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Pr ol ogue
Aristh Elfangor-Sirinial-Shamul was done with war. Sick to death of it.

He had caused the Yeerk infestation of his own prince and created the
abom nation now called Visser Three. He had been unable to save his friend and
fellow aristh Arbron, now trapped forever in the body of a Taxxon

Di saster piled on disaster. Failure on failure.

Now he was done with it all. He had escaped to the planet called Earth al ong
with Loren, the human he loved. He would norph to human. Live as a hunman. Get
| ost amid the humans. Maybe even sonehow, soneway, find happi ness.

But he still had possession of the greatest weapon the galaxy had ever known:
the Tinme Matrix

The Tine Matrix could travel backward through tine the way a Z-space craft could
travel through space. It gave the person who controlled it power beyond
i magi ni ng. A person traveling backward could rewite history.

Using the Tinme Matrix, entire species could be extermnated. Mre than
exterm nated: They coul d be nmade never to have exi sted.

It was too nuch power to trust to anyone. Especially, Elfangor thought bitterly,
a failure like him

The Time Matrix was a sphere, taller than a human. Destroying it was physically
i mpossible. But it could be hidden. For a while, at |east.

He found an enpty place. Nothing but trees. Using only the equi pnent avail able
to any hunan, he dug a hole and rolled the device into it. He covered it.

And then, he norphed to hunman

Two hours later, he was no longer an Andalite. He was trapped. Hunman. Human
forever, no longer a part of the vast war raging between Andalite and Yeerk. He
was free.

O so he thought.

Many years later, he returned to the sane spot. Desperate enough to try to use
the Tine Matrix. The spot had become a construction site. This time, there would
be no escape.

Hs time ran out. Just a few yards from the machine that could have given him
all the time in the world.



Tobi as
My nane is Tobi as.

In the history of Earth | may be the strangest creature ever to live. | nmean it.
You have to look at nythology to find anything as weird as | am Maybe the
griffin, which was supposed to be half lion and half eagle, or the centaur, half
human and hal f horse, or whatever.

But those are nyths. | amreality.

I am half hunman, half hawk. Red-tailed hawk, actually. Buteo jamaicensis, |ike
that tells you much.

Hono sapi ens, neet Buteo jammicensis.

But that's not even the end of the story. Because in addition to that
bi zarreness, there's this:

My father was an Andalite who had norphed to human

So you could say |'m Honb sapiens, Buteoja-naicensis, and Andalite. Wat would
the Latin name be for Andalites? Don't know.

Is the glass half enpty or half full? That's what they always ask, to see if
you're an optinmist or a pessimst. Am| sone kind of hideous freak of nature, a
twi sted concoction of m smatched parts? O am | sonething new and wonder ful ?

Depends on the day. Depends on whether I'm with Melissa, wanting to nmake her
happy, wanting her to hold ny hand, wanting to be able to take her to a novie
and a burger afterward |ike any other guy can do with a date, maybe even hold
her hand, maybe kiss her, naybe . . . Yeah, at tines like that, the glass is
hal f empty.

But there are other times. Tinmes when the sun is high and hot. Wen the cunul us
clouds are like gigantic mountains floating through a blue sky. Tines when the
warm air billows up beneath nmy wings and | barely have to flap and all of a
sudden I'm so high, so totally, absolutely free, free in a way | never was as a
human, free to soar and soar, alone, nothing but the sound of the wind ruffling
across ny feathers . . . and on those days the glass is spilling over

This was a full-glass day.

I was high in the air, | don't know, nmaybe a thousand feet up, the beach just
ahead of nme, a sweet thernmal lifting nme up. | could see the ocean, | could see
t he beach and all the people spread out there.

On a day like this, it was hard to be a pessimst. Yeah, Earth was being invaded
by the Yeerks. Yeah, all that stood against themwere five kids and one Andalite
with the useful power to absorb the essence - what Ax calls "DNA" - of aninals
and then norph into them

And yes, we were probably even losing the last war that humanity mght ever
fight as a free species. But on a stunning day like this, what | saw spread out
below me was not possible Controllers, but people having a nice day at the
beach, loving the sun, loving the warnth, taking it easy.



Even the slaves, standing by to attend to their masters and nistresses, seened
to be having a good tine.



Jake
Tobi as cane swooping in through the open hayl oft.
<It's clear,> he reported.
| gave him a slight nod of the head. But | didn't acknow edge his presence
beyond that. Cassie's slave girl was still in the room cleaning out the cage of
an injured and very vocal goose. And as Cassie is always reninding us, the fact
that a slave nay not be as bright as a regular person does not nean they can't
tell tales.

This particular slave was nostly deaf, which of course partly accounted for her
status. But Cassie claimed the girl was otherw se reasonably smart.

Cassie grabbed the girl's arm to get her attention, then, enunciating very
clearly, said, "You can go now, Septenber Twelve."

"Yes, mstress,"” the girl munbled in her guttural, barely understandabl e speech
It canme out "Yeth, mthreth." She turned and |l eft the room

Mel i ssa | ooked up at Tobi as and wi nked. "Been out flying?"

<You know it. The way the weather has been lately? | wouldn't mss a day like
this.>

Ax arrived a nonent later. Marco was with him

"So, what's up?" Marco denmanded. "Wat's this neeting about? Don't you realize
have i nmportant stuff going on? | lead a busy, busy life."

"Real | y?" Melissa asked naively. Mlissa has never really gotten Marco's sense
of hunor.

<Marco, are you hanging out with your imaginary friends agai n?> Tobi as asked.
"Excuse ne, but | no longer need friends, real or inmmgined. | was playing Pong.
My dad bought one for us. It's so cool. Even my nomwas into it, which, in a way
is sad, because seriously, who wants to be doing stuff with their nmon®"

<Be nice to your nom > Tobias said. <She'll probably end up being your promdate
soneday. >

Everyone | aughed. Except Ax, of course, who had no idea what a promwas. O why
it would be funny to have your nomas a date

He's not one of us. So what can you expect?

"W have information fromthe Chee," | said.
That made Marco groan. "Swell. Trouble. It always is. You know, Erek never
contacts us to say, 'Hey let's have fun!' It's always 'Hey, how would you al

like to go and get yourselves killed? "

"What does Erek have?" Melissa asked.



"He has information that the Yeerks are putting together a new front
organi zation. This one, unlike The Sharing, is ained at a very specific target."

<What target?> Ax asked.
"Qur troops," | said. "Especially troops being sent to the war in Brazil."
Cassie made a skeptical face. "Way would the Yeerks want to nake Controllers of

troops heading toward the jungle? What do they care whether we w pe out a bunch
of Primtives?"

"It's not the war they care about," | said. "It's that things are tough for our
boys down there, and | guess harsh conditions like that make it easy to get
recruits. | mean, you're in the jungle, right? You figure 'How nuch worse coul d

life get?" But nost of the troops survive the war, they cone back hone, and the
Enpire rewards them wi th honesteads, slaves, cars, and so on. Lots of tines they
get jobs in government or else stay in the arny. Suddenly the Yeerks have
anot her one of their own in a position of power."

"What are we supposed to do about it?" Melissa asked. "That's thousands of miles
away. "

| shrugged. "I don't know. But what are we supposed to do, sit around while the
Yeerks destroy the war effort? Let the jungle rats continue to take up val uable
l and that we need?"

"Yeah, it would be a pity if some of the Primtives escaped alive," Cassie said.
| shot a | ook at her. Had that been sarcasnf

She sm | ed bl andly.

I had | ong suspected that Cassie nmight have slightly radical tendencies. A |ot
of blacks did. Blacks and a ot of Jews, although not in nmy famly. My dad was a
certified POE - Patriot of Enpire.

Still, if you had any Jew sh blood in you at all, you had to be extra careful so
no one thought you were a radical

I knew Cassie was soft-hearted toward her own slaves. But |'d never heard her
nmake any kind of subversive renmarks about the war. |'d always just assuned she
was sentinental .

Even now, it was inpossible to be sure what her tone of voice neant. |'m not
very good at that kind of thing. I'ma nostly straightforward kind of guy. It
m ght have been an innocent remark. O not.

| felt nmy stomach churn. We couldn't denounce Cassie as a subversive. W knew
for a fact that the Triple S was heavily infiltrated by Yeerks. Denounce her to
the Triple S and we might as well just turn her over to the Yeerks, and then all
was | ost.

VWhat was | supposed to do?

| intercepted Marco's gaze. He gave a slight nod. A "told you so" nod.



The question was, where would Mlissa stand if it came down to elimnating
Cassie? | knew Melissa was no radical. But she was Cassie's best friend, despite
bei ng white.

I shook ny head, trying to focus. The Yeerks, They were ny problem Not
radicals. If the human race survived the Yeerks we'd have all the time in the
world to round up the radicals and take care of them

In the meantine .

| gave Cassie a blank |ook, not acknow edgi ng what she might have neant. "W
have to try to deal with this. Personally, | don't want a world filled wth
Primtives any nore than | want a world filled with Yeerks."

"Jungle rats and slugs," Marco said with a laugh. "Now there's a nice world for
decent people to live in."

"Wonderful! Wonderful, 1 love it!"
The voice was unknown. | spun around, ready to do battle.

Standing there, as though it had appeared fromthin air, stood a creature who
coul d not possibly be from Earth.

It looked at first glance like the mating of a small dinosaur and a | arge prune.
It had two | egs and bal anced its body with a stubby tail

The hands were weak, flinsy things, with too nany joints.

The head didn't fit with the birdlike body. It was humanoid in shape, with a
narrow | ower jaw and bi g, nocking eyes.

The skin was winkled, like a prune. The flesh was dark, alnpost jet-black,
relieved only by green that rimed the eyes and nout h.

"Who are you?" | snapped

"Me? Oh, I"'mhurt. Devastated! You don't renenmber your old friend the Drode?"



Jake
“l've never seen you before in ny life," | said.
"Wll ... No. Not inthis life, perhaps.”
"Yeerk," Melissa said. "Sonme new host body."

"Marco," | said. He nodded. He began to slowy norph to grizzly bear, his
favorite norph.

<Who are you?> Ax denanded. <Or should | say, what?>

The creature grinned. "You, at least, are no different, Aximli-Esgarrouth-
Isthill. Still the arrogant Andalite."”

"Shut up, Ax," | snapped. "I am Suprene Leader here. 1'll ask the questions."
Havi ng put one pushy alien in his place, | nmoved back to the other. "What do you
want ?" | demanded. Qut of the corner of ny eye | saw Marco changi ng

The creature sighed. "Well, as nmuch fun as it is to see you all this way, |
suppose for us to nove on |'Il have to return you, tenporarily at |east, to your

usual condition: sanctinonious, self-righteous, and utterly tedious."

There was no flash of light. No bang. Nothing changed. Except that everything
changed.

| changed.
Suddenly, instantly, | was a different person
| stared at the Drode. | knew now who he was. \Wat he was.

Whom he served

| shot a | ook at Cassie. Then at the girl standing beside her. Mlissa was gone.
Rachel was there.

"So glad you're back with us, Rachel,"” the Drode |eered. "You know you're stil
ny favorite Aninorph."

"What was all that?" Marco demanded m d-norph. "Some kind of hall ucination?"

"No, no, no!" the Drode said. "It is glorious reality. Big Jake, Jake the
perfect |eader, Jake the conpassionate, nothing nore than a junped-up little
dictator with delusions of grandeur who insists on being called Suprene Leader!"

"No, that was not reality,"” Cassie snapped. "I do not own a slave! That's
si ckeni ng! What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"And where was | ?" Rachel denmmnded.

"I was thinking how I'd have to turn Cassie in for not approving of some war
down in Brazil," |I admitted. "That's not reality."

"I will tell you about reality," the Drode said eagerly. "Your country is an
enpire, ruled by terror and torture. It has nade war on the nations to the



south. It slaughters peoples it calls '"Primtives.' It enslaves anyone with an
| Q bel ow eighty, as well as anyone born with what you call defects. Al in all,
it's ny kind of place.”

“"That's bull!" Marco said hotly.

"I assure you it is all true. The Yeerks are within nonths of consolidating
control. The lack of freedom anong humans has nade their conquest ever so much
easier. Your few books, your two radio stations, your single television channel
are all censored. Your technology is fifty years behind where it should be.
Poverty is wi despread, curable diseases run ranpant, sone wonen are forced to
breed to repopul ate the dom nant white race while at the sanme tinme, in the major
cities the poor and honel ess are rounded up and shot -"

"Jake, let nme take care of this little worm" Rachel said.

"What's this all about, Drode?" | asked. | wasn't at all sure | wouldn't take
Rachel up on her offer.

"The Tinme Matrix," the Drode said.

<What ?> Ax's stal k eyes snapped around to stare. <That's a nyth! No such device
ever existed>

"Ch, it existed," the Drode said. "It exists. It was found by a lowy human-
Controller, who uses the nane John Berryman. He's an actor. Not a very
successful one. Alowy Controller whose Yeerk was, until he lost the battle for
Leera, none other than Visser Four. And why did he lose the battle for Leera?
Wy, because of all of you. Ironic, eh?"

"What does this have to do with all that other stuff?"

"The Yeerk, the forner Visser Four, has used the Tine Mtrix. He has travel ed
backward in time and is changing historical events. He's rewitten the past in
an effort to bring about a Yeerk victory and give hinself greater power. You ..
the other yous ... are unaware that |life was ever any different. You have al
been raised in an environnent of delightfully ferocious oppression. It's all
quite wonderful "

"But slavery? Some genoci dal war?" Cassie said, her voice cracking.
"Why are you here?" Rachel denanded.

The Drode sighed. "Sadly, | amhere to offer you the chance to undo it all." He
spread his hands wi de and sniled a hideous smile. "I want to help."



Cassi e
| laughed. "You want to hel p. You. Meaning Crayak."
"Yes, it is rather puzzling, isn't it?" the Drode nocked.
<Why woul d you hel p?> Ax asked.
"It's all part of a deal. My mmster, the great and glorious Crayak, and your
friend, the sinmpering, nmeddling nitwit called the Ellinist, have a deal. Neither
of themreally approves of a nere Yeerk possessing the nost powerful device in

gal actic history."

"In other words, this Time Mitrix could endanger Crayak hinself,"” Marco
transl at ed

The Drode laughed. "Don't be a fool. Nothing threatens great Crayak. However.
one doesn't want nere baboons bl undering about with Tine Matrices, does one?

VWho knows what harm they m ght do? Oh, sure, it's all fun and ganes when they

end up starting genoci dal wars or engendering race hatred -"

"Yeah, what's nmore fun than that?" Rachel said dryly.

"- but who knows what ot her damage a fool with such power may do?"

“"Crayak could grab the Tine Matrix hinmsel f," Jake said. "He has the power."

"Mmm well . . ." the Drode said.

Crayak and the Ellimst were to humans what humans are to ants. Nearly
omi potent creatures. One evil. One good.

Per haps. W coul d never be entirely sure.

<The Rules,> Tobias said. <That's the problem The rules of the gane between
Crayak and the Ellimst. Neither trusts the other with the Tine Mtrix. They
don't need it thenselves, but they might give it to their allies.>

The Drode put his hand to his ear. "Did | just hear a bird chirping?"

"You nmentioned a deal," Marco said.

"Yes," the Drode said. "A deal. And here it is: The six of you will be allowed
to follow the Time Matrix. The former Visser Four set off on his journey two
days ago. You will be translated back to that point and then the quanta that
nmake up your atons will be ... tuned. Yes, that's a good word for sinple mnds
to conprehend. You'll be fine-tuned at the subatonmic level to resonate with the
noverments of the Time Matrix as it travels through time. Your own menories and
personalities will, of course, be buffered. Protected against changes."

<Resul ting in what effect?> Ax denanded.

"Resulting in the effect that, |ike an echo, you will followthe Tine Matrix. It
pl ucks the chords of tine and you reverberate." He stopped and shook his head in
admiration of his own words. "Brilliantly explained, eh?"

"That's the deal ?" Jake asked. "That's it?"



"There's something else, isn't there?" | asked the Drode.

The Drode |aughed. "Ch, yes. There is sonething else, little Cassie. Cassie the
killer with a conscience. Kill 'em then cry over '"em That's our Cassie."

"What's the sonething else?" | repeated, not letting the evil little creep see
that his words had hit home.

"My master Crayak has demanded a price. A payment."
"A paynent."

"Uh- huh,"” the Drode said in a parody of coyness.

"What ?"

"One of you,"” the Drode said. "You can attenpt to save your reality, put
everything back where it belongs, end slavery, replace tyranny w th denocracy,
mllions of lives saved, let freedomring, glory hallelujah in exchange ... in

exchange for one, single life."
"Alife?" | asked

"The life of one of you. That is ny nmaster Crayak's price: One of you
must die."



Cassi e

"This is insane!" Marco said. "I nean, |'ve said things were insane before, but
this is totally, abjectly insane!™ He pointed at the Drode. "You go back and
tell that manure pile Crayak, and the Ellimst, too: This isn't on us. They can
fix this and | eave us out."

"I'f we do nothing we go back to that other reality, don't we?" | said to the
Drode. "Jake's some kind of junior Nazi, I'm a slave owner, all of us living
i ke that?"

"Way wasn't | even in the group?" Rachel denmanded.

"You? A violence-prone sociopath Iike you, Rachel?" the Drode said with a happy
laugh. "You were in a reeducation canp. This world has little room for bold,
aggressive femal es. You were being taught your place."

"Say what? My what?"

Suddenly, around the Drode's wist, an oversized watch appeared. "You all have
to decide," the Drode said, holding up the watch. "Two minutes. Ticktock,
ticktock. Then all goes back to what it should be. Tick. Tock."

He was gone as suddenly as he had appeared.

"My place?" Rachel muttered, not quite believing the word. "No one teaches ne ny
pl ace."

"Ckay. Two mnutes. Visser Four is running around the past nessing up the
future. | don't think there's much question that we have to do this," Jake said.

<Prince Jake,> Ax said, <Have you forgotten that there will be a price to be
pai d? The life of one of us?>

Jake nodded. "No choice. Too nmuch hangs on this. MIlions of |ives versus one?
Not even a question."

"Bull,"” Marco said. "This isn't our fight. W sit this one out."

Rachel rounded on him "Wat? And | go back to sone reeducation canp? And
slavery is back? And we're nurdering natives down in the jungle or whatever? |
don't think so. | can't believe even you could be this nuch of a weasel!"

But Rachel was wong. It hadn't dawned on her yet, or nmaybe on the others. But I
know Jake. There was only one life that Jake would trade away |ike this. Marco,
too, knows Jake very well.

There was a history between Jake and the evil force called Crayak. It was Jake,
nore than any of us, who destroyed the How ers and saved the Iskoort, two
terrible blows against Crayak.

Jake assunmed that he would be the one to die. Marco had seen this instantly. He
wasn't arguing in favor of the awful future we'd seen. He was arguing for the
life of his best friend.



"W're just going to let it all happen?" Rachel went on, in full outrage node
"All we just experienced? Slavery? Censorship? Wars? Secret police rounding up
t he honel ess and -"

"-and Pong?" Marco interrupted, breaking her nonentum "Look, don't be stupid.
This could just be an elaborate trap. Anyway, how do we exactly fix the past? |
nean, exactly? Does one of you have a history book stored away in his head? How
do we fix history if we don't even know how it's broke?"

It was Ax who answered. <Watever Visser Four is attenpting to do, we undo it>
"Hey, it isn't that sinple. Wiere do you think Visser Four is going to go to
change history? He's going to wars, | guarantee you. Killing and dying. And how
do we know it isn't our own actions in the past that caused all this?"

<Time travel,> Tobias nuttered. <Too nuch to get a human brain around. Too
conpl ex. Too many possibilities.>

"Ckay, look, tinme is short. It's down to a vote," Jake said.

"What ? The ' Suprene Leader' wants a vote?" Marco nocked. He was stalling. Eating
up the two m nutes.

<As bad a feeling as | get about this, |I don't see how we can just blow this
of f,> Tobias said reluctantly.

“"I'd rather die than be a slave owner,"” | said. "But..." | let it hang. |
couldn't look at Jake. | felt sick
| felt Marco staring at me. He wanted to see if | understood. | net his gaze. |

nodded sl ow vy.

| wanted to explain. Jake neant nore to ne than anyone in the world. He meant as
much to me as nmy own parents. But | couldn't walk away from this. The society
we'd just glinpsed? No. Whatever the price we paid we had to stop that.

Marco smled a small, sad half smle, accepting my verdict.

<I will go where Prince Jake |leads,> Ax said. <Also, | would very much like to
see the Tine Matrix. >

"Soneone's going to teach nme ny place? Yeah, right. Let's do it," Rachel said,
| aughi ng at her own swagger

"Marco?" Jake asked.

"Here's nmy vote: Wt go hone and watch TV. Fifty channels, there's gotta
be sonething on."

Jake shook his head. "I don't think so. The Drode said there was only one
channel in that reality."

"One?" Marco asked, sounding shaken
n O.]e. n

"Well, then Visser Four is ny neat."



"Unani mous, " Jake said, smling in amusenent at Marco.
Marco turned away from Jake. The grin disappeared. He |ooked |ike he wanted to
cry.

Qur eyes met again. And not for the first tine | realized how smart Marco is
underneath all the jokes. He knew we were going to do it. He knew his best
friend's life mght be the price we paid. He also knew we couldn't go into this
hopel ess battl e thinking about nothing but that single, terrible fact.

| leaned close to Marco, so that only he could hear, and took his hand in mne.
"Crayak is not going to have him"

Mar co nodded. He squeezed ny hand. "You got that right."

"Ckay, it's unaninous," Rachel was saying. "But not till | get a chance to pack
some cl ot hes, get some things, okay? In other words, you Drode piece of dog doo,
not yet, okay? Not yet! Not yet!" she yelled.

But she was yelling it to a large creature that seened to be nade entirely of
steel .



Rachel
"Not yet!"
It was dark.
It was raining.

And there was a very large nman, on a very large horse, wearing very steel arnor
right in front of ne.

