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Welcome to our special "hst and
Found" issue of Ultimate Advenfures. No,
we haven't gotten into the business of
retuming misplaced luggage to disraught
owners: We're far more ambitious than that.
Ou "Lost and Found" are expeditions and
entire culturcs... once lost, now found again.

Leading off the issue is Chapter One of
a new true-life advenhne, "Valley of the
Thunder Lizards," a story of action, danger,
and mysticism.

Though it is not normally our habit to
do so, we've deliberately concealed the
identity of the author, who prefen to use the
nom-de-plume of '"The Avatar". What we
can ey about him is that he's a modemday
adventurer who prefen to keep his identity a
secreq but we've heard ofhim for several
years and can afiest to his courage, rcsource-
fulness, and tmthfulness. Though not one
piece of physical evidence can yet cormb-
rate his fantastic story, his reputation, and
the fact that he was accompanied on his
advennres by our correspondent Jimmy
lvlalone, lead us to accept his story as true.

In his story, certain details and names
have been changed to prot€ct the identities
of interested parties. Other than these
alterations, every word printed here is just as
The Avatr wrote it.

Also in this issue is "Some Reflections
on the Flora and Fauna of the Valley of
Eodon," a companion piece to "Valley of
the Thunder Lizards." Penned by fint-time
conespondent Professor Elliot Rafkin, this is

the premier installment in what we hope will
be a regular series of articles on the anaztng
forms of plant and animal life to be found in
that timelost valley.

Rounding out the issue is "Wild Basin
Expedition Rehrns," by regular UA
correspondent Jimmy lvlalone. The Wild
Basin Expeditionary Force, thought lost for
several months this summer, has emerged
unharmed from the wilds of the untamed
Hill Country, and ldalone was on hand to
interview the expedition members.

You'll find two special bonuses in this
issue of Ultimate Advenfures.

Fint, there's an artiSt's interpretation of
the Valley of Eodon, drawn fr,om descrip-
tions which accompanied this issue's articles
on the valley.

Second, as a concession to the gowing
portion of our readership which is computer-
literate, we're providing "Valley of the
Thunder Lizards" in disk form. This isn't
just the text chapter found in the pages of
fis issue; it also includes amazing previews
of what you can expect to see in future
installments. A reference card accompany-
ing the disks will let you lnow how to
utilize them.

We hope you enjoy this issue's qpecial
features.

And always remember: Even in our
rapidly-shrinking world, there is advenhue
to be had... and Ultimate Adventures will
be there to cover iL

-Editor

Executive Producer

Cheryl Neeld, Craig Miller



I am writing in reference to Part Six of
your excellent "Improvised Tools and
Tactics in the Field' series by Mr.
MacGregor lVolume 59, N wber 7, J nly
1990 - Editorl. I'm well aware that l[r.
MacGregor is a very busy man, serving as
technical advisor to the TV show loosely
based on his life, and commend him on
frnding the time to contribute o Ultimate
Adventures.

However, Mr. MacGregor's aversion to
lethal weaponry is well-lnown and has, I
think, hurt the integrity of his article series.
I'm talking here about gn ns and bombs.In
my opinion, there's nothing like a well-
placed charge of gunpowder to blow holes
though impediments and unfriendlies, to
startle the opposition, to knock things over,
and to throw the enemy's plans out of kilter.
Forget MacGregor's Swiss Army Knife: I'll
vote for gunpowder as the all-around, all-
time winner in the category of Versatile
Tools o }Iave in rhe Field.

A little lnow-how and a lot of salpeter
@otassium nitrate), charcoal, and sulphur
will go a long way in ttre held. Pack an
appropriate charge into a sturdy pipe (even a
reinforced shaft of bamboo), throw in some
everyday rocks or rock salt, and you have an
improvised deterrent worth its weightin
gold. Pack it into a gourd or a pot, add a fuse
(strips of cloth impregnated with gasoline,
kerosene, wzD( or tar do wonders), and you

have a concussion bomb that will really take
the steam out of a charging group of
cannibals, muggers or dogma-wielding
protesters.

I love the stuff. I really, really love the
stuff. How about giving us an All-Gunpow-
der Issue?

