashed with red-tipped leaves, beautiful flowers yellow and white and violet, and intensely green
knobby vines hanging from tree limbs like pea-beaded curtains. Peter had seen none of these plantsin the
jungle below the plateau, and could not remember seeing them in the books his father had brought.

New plants, new animas; he thought of the Charles Knight paintings he had seenin New Y ork and tried
to imagine them cometo life. The forest was not stetic; it had changed, evolved, in the tens of millions of
yearssinceitsisolation.

How many naturalists had come here, desperate to make their reputations by charting and collecting and
classifying? Peter thought there had to be thousands of new species waiting to be discovered. Then,
looking at Billi€ sback asthe Indian hacked a path through the growth, he understood what Billie meant.
I’m thinking like a white man—which iswhat | am, of course, and there sno shamein that, |
hope. But can | really see the forest for what it is?

“How do Indiansthink?" Peter asked asthey rested beside asmall waterfal. Brilliant green and red
butterflies played around them, bigger than Peter’ s hands put together.

“Like people,” Billie said. He sniffed the air and leaned back on folded arms. A hummingbird thesze of a
pigeon flapped ponderoudy around their heads before flexing and buzzing off through thejungle.

“Whitesthink like people, too, | suppose,” Peter said. He looked up at the vine-draped treesrising over
them like the nave of agreen cathedral.

“Wethink likemy people,” Billie said, clearly not comfortable with thistalk.
“That' swhat | want to know. How do you think differently from me?’

“When | find Odosha sfoot and eet it . . . Then | will think differently. Like my ancestors when the best
of them, the heroes, came here.”

“Odoshaagain,” Peter said. He sniffed. “What' s hisfoot?’

“Hard . ..” Billiehdd hishands out flat beside hisribs. “ On atree, blue as moonlight, wide as arms
wide.” Billie showed histeeth and gave ashiver of hishead. “Not for whites. Kill you if you egt it.”

Peter wondered if he meant agiant tree fungus. “ But it won't kill you?”

“Hopenot,” Billiesad.



“| dways thought people were pretty much alike, deep down,” Peter said, and then was embarrassed by
his presumption.

“Um,” Billiesad.

Twilight was coming and the forest was getting very dark. Peter got up to walk afew stepsand pee. He
was unzipping his pants when he saw something pale glisten under abroad, spiky-leafed succulent. When
he was finished, he zipped up and knelt to look, but still couldn’t make out the object in the gloom. He
reached benegth the plant and touched something hard and pointed, grasped it, and pulled it easily from
theloam. Clumps of dirt fell away. It was bigger than he expected.

Peter stood and turned it in his hands, redlizing it was abone, the jaw of some animal. He touched the
teeth and then froze. It was human. With a shocked cry, he dropped it.

A few yards away, Billie stooped and pulled a mold-encrusted cloth belt from the dirt. At the end of the
belt dangled a brass buckle green with tarnish.

“Probably white,” Billie said. “Not my father. Not yours, ether.”

Chapter Five

Rain pattered down through the forest all night. Something large passed within afew yards of them, but
Peter, wide awake in the blackness, could see nothing and smell nothing. Whatever it was, it was not
interested in fresh meat. Aslight filtered through the canopy and athick fog broke, Peter rose and
gretched. He had dept little. His bones popped like firecrackers and every muscle in his body ached.
Billie was nowhere to be seen.

Nearby he found trampled bushes and deep, broad tracks in the earth, but the mucky damp soil had
filled in behind the creature, obliterating details.

Billie returned afew minutes later. “ Sammy went by last night,” he said. “He does not know how to live
intheforest. Heisaslost asyouand |.”

Peter wished they could find the centrosaur. It would be like finding an old friend—not as good asfinding
Anthony, Ray, and OBie, but to comeso close. . .

“Maybehe snot far.”
“I found atrail maybe from your father,” Billiesaid. “I show where| think they go.”

They ate more yucaand Billie led Peter toward a broader stream, where three creeks joined. There, ona
sandy bank by the water, he showed Peter bootprints. “They are going north, like us,” Billie said.

Peter touched the prints. “We can follow them.”
“They go dong thisriver. Youfollow. | will go another way.”

Peter thought about arguing with Billie and decided that would be entirely too white athing to do. “If you
haveto,” Peter said.

Billie nodded. “ Y ou find your father and the others and go back. Y ou do not belong here.”



“Don’t | know it,” Peter said.

“I will learn whether | belong,” Billie said, looking down at the stream swirling beyond the mud and sand
bank. “Y ou take this. | go naked to stedl Odosha s magic.”

He passed the machete to Peter, and two yucaroots. Peter did not know what to say. Billie smiled and
they shook hands. Billie ran away from the stream, back into the forest. In afew minutes, Peter could
hear nothing but the forest sounds and his own bregathing.

For the moment, hefet a crushing unwillingnessto move. The forest ssemed to float around him, filled
with strange life, thick and suffocating. Thousands of insects hovered above the siream. Ants swarmed up
anearby tree trunk, hanging from leaves and vines. Unknown animals near and far made their cryptic
squawks, screeches, chitterings, even anew sound, amusical brassy series of notes, like the practice of
an expert trumpeter.

Peter closed his eyes. Hetook adeep breath, smelled rotting vegetation, water, greenery, hints of lemony
sweetness. He had never felt so out of place and alien; he could hardly believe hewasin theforest at all.
Part of him felt asif he were back in New Y ork, and he would wake up a any moment, Doyl€e s book
cradled in hislap, Anthony coming through the kitchen door with an onion and noodle casserale. . .

He opened his eyesto see abutterfly with abody as big as his thumb, broad wings striped blue and
white, pumping and soaring over the stream’ s glittering surface. An ant carrying alump of mold crawled
up the toe of hisboot, hesitated, crawled off again.

Hetook another breath. The lassitude passed. The forest was not going to go away. If anything, the
forest was dreaminghim, and not the other way around. Even if he was going to die, which seemed likely,
he could explore and discover afew things before the end.

He wondered about the man whose jaw and belt they had found. What wasthe last thing he saw? Wasiit
worth dying for?

Peter felt clmer than he had in days. Whether that was resignation, courage, or smple exhaustion, he
could not say—but he decided to follow the stream, search for the others, and stay dive aslong as he
could.

He saw no more bootprints as he walked aong the stream bank, now confined in achannel of stonesand
pebbles. Using Billi€ s machete, he cut hisway through thick vines and branches, then jumped on severd
rocksto the other side of the stream, where the path appeared easier. After walking beside the flow for
severa dozen yards, he found another tree crawling with ants. He stopped for amoment to watch the
glistening blanket of small brown insects.

“Myrmecology,” he muttered. “ The study of ants.” It was one thing to know the words from a
dictionary—quite another to understand what they represented. He had seen so many different kinds of
insects since thejourney began, and a least two dozen varieties of ants, enough for awhole universty full
of professorsto study—yet to him, and the people who wrote about the plateau, EI Grande had dways
been aland of dinosaurs and other big, ancient creatures suitable for newsreels and circuses. Trophies.
How narrow aview! Thelittle things were important, too—and perhaps just as strange and isolated as
the dinosaurs.

He thought he saw abanana tree peeking out afew yards from the stream. He was about to cut through
to seeif it bore fruit when he heard adistinct cow-like bellow and the sound of brush being trampled. He
froze. It was on the other side of the stream, whateverit was. A log had falen across the stream and
knocked down smdll trees and brush, affording a better and higher view. He climbed onto the log and



craned his neck to see alumbering green and brown shape some yards west in the forest. The shape
raised its large head, showing a parrot-like beak munching on leaves, aforward-curved nose horn, and a
broad crest.

“Sammy!” Peter caled. He crossed the log quickly and hacked and snapped away afew black creepers,
then plunged through a glade covered with thick green grass. In the middle of the glade, chewing at the
leaves on atree, a centrosaur stood with itsleft side turned toward Peter. Itsjaws worked for a second,
then stopped. The huge head turned dowly.

Peter wanted only to touch the anima, to reacquaint himsdlf with an old friend. He smiled broadly and
held out his hands. From behind the animd, two smaller centrosaurs emerged, also chewing leaves.

“Sammy!” Peter exclaimed. “Where did you find babies?’

The redlization came dmost too late. Peter examined the shield and the eyes and the shape of the nose
horn, saw theat thisanimal was severd feet longer than Sammy, and redlized thiswas afemae,not
Sammy. With asnort, the mother centrosaur swung around to face him. Shethrust her horninto the air.

“Babies,” Peter said under his breath. He walked backward. “ Sorry.” Hisfoot fell into ahole and he
sumbled.

With anangrysnark, the mother centrosaur took arun at him, head twisted to one side and nose horn
pointing straight at him. Peter picked himsalf up and ssumbled toward the forest. “I’'m sorry!” he shouted.
“I'msorry!”

But the mother was having none of that. He was back in the forest and tangled in vines before he redlized
he had dropped the machete. The mother was ten yards behind, trotting steadily, when one of her babies
emitted a high, pig-parrot squed. With amazing adroitness, she stopped dead and reversed course.

Peter found himsdlf halfway up alarge tree trunk, grabbing at creepers and branches for support. The
centrosaur babies had moved away from the center of the glade. On three sidesthey were being stalked
by what Peter at first mistook for bald bears. They were the size of grizzlies and dark, but they had scaly
wolf snouts and tiny ears. Peter had seen their picturesin books: these werelLycognathus, wolf-jaws,
fast, strong carnivores, much larger cousins of the dog-lizards. Though aruff of red-tipped black fur
covered their shoulders, and patches of smooth short pelt mottled their flanks, on their heads and
fordimbsthey had no fur at dl.

At the mother’ s charge, two lycos scattered, leaving one immediately behind the bigger of the two
babies. The mother Centrosaurus could not attack thisanima without running over her baby, so she
stopped and swung her head and tail, complaining in abraying, bawling succession of honks.

Peter heard something below and felt a breath on hisankle. He looked down and saw the onyx-black
eyes of afourth lyco directly benesth him. The anima’ sjaws opened and it sniffed audibly at this strange
prey, broad forked tongue lolling. Peter scrambled higher into the tree just as the beast decided to lunge.
The lyco’ steeth sank into abranch inches below hisfoot and it shook its head and backed away with a
sneeze.

“Good of you to visit,” said avoice above him. As Peter climbed up afew more branches, he looked up
and saw Ray three yards above him. The cameraman squatted casually on athick limb.



Below, thelyco leaned its foreclaws againgt the trunk and fixed its eyes on Peter.

Peter was too scared and out of breath to say anything immediately. The first words he managed were,
“Where' smy father? Where' s OBie?’

“I wish | knew. We'rein the wolf’ swood now. The lycos are thick around here. They surprised usand
wetook off in three different directions.”

The three big hunters had reestablished their posts around the centrosaur family. One lyco rushed in
Sdeways, jawswide, and snapped at the rear of the smaller baby. The baby gave ahigh squall and
wheded, shoving its nose and smdller shield ingtinctively, though it lacked any nose horn for defense.

The lycos sat on their haunches, mouths open, and serenely surveyed the glade. Oneidly snapped a a
dragonfly buzzing through the bright sunlight. The mother centrosaur kept closeto her babies but could
not surround them. A fifth lyco rase from hiding in the high grass suddenly and lunged, taking another
chunk from the baby’ s hide. The baby writhed and screamed. The mother bounded out and swiped her
horn at thislatest attacker, but the lyco scuttled out of the way and again its opposites attacked the
babies, bringing the mother back.

Peter wiped sweat from his forehead and eyes with adeeve.

“WE ve been trying to get back to the maze for aday and ahaf now,” Ray said. “We thought we' d lost
you for good.”

“Thelizard-dogs, dog-lizards, whatever . . ."
“Thergpsds,” Ray sad. “Likethese guys.”

“They chased me until | scared them away. | found Billie,” Peter continued. “ Or rather, he found me.
He' s on aspirit quest. He found some food and gave me amachete.”

“Good of him,” Ray said. “Where sthe machete?”’
“Out there, somewhere,” Peter said, pointing to where the natural dramawas unfolding.

The lyco below them maintained its station but seemed more interested in the action in the glade than in
the two humans.

“How long have you been in theforest?” Peter asked.

“Since yesterday afternoon. We found some bananas and | snared afish with a basket of twigs. Savage
little thing, tried to nip my finger off, but it tasted good.”

“We saw snake monkeys,” Peter said. They watched the dramain the glade for afew moments. Peter
pointed to the centrosaur. “1 thought she was Sammy.”

“Easy mistake,” Ray said. He seemed relaxed and amiable on hishigh perch. Peter decided the limb was
strong enough for both of them and climbed to St besde him.

“I’vedrawn fighting dinosaurs since | wasaboy,” Ray said. “But I’ ve never actudly seen it before. It's
brutd.”

“They don't just attack, do they?’

“Nope.” Ray shook his head, watching the mother centrosaur run aquick circle around her babies.



“They'rewaiting for her to tire. They don't like her horn or her feet. She could inflict readl damage, and a
predator isdead if it can’t run fast or bite hard.”

“How long will they wait?’
“Aslong asit takes, | suppose,” Ray said. “Want to lay bets?’

Peter settled on the branch and offered Ray achunk of sweet yucafrom his shirt. Ray bit into it, made a
surprised face, and ate it quickly. “Not bad,” he said.

“Where did you last see my father and OBig?’

“| didn’t. One minute we were together, walking along anice stream trying to find some high ground to
seewherewewere. . .”

He paused as alyco made another attack on the larger baby. The noise drowned out everything for a
few minutes as the mother stamped around her young, trying to gore the carnivores, who aways
managed to bound out of reach.

“And then the lycos attacked us, and we fled our separate ways.”

“Youdon't know if they'redive or dead, then,” Peter said, alump rising in histhroat.
“No, but we're dive, and that’sasmall miracle.”

“What are we going to do?’ Peter asked.

Ray shook his head and took another bite of root. “1 fed like a spectator in abullring,” he said. “But I’'m
getting damned tired of these seats.” He peered down at the lyco guarding them. It was ill paying more
attention to the action in the glade.

“Do you seethat branch?’ Ray pointed to adender offshoot from amain branch near the one on which
they perched, and a couple of yards higher up thetree. “1’ ve been looking at that branch for amost aday
now. See how it getsred closeto that next tree?’

Peter examined the branches. “We could climb over.”
“Y ou might. | don't think it would hold my weight.”
“What will you do, then?’

Ray shrugged. “If we rein two trees, our wolf-jaw friend here might drop his guard long enough to let
oneof usget away.”

Peter looked dubious. “1 don't know,” he said.
“My buitt is getting very, very tired,” Ray said with apained expresson. “What little | can fed of it.”

“We should try something,” Peter agreed. He stood on their branch, reached up to the higher branch,
and swung out onto it. Then he crawled carefully to the offshoot, tested it with haf hisweight, and |ooked
back at Ray.

Ray nodded.

The lycosin the glade had finally worn the mother centrosaur to afrazzle. She seemed to make some



ingtinctive strategic choice, and nuzzled in closeto the larger baby. In aflash, alyco savaged the flank of
the smaller and now more vulnerable baby, bringing it to its knees. The mother nudged the larger baby
and they pushed through the perimeter paced by the lycos, toward the forest, away from thetreein
which Peter and Ray were perched.

Thelyco guarding them suddenly became restive, harrumphing and swinging its head at the smell of blood
from the glade. It glanced up at Ray and let out afrustrated bellow.

Peter was hafway out dong the thinner limb when it snapped. He reached out with his sorearm to grab
another branch, caught ahandful of leaves, and fell.

Ray shouted. Peter heard the shout, and then landed on something moving, knocking the wind out of
himself. He tumbled to one Sdeinto grass, on the edge of the glade.

He couldn’t move. Something nearby groaned. Peter turned his head, managed to catch his own breath,
and saw thelyco barely five feet away, leaning to one sdewith itsright leg splayed. Peter could smdll its
rank breath and see the insects buzzing around its big shoulders and neck pelt. He aso heard somebody
making agreet commotion up in thetree.

Thelyco righted itself, swung its head, and glared in stupid surprise at what had hit it. It lifted its
heavy-jawed head. The oddly shaped pupilsin its eyes flexed, and the eyes grew even blacker, with tiny
glintsof blue.

Peter pushed to hisfeet.
Ray was 4iill trying to distract the lyco by whooping and screaming.
“Damn,” Peter said.

The lyco took a step forward. Peter raised his arms and shouted, “Y ou’ re nothing but a big old horny
toad!” Then he stamped hisfoot and waved hisarms.

The lyco took astep backward, clearly unsure what to do with this strange bipeda animal now that it
waswithin reach.

Peter jumped and the lyco scuttled a couple of yardsto the rear again, growling and whining. It lifted its
head and opened itsjawsto their fullest extent, and very impressive they were, boasting long rows of
sharp teeth culminating in huge canines. The forked tongue dangled.

Ray landed beside Peter with athump. Peter did not expect this and jumped away, startled, and the lyco
also jumped. It seemed for amoment asif dl three were waiting for the others to be spooked and run.
Instead, Ray waved his arms and shouted, “We're tough and stringy! Get out of here!”

The lyco circled around them and the trunks of the two trees, then looked longingly at the glade. The
other lycos had brought the baby centrosaur down on its sSide and were ripping at its abdomen. The
baby’ s screams had stopped and the forest and the glade seemed very quiet.

“Go get your share!” Ray shouted, standing beside Peter. “On your mark . . .” He crouched and looked
at Peter. “ Get set! GO!” They both leaped toward the lyco, shouting nonsense at the top of their lungs.
Thiswastoo much for the big animal and it turned decisively and |oped to the gladeto join itsfellows
around amore familiar kill. The growling and bickering rose to a crescendo as dominance was
reestablished, and Peter and Ray ran back to the stream, away from the glade and its grim scene of
feadting.



“Wewon't bethat lucky again,” Ray said asthey hid in the shadow of afdlenlog.
Peter nodded agreement. “| hope the others have been as lucky.”
“Me, too.”

They caught their breaths and listened for the sounds of more big animals. Far off, they heard roars and
hisses and growls, like the mixed voices of lizardsand lions.

“Poor thing,” Ray said. “Mamaleft it behind.”
Peter felt in his shirt for the remaining root. It had fallen out—not surprisingly.
“She knew she couldn’t save both,” Ray said.

“What achoice,” Peter said. Missing the root reminded him of the machete. “Do you think it would be
safeto go back?”

“Why?" Ray asked
“The machete” Peter said.

“Oh.” Ray dumped back into his seat beside Peter and crossed hisarms around his knees. “ Could be
useful. | wouldn't try it now, though.”

They stared at each other.
“WEe re both pretty dopey, aren’'t we?’ Peter said.
“Yup,” Ray acknowledged. He coughed and shook his head. “1 need some water.”

Ray got up and went to the stream to drink. He scooped great handfuls of water to hiseager lips. “ Tastes
likefinewine,” he said between swallows. He returned to the tree trunk’ s shadow.

“How long can welast out here?’ Peter asked.

“Depends on whether we catch our second wind. | haven't had any deep for aday and ahalf. I’ ve got to
takeanap.”

“Maybe the lycos will be done by then,” Peter said.

But Ray had dready dropped his chin to his chest. Peter listened to the jungle and smelled the air.I’'m
becoming like a wild animal myself, he thought hopefully.

While Ray dept, Peter walked cautioudy back to the glade, trying to be as dert and quiet as possible.
The lycoswere still feeding, but the fighting seemed to have stopped. There were six of the big carnivores
and they had amost stripped the small centrosaur. Peter saw afew small green heads pop up in the
grass, and then he saw an avisaur like the onesin the circusland in atree near the carcass. More
scavengers and opportunists showed up, keeping arespectful distance from the lycos. Peter hid behind
the trunk of the same tree he had fallen out of, his heart racing.

We don’t know where my father and OBie are. We can't just stay in one place—we'll starve, or
something will finally call our bluff and eat us. Tearswelled up in hiseyes at the next thought. Thereis
no place for an airplane to land. The soldiers on Pico Poco must have killed Dagger by now.
Father would tell me to go on without them, to try to get back . . .



Then he remembered what Billie had said: that El Grande, Kahu Hidi as he cdled it—the Heaven
Mountain—swallowed you.

When you’ re swallowed, you don’t just crawl back up the throat. But we have to try. We won't
last more than a few days here.

The lycos growled over afew last scraps of tough skin. Two of the animal's grabbed the centrosaur's
head and tugged and another two grabbed the remains of thetail. They pulled each other around in a
circle, their feet kicking up great divots of dirt and grass. After afew minutes, they dropped the carcass,
sniffed around, made afew tentative attempts to snag an avisaur, and finally wandered back into the
woods.

Peter waited alittle longer. Histongue stuck to the roof of his mouth and hislips had split painfully. The
sky had been cloudless and the wind light all day and it was now at least eighty degrees, warm for the
plateau. A few smaller dinosaurs—two-legged theropods, he thought, though he saw none of them
clearly—bobbed out of thetall grass and chased or nipped at avisaurs who had settled on the carcass.
Peter looked at the trampled area where the mother centrosaur had defended her children, then walked
acrossto seeif he could find the machete.

The grassformed athick mat and the ground had been thoroughly pounded. He got as close as he dared
to the carcass and squinted at the dashing green heads and feathered wings, the lashing tails. They paid
him no attention.

Back and forth he waked in the sun, the smell of the baby dinosaur’ sblood thick inthe air. He stared at
the grass until his eyes crossed, dmost dead from exhaustion but unwilling to give up. Without some sort
of tool, Peter knew they didn’t have a chance of getting back.

A red and brown snake at least seven feet long dithered to one side of the trampled ares, lifted its head,
and stuck out itstongue at Peter. He waited for it to pass—there were far too many poisonous snakes
for him to take any chances—and resumed his search. Fliesbig and smal circled the carcass and bit
Peter as aconsolation prize. His neck and cheeks burned with stinging welts. He thought of along hot
shower and an ice cream soda and his mouth made a dry sucking sound when hetried to openit.