" Rrr - EEE- hhhuhhuhh! Rrr- EEE- hhhuhuhuhh! "

The horse reared up and pranced in surprise. Hooves as big as dinner plates
flailed. | had appeared right in front of it. W both had. Cassie was beside ne.

"Ch, man!" | said. "I knew he'd do this!"

| glanced around in the dark. | didn't see the others. No surprise. | barely saw
t he knight on his horse. A danp, sputtering canpfire away through the trees cast
just enough yellow light to outline the alnost dainty netal boot in the ornate
stirrup, the long steel shank of his thigh, the chain-mail glove that gripped
the reins, the elbow joint, the helmet with a pointed visor decorated with
el aborate filigree. The red-and-gold | ogo on his shield.

And, of course, the sword that hung at his side in a red scabbard.

"The Tin Man?" | said under ny breath.

"Uh-uh. | don't think so, Toto," Cassie said.

My feet were sinking into nud. And it occurred to ne that sitting on a horse in
the pouring rain was probably not a good tine. The red knight was very likely to
be cranky.

The arnored man got his horse under control. Barely.

Then, he drew his sword.

SCHWOOF!

Definitely cranky.

"Sorcieres!" he roared, his loud voice muffled by the visor

"What ?" | asked.

"I don't know," Cassie said nervously. "I don't exactly speak French.”
"French? He's speaking French?"

"Like I know?" Cassie said, a little shrilly. "I've only had half a year. | got
a Bmnus on nmy last test."

The knight rattled off a string of French. And then he pointed his sword right
at ne.



| held up ny hands, palns out. "Chill," | said. "No problem here. Just a couple
of wet girls fromthe future out for a walk. Nice neeting you, we'll just be on
our way. No-ay problemay."

"Where are the others?" Cassie wondered.
"Angl ai ses?" the kni ght shout ed.

"Hey! | know that word. It means 'English,
pl eased with herself.

Cassie said, sounding pretty

"Angl ai ses! Espi onnes!"

"Spy!" Cassie translated, nodding her head l|ike she was proud. "Espionnes.
Espi onage. Spies. English spies. That's what he said."

| swi ped ny hand back over ny forehead to get sone of the water out of ny eyes.
It didn't work. | looked at Cassie. "You know, Cassie, when he says 'English
spies,'" | don't think it's exactly a conplinent."”

"Anmi! Anmoi!" the red knight yelled, still holding the sword toward ne.
Suddenly there cane the sounds of hooves pounding nud. | glanced back and saw a
vague shape pelting toward us. | caught a glint of steel arnmor and green fabric.
And now, from all around us, men were running, sloshing, pounding through the
mud.

"This is |looking bad,” | said.

W& were surrounded. W were getting nore and nore surrounded. And in the black
night I saw fire-li med swords and axes and | ances.

"I don't know where or when we are," Cassie said. "Wat are we supposed to do?"
"How about stay alive?"

"Morph? For all we know, one of these guys is Visser Four. W can't norph!"

"You have anot her idea?"

The new horseman arrived |ike thunder. He splashed up and reined in. The hooves
of his horse threw up nud and clunps of soggy grass. And now there was a very
| ong, very sharp spear |eveled at us from behi nd.

"They see us norph, they'll kill us," Cassie whispered.

"It's dark," | said. "Besides, they'll figure we're sonething supernatural
Probably run away."

| had absolutely no confidence that | was right. But | wasn't going to stand
there and be shi sh-kebabed wi thout a fight.

The new knight, the one with faint traces of green on his nud-spattered,
battered shield, took over questioning us. His visor was up, revealing a dark
hol e where we coul d have seen eyes and a mouth if it had been |ight enough



The green knight rattled off a rapid-fire question. W shrugged. | don't know if
he noticed that

| shrugged with somewhat |arger shoulders. O that nmy skin was turning |eathery
and gray.

"Ce sont des sorcieres anglaises," the red guy explai ned.

"W're English,"” Cassie translated. "I'm thinking maybe 'witches.' English
wi tches. Spying English wtches."

"Engl i sh?" the new kni ght demanded.
"Well . . . American actually,” | said

"Yes, we're English," Cassie junped in, speaking pointedly to ne. "Totally
English, Rachel, because what would a couple of Anericans be doing here in

France in the past, right? Back when people still wore arnmor and stuff? | don't
t hi nk so.™
“"Ah. Right. English," | agreed, though mnmy voice was thickening as ny tongue

began to grow in ny nmouth, and ny upper lip nelded into nmy nose and began to
gr ow.

"Rachel!" Cassie said. "You're not. . ."
But | was. And right then, the French guys noticed.
The green knight yelled sonmething | don't think Cassie will ever be able to

translate, and then he lowered his lance to horizontal, spurred his horse, and
char ged.



Cassi e
"Lookout!"
Rachel tried to jerk aside, but she was growi ng fast and her legs didn't exactly
match the rest of her. She was a tangled, horrific ness of nismatched body
parts.
| leaped toward the spear

M ssed!

| fell into the nud at the horse's feet. It was huge, |oonming high over ne
draped with enbroidered fabric, its head encased in jointed steel arnor.

Hal f by accident, half by instinct | kicked the horse's knobby |eft knee.
"Ahhh!" | thought 1'd broken mnmy foot!
The horse stunbl ed.

The spear's point mssed Rachel by millineters. The green knight plowed on,
ri ght over me! Hooves jack hamrered the nmud around ne.

"Rachel ! "

The horse's chest slamed Rachel hard. But Rachel was bigger, now Not as big as
the horse, but not small enough to be knocked over, either

The green kni ght backed his horse off, cursing and yelling.

The red knight spurred his own nount. He raised his sword high over Rachel's
| unpy head.

Spr oot !

Spr oot !

Two i mensely |l ong, curved white tusks exploded from Rachel's face.
The sword whizzed as it slashed in a downward arc.

CHUNKTH!

Sword bl ade hit tusk!

<Hah! > Rachel exulted. <Now let's see how bad you guys are! Maybe you want to
teach ne ny place! >

I wal ked back, stunbled, fell on my butt in inches of nud, picked nyself up and
sl unk back into darkness, away fromthe nelee. Qut of the firelight.

I was no use to Rachel. Not as a human girl.

I was already nmorphing to wolf as fast as | knew how.



Where was Jake? Wiere were the others? Wiy were Rachel and | left to deal with
this al one?

Was Jake still alive?

<Cone on, tough guys. \What, are you scared?> Rachel raved.

The two knights were having a hard tine trying to control their horses. The nud
sucked at their hooves. The bizarre new snell of elephant sent their horse
brai ns reeling.

The foot soldiers had stayed out of the fight so far, which was all that had
saved Rachel. If they had charged, she'd have been hacked apart. But the knights
hadn't given them a signal. And | guess the concept of initiative for average
guys was still a few centuries in the future.

The fire blazed up suddenly.

Poundi ng hooves! A flash of steel, com ng down hard!

<Aaaahhhh! > Rachel cried as a three-foot cut appeared in her shoul der

The two knights spurred past Rachel and turned to cone back at her. One with
now- bl oody sword rai sed. The other with |ance | owered.

"RrrachlIllrrr!"™ | tried to screama warning. But nmy nouth was pressing outward,
filling with |ong teeth.

I was only hal f-norphed. No matter. There was no tine!

| bounded forward and fell, facefirst, into the nud as ny legs tw sted and
shrank.

| staggered up, but my arms were norphing to front |egs. Fingers gone and
repl aced by pads.

Ti me wast ed!

The kni ghts charged.

Rachel bel | oned.

The horses whinnied in fear but kept going.
The kni ghts passed Rachel on either side.
It happened in an instant.

<Argghh!> Rachel <cried in pain, even as she twisted and threw her trunk
si deways.

| could see the spear protruding from her flank. There had to be two feet of
sharp steel blade and wood shaft buried in Rachel's side.

| saw a horse, riderless, disappear in the darkness.



Then | saw the red knight. He was held high in the air, a thick, powerful trunk
wr apped around himlike a python. Chain-mail hands clawed futilely at the trunk
He screanmed sonmething to the nmen bel ow hi m

"Hr eee- EEEEEEE- uh! " Rachel bell owed in el ephant rage.

The green knight was wheeling back around. He pulled his sword from its
scabbar d.

About half the foot soldiers were running away gibbering and yelling. But the
others were coming to the knight's aid, charging at Rachel

| tried to stand up but suddenly | was staggered by a blow on the back of ny
neck. Wl f instinct rolled me over, alnost as fast as a cat.

THUNK!

A spear inpaled the ground beside me. | saw a wild look on the face of the foot
sol di er above ne. He tried to yank the spear free.

Now, | was fully wolf. And the nan realized he wasn't going to yank that spear
out in tinme.

| bared ny teeth and snarl ed.

He turned and ran, yelling sonething over his shoulder. | didn't know what, but
| had a pretty good idea that it included the French word for 'werewol f.'

Rachel bell owed, "Hrrrr-EEEEE-yah!"

I was up. And now | had all the wolf's enhanced senses. | could snell the
el ephant. | could snell the horse. | could snell sweat and filth and npbss and
mud.

| could snell fear.
And in a flash of lightning | saw a scene froma nedi eval ni ghtnare.

The remaining knight in wet, nuddy arnmor, shield gone, astride a massive horse
festooned in dirty green livery, was charging, sword held forward. Toward what
he must have t hought was a dragon

And the dragon - the African bull el ephant- was charging straight for him tusks
thrust out, trunk high in the air holding the squirnm ng, helpless, scream ng red
kni ght .

It was no contest. Maybe with a | ance the green knight m ght have had a chance.
Not with a sword. And not against Rachel, who was going to slam his brother
kni ght down on himwi th the force of a dropped safe.

| scranbled out of the mud and ran, full tilt at the knight. Padded feet flew

A foot soldier |oomed up before nme, crossing hinself frantically as he waved an
i neffectual sword at me. | snarled. He fell to his knees.

| | eaped, soared, landed lightly on the man's bowed head, kicked off again, and
sailed through the air.



| hit the green knight.

He fell away. He hit the ground, shoulder first, then facedown in the nud. |
| anded on top of him Many tons of gray flesh went plowing by, tree-trunk |egs
notoring easily across the mnud.

The knight tried to get up. The nud held himcaptive.

<Stay down, you idiot!>1 said in frustration. <You want to get stonped?>

| heard new footsteps running. And ny wolf senses detected a new snell. One that
was definitely out of place in this era.

| was pretty sure it was sal sa.
| | ooked up and saw Jake and Marco.
Jake. Still alive.

<Whi ch one of you ate at Taco Bell today?>



Jake
It was not a good situation.
| was seriously annoyed.
One knight was stuck in the nud. A foot soldier was on his knees praying and
guaki ng. The ot her knight was being held up by Rachel's trunk about six feet in
the air.
<0h. H, Jake. H, Marco, > Rachel said.
<Hi ,> Cassie said
<W were . . . uhhh . . . well . . .>
"So, there we were, suddenly appearing in the nddle of a bunch of tents full of
guys wearing arnmor," | said conversationally. "Naturally we figured we'd better
lie low. Not attract attention. Not cause any trouble.”

<Are you really mad?> Rachel asked

| |l eaned over and grabbed the green knight's arm Marco grabbed the other and we
yanked hard, trying to get himup out of the nmud while he cursed us in French

“I figured I'd try the subtle approach," | said. "But, of course, that's just
nme. It hadn't occurred to ne that what | should do is norph into el ephant and
STOWP PECPLE | NTO THE MUD! "

<You are mad. >

"Way would | be mad? Just because at the very noment |'m thinking 'Cool, we
snuck past the guards,' | suddenly hear an ELEPHANT?!"

Marco | aughed. "Half the guys back there in the tents are wetting thensel ves and
babbl i ng about dragons and devils."

<Hey, they started this,> Rachel said.

| sighed and rubbed ny forehead. "Rachel ?"

<Yes Jake. >

"Do you think you could put that guy down and denorph so we could get out of
here without w ping out ten thousand future French people who nmight be
descendants of these two guys?"

<You know, he stuck a spear in ne,> she grunbl ed.

| helped the green knight get to his feet. "Sorry," | said. "How do you say
"sorry' in French?"

"Sorreeee?" Marco offered. "Ah em verreee sorreee."”

"That's very hel pful, Marco," | said.



Cassi e had denorphed. Now Rachel put the red knight down gently and began to

denorph as well. | saw the red knight heading toward a dropped sword.
"Hey! Uh-uh," | said. "No no no."
He st opped.

Just then Tobias swooped down through the trees. Another bird of prey was with
him Ax, in harrier norph

<See, Ax? Told you it was Rachel. Any tinme you hear a bunch of scream ng and see
peopl e running, you're going to find our girl Rachel sonewhere close hy.>

"Very funny," Rachel said. " They started it. Cassie: Tell themwho started it!"
"Okay, look, we're all together. Let's get out of here before we draw the whole
French arny down on us," | said. "There nmust be a couple hundred guys back in
that field up there.™

<Mbre than that,> Tobias said. <l don't see all that well at night but | saw
nore |ike thousands behind us. Campfires all over the place. And sonme nore over
in front of us.>

<Two arm es?> Ax suggest ed.

"And us between then?" Marco said. "Geat."

"Two arm es? What war? What year?" Cassie asked

| shrugged.

"The green guy there speaks English, | think," Rachel said.

| | ooked at the knight. Despite the arnor he wasn't really much bigger than me.
Standing in the nud without a weapon he wasn't too intimdating. "Excuse ne,

sir, can you tell nme what year this is? And who's fighting this war?"

"I do not parlay avec weetches," the knight said in haughty, heavily accented
Engl i sh.

Marco stifled a giggle.

"I"'mnot the weetch.” | pointed at Rachel. "Those two are the witches. | saved
your life."

"Hey!" Cassi e objected.

The kni ght thought it over for a nmonent. "It ees the year of our lord fourteen-
fifteen. The forces of the Roi de France, hees highness royal Charles VI, under
command du Constable de France and Princes of the blood royal, are here unis
pour... to repel |'envahisseur, Roi Henri five of England, who has laid claim
unjust to the throne of France."

"French and English? Wiose side are we on?" Rachel asked.

"W're not on anyone's side," | said. "W're just here to nake sure Visser Four
doesn't ness with whatever is supposed to happen here."



"But we don't know what's supposed to happen here," Cassie pointed out.

<That's a definite problem> Tobi as said.

"Okay. First thing: W don't do anything till we find Visser Four. And when |
say don't do anything that would include squeezing French knights wth our
trunks till they pop open like an overboil ed hot dog."

"He has an arnor! He barely felt it!" Rachel said hotly.

"Let's get airborne,” | said. "Wiat we're looking for is anyone who doesn't
bel ong. Also we're | ooking for the Time Matrix. Ax?"

<Yes, ny Prince.>
"What does a Time Matrix | ook |ike?"

<l do not know. >

"Better and better," Marco nuttered darkly.

"Ckay, just look for... just |ook. And renenber one thing: We are just as likely
to mess up the future as Visser Four is. So be careful. Cover this whole area
If we're some kind of quantum echo or whatever then Visser Four nust be nearby.
Anyone spots him we'll need to nove fast and hard."

| looked around at all ny friends. | tried to make eye contact with each as |
repeated. "Fast and hard. You understand? This guy has the nost dangerous weapon
ever created. W can't let himget away. H's personal history ends here."



Mar co
The sun was barely up. Gray dawn.

W flew We |ooked at stuff. W denorphed. W renorphed. We flew sone nore. The

sun was coming up and we still had not seen anyone who we thought was Visser
Four .
However, |'d seen sone really cool armor. Mostly on the French side. The English

guys |ooked pretty raggedy. And about half of them seemed to have serious
di gestive problens. Every five mnutes you' d see one of the English soldiers run
off into the bushes and . . . well, let me put it this way: Wat they did you
don't really want to see, especially with high-power osprey eyes.

I was over the English canp for about the twentieth tine. The head guys,
including this guy | thought m ght be the king, were attending an ol d-fashi oned
mass. You know, in Latin.

Their third mass. VWich made ne wonder if they had any hope of w nning. | mean
one church service, maybe. But three? That's not a sign of confidence. That's
nore like "I'lIl be there any mnute now, Lord, so have Saint Peter nmake up ny
bed. "

The guys thensel ves, knights, soldiers, archers, and so on, were a nasty-I|ooking
bunch of humans. No one |ooked like they'd washed their clothes any tine this
century. Faces were dirty. Teeth were rotted - and | nean yell ow and- bl ack,
gnar | ed-1 ooking rotted. They were ponpous, swaggering knights and whatever, who
had literally four and a half teeth in their whol e head.

And speaking of heads, here's a clue: You didn't want to have really good
eyesi ght and see these guys' hair. W're not just talking fleas. W're talking
lice. And not one or two. Every head was |ike a Manhattan of lice. A Hong Kong
of fleas. There were crawing little bugs packed onto sone of these guys like
fans at a Phish concert.

And skin? Scabs, rashes, bunps, boils, warts, things you thought might be
beetl es stuck on their faces but that were actually noles.

It was pockmarked city. Virtually every face |ooked like someone had fired a
shotgun at it. Deep holes you could al nost stick a finger into.

Smal | pox, of course.

It was not an attractive crowd. English or French, it didn't matter, except that
the French had nore horses and cool er arnor.

Ax wheel ed t hrough the sky, twenty feet above nme, closer to the French |ines.

<l do not nean to insult your ancestors, Marco, but if the Yeerks had arrived in
this era they would have left to find some other species to infest. These hunmans
have all the parasites they could possibly support.>

<0Oh yeah? What were Andalites |like three, four hundred years ago?>

<W were relatively backward technologically,> Ax sniffed, <but we had nmanaged
to di scover cleaning agents. These humans are universally filthy.>



<They are ... Hey! That's it! Jake! Rachel! Everyone! These guys are all dirty
and lice-ridden and pockmarked! >

<It took you three hours to notice that?> Rachel denanded. <You're a genius,
Mar co. >

<Wel |, duh, Rachel, guess who wouldn't be all skanky?>

<Visser Four! O course!> Cassie said. <He has a twentieth-century body! Twenty-
first century. He won't have smallpox or lice or bad teeth!>

<That's it,> Jake agreed. <Look for soneone clean! That'l|l be our boy.>

The sun was rising above the horizon now. The mass was breaking up. It didn't
| ook l'ike they'd have another. | guess three were enough

The guy | thought was probably the English king was hanging out with some of his
boys, all laughing very loudly the way people do when they're scared peel ess but
want to | ook cool

| took a look at him No, he did not have a twenty-first-century body. He was
about as skanky as anyone. | checked out his boys, a bunch of burly-Iooking
troubl emakers. | guess they were his main knights, but if it hadn't been for the
chain mail and the swords you'd have figured themfor a bunch of Mafia hit nen.

They weren't all buff |ike sonme Schwarzeneg-ger action hero. Mst were beefy,
even fat. | doubted any of these guys had ever even heard the word sal ad. But
they weren't fat fat, they were like, "Ah-hah! Your blade nmerely penetrated ny
belly fat and one kidney! A flesh wound! Have at you, sir!"

These boys were trouble.

And now the king was talking to his troops. He junped up on a fallen tree and
started bell owi ng and waving his arns like a politician or a football coach

| couldn't hear everything he said, but the basic idea was, "Mn, we're
out nunbered, but we're here for a good reason, which is that | want to be king
of France, so let's go kick sone French butt and we'll all be mighty pleased

wi th ourselves on the off-chance that we actually survive."

Basically the same kind of heroic nonsense we Aninorphs tell ourselves before we
go into battle.

Then, quite suddenly, | saw him

Not a knight. One of the archers. He was carrying a bow and a quiver full of
arrows. H's clothes were the sanme uniform as the other archers: a sleeveless
| eat her jacket decorated with steel studs over a chain-mail shirt; and pants
that looked like they'd been sewed together by seanstresses with only three
fingers and a ballpoint pen for a needle. He was with a bunch of archers noving
toward the French |ines.

<CGot him > 1 alerted the others. <Over there at the tree line. He's an English
archer. >

<On our way, > Jake said. <Stay cool. W need the right nonment.>



<I think this battle is getting ready to start. |If you want to buy sone popcorn
and Raisinets better hurry.>

The English were definitely noving. The French, who had to outnumber them four-
to-one, waited very calmy. In fact a lot of them were off riding around,
talking to each other, drinking, scarfing snacks, naking out wth wonen, and
ganbl i ng.

Bet ween the two forces, a narrow, nmuddy field hemmed in by trees on both sides.

<The English are gonna get stonped,> Rachel said. | could see her bald eagle
wheel i ng down toward ne, turning w de circles.

<Maybe not, > Jake said thoughtfully. <The field is so narrow. The French can't
get all their guys into the action.>

<Want to lay sone noney down?> Rachel asked.

<This is probably not why we're here,> Cassie pointed out. <Probably the idea
was not to place bets.>

<Why are we here? That is the question,> Ax said. <Wat is the significance of
this particular historical event? How would a change at this point in the time-
space conti nuum cause the changes we observed?>

<l don't know, > Jake adm tted.

<Nei t her does Visser Four, nobst |likely,> Cassie said. <Al he knows about hunmans
cane fromthe mnd of his host body.>

<Swell,> 1 said. <lIt's the blind | eading the blind down history's . . .>

| stopped tal king because | saw sonething no bird ever, ever wants to
see. Ever.

| saw about two thousand guys notch their arrows, draw their bowstrings back to
their ears, and suddenly el evate straight up

Strai ght up at ne.



Mar co

| was staring down at about two thousand arrow tips, and two thousand guys
squinting up at me along the arrow shaft.

<Unh- oh. >
Flit! Flit! Flit! FlitFlitFlitFlitFlitFlit!

The air was filled with arrows. It was |ike sonme weird backward hail. It was a
wal | of arrows!

Flit!

<Aaaahhhh! >

An arrow passed clear through my wing. | banked hard.
Flit!

<They're shooting at ne!> 1 yelled. There was a sharp pain in ny wing, and bl ood
streaked ny feathers. The wi ng was weaker, but | could still fly.

