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                               Preface 
 
      
 
         My son, Jacky (Chinese name: Longjie Qian), was born in Beijing, China in October 2004. Now he lives and studies in the United States. He developed a strong interest in natural science and literature early in his life, so he read many books by Chinese and foreign writers. We had a big book cabinet that covered an entire wall, and he put all his favorite books there. He was drawn to science fiction in literature and in film, with movies like Transformers, Pacific Rim and Independence Day being regular favorites. 
 
         As a fourth-grader in elementary school, Jacky earned an award for the improvement of his compositional skills, and that affirmation gave rise to his dream of becoming a writer. So, he began to write his own novella and soon completed his first adventure story, called The Wing in the Sky. It makes him happy to put pen to paper and tell an original story. So, over the next four years he wrote several more stories. In the process, his fluency increased to a remarkable degree. At age thirteen, he completed his first English novel, Star of Fantasy, which is ten times the length of his initial effort.  
 
    [image: ]     It's my hope that Jacky will grow up in happiness and health, lead his own life and make a difference in the community. Like most mothers, I refrain from unrealistic expectations. Jacky’s dream, of course, is to become a writer, and he says writing has become a part of his soul. He hopes that one day he'll be a great writer like Fujiko F. Fujio, Jules Verne, Charles Dickens, Lu Xun, Li Bai and Gosho Aoyama. As his mother, I support him in the pursuit of his dream. 
 
         As an adventure story, Star of Fantasy, in my view, is the first relatively mature work of my son. I hope you'll enjoy reading it.  
 
      
 
    Sunny Song
Jacky’s Mother 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Prologue 
 
          The spectacular Milky Way glittered across the night sky, opposite the moon with its sharply outlined impact craters. It was the essence of perfection and calm until, suddenly, that stark-white surface was transformed into a cloud of dust amid an impact wave, and a bolt of jade green flashed across the craters. It was an energy wave amid the twinkling of that astronomical pool, like ripples left by an eagle as its wings beat close to the water. What was it? From a distance there appeared a planet, blue as the sky. It was so beautiful that even the other celestial bodies would respectfully maintain their paths through space. It was exactly at this moment that the source of that green energy wave – a jade-green meteorite – rushed toward her.  
 
          It was at the same moment that, on the earth's surface, a blue energy wave blew away dark clouds, tornadoes quickly dissipated, and tranquility returned to the sea. The jungle too grew quiet, as if it was commanded by a haze of unknown origin at its center. Then, however, the sky became enveloped in green light and there followed a violent explosion when the impact wave uprooted trees and flooded the land, like ten thousand nuclear bombs detonating, turning the edge of the continent into a foaming green fringe, with billions of tons of rock instantly turning to gravel. Fortunately, the catastrophe didn't last very long. The boulders fell to ground, and everything was again still. During the following tens of thousands of years, volcanic activity took place around the world, the parent continental mass began to break up and divide, letting in the seawater to fill its gaps. As the biggest of them grew larger and larger, the Atlantic came into being, and dinosaurs took up their rule over the earth. For the following tens of millions of years, an ice age cloaked the planet in ice, which would prevail for forty thousand years. The present wouldn't arrive for another seven thousand years after the ice receded.  
 
    2122, Tokyo Japan 
 
          "Long before human beings came into existence, the earth had been dominated by dinosaurs with gigantic bodies and strong constitutions." 
 
          "But how much do you know about the remotest antiquity, when there were even no dinosaurs?" 
 
          "During the Carboniferous, approximately 300 million years ago, the earth was dominated by insects, which, as they evolved, were the first to learn to propel themselves through the water." 
 
    "In our present world, we have resolved many of the problems that had plagued humankind for hundreds and even thousands of years. The polar icecaps are stable, and the sea level is normal again. The Sahara is shrinking, and wars are less frequent. The large population is no longer a problem, owing to the successful diplomatic activities with the Martians, who embrace human immigration. Besides, oceans are no longer and never untouchable, as we have developed relationships with the Lemurian civilization and allowed people underground to establish their own terrestrial cities in North America. Of course, we also have new time machines, thanks to preeminent astrophysicists who have worked tirelessly to invent them. Moreover, hyperspace is identified as the greatest discovery of the century. To me, however, these are actually not good omens. With increasing dependence on technology, we simply bring about the evolution of civilization. Consider the insects: They dominated the earth for a much longer period than humans have. As far back as 400 million years ago, they occupied every part of the globe while constantly adapting to the environment and developing strong survival skills. As a result, despite their relatively tiny bodies they rank as the second-largest class of organisms in quantity after bacteria. Humans, regardless of their civilizations and technological developments, lack  
 
    the necessary strengths of constitution and capability in biological terms. Therefore, I am plotting a great cleanup. Unlike those idiots in the past, I, Albert Sean Ossien, a Ph.D. in biology, am going to accomplish a perfect scheme on the evolutionary stage by taking advantage of insects!" 
 
          "My Lord!" said Rkzai Gioni with a gasp of amazement. "That was such an absolutely perfect speech!"  
 
           "Come on, let's all get to work! Let's find the very best place to build our base! We're travelling back to the Carboniferous 300 million years ago!" 
 
          Then they jumped into a table one after another – the entrance of time machine. 
 
          Beginning tomorrow, Ossien thought, I'll create a new chapter in the book of human history! 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Phase I: Titanic II 
 
      
 
    2026, New York 
 
    The Atlantic was warmed by the morning sun, sparkling like a sea of diamonds. Miss Liberty, which appeared eternally young, looked towards a gigantic shadow on the distant pier. The shadow was that of a giant ship, whose windows reflect the glittering waves. The Stars and Stripes fluttered in the breeze above the mast of the huge liner, Titanic II.  
 
    Silverstar Q smiled as he watched the second generation of the "Unsinkable," his dark hair reflecting the sunlight and his eyes revealing a spirit of adventure.  
 
    He remembered: It was the same morning sun in San Francisco that day. Officials from City Hall hugged and congratulated him as he stood on the smoldering Golden Gate, for he had risked his life to protect the entire city from the "Monster of San Francisco" in April 2026. Considering the coming summer holiday, the president specially sent him a cruise ticket from Washington D.C. to express his gratitude.  
 
    A quick, insistent tap on Silverstar's shoulder dragged him out of his euphoria about the ship and the trip. He turned, not expecting to see the gentlemen. "Hey! It's you, Dr. Runt! It's been a long time! You're on the same ship?"  
 
    "Yeah, I'm invited," Runt said, grinning at Silverstar. "Guess I really need a break from those research papers. Man, they're killing me." 
 
    "I heard you've made a name for yourself in biological science!"  
 
    "Well, it's just a few books on the origins of life, DNA, biomass and stuff like that. But, you know…" 
 
    He continued to elucidate his theories of the biological realm and the various research projects at hand, whereupon an announcement came forth on the radio: "The ship is departing in thirty minutes. Please get on board immediately." 
 
    Each of seven boarding gates had its own escalator. This particular feature was remarkable in the eyes of Silverstar, who had never before experienced such a luxurious means of travel.  
 
    The interior of the ship was nothing less than palatial. The walls were festooned with myriad rhinestones and other synthetic jewels, the floor was lain with the softest Persian carpets, the counters were plated in gold and silver, and above the grand staircase there was a domed glass ceiling exactly like the one depicted in the movie Titanic. It was only right, as this was a duplicate of the original ship, which had long ago taken more than fifteen hundred souls with it to the bottom of the North Atlantic.  
 
    "Hello," Runt said as he approached the receptionist. "Would you please give me and the little boy a key?" 
 
    "Come on," Silverstar said in a half-whisper, giving him a nudge. "Man, I'm already in the seventh grade!" 
 
    Outside, a middle-aged man studied the gigantic vessel and the compact device in his hand, which seemed to be a sort of alarm clock with a pointer that gently rose and fell. He smiled as the space-time pulse reached 3.06, a figure very close to the origin. 
 
    He prepared to board and, followed by two young people, presented his ticket, ready to test destiny on this reincarnation of the "Unsinkable." 
 
    The public-address system boomed. "Good morning! I'm Captain Simons, Titanic II is setting sail!" Cheering erupted from the crowd below at the dockside, and people on the top deck waved their hands. Captain Simons took another telephone and initiated a video call, while a holographic image appeared. In the image there was a crew member from the engine room, who joked with his colleagues. Realizing that the captain was watching him, he immediately tossed aside the game console and snacks, stood at attention and asked, "Uh… What's wrong, Captain?" 
 
    "Darren! Start the nuclear engine. We're setting forth. Oh, and don't play games during work hours!" 
 
    "Uh… yeah. Yes, Captain!" 
 
    Captain Simons glanced speechlessly and hung up the phone, waiting for the fusion engine to signal its actuation.  
 
    Silverstar, carrying a backpack, walked along the luxurious corridor, feeling as if he were part of a distant past. The gleaming wood floor creaked happily as he went, and along the walls there were bouquets of artificial flowers. Some were particularly colorful, as they consisted of genetically modified plants. Silverstar walked to the front of Room 304, as the light on the door suddenly came up, projecting soft, blue holographic images. He scanned the room card, and the door opened automatically. He entered and found a soft, inviting bed. The media system atop the two bedside tables played a video about the Titanic II and a holographic live broadcast of the top deck. (All kinds of movies were available, too.) The room was well lit, and there was a large bullet-proof window, on which movies could be projected. As for the bathroom, it was virtually a small swimming pool with a "fountain" in the middle, spraying and forming colorful holographic images. In all, it was very close to ideal. 
 
    Silverstar lay on his back, humming lazily as he watched the homographic movie shown in the front. Then someone knocked at the door.  
 
    It was Dr. Runt. 
 
    He smiled and asked, "Hey, buddy. How about the trip? Fantastic, right?"  
 
    "Of course!" Silverstar replied, "Anyway…" He fell silent momentarily and suddenly said, "Oh! One of my classmates was aboard the ship, too!" 
 
    Dr. Runt, now somewhat surprised, asked, "A classmate!? Who!? How'd he get on board?" 
 
    "No! Not 'he', but 'she'! We both live in Hillsborough from the same school, and…" Suddenly, Silverstar lowered his voice, his light-blue eyes tracing the movements of his delicate hands, and said, "Catherine Hills." 
 
    "Uh huh!" Runt scratched his head calmly, "It seems that you're falling love with her?" 
 
    "What the hell!" He blushed, "That's too exaggerated!" 
 
    "Aha!" Runt laughed, "When I was your age, I liked a whole bunch of girls! Come on, let's go find her!" 
 
    "Good idea! You know, she is so pretty…!" 
 
    They passed a room in which they could see a series of old images displayed on the screen. Somewhat absent-mindedly they slowed down to stare at the image. The man in the room was hurriedly tapping out a phone number. The call went through just as quickly. The man put the phone to his ear. "Hello. Yes. I'm on the ship. Yeah. We've just left U.S. waters. The cargo is in the cabin. See you at midnight tomorrow, as planned. No problem. No, no, the cruisers won't find us. Exactly… in the central North Atlantic. Okay, then. Bye." 
 
    Silverstar walked along the bustling deck, murmuring, "She said she'd come, but she didn't say exactly where she would be. It's Christmas vacation. Who are these people? Everyone is rich! But it's so weird that people like Bill Gates aren't coming." As he pondered the question, a blonde-haired girl rushed toward him and grabbed him. "Hey, Silverstar! You're here, too!" 
 
    "Wow! Catherine! Wow! Ah… Hi!" 
 
    "It's really a big surprise!" She said excitedly, "Are you coming to visit here with me? " 
 
    "Well… Of course!" Silverstar answered.  
 
    "Good boy. You're quite welcome. In fact, you're much like I was back then! Aha!" Runt sat in a nearby pub, "Ah! Rum tastes so good!" 
 
    "Hey!" At the moment, a grim-looking man in a suit said, "Could you step aside?" 
 
    "Oh, o…okay," said Runt, scrutinizing him keenly. Ah! Yes! He remembered: Sellars Nien, a notorious millionaire! It was said that he was an opium smuggler, gunrunner and even a slave trader. "Hum," Runt took a sip of rum, thinking, "I could tell by the look in his eyes that he was hiding something!" 
 
    Catherine and Silverstar strolled through the cafeteria hand in hand as waiters darted here and there. "You know?" she said, "Titanic II is basically the same as the last one in terms of its tonnage, draft and internal structure. The only difference is the nuclear engine…" 
 
    "Hey," Catherine suddenly asked, "Are you okay? Your face is blushing terribly!" 
 
    "Ah! Nothing, I'm fine!" Silverstar giggled. Catherine was so beautiful, with a warm touch and tender skin… 
 
    "Come on!" She took a small piece of cake from the buffet table, "Try it! This is the best cappuccino cake there is, and it's my favorite!" 
 
    "Wow!" Silverstar instinctively exclaimed over the glittering cake, and then said shyly, "Oh! Um, thank you!" He cut the cake with a spoon and tasted a bite. It was luscious. 
 
      
 
    Nicholas Veitch 
 
    Runt casually sipped his smoothie, humming as he walked along the shining deck, where everyone was famous and well-dressed. A middle-aged man in a suit approached him, "Excuse me, sir. Have you seen a boy about 12 years old named Nicholas Veitch?" 
 
    "Nicholas Veitch?" said Runt, probing his mind for the pertinent information. "Is that the son of the sixth-richest man on the 2025 Forbes list?" 
 
    "Yes, but meanwhile my company is going bankrupt." The man in the suit paused for a second and then said, "Allow me to introduce myself. I'm Markusen Klin, an oil tycoon from Texas. You know, the price of oil is dropping, so I need to borrow some money from his father. Do you know where he is?" 
 
    Run frowned slightly and said, "I'm sorry, but I'm just a biologist. Why would you ask me such a question? Besides, I haven't seen the boy." 
 
    "All right. Well, I'm sorry to bother you." Markusen nodded and turned to check with others. 
 
    Runt watched the man as he proceeded along the deck. He thought Mr. Markusen was a bit odd, but strangely he also felt sympathetic toward him.  
 
    "It's like a fairyland!" Silverstar said excitedly. The surrounding walls were made of thick, bullet-proof glass, and behind him was a beautiful sea glittering in the sunlight as if from a dream.  
 
    Clearly the place was a viewing room, but it was empty… or so they thought. Suddenly there came a loud voice, and Catherine spun round. "Hey! What are you doing!?" 
 
    A tall, stone-faced bodyguard, obviously armed, towered over the children: "What are you two kids doing!? You're not allowed in here!" 
 
    Silverstar, in his embarrassment, said, "We didn't know it." 
 
    "Victor, it's okay. Let them in," said a boy clad in light summer clothing. His hair was gloss black, and his skin was white like porcelain. "It doesn't matter. Let them in." 
 
    "Yes, Monsieur." The bodyguard bowed politely to the boy and then withdrew slightly. 
 
    The boy gave a cheerful greeting. "Hi! I'm Nicholas Veitch, and you are…?" 
 
    "Um, I'm Silverstar." He was immediately joined by his friend, who said, "Oh, and I'm Catherine Hills." 
 
    Nicholas shook her hand and said, "It's nice to meet you! Such a beautiful name, too." He then turned to Silverstar, "I like your name, too! Do you want to stay and visit here? It looks like a fairyland!" 
 
    "Wow!" Catherine gasped as she looked out at the ocean. The warm sunshine poured onto the water, and colorful fished could be seen darting through the water. A light-blue area of the sea in the distance waited to be discovered, harboring coral reefs with their attendant clownfish. The march of the great ship pushed up a wave at its bow, leaving the surface to churn in its wake. 
 
    Catherine gazed at the scenery, spellbound, and her blonde hair reflected the sun like a mirror. "Oh," said Silverstar. "This trip is just too fantastic!" 
 
    A crisp announcement came over the speakers nearby: "Dear passengers, the luxury car showroom will open soon! It's our great honor to introduce some of the world's finest motorcars for all who are interested." 
 
    "Sounds great!" Silverstar turned to Catherine and asked, "Would you like to have a look?" 
 
    "Of course! Let's go!" 
 
    "It's on the third floor," Nicholas said, reminded them.  
 
    "Thanks!" Silverstar replied. The elevator door closed behind him and Catherine. 
 
    "Ding!" went the elevator car, and they arrived at the bottom level. This was the luxury car exhibition with the world's most sophisticated sports cars! Catherine began to introduce, "Wow! It's a fresh new model! This Silver Angel can go 480 miles per hour! It has three lightning engines, which spurt blue fire when it hits top speed. And there's…" 
 
    She talked elatedly, and Silverstar was enthralled as he listened. Then, very suddenly, the ship shook violently, and the car bumped into the wall. Another car also broke away and hit Silverstar hard. Everything went dark as he fainted.  
 
      
  
 
    Ship in Distress 
 
    A sub-marine tectonic plate had burst, releasing a flow of magma that immediately boiled the seawater and sent forth tremendous energy, causing the ship above it to shake. What's worse, the attendant electromagnetic pulse paralyzed much of the vessel's electronic equipment. The seawater continued to boil and well upward, heralding the eruption of a great blue ball of energy.  
 
    "What happened!?" said Captain Simons as he struggled to his feet. The ship was still headed toward the impulse point. 
 
    Hicks sensed that the time-space pulse was about to reach 1200. It was very close to the release level. Meanwhile, at the bottom of the sea, the voltage of the energy ball had risen past 20 million MHZ. Thus, the ball started to rotate and soon reached a sonic speed, wherewith it rushed to the water's surface, generating a huge waterspout.  
 
    Silverstar woke to the sound of Catherine's voice. She asked, "How do you feel?" 
 
    "I'm fine," he said. "I think we'd better go out to the deck." 
 
    The sea was no longer at peace. The earth-shaking energy ball had spiraled out at high speed, forming a tremendous waterspout that terrified the passengers on deck. Abruptly, all the propellers reversed and the ship stuttered backward under the frantic instructions of Captain Simons. As the energy balled towered two hundred meters above the sea, it released another wave of energy. Deep-gray clouds formed in the sky, and soon they covered every bit of blue. In the control room, several crew members were busy calling for help on the phone: "Land! Can you hear us? Mayday! Mayday! Please reply!" 
 
    Unfortunately, every electronic device was paralyzed, so no one could receive their desperate calls. Their only hope was the nuclear engine. 
 
    "Boom!" Another wave of energy burst out of the sea, sending huge waves toward the tornado and propelling the ship toward it. It seemed that the energy field had its own gravitation.  
 
    "All passengers are to get into the lifeboats!" Captain Simons shouted to the crew and rushed out of the control room, only to find that a rainstorm had added to the chaos. Silas was knocked down by the passengers as they scrambled into the lifeboats. The captain, cursing this wicked turn of fate, extended a hand.  
 
    "There are too many people," Silverstar said, "We can never get into the boat!" 
 
    Before Catherine said anything, Hicks said, "Hey, boy, take it easy. Bring something you need, because we might not live too long in the boat." 
 
    Silverstar's will to survive then came to the fore. Amid all the noise he shouted defiantly, "Well! That's just fine!" He ran back to the elevator to retrieve the essentials.  
 
    The holographic images could no longer be seen on the glass in his room. Silverstar grabbed some bottles of water and a few other necessities and stuffed them into his bag. Then, as he turned to leave, the ship was rocked by a huge wave, bring the boy to the verge of nausea. He grumbled, "Ohhh… I hate getting seasick!" He steeled himself for the trip back, searched the vicinity for a level line to focus on, and stumbled out of the room. 
 
    Hicks stood on the deck of the shaking ship. The instrument in his hand displayed a time-space pulse of 3000, indicating that the moment of release was at hand. He smiled and felt quite proud to witness such a fantastic scene.  
 
    Runt ran to the storm-stricken deck and came across Silverstar. They were ready to climb into the lifeboat, but they found that everyone was gone except for some crew members and those they had met before. Captain Simons remained at his post. 
 
    Seeing those at a loss, Hicks felt sympathetic and threw a pack containing a parachute to Runt, saying, "Take it. You'll need it." 
 
    "Why!?" shouted Silas. "Why should we listen to you? You…!" 
 
    "Well, believe it or not, it'll help you." Hicks said with a tone of indifference. "You could jump off the ship, but I guess you wouldn't do that." 
 
    Silas looked down at the huge waves that threatened to consume them all, whereupon he decided the parachute was preferable. He strapped it onto his back.  
 
    "Take it!" Silverstar said, passing a parachute to Catherine, "I'm giving one to the captain!" 
 
    "Thank you," Catherine replied. 
 
    Markusen, refusing the lifeboat, took the parachute and fastened himself to the corridor handrail with a rope so as to avoid being swept away by the tornado. Runt saw this and told others to do the same.  
 
    Simons shouted. "Attention! We're heading into the tornado!!" 
 
    Everyone held fast to the handrails, ready to pass through the storm.  
 
    The ship's bow entered the maelstrom. The proud American flag was instantly torn down, the wooden floor was shattered, and the glass window of the control room was shattered by an onslaught of debris. Silverstar clutched the handrail, but as they entered the storm it felt as if his arms were being torn from their sockets. Briefly he released a hand so as to seize the rope. When they reached the center of the tornado, a flaming light illuminated the entire ship. Silverstar looked toward it. The energy ball beat against the whirling wind and burned fiercely. This can explain the mystery of the Bermuda Triangle, where an aircraft captain was known to have cried before disappearing, "We've run into a huge sun!" From the outside, the flaming energy ball resembled a sun.  
 
    It was then that the Titanic II was lifted, moaning like a metallic whale. Gravitational pull and currents intersected around it, and an engine-like sound appeared. Hicks opened his arms excitedly to embrace the coming miracle. Silverstar glimpsed at Nicholas and Klin. He could see the terror in their faces. Catherine, soaked to the skin, shivered fearfully.  
 
    It was at this moment that they were accelerated to hyper light speed. It was instantaneous, taking just one ten-thousandth of a second, as the energy ball broke through the wall of three-dimensional space. Then the dark clouds and tornado dispersed, and the sea regained its calm.  
 
    


  
 
    Three Hundred and Four Million Years Ago 
 
    They all blacked out when entering hyper light speed. However, through so-called hyperspace people can experience time travel. Without the drive of the time machine, people can only move in the direction of water flow, like leaves on a river. When they reach the end, the portal will open and they'll arrive at a certain era. 
 
    This wasn't a three-dimensional world, and there was neither gravity nor any sign of life here. The transparent wall reflected images. Silverstar opened his eyes unconsciously, but he couldn't move his body. He looked round, whereupon he surmised that half of the ship had disappeared. The four chimneys seemed to have been cut down with a scythe, and with each the shadow of its former self was cast in silver light. On the other side of the transparent wall stood the newly built Great Pyramid, its marble flanks gleaming. The ship continued forward, as mammoths trumpeted and tyrannosaurs bellowed. Silverstar soon turned away, knowing it wasn't good to tempt overexposure to the images from hyperspace.  
 
    Time space rocketed toward the end. Blue currents and fresh air emerged again after a patch of bright light, followed by the earth's gravitational pull. "How beautiful, Earth is, Silverstar thought. "It feels like home." Silverstar thought. He became sober, though, when he realized that the Titanic II was plummeting from an altitude of several thousand meters. Runt and the others woke up. If they hadn't been lashed in place with the rope, they would've been blown away. Klin was the first to untie himself and, parachute at the ready, jump from the deck. Catherine cried out, "What happened!?" 
 
    "I don't know!" Hicks yelled in response. "Parachute, or you'll fall to your death!" 
 
    Nicholas remained unconscious on the chair. The huge ship was plummeting swiftly, and it was sure to disintegrate once it hit.  
 
    "Come on, let's go!" Runt shouted, tugging at Silverstar, "Don't be afraid!" 
 
    "Swoosh!" He closed his eyes and jumped ship together with Runt. 
 
    According to the law of universal gravitation, the heavier the object is, the faster it falls. Because the Titanic II weighed approximately fifty thousand tons, it fell at lightning speed, streaming fire from its bow. The passengers, however, fell relatively slower. So, as they relinquished their hold on the ship, it passed them quickly and threatened to impale them on its twisted metal.  
 
    "Watch out!" Seeing that Nicholas was about to bump into the handrail, Klin reached out to give him a hand but then saw that the handrail edge as it rushed by. It knocked him down with merciless force.  
 
    Silverstar pulled a red cable, and immediately he felt the upward pull. He rushed forward for several seconds and then he began a slow descent.  
 
    The huge ship stirred up a circular impact wave as it struck the ground. Giant trees fell down immediately, flooding fire waves spread around, and the ship's propellers burst out of sea of fire before falling down. Finally, the explosion halted, and burning flames was fluttering like struggling demons. They slowly landed, staring at the scorched, cratered ground. The wreckage of the ship was strewn everywhere.   
 
    "Hey!" Simons yelled, startling the others. The captain was bleeding, which confirmed that he was at least alive.  
 
    "Just as the ship was about to hit…," Simons muttered. He tried to envision just how it was that he was able to make such a narrow escape, and the thought that he'd made it compelled him to dance giddily.  
 
    "Don't start celebrating now!" Silas yelled angrily, "Where are we!?" 
 
    The hulk of the ship was surrounded by towering trees. "Maybe it's a tropical rainforest," Nicholas suggested. 
 
    "No," replied Hicks, holding the instrument that confirmed the era in which they'd found themselves, "We're at where Bermuda was 304 million years ago, when it was still part of the supercontinent. You're simply idiots." 
 
    "What!?" Silas was totally astonished, "You must be crazy!"  
 
    "We've gone back… 304 million years?" asked Catherine, greatly perplexed. 
 
    "What the hell are you talking about?" Simons questioned.  
 
    "Idiots! Can't you understand?" Hicks said, using the tone of superiority they had come to expect. "I'll never tell you. It's confidential." 
 
    "What the hell!?" Several crew members, who had escaped along with the captain, watched Hicks as he held forth. They regarded him as a madman.  
 
    "Take a look around, and you'll know everything." An instant later, Silverstar stepped out of a large patch of bushes. "I've looked around." He seemed a bit shocked.  
 
    Catherine walked over first, and got totally astonished, "Oh… my… God!" 
 
    Nicholas was dumbfounded.  
 
    "It's impossible," said Silas, refusing to believe.  
 
    A break in the forest revealed that they were on the rim of a vast basin. Several crimson-colored dragonflies the size of small planes soared through the air. Tank-like unicorn beetles wandered over the trunks of saplings, and a decrepit scorpion staggered over the ground.  
 
    "Oh, no!" Silverstar thought, "Have I traveled back in time!?" 
 
    
  
 
    Space-Time Theory 
 
    "What happened on Earth?" Silas urged in his rage as he grabbed Hicks by the collar. 
 
    "Please tell us," Runt pled with the arrogant Hicks, "We want to know the truth." 
 
    "Exactly!" Nicholas added. 
 
    "Huh!" Hicks said, turning his gaze toward Silas. "You might want to learn some manners first! Well, it all goes back to a hundred years ago." 
 
    He began to recount the magic of hyperspace.  
 
    "More than a century earlier, Einstein had studied many mysterious events on Earth. For example, there was the sudden disappearance of people. Through the course of research and innumerable calculations, he found that the mysteries in Bermuda were associated with so-called time travel, and consequently he began to observe the energy index on the planet's surface based on its geomagnetic field. Eventually other researchers joined the secret project, and together they established a new discipline called time-space theory. Through decades of research, they identified a fluctuating abnormal energy wave and called it 'time space pulse,' which had begun to emit bursts of energy after prolonged dormancy. Thus, there were volcanoes and electromagnetic pulse emissions at the same time. This is why aircraft and ships would disappear mysteriously, and it's why an energy bursts could form an energy ball and rotate in the air at a very high speed. Then it would absorb everything around and accelerate to a speed beyond that of light, entering a mysterious hyperspace and arriving at a certain era through the 'water flow' of hyperspace. Our instrument can also detect which era it is; if we study another one hundred years, creating a time machine is no longer a dream! 
 
    "I'm totally confused," Simons said, "by time travel. I'm confused by Einstein, too!" 
 
    "Well," Silverstar smiled, "At least Einstein's theory is correct." 
 
    Simons posed a question: "So, who can tell me what era and where we're in now? Is it something like 'Jurassic Park'?" 
 
    "Let me explain it," Runt said. "In the San Francisco monster attack two months ago, Silverstar and I arrived at a mysterious island populated by enormous animals. Creatures like those we'll soon see here – and they're much larger than elephants – once survived on a South Pacific Island, which was inhabited by giant insects during the Carboniferous period. At the time, a man called Kars Thule intended to produce biological weapons by making use of those creatures, but unfortunately the monsters ran rampant and ravaged San Francisco. It seems that we've come to the insect-prevailing Carboniferous period, three hundred million years ago!" 
 
    Nicholas said, "So… how can we go back?" 
 
    "We can't!" Hicks said, "Unless we know when and where time-space explosion would occur in this era. Neither can we predict where it would send us! Whatever! It's fairly good here!" 
 
    "He's really ruthless!" Silverstar shrugged and whispered with Runt, "Everyone is caught in desperation." 
 
    "I think he's lost himself in science," Runt said, "You know, I have worked in the field of academia, and I've seen guys like him. Anyway, let's leave it aside and prepare for the night, which is rapidly approaching." 
 
    "Yeah, yeah!" Silverstar said, "We should have faith!" 
 
    "Well," Catherine thought, "Silverstar seems to be trustworthy when the going gets tough." 
 
      
 
    Night 
 
    The group found a cozy space with an open view to the sky. It was so beautiful then, three hundred million years ago!  
 
    The stars glimmered like a moonlit sea, and the Milky Way looked like a stream of diamonds. With so much light, there was no need for a fire.  
 
    "Hey, there are several new shining stars around the Cowherd and the Weaver Girl along the Milky Way!" Silverstar said, "Under the Milky Way lies Cygnus A. These three stars form the Summer Triangle!" 
 
    "Cool!" Catherine said. 
 
    Among those unfamiliar stars, Silverstar was astounded by a star shining silver light, which might be the "Silver Star". 
 
    "That's supernova explosion! A star several billion light years away!" Runt explained, "It's located near Andromeda; maybe it's the star that caused the Andromeda nebula cluster!" 
 
    "That's interesting!" Silverstar laughed. 
 
    "Ancient time is such a mystery!" Catherine says. 
 