Muittering, he got down on his knees and spread the grass blades. His chest hitched whenever he sucked
inar, and hefdt asif he might strangle. Hisvison sarted to swim. The grass melted together into a
yellow-green fidd. Inthe middle of thefield floated something dark.Another skull, he thought, and a
sudden picture of finding hisfather’ s heed made him shudder. Thisis an awful place. When you read
about such a place, it seems wonderful—but up close it isjust awful.

Hetried to focus on the dark thing in the grass. He reached out with one hand and touched it. The
coolness of stedl and the sharpness of a cutting edge gave him strength. He pulled the machete from the
dirt and grass, wiped it on his pants leg, and stumbled back across the glade to the tree. From there, he
did not remember the trip to the fallen log. He dropped to the ground beside the stream and drank
greedily, stopping only when his ssomach protested and he began to gag.

Thirst quenched, he lay down beside Ray, who was still adeep, and leaned back on amossy bit of rock.
Chapter Six

Peter came awakein darkness. Ray shook his shoulder. “Almost ahalf moon and clear skiestonight,”



hesad. “Let’ sget moving.”
“We're going back?’ Peter asked.

“We need to find some high ground first. One of these tors might be suitable. We could thrash our way
through thisforest and never know which way to turn. Right now, which way is south?’

“We cantdl by the stars,” Peter said.
Ray chuckled. “We could, if you know how to doit. | don’t.”
Peter felt hisface burn.

“Next time, we'll have to remember to bring our Boy Scout manuds. If welearn afew landmarks we can
keep agood sense of direction.”

The tors dotted the jungle every few hundred yards.

“What about nocturnal hunters?’ Peter asked.

“Arethey any worse than day hunters?’

“At least we can see better in the daytime.”

“So we see them before they eat us. Any other arguments?’ Ray sounded testy.
“No,” Peter said. “I’ d rather be doing something than just sitting here, waiting to die.”
“Amen,” Ray sad.

Ambition was easer than accomplishment. They sumbled through the velvety-dark forest for half an hour
before deciding to follow the stream again. Ray did not remember any tors south of where they were;
Peter could not visudize ther location well at all.

They went north aong the stream, more to be doing something than with any plan in mind. Following the
Stream was not essy; tree trunks and leaves thrust out over the banks until they had to walk in the stream
itself, which Ray did not enjoy. “1 remember the teeth on that fish,” he said. “Let’ s stay to the shallows.”

The moonlight was less help than Ray had anticipated and after awhile he began to get discouraged. “I
don’'t know why we' reeven trying,” he grumbled. He plunged up to hiskneesinto aholein the
streambed.

A cloud of stinging gnats enveloped them before Peter could take histurn to give a pep talk. Swatting
and swearing, they splashed hdf blindly in the stream and on the bank. Findly, Peter ducked himself
completely underwater and svam afew yards, until he bumped against a submerged rock. He stood and
saw Ray splashing along the surface close behind.

“Jesus, Jesus,” Ray swore with each stroke. Peter expected to fed fish mouths nibbling at him and
scrambled up onto the shore. He crawled aong atilted tree trunk and grabbed at dead, rock-hard

creepers.

Theriver curved in such away that moonlight now fell full between the haves of parted forest, painting a
shimmering band of white on the stream. Ray was surrounded by a carpet of diamonds as he splashed
ashore. He stopped in the shallows, body tensed, standing in only afew inches of water, staring
downstream at something hidden from Peter by the dense overhang of foliage. He seemed transfixed.



“What isit?’ Peter asked.

“A sdamander,” Ray said.

Peter wiped water from his eyes. “ What?Come on!”

“No,” Ray sad, eyes till locked on the unseen animdl. “It’ sakind of amphibian, I'm sure.”
“Ray, get out of the water!”

Ray held out his hand with fingers spread toward Peter. “I’ ve never seen anything like it. Not even
fossls. It does't ook like aDiplocaulus. ”

Peter made aface and screwed up his courage. He walked out into the stream and stood beside Ray on
the pebbly bed.

“Quiet,” Ray said. “Who knowswhat it eats, or how fast it moves?’

“Great!” Peter whispered, and stared downstream. The moonlight shone on atill pool set aside from the
stream’ sflow. Trees surrounded the pool on three sides. On a patch of doping shore stretched a
nightmare length of shiny dark flesh, eight or nine feet from its yard-wide, scythe-shaped head to itsthick,
wrinkled, partly submerged tail. The creature raised its wide blade of a head, eyes mounted on the
extreme ends of the scythe, and blinked lazily.

“It' slikeashark,” Peter whispered, al his misery temporarily forgotten.
“A hammerhead Axolotl,” Ray agreed, boyish enthusiasm in his subdued voice. “Look at the gills”

Behind the creature sjaw puffed faint flowers of paler color againgt the dark flesh. The amphibian
cheeped. None of the three moved.

“Dawn of time stuff,” Ray said. “Why such abroad head? Think of the stereo vison—"

A thick bank of cloud covered the moon and dropped them into pure black ink. Peter felt the darkness
asaviscous resstance. Disoriented, he reached out for Ray, touched hisarm, and said, “Let’ s get out of
here”

“| want to seeit again,” Ray said.
“Ray—"

Something big splashed in the pooal.
“Ray,let’s get out of here! ”

Gripping Ray’ s forearm, Peter dragged him to the unseen bank of the stream. They collided with an
overhanging limb and dmost lost their balance, but managed to blindly creep onto the leaning tree trunk
and sguat therelike frogs.

“What awonderful monster,” Ray said. The clouds parted briefly, alowing afind shaft of crystaline
moonlight to sparkle on the flowing water and the shimmering leaves. Darkness closed in again. Peter



couldn’t see hishand in front of hisface.

It began to rain. Hard.

Chapter Seven

T he upper and middle canopy of the forest sounded like the rhythm section in abig band: fat drops of
rain hit the leaves like brush sizzles on a snare drum, dripslanded on the lower leaves and floor like taps
on ahi-hat. “Damn,” Ray said. “We forgot our bumbershoots.”

There was nowhere to go in the darkness so they sat blind on the tilted trunk. Peter nursed his sore
shoulder and arm, rubbing hisjoints and grimacing. Helicked at the dropsthat fell from hishair. Hewas

suddenly very hungry again.
“Where syour camera?’ Peter asked. The question had just popped into his head.

“I threw it at adog-lizard,” Ray said. “How’ sthat for dedication to my craft?’ Silence between them for
amoment, listening to the rain’ smusic, then, “Y ou went back and got your machete, didn’t you?’

“Yeah”
“Stll haveit?

“Yeah.” It seemed glued to Peter’ s hand, his grip on the tape-wrapped handle was so tight. He couldn’t
remember swvimming with it, but he must have—and without dicing hislegs off, either.

“WEe re not helpless, then. We can whack something.”

“We could find more edible roots.”

“I'll eat tree bark and ants pretty soon,” Ray said.

Peter wondered what ants did in the wet.

“It'sgoing to be dawnin afew minutes,” Ray said. “lsn't it getting alittle brighter?’

Peter couldn’t tell &t first, but after awhile, he could make out pieces of wet sky through gapsin the
trees. Therain continued unabated, however, and soon afork of lightning cast aghoulish glare over the
forest. Ray came and went in aflash before Peter, squatting like agargoyle on the tree. The rain suddenly
doubled and the music became a steady pounding roar so loud they could barely hear each other.

“I don't likethis,” Ray shouted. “We re down in alittle gully here—about two yards below the—"

Upstream, they heard a sharp crack, a splintering, and a degper rumble. There was not enough light to
see more than vague shadows but Peter felt Ray’ s foot on hisarm and reached out to grab aknee.
“What?' he cdled.

“We should get to higher ground. This might be an arroyo—a flood channe!”

“Right,” Peter said. He dithered down the tree onto the spongy forest floor and felt rather than heard Ray
close behind. Walking any farther was difficult. Branches and vines reached out to grab, and Ray collided
with him. “WEe ve got to get to an open space,” Ray shouted.



“Thereisn’'t any until we—"

Peter heard the roar suddenly reach acrescendo. Theflood hit them first at their knees, knocking them
over backward, then asecond wall struck, engulfing them. Peter struggled to keep to hisfeet, but the
water dug dirt out from beneath his boots, and the third wall spun him like achild’ sball. His head poked
briefly into air and then submerged again. Something hit his shoulder, poked sharply &t hisear, and
dammed againgt the back of his neck.

He could not move or breathe. Eyes wide open, he flopped and rolled and swirled down the channel cut
by the stream, bumping into tree trunks, diding over rocks, helpless.

When Peter came back to himsalf—and it seemed he had been on along, long journey through a
confused landscape of painful dreams—he was waking on the shore of asmdl lake. Thetreeson this
shore were spaced far apart and the forest floor was almost free of growth. Warm sun fell on him and the
pebbly beach around him. His fingerstightened around awooden handle. Somehow he had managed
once again to keep a grip on the machete.

He was walking toward a body tangled in debris afew yards away. He knew the person was dead.
“Ray,” hesad.

The body stirred and an arm reached dramatically for the sky.
“Yes, what isit?’ the body replied.

“Youdl right?’

“Hel, no.”

“| think | madeit.”

“What about me? Did | makeit?’

“| wasn't sure at firdt, but you' retalking.” Thisidiotic conversation felt perfectly naturd. All Peter’ sfear
and pain seemed suspended. He might have been on vacation, trying to find afriend.

He unwrapped creepers and branches from Ray’ s body and head. Ray raised his eyesto Peter’ sface,
winced, and said, “ Just my head?’

“I think the rest of you ishere, too.”

Ray struggled out of the mud and debris. His eyes stared from a face painted with swipes of half dried
dirt. Peter looked down at himsalf. He was covered with mud.

“You'reamess,” Ray sad.
“So areyou.”
“Anything broken?’

“l don't think s0.”



“Me, neither. | think.” Ray took atentative step. “A true, honest to God miracle.”
“Where arewe?’ Peter asked.

The lake stretched for about aquarter of amile, bounded on most of its shore by thick forest. They could
not see around the bend of shore to determineif it met up with alarger body of water. Peter found the
sun, at itsten o' clock position, he estimated, and decided they were on the southern shore. He looked
due east and saw awhite prominence rising just above the tops of the trees: ator.

“We can climb that and get alook around,” he said, pointing.

“I'm not climbing anything,” Ray said, falling back on his butt on the sandy shore and sinking his head
between his knees. Peter fdlt too tired to argue or do much more than stand. Still, he thought fuzzily, they
had to do something. He turned dowly, stumbling because of aweaknessin one leg, recovered, and
looked west. Debris had spilled from the stream mouth into the [ake, forming araft—acamel ote —of
foliage, smdl logs, branches, and scum. In the debrisfloated asmall green body.

Peter struggled through the wrack afew yards east to see the green body more clearly. It was areptile or
dinosaur, about three feet long. He couldn’t tell more than that. He walked back to Ray and asked ina
flat voice, “How hungry areyou?’

Ray looked up, irritated by the obvious question. “Enough,” he said. “Not polite to talk about it.”
“All right,” Peter said, and meticuloudly waded out to the debris raft.

The green body was fresh and Peter figured it weighed about twenty or twenty-five pounds, a
good-sized turkey. It resembled asmal struthio, but with large eyes and no feathery scales. He dropped
itinfront of Ray and they both stared at it. The head flopped on itslong neck, haf open red eyefixed
dully on nothing in particular.

Ray lifted hisfaceto squint at Peter. A light mist had settled over the smdll [ake.
“I've been thinking,” Ray said.

“About what?' Peter asked.

“How long we can last here.”

“Not very long, without food.”

“Thisisfood?’ Ray asked.

“Yeah,” Peter said with asigh. Helifted the machete.

“Raw,” Ray sad.

“1 suppose,” Peter said.

Peter squatted by the carcass and lifted one limp leg. Then he brought the machete down on the hip joint
and split the skin. Pale pink muscle and yellowish fat showed through the dice. He hacked again. Ten or
eleven hacks and some sawing removed the leg, and Peter tried using the machete to cut away the thin,



tough skin. Thework wastiring, but he managed to rip off asirip of thigh and handed it to Ray. Ray took
it, examined it with narrowed eyes, and bit into it.

Peter cut himsdf a piece and was surprised to find he had no qualms about putting it in his mouth. He
was too hungry to care how it tasted or felt.

After they had eaten both legsto the bone, leaving only the horny skin around the clawed toes, they lay
back on the beach and stared up at the golden fog surrounding them. “ Amazing,” Ray said.

“What, having food?’

“| achedl over, I’ ve got bruises and welts on every square inch of my body, there’ sagood chance I'll
bedeadinaday or two . . . but | fed pretty good.”

“A full belly,” Peter said. Hedidn't fed good, but he didn’t fedl bad, either.

They heard alow droning noise. Peter tried to locate the direction, but it seemed to come from
everywhere.

“That'sanarplane,” Ray said, Stting up on hiselbows.

The migt was gtarting to thin above them, and they saw patches of blue sky and higher puffy cloudswith
gray bellies. They both scanned the patches. Suddenly, the drone turned into a coughing roar and abig
high-winged scout plane passed over the forest and the lake at about a hundred feet. They both stood
and waved franticdly, but the plane continued on a straight course until it was out of sight behind the wall
of mig.

“Didn’'t seeus,” Peter said.

“At least they'relooking.”

“Who?’ Peter said.

“They must be flying out of San Pedro or Uruyen,” Ray said.

“Where can they land? Are they going to find us, or will wefind them?’ He suddenly fdt very excited. “|
was thinking earlier about finding the place where immie Angel crashed, maybe that would be alanding
fidd, and—"

Ray shook his head. “Hecrashed, Pete. Must not be avery good placeto land if an ace pilot crashes.”
“But maybe they would know how to find the plane—"
“If itisn't covered with forest by now.”

Peter would not give up. The food made al the difference in the world; his spirits started to soar at the
multitude of plansfranticaly crowding into his head. “But if they can see the plane, maybethey’ Il fly over
it, and if we' rethere, they’ll seeus!”

“We d haveto find the planefirst,” Ray said.
“Thenwe climb ator and look around.”

Ray shrugged, then amiled. “All right.” He stared dubioudly at the small, dismembered dinosaur torso.
“We can't waste food.”



Peter began enthusiastically cutting up the rest of the carcass. He disemboweled it with astonishing
objectivity, for aboy who had fdt faint dissecting frogsin school, and washed the well-hacked body
partsin the lake water. “ Do we want to save the liver and stuff?’ he asked Ray.

“Let’snot carry thistoo far. How do we know parts of these animals aren’t poisonous?’

Peter agreed and |ooked around for something to carry the chunks of mesat in. A broad, tough leaf about
two feet wide served the purpose, and hetied it with afern stem.

Asthey were about to head east, into the forest, something dopped in the lake shdlows. The
scythe-headed amphibian, or one very much likeit, swam sinuoudly through the water and crawled up
onshore. Itsdick wrinkled skin was patterned in dark green and black spots with touches of yellow and
red dong its back. With adow hunch of its upper body and twist of its broad head, it gobbled the small
dinosaur’ sinnards. When it finished, it turned its widespread golden-brown eyes on them, then padded
around and dithered back to the lake.

Peter shivered. Ray watched it depart with fascination. “What amonster, ” hesaid again, asif a
nine-foot-long salamander were any more monstrous than a pack of bear-sized lycos.

“How far from the chasm do you think we are now?” Peter asked asthey hiked between thetall trees
toward the distant outcrop.

“This part of theforest looks different,” Ray said. “Less undergrowth. We could be acouple of miles
farther north. That would make it three or four miles”

Peter tried to imagine the flood carrying them amile or more, and couldn’t. “If we' d been sweypt that far,
wouldn’t we be dead?’

“We should be dead by now anyway,” Ray said. The package of dinosaur mest attracted flies and Peter
kept having to brush them away. The biting flieswere fewer, at least, and for that they were grateful.

They traversed about two hundred yards with fair speed, avoiding aswampy hollow and an odd outcrop
of low, flat stones free of vegetation. They skirted this barren areawith an ingtinctive unease. It curved
behind an intrusion of forest, and as the obscured reach gradualy came into view, they saw a series of
low sandy mounds, surrounded by athick U of trees. Ray stopped and put his hands on hiships. “The
ground ismoving out there,” he said.

Peter looked at the low, flat rocks. A tan and orange mass crawled over the distant stones like opague
honey. This honey, however, seemed made of millions of discrete parts. “Ants,” he said. “Those must be
ant mounds.” He walked carefully to the edge of the barren stretch and knelt. Across the rocks scuttled
dozens of golden insectsthe size of histhumb, with wicked-looking pincers and glistening abdomens.
Their eyeswere black, and no matter which direction they moved, they seemed to be looking straight at
him. He backed away in ahurry, scanning the forest loam for more of the big ants.

“Nothing goesin there, right?’ Ray said.
“I wouldn't,” Peter said. “They look big enough to cut away trees.”

“Maybethat’ swhat they’ ve done,” Ray said. They were about to move on when ahigh, melodicskree
froze them in their tracks. They looked around dowly, afraid to even move. Peter stared acrossthe
barren rocks at the forest beyond. Hefdt likefaling on hisbelly to hide.

Emerging from the forest on two muscular pillars of legs, pushing aside treeswith astedth and grace
agtonishing for its bulk, its broad, long tail sweeping behind, twenty-five feet high from tip of



saber-clawed toesto glittering white feathery crest, white- and yellow-plumed head sporting along snout
with both ascimitar beak and long rows of knife-like teeth, two long black-feathered arms bobbing
gently beforeit, Stratoraptor velox, theTotenadler, the death eagle, stepped out onto the denuded
territory of the golden ants and surveyed the situation with dark-rimmed green eyes.

Peter stood rooted to the ground by the sight, even though a hundred yards separated them. His only
thought was that it was after them, that they had to flee, but hislegswould not take instructions from his
brain. Ray’ s mouth worked, but no words issued forth. They did not move or make a sound; the beast
s0 quickly and unexpectedly reveaed to them, descendant of thefirst lines of birds, monstrous cousin to
the avisaurs and ancientAr chaeopteryx, fixed them like deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car.

TheStratoraptor strode dowly to the flat barren areawest of the ant mounds, cocked its head asif to
inspect the ground and the mounds, and dowly hunkered down with arms folded by its Sides. It settled
itself, making degp drumming noises, and closed its eyes asif about to go to deep.

Peter let out hisbreath dowly. They quietly backed into the cover of the trees.
“Itdidn’t seeus,” Peter said.

Ray lifted hiseyebrows and sghed in relief.

“We should get away from here asfast aswe can.”

“I wonder how fast it can travel in thesetrees,” Ray said, peering around atrunk to observe the animd. It
perched unmoving on the ant field.

“| don't want to find out,” Peter said.

“We might be ableto outrunitintheforest,” Ray said, agleam in hiseyes. His brow furrowed. “More
curious, though, iswhy isit Sitting on an ant nest?’

Peter shrugged his shoulders.

Ray sat on alow rock with agood view of the ant mounds, asif preparing for avigil.

“Arewe staying?’

“I want to seethis” Ray sad. “It'svery odd. What I’ d give to have my cameraright now . . .”

Peter leaned against the trunk, heart racing. He was curious, too, but more concerned about staying dive.
“I'll take some of that meat,” Peter said, and Ray handed him the package.

“Make sure we re upwind,” Ray suggested.

“It would have smelled us by now,” Peter said. He chewed on atough strip of tail meat. The lesshungry
he was, the less palatable the raw flesh tasted, but he did not want to waste it, and soon it would be
spoiled or flyblown.Of course, Anthony says maggots are high in protein, hereminded himsdf.

TheStratoraptor drummed again, like ahuge prairie chicken. It opened its eyes and blinked camly,
twidting and tilting its heed.

“Look at itslegs,” Ray said. Peter focused on the thick thighs, pooched out in its squatting position. Thelr
color seemed to be dowly changing from dark yellow to greenish gold; furthermore, the color was
creeping from the ground up. Closer to the dirt, theStratoraptor s hues had changed to dark gold.



Peter sucked in his bregth. “1t’ sletting the ants crawl on it!”
Ray nodded. “L ooksthat way.”

“Maybeit’'soldand sick . . . it' scome hereto die.”

Ray shook hishead. “Thisisn’'t agraveyard for mongters.”

They watched in sllence. Within ten minutes, theStrator aptor was completely covered by aglittering
carpet of golden insects. Despite Peter’ s qualms, curiosity now gripped him, aswell. He could not
imagine why such ahuge anima would let itself be covered byants. Unless. . .

“Tick birds” Peter said.
“Cleaner shrimp,” Ray said smultaneoudy. They stared at each other in amazement.
“It' sletting the antsclean it!” Peter said.

“What ds2?’ Ray said, hisface bright with discovery. For amoment, they forgot their predicament,
watching theStratoraptor st quietly for itsant bath. “Even big animashavelice, ticks, fless. . . Theants
feed on its pests, remove dead skin and scales. . . and in return, the animals stay away from the
mounds.”

“Or maybe the ants clean up bloodstains, remains of prey,” Peter suggested.

“Plausble” Ray said. “1 don't think anyone' s ever seen this before!”

Peter thought of hisfather and OBie, a sudden sharp image that obscured the delight of discovery and
reminded him of their danger. “We don't have much time,” he said softly.

Ray kept watching the ant field and the huge, quiescentStratoraptor. With ajerk, hediverted his
attention and grinned sheepishly at Peter. “ Y ou'reright, of course,” he said. “But maybe we can wait and
see wherethe old bird' s going next. We should stay out of its path.”

“If weleave now, we'll get ahead start,” Peter said.
Ray couldn’t argue with this. He agreed with aclamp of hisjaw musclesand asharp nod. “Let’sgo.”

They kept glancing over their shoulders as they moved deeper into the forest and east once more. With
theStratoraptor almost out of sight—and still squatted contentedly, tended by a honey-like sheen of the
big golden ants—they heard the airplane’ s drone again. They had no clear view of the sky, nor the sky of
them, but certainly did not want to appear out in the open with theStratoraptor so close. They hated
and listened. Through the trees, they saw the same high-wing plane fly low over the northern forest. With
aroar of itsengine, it circled and dove afew yards lower to buzz theStratoraptor a an dtitude of less
than fifty feet. The beast shook itself free with aquick shower of ants, got to itsfeet, and stretched
straight out, screaming its surprise and rage. The scream hurt Peter’ s ears and made his knees rubbery: it
was the sameskreee they had heard on the southern end of the plateau, only much louder.