<CGet outta there!> Rachel yelled.
<Cee, do you think?!'> 1| said frantically.

| beat wing but now it was like every idiot on the ground was trying to nurder
me. Already, they were reloading. But | was hauling. Hauling not exactly in a
straight line because one wing was draggi ng, but | was noving. | headed nore or
| ess along the front of the English lines, trying to stay in no-man's-land. One
thing I knew for sure: | didn't want to try and cross directly above the English
troops.

Unfortunately, that was a bad insight. The archers were on both ends of the

line, in the woods! | was heading straight for another couple of thousand
ar chers!
Ahhh! | tried to turn. | tried to haul. I would have run on air if necessary.

Arrows snapped into place, up came ttie bows, and
FlitFlitFlitFlitFlitFlit!

Clean mss! | was out of the way, and now | could watch where the arrows were
headi ng. Down they cane.

The arrows arched toward a colum of Frenchmen on horses. Mybe three hundred
guys, many |loaded up in fabulous armor. Some in |ess-than-fabul ous arnor. But
all yelling frombehind their visors, all with long | ances |eveled.

The French cavalry went straight for the archers. The archers were behind a | ane
wal | of spikes angled out toward the horses. Unfortunately for the English,
their spikes wouldn't stay up in the rud.

But the spikes weren't the inportant issue. The inportant issue was the arrows.



FlitFlitFlitFIitFIitFlit!

Thousands of arrows, all shooting up, all arching, all seeming to hang in the
air. Thousands of these arrows just sort of waiting, poised at the top of their
arc. Afly could not have gotten through that wall of arrows.

Down and down to stick in French arnms and necks and shoul ders and heads and
t hi ghs and faces, and all of a sudden what was happeni ng bel ow me was not a joke
anynore.

FlitFlitFIitFlitFlitFlit!

Arrows flew again, tracking the approaching colum of rowdy, disorganized
caval ry.

The mai n knights seened al nost invulnerable at first with all their arnmor. Even
their horses were arnored along the back of their necks and over their heads.
But the arrows were so thick that they found their way into the narrow slits in
kni ghts' visors.

Men were dropping. Horses were dropping.

If I'd stayed one second longer, avoiding the arrows would have been |ike
avoi di ng raindrops in a thunderstorm

If I had stayed a second |longer | wouldn't just have been shot. |I'd have been a
pi ncushi on.

Now the screaming started. GQuys with arrows sticking through their necks, into
their stomachs, out of their sides, all fell and craw ed and stood up and fel
again. And it wasn't just the nmen. Horses were screaning, too. And that's not a
sound I'Il ever forget.

The cavalry fell back. They didn't |ook good. They plowed right into their own
lines, practically riding down their own people.

The English kept comng. Looking a little nore sure of thenselves, too. Like
maybe two nasses woul d have been enough.

| tried to find Visser Four again. | |ooked for that weirdly clean face, the
weirdly white teeth. And that saved ny |ife. Because | saw now that the archers
were forward, half in the woods, and they had shifted their aim

Suddenl y, the arrow barrage had changed direction.

<Aaahhh!> | vyelled, spilled air, and plunged like a rock. | saw the English
archers release their strings.

| saw arrows fly!
Right. At. ME
FlitFlitFlitFlitFIitFIitFlit!

Hundreds of arrows arched toward me as | dove toward the ground. Hundreds of
arrows, sone so close | felt the breeze fromthem blew above ne.



| raked, opening my wings to catch air. But now ny injured wing failed. It
col | apsed, seened to break in half, and dowmn | went at inpossible speed.

Fl unmp!

I hit nmud, beak first. | maintained consciousness for about a half second.
Passed out. Wke up to hear Jake yelling, <Marco! Marco! Get up!>



Rachel
| saw himstick, literally stick, in the mud. | was high above and to the right,
off the main field. | was in bald eagle norph - the only one of us nearly big
enough to drag an osprey up out of the mud.
| dove.
<Rachel! No!> Jake yell ed.
<l can get him> 1 had Marco in plain view. Acrunpled little wad of dirty gray-
and-white feathers in the mddle of what was, by the standards of 1415, probably
t he nbst dangerous piece of real estate on Earth.

| fell like a stone. No, like a nmissile, because | was under control, directed,
ained with a dozen tiny nmovenents of tail and wi ngtip.

<Break off!> Jake yelled. <The arrows! The arrows!>

FlitFlitFlitFlitFlitFlit!

The arrows!

| opened my wings wide, spread ny tail feathers, pulled my talons up, and did an
;ngf{??hation of Wle E. Coyote trying to stop in nidair after he's just run off

It didn't work nuch better than it does for Wle E.

The arrow barrage flew. Two or three missed ne by millimeters, but nost were
wel I bel ow ne.

As soon as the arrows were by, | folded ny w ngs, meking the smallest possible
target, and dropped again toward Marco.

<Mar co! Wake up!> Jake yell ed.

| swept down, barely avoiding hitting the nud mnyself, and dug ny talons into
Marco' s back.

<Hey! Owm >

<Conpl ain later, we are outta here!>

Only we weren't outta there. | flapped with all ny strength and nanaged to drag
Marco about three feet through the nmud. But there was no way we were getting
ai r bor ne.

FlitFlitFlitFIitFlitFlit!

The arrows flew again, this time far overhead. And then | heard a bl oodcurdling
sound. The roar

59 of battle lust from hundreds of throats. Or maybe not so nuch battle lust as
sheer terror.



| shot a look to nmy left. The English were suddenly running. Right at us. To the
right: the French, running, galloping, and al so doing sone scream ng

W& were about to be stonped by several thousand really unattractive shoes.

<What do we do?> | asked Marco.

<How do | know? | thought you were rescuing nel>

<Denor ph?>

<And tell themwhat? W' re neutral ?>

The first wave of English troops was ten seconds away, still yelling,
brandi shing spears and swords, their boots naking sucking noises in the nud. The

French maybe twel ve seconds away.

Then, suddenly, from the woods near at hand, a horse burst at a run, heading
straight for us.

I knew that horse.

At least, | hoped I did.

<Cassie? Tell nme that's you!>

<CGet ready!> Cassie said.

<To do what? Birds don't ride bareback!> Marco yell ed.

The English fromthe left. The French to the right. Arrows still filling the air
above us. And a single horse kicking up dirt clouds and splashing through nud

puddl es as it came.

<Too slow > Marco said tersely. <And she doesn't exactly have hands. How does
she pick us up?>

<Oh, man,> | said, bracing for the attack.

In a flash, the English soldiers were all around us, yelling about Harry and
Engl and and just generally yelling. Thick, felt-shod, rag-wapped feet stonped
all around us.

Then, hooves.

Feet! Hooves! Soneone tripped, facedown, |anded beside Marco and ne. At |east |
thought he'd tripped. Till | saw the short arrow sticking out of his chest.

It was the green knight. He lay on his shield and tried to breathe. | stared at
him unable to | ook away. Unable to stop nyself from thinking that at |east he
wouldn't live to tell the story of the witch who becane an el ephant.

<Grab ny legs!> Cassie cried.

<What ?>

<Gab ny | egs!>



Brown horse legs were tall in a forest of shorter linbs. | sank talons deep into
bone and skin. It had to hurt. But Cassie didn't conplain. Marco did the sane,
and then we were off. Two big mnud-encrusted birds of prey latched on to a
horse's front legs as the horse tried to shove through a nel ee.

And the nel ee had just gotten radically worse.

Cassie, and we, were shoved by the force of the packed bodies around us, toward
t he French.

Now, battle was joined. There was no way out. | dug nmy talons deep. A horse
m ght survive this hell of yelling, slashing, screamng, shoving, grunting,
st abbi ng madness, but a bird is a fragile aninal

<Arrgghh!> | heard Cassie cry. | assuned it was the pain of my and Marco's
t al ons.

But it was much nore likely that the pain canme from the spear that had been
shoved deep, deep into her haunch

Cassie stunbled. She fell, facedown. | disengaged just in time to avoid being
crushed.

Then a foot cane down on ne. | heard the tiny bones in nmy back and w ngs snap

It hit me then: | was going to die. Not Jake, ne. Mne was the |ife Crayak woul d

take in paynent.

I was going to die alnbst 600 years before | was even born



<Cassie!> Prince Jake cried.
<They're down! > Tobi as shouted. <I'm going in>
<No! > Prince Jake ordered. <W don't need another body down there!>

The two groups of humans rushed together and began to attenpt to murder each
ot her by the use of edged pieces of steel in various shapes and forns.

Sone of the humans rode atop horses. Sonme appeared to be wearing artificial skin
made of thin sheets of netal.

It is one of the rare exanples of artificial skin that nakes any | ogical sense.

But | did not have tinme to ponder the question of arnmor. Cassie, Rachel, and
Marco were wounded and very possibly dead.

Flying high above the battle, | caught only occasional glinpses of them A
struggling horse, lying on its side. Two birds. Al ignored by the nurderous
humans around them

At the sane tinme, | was attenpting to keep track of the novements of Visser
Four. He had fired nmany arrows from the bow that was alnost as long as his own
body was tall. He had fired nore slowy and with less skill than the other

archers, but no one had seemed to notice.

And now, he was noving. Many of the English archers on both wi ngs of the battle
had laid down their bows and were drawing swords and daggers. Now | saw the
di sadvantage of the steel artificial skin. The archers, dressed only in cloth,
and carrying |ight weapons, were able to nmove nore ninbly through the nud. They
were able to junp in and stab several of the arnmored knights through their
Vi sors.

But Visser Four was not a part of this slaughter. He had backed away from the
battle into the trees. And now he appeared to be clinbing a tall tree.

<Prince Jake!> | cried. <Visser Four is in a tree. | believe he is preparing to
use his bow. >

<Forget Visser Four!> Tobias said hotly. <Rachel's down there! Rachel! Morph!>

<She would have to demorph first,> | said. <As a human she would surely be
killed. >

<Shut up!> Tobias cried in anguish. <This can't happen! Ellimst! Crayak! Get us
out of here! Get us out of here!!>

I was disturbed by the possibility that my friends would be killed. But there
was nothing to be done for them And our mission was to stop Visser Four

| peered closely at his face. It was a normal human face. Perhaps with a bit
nore facial fat. He appeared to be of adult age, though young for that category.
My estimte would be that he was twenty-five years ol d.



<Pol ar bears!> Tobi as pl eaded. <W norph to polar bears and rip into that ness
down there! W can't just do nothing>

<Cassi e's down there, too,> Jake snapped. <And ny best friend.>
<W have to do sonethi ng! >

<Li ke what? Kill a bunch of innocent guys who should have |ived? Those aren't
Controll ers down there. Those are hunman bei ngs! >

| tried to stay focused on Visser Four. As | swept in a slow circle above the
field of battle, | trained nmy osprey eyes on his blue human eyes.

They searched the crowd. Then, found what they sought. | tried to extrapolate,
to follow the direction of his gaze. It was an inaccurate ganme at best. But |
beli eved | saw what he was wat chi ng.

In the mddle of the English lines was a warrior wearing a dented gold ring atop
his helnet. Many men in arnor were close to him There were several bright flags
near him

<The hunan with the gold circle on his head,> | asked. <Is he inportant?>

<CGold circle?> Prince Jake asked in a frazzled, distracted voice. <You nmean a
crown?>

<Possibly. It is gold and forned into what may be an abstract floral design.>
<That's the king! The English king!>

<He will be shot with an arrow very soon,> | said. <Visser Four is drawing his
bow and | believe he is aimng it at this king.>

<CGet him > Prince Jake yell ed.

<| amtoo far away,> | said. <Only Tobias . . .>



Tobi as
<Rachel !> | vyell ed.
<Tobi as! That guy's getting ready to shoot!> Jake said. <l can see him>
<Tobias, | cannot get there in tine,> Ax said with infuriating calm

Both of them alike! Al Jake or Ax cared about was the stupid nmission. | could
see Rachel and Marco, half-crushed by Cassie's horse body.

No! Wait! Not crushed. They were shielding thenselves beneath her. They'd be
crushed, yes, but maybe not killed. If | could get to the woods, norph to polar
bear, cone back, break through

I nsane! Jake was right. How many terrified soldiers on both sides would | have
to kill? And how long would | last?

<Tobi as!> Ax said. <It is now or possibly never!>

| 1 ooked down. | could see Visser Four through a break in the trees. | saw him
from above. He was drawing his bow. Ready to ..

Flit!

Too late! The arrow flew. Straight toward King Henry.

Straight into the back of a young French soldier who fell |ike someone had cut
his legs off.
A mi ss!

O course! Visser Four was no expert archer. And it was a tough target. The
king's face was uncovered. That had to be the target. A professional archer
could have done it fromthis range, but not a novice.

Stil

Vi sser Four drew his bow again. He aimed very carefully. And now the king was
surging toward the very place where Rachel and the others |ay.

Visser Four mght not hit Henry. He nmight miss and hit Cassie or Marco or
Rachel .

"Tseeeeeer!”

| spilled air fromny w ngs, folded them back, twisted ny tail to aim and flew
strai ght down.

Down |ike a rock
| saw Visser Four's fingers begin to rel ax.
| saw the fingers rel ease.

The arrow fl ew



| opened nmy talons and tw sted sideways to bring both talons into |ine.
Flit!

Fwapp!

Talon hit arrow. Right talon hit but didn't grip.

| blew straight down, my nonmentum carrying the arrow with it, canceling some of
its speed. Left tal on squeezed!

| felt the shaft slide through nmy grip. Thunk! My talons closed around the
f eat hered ail erons.

It all took a tenth of a second. Then, | was carrying the arrow.
<Co, Tobi as!> Jake cri ed.

| turned and saw Visser Four. He was staring at me with a mx of amazenent and
di sbelief. And then, slowy, slowy on his face dawned recognition.

| could literally see his lips formthe word.
The word Andalite!

<Not exactly,> | thought, <but you've got the basic idea. Jake? | think he's
made us. >

<WWhat ?>
<Visser Four. | think it's occurred to him that normal hawks don't go around
snatching arrows out of mdair. And now, |I'm going after Rachel and the others.

Vi sser Four is your problem now. >



Cassi e
I was in agony. | was lying on nmy side, with Marco and Rachel half-hidden
beneat h nme. The spear had penetrated deep into ny side and all | could do was to
try and remenber ny horse anatony.

VWhat had the spear hit? Not ny heart, or 1'd be dead already. My stomach?

Intestines? Liver? Who could tell. But | knew that | was weakening. And | knew
that if | denmorphed, |'d | eave Marco and Rachel exposed and hel pl ess.

Not to nention the high Ilikelihood that a superstitious fifteenth-century
sol dier would al nost certainly kill the weird, tw sting abom nation | would seem

to be in m d-norph.

W had to get away! But how?

The battle raged around us. The noise was horrific to nmy horse ears. Steel
cl angi ng against steel. The clank-clank-clank as crossbows were wound tight
Hooves and feet pounding in the mud, and | anding, all too often, on bodies.

Men grunted with the effort of swinging their heavy swords and nmaces and axes.
Men cried out or npaned as they were hurt. They staggered and fell, from wounds
or from sheer exhaustion

And all of this was all around me. On top of ne!

This, | would later learn, was the battle of Agincourt. One of the great battles
of history. Gorious. That's what people called it: glorious. Shakespeare wote
a play about it.

But |'mhere to tell you there was nothing glorious going on. It was as glorious
as nurder.

<Wé have to get out of here,> Rachel said.

<How?> Marco demanded. <We nove, we die!>

<Cassi e's bl eedi ng, > Rachel said. <She's bleeding all over ne.>
<Cassi e, can you stand?> It was Jake's voice. Coming fromfar overhead.

<I think so. Maybe. | don't know.> This wasn't ny body. | didn't know for sure
what it could do. I didn't know how badly it was injured.

<Well, get ready. The cavalry's coning,> he said. Then he added. <W hope. >

| tried to stand. My legs worked. But | was weak. | couldn't roll enough to get
up. Not wi thout crushing Rachel and Marco.

<What are you guys doi ng?> Marco asked Jake.

<Well, this is the age of superstition, right? Wtches and goblins and devils
and all ?>

<Yeah, > Rachel sai d.

<W're giving 'ema devil,> Jake said.



<A devi | ? What do you nean, a devil ?>

Then, above all the clashing, yelling, horrific sounds of battle, | heard a new
note. Screanms of sheer terror. Screans |ike you' d hear from soneone trapped in a
ni ght nare.

Feet stanpeded.

The king hinself stood over ne, recognizable for the dented gol den crown on his
head. He was staring off to the right. Gaping, nmouth open, battle tenporarily
forgotten.

The knight he'd been fighting sagged to his knees and began crossing hinself and
praying. Battle lines fell back. The king thought about it for a few seconds and
deci ded he didn't want to go one-on-one with what was com ng, either

And the devil - or what nust surely have | ooked |like a devil to these nen of the
fifteenth century - rode onto the field atop a magnificent warhorse.

<Am | seeing a Hork-Bajir riding a horse?> Marco asked.

The Hork-Bajir - Tobias, actually - came charging straight toward us. Brave
warriors, warriors who'd gone face-to-face in this battle, Ilife for life,
suddenly bolted. The forest of |egs around ne parted.

Rachel and Marco crawled out from beneath nme. | rolled onto ny side and
struggled to my feet, woozy, weak, half dead, but not so dead I couldn't run a
f ew hundred yards.

<Cone on! > Tobias yelled, turned his horse, and led the way back off the field.

The horse said, <Hey! Watch the bl ades, To-bias!>

Marco and Rachel grabbed my torn and bleeding | egs, and we made off across the
horrible field. Over the bodies of dead and wounded, kni ghts and peasants.

<Vi sser Four ?> Rachel asked.

<Ax is keeping him busy,> Jake said. <But we have to hurry. O he'll get away
fromus. >



AX

Vi sser Four ran. But he was merely a human-Controller. So there was very little
chance of him outrunning nme. | was still in harrier norph. | swooped t hrough
the trees as he ran.

Ri sing above the forest | could see the edge of a small village in the trees
ahead. If Visser Four nade it to the village it would be harder for me to stop
him There woul d be innocent hunmans about.

But as a harrier | could do very little to stop him

Decision: Stay with the Visser and be hel pl ess, or stop, denorph, and be able to
attack?

The village, a collection of primtive human dwellings with roofs apparently
made of grass, was very cl ose.

First: Keep himfromthe vill age.

| flapped ny wings harder and easily caught up with the running, panting,
frightened Yeerk. | turned in mdair and plunged toward him talons down and
f orwar d.

He | ooked up. Dodged to the side. Not fast enough. | felt ny left talon catch
the side of his head.

" Aaaahhh!" he cried.
| swept past and turned to cone back after him

"Andalite filth!" he screamed. Genuinely screaned. Pure, unfiltered hatred
bl azing in his blue human eyes.

He hesitated. | came for him He broke and ran. But now there were other humans
surging around us. A columm of nmen on horses was blundering through the woods
seem ngly heading around toward the rear of the English |ines.

But there were other humans, too. They were running from the battle. Running
toward the village.

| could not denorph in plain view. The Yeerk nust have known this. Now he
stopped and put an arrow into the sinple bow he used.

He drew the arrow back and let it fly. My harrier eyes were able to see that it
was poorly ained. It blew past and | did not even need to adjust ny flight.

He ran again, and | followed. Suddenly we emerged from the edge of the wood

There was an open space between the forest and the village. There appeared to be
some sort of crop planted there. Villagers were calmy harvesting, going about
their busy work as though nothing was happeni ng.

Possi bly they were concerned that the battle or fugitives fromit nmight tranple
t he crop.

These humans barely | ooked up fromtheir work as soldiers, archers, and knights
on horses went runni ng past.



Certainly they did not notice Visser Four. O ne.

| swept up to Visser Four and raked his head again, laying the scalp open. He
grabbed at ne, but mi ssed.

"Il kill you!"™ he raged.

<Surrender now, we have you surrounded,> | bluffed. But a Yeerk does not rise to
Vi sser rank by being a conplete fool. He laughed at ny silly threat.

This was a pointless battle, | knew. In this norph | could injure him but not
stop him If | stopped to norph I could well |ose him

There were two large structures in the village. One seened to ne to be
essentially mlitary. A fort of some sort. The other had a large nain building
with a tall tower at one end.

It was into this building that Visser Four ran. Through a tall door

The door had been open. He slamred it behind him | flared nmy wings and pulled
up, inches fromsmashing into the heavy-tinbered door

<Prince Jake!> | called in frustration. <Tobias! Marco! Rachel! Cassie! Anyone
who can hear ne, please answer. >

But there was no answer. W were far fromthe battlefield now | was on ny own.
How to enter the large structure? Howto ...
And then, in a flash, | knew why Visser Four had returned here.

<The Tinme Matrix!> He'd hidden the Tinme Matrix in this structure! | had m nutes,
maybe not even that.

| landed on the stairs leading to the front door. | began to denorph. M
Andalite stalk eyes began to withe up and out of ny feathered head. M
fleshless bird legs grew neat and nuscle and true bone. | rose, growing taller

by the second. But all too slowy!
Hands! | needed hands!

Tiny, linp protrusions began to grow from ny chest. My forelegs. But mnmy w ngs
remai ned wi ngs. No fingers appeared.

<Prince Jake!> | yelled again
Vi sser Four was going to escape.
<Prince Jake! Rachel! Cassie!>

Now, at last, fingers! But too weak, too delicate and unforned to turn the heavy
i ron handl e on the door.

"Aiiiieeee!" someone screaned.



A human. Perhaps upset at the sight of an Andalite struggling to emerge from.

"Tuez-1e! Tuez-le!" a new voice screaned.

"Tuez-le!"™ Now it was a chorus. | twisted one stalk eye, only now beginning to
wor k.

There were half a dozen humans. Sonme were soldiers. Ohers not. The ones who
were sol diers brandi shed swords. The others held huge forks nmade of sharpened
wood.

| was quite sure they were not welcomng me to their town.

<Prince Jake!> 1 cried. | lurched on half-formed | egs to reach the door. My weak
fingers closed on the handl e.

The angry villagers attacked.