J.D. Ripper
Tanam,CA

It isn't tlu policy of Ultittute Adven-
turcs to encourage the inesponsible
man$acture or use of munitions. Aword to
our readcrs: Slauldyou,by chance, meet
Mr. Ripper or anyone wln constant$ tall<s
like him, please get in contact with local
mental lualth fficials to report tlw person
in question.

-Editor
I was sorry to see Mr. lvlacGregor's

"Improvised Tools" series draw !o a close
without alking about my penonal favorite,
fte CQ fire extinguisher.

Though bulky and often inconvenient,
the fire extinguisher is a very venatile lool
[o have, and is still commonly available in
indusfial areas... so long as halon remains
relatively expensive, that is.

In addition to being ahandy-dandy
short-term smoke screen, the CQ extin-
guisher can be used to cool superheated
surfaces (such as the floon and bulkheads of
buming buildings and ships) to allow people
to cross to safety, and can (in the right

hands) be swung with deadly effecr
I can penonally affest to lvlacGregor's

claim thatyou should always, always carry a
light with you: A pocket flashlight, a book
of marches, a cigarere lighter (even if you're
a non-smoker), a brand, a torch - it doesn't
matler whether you're in the backwoods or
the big cify, among friends or in a viper's
nest, the ability [o pull light'but of a hat"
can save your life in extraordinary sinla-
tions.

James ClarkWildman
New York,NY

Tlrc response to Mr. MacGregor's
seies las beenvery gratifying, andwe'll
continue to try to bing him aboard as a
regulu columist... an even more pressing
need now than before, as tlre next leuer will
show.

-Edilor
I regret to inform you that my occa-

sional collaborator, your regular contributor,
Kent Iane, will not be able to prrovide you
the "Modem Savages" series he had
previously prromised, owing to his unfornr-
nate recent death.

As you will recall, Kent's thesis was
that we were entering an era of new tribes
and "savage" races - in the form ofthe
street gangs of large American metnopolises.
His plan was to approach the surdy of these
gangs in the manner of an antlropologist
studying a hithertounlnown culture, trying

to examine them with theperspective of a
l9th+entury researcher finding African or
South American tribes for the first time.

Unfornrnately, he didn't follow his
plans to the letter. According to thepolice
reports, at a gathering of the "tribe" he was
anempting !o study, he was offered a
disgustingJooking quantity of meat and, not
thinking, refused ir In his mind, he placed
the offer of the food in the context of 20th-
century America, as though it were an
apptizer atadinner party. But it was, in
fact, a ritual offering fr,om the leader of the
gang in question, and his refusal mortally
offended the "chief." Lane's severed head
was found the next day. The rest ofhis body
has notbeen found. Unkindrumors specu-
lat€ that he may have ended up as a party
offering for the next guest ofthe gang in
question.

A word of advice to your readen: Even
in the 20th century, it's not safe to presume
that any familiar-looking cus[om from
someone else's culture is the same as yours,
even if he lives just down the block from
you. Keep your eyes and ears open, refirse
offerings only when you're sure what they
mean, and find out as quickly as possible
what is expected of you in retum.

AnitaVan Sloan
Houston, TX

Kent Lane was one of the best. He will
be missed.

- Editor



Chapter One: Strange Departures

by'The Avatar"

The roar - a shrill bellow like meal
dying in ttre grrp of crushing machinery -broke the stillness of the forest, startling
birds into flight, waking me from sleep.

But the forest was strange. Huge, thick
trees like twisted palms blotted out the
sunlighq giant fems hungrly devoured what
little light made it o the forest floor. The
fleeing birds were misshapen, with short,
stubby wings, long-plumed tails, beaks filled
with teeth, and cold, reptilian eyes.

And I didn't lnow why I was here. I
had no memory of coming to this place, of

ever having se€n itbefore.
Quickly, I rose and took stock of the

situation, of myself.
I was dressed for the occasion: I wore

durable riding pans, a rugged safari-style
shirt, and high boots which could withsand
a lot of abuse in the field. On my belt was a
sheathed Bowie lnife, an old and trusted
friend. Andlwas-Iwas-

That brought me up short. I didn't lmow
who Iwas. My name and my reason for
being here were ufferly gone. There was a
hard pocket of vacuum where my memory
should be.