The pilot angled the plane over them, above the forest, turned due south, and continued on until the drone
subsided.



“Thanksfor nothing!” Ray said angrily.

TheStratoraptor continued to shriek its defiance, and Peter and Ray hurried deeper into the forest,
toward the tor.

Chapter Eight

T hetrees here were younger and spaced more closely together. Overall, the canopy had dropped by
twenty or thirty feet and was thin enough that sunlight speckled the floor and undergrowth. Ghostly white
vines covered with lacy, pale leaves twined around an old log and spread out in alumpy wave acrossthe
floor, pouring up againgt other, living trees and wrapping their trunksin tight spirals, like string wound
around aspool. A few dozen yards ahead, Peter and Ray could occasionally see through the forest the
ydlow-brown mass of their god brightly illuminated by the sun. Peter had given his machete to Ray, who
opened the path for their fairly rapid progress. Peter’ sleft arm continued to hurt with each step, but less
s0 than afew hours before.

They had just walked around a particularly impressive tree, with atrunk amost fifteen feet across, when
Peter saw agray shape crawling overhead. He jumped aside. “Ray!”

Ray turned and Peter pointed up. Standing on abranch, acluster of leaves clamped in its mouth, was a
gray, heavily wrinkled, sausage-shaped animal, tiny black eyes prominent on arounded head. It had a
short snout and a stumpy tail and was no more than ayard long. The animal watched them quietly, not
moving. Peter saw that its snout was actualy akind of horny beak, the apexes of the upper and lower
halves divided into two flat cutting edges, likearat’ sincisors.

“Do you know what that is?’ Peter asked.
“Lookslikeabigmole” Ray sad.

“It hasscdles” Peter said. “| think it'sareptile.”
“A mole-reptile, then,” Ray said.

The animd turned deftly and wriggled aong the branch toward the trunk. Three-clawed feet gripped the
trunk tightly and it lifted itself with agrunt. They watched it until it vanished in thetreg sthick crown.

Ray glanced at Peter and lifted his shoulders. What to make of so many wonders?

Asthey cameto the edge of the forest, they discovered that aclearing surrounded the supposed tor, and
that the formation was much broader than they had thought.

“It'sthe step pyramid,” Peter said. He remembered the step pyramid had not been far from an open
space, which must have been the ant field.

“Wesaw it, too,” Ray said. “OBie saysit wasn't there the last time he cameto El Grande.”

They stepped out of the abrupt edge of the forest onto a pebble-strewn causeway that flanked the
stepped mound. “Looks asif the forest has been manicured,” Ray observed, looking back at the
sculpted topsoil and neatly chewed root ends, the lopped limlbs and pruned branches.

The pyramid rose about two hundred feet and covered an areatwice that in width. The walls were made
of thick, dried, irregular masses of fine-chopped leaves, branches, and mud or clay, like acrazy pattern



of brickwork. These masses were held together by adark brown mortar with afaint, viscous sheen, like
dried snail dime. Overall, the pyramid was pae brown or dirty yellow, graying and brightening dternately
beneath the cloud-mottled afternoon sun.

“Listen,” Ray said. From within the pyramid came a subdued, whiny skirling. They approached the base
and placed their hands againgt it.

Peter redlized what might be responsible for the mound.

“Ants” he said, and backed away quickly. Ray legped back aswdll, then squinted dubioudy at the high
mound.

“Thisbig? It doesn’t look like an ant or even atermite mound.”
“What else, then?’ Peter said. “ Giant bees?’

“I’d hate to meet one,” Ray said. “ There don’t seem to be any openings on thisside. We came hereto
climb up and look around. Won't be hard to scalethesewalls. . .”

Peter shook his head. “We should find out what madeit first.”
“Yeah,” Ray agreed. “No sense being reckless. Let’ swak around.”

The causeway made for easy hiking, level and dmost as smooth asagravel road. They rounded thefirst
corner. “Itisn't square,” Ray observed.

“A pentagon, or hexagon?’ Peter suggested.
“Pentagon, maybe—or irregular.”

Beyond the second corner, the forest opened up into hummocky grassand, dotted with low, flat mounds
each about fifty feet across and made of the sameirregular mud bricks. Long elevated dikes connected
the smal mounds with the central step pyramid. Ray climbed over thefirst dike, about five feet high, and
Peter followed—then froze at the sght of abootprint.

“Did you step over here?’ he asked Ray.
“No.”

“Somebody did.”

“Billie?”

“He wore sandas.”

“Maybe OBie or your father, then.”

Peter smiled broadly. “Y eah! They’re probably around here doing just what we' re doing—trying to see
wherethey are, and how to get back.”

They waked on to the next dike and found more printsin the finer patches of gravel and grit. “Lookslike
one pair of bootsto me,” Ray said. “Big, too.” At Peter’ s concerned expression, he added hastily, “But
I”m no tracker.”

Peter looked around in the dirt. He bent down and touched amark apparently made by ahed, looked a



pace beyond, and saw aclearer print. This one was smaler than the other, somewhat smaller than
Peter’s, and the tread seemed markedly different from that on his own boot, which matched hisfather’s.
Hetried to remember OBi€ sfeet. They had not been very large, but larger than this print.

“Here' sanother,” he said. “There are two sets, but | don’t think they belong to my father or OBie.”
Ray kndlt besde him. “Y ou'reright. Who, then?’

They continued to the third side of the mound. The clouds were building again and ahigh pale haze
softened the sun’ sglare. The high-pitched skirling within the larger mound continued. Ray wiped sweset
from hisbrow. They rounded the next corner and saw along ramp reaching to the top of the mound's
first step. Ray pushed Peter back and they peered cautioudy around the corner. Severa wrinkled gray
mole-reptiles climbed the ramp. They made sharpwhuk whuk noises to one another, accompanied by a
continuouslow chittering.

Peter smelled vinegar and held his nose.

“Smdlslike atossed salad,” Ray observed softly. The gray animasignored them and waddled up the
ramp to the first step. More followed.

One of the animals gppeared half again aslarge asits companions, its pebbly gray hide marked with
white stripes, and itslonger tail forked into two large, vertica horny spikes. Thisforked tip twitched
upward sharply severd times asthe animal walked.

“Same species?’ Peter asked.

“I don’'t know,” Ray said. “Did you see the front claws?’
“Yeah. Long and blunt.”

“They'rediggers,” Ray sad. “ Theymade this mound.”

That conclusion seemed obvious enough, but it was till startling. “Y ou mean, they build like beavers. . .
or prairiedogs?’ Peter asked.

“Or like bees.”

Peter and Ray stared at each other for amoment. “Thisis ahive, then?’ Peter asked.
Ray shrugged.

They waited for the ramp to clear, then walked to the top of thefirst step.

“Maybe they’ re nocturnd, and there are just afew guards or workers out and about,” Ray said. “ They
look pretty paeto be out in the bright sun.”

Thewall of the second level was marked by regular round indentations, like large mouse holes. These
were covered with aflexible flap made of some compressed and chewed vegetable matter. Peter lifted
one of the thick, papery flaps and peered down along tunnel. The skirling noise, like dozens of ghostly
bagpipes, floated with grester intensity from the tunnel. Peter held the flap up while Ray kndlt and
inspected the opening. Ray then stood and brushed his hands on his pants, sniffing at the air. “More
tossed sdlad,” he commented. “Too heavy on the vinegar.”

Peter turned northeast and heard afaint sound, like an abrupt shout. “Did you hear that?’



“Another animd,” Ray said. They heard it again.

“Noanima!” Peter said excitedly. “That'savoicel” They ran aong the top of thefirst step toward the
northern face of the mound. Cast in late afternoon sunlight, the northern face was covered with quietly
scurrying gray creatures. They camein at least four different varieties, the largest dmost eight feet long, all
of them low-dung, with wide-spread legs and intent, beady, round black eyes. Thetwo larger varieties
had horny upturned forks on the ends of their tails and heavier fordimbswith long claws. For the
moment, clambering up the walls and aong steep ramps leading from step to step, the mole-reptiles paid
no attention to Ray and Peter.

Peter heard the shout again and looked up at the top of the mound. “1t' s Wetherford!” he cried, and Ray
looked up aswell. The Englishman stood about a hundred and sixty feet above them, waving amachete
and shouting, “Halloal All you ratty types, up herel Halloal” In his other hand he carried arifle.

Peter called out, “Mr. Wetherford! James Wetherford!” Ray waved hisarms aswell, but Wetherford did
not hear them. He abruptly backed away from the edge just asagroup of five large fork-tails started up
thewall of the top step.

To compound the confusion, an airplane approached from the east, flying low over thejungle. It wasa
flying boat, Peter sasw—abig, beautiful gray PBY, its motors singing alow throaty song. The plane
banked to the north and rose afew dozen feet to pass directly in front of the mound. Ray and Peter
waved frantically, and the plane waggled itswings asit completed itsturn. The fork-tails and “ ratty types’
broke into confused scampering. Some brushed past their legs and legped from the upper step, landing
with heavy thumpsthirty feet below. Peter peered down and saw three broken bodies; one whimpered
and skirled dhilly.

“Lake Akuena” Ray shouted. “ That plane can land on the south-central 1ake!”
“What about the small lake?" Peter asked. “That's closer.”

“Too short to land on, ismy guess,” Ray said.

“The centrd lakeismilesfrom herel” Peter said.

Only now did they redlize they had the attention of agood number of the mole-reptiles. Five, six, and
then eight, nine, ten of the animas circled them, clacking their divided rodent-tooth besks and hissng
aarmingly. Three large fork-tails gpproached and the others parted to let them through.

Peter and Ray turned. Three other fork-tails crawled over thelip of the step and piped like teakettles.

The animals surrounding them suddenly sidled to the north, forcing Ray and Peter to walk to their right to
keep inthe middle of aconfining circle.

“We'recorraled,” Peter said.

Ray glanced down at Peter’ s machete. “\We could carve our way out.”

Peter examined the larger animals and shook his head. “ They could whack us pretty good.”
“If we don't, we might end up molefood,” Ray warned.

Peter made afierce face and raised his machete. Behind them, an even more threatening hiss sounded,
and they turned to face atrue giant among the mole-reptiles—a dusky orange brute dmost asbig asa
lyco, besk parted into two canine-like fangs separated by amiddle row of horny serrations. Its small



black eyes glared a them and it bobbed its head like a giant chuckwalla, piping and hissng steadily.

Peter let out hisbreath and lowered his machete. The cordon moved them efficiently to the northern side
of the mound, where dl the animals stopped together. The air wasthick with vinegar and other smells,
some of them disgustingly foul. The vapors stung their eyes.

“They'reasbad as skunks,” Ray said, holding his hand up to his nose and blinking.

The wall beside them collapsed in acloud of debrisand a second lyco-sized creature poked its snout
out, scooping rubble aside with heavy claws. The cordon parted and Ray and Peter were herded up to
the large hole. The digger withdrew.

Peter hesitated. All the animas hissed at once, and Ray held up hishands asif surrendering. “ All right!”
hecried. “All right!”

He shot a panicked look at Peter, but they knew ingtinctively they could not survive afight with the
biggest repiles.

Peter glanced north at the PBY, barely adot above the green horizon of El Grande. They both bent over
and amole-reptile butted them through the fresh opening in the wall.

Chapter Nine

Peter did not enjoy enclosed spaces. In Chicago and New Y ork, he had, for no reason he could
understand, tortured himsdlf a night, before deep, with thoughts of being enclosed in asmall sewer pipe,
trying to crawl through darkness and damp to a spot of light very far away.

And then something had plugged up the light.

The tunnd into the mound was not so small, but it was dark and smelled of skunk and vinegar and foul,
beery burps, and beneath dl those smells, the now-familiar parrot-cage odor—making him want to
vomit. He swallowed hard as Ray jostled him from behind. “They’ re pushing me!” Ray explained, by
way of gpology, and they stooped and stumbled down the shoulder-high passage.

Behind and in front of them, tremendous thumps shook the walls. Peter closed his eyes and held hisnose
and tried to breathe just through his mouth, but the smell till filled his head, and the pounding, and the
skirling.

We're going to die, hethought. Thisisit. We were being swallowed. Now we're in the stomach.

He thought of his mother, so lovely and dways alittle distant, reserved, puzzled and even stymied by her
son’'s need for affection. He thought of Anthony, hating to not be someplace doing something, shunning
inactivity and normality, hustling his son from city to city, trying to encourage Peter to see theworld
through curious, active eyes, to take part in anything and everything.

And he thought of Peter Belzoni, caught in emotional makeup somewhere between his parents, more
passionate and curious than his mother and more sensible and cautious than hisfather. And what did it
matter? The mole-reptileswould put them into afood pile and al hiswork at growing up and finding out
who he was would come to nothing, except that he would become reptile chow.

“Communisaurs,” he murmured over his shoulder to Ray. The name popped into his head.



“What?’
“Communisaurs,” Peter repeated.
“Workers of theworld, unite,” Ray said.

Peter saw afuzzy glow ahead. He imagined phosphorescent moss and a scene out of H. G. Wellsor
Jules Verne, vast caverns with multihued pillars and a huge chamber filled with servile gray crestures, and
governing it al, something like the Grand Lunar. The imagined scene dmost scared him witlessand hefelt
hisface tighten into aterrified mask. Not dead yet, he reminded himsdlf.Not dead yet!

The tunnel widened into abigger place. A few particles of light escaped from somewhere ahead, enough
to see hulking shadows. The skirling had become clearer, though fortunately not louder. The thumpswere
now behind them.

“Smellslike bad cheese,” Ray sad.
“Smdlslike asour somach,” Peter said.

They were pushed through acurtain of long vegeta strands and the scene brightened enough for them to
see an even larger space, filled with moving black lumps. Peter stopped, unwilling to step into that
hip-high weter of shifting bodies. He looked up and saw shafts of light danting down from severa holes
overhead. Some drifts of fresh air wafted down and Peter took a deep breath. In the middle of hisinhae,
awave of farty-sweet and skunky odors washed around them and he gagged. Ray shoved up behind him
and they both tumbled into the mass of chittering, squirming bodies.

Peter pushed up on his elbows and got to his knees. Something scratched hisribs and the top of his head
and he screamed and kicked out. “Ow!” Ray shouted. “Watch it!”

Peter swallowed again and stood. There was no spit left in his mouth and his ssomach felt full of dry
clods. The bodies had parted around them. His eyes were adapting to the dingy light and he could see
rounded brick walls, hanging strands of vegetable matter like tattered fabric, smal dark bodies on either
Side, and aclear passageway between to an even brighter chamber. Bodies pushed them from behind
and Ray said, “It’ s getting tight back here.”

Peter walked forward, glad that he could at least stand up.

“Now | know how apig fedsgoing to daughter,” Ray muttered.

Communisaur soldier

Peter shook hishead. “Don’'t say that.” 1t was bad enough forhim to think such things, worse dill to
know they agreed asto their probable fate.

“I'll never eat bacon again,” Ray added.

Half seen gray bodies shoved them around a corner. Peter made out that they actually walked between
two walls, and that avaulted roof pierced with small bright holes rose high over them. Tiers of wakways
surrounded thislarge chamber, which had to be somewhere near the middle of the mound. Small and



medium-sized dark communisaurs scampered adong the walkways.

The parrot smell overcame al others. Peter |looked around and saw two of the biggest fork-tailslurching
behind them. Their tails rose and they whacked them smultaneoudy on the chamber floor, making a
sngle sharp, loud thump. Then they withdrew.

Theway ahead was clear. All around, the skirling rose to terrifying intensity, hundredsiif not thousands of
communisaurs raisng aruckus, their chatter filling the chamber with apainful din.

Suddenly, the ruckus subsided. The chamber fdl slent.
Peter heard someone quietly swearing, not Ray.
“OBie!” Ray called.

“Who'sthere?’

That was Anthony’ svoice! “Father!” Peter shouted.

A yeasty cloud of scent billowed over them. Peter looked up in time to see the silhouette of ahuge pair
of limbsreach over thewal. Long, curving, blunt claws surrounded his midriff and lifted himinto the air
like ababy.

Chapter Ten

E very bonein his body seemed to rattle and histeeth clacked together painfully as claws and horny
pads clamped and abraded his chest. Peter could hardly breathe. Something dry and coal thrust into his
face and snuffled. Whatever held him wasimmensdly strong, at least the Size of the big fork-tails, and
smdled like parrot and fresh bread and drunken burps. Hetried to cry out but couldn’t suck in enough
ar. His head swvam and hefelt asif hewould black out. Suddenly, he was released and fell on hisfest,
immediately collgpsing to his hands and knees.

Anthony cdled hisname,

Peter’ shead hung low. He dropped to his elbows and side, and finally managed to draw in enough of the
thick air to let out agasp. Hisvison returned but what he saw made little sense: thick hard mud ridges
radiating from a.centra pile of irregular bricks, topped by abristling clump of sticksand logs, dl dimly
illuminated by the bright holes overhead. He rolled on his back, too wesk to do anything but fed his chest
heave. An orange outline passed nearby—hunched ridge of spine supporting porcupine-like bristles,
suggestions of rippling fat, dow, splayed limbs, and then the flat crown of animmense head, mouth a
dark crescent beneath. The mouth seemed at least ayard wide, but it was very close and he could not
yet judge distance and size.

He heard hisfather yelling for him to be still. And then another word, perhaps spoken by OBie—it
sounded like “ expectation.” Peter closed his eyes and concentrated on breathing. He fdt asif hisribs had
been crushed, but decided the pain wasn'’t sharp enough to prove that. He could move his hands and
feet, s0 hisback hadn’t been broken. The beast near him brushed past Peter’ sleft sde and lifted itself
with a casua moan up the curved wall, arms spread wide like alizard' s, claws scraping againgt the hard
mud surface. It reached over the wall and Peter saw Ray lifted into the air, kicking and shouting. The
arms contracted and pulled Ray up againgt the beast’ s muzzle, and again Peter heard the snuffing sound.
A miasmaof choking civet smdl sank around him.



The arms dropped Ray on the other side of the pit, behind the pile. Peter turned his head and caught a
glimpse of more large, dark shapes, surrounded by smaller pale formsthat skirled and scurried over the
ridges, climbing in and out of the central clump of sticks and logs. He heard mewling whistles.

Thisis a nest,he thought. His eyes had adapted to the dark enough to show more details: dust drifting in
puffs above the nest, dozens of small gray communisaurs, mouths stuffed with leaves and branches,
moving in orderly lines on aramp overlooking the nest, and the biggest of them all—agrest, orange
shape mottled with black spots, lying with both ends dopping over the sides of the nest, vast flanksrising
and fdling dowly. This behemoth was three timesthe size of the large fork-tails. Peter could barely see
the top of its head.

Hetried to stand. A fork-tail lesped out of nowhere, backed around, and thumped him with its tail-horns.
He sprawled forward against the nest and barely missed poking an eye out on ajutting stick. “ Stop it!”
he shouted. Blood flowed from a gouge on his cheek, darkening his questing fingers.

Ray crawled on his hands and knees around the nest. The behemoth above them rolled its head lazily,
watching. He stopped beside Peter, dumped against the pile of bricks, and raised the machete. “Y ou
dropped this,” he said, and wiped blood from hislips.

“Areyou dl right?’ Peter asked.

“I don't know,” Ray said. “You?’

Peter shook his head. “Father!” he called out asloudly as he could manage, barely acroak.
“Peter!”

“Wereinapit.”

“The big one' saqueen, Peter,” Anthony shouted. “ She inspected us and then the workers put us over
here. We' ve been here for hours.”

“Wetherford' soutside,” Ray said. “We saw him on top of the mound.”

Gray communisaur attendants dunk around them with obsequious, bresthy skirls. They snuffled at Peter’s
boots. He raised the machete defensively, but they did not seem to notice or care. The behemoth queen
groaned like a giant steam boiler and shifted her weight, showering broken twigs from around the edge of
the nest and bringing her tail to bear. Attendants became frantic. Two of them climbed over Peter and
Ray and raised their heads to cushion thefdl of abrownish egg six incheslong. The egg rolled from their
snoutsinto Peter’ slap. Helifted it and presented it to them. “Here,” he said. The attendants took it
gingerly in their mouths, cooperating with delicacy to carry it away. Another egg plopped down from the
queen’stail and landed on Ray’ s shoulder, dipping between the two of them. More attendants appeared
and nosed up to the egg, then retrieved it, nodding asif thanking the humansfor their help.

“What do they want with us?’ Ray asked Peter softly. “Why bring us here?’
“| was going to ask you that,” Peter said.

Her egg-laying finished, the queen swung around again and dipped her immense snout to within inches of
Ray’ shead. Hishair lifted as sheinhaled. At least a cupful of sdivadribbled onto hislap. He grunted and
swung his head away from the sour-smelling fluid. “ Makes you hate nature, does't it?” he said in disgust.
“What do they want with us?’ he called out.

“How in hdll should we know?’ OBie cdled back. “Y ou stay there and tell us. Was anybody with



Wetherford?’
“Wedidn't see anybody,” Peter said. “Dad, there' san airplane—aflying boat. It flew north.”

The queen showered more sticks on them and rolled to snuff at Peter’ s head. Then shelifted and
extended her snout, casting a shadow over them, and gave aresonant belching roar. The roar seemed to
end in hiccups. Civet smell descended in dmost visible waves. Peter svung hisarmsto clear the stench
and looked up directly into her tiny black eye. Her head stretched afull four feet from wrinkled, bunched
yellowish neck to tip of blunt nose, and she was colored a uniform dusty orange, with blue rings around
her eyes and red along her finely scaled lips. She looked like aheavily made-up floozy. She blinked
down at him, mouth gaping. Her jaws bore small, wide-spaced teeth, no larger than those of her
attendants.