Tobi as
< Prince Jake!>

Jake was already running. W'd both heard a faint cry from Ax. This one was
| ouder, clearer. W nust be running in the right direction

<Cassie! Rachel! Marco! Get clear, then denorph, get wings and follow > Jake
sai d. <Cone on, Tobias, we're the cavalry again.>

| | eaned down over Jake's flying mane, which allowed room for ny spiked tail
The horse norph was huge. He'd acquired one of the chargers of a dead French
knight. It easily carried ny Hork-Bajir weight. Probably not rmuch different from
a man in full arnor.

We raced through the trees. Behind us, the battle resuned. | guess in 1415
having the devil show up was a fairly normal occurrence. Nothing to stop a
battl e over. Not for |ong, anyway.

We burst suddenly into the open. Ahead of us, a village. Peasants scattered as
we plowed along the dirt street, knocking wheel barrows over, sending unwary
pedestrians spraw ing.

It wasn't nuch of a village, | guess. A kind of not-inpressive fort and a
church. The church was on a square. The square was full of runaway soldiers, the
wounded, the scared, and a bunch of regular villagers.

Al'l were converging on the church steps. Half a dozen had hold of an aninmal that
m ght have been a blue deer with a scorpion tail, but for the fact that it was
hal f-covered in gray feathers.

<Ax?> Jake asked.

<Yep, > | said.

<W're going in!>

Jake redoubl ed his speed and went plowing straight into the crowmd. | rode till
he was stopped by the conpacted bodies around us, then | stood up on his back
and | eaped.

Hork-Bajir are naturally arboreal. Meaning they live a lot of their lives in the
trees. So they can junp pretty well.

| junped. | sailed over the heads of outraged villagers and slamred into a
wooden door so thick and sturdy it might as well have been a tree.

VWHAM

| Ianded on Ax.
<Ahhh! > he yel |l ed.
<Sorry!>

<Visser Four is inside!> Ax said, sticking to business despite the fact that the
nearest villager was trying to stick himw th a wooden pitchfork



| clanbered away from Ax and snatched the pitchfork out of the guy's hands. If

they didn't already believe | was a devil, they sure did now
<Corme on!> | vyelled. | grabbed the door handle, twisted it easily, and shoved
back on the door. Ax and | together spilled inside. | slamred the door shut

behi nd us, snatched up a four-by-four and popped it into the iron slots, barring
t he door.

W were in a church. | was a seven-foot-tall creature with horns and a spiked
tail holding a pitchfork. And I was in a church

| looked at the altar. | looked at the terrified priest who was shaking so badly
he couldn't cross hinself.

<Sorry,> | said to the priest. <It's not what it looks like. Sorry,> | added
| ooking at the altar. <Boy, is this the wong nmorph in the wong pl ace. >

Ax was fully Andalite now Wich didn't hel p our appearance one bit.
<Vi sser Four!> Ax said. <l don't see him>
<Me neither.>

<The Tine Matrix! He has alnpbst certainly hidden it here. If he reaches it, he
will escape.>

Then .

BONNNNNNG

A distant ringing.

<The bell tower!> Jake cried fromoutside. <He's in the bell tower.>

| shot a | ook around. Stairs. There had to be ... <Over there!>

We ran. Ran for the stairs and bounded up themtwo, three at a tine.

The stairs twisted in a tight circle. My big Hork-Bajir feet were twenty sizes
too big. | slipped and skinned ny knees on sharp stone. Ax |eaped over nme and
raced ahead.

Above us, a wooden platform bl ocked our way. There was a trapdoor

FWAPP!

Ax's tail snapped and cut a slice out of the trapdoor. | shoved up beside him

<Al low ne, > | said.

| drew back ny Hork-Bajir fist and rammed it straight upward. The trapdoor
sl ammed back on its hinges.

| pushed mysel f up and through. Not possible for Ax.

And there, before ne, was the deadliest thing ever created.



It was a shimering, featureless globe. Alnbst as tall as | was. And Vi sser Four
had his hands pressed against it, a | ook of concentration on his face.

He smiled at ne.

"So. The Andalites pursue nme still," he sneered. "I was careless. | did not
expect to be pursued. But I'lIl be careful now Yes. And you know what? It's
better this way. | have the power now | have the POAER! "

| lunged.

The gl obe shi mered. Visser Four grinned.

My bl ades fl ashed.

On enpti ness.



Jake
"Where' d that dang horse cone fron®"
"Don't reckon |I know, Tom™"

"It's Sergeant, you clodhopper. How many tinmes | got to tell you that? He nust
bel ong to one of the officers. He's a beauty, he is."

The horse was me.

I'd been standing outside the church as Ax and Tobias raced to catch Visser
Four. Qobviously they'd failed because | was no | onger outside the church.

Now | was standing in the nmddle of a press of nmen, all shuffling nore or I|ess
f or war d.

Forward was toward the nuddy bank of a river.
It was dark. Night. Cold.

The horse norph had been bred for northern European winters so it wasn't
suffering too nuch. That didn't change the fact that it was cold.

The sky was dark. The kind of dark you don't see in a world filled with street
| anps and porch |ights.

Clouds hid the moon and stars. So dark that | could barely see the two or three
guys closest to me. | saw the river only because the bank was outlined in white:
Ice floes were crunching into the shore.

| heard the sound of wood on wood. A hollow, random sound. Boats bobbing
together in the river current.

The ground had probably been snow covered. But now it was nud churned by
hundr eds, possibly thousands of feet.

One thing was sure, at least: This was no | onger France. The men around ne spoke
Engl i sh. The accent was strange, kind of as if you had a bunch of country folks
trying to speak with an English accent.
"Don't much favor the | ook of themtrees over yonder,"
of Hessians could be back up in there.”

a man said. "Wole troop
"If they's Hessians | guess the general would know " another man answered.
"' Sides, some of our boys is already across."

Hessi ans. The word meant sonething to ne. Sonething.

What ?

I'd heard it before, | was sure of that. Maybe the guys around ne were English
or maybe Anerican, but either way 1'd never heard of any war wth Hessia.

Hessl and. What ever.

Where were the others?



<Mar co? Cassie? Anyone?> | called out in cautious thought-speak
"Someone get this here horse out of the way!"

A hand searched in the dark for my bridle. |I didn't have one. | backed away
knocki ng a man down.

| turned and shoul dered ny way through the nen. Woever had been trying to grab
me nust have | ost interest.

<Rachel ! Tobi as! Anyone hear ne?>

No answer. Maybe they weren't near enough. Maybe they hadn't been dragged
t hrough tinme, yet.

Maybe they were no | onger alive.
VWere was |?

There was a nurnmur of anticipation fromthe nmen around nme. "General's conmin'.
Guess we'll be getting al ong, now. "

"They say as we're late and the Hessians be waiting for us. They's a whole arny
of 'em in Trenton. | know M/ sister's husband is from Trenton. Says them
Hessians is right tigers in a fight."

"What do you know about any tiger, Elias, you ain't never seen a tiger, have
you?"

"Shut your cake holes, you lot," an authoritative voi ce snapped.

| stopped nmoving. Couldn't go any further for the nen pressing in all around ne,
maki ng a | ane for the general

He wal ked by quickly with half a dozen well-dressed nen trailing him

I never would have recognized him Not from any of the paintings 1'd seen
Certainly not from his face as it appears on the one-dollar bill. But the nen
wer e whi spering his name.

"Washi ngton. "

He was a big guy. He wore a long buff-colored coat over tight white pants that
stopped bel ow the knee. His hair was white. O course, | thought, that's a wg.
Ri ch people or inportant people all wore wigs in those days. These days.

George Washi ngton. Father of the country.

"You know who that is?" Marco asked.

He'd sidled up beside nme, out of nowhere.

<Jeez, Marco. How | ong have you been here?>

"CGot here about five mnutes ago, dude. Heard you calling. Couldn't answer,
t hough. |'d al ready denorphed."



| turned my big horse head to aimone eye at him <Were'd you get the clothes?>

"Not exactly clothes,” Marco nmuttered. "A blanket with a hole for the head. The
boots are cool, though.”

<Where did you find boots?>

He shrugged. "You think it'd change the course of history nuch if GCeorge
Washi ngton was to |l ose his extra pair of boots?"

<You stol e George Washi ngton's shoes?>

"Hey, it's freezing, all right? Not all of us happen to be horses at the
nmonent . "

| heard soneone nake a not-too-subtle remark about lunatics joining the ranks.
<Marco, stop talking to me. People are noticing. They think you' re nuts.>
Marco fell silent. And then, <Jake? Cassie?>

<Rachel ? I's that you?>

<Yeah. I'"'min ow norph flying above an army down by some river with some boats.
Guys are carrying old-fashioned rifles.>

<| know. Marco and | are down here in the mddle of it. I'"mthe horse. Marco's
t he one wearing Washi ngton's boots. >

<No way. GCeorge Washi ngton?>

"Jake, tell her 'No, Guido Washington.'"

<Marco would like me to pass along a sarcastic remark,> | said

<Ww. Washington. Is this the Del aware? |Is he crossing the Del anare?>

<l guess so. | nean, |'ve heard Washington crossed the Delaware, but | don't
know what it neans.>

<This river is the Del aware. The Del aware River,> Rachel said. <l mean, cone on,
even | know that! >

<Why is he crossing the Del aware?>
"To get to the other side and see the chicken," Marco whi spered.

<Is it just us?> Rachel asked. <l just got here like three m nutes ago.
| denor phed and norphed, and now | don't see Cassie or Ax or Tobias anywhere. >

"Ch good, it's starting to rain," Marco conpl ai ned.
<Rachel ? Don't waste tinme | ooking for the others, |ook for Visser Four.>

<Got cha. >



From down by the water cane raised voices. Soneone not exactly vyelling, but
definitely mad. A | owkey | augh seenmed to travel through the arny.

"Ceneral's giving "emhell .’
"What for?"

"What for? Are you sinmple? W're late, that's what for. W're supposed to be
across and march over to Trenton afore first light."

Trenton. Hessians. Washi ngton crossing the Del awar e.
<Vi sser Four is after Washington,> | said.
"Yep," Marco agreed.

<W have to get out of here. | have to denorph. Rachel ? Find Washi ngton. He nust
be the target. Stay on him Whatever you do: Protect George Washi ngton. >

"There's three words you never thought you'd say," Marco said with a | ow

I augh.



Rachel
Prot ect George Washi ngton.
Right. No problem | was an ow .

The arny was |loading into the boats. Not enough boats, fromthe |ook of it. They
must have already pulled across the river once; there was a group of a couple
hundred over there.

What had started out as rain had quickly becone sleet. The weather was
m serable. And it was clear that the men on the ground thought so, too.

Many of them wore little nore than rags. Rags were wapped around their feet.
They weren't quite as skanky as the French and English at Agincourt but they
were close. If they had fewer fleas and lice it probably had to do with the fact
that it was too cold for fleas to breed.

| drifted above them ny wi ngs coating up with sleet every time | stopped
flapping themfor too |ong.

| kept Washington in sight. He had to be Visser Four's target, just as King
Henry had been. It nade sense. Visser Four's plan was to renove influential
people from history. It was the obvious thing to do: no Washi ngton, maybe no
United States. Maybe the Revolution fails and everything changes.

But why King Henry and Agincourt? Wat would have happened if Visser Four had
managed to kill Henry?

<Doesn't matter,> | mnuttered. Some English king was one thing. This was the
Father of our Country. The first president of the United States. No one was
goi ng to take hi m down.

But we could use nore help, | realized. Marco and Jake were trapped down in the
mass of men. Jake was still in horse norph, although |I saw Marco |eading him
away toward the woods, presunably to denorph.

That was still just three of us. Were were .

<Yah!> | yelped in surprise. It was sheer accident that | happened to be | ooking
when Cassie popped into existence about fifty yards down the riverbank, just
beyond range of the colonial soldiers. She was human. She nust have been left in
1415 | ong enough to denor ph.

<Cassie! | see you. I'min ow norph. Here's the deal: Washington is crossing
t he Del aware, and yes, | nean the Washi ngton. >

| saw her ook up. Night is meaningless to an ow. Even this night.
| saw her mouth formthe words "George Washi ngton?"

She couldn't see ne, of course. <Yeah. George, National Daddy, that's ne-on-the-

dollar-bill-wth-a-city-and-a-state-naned-after-me Washington> | said. <Jake
figures Visser Four is going to try and snmoke him They're getting ready to | oad
himup, | think. George, | nean. Yes, he's heading for a boat.>

Cassi e nade a sinuous notion with her hands. A swi mm ng notion.



<Dol phi n? Yeah. Good idea.> Cassie in the river, yeah, that would hel p, maybe.
But Visser Four could be beneath any of the hundreds of hats | saw bel ow ne. Al
he needed was a musket and a clear shot. He could already be taking aim.

Jake and Marco reenerged fromthe trees. Both human. And sonehow Jake now had a
bl anket over his head and sone rags w apped around his feet.

| didn't know how that had happened. But | guess if Marco could find a way to
rip off Big George's extra boots .

Still they had to be cold as they plowed through the crowd of men, rushing to
reach a boat.

<Jake? Rachel? Is anyone else here, or am | the only one watching GCeorge
Fr eaki ng Washington clinbing into a boat ?>

Tobi as!

<You recogni zed hi n?> | denanded.

<0f course | recognized him> Tobias said. <That's The Man! Are you ki ddi ng?>
<Is Ax with you?>

<Yeah, the both of us popped up just now W're across the river. I'mstill in
Hork-Bajir norph. Think maybe |'d better denorph. Wat's the deal ?>

<Jake and Marco human, getting into a boat. Cassie, nid-nmorph a dol phin, about
to get into the water. Me, I'mflying around enjoying the delightful weather.>

<There are arnmed nen over on this side,> Ax interjected.
<| don't see 'em > Tobias said. <Hork-Bajir eyes, nan.>

<Those are good guys,> | said. <CGuys have been going across for a while now |
don't think they have enough boats. >

<Ah, > Ax said. <They seemto be very alert.>
<I guess they would be. They're on their way to go kick butt in Trenton.>

<Ah,> Ax said again. <But. . . > He hesitated, as if something was bothering
hi m

<It's okay, Ax, it's a good thing they have guys over there already,> | said,
reassuring him <Nothing to worry about. >



Mar co

W got into a boat. Turned out not to be all that hard. No one was all hat
anxious to clinmb on board for the trip across an icy, raging river n the mddle
of a sleet storm

Can' t inmagi ne why.
"Ah, yes," | muttered to Jake, "the Love Boat takes a detour to hell."

"My feet are freezing," he answered, eye-balling ny feet. My warm dry eet. "Too
bad the Big GQuy didn't have a third pair of boots."

"They wouldn't fit you," | said. "Not your size."
" Uh- huh. "

There's a very fanous painting of Wshington crossing the Delaware. It hows
CGeorge standing p in the mddle of this boat like one of the lifeboats from
Titanic nd | ooking all determi ned and Fat her-of-the-country-ish.

Two things wong with that.

One, the boats were | owsided, flat-bottoned, rocking, spinning, swanped, water-
up-to-your-ankles pieces of junk. Not that you could even eel your ankles.
Unl ess you had boots on.

There were too many wet, mad, depressed, shivering, scared nen and boys packed
into too few boats in the mddle of a hurricane of sleet on a river that was a
rush- hour expressway of gigantic chunks of ice.

Sleet was piling up on ny head. There was sleet on ny shoulders. Sleet in ny
eyes, sleet freezing into a crust of ice on ny knees, sleet on ny bare fingers,
fingers nunmb, nunb till they would barely nove and you had to think about
unbendi ng t hem

On top of all this, the guys were not thinking so nuch about how they were on a
m ssion to create a great denocratic nation. They were nostly concerned with the
fact that the sleet was getting down the barrels of their guns, and into the
flintlocks, and how wet gunpowder m ght as well be Bi squi ck.

That was the first thing wong with that painting.

The second thing was if George had been a big enough idiot to want to stand up
in the mddle of all this, his nen would have figured he was a lunatic and
turned around and |l earned to enjoy crunpets.

If you worked at it, you could not create a nore miserable little boat trip.
Guys rowing like nmad. Using poles to keep the icebergs from turning us into a
bunch of badly dressed Leonardo Di Capri os.

"That's the guy," Jake said. He was |ooking toward the boat that rode the
current a dozen or so feet away to our right. Or starboard, | guess.

Washi ngton's boat .



| thought at first he nmeant he'd spotted Visser Four. But he was |ooking at Big
Ceor ge.

You know, it's dunb, | guess. I'm not sone big "wave the flag" guy, you know?
But that man over there, huddling down in his coat while the ice crusted his
hat, that was George Washi ngton.

It was hard to digest.

I twi sted ny head, dislodging sone of the slush.

"Li ke Tobi as said: The Man" Jake said. "No him no us nmaybe."

"Yeah. And Visser Four could be in his boat right now "

Jake nodded. "Rachel's on it."

"Hey, we're alnost there. Gee, | hate to see this pleasure cruise cone to -"

Ka- PopPopPopPopPopPop

A horizontal line of flane erupted, blinding in the darkness. Twenty, thirty,
who knew how many anci ent nuskets, all firing at once, a disciplined volley.

| couldn't see the danage done. But | heard the cries.
“Turn back!" soneone screaned.

A second vol | ey!

Ka- PopPopPopPopPopPop

Agai n, expl odi ng powder drew that awful horizontal I|ine.
"We're betrayed!"

“Turn back!"

"No! Forward!"

Qur boat began to turn, but lost its way and sinply wall owed as nen | urched back
and forth in panic.

On the far shore, no longer so far, the ancient flintlock muskets opened fire
again. Fingers squeezed on triggers. The hamer, with its chip of flint, slamed
down agai nst steel.

The spark ignited the powder in the flashpan. It made a small coughi ng sound.
Then the nmain powder charge ignited.

Pop!

A ball of lead the size of a narble flew.

But not one, single gun. A nmass of guns. Al firing at once.



Fifty, sixty, a hundred expl osions!

A hundred balls, flying, singing through the air.

Thunk!

The man sitting in front of nme fell back. H s head dropped on ny |ap.
"Aaahhh!" 1 yell ed.

Thunk!

An oar was blown in half.

Thunk!

A hol e appeared in Jake's forehead.



Rachel
<Nooooo! >

Jake fell straight back without a twitch or a novenent. Sinply collapsed. A
puppet whose strings had been cut.

Marco | unged across the boat to grab him

| saw the hole. It was centered in Jake's forehead.

The back of his head was gone. There was no possible question. He was dead.
In a flash, | understood.

It wasn't the advance elenments of the colonial army that Ax had seen on the far
shore. It was the Hessians, noving in to anbush.

Vi sser Four had enlisted allies in this assassination
Anot her huge crash as the Hessians fired another volley.

More nmen died. Half the nen in Jake and Marco's boat were dead or injured. |
could see the Hessians. Neat, orderly rows of green-coated sol diers.

Hessi ans. Gernan nercenaries working for, fighting for the British. This was not
even their war.

Men were trying to turn Marco and Jake's boat. Trying to head it back, away from
t he guns.

A volley. And now, deeper, boom ng expl osions, as a cannon added its voice.
BOOOM

A boat bl ew apart.

It was sl aughter.

Anot her boat capsized, spilling nmen into the water.

Boats sl anmed into each other

The dead bodi es went over the side to slip beneath the black water.

Men were trying to shove Jake over. Lightening the boat. Marco fought them but
t hey knocked hi m back

<Cassie!> | cried.
<What ?> She was al arned, she'd heard the guns. But she didn't know.
<Cassie . . . Jake ... his body! You have to get it. You can't let it. . . >

<Oh, my Cod!> she wail ed.



| saw her surface. She was downstream She fought her way back up. She would
find Jake. She would. But there would be so many bodies for her to | ook through

| saw himgo under, sinking. An ice floe glided over him

| saw Marco. Yelling. Crying

Saw Washi ngton's armget hit by a bullet.

| didn't see Visser Four. But | knew he was there. This wasn't the way it had
happened. Washington's nmen had surprised the Hessians. The battle had been won
by the Anericans.

Soneone had warned the Hessians. Soneone had told themwhere to wait.

My head was swirling. Al so inpossible. Jake. |npossible!

<Save Washi ngton!> | said.

<What do we do?> Tobi as asked.

Do? | didn't know <Attack!> | blurted. <The Hessians! Attack them >

<Rachel ,> Ax said, <these Hessian humans are only doi ng what ->

But my doubt was gone. Attack. Yes.

<They killed Jake,> | snapped. <And they're trying to get Washington. They could

kill Marco. They die! Do you hear ne, Andalite? They killed your prince. Do your
duty. >



AX
Tobias was in his own hawk body. | was in ny owmn Andalite form Cassie was in
the water. Rachel in the air. Marco was in a boat, under fire. And Jake, ny
prince, was dead.

Only | was in a position to attack the firing troops. Only | could avenge Jake's
killing.

I ran through the woods over nuddy ground, slick from falling ice. The trees
were dark. Thorns and branbl es ripped at ne.

Crayak had taken his paynment. But that did not mean the dying woul d end.

Was Rachel right? Should | attack these hunmans?

My form al one woul d breed panic anong them But they were professional soldiers.
Sonme would break and run. OQhers would not. | could use ny tail to knock sone

unconsci ous.

But they would rally. Their officers would direct fire at me. Unless | could
renove their officers quickly enough

I would have to kill. Kill men who should have lived. Not only take lives, but
wr eak havoc throughout human history.

But wasn't that already happeni ng?

This battle shoul d never have taken place. Men were dyi ng who shoul d have |ived.
What should | do?

Ka- PopPopPopPopPopPop

Anot her volley. The left of the Hessian Iine was only seconds away.

Marco m ght have died in that last volley. O, if he lived still, he mght die
in the next.

| raced for the nearest soldier. He didn't see ne. | whipped nmy tail forward.
FWAPP!

The flat of my blade hit the side of the soldier's head. The soldier fell
FWAPP!
Anot her dropped, unconsci ous.

A third turned, saw me, froze, unable to pull the trigger of his primtive
firearm | knocked the gun from his hand.

But now an officer was yelling, and nore soldiers were turning, turning toward
nme, leveling their guns, fingers on triggers .

| ran. Pushed off with my hind |egs.