    Silas, still angry, found a place to sleep alone. Simons and his chief officer, Mandis, guarded the campsite with sonic blasters and grenades close at hand while the other sailors took shifts. 
 
    Mandis was from South America. Years of strenuous work made him look strong and vital. 
 
    It was midnight. Two of the sailors tried their best not to fall asleep. Nevertheless, they snored loudly and even drooled.  
 
    The woods were completely silent, only a two-meter predator was inching. It jumped across several fallen trees, rushed toward two sailors and bit a sailor's neck all of a sudden. Awakened by the noise, Silverstar woke Runt up and they walked out of the room, only to find that the sailor had been mauled beyond recognition while the other was nervously approaching with his gun drawn. Suddenly, the predator jumped toward the other sailor and bit into his shoulder. Silverstar picked up a stone and hurled it at the beat. The predator turned and leaped onto Silverstar. Just as it was about to slit Silverstar's neck, someone shot it in the head. However, it was still alive, thrashing the ground and rushing forward. Runt fired several more shots, sending forth gushes of green blood. The beast howled and sent out an ultrasonic wave so that others in its band approached from all directions.  
 
    "It can even ask for help!" Runt was surprised, "Unbelievable!" 
 
    "What's wrong?" Catherine poked her head out, and Silverstar replied, "Uh…we've met with some trouble. I need you to do a favor for me, right away!" 
 
    "Okay!" she replied. At the same time, several predators rushed toward the injured sailor, among which one was very furious and dashed around madly. Silverstar, seeing a fang embedded in its back, assumed it was in pain. So, he rushed in to grab the sharp fang and yank it out.  
 
    The predator shouted out and then looked relaxed. Silverstar then had a close look at it, which had ferocious eyes and faces, sharp teeth and a long, wet tongue. It had four powerful legs and a pair of sickle-like claws with which to slice open the body of an adversary or prey animal.  
 
    The saying, "The first to find a new species can give it a name" came to Silverstar's mind, so he decided to call it "dark haunter". 
 
    Nicholas took a bucket full of gasoline from the room, poured it onto one of the creatures and struck a match. The creature's skin burst into flame, and it ran frantically and jumped into a nearby stream. Then it ran into the darkness of the woods, shrieking as it went.  
 
    Other dark haunters saw the disadvantageous situation and ran away. 
 
    Silverstar and the others gasped. Even in prehistory it was impossible to sleep without a care! 
 
    
  
 
    A Food Crisis 
 
    Morning came, and everyone was awake on time, chiefly because they were famished. Silas lost his temper – after all, he was a millionaire and accustomed to having every whim fulfilled – but now he had to forage for something edible. 
 
    "Well", said Simons, indicating with a hand on his gun that he, Mandis and a sailor would take care of the task. "We'll go find some food, and you can get some rest." 
 
    "I'm in," Silverstar said, "I want to have a look at jungles in ancient times. Maybe I'll find something for us to eat, too." 
 
    Others volunteered to help. Hicks, too, thought he'd enjoy exploring the place, and Nicholas thought he should do something for the group. Runt was intrigued with the possibility of discovery, and Catherine withheld any reason for going along. 
 
    "Come back early!" Silas said arrogantly, "The whole thing sucks! My deal…" 
 
    "What deal?" Mandis asked, but his question was ignored. 
 
    "Damn it!" Silverstar murmured. 
 
    "Leave him alone!" Catherine replied. 
 
    They worked their way into the damp forest beneath a canopy of giant trees, which appeared to be about sixty meters tall. 
 
    Their search produced nothing edible, so they stopped to rest. Silverstar took out the fang with blackened streak on it, which seemed to come from a fiery dragon. The dark haunter might once be bitten by a fiery dragon and been pierced by a fang during the struggle.  
 
    Nicholas came over, in his summer clothes, asking, "Silverstar, what're you doing?" 
 
    "Oh, I've just gotten a fang from the dark haunter; maybe it can be made into a weapon… Right!" He picked up a smooth, ladder-shaped stone and put it onto the fang. "Exactly!" Silverstar yelled out excitedly. Catherine asked, "What's wrong?" 
 
    "Haven't you ever watched 'Ice Age'? I can make a dagger!" 
 
    He picked out several ropes dug from shipwrecks and tied the fang onto the stone. Silverstar turned to the group and said, "Look! I have my own dragon-fang dagger!" 
 
    The blade glittered beneath the dappled sunlight. Silverstar launched the weapon into a huge tree, sending splinters of fibrous bark here and there.  
 
    "Amazing!" Catherine exclaimed. Hicks, standing nearby but apart in his usual way, suddenly said, "Can you smell something peculiar?" 
 
    A large empty space appeared, where a seven-meter plant stood like a gigantic floral display. It emitted a tempting fragrance.  
 
    "Hey!" Silverstar gave Hicks a quick tug, as he was about to approach the plant. "Stay away from it. It's dangerous!" 
 
    "I know." Hicks replied impatiently. The closer he got to the huge flower, the more he fell into a trance.  
 
    Just as he stepped onto the soft grass around the flower, dozens of vines rose up in response, seeking the source of heat. Suddenly the vines yanked Hicks high into the air. 
 
      
 
    
  
 
    Prehistoric Plants 
 
    Hicks shouted frantically as he waved his arms and kicked with his legs. Silverstar and the injured sailor wanted to lend him a hand, but they too were caught by the vines. Noticing that Simons was rushing toward it, Runt shouted, "Keep calm! It might be a prehistoric carnivorous plant. Don't enter that grassy area!" 
 
    "Well . . . what should we do!?" Simons asked. 
 
    Those vines gradually sent them to the top of the huge plant, which was filled with all kinds of corpses and acidic liquor. The plant might be the ancestor of nepenthes or other carnivorous plants, using its scent to attract prey. When prey entered the grass, tentacles would automatically find the heat source, catch the hapless victim and transport it to the body of the plant. It was a miracle of botany. It was either an evolved carnivorous plant or an abnormal mutation of chromosomes. Excited beyond words, Runt gasped in awe. It was unbelievable that such a thing could ever have existed. 
 
    "Help!" screamed the sailor. However, just as Silverstar cut the vines that had caught his body, other vines entwined him again. Simons and Mandis shot the plant repeatedly, and Nicholas and Catherine writhed in anxiety. Abruptly, the three were thrown into the huge pitcher; Hicks held firmly to the petals, but Silverstar stabbed into the inner wall of the cauldron with his dagger while the injured sailor unfortunately fell into the acidic juice. His skin melted almost instantly, and his skeleton sank to the bottom. The huge plant gradually closed its petals in readiness to digest the meal. Runt grabbed the gun from Simons and kept shooting at the supporting point of the huge plant, seriously injuring it. The vines turned limp, and the plant leaned as if to collapse. Silverstar shouted, "Jump! Jump out!" 
 
    "But . . . won't we die?" Hicks asked.  
 
    "No! It's soft, so jump! Do it now!" 
 
    They jump onto the soft grass and rolled away. The huge plant tilted and fell as a tangle of pedals and vines. The acidic juice flooded onto the ground, emitting a foul odor that caused everyone in the group to cough and gag. It was definitely a place none of them would want to visit again. 
 
    
  
 
    The Mysterious Pier 
 
    The torture seemed endless, and now the members of the group were even hungrier than before. Exhaustion added to the misery of their predicament.  
 
    However, from a distance came the sound of crashing waves and the smell of the sea. Simons livened up, yelling, "It's the ocean! The ocean! We're saved! We'll have lots of fish to eat!" 
 
    Silverstar, too, jumped and rushed headlong through the forest, through which he reached a pristine beach. 
 
    "Yes!" Catherine yelled. She gave a quick toss of her hair, sending a blonde cascade across her shoulders. Nicholas jumped into the sea to wash away the putrid smell of the carnivorous cauldron, while Simons took a few sips from a nearby rivulet… 
 
    "Uh, guys," Mandis said. "Look over there. I guess we aren't the first to see this place." 
 
    "Oh, my God!" 
 
    It was a huge pier on the beach at the end of a wooden corridor, with a sailboat moored below it. Obviously, they weren't the first visitors to this era. 
 
    "This is made from incense wood," Silverstar said, "Those huge trees in the forest are all of this type. Whoever was here before us must've had advanced tools. How else could they have built such a gigantic pier?" 
 
    "Look," Nicholas stood under the wooden corridor, half of the body soaked in water, "There's a layer of stainless steel and a set of brackets to avoid damage." 
 
    "It looks like New Zealand," Silverstar said, "The wooden houses there are exactly like this." 
 
    "You've been to New Zealand?" Catherine surprised, "Wow, how was it!?" 
 
    "Very beautiful! The South Pacific and Hawaii are like paradise, right out of 'Fantasy Isl…" He suddenly became reticent, realizing that he had said something wrong. 
 
    "'Fantasy Island'?" Catherine hesitated and pulled Silverstar a little bit farther. "Hey, you've been to Fantasy Island more than once?" 
 
    "Yeah, but . . . I want to keep it a secret." Silverstar shrugged, "Yes, I was there, but I didn't talk about it at school." 
 
    Catherine suddenly screamed, "Ah-ha! It was you!" 
 
    "What the hell?" Silverstar muttered. He had no idea what she was getting at. 
 
    "You know," she said excitedly, "a year ago, I was walking in downtown San Francisco when the alarm rang and several fighters hovered over, but they were shot down and crashed into a building right next to me. I was so scared that I did everything I could to escape the city. I caught a ride to the Bay Bridge, where a monster was encaged. Just as it nearly spotted me, it was attracted by a boy who sang a kind of enchanted melody. He was finally saved by the rescue team, but now…" Catherine smiled in gratitude. "I know it was you, so thank you. Thank you!" 
 
    "Oh, uh… I…," Silverstar said in his embarrassment. "Well… you're welcome." 
 
    "I hope you can tell me more," she continued. "Say whatever you couldn't at school." 
 
    
  
 
    Fishing 
 
    "Who's coming with me?" Simons asked, holding high the spear gun. 
 
    "We will!" said Nicholas as he grabbed Silverstar and Runt. 
 
    Hicks, soaked with sweat in his autumn clothes, could only complain. "It's too hot. I'm not coming." 
 
    "Fine," Runt said with a sneer. "Don't get heatstroke! You should wear a t-shirt and shorts, like I am." 
 
    "Let's get on board!" Mandis shouted from the deck before taking a tumble. 
 
    Just as Silverstar was getting on board, Catherine grabbed him, waving the dragon-fang dagger and smiling, "I'm ready for my date with adventure!" 
 
    "Great!" Silverstar said happily. Simons jerked the rope and the boat began to speed forward. Nicholas was astonished by the swiftness of it. The seawater foamed under the bow, reflecting the sunlight. Catherine lowered her hands into seawater as pure as any that had ever existed. She could even see the seabed ten meters below, interspersed with seaweed and aquatic creatures of all kinds.  
 
    They sailed into a sea so dark that it resembled ink from a sea monster of Nordic legend, not knowing what they might encounter next. 
 
    Mandis grabbed a piece of smelly raw meat from a blanketed wooden bucket, pierced it with a hook and tossed it into the water.  
 
    Two hours went by. 
 
    Nicholas was still waiting for fish with the iron chain in hand, but all of the others were asleep. 
 
    "Hah!" he laughed, "You're so impatient! Haven't you ever heard the story of the kitten that went fishing?" 
 
    Just then, the boat began to shake violently. It seemed that the bait had been seized by something strong so that the boat was even dragged forward. Mandis grabbed the chain immediately, but it was too much. He shouted, "Help! I can't hold it!" 
 
    They grabbed the chain and pulled together, using what little strength they had. Simons tried the hardest, but Catherine couldn't stand the pain and let go. Neither could Mandis pull the wheel up. Silverstar picked up the dragon-fang dagger; Catherine asked, "Where are you going?" 
 
    "Going fishing!" Silverstar said. He took a deep breath and jumped into the sea, swimming along the iron chain. The fish swam toward him, and Silverstar knew: It was a prehistoric shark called a Cladoselache, with its distinctive mouth and jaw structure. Once the shark sensed prey, it would swim toward it. Silverstar stabbed its head, and the predator began to fight mightily. Just then, it was penetrated by a spear, and the water clouded with blood. Silverstar took the chance to throw something into its mouth, and then he hurried out of the water.  
 
    "'Did you kill it?" Nicholas asked. 
 
    "Well, I guess I did, sort of," Silverstar replied, still working to catch his breath. 
 
    The shark swallowed the object and swam away. Suddenly, the grenade it had swallowed exploded. 
 
    Silverstar smiled and said, "Finally, we'll have something to eat!" 
 
    "Wow!" Runt exclaimed. 
 
    
  
 
    A Monster…a Mutant 
 
    The shark smelled luscious as it roasted over the fire, and the wait was worthwhile. The members of the group, all starved for something decent to eat, gorged themselves on it. 
 
    "That was really delicious," Nicholas said with a smile of satisfaction. He clasped his hands behind his head, inhaled deeply and closed his eyes. 
 
    "The meat turned the whole time," Runt said, "and every part of that beast was cooked." Then he poured a pail of seawater to put out the fire. 
 
    Silverstar picked up the knife, cut a last chunk it into pieces and distributed them to the group. Catherine asked, "Wait, is this part done?" 
 
    Silverstar replied, "Of course!"  
 
    Catherine picked up a particular piece that appeared to be oily. She hesitated before eating it, but she was so hungry that it was relatively easy to overcome any concern. 
 
    Hicks felt so hot that he released the button on his white collar. So did Captain Simons, who was still wearing his uniform. 
 
    "We should go back," Nicholas said. "Remember, Silas and the other four sailors still haven't eaten anything." 
 
    "Right!" Simons wiped the sweat from his face and gave the thumbs-up sign. 
 
    Mandis took off his t-shirt and used it to tie the basket full of fish. They walked into the forest together. 
 
    "Silverstar," Catherine said as they walked along together. "Where…what are all the places you've been to? Why didn't you talk about it at school?" She gasped while walking. 
 
    "You look so tired! Are you okay?" 
 
    "I walk too fast," she said. "Can you tell me now?" 
 
    "Oh," Silverstar was just about to say, but Runt shouted, "Stop!" 
 
    The trees glistened with green fluid, some of which was distorted and gashed. It seemed that a fight had taken place. 
 
    Hicks walked close and grabbed some leaves, covering his nose and saying, "It's really smelly!" Among the huge trees lay a gigantic black scorpion with its cohorts, which were much smaller and weaker than the one in San Francisco. The tail of this scorpion had obviously been pulled off. One of its pincers was missing, as was a leg on either side, and there were significant tooth marks on the neck. It died from excessive bleeding. Its green blood had almost the same sickening smell as that of a human.   
 
    Catherine covered her nose and left, leaving Silverstar and Runt to deal with the encounter. Runt walked across the ground soaked in green blood, looking at the gigantic corpse. "The legs haven't been bitten, really," he said. "They've been pinched off by a large clamp. Look!" He pointed at the broken legs, "There are deep scratches with even smaller ones on the wound, which means it was wounded by another scorpion. But…" 
 
    "But what?" Silverstar walked over, covering his nose. 
 
    "Doctor," Nicholas asked, "You refer to these insects in Spanish?" 
 
    "Of course! After all, I'm a famous…" 
 
    "Doctor!" Silverstar reminded, "You'd better stay on point!" 
 
    "Well, all right! I've studied these ancient creatures for a year, and I've never seen a scorpion that would leave such big scratches… Oh, my God!" 
 
    "What's wrong?" Silverstar asked. 
 
    "It's at least seven meters tall!" Runt shouted suddenly, "Oh! It might stay where it is… Let's get out of here, quickly!" 
 
    He seemed right, as an overwhelming roar came from the huge forest. 
 
    Everyone looked in the direction of the sound, and they could hear the approach of footsteps. 
 
    "What's happening!?" Simons ran out of the forest. 
 
    "We'd better run," Silverstar shouted, "or we'll…" 
 
    Another more terrible cry came; Nicholas pulled Mandis up and shouted, "Run!" 
 
    Simons and the others also ran out of the "crime scene." They were suddenly blocked by a huge fallen tree, which was pushed down by a gigantic red scorpion, at least seven meters in height, with constantly moving clamps, two tails and four legs. It was some sort of hideous, mutated monster! 
 
    The monster roared again, making it doubly clear that escape was essential. 
 
    Catherine, gasping heavily, started to lag behind. If it wasn't because they were relatively small and fleet of foot, they might have been on the dinner table of the scorpion. 
 
    Before them was a hillside littered with sharp stones. They had to cross over them, but the route was injurious. Silverstar began the climb. Nicholas was wounded, Hicks showed no sign of caring about the others, and Mandis, despite his own injury, held Runt as he went. Silverstar lent a hand to Catherine, "Get up! Quick! It's coming!" 
 
    "I . . . I . . . I'm really exhausted!" She struggled to catch her breath. 
 
    Simons came over, and Silverstar suddenly shouted, "Look out!" 
 
    The monster with gaping jaws pursued them. Its mouth clamp ripped into Simon's back and gave Silverstar a scratch in the process. The captain was held high and bleeding, but he managed to pull his revolver and beat the monster with it. The thing shook its head in reaction and threw him down. Simons fell through some foliage, which reduced the impact but obscured him from view. 
 
    The monster turned to its prey on the ground. Suddenly, several shadows passed through the trees, flying like bullets. They whooped like Indians, in an imposing and elaborate manner. 
 
    Each time they passed the monster, they released a green odor that was torturous to the beast. Suddenly, a masked man appeared. He took out a heavy bag from his back, plunged something into it and threw it to the monster. A blue light burst out and burned the monster's face. The monster took a last look at its prey before turning to run.  
 
    They were still suffering from the shock when two masked men jumped along the rope and swept up the injured Simons, who was unconscious. Mandis rushed up to stop them, but they were so powerful that Mandis was pushed over. After shouting toward those on the tree, "Hey, yahoo!" they were instantly pulled up along the rope. They vanished in the fog. 
 
       
  
 
    Moonlight 
 
    The voyagers plodded back to the campsite like drowned rats. However, Silas and six of the sailors had explored the wreckage of the ship, where they found a flashlight, some food and other provisions with which to outfit the encampment. 
 
    "Hey, look at yourselves." Silas stepped out with a flashlight, taking off his suit and putting on a navy uniform, transforming from an arrogant millionaire into a reasonably formidable-looking soldier. 
 
    "Ha!" he said as he noticed Mandis' bloody T-shirt. "Look at you, silly guy! It's hard to find food, right?" 
 
    Hicks lost his cool and punched him. 
 
    "Bah!" He spat, "Want to pretend arrogance before me? Huh! You know, I'm…!" 
 
    Silas gave Hicks' belly a violent kick and socked him in the head as he fell.  
 
    Hicks dropped to the ground, breathless and dazed. It was then that Silverstar found how strong Silas was. 
 
    "Listen," he said, picking Hicks up by the collar. "Knowledge is useless here, and only the fist speaks!" He dealt a swift blow to Hicks' back, rendering his victim writhing in pain. 
 
    "What a violent person you are," said Runt as he knelt down to give Hicks a hand. 
 
    "Huh?" Hicks gasped and coughed, vomiting acid saliva and partially digested fish, and staggered toward the campsite.  
 
    It was midnight. 
 
    Awakened by a beam of bright light shining into the campsite, Silverstar was surprised to find that he felt no pain. Maybe it was because of the oxygen, he thought. Hearing someone speaking, he went out. 
 
    "Ouch!" Catherine screamed, sitting in front of the campsite, doing something with her hand. The light came from the huge, beautiful moon. 
 
    "Oh, my God!" Silverstar exclaimed, "It's a super moon!" 
 
    "Oh, you're awake?" said Catherine. She turned in the way that was uniquely hers. Her hair shone in the moonlight, and once again Silverstar was captivated by her blue eyes and beautiful face. 
 
    "Uh…Oh!" He stammered, "What're you doing here?" 
 
    "I came to see the beautiful moon, and…" She stroked her hands and continued. "I see that Runt and Hicks still dress too heavily, so I want to modify their clothes so that they won't feel so hot." 
 
    She picked up her work: The trousers had been converted into shorts, the sleeves of their jackets had been neatly shortened and the collars removed. She even removed the shirt buttons and stitched them into pull-overs.  
 
    "Good work!" said Silverstar. "Girls are always ingenious!" 
 
    "Nonsense!" said Catherine with a roll of her eyes. Then she took his hands in hers and said, "So, how about these wounds?" 
 
    "God knows!" Silverstar pretended that he didn't see anything. He gently pulled his hands free and turned. He walked away, whistling a tune. 
 
    "Hah!" Catherine laughed, "You're funny like that at school!" Then, after a pause she asked, "So, you really don't care that we can't go back?" 
 
    "Whoever said that!? Yeah, I'm worried! But you know, I've had many adventures, so I know we should never give up. That's the spirit of an adventurer! I definitely believe we can go back!" 
 
    "Good point!" Catherine said with a grin. 
 
    "Aha! I'm flattered!" Silverstar replied. 
 
    Catherine made a mysterious smile, then wrapped her arms over Silverstar's shoulders and kissed him on the cheek.  
 
    Silverstar was dumbfounded. His face turned red as an apple. 
 
    "I…Uh…I…Oh!" 
 
    She gave Silverstar a knowing look and said, "Don't tell the others, okay?" 
 
    "O . . . okay!" 
 
    Catherine ran back to the campsite, and Silverstar half-whispered, "Wow!" 
 
      
 
      
 
    The "Silver Angel" Luxury Car 
 
    Drops of water spiraled down the plant as if free of the normal rules of gravity, reflecting bits of sunlight toward the sky. 
 
    Those seeking food the day before departed again toward the huge forest near the campsite, except Catherine. Still trapped in a critical situation, they must strengthen their defense. 
 
    "Hey!" Hicks said, "Guys, something new, look!" 
 
    "You're not so arrogant since beaten," Runt pat him, then saying, "Oh, my God!" 
 
    "What happened?" Silverstar came over, only to find a human skeleton on the grassland, which could be identified as a burly man with obvious bite marks on his cervical vertebra, suggesting that he might be bitten to death by so predators as man-eating insect. 
 
    "It gets rot so quickly!" Runt gazed at the skeleton in confusion. "Look," He turned to Silverstar, "It's not stinky around, and there's obvious sign of battle, so…" 
 
    "So boring!" Hicks yawned, "I'd look around elsewhere." However, Nicholas seemed interested. 
 
    Runt rolled his eyes and continued, "So, it only suggests that there are scavengers feeding on prey killed by hunters." 
 
    "Then why there's human here?" Mandis asked. "Human beings hadn't emerged then, had they?" 
 
    "You know," Silverstar replied, "We're not the first to arrive here in this era. Our friends in masks yesterday are humans too." 
 
    "Oh!" Nicholas asked, "Do you think Captain is still alive?" 
 
    "Of course!" Mandis assured, "Simons is strong-willed; he couldn't have died." 
 
    "And," Runt took a close look at the bite marks, "I've seen this kind of mark before…" 
 
    At the same time, Hicks pushed through the bush, followed by a scorpion as big as a hyena. The creature seemed docile. 
 
    Hicks said, "Wow! You scared me! Ha! You're still small, unlike those I've met previously." 
 
    "What I've seen… is…" Runt tried his best to recall, and shouted out suddenly, "It's la ultrarrápida cazadores, skorpiovenator!"  
 
    The little scorpion proved that it wasn't friendly as it bit Hicks' arm hard. Hicks screamed in pain, knowing he now had a broken bone. The others heard the noise and knew something had happened. 
 
    Silverstar took the lead, running toward the sound; Runt said while running, "Skorpiovenator is the fastest-running creature, and it's numerous on earth. They hunt collectively and stay where they hunt for a while. Hicks is in trouble!" 
 
    Hicks, bleeding profusely in the grip of the creature's claw, struggled to hit its head. Mandis landed a stiff blow, but it was painful due to the scorpion's exoskeleton. 
 
    Nicholas kicked it over swiftly like the legendary martial-arts wizard Bruce Lee, much to Silverstar's amazement. 
 
    "I lived in China for three months," Nicholas said as he helped Hicks to his feet. "Well, if you want to know, I was studying martial arts." 
 
    "Are you okay?" Mandis asked. Hicks answered, "Definitely not! Holy crap, that hurts! Ouch!" 
 
    "Stop the bleeding, quickly!" Runt took out a handkerchief, "The aorta has been punctured. If we don't deal with it, you could bleed to death." 
 
    Hicks was in extreme anguish, falling into dizziness. 
 
    The group was at a loss, but suddenly the masked ones appeared. They screamed again, just as they had done the previous day. They descended from the sky, among which one came in front of Hicks and spread some transparent sticky liquid on his right arm. Miraculously, he stopped bleeding. His wounds healed, right before their eyes. 
 
    The skorpiovenator stood again, growling. Several mask men rushed toward it and sprinkled a handful of pepper, which caused it to cough. They signaled Silverstar and the others to escape, and then disappeared after pulling up the rope to the huge tree. 
 
    The skorpiovenator leaped toward them again, but just then it was struck by a sleek roadster. It was Catherine at the wheel, saying, "Come on!" 
 
    "Do you even have a driver's license?" Silverstar asked. 
 
    "No," she said with a smile, "but there's no driving license in this age. By the way, I took first place in the Las Vegas Championship!" 
 
    "What? You're a racer!?" Everyone asked at the same time. 
 
    "So what?" she replied. "Haven't you ever played holographic 'Asphalt 18'?" 
 
    "No," answered Nicholas, shaking his head. 
 
    "Hey!" A sailor sitting behind shouted, "Chasers are coming!" 
 
    A skorpiovenator took the lead, followed by thirty or forty more. Catherine put on her blue sunglasses and spoke directly to the steering wheel: "Auto-drive, full speed!" 
 
    


Basin Chasing 
 
    "How . . . how did you find the car?" Silverstar shouted, "And . . . could you slow down a bit? The wind is too strong!" 
 
    "We found it among the wreckage of the ship!" One sailor replied. The car was still hurtling toward the pier, followed by skorpiovenators, which lived up to their reputation as "speed predators." One skorpiovenator leaped to make a catch, but it failed because Catherine gave the wheel a good yank. The Silver Angel's automatic navigation system sent out an alarm, with the holographic image displaying "CLIFF." 
 
    "Guys!" Catherine yelled out, "Hold on!" 
 
    Before reaching the edge of basin cliff, Silver Angel took an abrupt turn, stirring up myriads of dusts. The leading skorpiovenator stabbed its clump into the ground to slow down, then used all the six legs to turn a sixty-degree angle and accelerated to catch up with the car. 
 
    "They're so clever!" Nicholas was amazed. 
 
    "Skorpiovenator is very strong!" Runt said, "Their high intelligence is out of reach for human beings!" 
 
    "Ouch!" Two skorpiovenators failed to hold themselves and plummeted seventy meters off the edge of the cliff. 
 
    "We need to get rid of them!" Silverstar said, "Get down to the basin!" 
 
    "There!" Nicholas pointed toward a mild downward slope. 
 
    "Okay!" Catherine replied, making another sharp turn and rushing toward the basin. 
 
    The basin was spectacularly immense, without people or houses. "This is a natural basin!" Silverstar opened his arms and exclaimed. 
 
    The Silver Angel, a vehicle obviously not made for rough surfaces, jostled and jolted violently. The skorpiovenators did their best to keep pace. Two of them scrambled into the car, and each bit into a sailor's arms. 
 
    "Help! Help!" The sailor cried out in pain. The skorpiovenator cut off the safety belt with its sharp claw and pulled the sailor out of the car. The speedometer indicated ninety miles per hour, but it was slow in comparison to what the skorpiovenators could do. So Silverstar shouted, "Speed up to 120 miles per hour so that they can't catch up!" 
 
    "No!" Catherine objected, "We can't stand that kind of speed, and…" She paused, and then continued, "The Silver Angel has another function!" 
 
    It was at this moment that another skorpiovenator jumped into the car and was about to attack Nicholas. Silverstar stabbed its eyes desperately, but it closed them and turned to attack. Mandis hit it hard, trying to knock it out of the car. Once Catherine switched on the holographic projection and clicked "ROOF," the car window began to glitter and myriad metal balls gradually rose up to form a roof. The roofless car had turned into a roofed one. 
 
    "It's molecular recombination," Catherine explained, "Now it's quiet, right?" 
 
    "Great!" Runt exclaimed, "That's incredible!" 
 
    "There's even such a thing on the ship…" Mandis didn't finish, though, because another skorpiovenator jumped in and beat the window, which became a spider web of cracks. Catherine resolutely shifted into top gear and said, "Hold on, guys!" 
 
    The speedometer showed that it could reach 460 miles per hour. Catherine and the passengers were pressed into their seats by the force of that velocity, but the skorpiovenator was quickly jettisoned. 
 
    "Wow! That's just too fast!" Runt yelled, "Slow down!" 
 
    The roar of the engine spread over the basin into the forest, where it was heard by the mutant monsters. 
 
    The friction of the tires against the ground sounded like cat claws scratching at a blackboard, and a whirl of dust followed the car. After circling around, the Silver Angel stopped before a gigantic volcano. 
 
    The engine released carbon dioxide for rapid cooling, and even the tires emitted curls of white smoke. Mandis crawled out of the car and vomited. Nicholas stood up the circle, while the others exited the car in order to spit out the acidic saliva. 
 
    "Ouch!" said Runt as he patted his head and teetered. Catherine wiped her mouth, saying, "Huh! Almost! Are you okay?" 
 
    "I'm . . . I'm fine." Silverstar spit out some rotten fish, which was part of the previous day's lunch. 
 
    "Anyone want to see the volcano?" Silverstar asked. 
 
    "No, thanks," said Catherine, feeling somewhat nauseated. "I'm still . . . whew!" 
 
    Silverstar simply shrugged and turned to begin his trek toward the mountain. 
 
    
  
 
    The Entrance to Hell 
 
    The volcano, roughly three times as large as Italy's legendary Mount Vesuvius, belched heavy smoke. The closer one got close to it, the more intense the heat would be. Wiping the sweat off his forehead, Silverstar wasn't even halfway done with his climb when that sense of exhaustion set in. He sat on a volcanic boulder and stared off toward the distance. Traces of their recent car race could still be seen in the basin, although the skorpiovenators, aware of the difficulty, had withdrawn. Silverstar didn't care to see it anymore. Meanwhile the mutant monster, red all over its body, approached.  
 