Two medium-sized fork-tails lumbered to attention afew feet from Ray and Peter. They sucked inthe
hideous vapors, eyes closed and jaws dack in ecstasy. The queen withdrew her head.

“They must think it' sawful cozy in here” Ray muttered. “Maybe we can crawl out.” He made amoveto
get up and the fork-tails rotated and presented their persuaders again.

Peter knew hewould suffocate if he didn’t get some fresh air. He kicked out, booting the forked spikes
of the nearest guard. Thetail and fork were iff as stone and did not move on receiving the blow. Histoe
ached, however.

The ground trembled. Peter looked up to seeif the queen had rolled again, but shewas not visible. “Did
you fed that?’ he asked Ray.

“Yesh,” Ray said. “Earthquake?

The nest fdl slent. All the communisaurs seemed to be listening. A louder thump shook the bricks, and
dust sifted from the chamber ceiling. The fork-tails spun in confusion like dancing bears.

The queen belched and roared and screeched dl at once.
The attendants scrambled. The fork-tails rushed to thewall and clawed their way over.

“That' sdynamitel” Anthony shouted from behind the wall. Peter and Ray pushed to their feet. The pit
wasin an uproar. Gray worker communisaurs flocked over the nest and queen. Defenders and guards,
big and medium-sized fork-tails, rushed for the ramps and walls to move to the outside of the mound.

Peter dipped the machete under hisbelt and said, “We d better get out while we can.”

Ray seemed dazzled by the uproar.

“Over thewadl, join my father and OBie,” Peter suggested, nodding in that general direction.
“Chrig,” Ray sad. “I'd give anything to—"

But there was no timeto finish.

Chapter Eleven

Jostling, tumbling, flowing in lemming waves up to and around the nest in the pit and all around the



ramps, workers and defenders shoved each other in no pattern discernible from the pit’ sfloor. Ray and
Peter had as much as they could do to stay upright. Still, their general progress was toward the outside of
the pit, though not toward the voices of their friends.

A few yards of gray communisaur crowd separated Ray and Peter as they approached the surrounding
wall. Theair stunk of civet, belch, and vinegar, and vibrated with ear-ringing skirls. Peter could not shout
loudly enough for Ray to hear. Peter was spun about by the mass and saw the nest and the queen, her
head and tail upthrust like acontorting earwig. An egg fell from the base of her thick tail into the crowd.
That did not seem to matter.

Peter faced the wall again and jumped. He could not keep ahold on theirregular brick surface, however,
and fell back onto the animal's, which squeded like pigs. Somehow he got to hisfeet again, closer to the
wall, and reached up, fingers dipping into the chinks between the bricks. Ray wasright beside him, allittle
higher up the barrier. Peter found ahold for one foot, then another, and with swesat-stung eyes and the
vinegar smdll burning in his nose and throat, he hoisted himsdlf to the top. Ray hel ped him and they stood
above the confusion.

“Where?’ Peter gasped.

“There, | think,” Ray said, and pointed to aspot hafway around the pit's circumference, directly
opposite where they stood. A defender vaulted up beside them, glanced at them with tiny black eyes,
and leaped into the shadows on the other side of thewall.

“Look!” Ray shouted. Peter turned and saw two men on thewall, arms held out, balancing precarioudly.
“Over herel” Peter shouted.

OBie and Anthony walked along the pit's perimeter, arms out for balance, swaying like acrobatson a
tightrope. Thetop of the wall was dmost aswide asasidewak but not asflat, and the confusion on
ather Sde made baancing difficult.

Therewaslittle time for rgjoicing when they joined. Anthony seemed to know where they al needed to
go, and that was not back along the furrow between walls, but around the perimeter afew more yards,
to where they could climb onto aramp.

Once on the ramp, Anthony kicked asde afew gray workers, which gnashed out with their besks and
ripped at the humans' pants legs before conceding, hissing, and moving on.

Anthony grinned like afiend at Peter. “Anything for clean air!” he cried asif yeling aMusketeer oath,
and led themto aholeinthewadll. A tunnel, empty but for two uncertain, blinking workers, led into
darkness.

“Areyou surethisisit?’ Ray asked, hisvoice cracking. The tunnd smelled fetid.

“Pogtive,” Anthony replied. They skirted past the workers, who stood in a shivering daze, and bent over
to creegp down the tunnel. Peter pulled the machete from his pantsto keep from emasculating himsdlf in
this posture.

About twenty yardsin, the tunnel doped down at athirty degree angle. They had to turn and back down
to keep from tumbling forward. This seemed afind fillip inamixed up nightmare: reunited, but
descending backward into an unknown, rank-smelling darkness, their hands and feet sinking into a
spongy dryness that might have been fungus or moss or dung, their boots diding over the fingers of those
behind.



“Watchit!” Anthony called up to Peter as boot treads rolled over knuckles.

They cameinto another chamber, where they could stand. Clustering together, they examined the placein
thedim light of two vent holes. The floor seemed lumpy. Theair smelled sickly sweet. The lumps began
to move.

“Babies!” OBie exclamed. He stooped and picked up a squirming, piglet-sized infant communisaur. Its
eyes had not yet opened and it mewed in his hands and snapped its small beak. OBie hoisted it for their
ingpection. Ray patted itsbald, findy scaled head. Anthony grimaced.

“Where are the nurses?’ OBie asked, replacing the infant gently on thefloor.
“Isthistheway out?” Peter asked hisfather.
Anthony shook his head. “Beats me. | was sure—"

A shadow moved from the darkness and aforked tail swung out sdeways, whacking OBiein the gut. He
toppled with an oof and landed in apile of babies crawling over mounds of moldy leaves. The floor came
divewith squeaks and hisses. Thetall sivung again, taking Anthony across his back and staggering him
into Peter. They both fell.

“Nurse!” OBie said weakly. Ray danced away from another sweep, and then they faced the head and
beek of the hissing beast. They retrested toward the light of avent hole. “On my shoulders” Anthony
told Peter, and hoisted him quickly to the hole. Peter’ s shoulders barely fit. Anthony shoved him likea
cork into a bottle, and his head poked up into sunlight and air. He dropped the machete. Anthony shoved
him again and he wrenched his arms free and pushed down from the top.

Hislegsfinaly emerged and he knelt beside the hole. Anthony tossed the machete up. Peter caught it
deftly. “Dig it out—make it wider!” hisfather shouted from below.

Peter hacked at the hole furioudly. The bricksrang like stone at first, but the surface gradualy crazed,
revealing straw-like fibersin amud matrix, and the hole got alittle larger. He dropped the machete into
the hole and Anthony began hacking from below, standing on somebody’ s back.

Ray came up next, and then OBie, who could bardly fit through. Ray and Peter pulled on hisarms until
his belly compressed and he groaned. Out he came with an amost audible pop. Ray held on to Peter as
he dropped back into the hole and offered himsalf as ahuman rope. Anthony clung to hislegsand now it
was Peter’ sturn to be stretched; Ray and OBie lifted Anthony up by hauling on Peter’ sarms and trunk.
Peter gritted histeeth at the pain in his shoulder.

When they dl stood in the open, Anthony whooped like a drunken soldier on liberty. “My God, that air
breathes sweet!”

OBiedid aquick jig, grinning like afool, an unraveled strand swinging from the rude strip of cloth that
bandaged his chewed arm.

They all sobered and took their bearings. They stood on the eastern side of the mound, on the second
step. Fewer than a dozen communisaurs were visible from their vantage. A dissipating cloud of dust blew
to the south from the opposite side of the mound.

“Wetherford,” Ray said.

“He s not the type to come here done,” Anthony said.



“WE I never know unlesswe go look,” OBie said. They walked to the corner and Anthony peered
around, then Peter and Ray. OBie hung back, sitting and nursing hisleg.

A hole had been blown out of the mound thirty feet away. Dazed and injured communisaurs, including
some big fork-tails, crept dowly or dragged themselves around the hole. Peter smelled the unmistakable
acrid, powdery odor of dynamite.

“Somebody brought some security with them,” Anthony said. “1 don't see Wetherford or anybody else.
Hope they haven't blown themsalves up.”

Small communisaurs began removing the injured and akind of order returned to the damaged side of the
mound. A steedy stream of animals clambered down the walls, claws digging in to the steep dopesas
they descended tail-first. More animals gppeared bearing clumps of masticated leafy matter, and some
communisaur “masons’ began pushing muddy balls over the edge of the hole, mixing the leaf matter in,
and patting them into irregular brickswith stolid dedication.

“For thetime being, we' re being ignored,” Anthony said, “but if we stay here much longer, the queen’s
minions are going to grab us again and take us below for her amusement. Only thistime, | don’t think
she’ sgoing to be very amused. We must smell alot like the folkswho did this damage.”

“Where arethey?’ OBie asked, grimacing as he got to his feet.

“They’ d have no reason to blow ahole in this mound unless they knew we were ingde and wanted to get
usout,” Anthony said. “They're probably looking for us or getting ready to cause more damage.”

“Wadl,” OBiesaid, “let’s save our gracious host the queen any more grief and find them before these
creatures do.”

Ray helped OBie by letting him lean on one shoulder. They hdf climbed, haf did down thewall to the
first level, then took aramp to the base of the mound. A few communisaurs stood aside with sheep-like
expressions of uncertainty asthey passed. “ Thefight' s been taken out of them,” OBie commented.

“Maybe they have other thingson their mind,” Anthony said. “ There has to be some reason—"

Another explosion shook the ground. A billow of dust and debris flew from the western sde of the
mound. They ran around the corner, OBie hopping beside Ray, just in time to see acorner of the mound
collapse, agaping hole opening intwo levels.

“Halloal” avoice shouted from the forest. Wetherford stepped into the clearing, and then another figure.
Peter’ s jaw dropped in shock. Vince Shellabarger stood behind Wetherford, a bandage wrapped loosaly
around the crown of his head.

“We thought we could distract them while you escagped,” said the Englishman, gtill waving. “If they hadn’t
turned you into infant formula, that is.”

“My God, Vince!” OBie cdled out, and they met in the clearing, shaking hands and dapping shouldersto
the strident skirling of hundreds of communisaurs. “1 was sure you’ d been killed.”

Vince stared at them with little expression, touched the side of his head, and said, “Not yet.”

“Dagger gaveit hisbest shot,” Wetherford said. “He was prying old Vincent from under the cage whend
Colond ’ssoldiers brought him down with a bazookaflown in from Uruyen.”

“Dagger’ sdead?’ Peter asked.



Vinceturned to Peter and regarded him asif he were the only sane onein the group. Thetrainer’ s steady
gaze discomfited Peter. It seemed asif Vince had died, and his ghost now stared at him. “The Indians
fought the Army to save him,” Vince said. “ They considered it sacrilegeto kill the Challenger. A lot of
people died.”

Communisaur diggers

“My God,” OBie sad.

Wetherford' s grin faded. “ Y es, and Mr. Shellabarger’ s had anasty time of it. He insisted he come with
me, however. And he it was who suggested afew gticks of dynamite would comein handy.”

Shellabarger shook his head, face creased with sorrow. “I swear | did not haveit infor that animal. | did
not want himto die.”

“Unpleasant Stuation back there now,” Wetherford said. “ They’ ve pushed out the Indians and inssted on
closing the tepui completely. Wouldn’t even consider arescue expedition.El Colonel isbesde himsdlf.
Theradio’ sworking again, but the government in Caracas doesn't dare face up to the Army inthe
middle of an Indian uprising. Mr. Shellabarger knows hisvines, however . . . We found somemamure in
the forest and used bars from the cages to hammer out agrappling hook. Threw the vines across—"

Shellabarger took Peter’ s shoulder and seemed to derive some strength from the contact. “1f you had
died, boy, | would have never forgiven myself. How in hell did you get thisfar north?’

“Yes, wdl,” Wetherford said, “1 was about to describe our remarkable feat with the vines—”
“Billie said El Grande swalows people,” Peter said.
“That' strue enough,” OBiesaid. “Theinsde of that mound smelled like the very bowels”

Anthony had said little until now. He seemed agitated, even angry. “ Peter and Ray saw asegplanefly
over.”

“WEe ve heard it, but we haven't seenit,” Wetherford said. “ The Army’ s chartered someone from
Uruyen to ingpect the area, with gtrict ingtructions not to land, but it isn't asegplane.”

“We saw that one, too,” Peter said. “It buzzed theStratoraptor. ”

Asif summoned by name, aringingskreee cut through the forest and echoed from the mound. The
communisaursinvestigating the fresh hole froze, then hurriedly retrested ingde. A few reluctant fork-tails
stayed in place, bouncing back and forth on their husky foreimbs.

“It was getting itself cleaned by golden antsin an open space, an ant field,” Peter added.
“That' slessthan ahdf amilefrom here,” Shellabarger said.
“Cleaned—byants? ” Wetherford asked.

Anthony grabbed Peter’ s shoulder. “You didn't stick with us,” he said, glaring at his son. “| was sure you
were dead.”



“Father—" Peter began, but there was no time.

The fresh hole was suddenly mobbed by burly fork-tails, heads swinging asthey scrambled from within
the mound. They seemed in amood to attack anything—and severd focused their attention on the
humans. Shellabarger |ooked back into the forest. “Let’ s get the hell out of here.” They ran from the open
gpace around the mound, leaping onto the clean-cut edge of forest bed. Looking behind, Peter saw two
of the biggest fork-tailsfollowing, tails erect, double-fanged beaked jaws gaping. He doubted they’ d be
taken back to the queen for examination thistime.

That waswhat he had heard hisfather saying. Not “expectation,” but “examination.” Thisthought sprang
into his head for no good reason just before Shellabarger came to an abrupt halt.

“Good Chrigt,” Shellabarger said under his breath, then grimaced and stumbled to one side as both Ray
and Peter bumped into him. Peter landed on his back and Ray dropped on his knees beside him.

A thick yellow tree trunk dropped to the floor of the forest just yards away. Peter pushed himself into a
crouch and stared at the trunk in disbelief.

Shellabarger, Anthony, and OBielay on their somachs, hands covering their heads. Peter turned intime
to see the forktails stumping through the forest, barely four yards behind. One of the fork-tails spotted
Peter and veered in his direction.

Thetree-trunk shivered and moved again, pulling up long glistening roots. Peter saw thick scdeson the
trunk, black foliage higher up—

A wickedly curved beak lanced down from the canopy and split the spine of the closest fork-tail likea
butcher’ s cleaver. Peter heard the bones crack and snap and saw the fork-tail fall, a sudden ton of dead
meat.

He still could not make sense of what was happening. Another tree moved, and hiseyesand brain
seemed to focus at once. He looked up—and up—

What caught his eye next in the gloom beneath the canopy was aradiance of brilliant white feathers. Out
of the mane of feathers poked amassive head, like the head of agriffin. The wickedly sharp beak
plunged again and scissored the side of the second fork-tail. The communisaur fell with aheavywhump
and skidded in the litter of the forest floor, snout plowing up acluster of seedlings.

Thefork-tail’ s head stopped within afoot of Peter’ s knee. Blood sprayed down on Peter and Ray and
theanima’ssideroseinto theair, at least three hundred pounds of meat and bone and hide. Blood
fountained from the fork-tail’ s open thorax. It spasmed and itstail thumped furioudy againgt atree.

The beak plunged again and again, snatching away more meet and bone. Theair filled with the snapping
of bones and the leathery wet sound of tearing mest.

Ray took hold of Peter’s shoulder and pulled him back. They frog-marched backward severa meters,
and Peter suddenly made sense of it dll.

Dinoshi. The death eagle had crept up to the vicinity of the mound through the forest. Its head reached
higher than the canopy when it stood upright, but now it stalked with head and tail at alevd, likethe
venator. Itswicked dark-rimmed green eyes, as big as basebdlls, blinked against the spatters of blood
fromitsvictims. It jerked back huge pieces of meet and swallowed them with only two or three
knife-whispering chomps of the big serrated teeth behind its beak.

The death eaglelifted to itsfull height to swallow, itsthroat expanding aarmingly and feathers sticking out



like quills. The head vanished in the canopy and then dropped afew meters. The animal spread itsfan of
neck feathers and stared down at Anthony and OBie and Shellabarger. The glittering eyes blinked and
focused directly on Peter and Ray. Wetherford was nowhere to be seen.

The fork-tailslay dead. The forest was quiet except for the commotion on the communisaur mound.
“Werenext,” Ray said softly.
“Yeah,” Peter said.

The desth eagle siwvung about gracefully between the trees, its huge lean body like smoke; it hardly
disturbed the forest at al asit turned, legs swiftly planting themselves beside the fork-tails. It leaned over
Peter and Ray, open besak bloody, and cocked its head with avery aquiline expression, intent on these
new animals.

“Bedill,” Peter told Ray. They froze.

“Doesit redly matter?’ Ray asked. Hisface shone ghostly pdein the forest gloom. Peter thought they
both looked dead already. They had been dead ever since they walked across the bridge, just asa
mouse is dead the minute a snake swallowsit. It till kicks, triesto breathe, maybe it blinks and struggles
againg the clutching throat muscles, but it's deed, sure as hdll.

The death eagle was beauttiful. 1ts eyes and face seemed dmodt friendly, with that feathery sunburst
focusing sound back to its flapless ears, its beady-eyed expression coldly quizzical. Itsyellow legswere
ashig across astrees. The startling fan of feathers spread at least seven feet wide. Standing erect,
weighing in at four or five tons, its black crown towered twenty-five feet above the forest floor. The body
feathers seemed black as smokein the gloom, but in the sun they would dlitter like jewels, likea
peacock’ sfan. Thiswas swift death wrapped in glory, hypnotic, the kind of death that could enjoy abath
in honey-colored ants, aloony lovely end to everything.

All it hed to do—

Dinoshi dropped its head with aquick jerk and its sunburst of feathers quivered. It scrutinized Peter and
Ray from just acouple of yards, festhersrustling stiffly. It waslistening to their bresthing, to their
heartbesats, and it was very interested, but uncertain what to do next.

The death eagle switched its gaze to the three prone men before it—OBie, Peter’ sfather, and
Shellabarger. None of them moved; al kept their hands over their heads and necks, like prisoners. For
Peter, time moved like cold syrup. Swest crawled down his forehead in honey-thick rivulets and dripped
from his brows. He heard nothing. Sound in the forest seemed muffled, suffocated.

Then the death eagle shifted itsweight and sticks snapped benesath its huge talons.Dinoshi lifted oneleg
and dapped itsfoot down on the broken-backed fork-tail. Bones crunched benegth the avisaur’ sweight
and blood oozed from the forktail’ s mouth, aong with aghastly groan.

The death eagle raised its head and swung toward the mound. The noise of the communisaurs—raucous
skirling, scrabbling claws—returned to Peter’ s sphere of awareness and he wondered why he had not
heard it eaxrlier.

The death eagle dropped its head, its Elizabethan feather gorget dished forward to gather sound from the
mound. It leveled its back and took a step away from the dead fork-tails, away from the frozen humans.
Its glittering eyes seemed to see Sghtsin another universe, one no longer occupied by Peter and his
companions.



The death eagle stalked silently east through the trees.Dinoshi had more familiar prey in mind, abundart,
unaware prey that it had doubtless eaten often before and found tasty. They were not going to die—not
yet.

Only at thelast minute did it leap, crashing through the thicket into the clearing. From Peter’ svantage, he
could see only broken pieces of the destruction, but this was more than enough. The death eagl€' scry
cracked the ar into painful pieces. The communisaurstried to defend themsalves, but with their
fortress-home aready violated by blasts of dynamite, they had little or no protection.

Through the screen of trunks and creepers and leaves, Peter sawDinoshi ’ stalonskick in the mud walls.
Gray bodies rushed out in aflood, sacrificing themsalves for the good of the hive. Blood spattered against
the mound. With lightning-swift flicks of the griffin’s head, bodieslarge and small flew about like stuffed
animason the bed of an angry child.

Wetherford sneaked up behind them. “ God help me, I’ ve wet my pants,” he said to Ray and Peter. “We
had best move our asses before Herr Totenadler decides we taste good after all.”

Anthony got to hisfeet first, hugged Peter with painful strength, then helped OBie. The older man’ sface
was dreadfully pae and his arms shook. He clutched his shoulder and grimaced a asharp pain. “I’'m al
right,” he said as Shellabarger got to hisfeet. The trainer rearranged the bandage on his head, but the
cloth’sdip had revealed a deep blood-caked creasein his scalp.

Ray went to OBie and once again lent hisarm for support.

“The only place a big segplane can touch down is the south-central lake,” OBie said, voice shaky.
Anthony nodded agreement.

“It saw usand waggled itswings,” Peter said.
“How do we know it’ s going to touch down?” Anthony asked.

“Cdl itahunch,” OBiesaid. “A PBY doesn't come cheap, and there aren’t any local planes of that type.
Someon€e' s behind it—someone who doesn't give adamn what the Army or any tinhorn dictator says.”
He drew himself up and squared his shoulders, but hisface was till white with pain. “The lake' s about
eight or ten milesfrom here. Maybe we' || meet somebody halfway—qguns, food, medicine. . .”

“We can't go back,” Shellabarger said. He waved his arms decisively and commanded, “Movel” and
they waked north.

The desth eagl€’ s screams and the sounds of dying communisaurs echoed behind them.

Chapter Twelve

They walked through a stretch of dense forest north of the mound and east of the ant field. Hiking for
the rest of the afternoon in weary single-file, they stopped by a narrow, deep creek and drank, then
picked clusters of hard purple berries and ate what they could of the raw fruit. OBie pointed out trees
filled with another spiky fruit and they ate some of those, but Shellabarger, ever the expert on the diets of
creatures away from home, warned that too much wouldn’t do them any good. “We need mesat,” he said,
and he and Wetherford walked ahead while the others rested.

Anthony sat beside Peter on afallen log. Something was bothering him, but for the time being he was



keeping himsdlf in check—waiting, Peter thought, for when they were alone. Peter could dwaysfed a
good fatherly bawling-out when it was coming. Sometimesit took daysto emerge into the open—adelay
he dways hated.