Ka- POP!
| | eaped.

| sailed over the heads of the Hessians as their explosive fire ripped the air
bel ow ne. | landed hard, tripped, staggered, caught nyself and veered toward the
of ficer.

He drew his sword. He was brave. But no human is fast enough to evade an
Andalite tail. H's sword would not stop nme. My bl ade would renove his head from
hi s shoul ders.

No choice. The killing had to stop. Marco . . . the human call ed Washington ..
no choice. My stalk eyes | ooked down the dark, wet slope toward the river. Most
of the Hessians were still firing. Men in the boats were scream ng

| drew back ny tail

FWAPP!



Cassi e
Bodi es sank.
Bodi es fl oat ed.
Bodi es rushed by, caught up in the current. Staring eyes goggl ed, dead.
Bl ood. Everywhere.

<Jake!> | cried his nane. Mybe, sonehow. Sonehow he could hear. Sonehow Marco
was wrong.

| surfaced to suck in air, surfaced to escape the horror below the boats. But
the surface was worse still.

Bullets, fired in horrifying volleys, continued to chip boats and bones. Men
cried out. Men fell into the water.

It was slaughter. | couldn't see Marco. O Washington. Wre they alive?
<Jake! >

| echolocated, firing clicks that bounced off hulls and ice floes and arms and
| egs.

<Jake! >
| bumped into a body. It turned.
<Oh, nmy God. Oh, ny God, Jake. Jake! Jake!>

| got beneath himand started to push his body along toward the riverbank

<Come on, Jake, come on with nme. 1'll get you out of here. Ch, God! Ch, God!>
Bullets ripped through the water. | swam on, oblivious, through the freezing
water. | could sense the riverbank before ne. Just a few feet away. Just.

Gone!

Jake's weight was no longer on ny back. The riverbank was gone. Boats
gone.

Sunl i ght shone down through the water. It was daylight!

<Jake! Jake!>

| echol ocated. No, there was no body, nothing but a school of fish.
No! Tinme junp!

| surfaced.

The sun was out from behind clouds. A gentle breeze blew And, noving on that
breeze, sailing ships. Dozens! Maybe nore.



They filled ny horizon in every direction, towering, tall, three-nasted wooden
ships, with vast white sails billow ng, flags flying.

Jake was not here. Not now.
| felt sick. Jake. Dead. But not here, and not now.

Vi sser Four had escaped again. And we, like a tail on a kite, had followed
hel pl ess.

<Jake!> | cried.
No. He woul dn't answer. He woul d never answer again

And now, another battle was preparing. Another place where Visser Four could
twi st human history. Maybe the human race deserved it.

My m nd was not hing but pain now Nothing but guilt.

Marco and | were going to save himfrom Crayak. W were going to keep himalive.
But in a flash, in a battle that should never have happened, in a war | hadn't
even paid attention to in school, he'd died.

| couldn't feel this pain. Couldn't. It was a hole inside ne. It was a tw sting
kni fe.

But beneath ny own wailing, |ost human nmind, was another. The dolphin . . . yes,
t he dol phin knew only that the sea was full of fish, and that was good.



Tobi as
Flying after Ax, heart hammering, w ngs whipping up and back, up and back.
Raci ng, zooming wildly, recklessly through tree branches | could barely see. W
m nd gone, gone at the realization that it had happened.
Jake. It couldn't be. It didn't fit in my brain. It was inpossible!
| spotted AX. He was ripping into a row of Hessians. Down went one. Another
He | eaped! Straight over them | anded, and headed for the officer

He was going to kill the man. Rachel had told himto.

No, it was wong! This Hessian officer wasn't responsible. Crayak. That's who
had killed Jake. That's who'd set up this hopeless fool's errand.

<CGet us out of here!> 1| yelled. <Crayak, Ellinist, whoever, get us out of here!
We quit!>

No answer.

Ax headed for the Hessian officer. The man had a sword in his hand. | ould yell
to Ax to stop.

| could .

<Aaahhhh! >

A wall of white rushed toward me, billowi ng, huge, filling the sky!
| banked hard.

No, it didn't fill the whole sky. | could see sky. It took a few seconds for ne
t o under st and.

A sail!
A large, square sail, and below it, another. Above it another as well. The w nd
bl ew them toward ne. They killed the breeze for ne, blocking it. | had to flap

hard to stay ahead.

| banked away, outside the path of the sail and caught the breeze.

Time junp. Visser Four had noved again. He'd done the damage he coul d do.

Bel ow ne was the tapered oval of a wooden ship. Three masts, each taller than a
tall tree. Ropes, sone of them as thick as someone's |leg, stretched everywhere

frommast to mast, from nast to deck.

Men in unifornse with gold braid and boots stood over other nen in off-white
dungar ees, bare chests, and bare feet.

| |l ooked around. There were ships in all directions, seenmingly fornm ng two rough
lines. Two lines stretched across miles of calmseas. The two |ines were noving
with unhurried, stately grace to an intersection



Every ship bristled with cannon.
<Mar co? Rachel ? Ax? Cassie?>

No answer. They could be miles and years away. | saw a | one dol phin keepi ng pace
with the big ship bel ow ne.

<Is that anyone? Marco? |Is that you? Cassie?>

I was talking to a dolphin. | was al one.

| circled dowmn to the ship. | kept pace with it, me and a bunch of seagulls.

The ship was very ornate. The stern was slightly bowed, with gilt-edged w ndows
opening on a roomwith a table. | flapped to nove closer in. | approached till |

could see nost, if not all of the cabin

Then, with a few quick flaps | was inside, suddenly in still air. | landed on a
table covered with charts and naps and papers. My talons tore fragile paper

There was a quill pen. An inkwell. Leather-bound books. In English. | could read
the words on the chart. And | could nake sense of the map showi ng the position
of the ship.

W were in the Atlantic Ccean. Close to Spain. There was a point of land. It was
| abel ed Trafal gar.

| dropped down beneath the table and began to morph. If | was going to find
Vi sser Four | needed to be able to nmove around the ship

And | was going to find Visser Four. Crayak might be the great evil, but it was
this one Yeerk who had killed Jake.

And | was going to find himand see how well he could swim



Mar co
Ax was beside nme. Andalite, but right there beside ne.

It was gl oony where we were. Maybe night, maybe not. There were nurky candles
sonmewhere, out of direct sight.

W were in a world of wood. A |low wooden ceiling made up of planks hung on
hunongous, el ephant-leg tinbers. There was a wooden floor beneath ny bare feet,
a grate, actually. Ax's hooves kept slipping through the holes.

The floor was tilted, noving slightly fromsem -level to definitely not |evel.

Around us, forming a sort of wall, enclosing an oval space, were ropes, piled
high, alnpbst to the ceiling. Ropes as thick as Mark McGaire's biceps.

<Were are we?> Ax wonder ed
"A boat. Ship of some kind," | said. "Down bel ow. Mrph to human, man."

<Per haps not just yet,> Ax said. <We appear to be trapped. Enclosed behind this
barrier of rope.>

He was right. We were trapped.

| tried to push at a coil of rope. My fingers were trenbling.
"Sorry," | said.

<Sorry for what?>

| leaned against the wall of rope and threw up.

Jake had slipped right under the water. Ri ght under. They'd shoved him over the
side and | couldn't stop them

A hole in his head. Like soneone had put it there with a drill.
I'"d told Cassie we could protect him 1'd agreed: Crayak woul dn't have him But

it had happened so fast. One minute, nothing. The next mnute, death everywhere.
No arguing, no heroic actions, no nothing. It had taken a mllisecond.

And now . . . what could I do for himnow? Nothing. No one could help him Hs
parents . . . he would never cone home. Wat could I tell then? Wat could
anyone tell then? | clinbed up on the rope and peered out through the narrow
gap. | saw two nen, both with backs to us. They were wearing rough dungarees

that | ooked |ike they'd been made out of canvas. Stiffer than new jeans. One was
an Asian guy. The other white.

The darker man was carrying a small barrel. The white nman wal ked up behi nd him
produced a sort of short wooden club, and slamed it down hard on the other
man' s head.

He cl ubbed the Asian nan again as he fell

My nmouth opened to yell. But Ax's Andalite hand was over ny face.



<It's him> Ax said. He had nanaged to get his stalk eyes high enough to see.

The white guy - Visser Four - hefted the barrel and carried it out of our sight.

"W have to get out of here!"™ | hissed, pulling AX's hand away. "Mrph to
sonet hing smal|l enough to -"

FWAPP!

TWANG

Ax whi pped his tail, again, again, again, and each tinme another |oop of the rope

cabl e parted.

<This is quicker. | amvery tired of being too |late,> Ax said.
"Got that right, nman."

Vi sser Four was no longer in sight. Ax began to morph to human

"Catch up when you can," | said. | took off in the direction Visser Four had
gone. A hallway going left and right. A stairway going down. Which way?

| 1 ooked down. A partial footprint, outlined in red.

Bl ood. From the nman Visser Four had clubbed. | followed the trail down, down to
a deck still darker and gloomier. And snellier

| saw him quite suddenly. He was hunched over, waddling, carrying sonething
heavy, low to the ground.

The barrel. Sonething was pouring out of it. It |ooked like liquid. No. A dark
powder .

Gunpowder !

The Controller was |aying a gunpowder trail so he could ignite the trail, run,
and bl ow up the barrel

He wasn't ready, yet. Neither was I.

| began to norph. It was a norph |'d done nmany tines before. So | was used to
the way ny face turned rubbery. The way coarse black hair sprouted from every
inch of ny body except ny face. The way ny shoulders and neck swelled to
[ udi crous proportions. The way nuscle |ayered onto nuscle.

I'd been a gorilla before. But this was different. | savored every powerful
nmuscl e and si new and steel -beam bone. | was going to enjoy using them

<Hey, > | said.
The Controller who'd been Visser Four spun around.
I swng a fist the size of a football

BOOOM



The deck j unped!

Sonet hi ng shockingly powerful had hit the ship. My blow nissed. Visser Four
bol t ed.

<Not this tine!> 1| yelled and went after him

| didn't know where | was, or when | was, or who was driving the ship. So |
didn't know who was going to see a gorilla racing around, and | didn't care.

Vi sser Four had nade a fatal mistake. This was a ship. There were only two ways
off it: Swm or use the Time Mtrix.

He could lead nme to the Tine Matrix, or he could die trying to outrun ne.



Rachel
"Li eutenant, sir!"
"Silence! Stand by your guns, nen!"
"But, sir: Look!"
The thing the |ieutenant was being invited to | ook at was me.
| was human, wearing an outfit that was definitely not appropriate, and standi ng
on the open upper deck of a very large sailing ship. | had sinply appeared. One
mnute |I'd been in the woods behind the Hessians, having denorphed, getting

ready to nmorph to grizzly. Then

The lieutenant was a relatively young nman, nmaybe twenty-five. Beside him was
anot her person in uniform probably no nore than thirteen years ol d.

On either side of us were knots of tense nen standi ng around huge, ol d-fashioned
cannons. The cannons were ainmed in the direction of another ship noving closer
and cl oser.

The lieutenant, the kid, and the twenty or so nen closest to ne all gaped.

"B Gd! It's agirl!" the |Iieutenant expl oded.

"A stowaway!" a man with a scar said.

"She'll catch her death in that rig."

The kid whipped the hat off his head and perforned a bow. "Shall | escort the
young wonman bel ow?" he chirped hopefully.

"No, mister, you shall not. You will present my conmplinents to the captain and
the admral and informthemthat we have a stowaway aboard."

"A rare beauty of a stowaway," the young guy said, |eering and bl ushi ng.

He ran off, |ooking back over his shoul der as he stunbled his way to the raised
pl atform farther back. A deck of some sort.

"All right, nen, you've all seen a fenale before this. The Frenchnan is over
there! Stand by your guns. Steady, nen, wait for the order."

The nmen went back to their guns, but with frequent | ooks over their shoul ders. |
ignored them | was |looking for a face with fewer mssing teeth and no scars. |
was | ooking for -

"FI RE!'"

A huge expl osion. The sound al one could have killed a person with a weak heart.
It was as if every cannon on Earth had fired at once.

The cannons |eaped back on their clunmsy wooden carriages, and snapped hard

against thick ropes that held them in place. Snoke billowed up all along the
side of the ship. | don't know how many cannon had fired but it was a |ot



Thirty, forty, fifty, | don't know, but the concussion felt like a punch in the
head. The noise left ne half deaf, ears ringing.

Seconds | ater.
BOOOOM
This time the snoke was fromthe French.

The railing not two feet from ne blew apart. Huge splinters flew A man was
down, scream ng.

The gun crews were already at work, swabbing, drawing the guns back with brute
force, carrying round, steel cannonballs forward, manhandling them into the
barrel s of the cannon.

| barely noticed the man who shot up through a hatchway behind nme. But |
definitely noticed the gorilla who was after him

"Marco!"
Vi sser Four ran. Marco foll owed.
| didn't hesitate. | raced after them both.

There were shouts of dismay and anmazenent from crewren. Roared orders from
officers. A red-coated soldier, a marine | guess, tried to cut Marco off. Marco
pushed him aside with enough force to send him spraw i ng.

But two nore red-coated marines and a sailor |unged and grabbed Marco, slow ng
him down. Visser Four bolted toward an open door. Then he stopped. Very
suddenl y.

A flurry of russet feathers, a flash of talons. Visser Four staggered back,
clutching his face.

BOOOCOM

The cannon fired again.
BOOOOM

The French answered.

A cannonbal | passed so close by ny face that | felt the breeze. Mre nmen were
down. Panderonium A gorilla, a hawk, a girl in a leotard, all racing, chasing a
man with too-clear skin and too-white teeth while blue-coated of ficers bell owed,
red in the face with rage, and scarlet-coated nmarines and dungareed sailors
fornmed a freak-show chase scene.

Vi sser Four junped and grabbed a handful of rigging. He was strong and agile.
H's stolen human body had belonged to a young unsuccessful actor. He swing
hi nsel f up a sort of conplex rope | adder.

It was a smart nove. Tobias couldn't get at him w thout risking being caught in
the nmaze of ropes. And as strong as Marco was, gorillas are not fast tree-
clinbers.



<You're dead! > Marco raged, shaking off a pair of marines.
Vi sser Four gl anced down then kept cli nbing.

Now the cannon were no longer firing in regular volleys. French and British
alike were firing as fast as they could. It was a nmad race of death. Which crew,
British or French, could pull a ton of cannon back fastest? Wo could swab the
red-hot barrel, who could ram in the canvas bag of powder, the wadding, the
cannonbal |, westle the cannon back up snug against the port, and aimit, all
whil e being fired on by cannon and nuskets?

Not my problem Not ny war. My war was with Visser Four

| started to norph. Not grizzly. Not elephant. Mirco had chosen the wong
weapon. This wasn't a job for brute force.

Rough brown fur began to grow from me. | didn't wait for the nmorph to be
conpl eted; | noved

"Conme back here, you!" soneone yell ed.

| was running. Bare feet on tilting wood that had been sprinkled with sand to
sop up the bl ood

BOOM BOCOM BOOM

Cannon fired. Sweating crews worked feverishly. Snoke choked ny throat and stung
ny eyes. The ships were now within a few feet of each other. It was sinple
vi ol ence, hanmrer blows, hanmering, hamering, hamering, as tinbers shattered
and cannon were blown off their nounts, and sails and nasts and rigging fell
and men were torn apart.

The wind tore a rip in the curtain of snoke. Tobias! | saw himclearly, flapping
hard to get out fromunder a large falling spar

Crowded onto platforns high on the masts, narines fired feverishly down on the
French. Visser Four swung up and around them unnoticed.

| grabbed a rope. The sailors were incredibly agile, racing up and down the
masts and ropes to shift the sails, to replace ropes that had been shot away.
Vi sser Four hinmself wasn't bad.

But now | was a chinpanzee. The human hasn't been born who can touch a
chi npanzee in a tree.

Ka- Pop! Ka- Pop! Ka-Pop! Muiskets fired

I swung up into the rigging and shot straight up at a speed and with an ease
that made even the nost graceful sailor look |like a lunbering ox.

Up and up, hand and foot, hand and foot, effortless. Visser Four was above ne,
headi ng hi gher. Then, he | ooked down and saw me.

| enjoyed the fear in his blue eyes. | loved the fear in his eyes.

<That's right: You are all mne.>



Sudden sil ence. The cannon had stopped firing.

CRUUUUUNCCCHHH

The two ships crunpled into each other. Grappling hooks flew, snaggi ng ropes and
spars and railings. The two ships were |ashed together. British sailors began to
pour over the side, rushing with wild cries onto the French ship

BOOM

The French had swivel ed sone snall cannon to face the onrushing Englishnen. Half
a dozen men fell like they were bow ing pins.

And worse, frommy point of view, the French had a couple of small brass cannon
nounted on swivels on one of the md-nmast platforns. They were firing into the
ri gging.

Pi ng!

The rope | was holding parted. | fell!l M left hand reached out and snagged
anot her rope.

Effortless. This was ny world. This was my environment!

Visser Four was as high up as he could go, the junction of the highest spar
crossed the nmast. He was clutching the mast.

<Now where do you go, Yeerk?> | asked him

"CGet away!" he cried in a shrill voice.

<l don't think so,> 1 said. <Your personal history ends right here, right now >
"No! Let me live and . . . and . . . the Tine Matrix! You know you want it!"
<Where is it?>

"You'll never find it without ne!" he said.

| laughed. <It's a ship. It's only so big. I'll find it.>

"You can't kill me, Andalite," he begged.

<0h, but | can,> 1 said. <You killed soneone | |ove.>

| shot up the mast, hand over hand. Three seconds and | would -

Fal i ng!

I was falling, straight down, face up so | could see half a chinpanzee stil
clinging to the mast.

Falling, spinning now, the realization slow in seeping into ny dying brain: 1'd
been blown in half.

Dar keni ng eyes saw Vi sser Four crow ng, |aughing and -



Tobi as
The chi mpanzee fell to the deck. A hundred-foot drop

The cannonbal | had separated head and | eft shoulder and armfromthe rest of the
body.

<Rachel ! Denor ph! Denorph! >
No answer. | knew. | knew. There woul d never be an answer.

Vi sser Four slid down the mast, grabbed a rope connecting to the foremast, and
slid, screaming at the pain fromthe rope burn

<NOOO > | cried again

<Tobi as! > Marco yelled from down bel ow. <He's heading for the Tine Matrix! He'll
get away!>

<She's dead!> | cried.

Ka- BLAM

<What ? Who's dead? Cassie?!>

<Rachel ,> | cried. <Didn't you see? Rachel!>

<Oh, God, oh, God!> Marco wailed. <It's not just Jake! We're all going to diel>
<Cassie! Ax! Were are you?> 1| yelled. | dove to intersect Visser Four

He had reached the foremast. Marco was pushing through anyone who got in his
way, trying to cut himoff.

| dove, weaving through ropes, around masts and spars and nen. Visser Four
grabbed a vertical rope and slid. | could see the blood trail he left on the
rope.

H's feet hit the deck

| flared nmy tail and swept ny talons forward and ripped his right ear
" Aaahhh! "

| caught a head wind and canme back around in a tight turn. He stepped off the
edge of an open hatch and dropped to the deck bel ow. He stood up and ran. | dove
after him down into darkness.

Now | was at a disadvantage. It was cranped, with |low ceilings and wounded nen
bei ng carried bel ow.

| flew hard and wild, but |I couldn't gain on the ever-receding figure. <Marco!
need hel p! He's headi ng forward! >

| turned a tight corner. Wam Into a wall. | hit the deck, stunned but not
unconsci ous. Left, right! Gone!



<I lost him>
<| see him> Ax yelled
<Ax! Where have you been?>

<l had norphed to human and was injured. | am denorphed now, and follow ng the
Control |l er>

| got airborne with great difficulty. No head wind, no tailwind, no lift, and a
ceiling crowdi ng down above ne. It wasn't a place for a bird.

| flapped and | anded, flapped and | anded. Then down, down a stairway, |eft and

An Andalite blew by. | followed him

We erupted into a small room A barrel of what could only be gunpowder was |ying
against one curved wall. The hull. A trail of gunpowder led from the barrel
through a small door.

Ax and | raced for that door. And there, inside, stood a shimmering, six-foot
gl obe.

And Vi sser Four. He was holding a flintlock pistol. Cocked. But not ainmed at us.
It was ainmed at the gunpowder trail

He grinned a grin nade grisly by the fact that it seemed to continue in a red
slash that went up to his ear

“"Nice try, Andalites."

He fired. The powder burned.

The Tine Matrix di sappeared. Visser Four was gone.

The powder trail burned and spit and crackled as it went around the corner

| | ooked at Ax. He turned a stalk eye on ne and said a word he nust have picked
up from hunmans.

<CGet that barrel!> | yelled.
<What ?>

<It's a bonb, Ax-man. The powder trail leads to a barrel of gunpowder. If it
reaches it, BOOM >

AX hesitated only a second. Then he ran. | fluttered after him Marco plowed
into the room

Ax swung his tail. FWAPP

The bl ade cut the powder trail just an inch fromthe barrel. Unfortunately, AX's
tail blade struck a spark. The remmant of the powder trail blazed anew.

<Oh -> Marco began to say.



Tobi as
Quiet. That's what | noticed first. It was so No cannon. No nuskets. No screans.

| opened ny eyes.

I was at the base of a tree. It was fall. The tree was red and gold.
Magni fi cent.

| staggered up onto ny talons. |'d been tine-yanked. 1'd made it! The others?

| | ooked around. No battle. No armes. | saw big buildings. O d-fashioned, stone

buil dings. My first thought was that it was a coll ege canpus.

No one else. No Marco. No Ax. No Cassie.

No Rachel or Jake.

Was | the only one left alive?

Then | saw guys wal king by, all wearing sports coats, all carrying books.

| | ooked beyond them wusing ny hawk eyes to see through w ndows, into the
classroonms. Had to be a college. The kids were too old to be in high school
Al t hough they | ooked strange: short hair, crew cuts, even. And sonething else

They were al nost all rmen.