    The monster roared, shaking the whole place, and seized the attention of all. Just as Silverstar prepared to run, the masked humanoids that had recently saved them reappeared. They were riding their flight machines. One of them – possibly their leader – gave his machine a quick jerk, whereby it withdrew its wings and morphed into a diving board. He descended on that board. Without a word, he grabbed Silverstar and did a 360-degree turn with a fluency only a professional snowboarding athlete could muster, and amid air he shifted that form into a glider wing. He shouted at the approaching mutant monster. 
 
    "Do these guys have a death wish?" asked Hicks as he anxiously watched the monster draw nearer to the volcano crater. "Or, is it……?" Silverstar landed on a huge tree, dried and fragile, which was supposed to live beside the crater but had died amid the advance of lava. The tree cracked as the monster sprang upon the trunk, baring its teeth. The monster paused for a moment, listening. Just as it decided to give it up, the masked figure flew closer, throwing it a big bag of peppers. This completely exasperated the monster, and in response it scrambled up the tree. The trunk creaked and groaned. Then, after an instant of hesitation, the monster jumped out with its mouth wide open. One second before it could devour its prey, the masked figure took Silverstar away, leaving it to snap its jaws upon thin air. 
 
    The monster jumped onto the tree again, shaking loose the already tenuous roots. As the behemoth structure fell toward the crater, the screaming monster teetered off and fell into the boiling lava below. Thus, the entrance to a hellish death had welcomed another guest. It was spectacular to see, but Silverstar was glad it was the monster that went. 
 
    Heaving a sigh of relief, Silverstar landed on the ground, still panting, together with the masked man. Catherine uttered, "Who are you……," but with a sudden whoosh he opened his gliding wing and flew away. "Well, he probably won't reveal his identity anytime soon," said Runt with a shrug. 
 
    Silver Angel shot ahead again. The mutant creature, held within the crate, crept up along its rock wall, radiating hot steam. It struggled mightily to escape the crate, and, once outside, it savored the cool air. Then its eyes opened and it roared at the sky with a fearsome, guttural sound. 
 
      
 
      
 
    A Voyage on the Sea 
 
    Silver Angel ran at high speed through a forest of huge trees, hurtling down the lumpy path toward a wharf. They had to find more food right away. If their base camp was allowed to run empty, they'd face another crisis. 
 
    "Can't we go any slower?" Hicks asked, obviously miserable. 
 
    "You know, in a way I'm a patient… …Ouch!" 
 
    "You thought you were the only one suffering from the bumps!" Mandis said. "We can't help it."  
 
    Catherine was sitting there quietly. So was Nicholas. Hicks moves closer to Nicholas and said "You don't feel any pain in your rump?" 
 
    "You have to rough it a little," answered Nicholas, seemingly unfazed by all the jostling. "You won't survive if you can't get past a little difficulty!" 
 
    "Wow!" said Silverstar, clearly impressed. "Well said!" 
 
    "It's nothing, really," said Nicholas, clearly feeling like a suave character. "I've made clothing out of deerskin in Alaska, not only because I had to but because I felt like it. I beat down a mastiff guard dog in Tibet and left after defeating a local monk of the same age in a martial-arts battle. My father once told me that the richest person in the world isn't worthy of your admiration if he doesn't have something real beside all that money." 
 
    "You said it," said Catherine as she turned onto her side, welcome the onset of sleep. It took a while before Silverstar could close his gaping mouth. 
 
    "Hi, guys," said Runt as he poked his head out from the passenger seat. "With all that bumping around, I thought I was going to get sick! Please, no more bumpy roads from now on!" 
 
    The group arrived at a sunny beach, and with cheers of joy Catherine jumped out of the car. She opened up her arms in the sun, and her golden hair gleamed upon her shoulders. The waves crashed playfully onto the shore. Due to the gravitational pull of the moon, the water seemed to linger in the sunlight before splashing down, where it would break into a myriad of diamonds. "She is so beautiful and so charming," Hicks said to Silverstar, and he gave the boy a pat on the shoulder. "But I'll tell you, kid: Wake up! Don't let a girl run away with your mind!" 
 
    "Yeah!" said Silverstar, wiping his forehead. "Well, we're going to head into the water. Want to join us?" 
 
    Hicks answered, "I need splints for my arms. They haven't fully recovered yet." 
 
    "Hello!" shouted Mandis. "Get onto the boat! We need to get started!" 
 
    "I'll stay behind!" said Runt. "The sea and I aren't exactly the best of friends." 
 
    Soon the sailboat raced ahead, and to the weary explorers it felt like a yacht. They arrived at the deep-water area in no time. They decided to go further out to try their luck. The boat surged again, moving with incredible speed. 
 
    The horizon was getting blurred. They perspired heavily under the midday sun. 
 
    Mandis slit his arm with a knife and squeezed some blood onto the stinking fish bait before dropping it into the sea, as he always did. 
 
    Mandis winked at Nicholas, reminding him to watch out for any movement on the surface. 
 
    In the deep sea, a pair of bright eyes widened as the odor of prey was sensed. A gigantic fish slowly lifted its sharp head spike from the mud and sand of the seabed, and its tail – the size of a private plane – shook off the ruble. As the creature opened its gaping maw, seawater rushed in through the gaps among its teeth, forming a mist there before filling the cavern. Then, having wriggled its coarse, slime-covered tongue and flagged that tail up and down, it hurried forth. 
 
    Silverstar sensed the approach of something very dangerous. He turned around, trying to grab the halyard, but it was too late. The sea monster seized the bait, shaking the boat as if it were a leaf on a tree. The iron chain that held the hook couldn't withstand such force. It broke with a loud bang, and the craft bounded out of the water before landing with a thud.  
 
    Mandis shouted, "We've got a big one! Let's run with it…… fast!" 
 
    The monster, with mouth wide open, leaped out of the water toward its prey. Nicholas gave the halyard another pull and dodged the monster with a turn right out of the annals of formula racing. The resulting wake splashed into the boat, soaking several. The monster pounded the hull with its body, making a metallic, clicking sound. "This beast's skin is as hard as bronze!" Catherine said in astonishment. "Look at its fin!" 
 
    Mandis took out his pistol and fired it at the beast's fin, which protruded from the water. The bullet ricocheted like a sword off a shield. 
 
    Thus, they called it a bronze fish. 
 
    It seemed that the bronze fish was wearing armor that was interconnected with the spike on its head. The spike seemed to be a weapon of attack. It opened its menacing mouth and prepared to lunge. To dodge it, Mandis pulled hard at the halyard. He pulled too hard, though, and the boat veered to the left. Immediately the craft tilted and capsized. Silverstar, gasping in surprise, gulped seawater as he struggled. The water went straight to his head, causing a burning sensation. He wanted to swim to the surface, but he was caught beneath the boat, several meters from its edge. Luckily, the bronze fish was preparing to strike again, and this time the boat was set upright. The water on the deck flowed back into the sea through the drainage at the edge. They all collapsed on the deck, coughing and wheezing. As the first one to regain his senses and realize the presence of the bronze fish, Nicolas stood up and rushed for the sail. It was too late. The fish opened its mouth and swallowed the boat. 
 
    As the fish closed its mouth, the warm sun disappeared. There in utter darkness, the gushing seawater carried them forward into the foul mouth of the fish, and they tumbled into each other as they want. The monster headed for the depths, causing the boat to bash violently into its teeth. That slimy tongue started to wriggle and turn like clothes in a washing machine. 
 
    Silverstar fumbled in the darkness and finally closed his arms around the mast, where he could steady himself. He wondered why the fish hadn't eaten them. How could they escape? 
 
    A violent collision distracted him. The fish opened its mouth, and for an instant he glimpsed the sunlight. It was just enough time for him to see his friends. Mandis was there, holding fast to a rope, and Nicholas held the edge of the boat. Catherine was just beside him; and there was a spear gun. It was dark again. Silverstar wanted to bend down for the spear gun. A big wave threw him down, forcing a mouthful of salt water down his throat. 
 
    Cough! Cough! Nicholas struggled to his feet despite the violent movements. His sight had accustomed itself to the darkness, so he was able to see the spear gun. Nicholas assumed that although the creature's exterior was tough it wouldn't necessarily be that way inside. So, the moment the fish opened its mouth he picked up the spear gun, did a 360-degree turn like a fast rider astride a Palomino in a classic Western, and launched the weapon. 
 
    The fish uttered a cry, opening its big mouth. Some dazzling light spread in. Silverstar was the first to step forward and grab the halyard to stabilize the boat. He then realized that the fish hadn't immediately eaten them because it wanted to take them to its hangout before enjoying its meal.  
 
    They were already quite far from land, but the enormous thing was still headed out to the open sea. To attract Silverstar's attention, Catherine caught hold of him and said, "If we don't escape, it will dive deeper into the sea!" Silverstar answered: "So, we have to stop it from doing that!" He seized the spear gun from Mandis and thrust it into the creature's thick, heavy tongue. The fish shook its head violently because of the pain and spit them out. Then, with a great splash, the predator dove deeper into the sea. However, it soon turned and came back. It wasn't eager to surrender its catch. 
 
    Seeing two reefs in the distance above the surface, Silverstar patted Nicholas on the shoulder and winked at him. Silverstar said to Mandis: "Speed up!" 
 
    "It won't work!" Mandis shouted, "and…… Wait a second, I've got it!" He also saw the distant reefs and continued, "I'm speeding up! Steady yourselves!" 
 
    The fish was also accelerating to catch up with them. As their boat drew closer to the reef, Nicholas shot the speargun again, which planted firmly in the reef. Catherine stepped vigorously upon the deck, holding the halyard, and did a 360-degree rotation, spraying a circle of diamond drops. Silverstar sprang up and threw the last grenade at the fish. Disoriented by the huge explosion, the fish pursued them blindly. Its huge body bumped violently into the two reefs, and it crashed upon the rocks. At last, the prey in its mouth could escape.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Continental Shelf 
 
    Catherine said out of breath, "what a close shave! It must be a feeling of adventure!" 
 
    "Sure!" Silverstar said, "I've got something to write about, later!" 
 
    After escaping the hunting fish, Nicholas wrung his wet clothes and said, "I have never done it before!" 
 
    Mandis laughed and said, "So, don't I look like a real sailor?" 
 
    Silverstar asked, "Umm…where are we right now?" 
 
    The sun was in the middle of the sky, so it must have been noon. Nicholas took a look at the sun: a white-hot orb that was expected to have dominion over the earth for 300 million years to come…and hopefully much longer than that. 
 
    Silverstar said, "We can't tell directions from the sun now, can we? It seems we'll be here for a while." 
 
    "Hey, guys!" shouted Catherine, "Look down!" 
 
    Instead of a pitch-black mass, it looked like a submerged island, no more than 10 meters below the surface. 
 
    "It's a continental shelf," said Nicholas, "It was a continent in the Ice Age, but the glacier melted at the end of the Ice Age. The continent ended up in the bottom of the sea, extending from the north of Japan and Russia all the way to the west coast of the United States." 
 
    Mandis was confused. "But this is a warm era. Where are the glaciers from?"  
 
    "How do I know about that?" Silverstar replied with a casual shrug of the shoulders. 
 
    It was then that they could just make out several human figures in the water. They were swimming fast toward the boat.  
 
    Silverstar stood at the edge of the boat, gazing at the sea. Suddenly, a hand reached out of the water, seized his leg and stole the boy into the sea.  
 
    The hand had a powerful grip, and the swimmer shot toward the depths with Silverstar in tow. It didn't matter how much Silverstar struggled, because the being simply didn't let him go. They were diving fast. The swimmer and his cohorts dragged Silverstar to a cave in the continental shelf, and there a light appeared. The man raced onto the shore and, rising out of the water to his waist, unceremoniously dumped Silverstar onto the ground.  
 
    Coughing violently, Silverstar said, "You really don't know how to treat your guests well!" 
 
    Only until now could he see clearly the sturdy man who had taken him. He kicked Silverstar in the stomach. It hurt so bad that Silverstar found it difficult to breathe. 
 
    "Wie alt bist du Junge!?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    Bang! He drew his musket and fired, missing Silverstar by two centimeters. 
 
    "Wie alt bist du?" the man demanded. Then Silverstar realized that he was speaking German rather than English. 
 
    Silverstar stuttered in reply. "I… I… Does anyone here speak English?" 
 
    After a few words with his own men, he let forth a hoarse laugh that was truly intimidating. Then he punched Silverstar hard on the shoulder, causing deathly pain.  
 
    Cough! Cough! Just then a teenager emerged from the group. He looked slightly older than Silverstar. He cleared his throat and lifted Silverstar by the collar. "Kid, which era are you from?" 
 
    "The twenty-first century," said Silverstar. At least he knew there were other human beings in this prehistoric era.  
 
    The teenager was not impressed. He leaned in and roared: "You'd better behave yourself, kid! I'm liable to yank your tongue right out of your head!" 
 
    Silverstar's face was pelted by spit. "Well. I came on the thirteenth voyage of Titanic II, which was on July 25, 2026." 
 
    "A lot of changes in eighty years!" the teenager said. He turned to the others and spoke with them briefly. Judging by their evil tone, Silverstar believed they were discussing how to deal with him. 
 
    Silverstar began to assess the cave. At the top, nature had created a tube-like outlet. The pipe must link directly to the sea surface, because he could smell the water. They had an oil lamp in the cave. As for their identity, their clothing and tattoos indicated that they were Nazis. 
 
    Mandis and Nicholas were swimming toward the cave, braving the pressure that hurt their ears. Mandis started the fight. He jumped up in the water and hit the muskets of several men with his gun like a sharp shooter. Then he knocked off one of them with a punch. "Ah! It seems that you have company! Listen carefully!" Again, the teenager warned Silverstar, "Don't mess with me! Otherwise, you'll regret it! Call me Liquor if you like!" He drew out an iron dagger, pointed it at Silverstar and continued, "That's because I'll beat the heck out of you, like a man who's crazy with booze. I'll become a complete savage. And now…" Before he could finish, Mandis knocked him senseless with the butt of his gun. 
 
    "Damn it!" said Silverstar, "I don't want to stay here even for one more second." 
 
    They hurried back to their boat, and they could see that the sun was headed toward the western horizon. To prevent any chance of pursuit, Mandis blew up a grenade and released their boat. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sellars 
 
    It was the morning of the fourth day. 
 
    "Those filthy Nazis!" Nicholas said. "That muscular guy nearly strangled me. If I didn't kick him in the nuts, I would have wound up dead." 
 
    "I didn't expect Nazis to cross over." said Runt. He paused for a second and then said quietly as if wondering aloud, "I've never heard of any missing Nazis in the World War II." 
 
    "The man even calls himself Liquor," said Silverstar. "He's a foul-mouthed scumbag." 
 
    "We have to fix our situation," Mandis said as he winced over the pain in his wounded arm. "They outnumber us, so we need to find the ones who saved us." 
 
    "Come on!" said Hicks. "Why did they just stare at us instead of saving us directly? If they really want to save us, they would have already been here!" 
 
    There were now only five sailors at the boat. Sellars had always ordered them to help him with the excavation of the sunken ship so that he could look for his personal belongings. 
 
    "Ah!" cried a sailor. Mandis hurried over to him and asked, "What's up?" 
 
    "I scratched my hand on a piece of iron, and it's bleeding heavily. Uh…does anyone have a bandage?" 
 
    "Well!" shouted Sellars like a boss, "I'm your passenger! As a sailor, you have the responsibility to protect me and help with my activities! Don't act like a spoiled kid!" 
 
    The sailor gave an angry expression and then simply continued with his work. Mandis heaved a sigh and complained, "Sellars is way too stubborn. We don't know how to deal with him." Silverstar answered, "It'd be better if we could get back to our own era soon. Otherwise …" At that moment, they heard a clear gunshot and then saw a wounded sailor fell onto the deck. Sellars had a "C-T2" in his hand, which continued to emit sparks due to the friction between the sound wave and the air. The C-T2, if you don't already know, is the latest generation sound-wave weapon, and it's more sophisticated than a sound-explosion gun. The sound waves it emits is so lethal that it was able to dent an iron plate even after blasting a hole in the sailor's heart.  
 
    "Morris!" shouted Mandis. It was only then that Silverstar realized he hadn't previously known the sailors' names. 
 
    "What are you doing!?" Mandis yelled. Sellars turned with the C-T2 and fired haphazardly. The supersonic wave broke several strands of his hair. Mandis snarled, "What the hell are you doing? Are you crazy!? I swear, I… Ah!" 
 
    Sellars hit Mandis on the shoulder, and the blow dropped him to the ground. Runt rushed to help Mandis. Catherine moved closer to Silverstar and said, "Look, over there." 
 
    They saw four sailors with two huge chests beside them. The chests were open and filled with sea-blue gems. They probably weren't jewelry, given their opacity. 
 
    "They found it!" laughed Sellars. These sailors had excavated the stuff he wanted when he got back. But that sailor fumbled among them out of curiosity. As a result, he found the letter. He had a glimpse at the dead sailor. "The letter contained a plan, which I designed very carefully. Since it had already been found, there was nothing I could do about it. That guy even pointed his gun at me. You know, there was a reason I went through KGB training." 
 
    "What plan?" demanded Mandis as he tended to his wound. "What could you possibly want?" 
 
    Sellars did little more than shrug. "Since you've discovered my secret …" Then he bellowed at the four sailors: "Hey, you guys! Come over here! How dare you touch my stuff!" He took another shot, hitting Mandis in the thigh. Mandis cried out in pain. Sellars, unmoved, said, "A couple of months ago, I got news that Karls Thule, one of our business partners, had died for no apparent reason. This suggested that our plan to rule Europe wouldn't work. It's likely that some of the other partners feel pretty disappointed." 
 
    "Did you expect him to honor his commitment?" said Silverstar. "He's probably having a good time inside the belly of a skorpiovenator." 
 
    "You know him?" Sellars answered in surprise. "But it doesn't matter now. Later I have to go on with my businesses. Like Karls, I only have eyes for interesting people with power and ambition. When we were treasure hunting in South Africa, we found a kind of ore that had never been seen before. We call it blue gold because it has the beautiful color of sapphire but the solid appearance of gold. 
 
    We believe this kind of ore could be sold for a great deal of money." Sellars had another look at the big chests filled with the blue gold and continued, "But later we found that this kind of ore has a magical power. When it comes into contact with energy, it explodes." He grew more excited as he continued. "Even the electrical current in a desk lamp would be good enough to ignite it. With the impact of such intensive energy as that generated by a fusion engine, the ore could generate more power than a nuclear weapon! It could be made into a weapon with a totally new kind of energy and unrivaled power! So, we planned to hijack a ship. More specifically, it was to be Titanic II during its voyage on the Atlantic. We'd rob the rich passengers of their money before blowing up the ship to obliterate any trace of evidence. I didn't expect the whole thing to end up this way. I planned to send some of the blue gold as a present on the first meeting with our new partner: a group of terrorists in Iraq… Damn!" The more Sellars thought about it, the angrier he became. Then he raised the C-T2 and aimed it at Mandis, shooting him in the left leg and both arms. "A-hahahahha!" laughed Sellars wildly. "I'll join those Nazis you talked about. They'll certainly appreciate what I've done, and… Ohhh!" 
 
    Before he could utter another word, a dark haunter jumped him from out of nowhere. Sellars attempted to stop the attack, and in the process he dropped the C-T2. Meanwhile, more dark haunters jumped down from the trees. Among them were several that had assaulted them the other day. Apparently, they had found reinforcements. 
 
    "Watch out!" cried the sailor Maxon Lawrence before turning to slug one of the haunters in the face.  
 
    Sellars uttered a cry when a dark haunter closed its teeth on his right arm. The bite wasn't as bad as that of a skorpiovenator. He tried to reach for the C-T2, but was immediately attacked by another dark haunter. Seeing it, Nicholas rushed over, picked up the C-T2 and shot the dark haunter wildly. The supersonic wave shot through its hard shell, causing a splash of green blood. 
 
    Runt helped Mandis get back on his feet before they walked toward Silver Angel. Hicks, in a state of panic, jumped into the car. Two dark haunters pounced on Maxon and finished him. Mandis didn't have the heart to look at the horror of it. He had no choice but to scramble into the car too Runt shouted, "You three, get out of here!" 
 
    Sellars didn't want to abandon his blue gold. He had to find a way to take it with him. 
 
    "You want to commit suicide?" shouted Silverstar, "Hurry up!" 
 
    "Go away!" Sellars shouted, pushing him away. "I must…!" 
 
    The masked figures appeared again from the sky. Each of them carried a huge bow across its back, and as a group they fired deadly wooden arrows at the dark haunters below on the ground. Their bows were powered by eight springs! The arrows shot forth like bullets, easily piercing the brains of the dark haunters. 
 
    "Wow!" said Catherine in awe. "That was cool!" 
 
    One of them removed his mask and said, "Follow us if you want to live! We're here to save you!" 
 
    Silverstar jumped into the car together with the rest. Catherine insisted that she drive. Runt stopped her and said, "It's far too dangerous for you to drive! Get to the back, quickly!" 
 
    "Well, okay," she said in disappointment. Meanwhile, several masked figures continued to battle the onrush of dark haunters. Sellars looked at the blue gold and reluctantly left it behind. Runt stepped hard on the gas pedal. Silver Angel shot forward. 
 
    The leader of the masked men heaved a spear into the chest of blue gold, whereupon the ore began to emit a blue light. The masked men opened their gliding wings, and almost instantly they vanished. Behind them, the blue gold exploded, turning to ashes the camp and every living thing around it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Wounded 
 
    "I didn't expect so many of them," one of the sailors said. "Dark haunters could still be seen wandering around." Hicks, meanwhile, busied himself by helping to treat Mandis' wound. 
 
    "Shut up, Nemo! I'm the first mate, and that means I'm tough!" 
 
    "No more talking!" continued the sailor. "You know what happened! A dark haunter bit into his neck and dragged him away from the car." 
 
    Runt said, "We'll slow down when we get into the forest, but it won't work for long. We just lost a wheel, and soon we'll crash into one of the huge trees!" 
 
    "Our bones will be crushed!" said Sellars. "We can't let it happen!" 
 
    "We're about to run into a tree!" shouted Runt, "Get ready to jump!" 
 
    "What!?" asked Nicholas. 
 
    "Jump! Now!" The car ran smack into a tree with a tremendous bang, causing an explosion that sent several dark haunters flying. 
 
    Runt went before the wounded Mandis and Nemo, the last sailor. Nicholas collected his nerve and scanned the area to see what he should do. He saw Sellars run while holding his shattered arm, so he caught up in order to help him. Unexpectedly, Sellars caught Nicholas' hands and threw him aside toward a dark haunter. The dark haunter jumped at Nicholas with its jaws open wide. Nicholas drew a dagger and plunged it into the creature's throat. Quickly he yanked out the blade and stabbed the haunter's jaw several times, finishing it. He turned, stowed the sticky weapon in his pocket, and ran.  
 
    Based on the snarling of the dark haunters, Silverstar knew he was surrounded by them. Just as he wanted to turn to see them, he fell onto the ground under a ferocious attack. Silverstar seized its pincers to prevent it from biting him, but the dark haunter was powerful. At this critical moment, Silverstar mustered all his strength to get clear of those claws. As he reached toward his waist for his dragon-fang dagger, the dark haunter bit into his shoulder. Silverstar shrieked in pain. Then he stabbed the hunter in the eye and twisted the blade as he withdrew it. The boy stood there, covering his wound with his hands. Another dark haunter sprang from the shadows and bit his belly. He didn't feel the pain because his body wasn't immediately sensitive to extreme pain. Another dark haunter jumped on him, and Silverstar fell to the ground. He suffered a nasty scratch from a poisonous claw, and the blood gushed forth. 
 
    "I can't let myself be eaten by dark haunters!" thought Silverstar. So, as the two creatures gnawed away at him, Silverstar still struggled back onto his feet. It didn't last long, and he was pulled down. Suddenly, with a loud noise and a blue light, Silverstar – in a semi-conscious state – saw several human figures approach. The dark haunters, knowing they were outnumbered, fled. 
 
    "Too slow to get… get here," stammered Silverstar. The loss of blood was significant, and he passed out. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Phase II: Time Traveler 
 
      
 
    "Eh!" Silverstar twitched as he peered out toward complete darkness. As the drumming in his ears faded, he gradually regained consciousness. The pain from the wound had awakened him completely. He opened his eyes and saw, overhead, a wooden ceiling. His belly was itchy and painful. Luckily, he could still move his fingers, so at least he knew he still had them. 
 
    The boy sat up and found that he was on a hard, wooden platform, which obviously served as a bed. The air had the scent of wood, and when he looked around he saw that the room consisted almost entirely of it. There was a circular hole in the door, and some plant fiber hung there as a curtain. Looking at himself, he found he was wearing summer clothes instead of his torn, mud-slathered things. 
 
    Silverstar also found that his wound, which had been covered with some transparent liquid, was almost fully healed. The pouch for his dragon-fang dagger was right beside him, too. He attached the pouch to his clothes and left the room. The dazzlingly bright sunlight left an unpleasant yellow spot before his eyes, but slowly his normal vision returned. He was awestruck by what he saw. He was high up in a monstrous tree, possibly several thousand years old. The tree towered over the others nearby, although they were several hundred meters tall. The branches in the top had been cut away, and he realized that he was standing in one of its rooms. He wondered who could have built such a vast castle in a tree.  
 
    It occurred to Silverstar that his friends were nowhere to be seen. He wondered where they were and what kind of place it was. 
 
    "Hello!" he heard a hoarse voice, "Come here, kid!"  
 
    Tracing the sound to its source, he found a well-muscled young man. He shuddered a bit when he thought of what it must feel like to be hit by him. 
 
    "Uh, excuse me..." Before Silverstar could finish, the man interrupted: "Come here for a second, and I'll tell you something! My boss is waiting for you!" 
 
    His voice wasn't loud, but its authoritative tone indicated that he should do as he was told. 
 
    The young man led him down a spiraling corridor. Along the way, they saw rooms evenly spaced. After less than a dozen meters, Silverstar was already exhausted, panting heavily. The man in front of him turned around and said, "Why do you get tired so easily? Are you a man or not!? Hurry up!" 
 
    "Okay!" Silverstar stopped for gaining a breath and then moved on. Finally, he got to the exit. He looked ahead and gasped. It was a flight of descending stairs carved out of a tree that had grown out of a cliff face over a deep abyss. The stairway had no rail. 
 
    "My God," Silverstar said, shivering. The man went ahead without him. Silverstar took another breath and stepped gently onto the creaking stairs. He broke out in a cold sweat, and his breathing quivered. Step by step, he followed the stairs down, and on the way he lost track of time. Despite the dizziness, his survival instinct helped keep him safely on the treads of the stairway. Finally, he got to the bottom. Silverstar sank to his knees, absolutely out of breath.  
 
    "Get up!" the man said as he walked over and picked him up. Silverstar was then greeted by an older man, whose voice reverberated from a big room in front of him. "Hello, Silverstar." 
 
    Silverstar raised his head and asked, "You know my name?" 
 
    "Welcome to the base of time travelers," the man continued. "My name is Darwin Speicher." 
 
      
 
    It was night in the forest of huge trees two days before Silverstar woke up. 
 
    Sapling trees bent and cracked under huge wheels. As the dark clouds dissipated, bright moonlight shed over the gleaming, dark-red Nazi emblem. It was a huge, armored vehicle. It was made of the skeleton of a poisonous wasp. Each of its six leg bones was supported by a wheel. Electrically powered, the vehicle ran at top speed and its eyes emitted a weak light. The driver sat poker-faced, resting both of his legs on the steering wheel. 
 
    The headlight illuminated the ground over a path of ten meters. No living thing could be seen. Suddenly, the figure of a man appeared in front of the vehicle as it blasted along at top speed. It was Sellars. He too was expressionless but was supported by a brace made of tree leaves. He showed no sign of fear at the rapidly approaching vehicle. The driver was shocked and pulled hard at the steering wheel, shouting in German. The six legs of the wasp clutched the wheels, producing sparks and a great deal of noise. Sellars remained there, still as a stone. The vehicle spun round, and its venomous acupuncture nearly touched his face. It screeched to a stop, puffing a huge mass of white smoke. The gunner stationed in the tail was also caught by surprise by his sudden appearance. The top of the vehicle creaked open. Liquor jumped out of it and asked Sellars, "Are you one of those guys?" 
 
    "Nope," answered Sellars with a click of his neck as he turned to face him. "I'm an old friend of your boss, Ossien." 
 
      
 
    Morning. Two days later.　 
 
    Silverstar, now in the company of the old man, breathed deeply and regained his composure. Taking a closer look at his host, the boy found that he showed very little sign of age other than a few wrinkles. His torso, neck, arms and legs bulged with perfectly toned muscles, and it seemed he'd be stronger than other men.  
 
    "Your name is Darwin?" asked Silverstar in surprise. 
 
    "His name is Darwin Speicher!" one of the other guys said, rising to his feet. "Show some respect, boy! Do you know who we are?" 
 
    "Knock it off, Darren!" ordered Darwin as he stopped him together with the rest of the group. "You'll only hurt him!" 
 
    "You have a wooden head!" cursed the man who led Silverstar here. 
 
    "Shut up, Hilton!" roared Darren. "If you don't keep it shut, I'll pop your eyes out! And…" 
 
    "Enough!" said Darwin, "Ronnie, you sit down! Darren, you stand and face the wall in penitence for your mischief! Hilton, don't make trouble." He turned to the terrified Silverstar and said, "Don't mind them. They often do that kind of thing." 
 
    "Well, that's fine." 
 
    "We call ourselves time travelers," continued Darwin. "I'm the first one to be here in this era. So, I'm the toughest one on the team!"  
 
    Darwin grinned and continued, "That was ninety-five years ago when I came here in 1967 as a young man of thirty." Seeing the surprise so evident on Silverstar's face, he confirmed, "That's right, I'm already 124 years old. By human standards, I've lived a very long time. Thanks to the fresh air, pure water and some truly miraculous medicine, I've survived and prospered. Over the past ninety-five years, these guys have arrived with their families and friends. I saved each of them, especially since Nina came." The man – Darwin – pointed to the corner, where there was a red-haired woman with very dark eyes. Apparently, she was the only woman here, because the men would often look or stare at her. Darwin continued, "She brought a few modern tools, and she claims to be from 2112." 
 