Anthony rubbed hisfinger dong a series of deep furrows chewed out of thelog. “ Some of Sammy’s
cousins might have donethis,” he said. Peter pulled up a patch of bark. A few thumb-sized yellow grubs
crawled beneath, black heads risng indignantly at the glare.

“Yum,” Peter said, thinking of Billie's comment on hisdream.

Anthony looked down on the larvae with afurrowed brow. He plucked up one of the grubs, examined it,
suddenly narrowed his eyes asif daring Peter to do something, then popped it in his mouth and chewed
quickly. He swallowed and his face shifted expressions with comic swiftness. “late it,” he said.

“Tastes like butter, doesit?’ OBie asked from where he and Ray sat, afew meters along thelog.
“Tagteslike bug,” Anthony said.
“Better cooked, but we don’t have afire,” OBiesaid.

“It'sdl right raw,” Anthony said, but he did not appear convinced. “ Y our turn,” hetold Peter, alittle too
sharply.

Peter smiled suavely, picked up the second grub, and swiftly bit and swallowed. He wasn't going to be
outdone by hisfather, not thistime, not in thisway. “Nutty,” he said.

Ray stepped forward, bent to examine the revealed larvae, and stood again with hands on hips. “I’ve
eaten raw lizard. | can eat anything.” He picked up the grub and lifted it to his mouth, then stopped.

“Hewho hestatesislost,” Anthony suggested.
Ray atethe grub. “ Tastes bitter,” he said, and looked back at OBie.
“Meat and potatoes,” OBie said, shaking his head. “ Strictly meat and potatoes.”

Wetherford and Shellabarger returned just before dusk, empty-handed. “ Theriver’sin adeep gully right
to the edge of the plateau,” Wetherford said. “ Shoots out into space for about half amile straight down.
No place to stop and drink along the way.”

“There' saflat grasdand about two milesnorth,” Shellabarger said. “ According to the old maps, it
sretches from the south-central |ake to the plateau’ s eastern edge. We can make better timeif we cross
the plain. Of course, we' |l also expose ourselves to more danger.”

Wetherford put on afatalistic face and shrugged. “Nothing we haven't faced dready,” he said.
“The grasdand iswhere Jmmie Angd camedownin’35,” OBiesaid. “Wemight find hisaircraft.”

“There sfive or six crash Sitesup here,” Wetherford said. “Hotshots from the mining companies dways
want to take their girlfriends over the tepuis. One went down on El Grande last year.”

“If that bush pilot seesusontheplain,” Shellabarger said, “ he might decide to land and rescue us,
dictator or no. There' s bound to be reward money.”

Wetherford pursed hislips. “Not bloody likely. The Army has dammed the gate hard on El Grande. No
pilot wantsto be clapped inirons.”



“It'sthe PBY or nothing,” OBie said.
“I wouldn’t put too much faith in your producersin New Y ork, either,” Wetherford said.

OBielifted his eyebrows and rubbed hisarm: each to his own comforts.

They spent ahungry but dry night beneath the forest canopy, listening to the passage of monkey-sized
animasthrough the trees and the gentle cheeping of small night birds. Anthony found more grubsin the
morning, and thistime OBie ate severd. They washed away the experience with dices of haf green spiky
fruit. Peter had a stomachache throughout the morning.

They emerged from the forest onto the grasdand at noon. Shellabarger kept hisrifle ready asthey waded
through the hip-high green grass. In boggy swales, the grass sometimes grew over their heads, topped
with feathery frondsthat swayed and rustled in the steady northerly breeze.

After two miles, they sat beneath the spreading boughs of athick, gnarly-trunked tree none of them could
identify. Itsleavesformed tight curlsin shadow, but spread into six- or seven-lobed fansin sunlight.
Dozens of the same kind of trees dotted the grasdand.

Peter watched Anthony carefully. Today, he seemed perfectly calm, the ssorm clouds gone.

After abrief doze, they continued. According to Wetherford' s watch, they encountered their first herd of
sauropods at one o' clock, browsing among the broad-lesf trees: imposing saltasaurs, the biggest dmost
forty feet long, with serpentine necks and tails and spike-armored backs. The herd numbered about
twenty, and haf grown young stayed close to the center.

“Not many of these left now,” Shdllabarger said. “ They’re ancient beasts, like Sammy’ skind. The degth
eagles are going to have them dl in afew decades. Thelycos don't messwith them.”

Peter watched the graceful browserswork over aforty-foot-high tree. They pulled and chewed the
leaves and branches with the steady deliberation of hungry caterpillars. In afew hours, judging from the
condition of trees nearby, they would leave it adenuded skeleton.

“Worse than elephants,” Shellabarger said. “ Things have to grow fast around here just to keep up.”

Peter thought of the desth eagles and venators and the animalsthey preyed upon, and the ddlicate
bal ances between plants and animals. Hewasn't just a city boy anymore. Kahu Hidi was cregping into
his persondlity.

They resumed their walk.

Anthony kept closeto Peter. They veered off ten or fifteen yards from the broken line of their
companions. Peter kept his eyes on the horizon, trying to see any hunting animals before they saw
him—and aso to avoid provoking hisfather. Despite the earlier calm, perhaps because of it, he knew
that the storm was about to break.



Anthony stepped ahead of him, head lowered. 1 thought you were dead,” he said.
Peter smiled nervoudy. “I was sure you were—" he began.

“Youran away.”

“| didnot, " Peter said.

“Y ou knew we should have stayed together, but youran. ”

Peter faced hisfather, stunned by this. “I was chased by an animal,” he said.

Anthony dismissed thiswith awave of hishand. *'Y ou should have done everything you could to stay
with us. Together, we had a much better chance.”

“I tried to find you.”
“That wasalittletoo late, wasn't it?” Anthony said, hisface very dark.

“I did not run away,” Peter said again. They stood in thetal grass, lessthan two feet from each other. Al
else seemed to fade. Anthony stared at him with eyeslike cods—accusing, furious.

“Chrigt, I'venever . . . felt so miserablein my entirelife. | thought I’d lost you—but you, my son. . .
seeing yourun. ”

“Youthink I’'m acoward?’ Peter demanded. Thiswas something he would not take even from hisown
father.

“Actions, my lad,” Anthony growled. “Louder than any words.”

Peter felt the tearswelling up, the hel pless rage he dways felt when confronting this force of nature who
happened to be his father, this unreasonable and unpredictable man who walked like a cheetah and
carved rude poems on thewall and got drunk just when things might be getting dangerous and attracted
al the beautiful women in the world—and who stuck with none of them. Peter held back the tears but not
theill-chosen words, meant to sting his father—just as his mother would have stung him. 1 thought you
were dead. Y ou didn’'t come and find me!”

“Welooked dl overhdl for you.”
“Billiefound me. Y ou could havel”

“I certainly tried,” Anthony said, alittle of the glow fading from his eyes. But now it was Peter’ sturn for
the rage to pesk.

“You dwaysthink I'm acoward,” he said, hisvoicelow. “Y ou dways expect more from me. And no
matter what | do, | dways disappoint you. How long have you been waiting to drag me into some awful
adventure, just to make me prove mysdlf to you?’

“That'salie)” Anthony said. “Y ou wanted thisasmuch as| did.”

“I'amnot aliar, and | am not acoward!” Peter shouted. “Damn you, | am asgood asyou, but . . .” He
did not know how to say what needed to be said: in his mind, the words appeared,| am not you. | am
not like you. But dl he could manage was to shake his head, hold up hisfigt, and shout, “1 survived! |
didn't die! And | did not run because | was afraid!”



Anthony held out his hand to touch Peter, and his eyes wereflat now, listless, drained. * Peter, I'm—"

Suddenly there was OBie weighing in, standing with feet spread beside them and poking a Anthony’s
shoulder. “Pardon an old man for butting into afamily affair, butleave the boy alone! My God, man, he's

afineboy!”
Anthony retreated but OBie stayed with him, poking, poking.

“You don’t know what it' slike not having so fineaboy! Why, if | could go back, if | could take away
the years and have my own son here, with me—"

“I'm sorry,” Anthony said. “I couldn’t stand the thought of losing him. It' s been egting at me.”

OBie stood with his chest risng and faling, his cheeks apple-red, finger till extended. The finger curled
now, less accusing. “He sastrong and brave boy and he did what he had to. No blaming him, and no
blaming yoursdlf. We'redl inthis. We real men. It shouldn’t turn sour thisway.”

“You'reright,” Anthony said. Heraised his hands, placating. “I was way off base.”

Peter saw hisfather was about to apologize, but his own heat was ill too intense to dlow that. He
stalked away through the grass. Ray watched him, sad and silent, and Shellabarger stood facing north,
away from the scene. Wetherford plucked at athick blade of grass.

Ten minutes later, they took up the hike again, by sllent agreement spread out across the flat ground, and
the sun rose high overhead. Peter sumped steedily through the grass, paying little attention to where he
was going. The minutes passed. His head filled with dark thoughts.

When they had reunited, he had felt asurge of hope and a deep sense of the nature of true adventure.
They had beaten the odds; they had al survived. They seemed enchanted, thislittlegroup . . .

Now he did not care how far from the group he strayed.
It seemed hours later, he looked up and saw the others were severa dozen yardsto hisright.

Anthony caled for him to rgoin them. Peter stopped dead, hisarms hanging, still feding the burn. He
dtared at the ground, at his feet, more to avoid looking at Anthony than for any other reason.

He peered between the blades of grass. Shiny black bodies welled up from holesin the earth. His boots
were covered with them.

Ants. Haf aninchto over aninchlong.

Peter froze. For afraction of asecond, he thought of the ant field and the death eagle getting cleaned. If
hejust stayed Hill, he thought, they might not bite. But a degp shuddering horror collided with his anger
and exhaustion, and before he could stop himself he jumped and stamped his boots and brushed ants
from his pants legs and lifted the pants and scooped them from hisankles. Ants clung to hisfingers. He
ran toward Anthony, shaking hishands asif trying to fly.“ Veintecuatros!” he shouted. “ Oh, Jesus,
Father, ants, antsl”

A knife blade seemed to stab his ankle and another his hand. Anthony caught hissonin hisarmsand
quickly smashed ants with sharp palm daps on his hands, arms, and back. They danced like frantic
scarecrows in the grass, and Peter howled.

He saw acloud rush over the land black astar. In the middle of the cloud his father’ s face appeared,



screwed up in anguish. Ray and OBie called out his name but it did not seem familiar and the pain was
too much. He saw it would be easy to just fal up to the sky, into the darkness.

It sucked himinlikeawe of thick crudeail.

Chapter Thirteen

All the things that happened next were asred as could be. Helay in dark dirt. Hisbody hurt al over
and he thought his skin would split open. Then it did split open, but he felt much better and he saw
himsdf emerge from the split skin like the white mest of abaked potato, but hiswhite stuff was not fluffy;
he was avery large maggot, bigger than amountain.

Boy, hetold himsdlf,no wonder it hurt, with all of that inside me.

The maggot was aone. Peter did not know whether that was because he had eaten all the other maggots,
or they had been scared away. Either way, he hoped they were not offended.

He crawled for awhile over the earth and the jungle felt like sand beneath him, the treeswere so small.
His skin began to hurt again and he wondered if he would become a butterfly or a beetle, but when his
neck split, neither butterfly nor beetle crawled from the giant, shriveled casing. Instead, Peter saw he was
avery large cat covered with spots, ajaguar. Thiswas okay. He knew he had aname a las—Mado
—and hisskin did not hurt.

Jaguar/Peter lay on the Earth for along time, waiting for hiswet dick fur to dry, but it rained incessantly
and the Earth was covered with mud. ThisirritatedMado and in hisanger he swelled and again hisskin
began to hurt. He opened his jaws as wide as he could and out between tongue and teeth crawled ahuge
boy, dl strong and brown. But this boy could not talk, nor could he egt, because he had |€ft histongue
and teeth indde the jaguar skin.

The huge boy was happy at first because his skin did not hurt. But soon he became hungry. Because he
had no tongue he could not complain and there were no animals or plants large enough to be worth eating
anyway, so he moaned and rolled in the mud. With hisface so close to the Earth, he saw the ground was
covered with tiny plantsand animds. All of them weremae.

Obvioudy nothing was going to hagppen on the Earth until al the plants and animas had wives. So he
opened up the mud with his big toe and out came wivesfor the maes. femaes of al shapesand sizes.
Babies and seedlings began to appear.

Mado—Jaguar/Peter—waited for someone to come along who would be big enough to eat. But then he
remembered he did not have teeth. He hoped for something soft, but most of the animals had bones and
shdlsand he actudly did not want to eat dugs.

In hisflesh anger, Mado stamped through the mud and wore a deep path over dl of the Earth except for
the mountains. He looked down between his pounding feet and saw that he had made the tepuis,
Roramaand Kahu Hidi and all the other sky-places, and that some animals had hidden on these
mountainswho gtill did not have wives.

For awhile, Mado contemplated leaving these animas done to suffer. Nothing he had done so far had
relieved his hunger or made him happy. But he could not be ajaguar, even ahungry human boy-jaguar,
without clawing, and his nailsitched. There were no trees big enough to use as scratching posts. So he
reached up and clawed the sky, opening great gashesin the clouds with hislong jaguar-nails. From the



gashesfell females, but they were dl older types of femde, like crocodiles and lizards. They landed on
Kahu Hidi and on no other mountain, no other tepui.

The older lizard-femaes mated with the lonely maes on Kahu Hidi, with dogs and wolves and jaguars,
with bears and birds, and with frogs and salamanders; with possums and anteaters and armadillos, with
howler monkeys, but not with humans, for there were no humansthere.

A long time passed and Mado grew hungrier and hungrier. He shrank from starvation and walked among
the strange old-looking animals of Kahu Hidi. He was not much bigger than aman, but much stronger.
He saw that the lizard-wives had mated with eagles and produced feathered monsters, Dinoshi,
handsome but very hungry. He stole the mouth from aDinoshi but did not like the beak, so heleft it inthe
forest. Then he stole the mouth from adog-lizard but it wastoo smal and he did not like the snout. Then
he stole the mouth of awolf-jaw. He was able to eat again, but he could not chew hisfood well enough
for his human stomach, so he continued to shrink until he was the Size of an ant—alarge ant, aniyako.

He crawled around between the insects and saw they did not need wives. They had brought their own
femaesto Kahu Hidi. Insects always know what to do. They fed him sweet nectar and honey to honor
him for making al the big animals that could die and then be eaten, or whose bodies could harbor eggs
that became maggots. He ate amaggot given to him by the ants, and suddenly he was a maggot again, as
big asthe world—

It was this maggot that heard the tones of Odosha, calling from deep in the ground, below al living things.
Odoshasaid, “Y ou will come see me soon, but not today.”

Peter heard Billi€' svoice. “Come back from there,” Billie said. “Y ou should walk for yourself. We have
carried you along way.”

“I| don’'t have any legs,” Peter said.

“It'sgood to be amaggot, but you need legsto walk.”

Peter thought about that. He was a boy again but not ajaguar-boy. “Did you find your father?’
“Y es. Hisdoor was death and | wastoo afraid to go there.”

“He might be around here someplace. Should | look for him?”

“No, he came and went long before you. Just wake up and remember you have legs. Y our father needs
you. Mineis past needing me.”

Peter opened hiseyes. He wasin aforest and sun came down in smdll, star-like speckles through the
canopy. His skin and muscles hurt and so did his bones, but he remembered he had arms and legs and he
moved them.

“| chewed some leaves and made paste and spit it on your bites,” Billie said, “and then brought you blue
water from thelake. Y ou will get better quickly now, but your father istill ill.”

“Arewe near alake?’

“Yes, Lake Akuena”



He saw Billie sfacein the forest gloom, eyesdark asnight. The Indian’ shair was al awry and he had
scratches on hisforehead and cheeks. Ray cameinto hisview next and hisface, too, was dark and
scratched. He looked very tired.

“Good to have you back, Peter,” Ray said. “Y ou’ ve been out for two days.”
“Wheré smy father?’

OBie and Wetherford hovered above him. He looked down and saw they were standing. That seemed
convincing enough; they weren't ghogts. Ray and Billie were knedling beside him.

“He'sdill sck, Peter,” OBiesad.
“WEe ve had quite atime carrying you both,” Wetherford said. “ Glad you'll be on your feet soon.”
Billiefelt Peter’ sforehead. “Did you become ajaguar?’ he asked.

Peter turned his head, looking for hisfather, but it was too gloomy to see much. Hiseyes hurt. “Ishe
going to bedl right?’ he asked.

“I think hewill bedl right,” Billiesaid. “Hewas only bitten once and you were bitten twice, but he got
scker. Did you dream of being ajaguar?’

“| think so,” Peter said.

“Good,” Billiesaid. “I will stay closeto you. Kahu Hidi doesn't like jaguars. It refusesto swallow them. |
think we will be spit up soon.”

Chapter Fourteen

In acouple of hours, as afternoon became evening and the forest got even darker, Peter was well
enough to crawl over to where hisfather lay. Anthony sprawled on the ground on adling woven of grass.
His normally swarthy face was pae and sweaty. Shdllabarger and OBie had woven dry reedsinto dings
on the grasdand to carry Anthony and Peter. All of their friends had carried them to L ake Akuena, not
knowing whether they would live or die. Billie had met them at the edge of the forest around the lake. He
had aready been to the lake.

Peter wiped hisfather’ sface with hisfingers. Anthony stirred but did not make a sound. His breaeth came
rough and irregular. Peter wondered why he had been bitten by two ants and was aready getting better,
but hisfather had been bitten by only one and was gill sick. Billie did not know the answer. He had
applied leaf paste to both of them.

Billie seemed discouraged. Peter wastoo tired to ask many questions. They had fish to eat, caught in the
lake. OBie built afire and the smoke drifted up into the dark canopy. Wetherford and Shellabarger had
brought matchesto light the sticks of dynamite and makefires. They had two sticks of dynamiteleft and a
whole box of matches. Thefire was made of damp wood kindled with dry leaves and was very smoky.

Peter fet differently about everything. In the dark, Billielay beside him. Peter stared up at asingle star
visible through the dense canopy. A leaf madeit wink at him. He felt well enough to talk alittle now.

“Why did you come back to us?’ he asked Billie.



“I learned what | needed to learn,” Billiesaid. “| ate part of Odosha sfoot. It made me sick. Odosha
came and told me that he had killed my friends and | was sdlfish and foolish to come to Kahu Hidi and
try to become awarrior. Thetime was past. | knew helied, but he dso told me | would be agreat leader
when | got back. | knew that was alie, too. But it wasagood lie.”

Billielooked off into the night.

“I'm sorry,” Peter said.

OBie
“I knew you would get in trouble,” Billie continued. “I was having atough time staying dive, and | know

alot of things. | thought you would probably al die without me.”

Peter thought about that and lay quiet for awhile, feding the food in his somach. The white, flaky flesh of
the lake fish had tasted very good.

“What happened to your father?’ Peter asked.

Billie did not answer for atime. “ Something ate him, or he died and then something ate him. | found his
bones and a string of beads he carried, but not his head.”

“I'm sorry,” Peter said.

“He would have come back and been aleader, but | think Odosha sent some animasto eat him.”
“Yeah,” Peter said. “We admost got eaten.”

“Odoshadoesn’'t want you. You are like ajaguar.”

“I dreamed alot, t00.”

“Yes” Billie sounded resentful. “1 didn’t think of lettingiyako bite me.”

“I heard that word in my dream,” Peter said. “ lyako.”

“Maybe | told you theword before,” Billie said.

“I don’t remember. Can you tell me what the dream meant?’

“I don't think | can,” Billie said. “ Except for the part about becoming ajaguar.”
“It felt like an Indian dream,” Peter said.

“Youarenot an Indian.”

“Areyou angry?’

“Yes,” sad Billie, and rolled over to go to deep.



In the morning, OBie and Ray told Peter that Anthony’ s fever had broken and he was whispering words.
Peter sat by hisfather and held his hand, wiping sweat from hisforehead.

Ray hunkered down beside them and Billie ood afew yards away. “Will you tel meif he has dreams?’
Billie asked.

“I'll ask,” Peter said.
“I didn’t think aboutiyako, " Billie repested.

Anthony opened hiseyes. “My lad,” he murmured, and smiled & Peter. “I hear Billie. Does that mean
we'redl dead?’

“He sdive We'redive,” Peter said.
“Wherearewe?’
“South-centrd lake,” Ray said. “Lake Akuena”

“That’' sthelakein the middle of Kahuna, ” Wetherford said. Then, with atouch of sarcasm, “We might
aswell bein heaven.” He brought a cup of water and apiece of fish for Anthony. “Billie saved both of
yw.”

“Tel himthank you,” Anthony said. Billie had wandered away.
“It was stupid of meto walk into an ant nest,” Peter said.
“Didn’'t know,” Anthony said.

“We heard the plane again thismorning at dawn,” OBie said. “We built afire by thelake. We re hoping
they’ll land and send araft for us. I’'m sure it’s Monte and Coop.”

Shellabarger walked over and kndlt beside Anthony, feding hispulse. “Y ou’ re going to befing,” he said.
“WEe |l keep those ant bites bandaged until a doctor can seeto them.”

“A doctor,” Anthony said, chuckling. “Everybody’ s so optimistic.”

“Wall, I've been thinking,” Wetherford said. “A PBY isdamned expensive and rare around here, just as
Mr. O'Brien says. And | saw it again this morning. Maybe your producers do have consciences.”

“If acyniclikeyou bdievesit,” Anthony sad, “then | should bdlieveit, too.”

Wetherford smiled ruefully. “It' safair cop. But there' s nothing less reliable than a converted cynic.” He
watched Anthony and Peter for amoment, a deep sadnessin hiseyes. “Isit theright timefor alittle
confesson?’

Shellabarger regarded him sourly. “Y ou a Catholic?’

“No, it'snot afaith matter, but I’ ve been converted, nonetheless,” Wetherford said. “Anybody careto
hear why?”

“Sure” OBiesaid. “I’ve dways been alittle curious about you, Mr. Wetherford.”