That distant scream sounded again,
shrtling me out of my reverie. I began
moving in that direction. Perhaps, where
things were happening, I'd find some key to

the memories which were locked away from
me.

Was this a dream? I pinched myself,
and wished I hadn't it smarted. I concen-
trated on my surroundings, and the level of
delail I perceived didn't suggest a drcam. I
saw hundreds of light-slivers penetrating the
green canopy above, I felt the oppressive,
humid weight of the air,I smelled the
mynad odors of a living jungle. If this was a
dream, it was dangerously real.

Ahead, the jungle opened inlo a
clearing. Branches and fronds above
lengthened to block out the sun, except for
one dazzling shaft of golden sunlight which
struck down at the center of the glade. I
moved forward, taking advantage of
available cover, trying !o spot whatever
thing had made that tenible cry.

As I reached the edge of the glade, I
spotted movement: A silhouette, a lithe form
moving gracefully ttuough the clearing,
carrying a spear at the ready. The figure
brushed past the shaft of light and was
illuminated.

It was a young woman.
She was part of this place, no outsider

like myself. Her abbreviated garments werc
cut from leopard-spotted furs. The head on
her spear was stone. The coppery tone ofher
skin suggested the aboriginal ribes of the
Americas. And her features 

-She didn't have the pouty, perfect
features preferred by modelling agencies,
but oh, she was beautiful. Her brown eyes
were alert, and there was intelligence and
concentration in them. Her lips, slightly
parted, carried no expression, but looked as
though they were made to curl into a heart-
rending, happy smile. Her dark hair was a
wild, tumbling mass 

- a look natural and
effortless for her, and which a thousand hair
stylists could never duplicate. She had the
balanced and confrdent step of an athlete.
She was a jungle cat reincamated as a
woman.

I must have made some noise, for the
woman tumed, on guard, the shaft of light
spilling across her. She tumed her face in
my dircction. It was unlikely she could see

1
me, but her eyes seemed to fix on me. Like
one arrested by the gaze of a panther, I
froze.

Then that metallic scream sounded
again - from just the other side of the
glade. The woman whipped around to face
it, and both she and I saw the source of the
scream.

It lumbered out of the gloom, a
silhouette as tall as a two-s[ory house: A
giant reptile moving on two massive legs. It
was all in darkness, except for its teeth, a
double row of serrated fangs picked out by a
sray shaft of light.

It charged the woman, moving like a
hungry express rain. Not thinking, I did the
same, hoping 

- what? To catch her up and
outrun that eating machine on legs? To drag
the reptile down and butcher it with my
pitiful hife? I didn'tknow. I didn't think. I
moved.

But in an instant, the light faded, except
where I stood. Gone were the noise and
humidity... all vanished as though someone
killed the lighs and struck the set in one
second. I stopped, alert, trying to slow my
breathing in sptte of the adrenaline that had
just jolted through me.

"The place is real."
The speaker was behind me: I whipped

around, hand on my lnife-hilt, but the
speaker held no menace for me.

"The woman is real."
It. was a man geyrng gracefully into

middle age. His beard and mustache were
neady rimmed, his eyes intelligent. He wore
colorful robes; on his head was a golden
crown of simple design.

"The beast is real, but it is the least of
their dangen."

I lnew him 
- a memory of him began

to surface in my mind. I trusted him. I
struggled fo speak, but no words emerged.

"Find out about the ruined moonstones,
my friend. Your own stone will not take you
lhere... but you must have it there."

Then the lightfaded. My eyes opened.I
satup in my own bed, in my own room. My
name and memories were restored to me.

t **



It had all been a dream. But as my
memories came back to me, so did the truth:
For the last several nights, I'd had that same
dream, varying in no deAil... except ttrat ttris
was the first time IIE had appeared in the
dream.

It was I-ord British who had spoken to
me atdream's end.

Lord British - tlsre's little room here
to talk about him. Suffice it to say that he is
a man of wisdom and spirinral strength,
master of a powerfrrl brand of mysticism. He
rules a remarkable land which few modem
men will everbe lucky enough [o see. From
time to time, he calls on me for help. I have
never failed him.