    "Wow!" exclaimed Silverstar, "Well, I have lots of questions for her!" 
 
    "It's a pity, kid," said Rhode. "Nina isn't talkative. She won't respond to any of your questions. By the way, we call her Autumn." 
 
    "Rhode," Nina spoke up, "What's wrong with you? You don't want your hands?" 
 
    "Um…sorry about that!" replied Ronnie, "Don't get me wrong!" 
 
    "Cough!" Darwin looked at him and then continued, "After nearly a century of construction, we've built this great castle. It took us 95 years, to be exact!" said he excitedly, "Well, I was the top expert in space-time theory before I became a time traveler. Eventually, during my search for a hyperspace wave in the North Pole, I was sucked into this era. Until today, I've been looking for an opportunity to get back to the human era." 
 
    "I really don't want to wait another century!" said Silverstar. At this time, he thought of his own group and asked, "Where are my friends?" 
 
    "They're…" Darwin paused before continuing. "They're in the room below. When we first met you, we didn't know whether you were an enemy. Once we got the whole story from Simons, we figured it out." 
 
    "The captain?" asked Silverstar excitedly, "Is he okay?" 
 
    "He's with your friends." answered Darwin, "He's fine. Well, my observations and research indicate that the time hole will open in a couple of weeks – less than a month, in fact – and allow you to go back to your own era." 
 
    "Really!?" asked Silverstar. 
 
    "Definitely," said Darwin with assurance. "Soon you'll be back home, where you belong." 
 
    "Can I go see my friends now?" 
 
    "Sure!" 
 
    "Great!" 
 
    "Relax, kid," Darwin said. 
 
    He led Silverstar toward the terrifying stairs. "Is this the quickest shortcut?" asked Silverstar in a shivering voice. "As a matter of fact, we could take a straight path, but it's pretty bumpy." Darwin responded, "Don't be afraid!" At last they reached the bottom, whereupon Silverstar, having caught his breath again, turned round to find only Nina behind them. 
 
    "Where are the others?" 
 
    "They're busy with their own business," replied Darwin, "messing around and fighting. Jack broke Darren's rib a couple of years ago, arguing over who was capable of attacking Nazis." 
 
    "Who are those people?" asked Silverstar while walking.  
 
    "There were some rumors during World War II" said Darwin seriously, "that Hitler had planned to build a Nazi base at the South Pole. Because he was ultimately defeated, the plan was abandoned. It turns out to be true. Just as they were flying over the Atlantic carrying the construction equipment, they disappeared without a trace. Now we know that they had arrived at this era. They're probably the first human beings to be here in this time. Over the years, we have fought them. Their first leader, or the Fuhrer as they put it, was Hitler. But their current Fuhrer in the Prehistoric Reich is an unknown Nazi officer. He has many hi-tech tools that we find difficult to deal with. I haven't seen him myself, but it's rumored that he does not look old at all although he must be very old." 
 
    Silverstar went silent. Darwin continued, "Relax. They're just a gang of paper tigers. Well, here we are. Autumn, please do a favor for me." 
 
    "Yes, boss." She stepped forward and put her hand on the door, which opened with a tick. 
 
    "You have a lot of sophisticated stuff here!" said Silverstar as he entered the room. 
 
    He cried, "You're all here!"  
 
    "I'm glad you're alive! I would've visited you earlier, but those stairs are terrifying," Catherine said. "That day, you lost too much blood and passed out. It's Darwin who drove away the dark haunters and saved us all. He brought us here." 
 
    "I can't believe you're alive! You were horribly wounded, with all those bites." said Hicks patting him on the shoulder, "We've been eating while we waited for you." 
 
    "Are you okay?" Mandis asked as he pushed Hicks away. "It's great that you're still alive! The captain survived, too!" 
 
    "Where is he?" asked Silverstar. The boy looked around but didn't see Simons. 
 
    "He was in an even worse situation that you were," Mandis said. "There was internal hemorrhaging. He's resting now, though." 
 
    Silverstar turned to Darwin, "I have so many questions for you. What's the liquid you used to treat Hicks' wound? 
 
    Nicholas answered: "That's a wound-healing medicine that Autumn brought from the future. It's designed to treat serious wounds suffered in explorations. It's a biological science invented in 2092. The liquid serves to protect and produce cells. To put it simply, it can replace dead cells. If an old man were to use the medicine, it would reverse the aging of his skin. As a result, he'd look much younger than he really is. Anyway, the medicine won't make you live longer. It can only improve the skin, so it isn't helpful for your internal organs. It's a man-made medicine, so prolonged use will damage the body tissues. It's only suitable for emergencies." 
 
    "That's incredible!" said Darwin in amazement. "How did you learn so much about it?" 
 
    "I asked Autumn. She told me a lot," answered Nicholas, "She's very smart." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ossien 
 
    The ground in the depths of the vast forest shook with the approach of a thunderous noise. It was the pummeling from another armored vehicle made of a gigantic skeleton, but this one was different from the one they had seen two days earlier. With a fluorescent Nazi sign on it, the vehicle laid waste to trees and vegetation. 
 
    The occupants spoke in German: 
 
    "Soon we will arrive at the base. They are all talking about what happened recently. Have you heard about it?" 
 
    "Well, I think you mean the guest that Colonel Liquor brought back. The colonel is afraid of nothing, but even he was frightened after hearing what the guest said." 
 
    "You're right! It seems that Colonel Liquor too is afraid of something!" 
 
    "Wait, be quiet! I will call the guard to open the door for us. If Colonel Liquor were to hear what you've just said, you would die for it! Okay … Base!" 
 
    "Password verification," instructed the husky voice of a security guard over an old walkie-talkie. The armored vehicle stopped before a fathomless swamp that steamed with acidic, nausea-inducing gas. A mountain rose from the middle of the swamp, and it comprised the Nazi base. Upon the arrival of the vehicle at the base of the mountain, a massive alloy plate clattered to the ground. Then, a large number of metal balls appeared, as if by magic. They grew at dazzling speed, and soon they met the opposite bank to form a bridge. The armored vehicle thundered forward as the gate slowly opened. It proceeded up a long, lamp-lit road. Eventually, the vehicle slowed down as it drew near a bright light. The vehicle stopped momentarily and then pulled into an immense garage that appeared large enough to house a zeppelin. From a loudspeaker came a German voice: "Armored vehicle number three has moved into zone one." Within the brightly lit space, many people were busy with their tasks. 
 
    All this was displayed to Sellars on a big screen. Beside him, a holographic display showed, "Central Zone A3: living quarters for Ossien." 
 
    "It's about time, Gioni," said Sellars to a man who wore a black uniform emblazoned in gold with a Nazi emblem. 
 
    "You've come just in time," said Gioni. "The boss asked us to wake him up today. Otherwise, the Toxinova will come." 
 
    White smoke gushed out of the hibernation pod. The loudspeaker announced in a female voice, speaking German: "Ossien has awakened in good shape. Food has…" 
 
    "Enough," interrupted Gioni. "You are done now." 
 
    The man inside the hibernation pod opened his eyes and winced as he moved his stiff body. He saw Sellars and Gioni. 
 
    "Have you completed your research?" he asked Gioni. He paid no attention to his business partner. 
 
    "Yes, sir. And your partner…" 
 
    "Sellars, nein," said Ossien. I didn't realize that hyperspace in the twenty-first century was still unstable. I'm sorry for what you have suffered." 
 
    His white clothes were strangely futuristic. He had very smooth facial skin and wicked eyes. He walked to the dining table and took a sip from a goblet of wine.  
 
    "Do you have the time machine ready?" asked Sellars. "I'm fed with up this era." 
 
    "Certainly!" smiled Ossien. "There will not be a problem." 
 
    "Excellent," Sellars replied. A moment later, Ossien turned around and laughed loudly, pointing at a strange organism in a culture dish. It was labeled "Supreme Being." 
 
    
  
 
    A Visit to the Travelers' Base 
 
    "That's Rhode, and that's Jack," said Darwin to Silverstar as they proceeded down the internal stairs of the vast tree. "They're both eighteen, the same as Autumn."  
 
    "Hey, there. I'm Silverstar. It's nice to meet you." 
 
    "Guys," said Rhode, "we have a lot of interesting stuff here because the boss has always been a hoarder. I went to extraterrestrial space together with Al almost every week." 
 
    "Come on, take it easy. The kid hasn't been here very long. When he rushes through the atmospheric layer, the pressure of it will cause his stomach to explode," warned Ark, who, as always, picked at one of his ears as he spoke. 
 
    "What do you mean by extraterrestrial space?" asked Nicholas, "and who's Al?" 
 
    "All that will be answered pretty soon," said Darwin with a curious smile. 
 
    "This is an elevator." Darwin's voice echoed up and down an unimaginably tall vertical passage. "It's made for the lift." It was obviously created by some powerful explosive, be traces of the impact could be observed here and there. 
 
    "This is…a miracle!" said the astounded Runt. "It'd the ninth wonder of the world, if the other eight were to yet exist!" 
 
    "How did you do it?" Hicks asked. "What type of explosive did you use?" "Explosive?" Silverstar looked at Hicks dubiously. "Um… I didn't recognize it." 
 
    The others stared at him with bewilderment. Hicks cleared his throat and said, "Hah! Well, how could ordinary people like you understand such complicated stuff? You see…" 
 
    He showed them the evidence he had found whereupon he gave a prideful laugh. "I'm one of the most respected scientists in the study of time-space theory! I could probably become one of the greats, like the founder of this very scientific discipline!" 
 
    "Wait… Are you a space-time theorist too!?" said Darwin. The old man seized him by the shoulder in surprise, doing so with a grasp that was almost preternaturally powerful. 
 
    "Oww!" cried Hicks, wrestling away from Darwin's hand. "Yes, I am. What's wrong with that?"  
 
    "Haven't you heard of Darwin Speicher, the youngest and the most talented scientist in the field?" 
 
    "You mean the one who's second only to Einstein? Are you telling me that you're…" 
 
    "That's absolutely right!" Darwin said, sweeping his hair from his forehead. "I'm the one who disappeared fifty years ago." 
 
    "Well, I'll be!" said Hicks in amazement. His attitude toward Darwin changed immediately. "Mr. Speicher, it's a great honor to meet you!" Hicks was so much in awe that he could have genuflected. Catherine giggled and said quietly, "Oh. So, that's what happens to your arrogance." 
 
    Silverstar and Nicholas could only laugh. 
 
    "Cut it out!" said Darwin as he waved the sycophantic Hicks aside. "Don't you want to know what extraterrestrial space is? I'll show you." 
 
    He grasped a rope and gave it a stiff tug. A boulder hanging from the top of the tree dropped, pulling up a lift. Darwin pulled another rope to stop the boulder and said, "Step in, please. We have railings this time." 
 
    "Is this what you call a railing?" asked Catherine, pointing at a wooden stick. "It's little better than nothing!" 
 
    "Miss, try not to be so picky," said Darwin as he walked inside. The lift started to sway violently, and several passengers nearly fell off. 
 
    "Gosh! Watch out!" shouted Silverstar. "It's dangerous!" 
 
    "Sit tight!" warned Darwin before pulling hard at the rope.    
 
    The lift launched upward like a rocket, causing some of the passengers to gasp. In this process, the lift almost rubbed a huge boulder. After about twenty seconds, Darwin started to slow down the lift by pulling the falling boulder. The lift finally stopped at the top of the tree.   
 
    Nicholas coughed heavily before asking, "Can't we go any slower?"  
 
    "Come here and take a look at this beautiful scene," said Darwin. He opened his arms and breathed deeply of the fresh air. The place overlooked the entire forest, all the way to the sparkling water at the shoreline. "There's a mountain nearby. That's the place where we get our blue gold. And that," said Darwin as he pointed toward the bay, "is where we fish and eat seafood. Now, you've already seen this thing." He stepped on a raised platform for lookouts and said, "This is the place where we monitor the forest. We also have a conch here." Darwin approached the horn-like shell. "Let me show you the best invention that a human being has ever made!" said Darwin as he pressed its wooden button.  
 
    He took a deep breath and blew into the conch. Instead of a thunderous sound, it produced a beautifully mellifluous sound like that of a flute. The pattern on its surface flowed up and down with the melody, displaying colorful lights. 
 
    "Incredible!" exclaimed Catherine, "Is that the legendary song of the Atlantic?" 
 
    "Legendary song of the… !?" asked Silverstar, "What's that?" 
 
    "You need to visit the east coast occasionally." whispered Nicholas, who didn't want to interrupt the wonderful music, "It's the mermaids' song of enchantment. It's rumored that sailors on the sea would be captivated by the song and then perish on the rocks." 
 
    "Oh, right," Silverstar whispered back. "I've heard the story." 
 
    The song ended. Darwin breathed heavily and said, "I nearly ran out of breath with that one." He smiled. "Now, it's time for us to witness a miracle!" 
 
    The sky rumbled with a distant roar. It sounded like something made by a group of creatures howling simultaneously. Hicks looked at where the sound came from. Instantly, his face became deathly pale. 
 
    "What's happened to you? Are you ill?" asked Nicholas with a tone of concern. 
 
    "My God! They're fire dragons!" cried Hicks. 
 
    "Are you kidding me!?" said Darwin, placing his hand on his forehead. He gave Hicks a playful smack on the cheek and said, "How could I have such a cowardly colleague like you? I summoned the dragons here!" 
 
    "That accounts for it," said Runt, hoping to avoid the gust caused by the six approaching fire dragons. "The conch horn you made is used to call forth the dragons." 
 
    "Well, that really is a great invention!" exclaimed Silverstar. Seeing the terrified Hicks, he had to laugh.  
 
    Hicks, obviously embarrassed, stood to the side. Catherine, however, was fearful of the monsters, which were as tall as high-rise buildings. 
 
    "Don't be fooled by their terrifying appearance," Darwin said as he gave Catherine a gentle pat on the shoulder. "Fire dragons are ancestors of reptiles. We don't know their exact origin, but they're friendly and smart. So, we can all ride them." 
 
    "Ride a fire dragon?" Silverstar rushed to Darwin, "I'm looking forward to doing that! I've ridden poisonous scorpions before but never an animal that could fly." 
 
    "You mean Rey de los insectos?" asked Darwin, "You dared to ride a creature that big?" 
 
    "Sure!" the boy replied. Silverstar stole a look at Catherine nearby and said with a flourish, "I even acted as a dragon trainer on the fairy island and rode 'Rey de los insectos,' as you mentioned. I even escaped from the jaws of La ultrarrápida cazadores." 
 
    One of the dragons howled as if to urge them to be quick. 
 
    "Okay, then," Darwin said. "Let's get our passenger compartment mounted." A globular cabin was wheeled out of a cavernous garage nearby. The compartment resembled the cockpit of a fighter jet, but it had four seats. The left seat in the front row was reserved for Darwin, who would operate the controls. There was a long, extremely broad strap on the top of the cabin, and Darwin climbed onto one of the creatures to secure the cabin around its neck. He dropped four leather belts as a pair of men walked out of the lift toward him. Darwin introduced them by saying, "These two guys are Jack and Darren. Silverstar, you met them yesterday. Well, what are you two looking at!? Get over here and help me!" 
 
    "Right, boss!" said Jack, and he rushed over to help. Darren looked at Jack with contempt and said, "Boss, you didn't see what he was doing then. Without the help from Heaton and Veale, he would probably have been hanging around Autumn. Although Autumn didn't even look at him, he simply wouldn't leave. He acted like a hooligan. 
 
    Jack struggled to buckle a lock catch, after which he punched Darren in the face. 
 
    Darren dropped what he was doing, cussed mightily and gave Jack a swift kick. Seeing the dogfight, Darwin was forced to knock them down with a few moves. He shouted, "Behave yourselves! We need to bring new members out to extraterrestrial space for some fun." 
 
    The lead dragon, with a roar, spread its wings to welcome its passengers on board. Darwin said, "Jack, you go with the two doctors. I'll go with the three kids. Meanwhile, Captain Simons, who's dressed in plant fiber, is with Nemo and Darren." 
 
    Silverstar greeted the two with a wave of his hand. Darwin explained, "Let me explain this: The fire dragon will take us to outer space, and we'll remain in a vacuum for 30 seconds. It's a test of breath-holding capacity for the fire dragon, but don't be afraid. It'll all be fine. In case anything goes, we'll head back immediately."   
 
    "Won't we burn to ashes as we penetrate the atmospheric layer?" Catherine asked. "I've already seen fire caused by friction with the air." 
 
    "Possibly," replied Darwin with a mischievous smile. Given that reply, Silverstar was tempted to jump out of the cabin. However, he had already fastened his seat belt and put on his oxygen mask. Darwin secured the cabin door and said, "This will be an adventure, anyway." Nicholas took a deep breath. Silverstar said, "Let's just do it!" 
 
    The trio of fire dragons gave a mighty roar in unison and leaped from the ground. They spread their vast wings, causing a gust to blow the leaves off the canopy of foliage. They raced across the sky like a flaming meteor. Flapping their wings – which were even bigger than their bodies – the dragons went forward at an incalculable speed. 
 
      
 
      
 
    A Trip to Outer Space 
 
    The fire dragons flapped their wings, rocketing ever skyward. The gravitational pull tugged at Silverstar and the others, but magically the dragons could defy it. Darwin continually announced, in a broken voice, such data as the height and air pressure, and he regularly warned his fellow travelers to control their breath. Just as Ark had admonished them earlier, it felt as if their stomachs would burst. On a plateau, one's belly could inflate like a Mylar balloon. A fighter pilot could suffer a cerebral hemorrhage and blood-vessel explosion amid the plummeting of his jet. Silverstar simply couldn't manage his thinking correctly. He could still lift his hands, but they were freezing. After all, they were already 10,000 meters in altitude. It was beyond belief that the fire dragons could hold their breath for such an amount of time. 
 
    "They can do it because their lungs are the size of buses. They can store tons of oxygen, and that supply allows them to fly to outer space and back." Darwin answered their questions almost before they could be asked, as if he were a mind reader. 
 
    "Ouch!" cried Hicks over the phone. "Jack! We have to head back! My wrist hurts too much!" 
 
    "He's had a relapse of his illness due to the air pressure," Runt said. "It has caused his blood vessels to burst. He was wounded not long ago, so we need go back!" 
 
    They all looked at their wrists, and on each there was a bulging artery that resembled a drinking straw. Darwin turned on the air conditioner. Although they could gradually acclimate to the extreme environment, at any moment their blood vessels could rupture.  
 
    Silverstar couldn't hear Darwin's announcement of their altitude, but outside there appeared the perfect circular edge of the planet. The rapid ascent led to an insufficient supply of oxygen to the brain. Silverstar's head was in chaos. 
 
    "Silverstar! Look!" Catherine shook Silverstar. He opened his eyes. They were flying inside the cabin. A screw flew up and hit him right on the nose. There was a deep-blue mass outside the cabin, and below there was a vast primordial continent, with its origin from the original land mass. Yuri Gagarin, the first Russian cosmonaut, would have said the world was the purest blue and green if he were to have seen such a spectacle. Given the complete absence of satellites, space stations or any man-made debris, nothing glinted in the darkness but celestial bodies. The moon looked iridescent, like a pearl, and the scorch trace of the lunar mare was highlighted in a deeper gray. The Pacific, along the edge of the earth, shone with beautiful blue light as it reflected the sun's rays.  
 
    "This is Heaven," Nicholas said softly.  
 
    Catherine added, "It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen." 
 
    Silverstar gazed outward in astonishment. The earth below was so rich and vital that he was completely without words to describe it.  
 
    Darwin had a 30-second countdown, after which he issued a warning: "Sit tight, we're heading back." The fire dragons stopped flapping their wings and allowed the gravity to pull them down.  
 
    "Spread your wings! Angels!" Darwin cried exultantly. They dropped toward the earth, plunging through the atmosphere like a roller coaster. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Great Rift Valley 
 
    "This is how it feels when we return to the earth from space!" Nicholas clenched his teeth, as he imagined the dragons did. The dragons spread their huge wings. Violent shaking followed. The dragon descended on its belly, which helped reduce the resistance. Its wings caught fire. The dragon could still endure the flames, though, because they were relatively minor. Everyone on board just had to fart, as did the dragon in response to the decreasing air pressure. They were still twenty thousand feet above the ground. The dragon rotated its wings from time to time to make sure that they would land properly. 
 
    The cabin suddenly slipped off due to its loose binding with the neck of the dragon and caught fire immediately. It seemed that Darwin wanted to say something, but nothing was heard because of the all-consuming noise. 
 
    With a roar, some creature skipped behind the dragon, seemingly in the hope of snatching the cabin. Luckily the dragon seized the cabin with a swift, thoroughly acrobatic dive. However, its claw slashed open the top of the cabin. It was a serious problem because they were fourteen thousand meters above the ground! It was very likely that they would freeze. 
 
    Silverstar began to shiver, and the flames went out. The fire dragon was engaged in battle with some unnamed creature. The creature had a silver-white crest and a pair of wings like those of a bat but the color of bleached bones. Its tail was full of quills like those of a hedgehog. Its two legs were like those of an insect. Its hands were small, and its small head – like that of a dragon from Chinese mythology – had jaws lined with razor-sharp teeth.  
 
    The creature flew toward the fire dragon with a roar and kicked its adversary in the head with its huge foot, leaving a bloody slit on the dragon's head.  
 
    The fire dragon roared with a rage and puffed a flame. But its opponent wasn't harmed in the least. The creature bit and ripped into the neck of the dragon. At this moment, Silverstar found that the head of the creature was twice as big as that of the fire dragon. But the fire dragon wasn't to be trifled with. With the claws on its wings, the fire dragon dragged the creature off its neck, doing so through brute force. Though the fire dragon had been injured somewhat, it wasn't beaten. It launched another fusillade of fire and caused an explosion inside the throat of its opponent. The creature, oozing transparent blood, fled in panic. As they descended through the cover of clouds, they saw a desert full of canyons, big and small. It was then that the silver-white creature, undeterred by its wound, attacked again. Flapping its wings, the fire dragon leaped onto the huge body of the creature, prying open the latter's mouth and dislocating the lower jaw. Then, into that gaping throat the dragon blasted more fire. The creature burst into flames and hurtled earthward. It plunged into a rift, creating a yellow cloud of dust, rubble and shattered bone. The fire dragon landed slowly and folded its wings. It ripped the red-hot cabin off its back. The leather strap made of special heat-resistant materials was already as soft as cotton. 
 
    "I'm calling Darren and others to come," Silverstar said. Darwin halted him on the spot, saying, "Whoa, whoa, whoa! You just stay here. The rift valley is so hot and dangerous." 
 
    "Why is there a desert like the one we see in this warm era?" Silverstar wondered aloud. The existence of so desolate a place, in that era, puzzled him. What could have caused that region of Earth to look like Mars?  
 
    "It is a miracle! Incredible!" Runt said with great excitement. "The fire dragons could follow human instructions and can even cross through the atmospheric layer without getting burned to cinders! You know…" He began to share his observations from the perspective of biology.  
 
    "You're conducting another research study, aren't you?" asked Nemo. Dr. Runt couldn't contain his enthusiasm.   
 
    "Definitely!" he shouted in response, startling Simons. "Biology is a great science! If you want to explore the mystery and range of life on earth…" 
 
    "Well, I just can't take that anymore," Nicholas said with a sarcastic roll of the eyes. 
 
    "After all, what is this monster?" said Darwin as he looked at the dead beast with a trickle of transparent blood flowing from its mouth. The three fire dragons, meanwhile, sat and licked their bodies like cats. Darren and Jack didn't say a word. Silverstar said instead, "Usually, this kind of creature shouldn't have existed. It's also extremely unusual for something to have wings like those of a bat." 
 
    Hicks yawned lazily. "It's a mutation caused by some chemical experiment." 
 
    "Come on!" Runt shot back, glaring at him contemptuously. "What would you know about it!?" 
 
    "The dark haunters we encountered earlier are very unusual," Hicks said, defending his position. "There's also this vast rift valley. It must hold some secret that we've yet to discover." 
 
    A wine glass collided with a chair armrest, ringing with the clarity of a bell. Abruptly, Ossien rose to his feet. In a dark surveillance room, a wide screen showed what was happening in that valley. The dead monster and Runt were in full view, and what he said could be heard. A bright light cast into a soft silhouette the words etched into the wine glass: Life's End, which was also the name of the wine.  
 
    Gurgling, Ossien took another gulp of the liquid. He said, "Villers, the silver-bone dragon has been defeated. Use a nerve message to summon split-bone beetles." 
 
    "Yes, sir!" replied a voice, suggesting low transmission power for the nerve message in order to prevent it from being detected by the Time Police. 
 
    "Well, that is excellent!" Ossien sat down slowly, "Now…we shall all wait and see." 
 
    "Hey, guys," Simons called in a tone of concern. "This place isn't good for a long-term stay, just like the forest." 
 
    "The fire dragon will be exhausted soon," Darren answered. "It needs return to the forest for water." 
 
    Just as Nemo was about to say something, his facial expression changed. He shouted, "Look out!"  
 
    With a horrible scream, a monster approached at lightning speed, causing a gust. It had a pitch-black shell and sharp claws on raptor's feet. It was as huge as the silver-bone dragon, but this beast had a tail full of quills and four wings, each of which was tipped with sharp claws like those of the fire dragons. 
 
    The monster screamed and opened its six hands, all pointing at the people on the ground. It moved with great speed. The fire dragon was caught by surprise. Darren took the lead in stopping the monster, and together they disappeared in a cloud of dust. The monster seized several people and launched into the air. Amid the commotion, Darwin cried, "It's a split-bone beetle! Catch it!" 
 
    Unfortunately, Silverstar was seized. In the rapid ascent together with the split-bone beetle, Silverstar lost consciousness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Summit 
 
    "Silverstar, wake up!" 
 
    Silverstar sat bolt upright, only to knock heads with Nicholas. 
 
    "Ouch! What're you trying to do? Kill me!?" Nicholas stood there with a hand against his forehead. "I'm seeing many silver stars."  
 
    "Where are we now?" asked Silverstar as he rubbed his aching head. 
 
    "A summit." answered a voice listlessly. It was Darren, who was busy tending to his wound. He continued, "That damned monster brought us here. The eastern peak is 7,600 meters up, and the western one is 8,900 meters. I don't how high the summit is. Son of a bitch!" He kept cursing the split-bone beetle. 
 
    "Hey, what happened to you!?" asked Silverstar. "Jeez, that's an awful wound!" 
 
    "He got a bad scratch on the ground when the monster picked him up." explained Nicholas. "Gosh, though!" uttered Nicholas when he looked at the wound. He didn't have the guts to stare at it.  
 
    "Who else was caught?" asked Silverstar as he looked around. He realized that they were inside a pit, as large as a tennis court. It must be a cave inside a high mountain. Dozens of stalactites hung from the ceiling. Silverstar made a cry, but it was met only by a series of reverberations. Darren had brought a flashlight. Although it was fluorescent light, it was almost as bright as a floodlight. Silverstar was very curious about how it was made. Because Darren was still oozing blood, he didn't ask him.  
 
    "When we were caught by the monster, the boss was still fighting the thing. It stopped Simons, Nemo and that girl," said Darren meekly. 
 
    "Where's the rapid recovery medicine?" asked Nicholas. 
 
    "It … It fell out of the sky and was pulverized when it crashed," he replied, coughing and sputtering all the while. Darren sat up by pushing against the ground with his palms. He took out a rope with a grappling hook and said, "There's a way to get out although it's kind of time-consuming." 
 
    "Let me throw it," Nicholas offered. "You should save your strength." 
 
    Darren said, "That wall is at least six meters high. You don't have my strength, so let me do it." He twisted the rope vigorously. The grapple grasped a stone that protruded from the entrance to the cave. 
 
    "Awesome!" Silverstar said, applauding. 
 
    As Darren struggled to ascend the rope, his wound bled profusely. 
 
    "Are you okay?" asked Nicholas, clearly concerned. 
 
    "I couldn't be better. Anyway, I don't need sympathy from some kid." Darren still didn't admit that he was badly wounded, although he was afraid of the possible consequences. 
 
    The man teetered and fell from his three-meter perch. "Oww! Damn it!" Darren struggled back onto his feet and, not wanting to seem any less capable than before, renewed his attempt. 
 
    "Enough!" Silverstar couldn't see him get hurt anymore. "Nicholas and I will go first, and then we'll pull you up!" 
 
    "Oh, that's big talk!" Darren said with disgust. Silverstar had the good sense not to argue. He grabbed the rope and, despite the discomfort of it, climbed up. The smooth contours of the wall posed a challenge, but soon he made it to the top.  
 
    "My gosh, wheezing!" exclaimed Silverstar, "Nicholas! Come up and have a look!" 
 
    Standing at the mouth of the cave, Silverstar saw that the cave was about several kilometers long and its top was roughly seventy meters above the ground where there were full of holes created by certain creatures. The floor of the cave was littered with skeletons. They were at one of the caves where the split-bone beetle stored the carcasses of its unfortunate prey. 
 
    "Did you see others?" asked Nicholas when he got to the top. 
 
    "No, hopefully they are doing fine." replied Silverstar with some depression. 
 
    "They will be fine." said Nicholas out of breath. 
 
    "What is wrong?" asked Silverstar as Nicholas covered his mouth. Nicholas cried, "What is the odor? It smells terribly!" 
 
    "Odor?" Silverstar tried to smell. He immediately realized with a blush, "Sorry! I have a stuffy nose and could smell nothing." 
 
    No soon had Silverstar blown his nose than he covered it. "Wow! What a foul smell! Coughing!" 
 
    "Hey, what're you doing there?" shouted Darren impatiently, "I can't wait here much longer!" 
 
    "Come on, let's pull him up." Nicholas took a deep breath mustered his strength. "Come and give me a helping hand!" 
 
    The two of them pulled the rope so vigorously that they nearly rubbed the skin off their palms. 
 
    Alas, they managed to pull Darren all the way up. Silverstar and Nicholas dropped to the ground wheezing and hacking.  
 
    "Damn it," said Darren, "but that's an unusual odor! You'd better get away from it!" Just then, a billowing cloud of purple gas rushed toward them. They all collapsed within the fog. Darren warned in a loud voice, "Don't breathe! Nerve gas…lethal!" 
 