“Wél you might be. I'm in the employ of two masters—your Monte and Coop, through their
intermediary in Caracas. . . and Creole Qil, through the same intermediary.”

Shellabarger adjusted his bandage, and then, asif he hadn’t heard Wetherford clearly, said, “What?’

“Creole Qil. You fdlows have upset quite afew gpple carts down here. Bringing these animals back,
getting the Indiansriled, causing the Army trouble. The Lords of Black Crude in Caracas, they like nice
political balances, and they hate upsets. So . . . they told me to keep watch on you.”

“Didthey tell you to stop us?’ OBie asked, lipstight.

“Yes, infact, they did—if it seemed things were getting out of hand. And things did get out of hand,
didn’'t they?’

“Yeah,” Shdlabarger said. “But I’ ve suspected something from the beginning. | watched you, and you
didn’t do anything. No sabotage. Why didn’t you try to stop us?’

“On thetrain, and when you were loading the animals on the boats . . . | started thinking. | told mysdif,
‘James, you're amiserablelittle squint. All your life you' ve danced to the tune of money, but you' re poor
asachurch-mouse. All your little schemes and double dedls, what have they got you?” He snapped his
fingers. “ That much. Just that much and not a penny more.”

“Wegaveyou rdigion, then,” OBiesaid quietly.

“Not religion, Mr. O’ Brien. Adventure. Before, when | thought | was having an adventure, it was just
running from creditors or sumbling on the stairs, too drunk to see straight. But you and the
animas—how could | miss such achance? Y ou' ve given me the only opportunity to have ared
adventure, to accompany some fine and decent fellows and do something wonderful and foolish and
brave.”

Heturned to Anthony. “Y ou're a brave man, Mr. Belzoni, and not because you come here and face
danger. Y ou're brave to take someone as va uable to you as your son, and give him this adventure. If my
father, the old fig-flinging and ever-drunken sodding bastard, had ever done such athing for me, | might
be adecent man this very day.”

They sat in slencefor abit, with only the crackling of the fire and the soughing of the wind through the
trees.

“Wdll, pardon me my sentiments,” Wetherford said.

Shellabarger shook his head and with hisfinger made aweary crossin the air before Wetherford.
“You'reabsolved,” he sad.

“Thank you, Father,” Wetherford said, and grinned.

Chapter Fifteen

T herewasno sign of the planethat day. Peter waswell enough to walk about and even to go to the lake
with Ray and Shdllabarger while hisfather dept peacefully.

Lake Akuenawas ten mileslong and six miles across. No one had ever measured how deep it wasin the
middle, but Professor Challenger had found it was full of fish and carried afine population of fish-egting



monsters—crocodiles, mesotherm reptiles, and aquatic therapsids.

“We haven't seen any big beastsin the water yet,” Ray said asthey stared across the misty surface. “But
| can fed them out there.”

Shellabarger seemed pensive. “I took awalk alittle west of here yesterday,” he said.
“What did you see?’ Peter asked.

Shdllabarger lifted hisrifle. “Something pretty sad. Doesn't look like Dagger would have had much to
come back to. Fed up for alittle hike?’

“Yeah,” Peter said, though hislegswere il shaky and the bites on his hand and ankle were il swollen
and painful. “My father’ s probably going to be adeep for a couple of hours.”

“It'snot far,” the trainer said. He led them out of the forest toward a green bank that doped into the lake.
Mist covered most of the lake today, and clouds blew rapidly overhead. Several small idandsthrust up a
few hundred yards offshore, al capped with scrubby growth. Vines hung into the blue water on al sides,
giving the idands the gppearance of hairy men submerged up to their necks.

“Nobody’ sgoing to land aplane until thefog isclear,” Shellabarger said. “Who knows when that will
be?’ Theland west of the dope waslightly forested and the shore was mostly open, pebbly and grassy
inclines where the waters |apped with soft durping sounds. Promontories of rock jutted into the lake.

Ray seemed more concerned with what the trainer was going to show them. “We ve got fish, we have
Billieto show ustheropes,” he said. “If Anthony responds aswell as Peter here, we could al survivefor
acouple of weeks.”

He clapped Peter on the shoulder. Peter concentrated on walking. His muscles hurt abominably and he
was gtarting to sweat and they had only gone afew hundred yards. “Funny what just alittle bit of poison
candotoyou,” hesad, thoughit didn’t fed funny at dl. The dream haunted him. Some of the visions had
seemed to come from outside—images and words and ideas he could not remember having encountered
before. If Billiewasright, El Grande itsdlf—K ahu Hidi—had spoken to him, and he wasn’t ready to
accept that. “Billie deserved it, not me,” he murmured.

“What, getting ant-bit?’ Shellabarger asked, scowling dubioudly.

“No,” Peter said. “Not what | meant.” He looked sheepishly between Ray and the trainer. “How much
father?’

“Not far,” Shellabarger said.

The lakeshore flattened out. Low brush crept up to the margin of the lake' s deep blue water; behind the
brush, tumbled boulders and sandy patches vied with copses of tdl, shaft-like treesto define afield of
about a hundred acres.

They heard growls and querying chirps, followed by low bass rumbles. Shellabarger stopped and held up
hishand.

“Scavengers,” hesaid. “Let’'sgo dow.”

They climbed alow bluff overlooking the field and the edge of the lake. Ray reached out to Peter and
gave him ahand to the top. In the southeastern corner of thefield, haf hidden by clumps of fernsand two
trees, sprawled the body of alarge animal—adinosaur, Peter saw. It had been thoroughly chewed over.



Five animdslike nightmare seelswere il hard at work—brown and gray, long-jawed, with bulky
cylindrica bodies and heavy flippers. Their somachs and hindquarters were till wet and shiny. They
jerked a the thorax and hip of the big anima, tearing off sections of scaly hide and stringy brownish flesh.

Theair smelled of degth. Ray covered his nose and mouth. Thewind blew the smell right past them and it
was fierce. Clouds of flies buzzed over the carcass and its five tormentors.

“They look like pliosaurs,” Ray said.

“They doindeed,” Shdllabarger said. “But they’ re probably some of Professor Challenger’ slake-devils,
aqueatic therapsids more closdly related to the wolf-jaws and dog-lizards. They’ ve lucked upon alarge
freemedl. | doubt that they crawl thisfar inland very often. They’re clumder than sedls out of water.”

Two of the lake-devilstugged mightily on aforelimb and jerked the beast’ s head halfway off the ground.
Peter sucked in his breath. The dead animal was a venator—very much like Dagger.

Ray swallowed and rubbed hisjaw. “What killed it—disease?’

“No,” Shellabarger said. “ Something stronger and swifter. | took alook at the carcass yesterday before
these scavengers moved in. Just some small avisaurs and birds pecking on it then. Shooed them away
with abranch. It samale. Judging from the wounds on the head and shoulders, and claw marks aong
theribsand legs, he got into afight with adesath eagle and lost.” Shellabarger reached into his pocket and
pulled out along, brown-stained yellow tooth, freshly broken at the base. “ The death eagle took afew
minor losses.” He passed the tooth to Peter, who inspected its bloody length and handed it to Ray.

“There may not be more than two or three venators|eft on the plateau,” Shellabarger said. “ This one may
have been the last—though judging from the tracks a ong the beach, | suspect his mateis nearby.”

Hetook them down to the sandy lakefront and showed them sets of tracks—the three-toed marks of the
venator and the bigger marks of the death eagle stalking him, three front tarsals digging deep enoughin
the sand to show the dew claw marksin the rear. He gestured west and said, “ A second set of venator
tracks joinsthe first aout a hundred yards west. The death eagle stops and waits here—it doesn't want
to tangle with two venators. The mae venator comes back—he smdllsthe desth eagle and ingtinct tells
him to protect the nest. The death eagle weighsin. Judging from the blood around the battle scene, it
took afew injuries besdeslosing atooth. It hates the venators with areal passon.”

“Out withtheold,” Ray said softly, lifting the tooth.

“Extinction’san old story,” Shellabarger said. “It’snot dways our fault. Humans only caught afew
venators, and didn’t ever go for adeath eagle, except for crazy Lowell Thomas—and he died trying. The
death eagles are larger, faster, more efficient—and meaner.” He glanced a Ray and Peter. “We were

lucky.”

Thetrainer got adistant look in hiseye. “ Dagger shouldn’t have been put up for show. He should have
stayed herewith thelast of hiskind. It wasn't hisfault. It was my fault. | deserve everything he wanted to
dotome”

He drew up his shoulders and hitched his pants, then tightened his belt. “ This one will be bones by
tomorrow. Anybody want to look for the nest?’



“Thevenator’ snest?”’ Ray asked.

“Yeah,” Shellabarger said.

“Why?'

“Pay our respects, | suppose,” Shellabarger said.

Neither Peter nor Ray answered. Peter had had just about enough adventure. He wanted to go back to
the camp in theforest and lie down beside hisfather and deep.

“Peter’ spooped,” Ray said awkwardly, not at al enthusiastic about getting close to another large
carnivore.

“Yeah,” Shdlabarger said. “Maybe tomorrow.”

When they returned, Anthony was Sitting up and eating. Wetherford and OBie had broiled more fish for
supper. Billie had headed northeast to find better fishing and had collected severa bundles of yuca, which
OBiewas baking whole in the embers of thefird fire.

Peter sat beside hisfather. “How are you feding?’ he asked.

“Wesk asakitten. And you?’

“Okay,” Peter said. He grinned at hisfather and Anthony shook his head.

“Ants” hesad wryly.

“Ants,” Peter responded. He bad been thinking the same thing: It wasn’t the big beasts that got us.

They lay down beside each other and closed their eyes. It wastime for anap, even though it was barely
past noon. Anthony dung hisarm across his son’sribs and drew him close.

“I'm glad we' re both here,” he murmured. “Alive, | mean.”

Chapter Sixteen

T hey dept through that day and into the next morning. The smell of more fish cooking woke Peter. He
sat up and examined hiswrist and ankle. The swelling had gone down considerably. He checked his
father’ s bite and found it much improved. Anthony cracked open one eye and groaned. “I’m iff dl
over,” hesad, Stting up on one dbow. “What timeisit?’

“It smorning,” Ray said, bringing them atin cup from Wetherford' s pack. It contained a hot, savory
liquid. “Billiefound atasty herb. Saysit will do usgood. Pep usup.”

Peter took a sp from the cup. He made aface at the bitterness. Anthony drank aswell, but wondered
out loud what ese Billie' s herbs might do. “They eat and drink alot of things down herethat I'd be
careful with.”

Asthey were eating, Wetherford and OBie came back from the lake. OBie had made along gtick into a
fishing pole and hammered a safety pin from the first-aid kit into a passable hook. “Used some of those
big cricketsfor bait,” he said, and proudly lifted acred of threefat fish. “Don’t know what they are, but



they taste good.”

“Vinceisout inthe bush again,” Ray said. “With Billie thistime. Billie says he wantsto seethe
Chdlenger.”

“All I want to seeisthat flying boat,” OBie sad. “We ve been through hdll and not asinglefoot of filmto
show forit.”

Anthony lifted his battered Leicaand shook it. It rattled insgde. The lenswas cracked and the case had
sprung, ruining arall of film, but he had kept it with him through everything.

“It' sadmost pleasant here,” Wetherford said. “Like ascouting trip. | trust the ant bites are improving?’
Anthony showed them his hand. “ Peter seemsfit.”

“I’m much better,” Peter said. “Ray—"

He stopped. They al heard the drone of airplane engines a the sametime.

“Twinengine” Anthony said. “Big plane. Whereisit flying from?’

“From the coast, or maybe Uruyen,” Wetherford said. “Morelikdly, it’ staking off from a stretch of the
Paragua or Orinoco—refueling at Puerto Ordaz.”

Anthony agreed. “PBY hasalong cruising range.” They walked to the edge of the forest and kept their
eyes on the overcast skies. Breaksin the clouds showed pae blue.

“I’d be happier if Vince didn’'t keep wandering off,” OBie said. “We should stick together. Hate to get
on board the plane and then be trapped for aweek because of weather!”

Anthony stood. “I’d like to seethelake,” he said.
“Let’sdl go,” OBiesaid. “Not much reason to come back here.”

“Thereitis” Wetherford pointed east. The PBY dropped in low and dow, barely ahundred feet above
the forest. The smoke from the remaining fire formed a danted column in the wind, clear enough to be
seen for miles beneath the broken cloud deck, and the pilot of the PBY saw it. Thewings waggled asthe
plane flew over them, and Peter grinned like afool asthe roar of the engines and the wash of the props
hit them. There were stars on the fuselage and under the wings; it was from the United States. The trees
jostled and the dant of smoke from their fire twisted into vortices. Anthony clutched his son’sarm and
they danced. Anthony amost fell over and nearly took Peter with him.

“Using our smoke for awindsock!” OBie exulted. “I know who they are! | know who they are!”
Wetherford patted his pocket for nonexistent cigarettes. “ Shdl | fetch Vince and Billie?’
“No—wedl stick together. They’ll come back when they hear the plane.”

They hurried through the scrub toward the lake. Peter helped his father and Ray helped OBie.
“Ain'tweasorry Sght!” OBiesad, grinning.

The PBY banked and turned north, then made ahadf circle and cameinto the wind. They reached the
shore of the lake. Peter looked west to seeif he could spot Billie and Shellabarger. They were till out of
Sgnt.



The wing pontoons unfolded and the plane skimmed the waters as ddlicately as a goose, then dropped its
hull into the lake. For amoment, it vanished behind an idand, just as spray rooster-tailed behind it, then
emerged into view, wings heded over dightly asit turned toward the smoke and the shore. They waved
wildly. The PBY was about amile away. Peter saw aman poke through ahatch in the right fuselage
blister and wave back, but couldn’t seewho it was.

They squatted by the shore and waited as the plane approached as near asit dared—about thirty yards
from the shore. Peter could hardly take his eyes off the big gray airplane, its wide thick wing mounted
high over the fusdage on agraceful centra support.

ThePBY cut its engines and dropped an anchor. The man who had poked his head up was now clearly
recognizable. “OBiel” he shouted.

“Monte, you bastard!” OBie yelled back. “What took you so damned long!”

Ernest Schoedsack waved wildly and grinned. “ Everybody in good spirits? Did you get the film?”
“Logt it dl! Ray threw the cameraat adinosaur!”

“Well, Ray, damnit al to hell,” Schoedsack chastised.

“I'll go back and find it,” Ray said.

“No such thing!” Schoedsack yelled.

Another head poked through the hatch in the Plexiglas. “ At thisrate, we' |l never get that monkey picture
made!” Merian Cooper caled. “There sgoing to be hell to pay! Y ou’ d better climb aboard and let’s
vamoosa!”

“It' sthe Army and Betancourt,” Schoedsack said. “They’ re fighting again, madder’ n hornets and not
much smarter.”

“Y ou expect usto swim?’ OBie ydled, hopping dong with one arm on Ray’ s shoulder.

“Break out that raft!” Cooper ordered. A limp yelow life raft poked through the side door and two men
infatigues quickly inflated it with a compressed gas canigter.

“Isthiseverybody?’ Schoedsack asked.
“Vince Shdllabarger and an Indian named Billie aren't with usyet,” Peter said.
Wetherford swore under his breath. “I’ll go get them.”

“Stay herel” OBieingsted. “They can’t miss seeing the plane. Vince can take care of himsdlf, especialy
with Billiedong.”

The flying boat bobbed lazily in the rippling blue water. Peter was sure now that he had never seen
anything so beautiful in hislife.

The raft rounded out nicely and finally popped into shape. The two men in fatigues broke out oars and
climbed in. They were about to push away when Cooper |eaned through the door. “Hey, let me go with
you! | want to set foot on the plateau one moretime.”

“All right,” one of the men said, and shrugged. “It'sanine man raft.” Cooper raised hisleg, holding onto
the upper rim of the hatch, and crawled out. They handed him apaddie.



The three had rowed ten yards from the flying boat when a chorus of roars and shrieks came over the
western promontory. A rifle shot cracked, making Anthony jerk and drop. Peter’ s reactions were
well-honed now, too, and he dropped beside his father without a thought.

Wetherford ducked aswéll, hitting the ground on al foursand lying flat. Anthony looked a him from the
samelevd. Wetherford seemed immensdly pleased with himsdif.

“I'm not abit afraid!” he said brightly to Anthony. “I’'m a brave man after dl!”
“Good for you,” Anthony said.

“What in hdl hasVince got himsdf into now?” OBie asked, hopping on hisgood leg. He picked up his
fishing stick and used it as a cane. Ray had run to the top of the promontory, and Peter followed not far
behind.

They looked across the low, lightly forested southern shore of Lake Akuena. Clouds of morpho
butterflies scattered from the bushes and trees like blue smoke. Anthony and Wetherford joined them but
OBie stayed behind, waiting for the raft to come ashore. Peter did not catch what Cooper and OBie
were saying to each other; he was intent on the trees and scrub, and on two objects bobbing beyond a
copse of dender light green treesjust south of the shore. One object was white: Peter recognized the
spray of adeath eagle s neck feathers. The other was dark: a venator’ s head!

“What do we do, lads?” Wetherford asked. He looked at Anthony, Ray, and Peter.
“They need help,” Peter said.
“Righto,” Wetherford said. “Here' smy chance, at least.”

Wetherford ran ahead of them, then thought better of so much extravaor and dowed abit. Ray caught
up with him,

“Areyou up to this, Father?’ Peter whispered to Anthony asthey tried to keep up with the pair.

Anthony snorted. “Areyou?’ he said, hisface flushed with exertion and something ese—pride,
determination, and sheer curiosity—but aso aflashing emptiness that took Peter by surprise, and both
saddened him and made him proud.

That look summed up Anthony perfectly and his son felt an inner twinge. Peter was concerned about
Vince and Billie, but if they hadn’t been out there somewhere, possibly in danger, he would have
preferred to wait for the raft.

Anthony would have gone anyway.

They climbed down from the promontory and followed the shore for ahundred yards, until they saw the
trainer’ sboot prints and Billi€ s sanda printseave the sandy margin and point into the grass.

Peter stayed closeto hisfather, redizing—convinced—for thefirgt timein hislife that to be different from
Anthony was not to be inferior. He was as brave as his father; he was aswilling to risk hisneck to help
friends,

But Peter had a stronger sense than hisfather of who he was and where he belonged; he was not a
feather that would blow with the breeze directly into any fire.

They helped each other over athick grassy hummock. The copse lay ahead. They heard another rifle



shot, an aquiline shriek, the avalanche-like pounding of heavy feet. The trees swayed as half seen
mongters pushed againgt them from the other side.

The men picked their slepswith care now, skirting thetall dender trees. They were thirty yards from the
animals and not even Anthony was going to rush into this scene willy-nilly.

“Doyou seethem?’ Ray asked Peter.

“No,” Peter said, and then he caught sight of Billi€' s head of smooth black hair. The Indian was running
out of the path of ahuge venator. Thiswasthe female, Peter reasoned—taller and bulkier than amale, a
close maich in sheer muscle power and lethal wesponsfor the death eagle, which was still half hidden
behind the trees.

The femae was paying no atention to Billie. Neither animal seemed concerned with the humans, even as
another shot wasfired. Billie had norifle.

“That's Shellabarger,” Anthony said. “But whereishe?’

Billie ran toward them, short powerful legsfairly flying him over the grass and ferns. The death eagle
raced from behind the tall treestoward him and Billie dove into athick patch of ferns. The huge avisaur
turned at the last moment, lifted its gorget and gaping beak, and spread its forearms like outstretched

wings

The venator leaped forward, making the ground tremble, and snapped at the desth eagle’ s Side, scraping
its hide with her teeth and snatching amouthful of feathers, but gaining little red satisfaction. The venator
shook her head, sending feathers flying. The animals circled, headslevel with their outstretched tails, the
venator’ slong tail lean and iff, moving only alittle Sdeto side, the desth eagle sbroad tail hadf aslong
and dressed with afan of thick black and green feathers. The death eagle jerked itstail up, then dropped
it, and the feathers made a sound like scrub brushes as they spread wide.

Billie crawled from the ferns, legped to hisfeet, and ran.

Anthony and Ray saw Shellabarger smultaneoudy. Anthony pointed him out for Peter. The trainer lay on
top of abroad, low pile of rocks southwest of the trees, abouit fifty yards from them. He had assumed a
sharpshooter’ s pasition with hisrifle pointing at the animals.

“What in hell ishe doing?’ Ray asked. Billie reached them and dropped to hisknees. “They aretrying to
kill each other!” he gasped. “Two Chalengers—very bad!”

“What happened?’ Anthony asked.
The animals paid as much attention to the humans as two sparring bulls might have to toy poodles.

“ Shellabarger, he went to the venator’ snest,” Billie said. “He does not tell me why. The femaeisnot
there, but the eggs are buried—under straw and shit!”

“To keep themwarm,” Ray said.

“Hewants to take an egg. He saysthe venator will be dead soon, with no mate, but the eggs can be
saved.”

“By whom?” Wetherford asked, dumfounded. “Who wants one?’

“Then we hear the femae coming back, and behind her, from behind the trees, he has been hiding, we



seeDinoshi!”

Anthony started forward, but Ray and Wetherford grabbed hisarms.
“Hold on,” Wetherford said. “We need aplan.”

“I'mgoing to help Vince!”

“Help him do what?” Wetherford asked.

“Get away.”

Wetherford narrowed his eyes and lifted his mouth into a dubious half sneer. “He' swhere he wantsto
be, for some reason. He could have followed Billieif he wanted to.”

“He strying to help the venator,” Peter said.
Wetherford's scowl deepened as he swiveled to face Peter. “Why, for Christ’s sake?’

Peter knew, but clear expression in words did not seem possible. “ Because of Dagger,” he said.
“Because we screwed up getting Dagger here. . . to hishome.”

Wetherford seemed ready to spit. “Vince Shellabarger, the grand old man of dinosaur explaitation,
who's pulled more bloody beasts off this plateau than anybody, you mean Shdllabarger takes dl this
show-busi ness-return-the-dinosaurs, save-the-plateau crap seriousy?’