Nor would I now. His command was
clear: "Find out about the ruined mmn-
stones." I had a moonstone, brought with me
from the place Lord British ruled; it was a
smooth, polished black stone, much like a
piece of onyx, possessing remarkable
properties. But it was in no way ruined... so
far as I lnew.

Who wozldlmow? I've made some
knowledgeable friends over the yean. My
thoughts immediately went 0o h,ofessor
Rafkin.

Elliot Raflrin is a man of too many
skills and interests, too little time: He's qpent
his years learning as much as he could about
all manner of sciences and studies. If he
couldn't tell me what I needed to know, he
could tell me who would.

I dressed quickly. With conscious irony,
I chose the same clothes I'd been wearing in
the dream, and slid my faithful Bowie lnife
inO a boot-sheath. It was time to track down
the source of my dreams; I mightas well be
as I4peared in mydreams.

When I first met Professor Raflcin, he
was a t€acher. He is now the cura[or of the
local Museum of Natural History. And
though he's eminently qualified for that job,
he wasn't actually hired for his depth of

scientific lnowledge.
Rafldn has a talent wittr people. His

enthusiasm for science is so infectious that it
drags othen in its wake. He can speak witfr
an entrepreneur for half an hour, on lopics
which could not intercst the person less -shipwrecks offthe coast of Turkey, recur-
rences of legends between Greeks and
Azte*s, specfoscopic analyses of moon-
rocks - and walk away with a generous
check, an endowment to his museum. This
isn't manipulation: He never intends to
come away with money. But he does, again
and again.

The museum has set him up with his
own laboratory toward the back of the
building. Rafl<in's assistants handle the
cataloguing of artifacts and arrangement of
displays. The museum dfuectors trot him out
to meet. important people, to attend lun-
cheons, to lectue at universities; but the rest
of the time, Raftin does what he wants, and
can usually be found puttering around his
lab.

At the museum, I avoided the main
entrance and walked to the unmarked side
door which serves as Rafl<in's private
entrance. I pressed the signal button beside
the dooq when the answering buzz indicated
the door was unlocked, I entered.

Now, you must undentand: Any busy
city street, with its crowds and traffic, is
orderly compared to Rafl<in's lab. In this
room, on its tables, there's no telling what
you'll frnd. I'm used to walking in and
seeing scale models of long-buried cities,
scientific equipment still in crates, stacks of
books and dissertations, sparking machinery
whose purpose I couldn't possibly figure
out, and jars of presened organs (it's
unsettling to have the contents of mason jars
saring at you while you're visiting an old
friend). Today was no exception.

But Rafkin wasn't here. Instead, siaing
in lhe room's one padded chair, was an
angular young man. Dressed in a nvo-piece
suit, its waist a litde too high, is lapels a
little too broad, he looked as though he
sprang from a 1930s nosalgia show.

He jumped up, too full of energy, as I
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entered. "Hi," he said, stuck out his hand; I
shook it. "I'm Jimmy Malone. I imagine
you're here to see Prrofessor Rafkin."

"Yes, I - "
"He'll be back in just a second. Gone to

talk to his mummy. tla, ha. Don'tknock
yourself out laughing. Who're you?"

..I'm _ "
He gave me a sudden, intense look. '7

lnow who you are. Oh, what a file we have
on you. Every so often, you disappear for
days on end. Usually come back really
tanned. Your neighbon are curious about all
that, you know? Care to comment?" He
fumbled around his jacket pocket and drew
out a batt€red notebook.

I closed my eyes for a moment, sighed.
"Great. A reporter. I come to visit my friend
and get a reporter instead."

He grinned. "Rafl(in occasionally
throws me some interesting story ideas on
slow news days. Like today. But, hey, let me
give you the whole effect." From a nearby
able, he scooped a hat. From inside it, he
pulled a small card, tucked it in the hatband,
then put the hat on. Inevitably, the card read
"Press."

"Isn't that a little old-fashioned?"
His grin just got broader. "Some people

have no respect for Eadition."
Another voice, dry, sardonic, inruded:

'Timmy, you'll hnd that my friend has
respect for things traditional... but lacks your
affection for obnoxious stereofypes."