    Silverstar realized that the terrible smell came from the gas billowing from the split-bone beetle that had brought them to the place. The beetle had gills like those of a shark, and as it exhaled, the poisonous fumes wafted from them. It could inflate its lower jaw into an orb like a frog and then spew a cloud of the toxin. 
 
    The gigantic beetle sprang toward its prey with mouth wide open, emitting a roar that sounded like an air-raid siren. Suddenly, there came an explosion, and the split-bone beetle uttered a miserable cry. One of its eyes had been damaged, and transparent blood and other fluids began to pour from it. Then, from out of the toxic fog, a pair of big hands seized Silverstar and Nicholas and urged them to run. 
 
    "Darren!" said Nicholas coughing intermittently, "Thank you for saving us!" 
 
    The group took shelter behind a boulder, hoping not to be seen or sensed in any way. The split-bone beetle kept searching for its prospective victims. Its pupil of eye repeated the cycle of dilation and contraction. Silverstar tried his best to keep down his breathing sound lest they would be found. Inside the quiet cave, there was only the sound of the split-bone beetle that was searching for its prey and puffing out the poisonous gas. 
 
    "Guys!" whispered Darren, "we need to keep moving away from it." 
 
    The split-bone beetle roared and bashed at the boulder. It swept its lethal claw over their heads, slicing off a lock of Silverstar's hair. The split-bone beetle was determined to catch them. It came closer, jaws agape. There was another explosion. Darren shouted, "I didn't do it this time." 
 
    "I did it!" replied a loud voice. Jack descended from the sky holding a rope. He threw a piece of blue gold at the head of the split-bone beetle. He alit on the ground, and they could see that he had gliding wings designed for time travelers. There was another explosion. The right half face of the split-bone beetle burst and flew apart like shrapnel. Miraculously, though, it bleeding wound scarred over immediately. Then even the scar disappeared as the wound completely healed. Out came another cloud of nerve gas. The creature was simultaneously a walking death and a self-healer.  
 
    "This thing is really frightening!" said Nicholas. "Why would it need a cave!?" 
 
    "It even has rapid recovery capability!" said Jack, coughing. "Darren, are you okay?" 
 
    "I thought you didn't get caught. How come..."  
 
    "You didn't see it, so maybe you should have your eyes examined. Simons asked me to help you, but as a result…" 
 
    "Well," said Silverstar to Jack, "how about Catherine. Is she okay too?" 
 
    "She's fine, kid. Anyway, we need a place to hide. This monster just won't give up!" 
 
    As he ran, Silverstar thought that the monster was using a strategy of trying to drive them in a particular direction. He wondered if it could really be so.  
 
    As expected, they saw Simons, Nemo and Catherine. Obviously, the split-bone beetle was trying to gather together his prey before eating them one by one. 
 
    The split-bone beetle caught up with them and knocked them over. Its fierce-looking mouth hung above their heads, and saliva ran down like snowmelt. It seemed that the beetle was trying to choose its first tidbit.   
 
    "Guys!" Darren said, shouting toward Jack. "Go to the right. There's underground water. Run!" 
 
    "Did you hear that?" shouted Catherine, "Let's run!" 
 
    They heard the sound of rushing water somewhere near them. In order to buy time for the group, Darren removed the bow from his back and launched an arrow at the monster. The projectile went straight into its eye.  
 
    "Jump!" came the command. Simons went first, followed by Catherine and Nemo. 
 
    "Hurry up, Jack!" cried Silverstar. 
 
    "Darren needs help! I need..." 
 
    Before he could finish his sentence, the split-bone beetle gave him a slap, sending him fly several meters away. The beast turned to stop Silverstar and Nicholas. This time, there was no hesitation as it went straight for Nicholas, its mouth wide open. Jack fainted to the ground. Darren was immobilized by the loss of blood, so only Silverstar could save him this time. 
 
    Silverstar picked up the bow, which Darren had dropped. However, he was just a teenage boy. How did he have the strength to pull a bow with four strings? There was no time to waste, because Nicholas was about to be killed and eaten. Silverstar pushed the arc of the bow with both feet and struggled to pull the strings with his hands, groaning with the effort. Blood issued from his wrist. Then the arrow, with a gleaming tip, was sent forth. 
 
    The split-bone beetle gave a miserable moaning cry and spat Nicholas onto the ground. Jack, having regained his senses, rushed in to save him. The two turned and ran to the shelter of a cave. Darren dragged Silverstar, urging the boy to jump with him. 
 
    "Ah! I'm not ready for it yet!" shouted Silverstar. He also had the urge to pee. Roughly forty meters below the mouth of the cave, they hit the chilly water of an underground river, and the flow carried them swiftly away. The split-bone beetle jumped after them, but the narrow passage kept it at bay. The roaring of a bloodthirsty rage ensued. 
 
    Silverstar was carried along by the swift current. The place was pitch-black, and he continually bumped into things as he went. It was a struggle to catch his breath. Finally, a bit of light appeared. The underground current ran into a lake, the outlet of which was a waterfall. 
 
    "Hey!" shouted Nicholas as he swam toward Silverstar. Nicholas extended his hand to Silverstar.  
 
    "Let me help you!" 
 
    "Are you okay?" asked Silverstar while coughing. 
 
    "Fine! Thanks for your help back there!" said Nicholas with a smile. 
 
    Jack said, "Darren is badly injured, so he needs treatment from Nina. She's a good doctor, though. Anyway, the boss is coming to pick us up. He'll be here soon." 
 
    "Son of a bitch! I'm doing fine, but don't use Autumn's real name!" 
 
    "Well, Catherine," said Silverstar apologetically, "I'm sorry that can't be of any help to you." 
 
    "You can!" she said, patting him on the shoulder. "Help us by stopping any attack from the rear. By the way, how'd you get those cuts on your hands?" 
 
    "Well, that's…" Just as Darren tried to explain it, a roar interrupted him. The piercing sound wave nearly sent them tumbling. 
 
    The split-bone beetle jumped off a high place. "It follows us wherever we go!" Darren complained. "We have to jump again!" 
 
    Silverstar didn't even have time to pee, and he was afraid he'd wet his pants. Nemo warned, "There are hard rocks at the bottom! If we jump, we could be turned to ground meat!"  
 
    "You could choose to jump or become dinner for that beast!" joked Darren before he leaped off the cliff which was several thousand meters high. Captain Simons took a deep breath and jumped, crying out as he fell from the precipice. Nemo was very reluctant to jump, but Nicholas gave him a helpful push. Then, before jumping, he turned to Silverstar and Catherine: "I go first," he said.  
 
    "The monster is coming!" shouted Jack. Before the beast could close its teeth on them, Silverstar pulled Jack in close so they could jump together. 
 
    "Wow!" cried Nemo with a sense of terror. "I'm still young! I can't die before I become captain of the Titanic II." 
 
    "Guys!" shouted Silverstar, "We're still in a crisis! Shut up, Nemo!" 
 
    With a deafening roar, the split-bone beetle spread its wings and pursued them at incredible speed.  
 
    "We're going to be swallowed by that thing before we have a chance to be crushed to death!" cried Nemo, waving his arms in panic. Silverstar shouted to interrupt him.  
 
    "You have to stay calm, especially in a dangerous situation! We need to shift into an upright position! It will help us fall faster!" said Silverstar with a smile. "Then, we'll have our help soon!" 
 
    "Well," replied Darren understandingly, "I get it." 
 
    "The monster is catching up!" shouted Nicholas, "Guys! Watch out!" 
 
    Nicholas pushed Silverstar aside. The split-bone beetle closed its big mouth where they had been.  
 
    "We'll reach the bottom soon!" shouted Catherine nervously, "Got a plan?" 
 
    "Working on it!" Simons was on all fours then trying to slow his rate of descent. "The monster won't fly too fast! Otherwise it will crash into the ground! Hold on a little!" 
 
    "All right?" Silverstar asked Darren with a painful expression. "Hold on! Darwin is coming!" 
 
    "Kid, I'm doing fine." 
 
    The monster sped up and threatened Darren with its saber-sharp teeth. His wound, which had momentarily stopped bleeding, resumed the flow. 
 
    "I can't take it! We'll all be crushed!" said Nemo in sheer panic. Suddenly, a shadow swooped in and scooped him up. Simons, Jack and Darren too were taken away by other shadows. The bewildered split-bone beetle looked around and saw two fire dragons circling around it. Seething with a desire for vengeance, they howled in the sunlight. 
 
    During the seconds as the split-bone beetle recovered from the surprise, another fire dragon swept Silverstar, Nicholas and Catherine away to safety. 
 
    The split-bone beetle, with a terrifying roar, spread its wings and clenched its teeth, trying to avoid the inevitable impact. However, it couldn't defy gravity. It crashed, sending rubble in all directions, and the monster rolled rapidly across the ground. In its path, boulders flew like bullets, pummeling the nearby mountains. It created a tsunami of dust and rubble. However, the split-bone beetle didn't surrender. It spread its wings again and took off, determined to catch its prey. 
 
    The fire dragon which saved Silverstar lowered its flight altitude and flew among mountains. The split-bone beetle found its gigantic body was a burden. It flew unsteadily, bellowing in its rage. Because of the air stream, the poisonous gas it puffed shot backward like the thrust of a jet. Thick, transparent traces of blood could be seen in its gray eyes. The creature gnashed its teeth and bared its bloody gums. The sight was truly horrific.  
 
    It was so awful, in fact, that Catherine turned away in disgust. She asked, "Guys, do you have any way to get rid of him?"  
 
    After dodging a peak, Silverstar spread his hand and said, "Right now, nothing special comes to mind." 
 
    "I think the dragons are going somewhere." said Nicholas, seeing that they kept changing their directions, "And…" 
 
    A thunderous explosion was heard from overhead, and it was followed by a downpour of rubble. With sharp cracking sounds, a gigantic peak collapsed, sending forth a volley of debris that just missed their rescuing dragon. The split-bone beetle wasn't that fortunate. It was hit by a shower of stones and screamed, sending out billows of nerve gas. Finally, the gigantic peak collapsed and buried the beast in the rubble. The ground trembled and quaked, creating an enormous cloud of dust. As the three fire dragons flew into it, they swerved to and fro in an effort to avoid the debris.  
 
    Silverstar again experienced the cranial pressure caused by the rapid ascent. It felt as if his brain was about to burst. He coughed and struggled in the dust storm, and the welling of tears in his eyes collected even more dust. Then, just as he was going to pass out, he saw the warm sun. At last they had exited the storm. Nicholas and Catherine, thoroughly enshrouded in dust, coughed and spit too. Once it was over, though, they started to laugh.  
 
    The fire dragons flew toward the rift valley, roaring mightily as they blazed through the air.  
 
    Rocks tumbled down the hill of rubble, and a clawing sound could be heard from within it. A moment later the hill exploded, sending rock in every direction. The split-bone beetle, cut and abraded all over its body, crawled out of that mess. With a terrifying roar, it was ready to spread its wings. At that moment, however, a voice announced through nerve radio wave: "Abort attack! The capability of the split-bone beetle has been put into full play. Release it!" 
 
    Immediately after the announcement, the eyes of the creature changed from gray to black. Its hitherto ferocious demeanor was calmed. The behemoth preened a bit of its body for a moment and then flew away, sweeping up whirls of dust.  
 
      
 
      
 
    From Bad to Worse 
 
    The three fire dragons flew lazily through the air, emulating the languid drift of the clouds. The sky looked unusually blue, all the way to where it met the horizon. Far below, Silverstar saw a lush, green forest. In the distance, flatland basins looked like shallow washbowls or platters. The three of them preferred the security of the cabin instead of hanging from the dragon's claw.  
 
    "I'm sorry for what you've suffered," Darwin said. "We had to visit the base. Darren is doing better now, though, so don't worry." 
 
    "Thanks!" said Nicholas while attempting with little success to knock the dust out of his hair. "You blew up the peak with blue gold. It's a good plan, but I think it's kind of dangerous." 
 
    Darwin turned to Silverstar and said, "Well, I heard that you'd hurt your hands. What happened?" 
 
    "Umm, they were cut when I pulled the bow in the cave," Silverstar answered. "They're fine, though." 
 
    "Well," Nicholas said, turning toward Darwin, "I wonder why Darren was so familiar with the summit. Maybe he'd already been there." 
 
    "That's exactly right. He'd already been, like you have. He hiked all around the summit, just for the thrill of it. So, he knows quite a lot about it." 
 
    "It shouldn't have been like this." Catherine said as if she had thought of something. "Aren't peaks created by the collision and upheaval of the earth's plates? At this point in time, the supercontinent hadn't yet divided. How could such a high mountain like the summit be formed?" 
 
    "You've got me, there. We don't have a geologist on our team," said Silverstar while spreading his hands. 
 
    "Well," Jack's voice came over the communication system, "Boss, the fire dragon is tired and needs some water." 
 
    "Approved. They had a rough time of it, too," answered Darwin. He spoke while consulting an old map he had pulled from his pocket. 
 
    "We are in C district of the blue forest. There is a transparent lake two kilometers away. We'll head for the lake."  
 
    "Yes Boss!" 
 
    Darwin then said, "Kids, watch carefully, and I’ll show you how to be a professional dragon trainer." He pulled hard at the rope on his right-hand side. The leather strap on the right side of the fire dragon tightened, thus urging the creature to veer rightward. Next, Darwin pulled the two ropes on either side simultaneously, indicating the desire for a descent.  
 
    "I can't believe that!" exclaimed Silverstar, "It's so awesome!" 
 
    The three fire dragons jumped into a lake and played in the water as if they were dogs. They drank heavily to quench their thirst and washed all of their burnt wounds. After a few minutes of frolicking, they flew toward an embankment, sending a spray of water outward with the agitation of their wings. 
 
    "Come here," said Darwin as he opened the cabin and extended his hand to Silverstar, "Let's try a simple method." 
 
    "What method?" asked Silverstar, obviously perplexed. Nicholas and Catherine followed them. 
 
    Darwin grabbed the leather strap used to secure the cabin and pressed his feet against the dragon's heavy-scaly exterior. Then he began to slide down very slowly. "Hey!" shouted Darwin. "Now it's your turn!" 
 
    "What!?" said Silverstar, astonished. "You must be kidding! It's forty meters high! I'm not a professional climber, and I certainly don't have a death wish!" 
 
    "I'll go first, then," said Nicholas without a hint of hesitation. He stepped forward bravely and said to Silverstar, "No problem, I climbed mountains in Alps and Tibet China." He then slid down, just as he'd seen Darwin do. 
 
    "Psst!" Catherine whispered as she approached Silverstar. "You need learn from him." 
 
    "Oh boy, oh boy," Silverstar complained. He rolled his eyes and imagined her sarcastic facial expression even without turning to confirm it. "All right, I'm coming down," said Silverstar. He grabbed the hard strap. Because the strap was too broad for him to touch both sides at the same time with one hand, he had to hold it tightly with both hands lest he fall to his death. Then, with a deep breath, Silverstar slid down gingerly. His palms perspired. Time slowed, and all that Silverstar could hear or feel was his pulse. He was extremely nervous. The wind swept up from below and blasted his face, making it tingle. His head began to feel heavy and his vision blurred, as if his hands were melding with the skin of the dragon. Suddenly, with a slip of the foot, he was shocked back into reality. He had actually touched down on solid ground, when all along he had wondered whether he'd make it. Then, with a brisk leap, Silverstar landed on the ground. His feet made an authoritative thud as he hit the primeval soil. Darwin patted Silverstar and said, "I called to you all the way down. Why didn't you respond to me? I thought there might be something wrong with you. Are you all right?" 
 
    "Yeah, I'm…fine!" replied Silverstar in a shivering voice, "I was just too nervous. I freaked out. My teeth are still chattering." Silverstar gave himself a smack on the back of the head and, stepping in close to Darwin, he whispered, "Would you do me a favor and keep it a secret from Catherine?" 
 
    "Oh, sure. I get it!" replied Darwin with a laugh. "No problem!" 
 
    "Hello!" cried Catherine, "I'm already halfway done! Am I doing okay?" 
 
    "You rock!" shouted Silverstar. Jack came over and asked Darwin, "Boss, why are you doing this? These kids were as slow as snails. Why didn't you summon the fire dragon to lower its head? Wouldn't that have been much quicker?" 
 
    "Jack, don't forget that all newcomers need some training. After all, didn't you need help when you were new here?" 
 
    "Uh, yeah," Jack replied. "You're right about that."  
 
    "Darwin," asked Silverstar as he approached. "Where's Dr. Runt? I need to talk with him." 
 
    "Well, when we reached the base, we left him behind with Hicks. Anyway, it's too much adventure for a bookworm like him."  
 
    "Yeah," agreed Simons, "just like Nemo. He said he needed to take a bath in the lake. I guess he must have peed in his pants. So, he'll need to wash those, too. Ha-hah!"  
 
    "Wow!" Catherine arrived as they were talking, "That was terrifying. I mean, it was challenging in a very real sense." 
 
    At the same time, two big men were talking in German in the distance. "Hey, Erhard, did you see that group of Americans?"  
 
    "I did, but I didn't see the three kids before. They must be new ones." 
 
    "Shall we report this to Colonel Bernhardt? There has been short of hands on the arena. Consequently, Veele started eating too much again. He is eager for another real fight!" 
 
    "If that's the case, send for the troops! They will have newcomers at the arena!" 
 
    Silverstar luxuriated in the shallows as the cool water lapped occasionally against his cheek. He even opened his mouth and allowed the clear perfection to trickle in. 
 
    "Darwin," said Silverstar as he sat upright. "I've had a question ever since I was first here."  
 
    "What is it?" asked Darwin. 
 
    "I heard a story before." continued Silverstar, "It says that there are gigantic scorpions in this era, which isn't black. They are roughly five meters tall. I've been here quite a while, but I haven't seen any of them. Why?" 
 
    "That's because you stayed on an island, which is miniscule in comparison to the massive continent in the ancient era," Darwin explained. "Although I've lived here for almost a century, I haven't seen many of them. Actually, it's rare to encounter beasts in the wild."  
 
    "That explains it," said Silverstar. Before he could continue, he was interrupted by a roar, only to see a dragon staffer for a couple of steps before collapsing on the ground. If Darwin hadn't leaped in and pulled Silverstar away, he would have been crushed. 
 
    The collapse of the great beast brought up a thick cloud of dust. Immediately after, they heard the sound of two other fire dragons falling. Silverstar sloughed the dust off himself with his hands, whereupon he saw that each of the three fallen dragons had a huge syringe stuck in its neck, body and tail. Obviously, they'd been anaesthetized. There were roughly six people standing nearby, and one of them bore the dreaded Nazi emblem as a tattoo on his face. Each of them held a bazooka. They were led by the man whose own tattoo read "Bernhardt." 
 
    "Surrender immediately and follow us," he instructed, speaking English. 
 
    Darwin quickly hefted Darren onto his back and gave Silverstar the order, "Run!" The group of Nazi soldiers said nothing. They simply fired at will. Darwin jumped into the water, followed by Nemo and Simons. At that moment, a bullet shot across Jack's face, and it left a burning-hot gash. Bernhardt roared like a Roman general: "Follow the order or be killed! Forget about the four who've escaped. Let's take this man and the three kids to the arena. Pay no attention to the dragons." 
 
    Nicholas intended to approach Silver and say something, but instantly he was caught. He was then bound with his hands behind his back. Several Nazi soldiers stood there, ogling Catherine and making lascivious remarks. Silverstar picked up a stone and surreptitiously hurled it at one of the soldiers, hitting him in the head. The soldier yelled in pain and surprise, and then he cursed as he scanned the area for the culprit.  
 
    Silverstar was satisfied with himself for that little victory. The feeling proved temporary, though, when suddenly a hand seized him by the shoulder. He felt a sharp prick in the neck, after which the pain spread rapidly. Seconds later, his nerves were numb. As he lost consciousness, Bernhardt whispered into his ear: "Would you really think I didn't see when you did that? Aren't you Silverstar from 2026?" 
 
    Although Silverstar struggled to remove the needle, the anesthetic had spread throughout his body. Dizzy and powerless to do anything about it, he passed out. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Arena 
 
    The effects of the anesthetic were wearing off. Silverstar drew a cold breath and opened his eyes. His blood was flowing downward. He was dizzy and nauseated. He found that he was hanging upside down from a weird plant, and his hands were bound behind his back. Everything was in a chaos. 
 
    The boy vomited a mouthful of well-digested food, after which he was hit by a musket butt in the face. His vision blurred and dimmed. Bernhardt appeared before him and said in English, "You're tougher than I thought. The powerful anesthetic didn't harm your central nerves. So, vomiting is the best result one could hope for." 
 
    "Where are my friends?" 
 
    "Over there," said Bernhardt, "They're all hanging, like you." 
 
    Nicholas had a tired, somewhat desolate expression, but Jack had been beaten beyond recognition. When it came to Catherine, Silverstar understood why Nicholas had such a look. Those Nazis who hadn't seen a beautiful girl for decades were gesticulating at her. Nicholas was powerless to stop them. Silverstar swallowed his saliva and said, "You motherfuckers! Is that the way you treat a lady?" 
 
    "You tend to bite more than you can chew," Bernhardt answered contemptuously. "Malier, teach him a lesson." 
 
    The guy named Malier approached Silverstar with a clenched fist and a frightening facial expression. Silverstar felt his gut twist. Meanwhile, he continued to the work at the rope with his dragon-fang dagger. Just as Malier raised his fist, Silverstar shot out with his right arm and punched his opponent in the crotch with all of his might. Malier dropped to his knees in anguish, panting heavily. The move was neither elegant nor dashing, but it was effective. 
 
    Silverstar, with a swing of his left arm, slashed through the rope at his ankles before falling onto the muddy ground below. He quickly regained his stance, but immediately Malier came in and picked him up by the collar. He drew his musket and, taking aim, prepared to shoot Silverstar. Bernhardt, however, arrested his hand and said, "Malier. Relax." 
 
    "You little brat!" Malier bellowed. He gave the boy a ferocious stare and threw him to the ground. "You're lucky!" 
 
    "You do know how to use tricks!" said Bernhardt with a fiendish smile. "It seems we've found our opponent for Veele." 
 
    "Boss, you think this kid could be a match for Veele? You must be kidding!" asked another of the Nazis. 
 
    "You didn't see it. This kid will have a great fight with Veele!" 
 
    "What are you talking about, you filthy warmongers!?" asked Silverstar boldly with unusual courage. "Why'd you bring us here?" 
 
    Bernhardt gave him a swift punch in the gut and said, "You won't back down easily. A good choice for the challenge! Bring him to the duel! Tell Veele to get ready!" 
 
    Silverstar looked around and found himself among an assortment of strange, otherworldly plants. There was a glass cover a dozen meters above his head. Given the stifling humidity, he assumed that he was in a sort of greenhouse.  
 
    Bernhardt stopped and suggested that his two men release them. "You're still concerned about your friends, even though you know perfectly clear that you can't protect yourself." 
 
    Catherine rubbed her aching back and gave Silverstar the thumbs-up, hoping to show him that she was fine. "If I lose, they won't end up well, will they?" asked Silverstar in the kind of monotone meant to hide his concern. "We've braved untold dangers here. How could I not try to take care of them?" 
 
    "Very well!" smiled Bernhardt, "How about this? If you win, I'll let you go." 
 
    "Does it count?" answered Silverstar. 
 
    Bernhardt put on a facial expression meaning, "I'll definitely eat my words."  
 
    "You follow me, but your friends will stay behind." 
 
    Nicholas silently mouthed two words to Silverstar: "Good luck!" 
 
      
 
      
 
                                          Duel
     Silverstar swallowed nervously as he left the greenhouse together with the others. The place for the competition – the arena – was located in the center of the vast Nazi base, and a twenty-meter iron wall surrounded it. The greenhouse was within the inner circle of the base, separated from the arena at the core by a wall of huge trees. A passage with an iron gate in the wall interconnected the greenhouse with the arena. 
 
    "Don't look around!" demanded Bernhardt as he struck the back of Silverstar's head. "They all made of wood except for this metal door." It seemed that Bernhardt had read Silverstar's mind and answered his questions without being asked. 
 
    "I wish you could keep your head.” the man admitted. Seconds later, he abruptly shoved Silverstar into the pitch-black of a new, unknown place. It was the entrance to the arena. Immediately, a door slammed behind the boy.  
 
    He struggled to adjust his sight to the dark, and after a few moments he saw lights. He heard human voices, too. They seemed to be shouting someone's name. He took a deep breath, steeled his nerves and walked toward the source of the light. With each step, his pulse quickened. The moment he walked out of the entrance, he was overwhelmed by thunderous laughter instead of the previous shouting. He saw an arena set up in emulation of the ancient Roman style, surrounded by more than twenty people who sat atop a seven-meter-high wall. He was to be the slave as dinner for the lion. 
 
         Bernhardt took his customary seat of honor in the audience, and the crowd quieted down. Heavy footsteps were heard from the opposite corridor. Seconds later, a man nearly three meters tall, bulging with muscles and liberally covered in scars, trotted into the arena. Roaring like a tyrannosaurus, he stamped on the ground, raising a cloud of dust. 
 
    Silverstar gasped with mouth open, wide enough to insert in an egg. It dawned on him what Bernhardt meant when he said, "Don't lose your head." 
 
    "I give you our invincible champion," said Bernhardt with an evil smile, "the exterminator Veele!" Silverstar simply could not believe that he would fight this behemoth. It was a joke. By no means were they in the same league. 
 
    "Three! Two! One! Fight!!" shouted Bernhardt. At that command, the exterminator leapt forward. Sitting cross-legged, Bernhardt said leisurely, "Take your time, Veele! We have time to enjoy your work as you kill him." 
 
    The exterminator roared as he took his first swing. Silverstar dodged it with a quick jump to the left. Another punch from the huge fist followed. Silverstar dodged it with another brisk leap. However, before Silverstar could roll away, the exterminator kicked him. Silverstar flew nearly five meters and slammed into a stone wall. He crumbled to the ground and lay there momentarily. There was an intense ringing in his ears, and everything before his eyes was a blurry gray. He was experiencing visual impairment caused by an insufficiency of oxygen, just as astronauts encounter in gravity testing. Silverstar was in a seminoma. 
 
    Nicholas and Catherine were in the greenhouse. He asked, "Do you think Silverstar can handle it by himself?" 
 
    "Probably not, but of course I hope he'll make it!" she said. The worry was obvious.  
 
    "In that case," suggested Nicholas, "Give me the treasure stone. I knew it was the most valuable one among all the exhibits from a catalogue before I boarded the ship. I think you still have it with you." 
 
    "How did you know?" asked Catherine, clearly surprised. "What do you want it for?" 
 
    "In exchange for an opportunity to help Silverstar in the arena. Life is more important than a stone, right?" Nicholas replied with a smile. 
 
    "Yes ... Well, sure!" Catherine said. She reached into her pocket, pulled something out and gave it to Nicholas. "Good luck!" 
 
    Silverstar spat bloody phlegm and struggled to get back on his feet. He posed to fight again, shouting, "Come on!" 
 
    "You little son of a bitch!" the exterminator said condescendingly, now speaking German. "Watch now, as I rip off your legs." He punched Silverstar hard, but at the instant Nicholas appeared and shouted, "Hör auf! Sind Sie immer noch der Hüter der Loyalität des Führers?" (Stop! Do you still consider yourself loyal guards to the Fuhrer by doing this?) 
 
    "You?" questioned Bernhardt, "Who let him out?" 
 
    "Chief," Malier replied. "He asked us to bring him here. In return he gave us a rare treasure, which I present to you now." 
 
    "Oh, this is good!" said Bernhardt with a smile. He stood up and asked Nicholas, "Why did you want to come here to help Silverstar? Where did you get this?" 
 
    "As the thirty-third generation of the Veitchs," Nicholas answered. "I boarded Titanic II with Silverstar." He paused a moment and then said, "If I dare not uphold justice for my friend in this unfair fight, then won't I become a coward? Today I'll fight side by side with him against your monster, and I'll be there till the last moment!" 
 
    Bernhardt twisted his expression into a sneer and said, "Well, this way it'll be more interesting! Veele! Continue!" 
 
    "Buddy, it's good to have a friend like you," said Silverstar in his exhaustion. "Thanks for coming!" 
 
    "It's okay," said Nicholas, "You can rest a bit and let me deal with this bastard." 
 
    "Come on, kid!" said the exterminator ferociously in German. "Are you frightened?" 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Nicholas closed his eyes and felt the shaking ground as exterminator started for him. Nicholas opened his eyes and launched himself forward. The exterminator rushed toward him with hands rolled into rock-hard fists. 
 
    With a nimble jump, Nicholas did a three-sixty mid-air and kicked the exterminator hard in the face. Instead of falling down as a normal person would at such a blow, the man-machine seized Nicholas' legs and gave him a good smash. Seeing this, Bernhardt whispered to one of his soldiers nearby, and moments later the arena was sprayed with saltwater. Upon contact with any cut, it would cause burning, stinging pain. With the support of the wall, Silverstar stood up. He felt something in his pocket. He took it out and found an electrical current launcher designed for time travelers. The launcher had a spike that could penetrate the blue gold, though it was diamond-hard, and release electrical current leading to the reaction of the blue gold. The device – a technology from Nina's era – had already saved them several times before. Silverstar was mystified as to why it would be found in his pocket.  
 
    It wasn't the time for questioning. Silverstar was shocked to find that Nicholas had been knocked out of his senses during his momentary absence of attention. Just as the exterminator was going to stamp down hard on Nicholas, Silverstar jumped and tried to kick the enemy as Nicholas had done. However, he kicked a hard object on the exterminator and sprained his ankle. Just as the exterminator was about to punch him, Silverstar jabbed the electrical current launcher into the monster's thigh. 
 
    The exterminator let out a cry of anger, pulled out the launcher and tossed it to the side.  
 
    He beat his chest like a drum and roared with rage. He picked up Silverstar and threw him onto the ground. The exterminator raised his fist and got ready to punch. Such a blow would be deadly to Silverstar. When the fist was about ten centimeters from Silverstar's face, the brute was stopped by a shout: "Hey!" 
 