“I’d say hedoes,” Ray said.
Wetherford laughed. “He strying to shoot adeath eagle! ” he hooted in disbelief.

“Didracting it, ismy guess,” Anthony said. “And I’ d kegp my voice down, if | wereyou, just in casethe
animalsdecideit’sadraw and break for asnack.”

Anthony grabbed Peter by the shoulder. “Whatever Vince wantsto do, he's crazy not to leave now and
come with us. We may haveto pull him out of there—or help him.”

Wetherford slamped hisfoot. “Bloody hdl!”

Peter saw someone walking toward them from the corner of his eye and turned. Merian Cooper carted a
camera on awooden tripod up to where they stood, planted it, put his eye to the viewfinder, and said,
“Ray, you know this place better than me. Tell mewhen | should pack up and get the hell out of here.”
The camera began to whir.

Ray steadied the tripod.

“Weall should get the hdll out of here,” Wetherford said. Peter agreed but saw hisfather’ s point. If the
trainer wanted to die here, that was his concern—nbut if he wanted to do something as crazy assave a
venator’ s egg, save a desperate pecies from extinction—even something as dangerous, asterrifying, as
ancient and gory-bresathed asAltovenator ferox —that was different.

Peter felt dizzied by thisreversd of emotion, asudden irrational resolve. He was not like hisfather, but—
Thiswas something that had to be done.

“Isthat the venator' snest?” Anthony asked Billie.



“Where Shdllabarger is? Yes. It isfilled with straw and shit and bones.”
Anthony disregarded thet. “ Did you go in there with him?’

“Not dl theway,” Billiesad.

“Arethere eggsin there?’

“I did not see”

“Young?

“I did not see”

The beasts lunged at each other. The venator female took the death eagle by itsright forelimb and jerked
her head sideways, ripping the limb off at the shoulder. Peter expected the death eagleto lift its head and

scream with rage and pain, asit might have donein amovie, but it slently sank its beek into the venator’s
shoulder and shook furioudy, dicing loose a chunk of flesh and bone the size of ahuman torso. It did not

swalow this, but tossed it high in the air. The piece of venator shoulder landed barely ten feet from them.

Thiswasfinaly enough for Wetherford. He turned and passed OBie as he came up from the beach.

“Theré sarain squal moving in,” OBie cdled. He carried a heavy hunting rifle—an eephant gun, by its
looks. *Pilot wants usin the plane now!”

Cooper grunted and kept on filming. OBie grimly sized up the Situation. “Boys, we' real going to end up
guano if wedon't leave now.”

“Here sthe plan,” Anthony said.
Peter and Ray hunched over likefootbal playersto listen.

“Runto the nest. Ray and | grab Vince and haul him out of there. Peter, you find an egg—two if they’re
not too large— and don't take more than afew secondsin the nest!”

OBielifted therifle. “I’ll try to cover you.”

“Peter,” Anthony said asthey prepared to make the dash to the nest. “Y ou are my son and | am proud
of you and | love you with dl my heart.”

“Dad, we're crazy asloons. | loveyou, too.”
“My lad!” Anthony said. He lifted hisfinger to hislipsand smiled. “Don’t tell your mom.”

Anthony jumped through a brake of ferns and Ray and Peter followed. Despite hisfather’ s weakness of
an hour before, they had a hard time keeping up with him. He dashed back and forth asif dodging
bullets.

He' s back on Scily, Peter redized. The lumbering shapes to the east seemed right on top of them, but
they were dtill thirty or forty yards away.

They jumped over humps of grass and bush and ferns, skirted low tree saplings bent by thewind, and ran
up the mound onto the edge of the pile of rocks and sticks. The trainer lay beside agreen and brown
mound of debristhat smelled fearsomely bad.

Shellabarger rolled over on his back and glared at them. Hisright pantsleg showed afresh bloody stain



just above the knee.
“I’ve broken my leg intheserocks,” he said. “Bone’ s punched through.”

“Lift him,” Anthony said. He and Ray stepped over the boulders carefully and bent to grab thetrainer’s
ams,

“Peter, there are eggsin the middle of the shit,” Shellabarger said. “Under the leaves and sticks and—"
“Heknows,” Ray grunted.

They brought Shellabarger up sharply. His broken leg dangled and he gritted histeeth, stifling ascream.
Peter picked hisway over the clumps of dried whitened feces and bones—afemur haf astal ashewas,
arack of two-inch-thick ribs till coated with hide and bumpy diamond-shaped armor plates—and dug
his hands deep into the gray-crusted mound in the center. The black and dippery dung beneath had been
piled a least three feet high.

He reached in up to his ebow, feding the steaming warmth of fermentation. His ssomach began to do
flips. Hisfingers caught something sharp and he grimaced, pushed Sdeways. They jammed against
something hard. He fumbled around the shape quickly—rounded, about ten incheslong. Nose held high,
he dug furioudly and pulled a brown ovoid out of the hot muck. In the hole, he saw another, somewhat
smaller egg, and reached for that aswell.

“PETER!” Anthony shouted.

He pulled out the second egg, looked up, and hisfoot skidded. Peter fell up to his shouldersin the mess.
Shit spattered one side of hisface and got into his mouth, but that did not concern him.

The venator had seen her nest being disturbed. The death eagle had moved adozen yards away from her
to reassess the battle, and she took the opportunity to aim directly for the nest—and for Peter. She
lowered her head and ran over the rocks and scrub with aweakened, hobbling gait—at lessthan the
gpeed of awell-bred horse trotting. Her shoulder was a broad patch of red; she was bleeding to desth,
but shewould not alow herself to die before defending her nest.

The venator seemed taler than any tree, bigger than aPBY , dl teeth and dripping blood and black,
looming shadow. Peter froze. Rain hit hisface like small wet hammers.

He stood up with painful downess and saw that he had pulled both of the brown spotted eggs up to his
chest. He clutched them in hisarms. Together they weighed about thirty pounds. They steamed in the
coldran.

Irrationally, hethought, They will die if we don’t keep them warm.

Eggs held firmly, he jJumped from rock to rock and down the side of the nest. The air seemed to Szzle
with rain and atrilling roar vibrated his chest.

He saw Cooper with the camera, OBie and Billie standing behind, then he glanced to the left and saw his
father and Ray carrying Shellabarger. Peter streaked over the ground, faster than he had ever runin his
life, and was within twenty feet of the three when a branch tripped him and he sprawled.



Hisforehead whacked the dirt hard and he amost blacked out. The eggsflew and landed in athick stand
of grass. The world spun; he caught ablurred glimpse of Shellabarger tossing Ray and Anthony likea
circus strongman throwing off shill wrestlers. The trainer bounced on oneleg and raised his handsto the

g(y_

A three-toed foot trampled a bush and dug into the dirt not five feet from where Peter lay. The air
smdlled of stale parrot and butcher shop.

Peter rolled. The femae venator’ s snout and rows of long yellow teeth plunged through the sheets of rain
like aspeeding truck and her jaws opened to show ahorny black tongue and athroat like a purple
tunnd.

A rifle butt cracked her in the side of the head and broke in two. Shellabarger stood over Peter on one
leg; how he had comethisfar, Peter did not know. The venator jerked to one side and diverted her
downward swoop just enough to wrap her teeth around the trainer’ sarm and ribs. Shelifted him likea
high-speed elevator. Shellabarger grabbed her head with hisarms and she bit down with the fresh wood
snap of splintering bones.

Peter saw Shellabarger’ s face as he waslifted, saw thetrainer’ s eyesfixed on hisown, hislips set tight
and turned down at the sides, and then Vince Shellabarger’ sjaw hung loose asif he were dready dead
but passing on afind message—something wordswould never convey.

Peter pushed himsdlf up, grabbed one egg and then the other in the stumbling start of his dash, and
sensed rather than saw the venator tossthe trainer’ slifeless body in the air.

She drew back to grab for Peter. A white-rimmed darkness rose behind her and filled with two gleaming
green eyes and a bloody beak—

And the death eagle dropped on her like atruckload of knives. Its wide white-gorgeted griffin’shead
thrust again and again, beak stripping skin into ribbons, shredding tendons, and exposing paefat and
pink muscle and snow-white bone. The venator’ s other arm spasmed and drooped.

Peter saw these things asif in adream, many views at once—the ground beneath him, the animalsto one
sde, hisfather and Ray up ahead, on their knees, with Cooper till behind the cameraand OBiefiring the
riflefurioudy, crack-crack-crack.

The venator was weskening. Truly thetime of her kind had come; Dinoshi could outlast even the largest
and swiftest carnosaur. The death eagle drew back, neck arched, lower jaw withdrawn into the wattles
aboveits breast, and roseto itsfull height. It lifted the spread yellow talons of one foot and raked the
back of the venator’ sleg, hamstringing her. She gave an agonized squeal and toppled to her sdewith a
thump that nearly knocked Peter off hisfeet.

The eggsfet like aton of rocks as he reached hisfather and Ray. Peter twisted around and stood beside
Merian Cooper’ swhirring camera. Rain drummed on them all and formed athick scrim over the gray
slhouette of the death eagle, talons swiping again and again at the prostrate venator asif carving aturkey,
cutting away ribs and thigh, ripping open her abdomen and spilling intestinesin twisted sausage jJumbles.
The femae gaped up at her murderer, dive but unable to move or fight.

Peter could not look. Cooper gave awhoop and continued to shoot film. Ray snatched one leg of the
tripod. “Timeto go!” he shouted.

Anthony grabbed Peter’ s shoulder and they ran through the rain for the lake.



Chapter Seventeen

Peter clutched the eggs so tightly he feared they would bregk. They dl ran like silent-movie comedians:
legs pumping high, hair soaked into skullcaps, rain splashing from their faces and water streaming from
elbows, noses, and chins.

He saw the yellow raft through the downpour. Anchored in the lake beyond, the PBY floated like some
serene giant seabird. The wind had come up and whitecaps laced the beach with froth. Thetwo menin
fatigues stood by theraft, soaked and miserable, but when they saw the runnersthey waved their arms
wildly.

And then they crouched, jaws dropping, staring over the heads of the fleeing men. Anthony darted alook
backward and suddenly shoved Peter to one side. A great toothed beak and gleaming green eye swept
past with hardly asound but for athunderclapsnap. Peter rolled and cameto rest face up, il clutching
the eggs. The brush of Dinoshi s gorget had |eft avivid scrape on his cheek and temple.

The death eagle reared over them, blood streaming from its breast and head, rain washing bloody rivulets
down its fegthers. It straightened and lifted its beak to the sky,skreeing triumphantly despiteitspain,
totally assured of dominance and power.

Ray threw the camerainto the raft and grabbed athick straight tree limb from the shore. Anthony, on the
other side of the death eagle, did likewise. OBie limped aong, winded, barely able to makethelast few
steps. Cooper grabbed him and dragged him by his shoulders over the pebbles and sand.

From out of nowhere, Billie appeared with amachete. He darted in behind the huge avisaur and dapped
itsleg with theflat of the blade, ducking immediatdy. Onefoot kicked back, itstdons missing Billi€'s
head by inches, and the beast turned, spraying dirt. The black tail feathers brushed Anthony’s hair.

Ray poked the death eagle from one side with his branch and Anthony poked it from the other.

The avisaur did not know which audaciouslittle creature to strikefirgt. It took a step forward, toward
Billie; the Indian was back on hisfeet and hisface betrayed no fear. The death eagle leveled, and Ray
and Anthony poked it again Smultaneoudly.

Peter stood up less than two yards fromDinoshi *s stamping, plunging feet.

The avisaur thrust first at Ray, who whacked it sharply on the side of its beak with hisstick. It reared
back, growling with indignation, and turned on Anthony. Billie chose this moment to expertly throw a
rock into its open jaws. The animal hesitated, raised and flexed its neck, gulped the rock down, and
faced Peter’ sfather.

Billie threw another rock and hit it squardly initsleft eye.

The death eagle seemed to explode. From Peter’ s perspective, it became al talons and massive pumping
legsand swinging tail. Thetail caught Ray across his chest and sent him sprawling. Anthony threw his
branch at the beadt, but it was paying none of them any attention for the moment.

“Go!” Anthony shouted to Peter. The raft had been pushed into shallow water. Cooper and OBie waved
to him and he ran to the raft and gave the eggs to OBie. One of the men in fatiguestried to grab Peter,
but he jJumped clear and splashed back to the sand and pebbles. He would not leave without his father
and friends.



Anthony could not get around the thrashing, half blind, and wholly enraged death eagle. Peter ran to Ray,
who lay in the grass, the breath knocked out of him, barely ableto lift his head. Peter grabbed Ray’sarm
and tugged him up and over on his hands and knees. Ray rose up, suddenly whooped asheinhaed a
lungful of ar, then groaned and fell back on al fours.

The desth eagle seemed to have recovered from Billie' srock, but Billie flung severd morein rapid
succession, striking it on its breast, the sde of itshead just forward of the flared gorget, and again on its
besk.

Without a sound, the beast swooped. Billie had no time to think; it seemed impossible for any anima so
large to move so fast. And Anthony appeared beside Billie just as quickly, holding up a short, stout stick.

The avisaur jammed itsright eye directly on the stick. Its open jaw flattened both of them, but snapped
shut only asthe animal reared yet again.

Ray had recovered enough to stand. He and Peter dodged crabwise around the trampled grass and
gpraying sand and rocks, toward Billie and Anthony. Billielay on hisside, eyes glazed, blood dribbling
from his nose and mouth. Anthony was dready on hisfeet. Together, they lifted Billielike alimp doll and
ran for the beach.

The desth eagle, now dmost blind, fluffed its dish of neck feathers forward and turned its heed, listening
for their footsteps. It put one foot down, talons flexing, and then another.

They waded to the raft. Billie mumbled something, spit alittle blood, and grabbed arope to haul himself
onto the rubber gunwae. Anthony and Ray pushed him in the rest of the way.

The deeth eagle stood in the lake shallows, making deep drum thumps topped by querying humslike
strokes on acdlo. It was uncomfortable with the feeling of water onitslegs, but itsanger, itspain, its
pure dominant hatred, drove it to follow the humans. It splashed to within fifteen feet of theraft and
cocked its crown toward the sound of oars. It hummed again, its eyes swollen shut, pointing its beak first
at Anthony, then at Peter and Ray as they pushed the raft into deeper water.

Anthony picked Peter up bodily and threw him into the raft, then vaulted himsalf up on gtiff arms, lifting
oneleg to swing it over the gunwale. Wetherford grabbed his shoulder to help.

The death eagle spread itstail, tensed its neck, and lunged.

The besk closed on Anthony’ sright leg just below the knee. With a sound like huge scissors snicking
shut, it removed the lower leg and foot as negtly as a surgeon. Anthony dropped heavily into the boat
bottom and blood spurted from the sscump. The leg and foot fdll into the lake and sank. Wetherford cried
out and shielded hisface; OBie took am with therifle and shot at the beast’ s head. Stung by the bullt, it
pulled back.

Peter grabbed hisfather’ s shoulders and held him close. Ray unhitched his belt and pushed it through the
loops on his pants.

The degth eagle stepped into ahole in the lake bottom and skidded, then lost its balance completely.
With ahiss, it toppled into Lake Akuena. The wash from itsfal amost swamped the raft, but aso
pushed them farther from shore.

Peter thought he could still hear the beast’ s angry hiss despite the fact that the bird’ s head lay in the
water. Then Wetherford reached past him and said, “We're holed.”

Theraft sank in the rear. The two men in fatigues rowed asfast asthey could. Theraft only had three



oars. OBie grabbed the third oar and Wetherford and Cooper used their hands as paddies.

Hisfather’ sblood filled the bottom of the raft. Ray wrapped his bet high on the ssump, near Anthony’s
groin, and drew it very tight. It was a this point that Peter’ s father felt the pain and opened hiseyeswide
and screamed. Peter held him down as best he could. Rainwater, lake water, and blood swirled in the
bottom of the raft.

If I live, Peter thought.If we live —

But he could not finish the thought. There was too much going on and he doubted very much any of them
would live.

Over theloud, dull roar of rain on the raft and the harsh scrub of therain on the lake, Peter heard the
PBY’ sengines cough, turn over, catch, and then bellow to life. They drowned out al other sounds.

Helooked up and behind them, but with rain and blood in his eyes, he could only see blurs.Dinoshi
flopped and thrashed in the deeper water.

Peter wiped his eyeswith his deeve and spoke into hisfather’ s ear. “Hold still, Father.Please hold still.

OBie shidded hisface againgt the rain and stared out over the water. “L ook at that!” he cried and
pointed.

Cooper dlowed himsdf asngle * Gavww—awww-d-dammmnn!”

Peering through the stinging rain, Peter thought they must dl be dreaming. Three giant hooded cobras
rose from the water around the death eagle. Jaws wide and hoods spread like sails, the sinuous beasts
began to tear at the avisaur, heads striking again and again.

“Morelakedevild” Wetherford shouted.

The oars splashed even more franticaly. Ray tried to bail water, pushing it over the side with cupped
hands.

Anthony dumped in Peter’ sarms. “ Jesus and Mary and dl the saints,” he said, and his eyes closed.

A long glistening hump swam past the raft with powerful vertica strokes of paddle-likeflippers. A head
appeared some ten feet from the hump, asif asecond anima had joined the first, but the head rose higher
and along neck connected the two. The deek, broad-jawed head turned in their direction, bright yellow
eyes wrapped in trand ucent membranes. It spread wide its boldly patterned hood. The head siwung out
over theraft, lessthan afoot from Peter.

“That'sit,” Ray said. He covered hisface.

OBiewhipped up hisoar but did not connect. With lightning reflexes, the lake devil jerked its head out of
range. The back submerged and the neck and head went with it. The lake devil—akind of plesiosaur,
Peter thought, or something new entirdy—swam to join its fellows around the death eagle.

By thistime, kicking itsdf into even deeper water, Dinoshi had managed to get itslegs under its body and
gtand. It defended itself with resounding snaps of itsjaws, then turned and waded with some dignity
toward shore, even asthe lake devils nipped and dashed at itstail and legs.

The raft was awash aft. Ray and Cooper dipped into the lake and hung on to ropes. Cooper lifted the



camerabarely above water. Peter saw the eggs roll toward the rear, where they fetched up against his
father' sleft leg.

A shadow fell over them, something huge and insurmountable, and Peter hunched his shoulders, hugging
hisfather tight, waiting to die.

But they had madeit.

Thewing of the PBY shdtered them from the rain. Men reached through the open fusel age hatch. Peter
saw Monte Schoedsack’ s thick glasses. Arms reached out and passed Anthony aong, moaning and
kicking feebly, and lifted him by the shouldersinto the airplane. Cooper hefted the cameraby atripod leg
and Schoedsack grabbed it. Wetherford, Billie, and OBie went next, then Peter. Ray clung to the sinking
boat.

“Hey! Don't forget me!” he called.
Cooper and OBie grabbed him and hauled him through the hatch.

Peter crawled forward and collapsed at the foot of the cot on which Anthony waslaid. Someone
covered him with ablanket and patted hiswet clothes. He was dmost too exhausted to blink. Legsin
brown fatigues stepped over canvas-wrapped parcels and steel drums, moving to the rear. Peter saw a
flash of red cross on white field as afirs-aid kit was carried past.

Whitecaps thumped on the other side of the hull just inches from his face. The plane was moving, taking
off. Light from aport streamed diffuse and gray through the plan€ sinterior.

Hisfather screamed again. Peter gathered al hisremaining strength, tossed his blanket aside, and knelt
besdehim.

Chapter Eighteen

Severa cots had beenri goed forward of the PBY ' sblisters and dender tail. Anthony lay on the port
sde. Two men cut away his pantswhile athird gave him an injection. Thethird man glanced at Peter as
he stepped around him. He wore awet blood-stained khaki shirt and afringe of crisp white hair circled
hisimmense and dignified square pate of tanned skin. His nose hooked sharply and his eyeswere small
and close together.

“Peter,” Anthony said between clenched teeth, and he reached out with hisleft arm. Peter knelt and took
his hand. Anthony’sgrip felt weak. “You'redl right,” Anthony said.

Hisfather looked very pae, evenold. Theredization that hisfather might actudly die made Peter's
stomach tighten and his head swim.

“Alive,” Peter said. He had become quite hoarse.
“I’'m Dr. Tannenbaum,” the bald-headed man said. “ Coop tels methisisyour father.”

The plane bounced, fell, hit the lake surface hard, and shuddered; then the thud of waves ceased and the
roar of the enginestook on a steady, reassuring drone.

“I've given your father morphine. HE | beadegp in alittiewhile. You al need torest.”



“What about hisleg?’ Peter asked.
“We reworking on that now.”
“Ishegoingtolive?

“We'll do our best,” Tannenbaum said.

A bottle of plasmawas hung from ahook over Anthony’ s cot. The doctor blocked Peter’ s view of
Anthony’ slegs. Gauze and surgical instruments were passed from hand to hand, and a caged workshop
light was suspended from another hook and switched on, silhouetting the doctor and his assgtants.

Peter looked down at the other cots. Billie lay on hisside, strapped in, with a blanket over him. Blood
from his nose stained the white pillow. His eyeswere closed. “He sadeep,” ayoung woman said. Peter
stared at her in surprise. He hadn’t noticed her before. She wore awhite blouse and dacks. Drops of
blood stained her dacks. Blood seemed to be everywhere. “He' s had quite a blow on the head, but no
concussion.”

Billie moaned and opened his eyes. Peter hunkered down beside the Indian. “Where arewe?” Billie
asked.

“We'reflying to sofety,” Peter said.

“Did | face the Chdlenger?’

“You suredid,” Peter said.

“And we are not dead?”’

“No.”

Billiesmiled. “I am dreaming of jaguar,” he said, and closed hiseyes again.

OBie sat up forward of Billie' s cot, arguing with Schoedsack and a very young-looking man in adark
uniform. The plane was crowded. Ray maneuvered between the cots and around the medical team and
crouched beside Peter.

“OBie has awrenched shoulder and afractured tibia,” he said. “| have alot of cutsand bruisesand a
prained wrigt. It' samazing we got asfar aswe did. How' syour father?’