The professors were exclusively male. Here and there was a girl student. But not
many. And then | noticed sonething else that took even longer to register:
Everyone was white. Everyone.

It wouldn't be easy spotting Visser Four here. H's host body was white. And
about as clean-cut as these people.

| called out in thought-speak. <Ja-> No. Not Jake. And not Rachel, either,
unl ess there'd been sonme kind of mracle.

<Marco. Ax. Cassie.>

Was that all of us? Four left alive? And maybe not that. Maybe fewer. Maybe j ust
ne.

| felt sick. Rachel had not survived. She'd been dead before she hit the deck.
Ax and Marco had been a split second from being blown up. And Cassie? |'d not
seen or heard her at all

<Ax! Marco! Cassie!>

W were getting ever nore spread out across time and space. The resonance, this
weird trailing of the Tine Matrix was scattering us. Like an echo that grew ever
nore faint

| landed in a tree and began to norph. | needed to be human to ... But no. 1'd
stand out way too obviously here wearing stupid norphing clothes.

First, | needed to be able to pass. If this was a college there'd have to be a
dorm nearby. Were there was a dormthere was cl othing.



Hawk eyes nmamde the search easy. | found a dorm and a w ndow open to the fal
chill. Ten mnutes later | energed human wearing a pair of baggy slacks and a
white shirt and a V-necked sweater.

| couldn't do anything about my shaggy hair. Everyone would just have to dea
withit.

| wal ked downstairs fromthe dorm carrying sone student's books. | could only
hope no one would recognize nmy clothes as belonging to sonmeone else. But wth
everyone looking like Stepford Students and wearing the sanme thing, how would
they tell?

| opened one of the books. It was stamped: Princeton University. The publishing
date of the book was 1932. That didn't nmean this was 1932, but it did mean it
wasn't any earlier than 1932.

It was a history book.

| whipped it open and scanned the contents. Revolutionary War. Revolutionary
War .

No listing. But there was a listing under "Rebellion, Colonial."
| flipped to the pages. |I found what | was | ooking for.

"The rebellion collapsed followi ng the disastrous attenpt by rebel |eader George
Washi ngton to attack British-allied Hessian troops. Rebel troops attenpting to
cross the Del aware River were anbushed by Hessian allies who had been alerted by
a local resident. The result was a nassacre. Washington was nortally wounded
dyi ng three days later while in British custody."

"Local resident." Visser Four
| sucked in air. |I'd been there. How |l ong ago? A hundred and fifty or so years
ago? O just an hour ago?

They didn't nmention the death of an unknown rebel. A boy with a bullet in his
br ai n.

| scanned the contents page again. Another word junped out at ne. "Trafal gar."

No mention of Rachel. No mention of gorillas or hawks or a chinpanzee. The entry
simply explained that the British Navy had been defeated by a fleet nmade up of
French and Spani sh ships. Admral Lord Nel son was killed when his ship, Victory,
was sunk by an expl osion bel ow the waterline.

| shook ny head. | didn't know how it was supposed to turn out. |I'd never even
heard of Trafalgar. Didn't even know what war it was.

| closed the book. | raised nmy eyes and saw the flag flying froma tall pole. It
was pale blue, with a small British Union Jack filling one corner

Princeton University was not flying the Anerican flag. No one was flying the
flag of the United States. There was no United States. Wat there was in its
place, | didn't know.



But the United States of Anerica had died on a sleet-storny night on the
Del aware River.

Suddenly, down a wi de alleyway between tall buildings, a dol phin appeared.



Cassi e
The battle had raged around me, above me, up on the surface. | didn't care.
I was a dolphin. | was happy being a dolphin. | could reach down into the
dol phin's natural reservoir of childish glee, its sense of adventure, its basic

contentnent, and escape the awful pain

Jake was gone. | couldn't think about that. Couldn't accept it. It was a burning
hot coal that | couldn't touch

Around ne the cannon booned. Stupid. Al of it, so stupid. From the cosnmc
battl es between Crayak and the Ellimst all the way down to this battle, this
stupid, stupid waste of life

| headed away fromit. Just away. Away from the pain and the stupidity of it
all.

Escape, Cassie. Run away.
No.
| couldn't. I'd tried that once. Tried to run away fromwar. It hadn't worked.

| argued with nyself, plowing through the water, trying to find a way out
bet ween the |ines of slow noving ships.

<You can't leave,> 1 told myself. <There's still Rachel and Marco and Tobi as and
Ax. >

But going back nmeant facing the fact that there were no longer six of us. Going
back neant adnmitting that Jake was gone.

Then, suddenly, | was |ying on cobbl estones, dry.

O course. What a fool | was. | couldn't escape. | was still tied to the Tine
Matrix. And now |'d been yanked al ong again, helpless, unable to resist, unable
to escape.

Maybe | could just lie there. A dolphin lying in an alley in sonme place, sone
time, probably sone new pointless war... | didn't want to be hunman again. |
wanted to stay inside that dol phin brain

But, of course, that wasn't happening, was it? The dol phin was no | onger happy.
The dol phin's instincts were sending panic signals.

Beached! No water! Hel pl ess!

| began to denorph.

Someone stood over ne, knelt beside ne.

"Come on, pick it up, norph!" Tobias said. "People are com ng!'

Too late. My left eye spotted a group of people conmng down the alleyway,

| eat her-sol ed shoes | oud on the uneven stones. Three guys, maybe ni neteen, maybe
twenty years ol d.



<Where are we?> | asked
"Princeton University. Don't ask ne why."

<The ot hers?>

"Not yet," Tobias said. "Not that 1've seen, anyway. | don't know . . . Marco
and Ax were with me, right at the end. Maybe they nade it. | don't know But
Rachel . . . Rachel, she . . ."

He didn't have to say it.
<No, no, no, > | noaned.

"It didn't end with Jake," Tobias said. "W all ... Look, we have to end this.
We have to take this guy down. So denorph, we have work to do."

My beak melted away, the teeth turning watery, then rehardened, formng ny own
teet h.

| did it all on automatic. Rachel! | should have been there for her. | had run
away, nursing nmy wounds. |'d abandoned Rachel when she needed ne.

"What is that thing?" It was a southern accent. He began trotting toward us.

“"It's a dolphin turning into a girl,"'
you woul dn't understand. "

Tobias said. "I'd explain but trust ne,
"My CGod!" another student, short and dark-haired, gasped. "W nust send for a
doctor at once!"

H s eyes were wide with horror. | couldn't blame him | was a withing mass of
rubbery flesh and shifting bones. Legs were growing from a dolphin tail, arns
fromflippers.

"Just keep denorphing," Tobias told ne. "W have to get after Visser Four.
Forget security, we don't have time to worry about it. Hey! Any of you guys know
what year this is?"

"Way, it's a colored girl!" the third guy said. He |ooked down at ne wth
concer ned bl ue eyes.

"I"ve never seen the like of this!"
"Hey, guys, help us out, okay? Wat year? What country?"
"Don't answer him he could be a spy!"

I was alnost entirely human. | stood up, shaky. "Sorry," | said. "I know it's
kind of gross to watch."

"How did you do that?" the man with the southern accent demanded. And then, |ike
sone vile punctuation, he added a word | won't repeat.



Cassi e
It was like a slap. | couldn't answer. | just gaped.
"What did you call her?" Tobias asked.
The student shoved Tohias hard against his chest and sent him spraw ing back.
"I"'m not addressing you, little boy; I'mtalking to this creature, here."” He
grabbed me by the shoul der and shook me. "Speak up when a white man asks you a
guestion.”

"Hey, this isn't Al abama, Davis," the short student protested.

Davis ignored him "Don't tell me how to deal with coloreds, Friednan. Mbst
likely this is some kind of runaway sl ave."

| shot a glance at Tobias. In his human norph he could do little. And he'd have

to pass through his hawk form before getting to what Marco would call "serious
firepower."

But that was okay. This small battle was all mine. | didn't want any hel p.

"You don't like black people, M. Davis?" | said pleasantly. "No problem | can

turn white. Watch ne."

Most of the tine |'d probably have let it go. |I'd been called nanes before. 1'd
run into racism before. Mdstly | figured people like that were just sad, weak-
m nded fools. So nost of the tine | just avoided people like that.

But | had been in three wars since breakfast. | had seen Jake shot down. I|'d

just learned that Rachel, ny best friend, was gone.

I was sad and ashaned and filled with rage, all at once. So this wasn't "nost of
the tine."

Wiite fur began to grow fromny face. Actually, it was clear fur, holl ow needles
of fur that were designed to keep the polar bear warm But the fur | ooked white,
t aken al t oget her.

My hands swelled, big as dinner plates. Long, raked claws extended from the
fingertips.

| was growi ng whiter. And bigger. Mich, nuch bi gger

"It's some kind of voodoo trick!" Davis wail ed.

Tobias was back on his feet, arns crossed over his chest, looking on calmy.
"You two guys may want to step back out of the way because | don't think Davis

here is going to be having a very good day."

| looned | arger and |arger.

Davi s began to back away, pressing against one alley wall. But sheer anazenent
and di sbelief kept himfromrunning until it was too |ate.
Finally, he broke and ran. | slammed a pile-driver front leg into the wall and

bl ocked his way.



<Don't you like nme?> | asked.
He turned the other way. | slamed ny other front |leg to bl ock his escape.

“Nan, nah, don't kill ne! Don't kill nme!" He |ooked at Tobias. "Don't |et her
kill me."

Tobi as shrugged.

Wth a sudden novenent | opened ny jaws, twi sted nmy head sideways, and cl anped
ny nmouth over the guy's face.

" HhhhhRROOOAARRR! "
Davi s's cheeks vibrated fromthe sound waves. Hi s hair bl ew back.

"Personally, 1'd apologize if | were you," Tobias suggested.

Davi s babbled his apology into ny open nouth. He kept apol ogizing even after |
et himsink to the ground.

"Whoa, Cassie! That is so Rachel,” Marco said. | recognized the voice
i medi ately. He'd conme up behind us.

And that was surprising enough. But then .
"Real ly," Rachel said. "Wat are you doing? Stealing ny act?"

"Rachel!" Tobias yelped. And a nmillisecond later he had spun around, grabbed
her, and ki ssed her. Then he held her back at armis Iength. "You' re dead!"

<Rachel! You're dead,> | agreed.

"No, I'mnot," Rachel said.

"Yes, you are. | saw it!" Tobias cried.
"I am seriously not dead.”

<| am convinced that she is not dead,> Ax said. He was in full Andalite form
wildly out of place in a cobble stoned alley on a | eafy canpus.

Bl ue Eyes let out a mpan. "Wat are you people? You' re not human!”
<You are correct. | aman Andalite,> Ax said.

"Let's focus,"” Marco interrupted. "Rachel renmenbers norphing to chinpanzee. She
remenbers clinbing into the rigging. Then, nothing. Suddenly she's here, and so
am |, and by the way, not that |'m conplaining because at least no one is
shooting, but where is here?"

"Princeton University," Tobias said.

"Say what ? Why?"



"Good question. Now, we want sone answers," Tobias said, addressing Friedman and
the boy with synpathetic blue eyes. "Let's start with the basics: What year is
t hi s?"



Tobi as

"It's nineteen thirty-four," Blue Eyes said. Then added, "sir

| | ooked at the others, perplexed. | shook nmy head. 19347 Princeton University?
Wy ?

<l s anything happening here? Anything un-usual ?> Cassie asked the students. <I
nmean, aside fromme and hi n?>

They shook their heads.

"Something weird about all this,” | said. "It's Agincourt, a war, Washington
crossing the Del aware, a war, Trafalgar, a war, then this?"

"What's Trafal gar?" Marco asked.
The students must have thought he was asking them "It's a naval battle between

Britain and France. The British lost, the French won. It led to us having to
make peace with Napol eon.™”

Cassie |looked at ne again, like |I'd understand. | shrugged. "I don't know, it's
a mess. \Wiatever was supposed to happen at Agincourt, | think it happened. W
saved the king and all. But Washington wasn't supposed to die, and he did. And
think maybe the English were supposed to win, but didn't. So ... so | don't
know "

<I may have an idea,> Cassie said. <Maybe Visser Four has outsmarted hinself.
He's here expecting sonething, right? But maybe whatever it was supposed to be
has been altered by what he's already done. He changed the past so whatever was
supposed to happen here and now i sn't happeni ng. >

"My head is going to explode,” Marco said. "You need to be Einstein to figure
this -"

"Einstein?" Friedman interrupted. "Do you nean Al bert Einstein, the GCernan
physi ci st ?"

"Yeah. Al bert Einstein. Like there's another?" Mrco said.

"But he's in Germany."

"You know," Blue Eyes interrupted, "there was a crazy fellow over in the Dean's
office yelling about Einstein. He was dressed very oddly, like a sailor
perhaps. | thought at first he was a nmenber of the philosophy faculty, but -"
"Big slash up the side of his face?"

"Wy, yes."

Marco snapped his fingers. "That's it. Visser Four canme here to kill Einstein!"
"But he's not here," Rachel said.

"Exactly. But he was supposed to be. Visser Four didn't realize he'd already

changed this tine line. Sonething that happened at Agincourt or the Del aware or
Trafal gar screwed this up."



"Dude," | snapped at Friedman. "What does 'e' equal ?"

"What ?"

"'E equal s. "

"By 'e' you nean energy?" Friedman said.

<They don't know, > Cassie said. <They don't know that "e" equals "nt" squared. >

"Maybe Einstein doesn't know it, either."

<No "e" equals "nt" squared, no atom c bonb.>

"Yeah. The question is: |Is that a good thing, or a bad thing?"



Mar co
Cassie let Davis crawl away. We let the other two guys go, too.
W weren't too worried about what they might do. W figured we wouldn't be at
Princeton University for |ong anyway. Wat were they going to do, arrest us?
We'd had people after us with swords, |ances, arrows, nuskets, and cannons.
Canpus cops were not a mmjor worry.

"Look, Visser Four has already figured out Einstein isn't here," Rachel said.
"He's going to junp again. Maybe already has. W need a plan. Fast."

"Or at least a clue," Cassie nuttered. She was back in her usual form She
| ooked strangely at Rachel. "Tobias saw you blown in half, Rachel. Wy are you
back? Wiy are you alive? And why isn't. . . why isn't Jake?"

"l don't know," Rachel admtted.

<The Drode said Crayak had demanded a life in paynent,> Ax pointed out. <The
terms were negoti ated between Crayak and the Ellinmist. Perhaps the Ellinist had
his own denands: That it be only one life.>

Tobi as said, "Wait a minute. You mean . . . you nean the rest of us can't die?"
<| am speculating. | would not wish to test my theory.>

"Yeah, guess not," Cassie agreed.

Rachel slammed her fist into her palm "W have to get Visser Four. That's the
bottomline, here."

"Agreed," Tobias said. "Visser Four is neat."
"No. "

Everyone stared at ne.

"No," | repeated. "W're mssing the point. It's not about Visser Four. It's the
Time Matrix. Look, Washington has al ready died, the English have already |ost at
what ever, Einstein ... | don't know, but he's not where he's supposed to be,

doi ng what he's supposed to be doing."
"So we still have to hamrer Visser Four."

“"No. No. Don't you guys get it? It's not enough to take him down. W need the
Time Matrix ourselves. Because Washington has to cross the Del aware. And Adnira
Nel son probably has to beat the French. And Einstein has to cone to Princeton.
We can't just stop Visser Four. We have to go back and rewite history."

They were all staring at me again. Cassie's nouth was open. Rachel was beginning
a slow grin.

| got frustrated. "Don't you guys get it? W have to get the stupid Mtrix and
go back and - Ch ... ny ... God!" It hit ne then. What had already hit the
ot hers.

"Jake," Cassie said.



Ax | ooked doubtful. <Crayak denmanded a deat h. >

"He got a death," Tobias said. "Jake died. |Is there a law that says he has to
stay that way?"

| intercepted Cassie's gaze and then we both |ooked away. W'd been naive,
stupid. We'd thought we could save him that we could stop death from finding
him W hadn't even been able to shout a warning.

There was a noise at the end of the alleyway. Two police officers were
sauntering up, |ooking bored until they spotted Ax.

They drew their guns.
"N-n-no one nove!"
"It's okay, officers, there's nothing to -"

Suddenly, | was at the mall. People were running. | heard soneone babble, "It
just appeared, this big round ball thing! Right in front of -"

Then, just as suddenly, | was standing on an open, enpty desert plain at
twilight or sunrise, it was inpossible to tell

“"What the. . ."
| saw Rachel pop into view. She was as confused as me. Then Ax.

Instantly | was standing at the bottomof a hill, people pressed all around ne.
Sonme were wearing togas.

Not frat-party, let's-drink-beer togas. The original togas.

And the building at the top of the hill had tall white colums |'d seen before.
What was it called? The . . . Col osseunf? No.

<The Parthenon! > Tobi as excl ai med, swoopi hg down | ow over mny head.
"What's going on?" | yelled up at him

<Vi sser Four,> Ax said, suddenly standing not five feet away and causi ng
a near riot among the Greeks. <He is attenpting to extend the diffusion
ef fect.>

“You nmean he's trying to | ose us?"

<Precisely. He's junping rapidly, tine to time, hoping to delay us. Evidently
what he plans next requires ->

| was on a grassy slope. It was hot.
It was going to get a lot hotter because up the slope | saw men behind

barricades of dirt and logs and bales of hay. Long gun barrels were poking out
from behind the barricade.



Down the slope was an arny dressed in gray. They also carried guns and
brandi shed swords and held big flags aloft. And they were wal king resolutely up
the hill.

"Qooookay, let's just tinme shift again," | nuttered. "Let's just not stay here
Let's just go sonmewhere -"

A splash of icy water hit ny face. | tasted salt. | was lurching, wallow ng, in
a boat again. But smaller, open. Steel. Gay steel beside nme, an open-topped
gray box.

Men pressed in around nme. They wore dark green. Helnets were pulled |low on
furrowed brows. Shoul ders hunched, flinching, faces scared white, teeth bared
eyes staring forward.

Ba- WHUVPF!

An expl osi on drenched me with spray. It rocked the boat |ike a hamer bl ow.

"Who the heck are you?" a sergeant denmanded.



Mar co
"Where are we?" | asked, chattering out the words. The fear was contagi ous.
Ba- WHUMPF!  Ba- WHUVPF!
Expl osi ons al |l around.

"You sone kind of stowaway, kid?" the sergeant said, |aughing hunorlessly.
"Pi cked one rotten place to catch a joyride."

"Yeah, well, | don't know if |I'mstaying or not. Where are we?" | asked again
"We're in the English Channel, son, but we are about to be in France. Normandy."
Nor mandy. Even | knew what that neant. |1'd seen the novies.

D-Day. World War I1. The invasion of Europe by American and British forces
Only, there was no such place as "Anerica."

“Ch, no," | whispered.

The sergeant |aughed. "Yeah: 'Ch, no!' Here we go, |adies. Keep your heads down
and your weapons high and dry."

Scrrrunch!

The boat jarred to a stop.
The ranp dropped.

RAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT!

The sergeant fell with two holes through his chest. Men were dropping all around
nme. It was the Del aware all over again, only now the death was faster

| caught a brief glinpse of sandy beach. Men lying prone, alive or dead, who
could tell. A bluff topped with barbed wire and a | ow, menaci ng concrete bunker

| dropped on ny butt, spun around, and hugged the floor. Men fell back on me. |
began to nor ph.

RAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT!

| didn't have a norph strong enough for this. This was nmassacre by machi ne gun
| needed to get small. Too small for the bullets to find ne.

| was going fly, and | was going there fast.

Men were bleeding on nme. | was screaming. | didn't care anynore. | was just
getting out of there alive.

| shrank. The bodi es sagged down on top of nme.

RAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT!



Machi ne-gun bullets continued pouring into the nass over nme. Those that were
still alive wouldn't be for long. And 1'd have been dead nyself, but for the
protecti on of men whose flesh protected m ne

| shrank. My bones crunched and shriveled and finally turned watery and
di sappear ed.

My eyes bul ged huge, faceted, glittering, then shrank along with the rest of ne.

Legs sprouted from ny chest. My own arns and |egs becane elongated, jointed
sticks. Dagger-sharp hairs stuck out along their |ength.

But | wasn't noticing rmuch of that. | was noticing the fact that nmy brain was
about to explode. Too much death and destruction and horror. As bad as ny life
had been at tines as an Aninorph, |1'd seen real hard-core conbat now and it was

worse. The nmen who died in these battles had been |ike Jake.- They'd had no
chance.

Here, at Agincourt, back on the Delaware River, or on the beautiful, slow noving
sailing ship. No difference

Men stood up in the face of the eneny and were massacred. Arrows found throats.
Swords found vul nerable flesh. Cannons ripped away |inbs. Bullets entered organs
by neat, round holes and came out in a shredded ness. Men di ed never having the
chance to resist, to fight, to run, to cry out, to prepare, to wonder.

One second they were scared and brave and alive. The next second they were dead.
Just like Jake.

Cassie and | had sworn to protect him But there'd never even been a chance.

| shrank and norphed, |ess and | ess human. Gossamer wi ngs sprouted from nmy back

My face, ny tongue and nouth and teeth all merged, nelted together, extended out
into a hollow tube through which |I would dribble saliva and suck up liquid food.

My fly eyes saw a world of shattered inmmges, faceted, a broken mrror. Broken
mrrors filled with huge linbs arrayed |i ke a cage around nme.

| fired my wings and rose up through the nmaze of arms and |egs and heads, out
into the air.

Expl osi ons rocked nme. But they did not touch me. The bullets would not find ne
except by the mpbst amazingly long odds. Yet the air was so thick with flying
lead that | still felt fear

Up, out of the boat, which now drifted helplessly, its coxswain dead along with
every other man who'd tried to cone ashore

The fly's vision was not good at a distance. | could see only what was cl ose.
And then, not in detail

| was glad. | didn't want to see what was around nme.

But | could not block the fly's sense of snmell. | snelled, tasted the spilled
bl ood and drained bodily fluids. | couldn't help but snell them



D-Day. The snell alone would haunt nme for the rest of ny life.