    Exterminator turned and found it was Nicholas who had covered his left arm with his right arm, one knee on the ground. Nicholas continued, "I haven't kicked the bucket yet!" 
 
    "You're a fighting cockroach," said the exterminator with a sick smile.  
 
    He rushed toward Nicholas, and the ground trembled under his power. The exterminator wouldn't spare any of his strength this time. Nicholas was again beaten senseless. The gladiator intended to apply a back throw that would break Nicholas' spine and kill him. Silverstar struggled to get up and grasp the electrical current launcher, but he found that a joint in his hand had been dislocated. Clenching his teeth, Silverstar jumped up and pressed the power button of the launcher when Exterminator turned his head toward Nicholas. He thrust the launcher into the blue gold, which was the hard stuff on the exterminator he had kicked accidently. In so doing he transferred a powerful current into the material. With one swift punch, Exterminator sent Silverstar flying. Exterminator pulled out the launcher. Clearly, he had no idea about it. He crushed it into bits with his bare hand, causing the parts to burst from the casing. Thus the device became a useless lump of metal that lay sparking and smoking upon the dirt.  
 
    "Stupid kid," the exterminator said as he rotated his head. Nicholas had been beaten to the point that there was no sign of life. The gigantic thug picked up Silverstar by the neck and said, "You might be pretty cool for a kid, but that's not good enough." He turned slightly and yelled so that all could hear: "I, the exterminator, will be the invincible champion in this arena!" 
 
    The proclamation brought cheers of delight from the audience which numbered more than twenty.  
 
    Silverstar's closed eyes opened suddenly. He smiled in contempt. Exterminator stared at him and the crowd quieted down.  
 
    Silverstar spoke to the exterminator in plain English: "You're an idiot. You've lost it. You will pay with your precious life." With a tremendous boom, the exterminator exploded at his waist, creating a splendid blue light. The shock wave threw the boy clear.  
 
    Bernhardt was shocked. He could only stare at the blue fire dancing as it danced back and forth over the ground. The explosion had blown a hole in the exterminator's body, and from that wound there issued a cascade of melted metal parts. The broken wires released electrical current and sparks as if they were still very much alive. Exterminator wiped his burnt facial skin and inadvertently tore away half of his face, revealing a metal substructure. Steel balls shining red lights pivoted left and right within the eye sockets. 
 
    "A robot!" said Silverstar with a surprise, "So, that's why he's invincible!" 
 
    The exterminator rotated his head and asked Bernhardt, "Colonel, what shall I do now?" "It's a draw now," said Bernhardt loudly, "I promised to let you go if you defeated Veele, but ..." With a sly smile, he continued, "Have you defeated him? As you can see, boy, Veele is still standing." 
 
    "You're a liar, just as I expected," said Silverstar as he held his hands over his wounds. 
 
    "Ha!" shouted Bernhardt. He raised a hand and issued the order: "Veele! Finish them off!" 
 
    The exterminator raised his fist and was ready to punch Silverstar, when suddenly ... Boom! Cannon fire shot through the robot's body. Boiling metal liquids splashed upon the ground, sizzling like wet vegetables being dropped into a wok of boiling oil. The robot erupted in fire and announced unemotionally, "The system is beyond repair. T800 is destroyed." With a bang, the fire broke out in his chest and he collapsed. 
 
    A fire dragon swooped down through the sky, and Bernhardt sensed panic and mayhem. Malier, though, didn't make it. He was crushed. 
 
    "Call me Captain Jack Sparrow if you like!" shouted Darwin with a proud smile, "Dear passengers, we will bring these war mongers to justice in their own den. Thank you for flying with Darwin Airlines." 
 
    He gave the ropes a quick twitching motion. The fire dragon raised its head like a warhorse and gave a fiery howl into the sky. Darwin laughed boldly and shouted, "Yee-haw!" The second fire dragon rocketed downward through the air, whereupon the terrified Bernhardt sought his escape from the audience platform. Jack laughed over the phone in his cabin. "Boss! Do you see how scared those assholes are?" 
 
    "Jack, go on with your task!" Darwin reminded him, "Go!" 
 
    "Yes, sir!" Jack opened his cabin and slid along the wing of the fire dragon skillfully. Silverstar helped Nicholas to stand. Then, with a comical expression, Silverstar said to Jack, "Perfect timing! Just for acting cool!?" 
 
    "Bad boy!" said Jack as he gave Silverstar a playful pat on the head. "Ha! I'm totally cool! It should be called Masters to the Rescue." 
 
    "You call that a rescue!? Yeah, right! You interrupted our fight with the robot!" 
 
    "Knock it off!" Nicholas said as he waved his aching arm in front of Silverstar. "Why are you guys arguing over this crap!? We need go and save Catherine!" 
 
    "You're right!" cried Silverstar, smacking his forehead in a show of embarrassment. "It totally slipped my mind! Let's hurry! We have to save her!" 
 
    Bernhardt struggled to drag Catherine along with him. Suddenly, a second fire dragon knocked down the wall and roared at Bernhardt. "Oh, my God!" said the coward, and he began to shake with fear. The fire dragon blew a puff of fire onto the seat of Bernhardt's pants. 
 
    "You're too slow," said Catherine with arms akimbo. "Besides,..." 
 
    Before she could say more, Jack grabbed her and said, "Come on! You're saying exactly what Silverstar did just a few minutes ago!" 
 
    "Sorry we were late," said Nicholas. He bowed like a European aristocrat as she sauntered past him. He raised his head and dropped a hint at Silverstar to follow suit.  
 
    "Oh, my lady! I am so very sorry!" said Silverstar doing the same as Nicholas did. 
 
    "Hmm ..." she replied with a wry smile as she touched Silverstar's cheek with her forefinger. 
 
    Nicholas coughed and said to Silverstar, "I'm trying to help you chase after her." 
 
    "Okay, then." said Silverstar with a smile. "Thanks, bud." 
 
    "Fire! Stop it with fire!" commanded Bernhardt in panic. Then another shock wave sent him flying. The fire dragons began bombing the arena when the whole place was deserted.  
 
    "It's time to leave, Jack!" ordered Darwin over the phone, "We're done with the bombing mission." 
 
    "Roger, boss!" answered Jack, "Hey, bad boys and ladies! It's time to go!" 
 
    Two fire dragons took off rapidly, leaving the area as if it were a vanishing dream. 
 
    The fire left Bernhardt looking like a beggar with nothing to cover his butt. He stamped the ground in anger, "Those bastards! They destroyed my base, my arena and my robot!" 
 
      
 
   
 
  

                            Attack 
 
    Early in the morning, Hicks walked dreamily across a massive porch toward a room labeled "Lavatory." He cursed, "Damn, this place stinks!"  
 
    A cover at the bottom of the toilet bowl opened suddenly to allow the shit to fall through into a hollow below ground.  
 
    Hicks yawned and said, to no one in particular, "Last night, I visited senior members and saw their devices. Then we partied and drank a little wine. I'm exhausted." 
 
    He stopped suddenly upon seeing a beautiful, bright-green mass in the sky. 
 
    Hicks gazed at the spot. Judging from its outline, he thought it might be a huge meteorite. At any rate, Hicks was perplexed because he'd never seen such a thing. "It's weird, but I don't give a damn." Again, he yawned deeply. "We've been here several days now. Why do we have to stay here out in the middle of nowhere?" 
 
    "Oh, my God! It's extremely urgent!" cried Runt as he watched the meteorite from an upper place in the tree, "It will bring us a disaster! It's a bad omen!" Trembling with a start, he realized that there was no time to be lazy or absent-minded. He needed to warn the rest of the group.  
 
    Before long, 
 
    "So, that's the situation! This unknown meteorite is headed toward Earth." said Runt excitedly. "Judging from its outline, it's at least ten square kilometers in size! Darwin! When could we launch that worm hole you mentioned before? We need to be quick!" 
 
    "Oh, calm down!" suggested Darwin as he tried to comfort Runt. "You say it's an evil star. You even believe it's going to collide with the planet. Isn't that a bit of a stretch, though?"  
 
    Ark said sarcastically, "This old guy must have breathed too much polluted air, and it damaged his brain." Run immediately replied with, "Nonsense!" 
 
    "You said it!" said Rhode with a laugh. "Hah! We're in no hurry to go back! It's a lot of fun here!" 
 
    Runt looked at Mandis, Nemo and Simons. They all shook their heads in disbelief.  
 
    "But," said Runt worriedly as he snapped his finger, "that meteorite ..." 
 
    Darren was impatient. "Well, doctor, stop bothering us. My wounds and head hurt too much for all this arguing." 
 
    "I believe you!" Silverstar whispered. "They don't know much about what you said. We'll figure out how to deal with the problem." 
 
    "Darwin Speicher," Nina stood up suddenly, "We have ten people here. I would like to say that I support Doctor's judgment as this kid did. I believe him." 
 
    "What?" protested Jack, "What is wrong with you…" 
 
    Sapling trees in the forest were snapped and shredded under the treads of gigantic tanks. Everything in the path of the vehicles ended up as a muddy mass of gunk in those cruel belts. Any large trees that blocked the path were put asunder by blue light from the muzzle of a tank's gun. 
 
    "What's that sound!?" asked Darren as he looked down from the porch. His face appeared in a sighting telescope.  
 
    A voice issued the command in German: "Fire!" 
 
    Boom! The hall was hit by a laser beam, and its wooden wall disintegrated. Silverstar was overwhelmed by a mass of heat and the accompanying shockwave. He was blown backward across the space, and it felt as if he'd been run over by a train. He could hear nothing but the ringing that filled his ears. When he opened his eyes again, he found that he was hanging by the edge of the gigantic tree. Just as he was about to drop, Nicholas quickly reached over and grabbed his hand. 
 
    "Hold tight!" Nicholas shouted. "We're under attack! Can you climb up?" 
 
    Nicholas was badly wounded in the head. 
 
    Silverstar attempted to climb but found that he lacked the strength. 
 
    Nicholas couldn't use both hands to pull Silverstar up because he too was hanging and needed the other hand to grasp a pole.  
 
    "Ahhh!" Silverstar cried. "I can't hold on anymore!" His grip gave out, and he plummeted. 
 
    "Aaaah!" screamed the boy. Life was about to escape him. Then, just as Silverstar headed toward impact with a branch, Mandis caught hold of him from a window. 
 
    "Are you okay?" asked Mandis. "Be careful!" 
 
    Two bullets from a laser gun hit the room just beneath them. 
 
    The shockwave sent Silverstar flying. 
 
    "Be quick! Come up!" shouted Mandis as he pulled Silverstar up, "How is everyone?" 
 
    "When the attack started, we were forced to hide in a room below," answered Simons. "Darwin and some of the others are still in a room above, but we have to get there soon. We have to save them!" 
 
    "Look out!" Nemo cried. "Lie down!" 
 
    Boom! Several hundred of Gatling bullets and two missiles hit their room. 
 
    Nemo's pants caught fire, but luckily there was a wash basin full of water. He fell into it, going booty first.  
 
    "Where do these sons of bitches come from!?" cursed Ark as he helped the wounded Darwin regain his footing. 
 
    "Darren! Where's Darren? How is he?" 
 
    "Sorry, boss," said Rhode as he drew near. "Darren was then standing at the porch, and that's where the missile exploded." 
 
    "Damn it!" roared Darwin, "Rhode! Jack! You go to gun emplacement! 
 
    Nina and Ark, take out all the gunpowder in stock and load the guns! I'll look for Hilton and Collinson." 
 
    "Right, boss!" 
 
    "We beat them by surprise," said Gioni with a smile. "Charge the main artillery with energy and then knock the hell out of them until they surrender." 
 
    "This attack is just too fierce!" said Mandis as he coughed and wiped the dust off his face. "We need to get up top. They're still in danger!" 
 
    "How?" Simons wondered. "The outside ladder has been destroyed. We're stuck here now!" 
 
    "But we still have the lift inside the tree!" said the quick-thinking Silverstar. "Come on! We can still save them!" 
 
    The top of the tree was electric with activity. "Boss!" shouted Jack. "Our firepower is ready! Machine guns and artillery guns are loaded!"  
 
    "Perfect! Aim at those tanks! We're fighting back . . . right now!" 
 
    "Darwin!" Runt hurried out of the lift "Darwin!" he said. "What has happened!?" 
 
    "It's those Nazis! They've launched an attack on us. Don't worry, though. We have weapons too!" 
 
    "Are you all right?" Silverstar asked Catherine in a whisper, "Your face has been cut." 
 
    "It's okay, but thanks for asking," she said with a gentle smile. "Where's Hicks?" 
 
    "Well," answered Nicholas, pointing at one room, "He's hiding inside. The poor guy is afraid of his own shadow, I think." 
 
    "Kids and gentlemen," said Hilton, "Darwin has asked me to bring you to a safe place. So, let's go. Follow me!" 
 
    "Hurry up, captain!" urged Mandis as he supported Simons. 
 
    The roof was met by a volley of bullets from a Gatling gun. Instantly Silverstar and the others hit the floor. Nevertheless, the sparks that rained down felt like hot needles as they pelted his body. Catherine wrapped her arms around him, but in response he could only blush. Seeing that the shelter was dwindling, Mandis took his place at an artillery gun and lit it up. Immediately after, Silverstar dropped low and rushed over to man another one. The two guns blazed away at Gioni's tank, but even with that onslaught the tank was barely scratched. It simply paused for a moment and then proceeded. Gioni didn't expect this and was shocked about how solid the tank was. He spoke highly of Boss Ossien's tanks.  
 
    "Charge the main artillery gun with energy and continue the attack! Damn it!" 
 
    Darwin punched the ground with his fist. 
 
    "Our firepower isn't in the same league as theirs! Jack, get the guns loaded with powder! We need to destroy at least one of those tanks!" 
 
    "Okay, boss!" replied Jack. "Kids! Hide yourselves!" 
 
    "But we want to join the fight!" Silverstar complained. "You could use our help against an enemy like that!" 
 
    "I didn't ask you ... I ordered you!" Darwin replied. "Now, hide!" 
 
    "Silverstar, we'll talk about this later." Nicholas whispered. "We won't hide all the time." 
 
    "All right," said Silverstar pretending to give up his idea. He ran toward a wooden cabin together with Nicholas and Catherine. 
 
    "Our heat sensor shows that they've gathered at the top of this tree. But it's too high for our Gatling guns to reach them," said a Nazi tank commander to Gioni. "Besides, they have many shelters there. We won't be able to shoot them accurately with our missiles and ionic guns." 
 
    "Does their base have any other resource they could use?" Gioni asked.  
 
    "No, sir," replied the commander. "The only thing they could use is their supply of petroleum."  
 
    Gioni pondered the question momentarily. "In that case, let's move closer and attack. We'll show them no mercy."  
 
    "They're approaching us!" said Rhode, "The guns are loaded, boss!" 
 
    "Well done! Ready to fire!" commanded Darwin when another missile hit a target about 10 meters away from him.  
 
    "It's a heat-sensor-guided missile!" whispered Nina as she rapidly sprinkled recovery medicine over his wounds.  
 
    "Boss, are you okay?" Rhode asked breathlessly. 
 
    "I'm fine!" answered Darwin. He coughed and struggled to get up, but then he shouted, "Fire!" 
 
    Dozens of steel fire balls rocketed toward a tank far below. 
 
    This time, they made it. The tank and its men were obliterated. 
 
    Gioni clenched his teeth and made a few moves on the operation screen. The display responded with a message: "Fire plasma missile of hellish fire." 
 
    The gun tube of the tank changed its shape and became a fork. In the middle of the fork, a gleaming missile head emerged. Then, with a blue light at the tail of the tube, the missile flew like lightning toward the top of the tree. Then, the cabin where Silverstar and other kids hid was lifted off its root. A strong gust sandblasted Silverstar's face, and the violent shaking made him dizzy. The fire crackled, snapped and hissed. Nina walked toward them alone, but Silverstar was about to pass out. Nina shook him hard and urged, "Don't sleep, Silverstar! There'll be more missiles!" Hicks too was about to fall asleep, so she gave his face a few good smacks.  
 
    "Shoot! Damn it!" cursed Darwin as he woke up, "We're still alive!" 
 
    He stood up, moved his legs and arms and swayed his hips. 
 
    Jack said, "Boss! It's a miracle! We don't have any wounds!" 
 
    "Incredible!" exclaimed Darwin, "Is everybody okay?" 
 
    "I'm good," Rhode replied, "but what the hell is that?" 
 
    "Beats me," said Ark. "I've never heard of a powerful missile like that."  
 
    Boom! With a thunderous noise from the tree, Darwin looked down. 
 
    "Those damned Nazis are attacking again!" shouted he, "Everybody! Back into position! We have to drive them off!" 
 
    The Nazi tanks were hit by a dozen steel balls of fire. Gioni nervously looked at his drivers, who forged ahead despite the fires. Several tanks were hit hard. They halted and almost instantly blew up. Missiles were fired at Darwin's location, and their explosions sent several gunmen stationed there to flee. However, immediately after being sprinkled with rapid recovery medicine, they recovered and returned to their positions to fire artillery guns. Darwin could sense bleeding in his ears due to the impact of the explosions. 
 
    "You're all morons!" cursed Gioni. "You couldn't beat a group of civilians!" He rolled his eyes and continued, seizing one of the guns: "Stand back, and give me a crack at this thing. Remember, we're supposed to bring them in alive." 
 
    A dozen missiles hit Darwin's artillery guns with spot-on accuracy. 
 
    Darwin and his gunmen were knocked unconscious by the explosion. Gioni stopped his tank and told his men, "Did you see that? You should play more of the game stored in Ossien's hard disk. What's it called ...? Oh, I remember! It's Angry Dummy Bird!" 
 
    "No, sir!" said a commander. "I heard it was 'Dummy and Angry Pink Bird.'" 
 
    "You got it wrong!" another soldier said, pretending to know up from down. "It should be Stupid and Angry Dummy Bird!" 
 
    Gioni couldn't take the idiocy. "Shut up!" he yelled, and immediately he fired into the ceiling. By doing so, he intended to force his men to shut their traps. Unexpectedly, his bullet broke into pieces after its collision with the ceiling, whereupon Gioni outsmarted himself by getting hit with a piece of his own bullet.  
 
    "Aw, man! Cut it out! No more laughing!" cried Gioni. "Just bring 'em all back alive!" 
 
    "Coughing! Is everyone okay?" Darwin inquired. 
 
    He wanted to get up but felt pin pricking pain and numbness in his legs. He got a charley horse. 
 
    Nina urged, "Hilton! Give me the fast recovery medicine!" 
 
    "We were overpowered by them." asked Mandis as he climbed out of the debris of the wooden cabin, "Why did they stop attacking?" 
 
    Suddenly something occurred to him. He rushed back to the debris and helped Simons to get up asking, "Captain, are you all right?" 
 
    "It was a fierce attack!" said Silverstar to himself, "But why did they stop their attack?" 
 
    Nicholas paused in thought. "Maybe it could be ..." 
 
    The door of the lift was abruptly and brutally kicked open. 
 
    Gioni walked leisurely out of it among smoke and dust. 
 
    Before Jack could draw out his gun, a soldier beside Gioni fired at him. A thread of electrical current shot at him. Jack was hit by the current and fell immediately after. The current returned to the gun in no time. 
 
    Gioni fired at the sky, "Don't resist! Follow us!" 
 
    "Run!" shouted Darwin. Silverstar ran only a few steps before he realized that he had left Catherine behind. The moment he turned his head, he was hit by a high-voltage electrical current.  
 
    "Alright! I'll pass out one more time!" thought Silverstar. He fell onto the ground motionless. 
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Blade Mountain 
 
    With a yawn, Silverstar woke up with a deep yawn and a thick stream of drool from the corner of his mouth.  He knew, at least, that the shock of the electric gun had worn off. 
 
    Silverstar forced his eyes to open wider, whereupon he found that he was prone upon an iron plate in the belly of an armored vehicle. There was a tingle in his chest, obviously where he was hit by that weapon, and his dragon-fang dagger and waist pouch were absent. The armored vehicle shook and rattled obnoxiously, so he figured they must be on the move. When he tried to get up, he realized that his hands were bound. Silverstar fell onto the iron plate with a clamorous noise, which alerted one of its crews. A dark figure emerged and approached Silverstar slowly. It was a tall man of middle age and sharply chiseled features. As indicated by the occasional glint from the golden Nazi insignia on the chest, it was Gioni. As a greeting, the man gave Silverstar a swift kick and an uppercut. Then he rearranged his clothes and said, "You're Silverstar, the kid who had a duel with the exterminator. Well, listen up." He picked up Silverstar by the collar and deadpanned: "You'd better behave yourself or…" He drew a sharp knife that bore the stains of dark-red fluid. He pointed it at Silverstar's jugular vein, bringing it in so close as to nearly pierce the skin. Suddenly, the driver of the vehicle reported, "Here we are, sir." 
 
    Gioni put away his knife and continued, "That's it. Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes." answered Silverstar in a shivering voice. The armored vehicle began to sway slightly. Silverstar looked out of the window in the ventilation. A foul, irritating pungency rushed into his nostrils. Silverstar couldn't keep himself from sneezing, but he tried his best not to surrender to it. "Oh, my God! What's that smell!?" he complained.  
 
    "It's an acid river, the result of an experiment," the man replied. "It combines reeds and water grass through a genetic modification, resulting in a lethal acid that's powerful enough to dissolve bones. It's a plant brought here by Ossien, the Fuhrer.  
 
    "Who's Ossien?" Silverstar asked as he wiped away the tears and dried his runny nose. "Where are my friends?" 
 
    Gioni kicked Silverstar, pummeling his body as if it were a workout bag. As a result, Silverstar knocked against an iron plate, making a huge noise. "No wonder Bernhardt said you were fearless," Gioni said as he straightened his clothes and continued,  
 
    "Huh! Well, you do have guts." He helped Silverstar to get up and told him, "You'll see them, but before that you need follow me. We're about to take a little trip."  
 
    The armored vehicle, shaking from time to time, drove into a dark area with lights around. No sooner had Silverstar recovered from the dizziness caused by the kick than the outside lighted up suddenly. He closed his eyes before looking out of the window again. Dozens of tanks were parked there. It was a huge garage, probably several times the size of an NBA basketball court. Several people were shouting something in German. Several armored vehicles were transporting goods like water and food. Then, the armored vehicle, in which Silverstar stayed, stopped. Gioni stood up from his seat and walked out to be greeted immediately by a thunderous round of applause.  
 
    A soldier, speaking German, issued the command: "Get up! Move!" He picked up Silverstar roughly and, with the butt of his gun, prodded the boy forward.  
 
    Silverstar stepped out of the armored vehicle and found that the garage was even bigger than he had imagined it to be. It was at least twice as big as a basketball court. Its roof gave off white light automatically, but there were no discernible lights. It was difficult to guess the height of the space.  
 
    "It's 120 meters," said a soldier in English. He seemed to have read Silverstar's mind, "This isn't the core area, though. The real facility is stored underground. Now, hurry up!" He urged Silverstar along with repeated pokes from his gun barrel. "I'm taking you to prison now. The Fuhrer wants to see you." 
 
    "This ... is ... the day!" Gioni announced from his position atop an armored vehicle around which a crowd had gathered. "At last, it is the day when we will alter human history! At noon ..."  
 
    Silverstar stuck out his tongue. Gioni's strong German-accented voice, projected through a loudspeaker, echoed around the hall. Silverstar judged from the man's facial expression that it was an evil speech, although he couldn't understand much of what was being said. 
 
    Two soldiers took Silverstar to an end of the garage. Then Gioni left the cheering crowd and came over. He placed his hand upon a fingerprint recognition machine. An announcement in English came from the machine, "Fingerprints confirmed, Mr. Gioni, chief of base." 
 
    A heavy door thundered open, revealing a dark passage. Just as the door was about to close, there came a familiar voice: "Boss, wait for me! We need to get to the core of the base!" To his surprise, Silverstar found it was the punk known as Liquor. The kid recognized Silverstar, too, and gave him an unfriendly stare. 
 
    "Who's the kid, boss?" 
 
    "It's none of your business. The Fuhrer wants to see him," Gioni said mechanically. 
 
    Liquor shot a menacing look at Silverstar and followed Gioni to the end of the passage. They were blocked by another metal door. Gioni put his eyes before a small camera to have his iris scanned. With a click, three doors opened consecutively. A huge glass lift appeared before them, but it was too dark to see or perceive the surroundings.  
 
    "Kid, take a look at our base!" Gioni said. 
 
    Wham! The lift dropped like a rock, and the lights outside seemed to fly like darts through the glass. The drop made Silverstar feel somewhat sick to his stomach.  
 
    "Is this already too much for you?" laughed Liquor as he saw his expression. "If that's all it takes, you'll have a tough time ahead!" 
 
    Suddenly a white light appeared. The glass lift had reached a bright place. Silverstar was shocked by what he saw in the depth of the underground. It was a hub for numerous glass lifts. There was a huge hemisphere in front of them. Its upper and lower ends were connected to a sturdy lift. The hemisphere was the size of a small hill, and various machines churned along its circumference. Those machines were loading a lot of equipment into the lifts leaving for the underground. Their lift paused, making a boom as it did so. Gioni warned, "Don't get thrown out." Silverstar fell into the wall with a bang and complained, "What!? This lift could even make a sharp left turn?"  
 
    Liquor was amused. "That's right, kid. It can."  
 
    The glass lift shook as it entered the hemisphere. With another boom, it came to a complete stop. The lift's door, made of four layers of steel plates, opened at the same time. Patting Silverstar on his back head, Gioni urged him to move forward. Liquor followed immediately. Gioni turned a blind eye to Nazi guards who they passed by. They walked into a bright corridor lit up by its ceiling. The corridor led them to a guarded place. Gioni told the guards, "Prisoner 001, Silverstar, we need bring him to the prison. The rest prisoners 002, 003 and so on will be brought here later." 
 
    A security guard barked: "Yes, sir! Open the gate!"  
 
    Silverstar wondered what they were saying, since it was all in German.  
 
    The three of them arrived at a huge prison, which seemed to be a polygonal shape topped with a dome. "Prisons usually have cells, though. What kind of prison is this?" Silverstar thought. Gioni said, "Enter." 
 
    "All right," Silverstar muttered, "but this place sucks big time." 
 
    Once Silverstar stepped inside, Gioni pressed a button and stalked off. 
 
    Silverstar asked himself, "Could I escape?" However, the instant he reached out with his hand, he received an electrical shock that sent out a splash of crackling sparks. His body was overwhelmed by pain, which was quickly followed by numbness. He fell backward onto the ground, leaving wisps of evaporated sweat overhead. He vaguely saw that Liquor was laughing at him.  
 
    
  
 
   
 
  

 Ossien's Biological Weapons 
 
    Water splashed onto Silverstar's face, and as he woke up he heard Runt say, "Great! He's coming to! Thank God!"  
 
    "I . . . ," the boy muttered. "Where am I?" 
 
    "You suffered an electrical shock," answered Runt as he encouraged Silverstar with some water. "Those damned Nazis. They used electromagnetic nets with a high-voltage electric current instead of iron cages."  
 
    "Are you guys all right?" asked Silverstar as he turned his head to see Runt, Nicholas, Catherine, Nina and Darwin surrounding him. "Where are the others?" 
 
    "They're locked in a different net. Those damned Nazis brought us here. You were in a comma for half an hour. Who knows what they'll do next," explained Darwin.  
 
    "Silverstar, are you okay?" asked Catherine gently, "You must have had a terrible electrical shock!" 
 
    Silverstar answered with a blush: "It's okay, I'm fine now. Thanks." 
 
    Nicholas said, "Man, you are one courageous kid! Those bastards must've given you a hard time. But damn it, why couldn't I have helped you!?" 
 
    "Thanks, Nicholas," Silverstar replied with a slight smile. They were then approached by several Nazi soldiers. One of them said, "Mr. Ossien wants to see you! Get moving ... schnell!" Another soldier turned off the electric net and warned, "No tricks!" He fired a laser beam at a spot near Darwin's feet, "Old man, you wish to cause trouble for us, but I warn you: Behave yourself! Our bullets don't have eyes!" 
 
    "Really?" came another voice, which the soldier couldn't have recognized. "Then, I guess you don't have eyes either." 
 
    "Who's that!?" shouted the soldier. "Who is there ... !" Before he could finish his sentence, he was knocked senseless by Nina, who descended from above and landed a sharp punch. With a fling of her red hair, she spun round and knocked down another soldier with a kick to the chest. Jack was dumbfounded by her skills, but it was too late to pitch in. Seconds later, a musket was pointed at Nina's head. "Nice moves," said Gioni. "I've been waiting for you, but I'm afraid you'll need more practice if you hope to beat me." He set down his musket as several soldiers rushed over to bind her. 
 
    "Damned Nazis!" cursed Hilton, "What do you want?" 
 
    "Huh! You ask too many questions," said Gioni with contempt. "Even so, you'll have the answer soon enough." 
 
    The heroes were escorted along a corridor. Silverstar looked around, but the cowardly Hicks couldn't hide his worry. Darwin kept a straight face, as did Nina. Jack gazed at Nina with admiration. Nicholas looked serious, and Catherine was a bit frightened. Actually, Silverstar was terrified. Nemo nervously followed Simons and Mandis, both of whom looked fearless as any sea-trained sailor should. Runt looked at Gioni in disgust. Silverstar didn't know much about the other time travelers, who, like Darwin, were expressionless. He assumed the impressively muscular one would be Collinson. Rhode, Ark and Hilton clearly had a running feud with the Nazis.  
 
    Another huge lift appeared before them, and a soldier ordered, "Get in!" It wasn't a transparent lift like the previous one. And this one was even bigger. With a wave of Gioni's hand, a soldier outside the lift pressed a button. Its three-layer steel door closed. Then, with violent shaking, the lift plunged. Silverstar found it difficult to stand steady under movement at such a high speed. In about half a minute, the huge lift came to a clattering stop. They were ushered out of the life and into a space the size of a soccer field. The room was equipped with high-tech machines. "This place is exceedingly strange," said Runt. "Nazi technology can't be so sophisticated! It's incredible!"  
 
    A cackle of insidious laughter was heard, causing goose bumps on its listeners, as a man emerged. He was seated on a chair at the center of the room. Strangely, he and the chair seemed to appear from out of nowhere. Shrouded in peculiar clothing, he had deep-set eyes that conveyed murderous intent. Upon seeing him, Gioni gave a low bow to demonstrate his deep respect.  
 