Peter looked down at Anthony’ sface. Hisfather’ s expression was dreamy and he smacked his mouth as
if trying to say something. His head rolled to one side. Peter felt anew kind of fear now: fear of going on
without this strange, difficult, wonderful man.

“He Il makeit,” Peter said.

The plane continued to climb through grayness and white clouds. Rain beat against the fuselage and
transparent blisters. A gust of wind struck and they dipped sideways and down, then recovered.

Peter suddenly remembered. “What happened to the eggs?’ he asked Ray.
“Therdft,” the cameraman answered.

Peter thought he meant the eggs werelost.



“| picked them out of the raft before it sank and gave them to someone in the plane. They should be here
somewhere. Good Chrigt,” Ray Harryhausen said, wiping his face with his hands. He shook his head and
dumped againgt acrate, drawing up hisknees. “I never want to see another dinosaur aslong asl live.”

The young female nurse stepped forward and smiled &t Peter. “Y our father’slost alot of blood . . . but
he' stough as nails. They’ re suturing his vessels now and cleaning hisleg and getting ready to sew it shut.
He' sgoing to be OK.” Shelooked at Peter’ s bruises and his bloody arm.

“I'mfing” hesad.

“I'll tend to those scrapes,” sheingsted. “ Y ou, too,” she said to Ray.

As Peter and Ray submitted to her treatment, Cooper and Schoedsack came aft and huddled beside Ray

and Peter. Schoedsack goggled at them through histhick glasses. Cooper wiped hisforehead with a
handkerchief.

“Thisisthe damnedest mess |’ ve ever seen, and I’ ve seen more than my share,” Cooper said. “We' ve
been trying to fly due north, but the storm’ stoo thick. Now we' re flying southwest to find some cleer air.
WEell haveto circle—"

Peter jumped at aloud sound, like popcorn popping.

Cooper and Schoedsack instantly covered their crotches with their hands. The nurse, Ray, and Peter
stared at them, dumfounded.

“Those arebullets! " Cooper shouted. “Who in hdll is shooting at us?” He jumped up and ran forward.
Magicaly, ahole opened in thefloor of the airplane between Peter’ sfeet. The nurse grunted; the loose
part of her deeve had been pierced. Two holes showed as she flexed her arm and stared at her elbow.

“I'll bedamned,” shesaid.

The plane made a sudden quick bank. Ray and Peter grabbed for something to hold on to, then looked
at each other and reached down to cover their own crotches.

One of the carsmen from the raft came forward, face white but grinning. “Back in * 44, we sat on our
helmets Hands ain't any good.”

The nurse returned to her work, wrapping gauze and clipping tape around their wounds.

Cooper returned afew moments later. “Must have been some of the Army troops below Pico Poco or
on the Caroni. We' veticked off the Army generds for sure—but now they’ ve gonetoo far. Damned if
they’Il get any good pressfrom ugl”

“Y ou couldn’t get permission?’ Peter asked. “I mean, to fly in?’

“Hdl, no!” Schoedsack stormed, waving one arm. “They told usto leave youestupido gringosthereto
rot!” He motioned for Ray and Peter to follow him forward. “OBi€ sworn out. Y ou’ re going to have to
explain what happened.”

In the space behind the cockpit, Ray and Peter took cups of hot cocoa from the young radioman and sat
acrossthe aide from Schoedsack. Cooper had resumed his place at the controls, with a smooth-faced
young Navy lieutenant as his co-pilot.

“Merian caled in every favor he did during the war,” Schoedsack said. “So did I. So did John Ford. We



got this beauty on loan from Pensacolathe day after we heard ontheradio . . . Flew down from New
Y ork and took off the next evening.”

Cooper pulled aside his earphones and leaned his head back over the chair. “Nothing but jungle and
savannafrom here to the coast. We'll be over Guyana soon. | reckon we have enough fuel to makeit to
Trinidad . . . If wedon't get hasty.”

“Tannenbaum says our wounded are stable. They’ |l be okay for afew more hours,” Schoedsack said.
Cooper clamped hislips, nodded, and turned forward again.

“Now—the whole story,” Schoedsack said to Ray and Peter. “ Start at the bridge.” He looked somber,
eyes goggling behind the thick lenses. “Tel usabout Vince. And Ray, what inhell happened to your
camera?’

One of the oarsmen poked forward. His eyeslit on Peter. “Y ou the kid that brought those eggs on
board?”’

Peter blushed, asif caught doing something bad. “Yeah,” he said.
“Wadll, one of them’ s sarting to hatch!”

Chapter Nineteen

Bright sun filled the courtyard in front of the archway leading to Circus Lothar’ s Tampa headquarters.
Dozens of reporters paced or lounged or puffed on cigarettesin the open-air training ring. Lotto Gluck,
magnanimous with the resources of a circus he no longer owned, persondly served lemonade to the
reporters from a pushcart, shielded from the sun by ared-striped umbrella. When asked how the babies
were doing, he smiled broadly, lifted hisfinger to hislips, and said, “ That’ snot my story totell.”

“Lotto, we re running out of time,” groused one reporter, aburly fellow with carrot-colored hair. “We
got to file before noon or it’slost in tomorrow’ s puppy carpet. So tell us—you were supposed to send
the dinos back, not bring more out. What gives?’

Lothar Gluck smiled and shrugged and said again, “ That’ sssnot my sstory to tell!”
“Sowhowill tell?’ the burly reporter asked, wiping hisforehead with a plaid handkerchief.

“Why, the proud papa, | ssuposse,” he said. “ Anybody el ssethirsty?’ He was enjoying himsdlf. “I'm
willing to tdl my own story, to anyone who will listen.”

“Y eah, yeah, we know,” said askinny fellow from Boston. He wagged his head and singsonged,
“Retired to Sarasota, opens up ashop to sdll circus memorabilia—"

“A wonderful assortment, dl my own, collected over forty years” Lotto said. “ Catadogsfreeto dll
legitimate enthusasts.”

The reporters grumbled, but lined up for another cup of lemonade.



From behind the diding door of the equipment barn, Peter Belzoni looked out on the milling reporters
clutching their notepads and cameras. Ray stood behind him, resplendent and alittle uncomfortablein a
new seersucker suit. Behind them, giant arc lights and generators and huge spools of cable sat in the
warm shadows. Lazy flies zapped themsalves againgt bare wires running the length of the roof.

OBiesat inafolding camp chair in front of amobile arc light. He tapped his shoe against one of the
carriage stires. Three men in brownish gray suits, the color of freshly quarried brownstone—two lawyers
and a press agent—stood nearby, armsfolded.

“When're Coop and Monte going to get here?” OBie asked the RKO press agent. He fanned himsalf
with a straw Panama hat.

“Any minute now,” the agent said.

Peter had not seen OBie so nervous since they had wandered into the communisaur nursery. Ray tugged
at hisshirt collar and picked up a sketchpad and pencil. On the pad was a haf finished drawing of the
damnedest creature anyone would hope to see—like akangaroo with teeth, or avenator covered with
fuzz and given the head of a monstrous shrew. With powerful hind legsand puny little foreegs, it was o
ugly it was cute.

From outside came the sound of amotorcycle. Peter looked up, al else forgotten.
“That must beyour dad,” Ray said.

Peter walked toward the rear of the barn and opened the diding panel door a crack. Anthony had
stopped a big, brand new BMW motorbike on the gravel outsde and was taking off aleather helmet.
“Hey, Peter, help me with this kickstand—I haven't caught the knack yet.”

Peter stepped out into the hot sun and helped hisfather bring down the kickstand and swing off the bike.
“I'mimpressng the hell out of myself, hauling this machine around the roads,” Anthony said. He kicked
out his prosthetic leg and wiggled thefoot. “ Almost as good as new. We got two thingsin themail.” He
held up aletter and the latest issue of National Geographic. He was getting much better a walking with
the prosthetic leg, but he il limped alittle—and Peter suspected hedid it for effect. With that bike, that
leg, and that limp, hisfather attracted women like hungry mice to cheese. Anthony gave Peter abig smile,
then reached down to scratch.

“Damn!” he said, shaking his head. “Itcheslike the devil, but there' s nothing there! Does't that best
anything!”

Peter could not decide whether to open the letter or the magazine first. The letter was from his mother,
and in the magazine was hisfirgt published piece, accompanying his father’ s article and photographs. S
TRANDED ONK AHUHIDI, the cover read, and in smaller type benesth, Sunset of a Mighty Hunter.

Peter looked at Anthony, who seemed to be taking his measure by what decision he would make. Not
willing to play that sort of game anymore, Peter stuffed the magazine under hisarm and opened the | etter.



Dear Peter,

My apologies for taking so long to write. | have been going through chills thinking about what
happened, and have tried to find the right words. | am so angry | could spit, and I’ ve already got
enough on your father that forgivenessis out of the question. But of course | am so glad you're
still alive. | look forward to your visit, but | suppose you are a man now and will only stay a little
while. | understand you have a new job and many future prospects. Grandmother sends her love.

| know this hasn’t been easy on you—though you say it was an adventure, a mother can read
between the lines, and | know you were scared and miserable. As| said, | could just spit. But if
you'’ ve learned anything from your father and me, it should be that a young man must become his
own person. | do love you, Peter.

| know it does not make sense, but | am proud of you, too.

Love,

Deirdre

your mother

Peter folded the | etter and dlipped it back into the envelope. He suppressed asigh. She aways signed her
few letterswith that unnecessary reminder.

“Smdlslike her old perfume,” Anthony said briskly. He pointed to the magazine. “ The pictures came out
wdl.”

“Peter!” avoice shouted from the small animal barn. The Ringling Brothers veterinarian, lanky J. Y.
“Doc” Henderson, pulled arubber-whedled cart from the barn into the sunlight. On the cart rested two

cages.

Peter handed Anthony the magazine and grinned. Anthony returned the grin, but shook his head. “Go see
your babies,” hesad.

Peter crossed the gravel and met Doc Henderson halfway. He knelt down beside the cages. Inthe first
cage, young Stiletto blinked at Peter and made a plaintive high-pitched squawk.

“Still won't let anybody feed him but you,” Henderson said. Stiletto stood on thick smooth legs, pressing
his head against the wire mesh, his large golden eye blinking &t Peter. At the age of four months, Stiletto
stood three feet high, with amouthful of sharp teeth aslong asthe smdll blade on Peter’ s new
pocketknife. He was aready showing signs of Dagger’ s cantankerous independence. Peter took the can
of shredded beef and raw egg—mixed with Vince Shellabarger’ s secret herbs—and made severd
megtballs, then pressed them between the mesh. Stiletto pulled them through with surprisngly agilelips,
like ahorse's, and swallowed them whole.

“They’ ve both passed ingpection,” Henderson said. “Hedlthy as can be. And surprisingly, they seemto
like each other. Stiletto gets very upset when Frankieisn't with him.”



Frankie was as odd a creature as anyone had ever seen. Ray’ sdrawing barely did her justice. Now a
little smdler than Stiletto, who was outgrowing her rapidly, she stood on two four-toed feet, the middle
toes prominent and splayed. Her fordimbs were stunted, even smdller in proportion than Stiletto’s, with
tiny, ineffectua paws. From thetip of her long tail to her pointed, flexible tube of snout, she was covered
with fine mousy-brown fur. Her smdll, piggish eyes blinked rapidly in the sun; shewasbornto bea
creature of night, but had adjusted her waking schedule to her “sibling.” Despite her faint resemblanceto
akangaroo, Frankie did not hop, but waked on her hind limbs with balerinagrace, using thelong,
flexibletail asabaance, much as Stiletto did.

Beyond the bipedal gait and long tail, Frankie and Stiletto parted evolutionary pathwaysradicaly. As
Doc Henderson had confirmed, Frankie was of aline of mammals known only from fossls. No one had
ever encountered them before on El Grande; the old plateau was till full of surprises. She had hatched
from an egg only dightly smaler than Stiletto’ s—and she had hatched first. Her ddlicate long jaws carried
sharp canine teeth, for hunting, but she would never outmatch avenator, or even a bobcat.

On Kahu Hidi, had her egg been I€eft in place and the venator survived, Frankie would have hatched firdt,
then killed and eaten her dinosaur siblings. She would then have departed the nest to live as anocturna
hunter of small animas. Her species, asyet unnamed, relied on dinosaursto raise their young—like
cuckoos. Henderson guessed she would be about elght feet high when fully grown—atrue mammdian
marve.

Frankie cooed softly and Peter reached through the mesh to scraich behind her small ears. That was
something he would never do to Stiletto, despite the venator’ s adopting him as Mother. Even young
venators were not fond of physical contact.

Shellabarger had failed after al. He had not succeeded in paying back his obligation to Dagger. Peter
was not sure what the trainer had meant to do with two eggsin thefirst place—perhapsraise the
hatchlings on El Grande until they could bereleased . . . But Franki€ segg and the Venezuelan Army had
scotched those plans.

A shadow fell on Peter and the cage. For amoment, his neck hair prickled and his eyes moistened. He
seemed to fed the presence of Vince Shellabarger, strong and tall behind him.

He turned and saw broad-shouldered, dark Damoo Dhotre, the Ringling Brothers chief animd trainer.

“Good morning, Peter,” Dhotre said. He knelt beside Peter and peered into the cages with wise black
eyes. “That one,” he said, pointing to Stiletto, “will never be trained. Wewill build alarge paddock for
him. Roland Butler will announce that heisthe last of hiskind, and who knows? Perhaps heis. Many
peoplewill cometo Tampato see him.” Dhotre smiled at Frankie. “ She will be achallenge, but no worse
than atiger, | think. Will you hep mewith her?’

Dhotre had offered Peter ajob last week, and John Ringling North had approved. North had said,
“That' swhat we need to sl dinosaurs again—young blood.” But Peter had not yet decided.

“I do not make such offerslightly,” Dhotre said.

“I know,” Peter said. “I wasjudt thinking of Vince. . .”

“Did he say that what happened was hisfault?’ Dhotre asked.
Peter frowned in puzzlement. “ Y es, but—"

“Itisonly what | would have expected. Whatever misfortunes come to uswho train animals, they are our



fault done. | see you working with the beasts, calm and cool and knowledgesble, not too brave and
never stupid. | say that about few men, Peter.”

A long black Cadillac limousine drove up between the buildings, grinding gravel beneath itswide
white-sidewall tires. The door swung open and Merian C. Cooper and Ernest Schoedsack stepped out.
Ray and OBie walked through the door to the equipment barn.

Cooper waved athick sheaf of papersand smiled. “We got 'em! The sons of bitches went for it. We are
now davesto Republic Pictures. Ford' s going to produce. Peter, Anthony! How' rethelittlefelas?” He
peered into the cage. “ Damoo! great to see you again. How about a guest shot?’

“Inwhat?’ Dhotre asked.
“Inthe biggest epic of al time. Big enough to make Monte and me partners again.”

Anthony walked forward, his new leg clicking at the ankle. Cooper stooped to give it awhack with his
knuckles. “By God, you look every inch the hero. Jmmy Stewart! A perfect match!”

Schoedsack stood back, glowering, asif nothing would ever quite cheer him up. OBie and Ray sidied
around the group, OBie with handsin pants pockets, like Schoedsack unwilling as yet to show any
enthusaam.

“We going back to shoot?” OBie asked warily.

“To El Grande?’ Cooper roared. “Not on your life. Truman’s got the State Department staring daggers
at Betancourt and those bastard generals. No pun intended. All of the U.S. of A. isriled about what
happened down there. Looks like they may twist afew arms and get the plateau opened up asa scientific
preserve—in afew years. But we re going to make our movie now—strike whiletheironishot.”

“We don’t have much footage from the plateau itself,” Ray observed quietly.

“That' swhere you two comein,” Cooper said, flinging out hisarms asif to embrace them. “ Y ou've
awayswanted to build and animate your monstersin astudio. Hell of alot safer that way. Now' s your
chance.Return to the Lost World! Technicolor! Two-million-dollar budget! Jmmy Stewart and John
Wayne and Mickey Rooney—that’ s you, Peter! And Sabu, by God! We haven't signed Kate Hepburn
yet, but she' sinterested.”

OBie and Ray appeared stunned.
“It' sthepublicity, boys!” Cooper shouted. “You'rein al the papers! Y ou'refamous!”

Stiletto grumbled threateningly at the loud and active man. Cooper bent over the young venator’ s cage
and stared him down. “Exactly right. We llterrify *em!”

“And who will playyou, Mr. Cooper?’ Dhotre asked.
Cooper got to hisfeet and waved away that question.
OBietugged on the brim of his Panama. “It'son thelevel?” he asked Cooper.

“Why, OBie, I'm hurt,” Cooper said, feigning asad expression. “Have | ever joked about making
pictures?’

“Never,” OBie said. “Ray?’



“We |l havework,” Ray said. Peter redlized that motion picture people like Ray and OBiefaced alot of
disappointments and that was why they were reluctant to show enthusiasm.

“WEe€rein,” OBiesad. He smiled and hald out his hand.

Cooper grasped OBi€ s hand and they shook firmly, and then he grabbed Ray’ s hand. “Fine, boys,
fingl”

Anthony stood beside Peter. “What about you?’ he asked, and there was the usua darein hisvoice.
“Someday,” Peter said, “1’d like to go back.”
“Not me,” Ray said.

“Until then, | have alot to learn about animals. Mr. Dhotre, I’d be honored.” Peter shook thetrainer’s
hand.

Schoedsack removed histhick glasses and rubbed them with a handkerchief. “1t'sdl show business” he
sad philosophicaly. “ Craziest goddamn lifein theworld.”

“Going to go vist your mother first?” Anthony asked Peter.
“Of course,” Peter said.

“Give her my best,” Anthony said.

“Of course”

“Comeon!” Cooper shouted, taking the cart by its handle and tugging it toward the equipment barn.
“We have to make our entrance!”

Peter followed OBie and Ray, hel ping Doc Henderson pull the cart with the two cagesoniit. Frankie
settled back on her haunches, long nose twitching. Stiletto paced and whickered restlesdy. He kept his
eyes on Peter as they passed through the shadowy equipment barn, back under the bright sun and al the
eyes of theworld.

What’s Real, and What' s Not

El Grande, of course, does not exi<t.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle set hisnovel The Lost World on atepui in Venezuela, and the tepuis are redl, but
they are much smaler than either Doyle or | have described them, and none of them has dinosaurs. The
little black frog that Peter seesin the maze on El Grandeisreal, and moretypica of the speciesfound on
these odd and wonderful plateaus.

Professor George Edward Challenger is Doyl€ sinvention, asis Maple White. Cardozo, Lowell Thomeas,
Colonel Percy Harrison Fawcett, Sr Walter Raleigh, and Jmmie Angel weredl red people. Jmmie
Angd actudly did crack up an airplane on Auyan Tepui, and may have been the first human of European



descent to see thefalsthat bear hislast name. Colonel Fawcett, atrue eccentric, disappeared in the
Mato Grosso in Brazil in 1925.

Cavin Coalidge, hiswife and son, and Herbert Hoover werered, but having no El Grandein their lives,
did not do what | have described. The United States of America’s proprietary attitude toward Latin
America, and the Venezuelan palitica Situation of thetime, including Gomez, Betancourt, Gallegos, €tc.,
was roughly as described.El Colonel and all other charactersarefictiond.

Theindigenous tribes of the Amazon did not gather around El Grande and use it asaceremonia ste. The
tribes named do exit, or existed at the time, in and around the rain forests and the Gran Sabana, and
their plight is even more desperate. Billie, who never reveds hisIndian name, isfictiond.

John Ringling North, J. Y. Henderson, and Damoo Dhotre were dl real, as was Gargantua, the giant
gorilla Vince Shdlabarger and Lotto Gluck arefictiond.

Merian C. Cooper, Ernest Schoedsack, John Ford, Willis O’ Brien, and of course Ray Harryhausen are
actua people. Cooper, Schoedsack, and O’ Brien made afilm calledKing Kong, and OBie did indeed
animate the dinosaursin the early slent verson of The Lost World, based on Doyle snovd.

Released in 1933, without the interference of dinosaur circuses,King Kong became a huge hit and
inspired generations of young people. One of those youngsters was Ray Harryhausen, who redlized his
dreams and animated dinosaurs, creatures from Venus, mythical monsters, and quite afew skeletons.
Harryhausen in turn inspired later generations of moviemakers—and not just moviemakers, but dinosaur
experts and paeontologists around the world. He inspired me, aswell.

| owe adebt of gratitudeto dl of these people, real and imagined, and to the animals.

Altovenator feroxisfictitious, but modeled from varieties of theropod dinosaurs. Stratoraptor velox is
completely made up, but based on speculation (admittedly my own, for the most part) about what avian
precursors might have evolved into, given the opportunity. Aepyornistitan lived well into modern times,
asdid other large flightless birds such as the Moa Neostr uthiomimus planensis is based approximately
onStruthiomimus. Centrosaurus, Ankylosaurus, and avisaurs such asArchaeopteryx dl lived a one
time

Frankie, the nest-robbing mammal, isloosdaly based on areal creature aswell, Leptictidium nasutum,
found in the Messd fossl bedsin Germany. Franki€' s habits and size (and egg) arefictiond, however.
Leptictidium nasutum was a hunter, about aslarge as a cat, and strangely enough seemed to have been
built very much adong thelines of theropod dinosaurslikeTyrannosaurus rex: long baancing tail,
locomoation on two hind limbs adapted for running, not hopping, and smdl fordimbs not suitable
(supposedly) for holding down large prey. It makes an interesting contribution to the controversy aboutT.
rex 'stiny amd

The hammerhead amphibian that so fascinates Ray and Peter is not known in the fossil record, though
Diplocaulus andGerrothorax might be prototypes.

Thergps ds—mammal-like reptiles—existed at one time, but not necessarily as| have described them.
Thelizard-monkeys and communisaurs are my own invention.

Remember, El Grande was sedled off from the outsde world (in three parts, no lessl) tens of millions of
years ago, and it ismy supposition that many species would have evolved to fill vacant ecological niches.
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