I turned; emerging from the doonvay
leading ino the museum was Professor
Rafldn. I had to grin at his statement. With
his wire-framed glasses and muttonchop
sideburns, he looked like another stereofype:
The irrepressible Victorian-era scientist
fabled in books and frlm. Fornrnately, unlike
lvlalone, he did prefer contemporry dress.

Rafkin tumed to me: "As for you, what
brings you here?"

I gave him an enigmatic smile. "A
riddle. What's reptilian, stands about twenty
feet tall, walks through the jungle, and
devoun young women?"

'Toke, or serious proposition?"
"Serious."
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He thought about it for a moment.
"lvlassive of build, or sleek for its size?"

"IWtssive."
He frowned. "Nothing, outside of

Hollywood tlnt is, matches your description.
Remove the woman frrom your equation, and
you're probably speaking of theTyranrc-
sawus Rex, a Cretaceous-e.ra camosaur. In
certain pitiable movies, of course, you can
find dinosaurs running amok, gobbling up
cavemen, including young women. In
reality, they did miss each other by some 65
million years." He gave me an admonishing
look. "As well you lslow."

"I need to speak to you... privately."
Raftin glanced at Malone, who rolled

his eyes toward heaven. 'My boy," Rafkin
said, "I do needamoment alone with my
old friend. If you'd just go and look at our
mummy collection for a few minutes, I'll
tell you about. how certain viruses can
survive for thousands of years, remaining
dormant in a mummy's bandages, becoming
active when the Omb is opened... and
contributing to all sorts of legends about a
deadly 'Mummy's Curse.' "

Malone shot me a dirty look. "If I
must."

"You must " Raftin answer€d, sweetly.
When ldalone had gone, I gave Raftin

the whole story: The dreams, the woman,
the dinosaur, Iord British, the moonstone. I
didn't tell bin all the rmth about Lord
British - certainly,I wittrheld the exraordi-
nary means by which I ravel to British's
distant realm. But I reported everything else
in detail. At the end of my story,I showed
him my m@nstone.

Rafkin listened attentively iluough ttre
tale, his expression contemplative. Then he
took the moonstone from my hand, exam-
ined its lustrous surface, weighed it in his
hand.

Finally, he said, "You lnow, I was
wondering if you'drecently taken an
especially hard knock to your head. But
there's an unlikely coincidence in this
'moonstone' business. Irt me show you."
He handed me back my own stone, then
went to one of the many shelves in the

laboratory.
He retumed with a cardboard box. The

box was filled wift crumpled newspapet
the printing appeared to be in German.
Rafkin plunged his hand inro the box and
groped around. "This was sent to me," he
continued, "by a former student of mine. He
worked until justrecently for a German
archaeologist named Spector."

From the box, he pulled a black stone
and handed it to me.

In many ways, it resembled my
moonstone. It was the same size and weight.
But it was significantly different.

Where my stone was smooth and
polistrcd, his was cracked and faceted. It
looked as though it had resembled mine at
some time in ttre past, but then had been
subjected to great heal While my stone was
like polistred onyx, his was like charred
obsidian: Lustrous in places, on a few flat
spots, but elsewhere jagged. I felt ttrat this
was not just a moons[one in unpolished
form; it was a m@nstone which had been
somehow ahered.

Rafkin continued, "My ex-student says
that Spector got this and others from a dig in
Central America. Spector was examining the
stones with his other assisant one nighl The
next morning, my student report€d for
work... and found both of ttrem gone, the
room sfipped clean of furniture. Quite a
mystery. My student had one stone; he sent
it here in the hopes I could shed some light
on the mystery. I haven't made the time to
do so... before now."

"Would you? I'd app,reciate it. I get the
distinct impression that I'll continue having
this dream wtil something is resolved. My
dreams pointed me at the moonstone... and
the moonstone has pointed me towardyot."

He smiled. "I'll see if I can just'fy your
faith. Irt me fiddle with this stone. IVIake
yoruself athome."

With Professor Raftin, "Make yourself
at home" means "I'm going to ignore you
for a few houn while I look into this." So I
pocketed my own moonstone, se[led into
the professor's sole comfortable chair and
relaxed...

... for about two minutes. Then, Jimmy
Malone retumed.