AX

| time-junped into water. My hooves absorbed sone of it. It had a high salt
content. | kicked wldly, Ilooking for bottom M hooves touched sand. |
propell ed nyself through the surf, onto a sandy beach

Ka- WHUMPF!
| flew through the air. | saw a gray sky overhead. | saw humans around ne,
running, lying down, falling. |I hit the sand hard.

| lay there, breath knocked out of ne.

My main eyes were staring upward. At the sky. The blue atnpbsphere of Earth
beyond which was the black of space, the nowinvisible points of stars, the
di sappearingly small planets.

One of which, somewhere up there, far, far away, was ny own.

| had never wanted to be there nore.

| thought | understood humans. | understood not hi ng.

They were mad! Lunatics. Evil, violent, destructive, hate-filled creatures.

<Ax-man! Are you hit?>

It was Tobias. | saw him drifting, w ngs spread w de, above the snoke of
battl e.

<I amnot injured,> 1| said. <But | nust tell you: | am profoundly tired of your
peopl e. >

<I"'m not exactly thrilled with them myself,> Tobias said. <But you need to
nor ph, man. Nothing on that beach is getting out alive. | just talked to Marco,
he's in fly nmorph. Not a bad idea to get wi ngs.>

Chnt h- chnt h- chnt h!

Bullets hit the sand beside my head. | scooted sideways just as another burst
tore up the sand where nmy head had been

| began to norph. Tobias and Marco were both right: Wngs. | was sprouting
harrier feathers as the next explosion hit the beach near ne and pelted me with
sand.

<Anyone el se here?> It was Cassie's voice.

<Yes, | amhere. So are Marco and Tobias,> | answered. <Are you safe?>

<As safe as anyone could be,> she said. <I materialized right at the bottom of
the bluff, in some bushes. | norphed to osprey. I'min the air, now >

| was nearly done norphing. | had wings and talons. My front legs were tiny
shrunken appendages. My stalk eyes were gone. My main eyes had begun to acquire
the piercing hawk intensity.



My face was a perfect nelding of Andalite and harrier. Gay feathers and blue
fur. An opening had appeared in ny |lower face, the beginnings of a nouth, a
beak.

Ka- WHUVPF!

Dirt buried nme. Blackness all around ne. In panic | kicked with tiny tal ons and
shriveled front legs. But the wet sand clung to ne, refusing to be shoved asi de.

Denorph! | knew | had to denmorph. No other way to -

Ka- WHUMPF!

Sonet hing landed on nme. Crushing weight. But the sand was off ny face. | saw
daylight. | pushed and shoved and wiggled nmy way, with a body that was al nost
usel ess.

| began to denorph, the panic under better control now that | had at |least a

gl i npse of sky.
“I"'mhit! I"'mhit! Medic!"

The voice was shockingly close. Only then did | realize what had |anded on ne,
pi nni ng me down under the sand.

A human was |ying on ne, unaware. He struggl ed up, |essening the weight
on ne.

"No, nononono!" he npaned and fell back

| had to get out from under him Had to get away. Al | had to do was get off
the ground, reach the sky. Had to denorph to Andalite first, push ny way clear

But the human was npani ng. He was crying. He was calling for his nother.

Not my affair. The nmadness of humans was not mny concern

Anot her human slamed into the sand beside nme. "I'm here, buddy," this human
sai d.

My stalk eyes grew fromthe bird head. | pushed one up and out of the sand. |
saw the injured human. | am not an expert on hunman physiol ogy, but | believed

the wound to be fatal.

The second human was tending to him He ripped feverishly at the wounded
soldier's clothing. He jabbed a syringe into the man's arm

"Doc. Doc. Is it bad? It hurts. |t hurts. Ohhhhh!"
"You'll be fine, soldier. Mrphine will -"
Chnt h- chnt h- chnt h!

Bullets ripped the sand. The "Doc" flinched. He resettled his helnmet on his
head. He did not |eave.

An expl osion, not twenty feet away showered us again w th sand.



"Don't let ne die, don't let ne die."

"You'll be okay, soldier. |I'mjust gonna -

The "Doc" fell atop the wounded man. A bullet had penetrated his throat. Dead.
Wiile trying to save a man he nust have known was dooned.

Was this Visser Four's doing? Or was this all sinmply a part of human history? |
felt a desperate need to think, to make sense of it all

One thing | knew. The battle on the river had not been part of human history. My
friends were sure of that. At that point Visser Four had twi sted the strands of
hi story.

The sea battle? No one seened to know how that was supposed to have happened
Had the battle even taken place originally?

One thing was certain: Visser Four had mscal culated at the university. Things
were not as he'd expected themto be. And if we were now even later in tine,
this battle, too, mght not be all he'd expected.

Vi sser Four might be as confused as we were.

And yet, in the end, as we'd seen, Visser Four had altered history to create an
Earth of harsh repression

But then was then, that was "before" we had becone involved. Before this new
version of history where we'd stym ed Visser Four at Agincourt.

What did it all mean? What was | nissing? Surely there was a way to nake sense
of it all, to encapsulate all this mndless killing, all this violence, all this
fear in a package of reason, logic

I was afraid. The realization surprised nme. | was hiding beneath two dead
bodi es, spinning the wheels of ny nind trying to nake sense of things.

Thinking was so mnuch easier than sliding out from beneath this grizzly
protection and facing the nurder all around ne.

I was a coward!

No, this was not ny war. My war was with the Yeerks. This was human killing
human in some dark, distant past. Insanity! Lunacy!

Cowar d!

No! | had no chance. Everyone on that beach was dying. Everyone was going to
die. Everyone! This wasn't ny beach. This wasn't ny war. Not ny place to die.

Not my place to kill. As | had killed the Hessian officer
<Marco! Rachel! Ax!> It was Cassie's thought-speak voice. Faint. Faraway.

Don't answer, | told nyself. Hi de! Don't answer!



<Vi sser Four! Tobias and | see him He's in a jeep, leading a colum of tanks!
We need hel p. >

Not my war, | said again.

Then | began to norph and push the sand away.



Cassi e

It noved beneath me, a sinister gray snake, clanking and |urching and bel ching
sudden gusts of black diesel snpke.

The tank col um approached the beach along a narrow, w nding road. At the head
of the colum, an open, jeep-style car pulling a trailer

In the trailer was a glowing, golden ball as tall as a man. A weapon far nore
powerful than all the tanks of all the arm es of the world conbined.

The Tinme Matri x.

The Tine Matrix had all owed Vi sser Four to reach the German tanks and tell their
generals that this was the real invasion. That this was the time to strike the
allies.

In the passenger seat of the jeep, sitting with three machi ne-gun-toting German
sol di ers behind him was Visser Four

There was a bloody cut down one side of his face, barely concealed by hastily
appl i ed bandages.

The tank colum extended as far as | could see down the road. Mre tanks had
pulled off into fields defined by tall, inpenetrable hedges.

Directly beneath nme was the bluff overlooking the beach. It bristled wth
concrete bunkers and trenches and barbed wire. Dozens of machine guns, cannon,
nortars, all ained down at the vul nerable nen on the beach bel ow.

Beyond the bl oody beach a huge, gray fleet kept station and | obbed shells that
m ssed the bunkers and expl oded harm essly in the fields behind.

In ten mnutes the first tanks would reach the bluff above the beach. And then,
all hope of an Allied victory would die. The Gernans would win. And the world
woul d be the world we had glinpsed briefly.

<W¢ need everyone!> | yelled, flapping my wings to regain lost altitude.

Tobias drifted close to nme. <If no one else gets here it's going to be up to
us. >

<What are we supposed to do? Al those Germans in all those tanks aren't just
going to let us attack Visser Four and steal the Time Matrix. Besides, do you
know how to operate the stupid Tinme Mtrix?>

<Me? | can't program a speed-dial,> Tobias adnitted. <But those tanks cannot
reach that beach. This is D-Day, and if the Germans win, the Americans and the
Engli sh | ose the biggest war in history!>

<But there are no Anericans, > | said.

<Whatever they're called, what does it matter? This is D Day! This is Normandy.
Thi s deci des whether the Nazis go on or are stopped. >

<Where are the others?> | demanded. Not that | had any right. Were had | been
at Trafal gar? Hiding. Escaping.



<We can't do this as birds, > Tobi as sai d.

<No. | know. The road curves past that |ast stand of trees down there.
That's the pl ace. >

<W'|l have to hurry,> Tobias said. He spilled air from his wings and glided
toward the trees below us. | turned and foll owed hi mdown.

We | anded anid blasted trunks. Artillery had bl own away all but a few desperate,
spring-green | eaves.

<What do you think the Nazis will make of a Hork-Bajir?> Tobias wondered. He
began nmorphing as soon as he landed. Hork-Bajir horns sprouted from his
f or ehead.

| focused on the wolf DNA inside me. The wolf was fast, strong. No match for
machi ne guns.

I mght reach Visser Four before I was gunned down. | might not. Either way I
woul dn't survive

Unl ess, of course, Ax was right and only Jake could be kill ed.

I felt sick.

<Thi nki ng about how Rachel cane back?> Tobi as asked

<Yeah. >

<Me, too.>

<Doesn't exactly nake it easier, does it?>

"No," | said as | finished denorphing to human. | began inmedi ately norphing the
wol f. | could hear the clank-clank-clank of tank treads. | could hear the roar
of their engines.

The Germans. The Nazis. The ultimate evil.

Worth dying to stop them Yes. Wrth ny one, puny life.

But | didn't want to die. No matter how great the cause. No natter the reason.
<Ready?> Tobi as asked. He was fully Hork-Bajir

| sniffed the breeze. My wolf's nose told ne stories of things far beyond this
battle. It told me of cows and calves grazing peacefully in their fields.

Chi ckens. Foxes. Rats. Sheep

This was farm country. Not nuch different from nmy own farm probably. But ny
nose al so snelled cordite, charred wood, diesel exhaust, and bl ood.

| could hear too nuch, too well. | heard the tank engines, the tank gears
grinding, the treads as they slapped the nmud. | heard the explosions, large and
small. The cries, distant but piercing.



<Maybe if we get the Tinme Matrix . . . nmaybe we can do nore than just put it al
back together, you know?>

<What do you mean?>

<l mean history is nothing but killing. Maybe we coul d change that >
<Let's just go get Visser Four,> Tobias said. <For Jake.>

<For Jake,> | said.

The words were out before | thought about them For Jake. Revenge. Kill the
killer. Avenge the wong.

And | was going to rewite history?

The jeep was close now. | could see it clearly through the trees. And | could
see Visser Four.

| could also see the nachine guns gripped tightly.

<Now, > Tobi as sai d softly.

We began to run.

Fast! Faster! Stunted, ruined trees zipped by. W hurtled over scraggly bushes.
The wind was in ny face, the wind of nmy own speed. Tobias, Hork-Bajir, was

runni ng besi de ne, bl ades fl ashing.

| saw the Visser. | saw the Tine Matrix. | saw the lead tank with its insignia
enbl azoned on the side.

| | eaped!
W ong!
Too | ate!

| was already flying, my bone-crunching jaws already open, ready for the eneny's
t hroat .

"Mon dieu!" the French soldier yelled.
BapBapBapBapBapBapBapBap

Tobias tripped and went down. A line of bullet holes painted red circles across
hi s chest.

I hit Visser Four and closed my jaw over his arm W tunbled out of the jeep
onto the ground. Only then did | see the handcuffs that held the Visser's
wrists.



AX

| had joined with Marco and Rachel. W had taken to the air. W were still far
away when we saw Tobias and Cassie norphing in the woods.

My harrier eyes spotted them easily. But not till after 1'd spotted the Tine
Matri x.

It was an awesonme thing to contenplate. It would not nmake an Andalite or a human
the equal of the Ellimst in power, but it represented far nore destructive
power than the conbined fleets of the Andalite people and the Yeerk enpire.

I wondered how it had cone to Earth. And | wondered how ny brother, Elfangor,
had known it was on Earth. Because surely he had known. Visser Four was right:
El fangor had chosen the spot deliberately. It was no coincidence that he had
| anded, had died, within a few feet of this nachine.

Perhaps, if we survived, | could ask the Ellim st for an explanation. As certain
as | was that Elfangor was involved, | was certain that the Ellimst was, too.

Al of this was tied to Elfangor's earlier sojourn on Earth. The lost time that
had resulted in the birth of his son, Tobias. Al of it |led here.

<There it is,> Rachel said. <And there he is: Visser Four.>

<D-Day, man,> Marco said. He sounded shaken. | don't know what he had
encountered on that beach, but | could guess that it was not far different than
what | had found there.

I was still trenmbling fromthe fear. Fromthe fear of nmy own fear. Frominages
woul d never be able to wash from ny mnd.

W flew to intercept Cassie and Tobias. The breeze was with us. It would not
take long. But would we be able to intercept Visser Four and stop his
i ntervention? That was the question

<I take it, Marco, that you are famliar with this war,> 1 said

<This is the big one of all big ones,> Marco said. <Wrld War Two. The Nazis try
and take over the world and alnost do it. The Japanese attack Pearl Harbor. D
Day, Battle of the Bul ge, John Wayne at |Iwo Ji ma. >

<And t he Hol ocaust, > Rachel said.

<Hol ocaust ?>

<The Cermans, the Nazis under Hitler, nurdered six mllion Jews - nen, wonen
and chil dren>

Obvi ously Rachel had mni sspoken
<These Jews were an opposing arnmy?>
<No. Jews are a religion, or a race, | guess. My dad's Jew sh. Mstly the Jews

in the Hol ocaust were Gernans and Poles. You know, civilians. Normal people.
Q hers, too: Gypsies, gays, handicapped people. They were taken to canps and



shot or starved or killed with poison gas. Children killed in their nothers
arns. >

She spoke with no special enphasis. No anger

Human enotion is often confusing, in part because each individual human
expresses it differently. Rachel is quick to anger over small things. The |arger
t hi ngs render her cold and seenmi ngly enotionl ess.

But then what enotion could possibly be sufficiently intense to enconpass the
crines she described?

Humans. | wondered, not for the first time, but now with renewed intensity,
whet her the Yeerks had any notion of the species they proposed to conquer.
Humans seened to exist across too broad a spectrum to even be considered a
si ngl e speci es.

The same species that spawned ny friends, Jake, Cassie, Mirco, Rachel, ny shorm
and "nephew' Tobias, seemed to revel in nmutual slaughter and sank to depths no
Yeerk would sink to. Depths of depraved brutality that would be uninmagi nable to
an Andalite

<Even humans-> | began. | stopped nyself. | should not insult humans. This was
not the time or the place. W were racing to intercept the Yeerk, to save the
future, to ... But ny mnd was boiling. Too nuch!

That human warrior would stand against human warrior and kill, that was wong

and foolish and stupid. But that humans, the species | was risking ny owmn life
to help, were capable of such a filthy, cowardly thing as the deliberate
sl aughter of innocents .

Not at all like the things | had done in conbat. Not at all |ike fighting Hork-
Bajir-Controllers, or Taxxons or... or Hessian officers.

| jerked nmy thoughts away from that nmenory. From the nenory of ny tail blade
snhappi ng forward

<W¢ Andalites have fought wars anobng ourselves in the past. W did not Kkill
children. It is not possible to conceive of a greater evil than the deliberate
killing of a child.>

<Yeah, well, we do know that, Ax,> Marco said resentfully. <Wy do you think
t hose guys down on the beach are dying?>

<Those tanks coming down that road? Those are Nazi tanks,> Rachel said. <So
let's stop them >

<W are after the Tine Matri x, > Marco rem nded her

<Maybe you are. You and Ax go get the Tinme Matrix. |I'mgetting a Nazi.>



Cassi e

| rolled over. The Visser cried out in pain. He tried to get up, but he couldn't
use his hands; they were held together by the handcuffs.

Tobi as | ay bl eedi ng.
<Tobi as! Denor ph! >

But then, to nmy amazenent, he sinply sat up. The bullet holes in his chest were
gone!

<It's true,> he whispered, touching his chest with a Hork-Bajir claw. <Just
Jake. The rest of us ... we can't be killed.>

BANG BANG BANG BANG

| felt the bullets hit me. Neck. Head. Shoul der. Head.

| felt the inmpact, power blows. | felt sharp, overwhel ming pain. And then
| was still alive.

The tank colum rolled by. Infantrynmen rushed up al ongside the tanks to surround
us. They waved guns at a wolf and a nonster, scared of both, unsure what to do.

Visser Four tried to craw away but one of the soldiers gave hima kick in the
stomach that dropped the Controller on his face

An officer pulled his pistol from a holster, walked cautiously up to ne, held
t he barrel against ny head, and

BLAM BLAM

| fell over.

| stood up.

"C est pas possible!" the officer gasped in French

"Es ist ein wolfman" one of the soldiers said in German.

French and Germans together. Not Gernans al one.

| | ooked at the insignia on the epaulet of the officer. It was a shield, slashed
down the middle at an angle, half of it the French tricolor, blue, white, and

red, the other half a stylized bl ack eagle.

<What is going on?> Tobias wondered, as confused as | was. <This isn't the way
it was! This isn't right!>

The soldiers, the French and Gernman soldiers, kept their guns trained on us.
They were confused and afraid.

| could identify.



| looked at the soldiers. They were a mx of old nen and young kids, some who
| ooked no nore than fifteen. Some of the older ones could have been ny
gr andf at her.

The French officer said something about "le capitalne." The captain. The Germans
agreed with whatever he'd said. | think he'd said they should all wait for the
captain to get there.

Several of the soldiers broke out cigarettes. Sone drank from their canteens
The tanks rolled slowy bhy.

Visser Four raised hinself to a sitting position. The jeep hauling the Tine
Matrix had pulled off the road. He was edgi ng, ever so slowy .

<Pon't let himreach that thing,> Tobias said in thought-speak

The French officer understood i mediately. He jerked his head and two of his nen
dragged the Controller back to where we sat in our weird little standoff.

"I just want to know one thing, Andalites: How did you follow ne? | have the
Time Matrix! How did you foll ow ne? And why, why, why don't you die?"

<Vi sser Three's been trying to kill us for some tine, now > Tobias said. <W're
hard to kill.>

The Controller nade a face of hatred and resentnment. "I should have used the
Time Matrix to destroy Visser Three. That bungling fool!"

<W'd have hel ped you,> Tobias said with a laugh. Then, privately, to ne, he
said, <Cassie, if we can't be killed, we don't need to worry about these
sol diers. We can take the Tinme Matrix right now >

<Yeah. | ... | guess that's true. But, | don't know, it's weird. | nean, | guess
we are sort of immortal for now, but who knows? A gun is still a gun. Are you a
hundr ed- percent sure?>

Tobias nade a Hork-Bajir snmle. <N nety-nine percent. The remai ning one percent
says if we push it we're toast.>

Suddenly another jeep-type car came runmbling up along the line of tanks. An
of ficer, a German, junped out and trotted over to us.

In a mx of French and German the soldiers and their officer explained this
exceedi ngly unusual situation. The captain was a mddl e-aged nan with a lined

scarred face and tired eyes. He obviously knew about the big, glow ng globe. He
seened to know, too, about the prisoner, Visser Four

But seeing a Hork-Bajir sitting there beside a seemingly tame - and unkillable -
wol f was new. He | eaned close to Tobias and gingerly touched his wist blade.

<I won't hurt you,> Tobias said.

The captain answered in German. Then tried French. Finally, excellent English.
"Do you understand English?"

<Yes, we do,> | said.



He snapped his head around. There was a quick burst of German including a word
that sounded like "wol f" and another that was very recogni zabl e: "Frankenstein."

<He thinks you're a nonster, Tobias.>

Then, in English once nore, he said, "I do not know how a nonster and a talking
wol f come to be here. Explain."

| started to answer. Not to explain, because explaining would have been utterly
i mpossible. Or at least it would have taken a solid week.

But then, | saw the old nman who'd been driving the captain's jeep clinb down
from behind the wheel. He was in his fifties, at least, although his uniform
indicated a low rank. He was stocky, not very tall. H's black hair was parted

hi gh on his head. H s eyes were dark and intense. He wore a small nustache.

A style of nustache known everywhere as a Hitler nustache.



Rachel

"Far below us, Tobias and Cassie seenmed to be chatting with Nazi soldiers
guardi ng Vi sser Four. They were problem nunmber two, as far as | was concerned.

Pr obl em nunber one? The tanks that were rolling toward the beach. Huge, cl anking
nonsters arnored to withstand a direct hit froma cannon

| have several powerful norphs. But none that would so nuch as annoy a tank
However, the tank hatches were open. Their officers or drivers or whatever stood
with heads and shoulders visible. No one was shooting at them They had not
reached the battle.

When they did, the invasion of Normandy would end in utter defeat for the
i nvaders.

<Wé have to stop them> | said.

Marco snorted angrily. <How? Morph to el ephant and go one-on-one with a tank and
you'll end up roadkill.>

<Our morphing ability is a potent weapon, Rachel, but usel ess here, > Ax said.
<W're stopping them> | said flatly. <That road is narrow. It's cut deep. Kil
one tank and the others will have a hard time going around it. At least we'd
sl ow t hem down. >
<Yeah, then one of us gets to the ships offshore and directs them where to
fire,> Marco said. <Great in theory. Just one problem How do a bunch of birds
kill a tank?>
<l don't know, all right?>1 admtted. <l just know we have to!>
<| may have an idea,> Ax said. <l have been observing your primtive human
weapons. Several are fascinating. Mst could be very easily inproved upon, and

. >

<CGet to the point!> 1 yelled.

<The small, hand-held explosive devices. They are roughly spherical in shape
with a ludicrously crude primng device. They are thrown and ->

Marco sai d, <Hand grenades?>
<They are very weak expl osives, > Ax said.
<However, within the confined space of a tank's interior they could ->

<If | bhad lips and you had a nmouth 1'd kiss you!> | said. <Hand grenades! That's
it! W'll drop hand grenades down the hatch of the |ead tank.>

<How do we carry one? How do we pull the pin?> Marco demanded

| laughed. <Details, Marco. Mnor details. Let's find sone grenades. >



We flew back over the bluff. |I wasn't going down to the beach if | could avoid
it. The bodies down there were so thick on the ground that in sone places we
coul d have stepped from body to body w thout ever touching the sand.