    "Greetings, all," said the man. "I'm Albert Sean Ossien, a businessman from the year 2114." 
 
    "The twenty-second century!" they gasped. Silverstar asked, "You mean, you come from the future?" 
 
    "You must be kidding!" roared Darwin, "Stop talking nonsense!" Realizing that he wasn't surrounded by too many soldiers, Darwin drew his gun and fired several shots at Ossien. Nevertheless, as the bullets were about to hit the target, they simply froze in the air.  
 
    "Darwin Speicher, a scientist in time and space from the twentieth century. You are actually more stupid than I expected!" Just as everyone was shocked by the unexpected scene, the bullets made a sudden U-turn and hit Darwin instead.  
 
    "Boss!" Rhode yelled as he rushed into to catch the man, who was sinking to the ground. 
 
    Silverstar looked at Ossien seriously and asked him, "What are you up to? Why have you come here?" 
 
    Ossien burst into a howl of laughter and said, "Finally we have an inquisitive kid. Well, allow me to tell you my story!" 
 
    "In the twenty-second century, they call me Dr. Ossien because I'm a respected biologist. However, more correctly I'm a trader in the underground market of biological weapons. I specialize in making those blood-thirsty monsters and selling them to time criminals in different eras. I do NOT do this for money. By doing so, I'm amassing money for a big deal, which I call Doomsday." 
 
    "Doomsday?" Darwin said. "Do you mean you intend to drown everyone with a heavy rain?"  
 
    "No, Mr. Darwin." answered Ossien. "A flood simply wouldn't be enough to cleanse this world. I've been cooperating with biological weapon traders in different eras, including my dear friend Sellars Nien, Karls – who passed away, unfortunately – and a guy called Whisk in the twenty-first century. Anyway, they have supplied me with abundant physical and financial resources. I have made great progress with my research, in which my ultimate goal is to create the most powerful creature, and it will truly be immortal." He grew excited as he said, "To avoid any detection by the TP – the time police – I chose to build a base in an era long before the existence of humans. And..." He looked directly at Silverstar and continued, "According to our intelligence, you are very interested in the animals here. What a pity! You, idiots from the twenty-first century, thought you had found new species! They, which you believe to be of muscle and sinew, are my guinea pigs! 
 
    "What?" asked Runt, "You're a liar! What evidence do you have?" 
 
    "Huh! Proof? Didn't you consider it somewhat strange?" Ossien replied, "Where on earth did you see the creatures like the huge bugs with such capability, intelligence and shape. As for the fire dragons, we created them from reptiles through genetic modification. Otherwise, what creature could make a round trip from the earth to the outer space? We broke down the DNA of the original insect and edited it to create the fire dragon. In this ancient land, we farmed them first in this area but eventually they migrated. Now they occupy almost thirty percent of the land mass. But," continued Ossien with an evil smile, "the empire of gigantic insects was coming to an end." 
 
    "You mean…" asked Runt after some consideration, "the evil star is coming?" 
 
    "Yes!" said Ossien with a wry smile. "Here we have a mysterious shooting star from out of the immensity of the universe! It's composed of a great deal of poisonous material, which would be unknown even to the best scientists of the twenty-second century. This mysterious material carries radiation energy and an acid of a strength that mankind has never before encountered. This unnamed meteorite is approaching earth at an incredible speed. Its surface covers an area of seven square meters, and . . . you'll never guess. It is destined to impact the very place where we're standing!" Ossien went on with arms open, "To be exact, it will arrive in 12 hours, 36 minutes and 10 seconds from... now. It will destroy all living things here, but it will have absolutely no impact on the outside world." 
 
    All of those present were shocked by what Ossien said. Darwin – who had recovered some of his strength through use of the rapid-recovery medicine – stood up and asked, "In this case, won't you be killed by the meteorite too?" 
 
    Ossien answered defiantly: "No, I won't. We will not! In any case, I advise you not to interrupt! I haven't finished my story. Now... Oh, where was I? Oh, yes. Having secured enough funding from different eras, I came here to begin my research. However, I knew that human power would be essential, so..." With a smile that mixed evil and glee in equal measure, he said, "You probably have guessed correctly! To secure sufficient human power, I brought some of Hitler's soldiers along for the adventure. I gave them some elixir – APTX4869 – which I had obtained from a partner in the twentieth century. I improved the elixir, of course. Now, in return for their service I promised to allow them to board the "spaceship" after the success of my research, so that we could all realize our common dream. Am I right, Gioni?" 
 
    Gioni, who stood at Ossien's side, bowed deeply. "Yes, my lord! Our dream will soon be a reality!" 
 
    "Dream? What dream?" asked Silverstar. 
 
    Ossien raised his face skyward and laughed. "Well! You are indeed a curious lad!" Then, with a wave of his hand, the surrounding walls changed into a screen showing imagery of the vast forest. "This is our dream!" said Ossien passionately. "We have created the most powerful biological weapon ever. It is... the king of all gods!" 
 
    The imagery changed to the time travelers' base. The towering tree stood amid its own smoky haze, its great hulk heavily damaged in the fierce battle. Suddenly, a roar was heard from the sky, and the forest quaked. A gigantic monster appeared before the tree. It was as if a skyscraper had descended, blocking the sun with its incomprehensible mass. The head of the monster was big beyond description. Its terrifying face was made all the more hideous by the presence of a second mouth directly over the main one. Each of its eyes was half the width of a football field, and a pair of ox-like horns shot from the crown of its head. Its body was emblazoned with a strange camouflage resembling flowers of molten lava, and from that tremendous bulk extended the tail of a sea dragon.  
 
    "Oh, my God!" exclaimed Runt, "How on earth could you have... !?" 
 
    Ossien interrupted. "How could we have such a fabulously handsome monster! Right? I know, it's truly awesome. Still, it has more power than you could ever imagine. I've given the king of all gods an order to destroy the base for time travelers." 
 
    The king of all gods gave an earth-shaking roar and spewed blood-red fire at the smashed-up tree. Then it opened its mouth to spew a blue fire. The tree caught fire immediately. The tree leaves in the flame resembled a roaring dragon. The king of all gods closed its upper mouth but continued to emit gas through its lower mouth. It descended to the ground and spewed more blood-red fire at the tree. Then it threw itself onto the structure. With a series of cracks, the tree, several thousand years old, collapsed with a great, catastrophic boom. It was accompanied by a series of explosions and tremors, shaking the ground for a distance of several kilometers. Catherine screamed in fright, and Silverstar worried that the ceiling of the room would collapse. Although the earthquake's magnitude could be just over four degrees on Richter scale, its impact was stronger than that of other earthquakes of the same degree since its epicenter was at the earth's surface. During the earthquake, only Ossien laughed, but he did so without restraint. He said proudly, "Did you see? It's an ultimate biological weapon unmatched even by nuclear weapons. In eleven hours, we will ride it together with other biological weapons to fly to the future.  
 
    The shaking finally came to a stop. The king of all gods emerged with another roar from the debris of the falling tree. Around the tree scattered living things the shock wave had stunned. Among them, Silverstar found a poisonous scorpion, lying on the ground curled with several claws missing. It was a far cry from its awe-inspiring appearance in that first encounter. 
 
    "So, now you see," Ossien said. "This is what we have achieved through our research. With them, I will become a god. I will be the only god this world should ever fear!" 
 
    "Nonsense!" roared Darwin, "You made nothing of the 95 years I spent here! We left our country and our era and worked together to build all this." Darwin became hysterical and rushed toward Ossien with a scream of bloody anger. However, he was shot a paralyzing laser beam by a guard and immediately fell to the floor. 
 
    "Damn it! You bastard!" Hilton roared. Heedless of the threats from the soldiers, he rushed toward Ossien.  
 
    "No!" ordered Ossien to his soldiers, "Let him come! Let's see what he can do!" 
 
    "Moja rodzina zginęła w Auschwitz!" shouted Hilton. 
 
    "Huh! It seems you've overestimated yourself!" said Ossien with a contemptuous sneer. He flew a kick and sent Hilton back to where he had started. "Here we have another moron from the twentieth century." 
 
    "Huh!" continued Ossien. "Let me tell you the truth! All these time travelers left their own eras because of my experiments with a time tunnel. Those experiments were conducted to cover our traces from the TP... what you'd call the time police). Now you know our great plan. According to an agreement I executed with biological weapon researchers in a different era, I will board a time machine after the success of my research to deliver my biological weapons for a hyperspace trade. Then the time criminals and terrorists across the whole world will see my research findings! We will work together to launch a war against the world of the twenty-second century. After all this, nobody will believe in those fake gods! I will become the only true God! I will lead all survivors to complete the perfect plan of evolutions to a new stage. 
 
    Silverstar was even unconsciously attracted by Ossien's passionate speech. 
 
    "Lock them up. I will have more gifts for them tomorrow!" Ossien ordered. Something about his manner suggested that, like Bernhardt, he would deceive whenever it was convenient. The Nazi soldiers rounded them up and led them into a lift.  
 
    "Remember!" Ossien said. "History has always been written by winners. It's a maxim you would have done well to heed. Starting tomorrow, the history of the world will be written by me!" 
 
      
 
   
 
  

 New Hope 
 
    Runt was as agitated as an ant on a hot pan. "What are we going to do!? The earth will be in serious trouble, but all we can do now is to sit in this little room!" Silverstar, Nicholas and Catherine all had the same anxiety.  
 
    "I don't give a damn!" said Hicks carelessly as usual. He was heard saying from the neighboring prison cell, "The idiot said he'd have gifts for us, didn't he? So, we'll just wait." 
 
    Mandis rolled his eyes and sighed. "Oh, I don't know what to say to you!" 
 
    "I wonder how Nina is doing," Jack murmured. "I can't stand the wait anymore." He stood up so abruptly that he nearly knocked Hicks onto his butt. 
 
    He shouted: "I'm going to break this electromagnetic net! I don't care whether it carries electricity or not! Nina, I'm coming!" He reared back into order to rush the net. 
 
    "Jack! Don't cause…" cried Silverstar. Before Silverstar could finish it with "trouble," he saw a bright light and heard a cry accompanied by a bang and a series of cracks and sizzling sounds.   
 
    Jack suffered an electric shock and passed out! 
 
    "Eh…" Jack muttered. He looked like a fool with his tongue hanging by the corner of his mouth. There were holes in the toes of his shoes due to the electric shock, revealing his stinky toes.   
 
    "Electromagnetic net can't be broken through by physical strength!" said Gioni as he appeared outside, "Ha! Look at him! How stupid can someone look!?" 
 
    Nine hours had passed without any of the explorers being aware of it. 
 
    Silverstar, always a snorer, awoke with a start. "Damn it! I fell asleep!" He looked at the others. "Come on! Doctor, Nicholas, Catherine...!" At that moment he felt as if he was transported by her beauty. Even in her exhaustion she was perfect. Nevertheless, the dream would have to wait. Silverstar focused his attention and continued, "Hey, guys! Wake up!" 
 
    "Huh," replied Runt with a yawn. "I don't need to get up, Mom! There's no school today!" He fell back to sleep. 
 
    "The world is about to be devastated! Get the hell up!" 
 
    "Aaah!" Runt woke up with a cry, "Oh, no! We fell asleep! Everyone, get up!" 
 
    Meanwhile, in Ossien's room there was equal urgency. 
 
    "Boss!" said Gioni with a knock on the door, "We need to board the ship! What are you doing, chief?" 
 
    "I'm in the bathroom! Stay where you are!" Ossien's voice could be heard from behind the door marked with the silhouetted shape of a toilet bowl. "Haven't you realized that everyone needs to crap now and then!?" A moment later, out he came. "Okay, then!" Ossien said. "Have all of the materials and research findings been loaded?" 
 
    "Yes, chief," Gioni replied. "Mr. Sellars is still sleeping, but I'll wake him."  
 
    Ossien made a triumphal announcement: "Ha! After all these years, my dream is about to be realized!" He gave a hearty laugh and then said, "Well, take my little guests to the square. Get all the people there." 
 
    "There are only two hours left!" said Darwin anxiously. "Gentlemen! If we fail to act... even if we try but fail... human history with be erased!" 
 
    "But we can't get out of this damned net!" said Simons in the adjacent cell. 
 
    "I was just going to speak to you about that," Gioni replied as he approached, followed by several guards. 
 
    "Come on! Get them out! The chief wants to see them, and..." Before Gioni could complete that sentence, Nina fired a shock gun into his back. Then, with a couple of swift moves, she knocked over the guards. Jack was again amazed.  
 
    Nina turned off the electromagnetic net. Darwin shouted, "Finally, we are free! Good job, Nina!" 
 
    "Oh! My goddess!" said Jack taking Nina's hand, "You kick ass! I'm beyond speechless!" 
 
    "Thanks," replied Nina, "but the current situation is still against us. Ossien is ready to launch his time machine. If we don't stop him now, the human race will be in a lot of trouble!" 
 
    "Then, we have to stop him!" cried Ark. 
 
    "Let's start with the archive room in Zone B3!" suggested Nina, "There's something I need to find." 
 
    "Good morning, everyone!" shouted Darwin, "It is eight o'clock. At this time, we in this era have been blessed with another sunrise. So, it is for our future... for the future of all good people! We must stop these rats from carrying out their plan! Today, we will fight for Earth, our only home!" 
 
    They whooped and hollered, saying "Yeeeeaaah!" in unison. Darwin's speech, like an eternally beautiful sunrise, had lit the fire of hope within them.  
 
    
  
 
   
 
  

 Archives 
 
    "Gioni? Where are you?" asked Bernhardt as he hurried along the corridor. Bernhardt rolled his eyes and exclaimed "Gi... What are you doing!?" 
 
    Gioni lay on the ground with his pants half way down his legs. He said with a twitch, "You know, too much electrical shock could lead to sterilization." 
 
    "Oh! Those bastards!" said Bernhardt with a stamp on the ground. 
 
    An iron door opened slowly, giving a slight creak. Nina rushed into a pitch-dark room and turned on a holographic imagery machine, which announced: "Welcome to Archives. Please state your request." 
 
    "I need a copy of Ossien's biological weapon documentation!" demanded Nina. Then she inserted a flash drive into the computer. 
 
    "The documentation is being copied," the computer said. "The top biological weapon documents are listed below." 
 
    Biological Weapon Archives 
 
    Partners (Investors) 
 
    Karls Thule (21st century) 
 
    Sellars Nien (21st century) 
 
    Alexander Isaac, Ph.D. (20th century) 
 
    Count Dracula (Dark Ages) 
 
    Rastapopoulos (20th century) 
 
    Rum Gin (20th century) 
 
    King Xin of the Shang Dynasty (1105 B.C.) 
 
    Dragon King (221 A.D.) 
 
    En Sabah Nur (3000 B.C.) 
 
    Morax Lacour (20th century) 
 
    Musca R. Laputa 
 
      
 
    Biological Weapons 
 
    Lord of Gods, King of All Gods 
 
    Neptune, God of the Sea 
 
    Dragon of Hell, Spirit Terminator  
 
    Dragon of Ground Drilling, Chief of Earth 
 
    King of Demons, King of Hell 
 
    Geklam Tucson, Dragon of the Sun 
 
    Halls, Eagle of the Sun 
 
    King of Scorpions, Pluto 
 
    Sidku Larsen, Chaos 
 
    Venus, Golden Eye 
 
    Ricksilas, Ripper 
 
    Dome Disaster, Winged Snake God 
 
      
 
    The computer emitted a beep and said, "Top-secret files copied. For your information, Gioni issued an order approximately twenty minutes ago. The order states that all members, except for soldiers, must evacuate from the surface and core areas to the port above the lava for boarding the time machine. Technical Department personnel enjoy the boarding priority. All soldiers shall remain stationed within the base. They are not allowed to board. All related personnel must proceed to the appropriate areas as ordered."  
 
    "'Soldiers are not allowed to board.' What does it mean by that?" Runt asked. "Isn't the volcano going to erupt?" 
 
    "Obviously, Ossien has something else in mind," Nina said. "He isn't going to bring the Nazi soldiers along. Well, he's a compassionate son of a bitch, that's for sure." 
 
    "We need to warn them and expose Ossien's conspiracy!" suggested Silverstar. "We might be able to seize the time machine!" 
 
    Concurrently, on the square at the lowest level of the underground base, more than 40 people gathered around Ossien who was making a speech.  
 
    "Dear friends, today our dream will finally be a reality! The years of research will bear fruit! From now on, human history will be written by . . ." 
 
    "You! Right?" shouted Darwin when Ossien came to the climax of his speech. "You can't expect to fool us!" he continued. "Your filthy, stinking plan will fail!" Since Darwin was far away from Ossien, it took a while for Darwin's voice to reach him. The rest of the group approached from the lift. 
 
    "Hahaha!" laughed Ossien. He feigned a complimentary tone and said, "Darwin Speicher, you really are quite funny!" Then he sneered and said, "Guards! Go and get them!" 
 
    "Wait!" Darwin shouted to the Nazi soldiers. "You are deceived! He isn't going to take you with him! Your leader has deceived you! He plans to leave you behind! I got the radio message sent to the Technical Department! You must believe me!" 
 
    The square went quiet for several seconds. Then Gioni continued, "Catch them!" 
 
    "It's okay, boss!" whispered Nina to Darwin as she prepared to be seized. "I have a different plan!"  
 
    "It seems that they don't trust us at all." said Nicholas, "It's likely that they don't understand English." 
 
    "The world will be ours!" cried Ossien. The crowd immediately cheered with a thunderous round of applause. "Now," he continued, "it's five seconds past 8:34. I order all members to board the ship!"  
 
    Great! 
 
    "Move!" ordered a Nazi soldier. He grabbed Silverstar by his shirt and dragged him along. Ossien walked in front, followed by Gioni, Bernhardt and the personnel from the Technical Department. They entered a huge lift, followed by a few dozen soldiers. Silverstar reentered the dark, crowded lift. 
 
    
  
 
   
 
  

 Time Machine 
 
    An awesome boom came forth, followed by the friction of metal on metal that grated the ears like fingernails against a blackboard. The Nazi soldiers clamored forth from the lift, and before them was a vast hole in the ground. It was nearly 100 meters deep and half the length of the base overhead. Its surrounding wall comprised a network of complicated machinery that, in its totality, formed a dome over the hole. These machines were operating like a living thing. From time to time, it would emit a mass of cold air. The lift was located left to the dome.  
 
    "Why don't we feel cold while the cool air keeps coming out of the machines?" asked Silverstar. 
 
    "Well," answered Nicholas, "You'd better look down!" 
 
    "Oh, God!" exclaimed Silverstar. 
 
    "Oh! No!" cursed Darwin. 
 
    "My goodness!" cried Catherine, "Incredible!" 
 
    The dome was supported by a rock wall over a large lava lake. 
 
    "This is the crater of the volcano we call Blade," said Liquor, who appeared suddenly. "Chief Ossien created a system that uses the heat from the volcano to supply the base with energy. The volcano is going to erupt, though, so we keep spraying in cold air in order to delay its eruption." 
 
    "Come!" said Ossien, his face flush with pride. "Have a look at our fantastic time machine!" 
 
    A stunningly bright light dazzled everyone present, and a space ship roughly three times the size of an aircraft carrier emerged just above the horizon. It had a sleek silhouette – nothing like the strictly utilitarian but authoritative look of a twentieth-century craft – highlighted by a rounded bow. As it drew near, Silverstar and his friends could see the rows of threatening electromagnetic guns. It also had a streamlined windshield at the bridge and a gigantic thruster at the back. The thruster glowed with that awesome blue light, indicating that it would surpass anything with a conventional jet or propeller.  
 
    "Do you see?" said Ossien in a loud voice, "This is the Noah's Ark for elites. With it, we will use our biological weapons to decimate the human race." 
 
    Dozens of Ossien's followers cheered. 
 
    "He hasn't abandoned his soldiers, though," Runt said quietly. "Was the broadcast a dummy message?" 
 
    "No," Darwin replied. "I could see from his eyes that he's up to something. We'll have to wait and bit longer." 
 
    An illuminated escalator descended from the ship. As decreed by Ossien, the personnel of the Technical Department went aboard first. The crowd began to cheer, and even the soldiers in charge of Silverstar and his friends joined in.  
 
    They shouted in German, "Long live the chief! Long live the Nazi empire! Long live Ossien!" 
 
    Gioni glanced at Bernhardt and said, "It's just about time." 
 
    "You're right! Low-ranking soldiers aren't entitled to survive Doomsday." 
 
    Ossien had a few clicks on the nearby computer. A holographic image displayed a message: "Time Chaos Launched." The crackle of electricity sounded above the soldiers. Liquor was the first one to recognize that something was wrong. Seeing what was happening overhead, he felt the onset of terror. A gigantic electric ball could be seen aloft, and from it came a web of currents bearing unimaginable voltage. With a bang, the currents grew more violent. All the followers on the ground started to panic. Darwin shouted, "Guys, back up! Quickly!"  
 
    Although Darwin couldn't precisely know what was going on, he was, after all, a founding figure in the study of space and time. Just as Silverstar withdrew as suggested, an electric current shot the rope binding him. "I'm on fire!" he shouted. By instinct, he struggled with the rope and inadvertently broke it.  
 
    The fire caused by the electric current freed him! Silverstar wiped the tingly beads of sweat from his forehead. Meanwhile, the electric ball started to rotate. A deafening, thunderous sound was heard. Several of the Nazis begged Gioni and Ossien for help, but their superiors were unmoved. Not a word was returned to the pleading. The electric ball became a hurricane and, like a black hole, it sucked the people below into a deep vortex. Luckily, Silverstar had moved away in advance.  
 
    "You will be fine." said Ossien, "The turbulent current will bring you back to the WWII period, as Nazi Germany is about to suffer its defeat. However, I cannot predict whether you'll be captured by the Allied forces. Ha! Ha-ha-ha!" 
 
    "You are garbage, Ossien! Fuck you!" shouted Liquor. A second later, he was sucked into the whirling maelstrom. 
 
    The black hole took more than sixty people, all in the blink of an eye. 
 
    "It might be a good thing," commented Darwin. "They'll be subject to fair judgment in the aftermath of the war." 
 
    "It's quiet now," Bernhardt said as he rearranged his windblown hair. He made a low bow toward Ossien and said, "Chief, I admire your courage and intelligence!" 
 
    "Ha!" laughed Ossien in reply. "Board the ship! We will soon launch our plan to attack the human world. It is almost time to . . ."  
 
    "Shup your foul mouth!" Darwin shouted. "How could you say something like that!? As a human being, how could you do this?" 
 
    "Let me show you something," Ossien replied casually. He reached into one of the pockets in his special garment. "Do you know what this is?" Upon the opening of his hand a string of diamonds fell, at the end of which was an object. It bounced once and then lay suspended in the air.   
 
    Silverstar and Runt gasped. They could barely comprehend the magnificent beauty of the object.  
 
    It was a shiny blue diamond free of any flaw. It was unique, transparent like glass without any impurity whatsoever. Its beauty was unmatched.  
 
    "It's called the Heart of the Ocean," said Catherine to Silverstar. "I took it when the ship was about to be destroyed. I then gave it to Nicholas, who traded it to Bernhardt for an opportunity to help you at the arena. It makes sense that . . ."   
 
    "Do you mean Heart of the Ocean from the movie ‘Titanic’?" Silverstar asked. 
 
    "Yes!" said Ossien, "According to the time archives, there was indeed a blue diamond of hope on the Titanic! It was retrieved many years later and was to be displayed on Titanic II. Now, however, I have it. Hahaha!"  
 
    "Then, what do you plan to do with it?" Hilton inquired. 
 
    "Well, you don't know yet." answered Ossien, "Actually this diamond, made of blue gold, is a source of endless energy!" 
 
    "What endless energy? Stop the nonsense!" said Darwin. 
 
    "I didn't lie." said Ossien, "These endless energy rocks were buried underground. They were brought here by the meteoroids from the outer space. The heart of the sea was the only one remaining in this world. This gem will serve as good material for my new doomsday weapon. Now, Gioni, lock them up in the prison cells in the ship! Before they say goodbye to the world, I will show them the images of the doomsday!" 
 
    "Screw you!" cursed Silverstar, "You will fail!" 
 
    "Huh, stupid!" Ossien had a glimpse of him with contempt, "Guards, take them to…" 
 
    Before he could finish, a bright and hot light hit him, causing a blood splash. Ossien fell backward immediately. Before Gioni and Bernhardt could react, Nina dropped the laser gun in her hand, took out two small guns with a pointy head from her waist and shot two electric currents to paralyze them on the ground.  
 
    "I found you at last, Ossien!" said Nina stately, "Although the punishment is kind of rough, it is nothing compared with the crime you committed!"   
 
    "What?" asked Jack puzzled, "What are you talking about, Nina? Where do you get the weapons?" 
 
    "Sorry, guys. I've kept my identity a secret. I was compelled to do so because of my assignment. So, let me... reintroduce myself. Albert Sean Ossien has committed more crimes than what you have seen. Over the 300 million plus years that followed this date, he committed a massacre. My team leader and I escaped into hyperspace before our headquarters was destroyed. To avoid detection by Ossien, my team leader assigned me the task of reversing the past. In other words, I had to stop the bad guy before he could succeed in his time-and-space transfer. If I could stop him from boarding the ship, the changed future could disappear as a deleted timeline. Do you understand?  
 
    "Do you mean," asked Darwin trying to clarify it for the baffled group, "Ossien succeeded with his plan and the future world was destroyed? To change all this, Nina has come to stop Ossien from boarding the ship." 
 
    "Well! Forget about it!" said Runt with a roll of his eyes. "Everything about it is too complicated!" 
 
    "I get it," said Silverstar. "Still, I'd like to know who sent her." 
 
    "The Weltraam Polizei T.P. did, but that's all I can tell you." Nina picked up the laser gun and pointed it at Ossien. "Anyway, come on. Get up. I'll call my team leader to bring you..." 
 
    Defying the laws of physics, Ossien pulled himself up, using only his feet without any use of his hands.  
 
    "Oh, really?" answered Ossien, fully recovered from the gun wounds, "Am I that weak?" He continued with contempt, "Fairly soon, you'll see what Hell looks like!" 
 
    Boom! As a bomb exploded violently, a shock wave hit Silverstar, throwing him to the ground.  
 
    
  
 
   
 
  

 The Battle above the Crater 
 
    Ossien gave a husky laugh. "Ha! That was a bit of magic I learned from N Shaba Nuka! How was it?" 
 
    "Ouch! That hurts!" Silverstar cried. "My butt is going to get busted! Ouch!" 
 
    "Whoa, whoa-whoa!" said Nicholas in panic, seeing that the glass on which he stood was beginning to tilt. Obviously, it was because of what Ossien had done. Just as Nicholas was about to fall off, Silverstar rushed in and grabbed him. A wave of heat shot up from below as the lava roiled. Bubbles grew and burst, one after another. "Ouch!" cried Nicholas amid the pain of it. He shouted, "I can't hold on anymore!" The lava was rising rapidly. Silverstar's arm was too tired to pull him up. He remembered the time in the huge tree, when he was saved by Mandis at the very last second. "Man! Where is he now!?" Silverstar pleaded to himself. Then he shouted, "Anyway, I won't give up! The earth is in grave danger, so it's up to us to save it! Hold on, buddy!"     
 
    "You're right!" Nicholas said. He struggled to climb over the edge of the tilting glass and regain dominion over its surface. 
 
    "Listen, creep!" Nina said. "Do you really think that we, the time police, could be put away so easily? No matter what, I will bring you to justice!" With a snort, Ossien fired another beam of light, leading to a hellish explosion. Nina, however, showed no fear. She shouted, "Reflection cloak." Instantly the shock wave from the explosion was deflected toward a stone wall, causing an avalanche of rubble. 
 
    "We're running out of time!" shouted Darwin as he held the wounded Simons. "The volcano is about to erupt!" 
 
    "Let's finish it with one last battle!" cried Ossien as he rushed toward Nina. His adversary drew a sword in response as if to welcome his advance. Then a thunderous explosion was heard. 
 
    Nina then cried out and fell to the ground. Blood filled her mouth and, struggling, she said, "Hell! Mission failed!"  
 
    "You're absolutely right!" said Ossien as he glared at the broken, burning sword on the ground.  
 
    "How could you expect to beat the magic of N Shaba Nuka with that silly toy of yours, the pill of electric light? Looking at the group of people wounded by the explosion, Ossien said, "Well, I bid you adieu. You could have been able to view the arrival of Doomsday, but now I'm afraid you've missed that opportunity." Gioni and Bernhardt had just awakened, and to them Ossien said, "Let's move. Everything proceeds as planned." 
 
    "Yes, sir!" replied Gioni with a bow. He shouted to Silverstar, "Cheerio." Before he entered the lift to ascend, he said, "It's one or the other: You'll be barbecued by the volcano or blasted to bit by the evil star! Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!"  
 
    Ossien gave another wrathful laugh. Then he gently pulled the Heart of the Ocean from his pocket and said, "Let us witness the power of infinite energy." 
 
    "Darn it!" shouted Darwin. "These filthy bastards go about their plan, and all we can do is watch!" 
 
    "No! It isn't over yet!" said Nina as Jack rushed over to help her get up. "Ossien won't get away with it. We still have a fighting chance!" 
 
    "What do you mean?" asked Hilton, greatly intrigued. 
 
    "The Heart of the Ocean isn't a stable source of energy. Although the time machine is powered by a secure energy source, it will use a lot of energy for time and space transfer" answered Nina with a confident smile. She believed that they would become the final winner. She went on to explain, "As we all know, the blue gold couldn't endure excessive energy impact, so . . ." 
 
    "I get it!" said Darwin with a smile of realization. They gazed at the roaring time machine in the sky, expecting to see its changes. 
 
    The command room of the time machine was a space approximately twenty meters in length, enclosed by tempered glass that offered a 360-degree view. The pilot's seat was situated at the head of the room, and the personnel of the Technical Department were seated around the perimeter. Technical officers sat at each side of Ossien, who was accompanied by Sellars and Gioni. Several rows of empty seats were reserved for investors and partners from different eras. Ossien strode through the corridor between the two columns of technical personnel, surveying all the equipment to ensure proper functioning.  
 