Fire was still pouring down from the protected positions on the bluff. Landing
craft were still disgorging nen. It was a second wave, | suppose. A whole new
assault, adding new victins. Like cattle going down the chute to the
sl aughtering fl oor.

But, of course, cattle don't know what's corning. Hunans do. They saw t he bodi es
of their fellow soldiers. They heard the expl osions. They snelled the death. And
they still cane.

War i s obscene, the worst thing humans do. But warriors, the individual nmen, are

the very best of hunmanity. Not because they are willing to kill. But because
they are willing to risk death, to sacrifice thenselves for others.
I was high in the air, not safe, but so, so nuch safer. | felt Iike a coward.

<Over here!> Marco said. <They're issuing grenades to sone guys down at the base
of the bluff. There's an open case of them>

<Okay. |'mbiggest,> 1 said. <I'll doit.>
<Are you confident that you can carry the wei ght?> Ax asked.

<l don't know. Bal d eagles snatch whol e sal nobn out of the water. How nmuch can a
hand grenade wei gh?>

<How nuch does a sal non wei gh?> Marco answered rhetorically.

| floated on a high breeze coming off the water. My wings were filled by warm
June thermals. | wondered if the warm updrafts were strengthened by the heat of
red- hot gun barrels.

A dozen guys were huddl ed together at the base of the bluff. Anericans. O at
| east, | rem nded nyself, they should have been Anericans.

They | ooked | ost and scared and exhausted. Their sergeant had a steel ammunition
box open between his knees. He was handi ng out grenades, two at a tine.

It would take speed and precision. And a distraction
<Marco? Ax? | need that guy to | ook away. >
<Yeah. W're on it.>

Marco and Ax, an osprey and a harrier, forned up beside ne. We'd have | ooked
wei rd and out of place. If anyone had had tinme to bird-watch.

<Now >
Ax and Marco spilled air, narrowed their tails, and plunged.

Down, down, down!



| went after them twenty feet behind. | could feel the air turbulence from
their w ngs.

No problem | told nmyself. Marco and Ax swoop cl ose, the sergeant |ooks away, |
snatch the grenades out of his hand, and -

CRUMPF!
The nmortar shell landed in the mddle of the nen.

The shock wave knocked Ax and Marco down |ike they were flies hit by a giant
swatt er.



Cassi e
<Is that. . .>
<Yeah. | think so,> | said.
<Oh, ny Cod. >
<A long way from God, > | nuttered.
Adol f Hitler. The nost evil man in a long history of evil nen.

Tobi as was up. He noved like lightning. The squat nman with the funny nustache
was j erked back, yanked around, and pinned agai nst Tobias's Hork-Bajir body.

Tobi as's wist blade was at his throat.
<NO > | yelled.

The soldiers dropped cigarettes and canteens, swung around, and leveled their
guns at Tobi as,

<You know who this is? You know what he is?>
<No. And neither do you! Look at him He's |like some old corporal or sonething!>
<He's Hitler. He dies. End of story,> Tobias said grimy.

Htler was frozen with fear. Trenmbling with a Hork-Bajir blade pressed agai nst
his jugul ar.

<Tobias, it's all different,> | said. <Visser Four changed it. Al of it. No one
is where they should be, doing what they did in our reality. W don't even know
if these guys are the bad guys or the good guys in this reality.>

<He's still Htler!> Tobias said

<Is he? | don't know Jake, in that other reality, the reality that cones from
all this, was Jake still Jake? Was Marco still Marco?>

<You' ve got to be kidding! You' re going to conpare Jake to this wal king piece of
scunf>

<He's not evil for who he is, no one is. You can't be evil for being soneone
It's what you do. And this guy's just a driver!>

From behi nd us, a new and sudden sound.
BOOM BOOM
The first tanks were firing down on the beach

<Tobias, you can't do this,> | said. <You can't execute soneone for what he
m ght have done or even what he m ght do.>

"Rel ease ny driver, please," the Gernan captain said tersely to Tobi as.



Vi sser Four | eaped, shackled hands outstretched for the Tinme Mtrix. | bounded

after him

He took three steps. | took two. | clanmped ny jaws on his |eg.

Pop! Pop! Pop!

The captain fired. Point blank at Tobi as.

Tobias jerked in reflex. His wist blade cut deep.
The driver - Hitler - fell to the ground.

Visser Four rolled with ne on top of him Rolled over,
a shall ow ditch.

And overhead | saw the surreal vision of a bald eagle,
Wi ngti p.

pulling me with himinto

six feet fromwngtip to



Rachel

Ax and Marco were down. But not for long. They fluttered up out of the sand
fluffing their feathers, all damage repaired.

It was true. We could not be killed.

The sane was not true of the soldiers. Two lay crying in pain. The others were
silent.

| swooped down to land beside ny friends. | suppose we nust have |ooked I|ike
vultures arriving at the scene of death.

| closed my right talon around a grenade. | lifted it experinmentally. It was
heavy. Not as heavy as a sal non, though. | would be able to fly with it.

Marco and Ax each tried to |lift one as well, but they were much snmaller birds.
<One is all it will take,> 1 said. <Or at least one at a tine.>

| grabbed the grenade firnmy and began to fly. Taking off was hard, not

i mpossi ble, but hard. | scooted across the bloody sand, flapped hard, turned
into the breeze, and still barely becane airborne.
But once | had wi nd beneath ny wi ngs, once | had clearance, | soared. The breeze

lifted me up. Above the dead. Above the beach of slaughter. Qut of line of the
whi zzing bullets. Too high for the shattering explosions of artillery.

Up | rose. Up and up, over the bluff.
The first tanks were lining up, depressing their nmain guns to fire downward.

<Forget them > Marco advised. <We need to block the road. Keep the others from
com ng up. >

<Thank you, General,> | said, laughing. <l think I got it. Just need to pull the
pin.>

<Not too early,> Marco pointed out. <How do we pull it?>

Ax said, <l can reverse direction. If | cone back toward you and catch the pin
inm talons, | believe the conbined monentumwill be sufficient to renove it.>

<Good plan,> 1 said. | turned into a tight circle, one wing | ow, the other high
tail spread wide to give ne all the Iift | could get.

Ax's harrier body flapped away, twenty, forty yards ahead of ny flight path.
<Thi s | ooks good, > | said.

<Rachel , how do you know how |l ong that thing is fused for?> Marco demanded. <You
coul d bl ow yoursel f up!>

<Hah- hah! > | laughed. <W're inmmortal, Mrco. Jake was the death. We can't be
Killed!>



<That's not a bullet, it's a grenade. If it blows there won't be enough of you
left to put back together.>

Ax turned back, flying straight for nme. | flew straight for him | held the
grenade as low and far frommnmy body as | could. | twisted it carefully, bringing
the round ring out and forward.

<Just grab the ring, Ax. Just grab the mmgic ring.>

The distance closed with shocking speed. The harrier, the eagle, racing toward
col l'i sion.

Closer. . . doser.

Ax spun over on his back, reached, a sharp yank against my talons and a | oud
"Pop!" The grenade top dropped away.

| glanced back and saw the ring and pin hanging from Ax's talon. | |ooked ahead.
A tank rolling past Cassie.

| had perhaps three seconds.

| was giddy. Filled with wild joy. | wanted to scream and |augh all at once.
Maybe | did because as if fromfar off | heard Marco say, <She's crazy, Ax-nman
Look at her. She loves this stuff.>

| looked toward nmy target. The hatch was open. The young, cocky soldier was
shoul ders up and out of the arnored safety. He was turning a sw vel machine gun
toward the side of the road. Aimng at -

Only then did | realize that Tobias had grabbed a German sol di er. That
he was hol ding himand -

A sudden rush of novenent. Visser Four, Cassie, an officer firing
Pop! Pop! Pop!

Bl ood sprayed fromthe throat of Tobias's hostage.

The tankman's finger tightened on the trigger of the machine gun. | saw it all
every detail, every nuance of novenment as though it were inches, not feet, away.
The hat ch.

The trigger.

| rel eased the grenade.



Tobi as
Bullets hit ne in the face.
| staggered back. | felt ny wist blade cut. Cut deep

A flash of novenment overhead. | was still hawk in ny nmnd and | knew that
noverrent intimately well.

An eagl e!

Flying | ow and sl ow, dropping

FWJIVP

A muffl ed expl osion.

The German officer jerked in surprise.

Then, the ammunition inside the tank caught fire.
Pop .' Pop .' Pop! Pop

BOOOCOM

Fl ames shot fromthe tank hatch. Flanes shot fromthe tank's gun barrel
It stopped noving.

Fl ames erupted fromthe engine in the rear

| clinbed to ny feet. A flash of Cassie with her jaws on Visser Four, holding
himas he stretched futilely to reach the Tine Matrix.

And then, a second expl osion

BOOOCOM

The tank's turret blew off. It twisted once in the air and | anded.

It took a split second. Tine enough for a wolf to react, to jerk back
Not time enough for a human. O a Yeerk

The turret landed. It crushed Visser Four fromthe waist down.

The driver... the man who would, in another tineline, have been the nobst evi
creature in human history, |ay dead.

Sol diers lay dead or wounded, slanmed by the expl osions.

Rachel came circling down through the snpoke. She | anded on a dead tree branch.
expected her to be exultant. She wasn't. She said not hing.

Marco and Ax | anded seconds behind Rachel. W were al nost al one, the five of us.
Alive, uninjured, surrounded by death and destruction of our own naking.



The wounded npaned.

Cassie began to denorph. As soon as she had hands she went to the wounded
sol diers. One French, one German.

"You'll be okay," she told the French soldier. "It's not bad." She ripped a few
strips of the man's uniform grabbed a stick, and made a tourni quet.

The other nman, the German, died before she could even offer confort.
"Hurmans?" Vi sser Four gasped, seeing Cassie. "Humans all the tinme?"

<That guy, that dead guy, the one with his throat all ... he looks like . . .>
Mar co st anmmer ed

<He is,> Cassie replied. <Or was. O wasn't. | don't know. >
<These guys aren't wearing swasti kas or anythi ng> Rachel said.

There was blood all over nmy arm | began to denmorph. It was the only way to
renove the blood fromnmy Hork-Bajir blades.

<It's all different,>1 said. <lt's D-Day, but it's not.>

<But these are the bad guys, right?> Rachel denmanded. <l| nean, these are the bad
guys, right? Right?>

<l don't know, Rachel.>

<French and Gerrman allied? Hitler's some ordinary old soldier? This isn't the
way it was,> Marco said. <This is nmessed up, man. The GCernans conquered the
French, and then the British and Americans invaded on D- Day. >

<There are no Anericans,> | said. <There never was a United States. And Adolf
Hitler was just an old nman driving a jeep.>

<It is we who have now altered history,> Ax said. <In ways we cannot
Conpr ehend>

| slipped out of nmy Hork-Bajir body. The bl ades gave way to feathers. The T-rex
tal ons becane nmy own snaller talons. | shrank and shrank and the bl oodstains
dri pped away as they found less and less to cling to.

<The Tinme Matrix, > Ax said. <We have it now > He was already hal fway back to his
own Andalite form

My own hawk eyes returned, so superior to the Hork-Bajir vision. | turned ny
gaze on Visser Four. The head noved. He was still alive.
Then | saw a snaller nmovenent. | fluttered ny wings and hopped over. | darted ny

beak down and snapped up the gray slug that was crawling down the dooned nan's
cheek.

<The Yeerk, > | said.

The others cane over. Cassie was hunman. Rachel nostly so. Marco as well. Just
kids now, in a ditch, behind a burning tank, surrounded by bodies.



<What should | do with hinP> | asked.
Marco held out his hand. He took the Yeerk. "W can't let him get a new host.

Can't take him back to our own tinme. He knows now that we're humans. We | eave
hi m here, he dies slowy of Kandrona starvation."

"They say it's a horrible way to die," Cassie said.
Marco held the Yeerk out to Ax.

<No, > the Andalite said. <l have enough to answer for.> Ax |ooked at Rachel
t hen | ooked away.

"No," Rachel said as Marco offered the Yeerk to her
<Not nme, either,> 1 said.

"I see," Marco said, nodding slightly. "No one's anxious to add another stain on
their consci ence? Everyone's had enough?"

He flipped the Yeerk alnbst casually through the air. Threw it into the flamng
hul k of the tank

"Starve or burn," Marco said, trying in vain to sound tough and indifferent
"His only choices. This is quicker."

"W have to end this,"” Rachel said, sounding sad and sick

"No. Not yet," Cassie said. "There's still the Time Matrix. And there's
still Jake."

<How do we do it?> | wondered. <Go back to each place we went and . . .>

<W need to cut the chain of causality early,> Ax said. <If we can stop this
Controller fromfinding the Tine Matrix in the first instance . . .>

No one said anything. We stood listening to the massacre on the beach. The roar
of tanks trying to force a path around the far side of the burned-out hul k

CGood guys or bad? Had we turned the battle for better or worse?

"My turn, | guess," Cassie said softly. "I guess none of us wll get through
this without some terrible sin. This will be mne."

<What are you going to do?> | asked her

She wal ked over to the former Controller. Now just a human being. "Wat's your
name? | ... soneone told us, but |'ve forgotten it. Wo are you?"



Cassi e
"John," he gasped. "John Berryman. I'm ... |Is he dead? The Yeerk? |Is he dead?"

"He won't bother you again," | said. | knelt down and w ped sweat from his
forehead. It was running down into his eyes.

"You' re humans," John Berryman said. "The Yeerks don't know. "

| nodded. "We know. Yeah, we're hunmans. Mostly."
"Kids."
| nodded agai n.

“"I"'mgoing to die, here." It wasn't a question. | didn't deny it. He could not
possi bly survive the nassive injuries.

"M. Berryman ...

"John. You kids. You're heroes, you know that? The Yeerks, they hate you so
bad." He | aughed. He coughed and choked up bl ood.

"Don't know how you did it," he rasped.

"Following him through tinme. He was trying to change the world. Bitter, very
bitter. Change tine, nmake humans weaker, easier to conquer, then replace Visser
Three. But it was too conplicated for him He didn't realize. Landed here.
Expected Nazis. Told the Germans this was the main invasion, rushed the tanks
forward. Only . . . different Germans. They arrested him Too conplicated, see?"

"It was too conplicated for us, too.
"Wanted to kill Washington. Wanted to change Trafalgar. Kill Einstein. Push the
allies back into the sea at D-Day. Qher plans, too, but you nade him rush.
Pani cked him™"

<Why Agi ncourt ?> Tobi as asked.

John Berryman | aughed. "That was for ne. It was to shut nme up. | never gave up,
see. | fought him Al night I'd keep it up. Keep it up in his head."

"Keep what up?" Marco asked.

"Shakespeare. | played Exeter in the play. But | nenorized all the lines."

| shook ny head. "I don't get it."

"Henry the Fifth. | know it by heart. Shakespeare wote a play about Henry at
Agi ncourt.

Vi sser Four couldn't figure out how or when to intercept Shakespeare. Not enough
definite data. So he was going to kill Henry to silence Shakespeare, to silence
I'TE_ n

"That's insane!"



Berrynman nodded weakly. "lInsane. That's what he used to feel: that | was driving
hi minsane. Wuldn't give up.

" "W few, we happy few, we band of brothers; For he today that sheds
his blood with ne Shall be nmy brother; be he ne'er-'"

"Ch, God. I'mnot going to be free. I'mdying. Ch, God."
"M. . . . John. | ..."

He | ooked up at nme, exhausted. Beyond anything but pain. "Wat is it? Ask ne
your question.”

| wiped tears fromny eyes. "John. I'mso sorry. But. . . John, do you know, did
your parents ever tell you . . . How did they neet? Wen and where?"

| saw puzzl enent. Confusion. Shock. And finally sad acceptance.

"San Francisco. 1967. My dad's nane was John, too. My nomis Theresa. She was
Theresa Know ton."

| could feel ny friends draw back from ne.

Cassie, the killer with a conscience, the Drode had sneered. Kill 'em and then
cry over them

| wasn't going to kill John Berryman.

John Berryman woul d never exi st.



AX

The Time Matrix was surprisingly sinple to operate. It could be directed by
t hought - speak command. There were no codes to break, no subtleties to grapple
with.

Cassie told ne the tine and place and date. | norphed to hunman, made physi cal
contact with the Tine Mtrix, and nmy friends did as well, keeping their own
m nds bl ank as possi bl e.

And then, very swiftly, we emerged in bright sunshine in the mddle of a crowded
street.

Two humans, one nmale and one female, were staring directly at us. They did not
appear to be al arned.

"Whoa! Cool," one said. He had a great deal of hair on his face and head. He
wore colored beads around his neck. He wore vision augnmentation devices wth
blue lenses. "Did you see that, man? | nean, is that |ike, real?"

The fenmal e had very long hair, also adorned with col ored beads.

"What's real, man?" the fenale wondered. "Real is just like . . . it's like
you know, |ike whatever, right?"

"Right on."

"Love, man. Love is like . . . you know Like reality, right?"

"Huh?" the mal e asked.
"Un, what?" the fenmnl e asked.
The two of them nodded in unison.

"Amazing," Marco said. "The United States is gone, or at |least way different;
the Nazis never happened, Einstein, who knows? But hippies are right when and
where they're supposed to be?"

"What are hippies?" | asked. "H p. Pees."

"Dude, these are hippies," Marco said. "Look at this place!"
| did as instructed and | ooked around. There was a |arge nunber of humans with
very long hair and col orful beads.

"The Drode said our own tinelines were buffered, protected. Muybe the Tine
Matrix did that for John, too," Cassie suggested. "I mean, maybe while he was
using it he couldn't disrupt his own tineline. This is part of his tineline."

Marco shrugged. "Or rmaybe hippies just had to happen, you know? O herw se how
woul d we have bel | -bottons?"

"Over there," Rachel said, nodding toward a store. "That's the place. John
Berryman's parents, John Senior and Theresa Knowlton, wll neet right there,
today. All we have to do is separate them They don't neet, they don't get
together, they don't have a kid nanmed John, and Visser Four ends up in sone



other host, in some other place. He never finds the Tinme Matrix, And none of it
happens. Tine isn't altered.”

"We never travel back in tinme," Cassie said. "Jake doesn't die."

“Nei t her does a Hessian officer," | said.

"Or a tank full of soldiers.”

"O a Yeerk."

"Or Hitler," Tobias added. "How can we do this?"
"What do you mean?" Marco demanded.

"Ch, man, the colors, man!" A "hippie" had cone up to admire the Tine Matrix's
shi mreri ng gl obe

"Right, the colors, whoa! Cool! Go away. W're trying to figure out the space-
time continuum here," Marco snapped. "Wat are you getting at, Tobias?"

"Look, Visser Four changed history. Maybe for the worse. But maybe not. Hitler
was just a lowy nobody. No Hol ocaust! W want to change it back so there was
one?"

"You saw the way our future was," Cassie argued. "W still had slavery. W had
no freedom The Drode said honel ess people were rounded up and shot. W can't
| et that happen!™

"But we can let the Hol ocaust happen?" Rachel demanded. "Tobias is right. That
future we saw, that future we were in, that's back when Visser Four had done all
he did, but without us getting in his face. That was the result w thout our
intervention. Maybe in that tinmeline he did ten nore things. W don't know what
the result is with our intervention. Maybe the future is better now Maybe us
saving Henry, and even taking out that Hessian officer, | don't know Maybe

"Heavy, man. Way heavy," a femal e hippie said.

"We could use the Time Matrix, travel back to our own time, see what's happened.
See if things are good," Tobias said.

"Does that not seem foolish nowthat we see how conplex that history is?"

"I'"'mjust saying we go take a |ook," Tobias said. "See howit all played out."
"Hey, history is never 'played out,'" Marco said heatedly. "W start nessing
with the past, we nmess with the future. Maybe we like the way things | ook to us
back in our own tine, but naybe we've screwed sonething el se up down the line."

"W do that every day," Rachel said. "Every tinme we do anything, or do nothing,
we change the future. Why is this different? Look, let's just go see. Maybe our
own time is great now | nean, maybe, right?"

"Why are we here?" a voice said.



Cassi e
Fi ve heads snapped.
Six pairs of eyes stared.
Four nout hs and one thought-speak voice said the same word.
"Jake?"

He | ooked annoyed. "Well, duh. Like you don't recognize nme? Hey. How did we get
back here?"

Here was ny barn.
"You're alive," Rachel said to Jake.

He stared. "I really don't like the way you guys are looking at nme. You're
giving ne the creeps."”

<What happened?> Tobi as wondered. <How the oh, man. The hi ppi e chick!>

"What ? What hi ppi e chick?" Jake demanded.

"I't was Theresa Knowton," | said. "W didn't have to nake the decision. She saw
us. She was distracted. She mi ssed neeting Berryman's father. Berryman was never

born. It all never happened."”

"Excuse ne!" Jake interrupted. "Why am | crossing the Delaware next to Ceorge
Washi ngton one mnute and then |'m back here while you people babble about
hi ppi es?"

Berryman had never existed. The Tine Matrix was where he'd found it. Buried.
We'd never gone back in history, except in our nenories. Henry V had not seen a
Hork-Bajir take to the field. Washington had crossed the Del aware and surprised
the Hessian troops. Nelson and the British had defeated Napoleon's fleet.
Einstein had left Nazi Germany to find freedom from oppression at Princeton
Uni versity, where he had set in motion the creation of the atom ¢ bonb.

And on June 6, 1944, soldiers of the United States, Britain, and France had
begun the final destruction of the evil man who, in another reality, had been
not hi ng but a harm ess ol d sol dier.

"You di ed, Jake," | said. "You died crossing the Del aware with Washi ngton."

| could see the spasm of shock on Jake's face.

"Ch, ny CGod," he whispered. "Did ... | nmean, in the end, did we do it? Did we
put it all back right? Did we nmake it right?"

I went to himand gave hima kiss on the cheek

“"No. We didn't nmake it right. But we put it back, Jake. Leave it at that. W put
it all back."
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