    "Mobius-strip engine?" asked Ossien. 
 
    "Ready!" answered the technical corporal whom Ossien was passing by. 
 
    "Anti-material hole?" he asked the next corporal. "Ready," came the reply.  
 
    He continued to inquire about the status of weapons such as the plasma gun, meteor gun and super nukes. For each he received the same reply: "Ready." Following the replies to inquiries about the gravity accelerators and system operations, Ossien placed the Heart of the Sea in a small box and returned to his seat. He ordered, "Start the space accelerator engine! Let us begin our march toward the future!" 
 
    "Great!" exclaimed Sellars with a pat on Ossien's shoulder. "We're going to turn our dream into reality!" 
 
    The crowd within the room cheered. Nearby was a culture solution containing an embryonic king of all gods, awaiting its moment to release havoc. It kept one eye open.  
 
    "Mobius-strip engine 035. Time travel begins." said the corporal. 
 
    Booming! The engine began to drink in the energy from the Heart of the Sea with its tail glowing dazzling blue light. Silverstar swallowed his anxiety painfully in a big gulp of his saliva. If the criminals succeeded, the future would be cataclysmic. 
 
    A loud cracking sound issued from somewhere in the structure. The space ship shook abruptly, followed by a warning message announcing "Excessive Energy Output! Danger of Overloading!" 
 
    "What's wrong?" Gioni asked. 
 
    "Sorry, chief! The energy export can't be stopped!" reported the corporal. (Ossien had succeeded before, though. Didn't he use the Heart of the Ocean? Why was the energy overloaded?)  
 
    The Heart of the Ocean began to emit powerful electricity and electromagnetic waves. The ship's system, in worship of that energy, was doomed to a fiery death.  
 
    "What has happened!" Ossien shouted. "Shut down the energy output, now!" 
 
    Although the energy output was shut down, the Heart of the Sea was still trembling with the release of electrical currents. It was going to explode.  
 
    "Retreat!" ordered Ossien. He was the first one to escape. Seeing what was happening, Gioni followed him to the exit. Then the Heart of the Sea exploded. 
 
    The blue explosion spread throughout the command room, shattering all the tempered glass.  
 
    "We made it! Great!" cheered the crowd on ground together. More and more cracks developed in the time machine, and blue flames shot through the cracks. The ship began to fall, shuddering all the while.  
 
    "Oh, the poor people inside it," said Catherine with a sigh. "They weren't the best people, but I still feel sorry for them."  
 
    "But such a punishment was nothing compared with what they had done!" said Darwin. 
 
    "You're right," said Mandis. "People like Ossien, who are willing to commit such terrible crimes, deserve the punishment they get." 
 
    Just as they were talking, an object fell from the space ship with a bang. It turned out to be Ossien. Gasping for air, he looked horrible, badly burned all over his body with parts of his arms and legs missing and half of his face horribly disfigured.  
 
    He said, "You were sure that I had died, but I did not. I am . . . immortal. I'm . . . a god!" 
 
    "Well, you survived a temperature of nearly a hundred degrees Celsius. Certainly, this is another of your tricks," Nina said with assurance. 
 
    "As the investee of Ambro, Albert Whisk gave me the company's top-notch T virus and G virus through Dr. Isaac. Through re-engineering, I've become immortal!" 
 
    "With nobody to support you," said Darwin, "what can you do?" 
 
    Ossien took out a small box and opened it to reveal a compass aglow in blue light. "This is a kind of time machine," he said. "With it, I could restart my plan. Huh-ha-ha-ha!" He laughed wildly, whereupon his partially dislocated jaw protruded, presenting a sight of extraordinary horror. It wasn't all, though. The ground began to shake violently, heralding the eruption of the volcano. 
 
    Nina shot Ossien in the hand that bore the compass. The villain cried in pain and surprise, and the compass dropped.  
 
    "Even now you're still trying to sabotage my plan!" roared Ossien as he unleashed energy waves toward them. At the same time, the space ship flew toward the slope of the volcano. In the command room, the all-enveloping plasma fire rendered the once-worshiped golden Nazi emblems into molten, liquid sin.  
 
    The space ship smashed into the slope with a thunderous bang, causing a splash of rubble to rain upon the lava below. The ship's nose turned downward, causing Ossien to panic amid the impending contact. He rushed to pick up the time compass, but he and Jack seized it at the same moment. "Let it go!" cried Ossien as he tried to wrestle it out of Jack's hand. Blood began to flow from the bastard's mouth.  
 
    "No way!" shouted Jack as he tightened his grip upon the device.  
 
    With a cry, Ossien was shot by a laser beam. Jack used that instant to escape with the compass. 
 
    "How could this happen to me? I haven't realized my dream!" roared Ossien. "You will all freeze!" 
 
    The space ship crashed into a glazed passage and went straight to the crater, causing a splash of lava and a series of white-light explosions. 
 
    Silverstar shouted as he watched the disintegration of Ossien's dream. "That's what you get for trying to rule the world with biological weapons!"  
 
    "Greed has always led to self-destruction," Nina concluded. 
 
    "Crap!" cried Ossien. As he made a few clicks on the holographic image beside him, he threatened the entire group: "You have no hope of leaving here!" 
 
    The glass plate, on which Silverstar stood, suddenly tilted as a flow of lava oozed under it. Although Darwin caught Silverstar, the plate on which Darwin stood also began to tilt. The wave of heat from the lava rushed toward them, making it almost impossible to breathe. The glass plates on which they depended for their lives were about to overturn, and that would be the end. Then, in the knick of time, Nina shouted a magic word. The glass plates were becalmed. Silverstar and Darwin were then levitated and brought to the threshold of a lift. As Darwin shouted "Get in," they all rushed into the conveyance as the lava continued its deadly rise.  
 
    


 
   
 
  



Phase III: The End 
 
   
 
  

 The Last Time Hole 
 
    "We made it!" cried Silverstar in the lift, "The future is saved!" 
 
    "Fantastic!" said Simons wiping the sweat off his forehead. "We did it!" 
 
    "Nina," cooed Jack. What happened then made Jack blush. 
 
    "Man, that's romantic," Silverstar said in admiration. He glanced at Catherine, and she could see that he was blushing. 
 
    "What should we do now? Isn't the evil star coming?" asked Nicholas.  
 
    "Aw, shoot! I forgot about that!" Clinson exclaimed. 
 
    "Nina, do you have a plan?" asked Darwin. 
 
    "That's a time compass. I have one, too," she said. "Look, here it is." She opened the lid of the instrument, and a colorful light came forth. The light formed a picture of a compass, and the needle pointed at a message. 
 
    "What is it, a riddle?" asked the puzzled Hicks. 
 
    "The needle of the compass indicates the current time." explained Nina, "As part of the fun of time travel, the compass doesn't display time directly. It uses a mathematic formula to express time. It will activate the entrance to hyperspace according to our action time and speed." 
 
    "Why doesn't it open an entrance directly in front of us?" asked Nicholas, puzzled. 
 
    "Well." Replied Nina with a guilty conscience, "Actually, I bought it for a song at a flea market. Anyway, the entrance is located near the sea port where Ossien had a submarine stationed. Let's solve the riddle!" 
 
    "There is a mathematical formula called trigonometric function on both sides, in which the three sides and three angles of a triangle are used for calculation," thought Darwin. 
 
    "Uh," said Silverstar through an expressionless face. "Well, in any case it's plenty sophisticated. What's the result of the calculation using the formula? 
 
    "The solution to O (2i + 2) is 8" explained Rhode, "if it's used to represent time, should be eight o'clock in the morning. The needle of the compass points at 9:72, three days before 300,000,400 years ago. The question is..."  
 
    "How do we have seventy-two? After all, there are sixty minutes in an hour," said Ark. 
 
    "SCSCII," Darwin replied. "The answer in this formula is nine, which means nine o'clock. But this indicates eighteen below, which is very strange." 
 
    "Could it be riddle made up of 8:72 and 9:18?" Silverstar wondered. "There might be something fishy about it, and... Oh! I get it!" 
 
    "Ah! So do I!" cried Nicholas. 
 
    "The riddle is solved!" said Silverstar, "Sixty is subtracted from seventy-two for a sum of twelve. So, it's twelve plus eighteen!" 
 
    "That's ten-thirty!" replied Catherine. "Right?" 
 
    "Yeah, that's right!" said Hicks. "Darwin and I are scientists in time and space. We solved this riddle way earlier!" 
 
    "Then the location should be at the 10:30 direction of the gulf!" said Hilton. 
 
    Mandis asked, "How can we get there through the forest of giant trees?"  
 
    "They left some tanks in the garage!" Runt said. "With a tank, it won't take us long to get to the shore!" 
 
    Boom! As the lift stopped, the underground lava also rushed through the earth crust, spurting hot steam.    
 
    "Hurry up! Get into the tank!" commanded Darwin, "The Nazi base has already shaken violently. A tremendous eruption is imminent!" 
 
    Rumbling, the huge tank jerked forward across the passage. Nina held fast to the steering wheel, and Silverstar hoped for a safe return to the twenty-first century.   
 
    The tank sprang out of a cave and across the super-acid swamp. Then they pounded through the forest. When they were fifty or sixty meters from the foot of Mount Blade, the volcano eruption led to a huge explosion at its crest, resulting in an onslaught of lava and debris. The shock wave from the explosion upended their stomachs, and they were momentarily deafened by the thunderous sound of the earth shaking. Nina, however, remained steady at the controls, and the tank moved on to relative safety. 
 
      
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Tangled Monster 
 
    As the volcanic eruption continued in the distance, the tank moved forward along a bumpy track through the forest. Silverstar grew more excited about the prospect of returning home. 
 
    "To which era will be return?" Darwin pondered. 
 
    Nina was able to explain it all very neatly. "Once you enter hyperspace, you'll flow back to the era from which you embarked. When you return there, you'll find a difference of only a couple of days or hours from the time you left it." She went on to shake hands with Darwin, saying, "It's been a distinct privilege for me to have fought side by side with a great man like you!" 
 
    "The privilege is mine," Darwin replied with a smile. Then he raised his hands high and said to the other time travelers, "Dear all, I've had a lot of fun working with you over the past seventy years!"  
 
    "So have we, boss!" 
 
    "Don't forget Darren! He's a real hero!" Rhode said cheerfully. 
 
    "Nina, when they all bid farewell in tears," said Jack, "I'll say it has been great privilege... a pleasure... to meet you, and I..." 
 
    Silverstar, given his youthful innocence, was keen to observe any such encounter. Nevertheless, he blushed every time.  
 
    Something bumped into the tank with considerably violent impact. If the tank weren't heavy, it would've been knocked over.  
 
    "What is that?" asked Darwin. Nina made a few clicks on the holographic image to show what was happening outside. A huge red scorpion was running alongside the tank. 
 
    "It's that mutant monster!" cried Nicholas, immediately recognizing it. "Didn't it fall into the volcano?" 
 
    "Did you see it before?" asked Nina, "It was called Blood Scorpion, one of the biological weapons manipulated by Ossien. Look at the pupil of his eyes. The pupils of his blood-red eye balls resemble a sharp prickle. It shows that it's acting as instructed." 
 
    "What instruction?" asked Darwin as the vehicle shook and rattled over the path. 
 
    "The instruction to attack any human. Clearly the instruction hasn't been canceled. So, it's still chasing us." 
 
    With a bang, the tank was hit again by the blood scorpion. 
 
    "Let it fee; the power of our missiles!" shouted Nina. She made a few clicks on the system interface, and two missiles were launched. They hit the blood scorpion. It was enraged and jumped directly at the tank. It clenched its jaws around the gun tube and held fast.  
 
    "Damn it! Release the missile of hellfire!" cried Nina. She went on to explain, "When we were hit by the missile of hellfire at the travelers' base, I turned on the electromagnetic shield to protect you. Otherwise, you would've died in the explosion." 
 
    "No wonder we didn't get killed!" said Jack with gratitude. "Oh, my goddess! You saved us!" 
 
    "Come on. We don't have time for romance now!" said Nina. The plasma missile of hellfire flew out from the split gun tube. It took a curve before hitting the blood scorpion and then carried the beast for ten meters before exploding. The shock wave from the explosion was so powerful that it almost uprooted a nearby tree. Nicholas was relieved, believing the beast had been killed.  
 
    "Here we are at the seaside! Come on! Let's find the submarine!" reminded Nina. 
 
    The blue sea looked extraordinarily beautiful under the bright morning sun. Silverstar, though, had little time to appreciate it. 
 
    They looked around. "But... where is the submarine?" asked Simons. 
 
    Nicholas jumped onto a wave-battered rock just below. He was greeted by a keenly salt-scented ocean spray. Straining his eyes across the dazzling sea surface under the bright sunlight, he saw rusty metal vaguely. 
 
    "It's over there, in the water!" shouted Nicholas. Before he could finish, the scorched blood scorpion hurled the tank toward him. The tank exploded, sending shrapnel in all directions. Silverstar saw what the beast meant to do. He dragged Catherine along and they jumped into the water together, followed by the rest of the group. 
 
    Outside the water, the blood scorpion made a thunderous roar. In the water, Nicholas was descending, leaving a trail of delicious human blood. Silverstar suffered a terrible earache at four or five meters below the surface, and he knew that death could follow if he went any deeper. Suddenly a light shone upon him. Instantly his earache disappeared and he could breathe freely. 
 
    "Wow! This is awesome!" shouted Silverstar. To his amazement, he found that he could even speak underwater.  
 
    "Unbelievable!" Runt said. "Nina, how'd you do it?" 
 
    "Hey, it's a secret," Nina replied as she put away the torch she had shone on them.  
 
    Runt tried to act accommodating. "Well, if it's really a secret, you may keep it if you like." 
 
    Silverstar shouted. "Nina! Nicholas was still descending!"  
 
    No sooner had Nina sprayed some rapid-recovery medicine onto Nicholas than he woke up. 
 
    "The submarine is in the water!" said Nicholas as the fog cleared from his eyes. "Where am I?" 
 
    "Oh, my God!" exclaimed Silverstar. "That is so cool!" 
 
    The submarine, roughly twenty meters long, was of a different design than the modern nuclear submarine, and it had a wing on each side for use in launching torpedoes. It was of a fundamentally cylindrical shape, but it had a head of tempered glass like the space ship and a periscope at the top.  
 
    As a roar was heard from the water, a monstrous fish swam toward them. "That's a Rey Los Tiburones... a king shark!" Nina said. "It's also one of the early biological weapons!"  
 
    "Look at its eyes!" shouted Ark, "It has pointed pupils!" 
 
    "Is it possible that Ossien ordered all his controlled creatures to attack any human that fell into the volcano?" thought Silverstar. He immediately realized that it wasn't a good time for deep thinking. He shouted, "Everybody! Run... or swim!" 
 
    The so-called Rey Los Tiburones (king shark) was actually a bronze fish of the kind they had previously encountered. It swam toward them in a frenzied rush. Nina took out her laser gun and repeatedly fired at the beast. Despite being wounded several times, it simply paused for a few seconds and continued its attack.  
 
    The submarine was free of any seaweed or shellfish, indicating that it hadn't been used in a long time. Mandis, Sears, Ark and Ronnie were the first to attempt a collective turn of the hatch door, which displayed a holographic message in German. 
 
    "It needs a password!" cried Nina. "That could be the riddle we just solved! Open it, as fast as you can!" She kept shooting at the rey los tiburones. "One needs to stay calm under pressure to become a scientist!" thought Darwin. He took a long inhalation and briefly considered wiping the sweat off his forehead. Then, however, he realized that he was in water.  
 
    The password must be the motto of our great leader Albert Ossien. 
 
    "That's easy!" Darwin said, almost joking, as he entered the code. "I'll lead the human being to complete the perfect plan of evolution to the next stage." 
 
    "Huh!" laughed the old man. "When designing such a code, they didn't expect that their own leader would betray them!" 
 
    The king shark rushed forward and bumped into the hatch door just a second after, thus closing it behind them. 
 
    After discharging the water, they walked inside the submarine and rushed to its operation room. Simons dropped onto the captain's seat and said, "As a captain, I'll command the ship!" 
 
    Just as he fired up the engine, the king sharp attacked the submarine again and knocked off a chunk of iron. Nina shouted, "We have just ten minutes left. Full speed ahead to hyperspace!" 
 
    "Let's fry that damned shark out there!" said Darwin as he pressed a button to launch two plasma torpedoes. The king shark swallowed both and was immediately obliterated. 
 
    The submarine Nautilus forged ahead at top speed. Seeing the ship, the blood scorpion roared at the sky and leaped into the water. 
 
    
  
 
   
 
  

 Reentry into Hyperspace 
 
    "We still have six minutes left!" said Nina after checking her compass. According to Hicks' device, the time and space pulse was 1709, approaching the level of radiation.  
 
    Nina explained the situation: "When sucked into the turbulent current of the time and space without a space machine, one is going to experience the paralysis of brain nerves leading to a pause of their transmission. In other words, you'll faint. Anyway, don't worry. Since you were exposed to the magic light, you won't be harmed by this."  
 
    Boom! A storm emerged all of sudden in the sky. Its energy wave drove forward the seawater which, in turn, pummeled the submarine. Silverstar said nervously, "Are you sure we'll get back to our era?"  
 
    "I'm completely sure," said Nina to the rest of group with a smile. "You'll be able to do that pretty soon." 
 
    Jack wiped away a few tears and said, "Nina, to be honest, I don't want to leave you." 
 
    Darwin gave Jack a knock on the head and said, "Jack, how could you act like such a child? After all, we're time travelers! We've saved the earth by revealing the worst conspiracy and defeating the worst enemy ever known to the mankind! Now we finally could go home. We've waited for this for years, haven't we?"  
 
    "Boss, to be frank, I've grown used to living here with you. I'm worried that Rhode and I might not be able to fit in the era of hustle and bustle," said Ark.  
 
    "You'll fit in," said Nina, "You guys are sociable human instead of the Robinson in the novel." 
 
    She didn't tell them yet that her team leader had made some minor changes to the turbulent current of time and space to facilitate travel.  
 
    "Anyway" said Darwin, "It's truly a privilege to know you all!" 
 
    "We feel the same way, boss!" 
 
    "And you," said Darwin to Silverstar and his special friends, "You're the best kids – the best young people – I've ever met!" 
 
    "Thanks, Darwin!" said Hicks. 
 
    The tornado emerged with a raging and whining wind. Out of nowhere appeared the blood scorpion. With an earth-shaking roar, it sank its claws into the submarine, causing a splash of sparks. Then came the piercing sound of metal ripping and rivets popping. The scorpion even ripped the head straight off the submarine.  
 
    "Darwin!" screamed Silverstar, and he leaped forward to pull his mentor out of harm's way. 
 
    "Thanks, kid!" 
 
    "Watch out!" Catherine shouted. She pulled Silverstar back a few steps. The blood scorpion pounded with is claws where he had just been. "Whew! That was too close for comfort!" Silverstar said. Immediately, though, he repaid the favor by pulling Catherine back from the clutches of a huge wave.  
 
    "It's my turn to say thank you!" said Catherine with a smile. 
 
    "My biggest dream is to have an adventure with you!" answered Silverstar. 
 
    The submarine lost its control system and stopped where it had been. The blood scorpion continued to savage the submersible. Nina made a few clicks on the control panel to launch nearly a dozen torpedoes at the beast. It was thus annihilated.  
 
    "The tornado is sucking us in!" Nina cried. As the rain poured down, the seawater kept pummeling Silverstar. He grabbed an iron railing and saw Catherine, who was close by. He clawed his way to her and held her hand, saying, "Well, I'm afraid of the worst-case scenario. So, I guess I need to get it off my chest!" She asked, "What is it?"  
 
    "I've liked you ever since I met you at school!" 
 
    Boom! With those words, the storm swept them off. They were sucked into the tornado where electrical current and reddish light could be seen. 
 
    "I hope we'll meet each other in the same era in our next life... if there is one!" shouted Darwin. 
 
    "It's a deal, boss!" shouted the rest time travelers together. 
 
    "Silverstar! Everybody else! Good-bye!" said Darwin. "Meet you in the future!" said Nina. She gave him the thumbs-up sign and smiled. 
 
    They found it difficult to think straight amid the cacophony. The blood scorpion vaulted out of the sea and caught hold of the submarine, and it too was drawn into the turbulence of the time-space vortex.  
 
    Silverstar had to find a way to get rid of the creature. Suddenly, a box of blue gold slid along the floor toward him as the beast wrestled with the submarine. Silverstar realized that he still had an electrical current launcher. He turned it on and jabbed it into the blue gold just as the box slid past. The box emitted a blue light and fell toward the scorpion before the group could be washed into its wide-open mouth. The monster's roar became a miserable, groaning scream. Its head was blasted to bits, and the remnants fell as a gigantic spill of gelatinous green fluid. 
 
    Before he passed out, Silverstar had seen, in his vague consciousness, a mass of green light over the ground and sea, followed by a scorching fire.  
 
    
  
 
   
 
  

 Jack 
 
    As the cool seawater flew past part of his body, Jack gradually regained his senses.  
 
    As the saying goes, "no pain, no gain." It was appropriate to describe Jack's experience.  
 
    As the salty scent of the sea rushed up his nostrils along with the night cool wind, Jack awoke to see a bright moon hanging in the sky. Several crows were fighting nosily with seagulls for food.  
 
    Jack yawned and said, "Well, I had a good sleep! Hi, Dad!" 
 
    "Jack, where did ye go to?" asked the old pirate. "Come on, now, and have a bottle of rum! Today you'll inherit my ship, the Black Pearl."  
 
    "She's charming, this Ship!" said Jack as he walked along the craft, surveying it like a proud captain.  
 
    "It seems I had a dream, or perhaps a vision. But, where did the wounds on my hands come from? Well. I certainly don't know or recall." Jack tilted his head back and poured in a good chug of the syrupy liquor.  
 
    "Come on, Jack!" said the old pirate as he tossed something to him. "Catch it! It's my magical compass! It will lead ye towards your destination, wherever ye may want to go. Tomorrow morn' we'll head out to destroy the royal navy vessel and plunder gold and treasures from the Spanish, and our story will go down in history." 
 
    "Right ye be! We're great pirates! Yo-ho! Have a bottle of rum! Ha-ha!" said Jack as he laughed merrily.  
 
    After a great party, Jack walked up a wooden flight of steps slowly to the cabin while touching the exquisite carved railing. He opened his compass, which pointed toward the sun rising from the horizon. "Come on, bro's!" shouted Jack to his men below. "Set sail! I'm the great Captain Jack!" 
 
    
  
 
   
 
  

 The Twenty-First Century 
 
    The slight pungency of the sea told Silverstar that he was back in his own era. He opened his eyes to see clouds float past as they drifted toward the greenish-gray horizon. He slowly sat up only to find himself on the debris of the battered submarine. He wondered, "Well, where are the others? Are they okay?" 
 
    Silverstar looked around and found all the survivors of the Titanic II, including Catherine, Nicholas, Runt, Simons, Mandis, Nemo and Hicks. Nina and the other time travelers were nowhere to be found. Then he saw that they were all floating on the sea.  
 
    "Hey! Wake up, people!" said Silverstar as he ran and shook each of them. "Look! We're back!" 
 
    "Yes, we are!" exclaimed Runt happily. 
 
    A helicopter flew past, and Silverstar shouted excitedly, "Awesome! We're finally home!" 
 
    He gave Nicholas a high-five.  
 
    "That's great!" said Simons with a smile. "Listen, everyone. I have some very good news." 
 
    "What is it?" asked Runt. 
 
    "Mandis is no longer my first mate. He has just been promoted to the post of staff captain due to his extraordinary performance in this adventure! Nemo, you've become my first mate due to your outstanding courage! Let's all celebrate our safe return to the twenty-first century!"  
 
    The crowd cheered.  
 
    A rescue vessel approached from the distance, blaring its siren to announce that help was on the way. The party began to celebrate their imminent rescue.  
 
    "How are you?" shouted a doctor in white wearing a wireless headphone, "We're sent by the New York division of the Coast Guard to search for survivors! And you must be Captain Simons! It's great to see you!" He reached out his hand to help the man sit upright. "We rushed over upon the receipt of your mayday signal!"  
 
    "How about our passengers? Are they all right?" asked Simons. 
 
    "You're a qualified captain." said Mandis nearby, "always putting the safety of your passengers first." 
 
    "They've all been saved!" the doctor replied. Looking at Silverstar and others, he said, "Ah, they must be the surviving passengers. And you must be Nicholas. Your father has been looking for you, and we have contacted him." 
 
    "Excuse me, but what time is it now?" asked Silverstar. 
 
    "What? You don't know yet?" replied another rescuer. "Five hours have passed since the accident on your cruise. What happened to the ship?" 
 
    "It seems there is some difference in time," Silverstar continued. "Anyway, I'll tell you our story later. That'll be fun!" 
 
    Nicholas smiled understandingly.  
 
    "Well" the doctor said, "let's get some hot chocolate for our young friends. It's time to call their families." 
 
    It was a truly great adventure. Standing on the deck, Silverstar savored the beauty of the Atlantic. He asked Hicks, "There have been reports of the turbulent current of time and space over the Bermuda Triangle. Is it possible that such phenomena were caused by the collision of the evil star? I saw the collision spot on Ossien's map of the ancient continent." 
 
    "What you suggested isn't impossible." answered Hicks, "There are so many riddles in the universe just waiting to be solved!" 
 
    "It's exciting just to think of them!" Nicholas said enthusiastically. 
 
    "Guys" said Simons, "Thank you for your help in the adventure!" 
 
    "Thanks, captain!" replied Silverstar. 
 
    "Thank you!" Runt went up to shake hands with Simons. 
 
    "Captain" asked Nemo, "Titanic II has been destroyed. What shall we do now?" 
 
    "Huh! That is easy!" answered Simons, "Once a new one is built, I will be the first one to be in the cabin! Hah!" 
 
    "Regarding the new ship" interrupted Nicholas with a smile, "I believe that I could talk to my dad about it!"  
 
    "Thank you!" said Simons holding back his tears while hugging Nicholas. 
 
    "Thanks for all your help in the adventure!" said Catherine as she bowed politely to Mandis. 
 
    "Oh, it was nothing!" said the man humbly. 
 
    "Silverstar" said Runt, "You did a good job! Ha-ha!" 
 
    "So did you, doctor!" said Silverstar. He gave Runt a big hug at which the man became a bit embarrassed. Silverstar continued, "Now I'll have a new book of adventure stories!" 
 
    "Silverstar!" said Catherine as she pulled him aside, "Well, what did you say to me before we entered hyperspace?" 
 
    Silverstar gulped and said, "What did I say? I didn't say anything... did I? I don't know. I don't remember!" 
 
    "Really?" said Catherine as she drew in close. "Silverstar, but I remember it." 
 
    Seeing Silverstar's blushing face, she continued while shaking her golden hair. "We're just seventh-graders. We're too young for romance now, but..." She grabbed Silverstar by the collar and pressed her lips against his. The kiss was intense but fleeting. Then she stared at the boy for a moment before asking, "What happened?" 
 
    "I didn't see anything!" pretended Silverstar. 
 
    It was noon, and the sun beamed down upon the briny Atlantic. Standing at the head of the ship, Silverstar found it difficult to describe his happiness. He extended his right hand and swept it across the air as if to caress the sea's opalescent surface. He shouted merrily. Catherine shouted, too. Nicholas shouted even longer, and several adults joined in the fun.  
 
      
 
   
 
  



Phase IV: More Adventures 
 
    When morning dews gathered at the tips of tree leaves before falling down softly, San Francisco's sunrise offered charming scenery. Golden sunlight climbed to the top of fir trees where humming birds were aroused and flew away. As crows cawed merrily and morning light shone through the window, Silverstar was writing on his desk.   
 
    "At the last moment, Catherine kissed me. My happiness was beyond description then. She is beautiful and brave. Nicholas is a good companion and a tough guy. He always cares about his friends. We are back at home finally. Oh, our great earth! I have witnessed your legend. We will do what we can to protect you to ensure a bright future and a healthy and happy life for all human beings!" 
 
    "Silverstar! You will miss your school bus!" 
 
    "I'm going now, Mom!" replied Silverstar happily.  
 
    "Have a happy semester!" said his mother.  
 
    Silverstar threw his pens and science reports into his schoolbag but then paused and said, "Oh! I almost forgot my summer research, The Earth's History."  
 
    The boy closed his thick book and wrote on its cover Magic Adventures in Ancient Time. He said to himself, "Yeah! Miss Forris is sure to like it! We had a field trip to learn about weather last time. Where will we go this time?" Anxious to find out the answer, Silverstar rushed out of his room, saying, "Bye, Mom. I'm going to school now." 
 
    A yellow old school bus was parked at the gate. The door opened immediately to allow him in. A smiling young woman with curly red hair said, "Finally, you've arrived. We've been waiting quite a while!" 
 
    "Thanks for waiting, Miss Forris!" said Silverstar. He walked down the aisle, high-fiving his friends as he wanted. Then he sat next to Catherine, who greeted him with "Welcome back!" 
 
    Miss Forris gave the command, and the school bus began to move forward. The common faculty uniform suddenly turned into sea of stars. Silverstar prepared himself for the launch.  
 
    "Hey, Silverstar!" said a handsome young black-haired boy. "I heard that you two have a thing together!"  
 
    "Be quiet, Carlos!" replied Silverstar, "It's a secret!" 
 
    "Well, good luck, buddy" said the boy, who then returned to his seat. 
 
    "Students," asked Miss Forris, "Do you want to know what the Fairy constellation looks like, which is tens of billions of light years away?" 
 
    "Yes, I do!" replied Silverstar, raising his hand.  
 
    "Oh, do you have to touch my tender spot?" said a boy in glasses sourly. 
 
    As Miss Forris cheered, the bus sped up. They felt a rush of acceleration, and moments later the fluffy white clouds were just outside the windows. Soon afterward, outer space came into view.  
 
    Silverstar and Catherine cheered hand in hand as the school bus flew past the moon, leaving behind a trail of fire. Under the light of the planet Earth, Forris pressed the button marked "Propulsion." With that, the school bus flew at an ultra-light speed toward the wonders of the galaxy. 
 
      
 
      THE END! 
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