"So, let's alk about those disappear-
ances of youn. What's the story? You CIA?
Helping US-backed rebels somewhere?"

"Tell you what, Jimmy. You write
whatever you like, put it in print, and I'll see
you in court. That way you and my lawyen
get to do all the wo,rk, and I can sleep."

He grinned like a shark invited to a
feeding frenzy."Oh, this rs going to be fun.
You've got all my joumalistic instincts
jurnping. What say r6rs 

- "
He was cut off by Raftin: "What the

devil..."
I stood to look, and Malone, doubtless

feeling the sting of his Journalistic in-
stincts,' hastily plucked a pocket camera
from his jacket and checked to make sure it
was loaded.

Rafkin was backingaway from the
table where the cracked moonstone lay,
wires and leads atrached to il.. the whole
mess surrounded by a bright, translucent
glow ofenergy.
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"What did you do?" I demanded.
Raftin shook his head, baffled, his gaze

fixed on the table. "I was checking the
material's heat and elecrical conductivity.
The first reading was all bolloxed up. You
put a certain quantity of electrical energy
into that stone , and more comes out - or so
my gauge said. Then that glow sprang up..."

As he spoke, the glow around the stone
swelled out like a bright balloon of energy
across the equipment on the table.

Before I could intervene, Raftin
tentatively sfieEhed out his hand to touch
the field- There was a sound - a crack and
sizzle, like the world's largest droplet of
water skidding around on the world's lrgest
frying pan - and Rafl<in was thrown back,
landing hard a dozen feet away.

I was at his side in a second, positioning
myself between him and the still-swelling
field. His eyes were closed, his breattring
shallow. "Professor?" I gave him a quick
shake, glanced back over my shoulder to
check the position of the glow; it was still
ten feetback, butgrowing steadily.
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Abruptly, the lights in the room went

out, and the glowing balloon disappeared.
As my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I saw
lvlalone standing by a metal box on the wall

- the circuit-breaker. He'd thrown the
master breaker. My opinion of the man,
which had been hovering close to zero,
climbed a couple of notches. I could hear
querulous complaints from the museum's
patrons through the door leading into ttre
museum.

"Good job, Malone," I snapped.
"Quick, get me his first-aid kit. It's on one
of his bookcases." I gripped Rafl<in's wrist,
seeking the pulse, trying to gauge how
seriously hurt the man might be.

lvlalone ran !o the bookcases, began
diggtng through them with a rough disregard
of their contents, which would be sure to
infudat€ Rafkin. As a matter of frct"
Rafl<in's eyes snapped open at tlrc sound of
somone mistreating his possessions.

"Get your hands OFF! That's delicate
equipment!" I'd never heard Rafkin so loud,
and didn't expect him to be so vigorous after
the tnemendous jolt he'd taken, but the aging
scientist sat up, pushed me aside, and stood
up !o harangue the newsman. "Your inlerest
in my work does not give you license to
manhandle my diagnostic tools. You - "

I broke in, "I told him to find your first
aid kit. You've had a shock. Malone pulled
the plug on your experiment - "

Rafl<in's expression tumed to one of
puzzlement. "Oh? Then why is it still
glowing?'

I ntrned to look, and he was righc The
glow had reappeared around the stone. Now
dim, it was gaining in brightness.

Malone stepped away from the
bookcase.'That's impossible. I killed the
power."

"Malone, Professor," I said, "get out of
here. I have a seriously bad feeling about
fifg-"

lvlalone, no fool, was moving before I
finished. But he was still steps from the door
when the floor shook, a rippling shock that
threw him and Rafl<in to the flooI; I barely
kept my feet.

The brightness on the table increased to
blinding intensiry, but didn't grow in s2e...
notthis time. Instead, something else
appeared 

- something familiar to me, and
yet smngely alien.

It appeared in the air above the center of
the room: An eerie rectangle of blacliness,
half again the size of an ordinary door,
hanging unsupported in midair. Raflcin's
eyes opened wide, seemingly to the size of
dinnerplates; Malone, from his vantage
point on the floor, was again shooting
photographs.

"What on earth..." Rafkin breathed.
"A moongate," I answered, incredulous.

"They're... holes, holes in qpace and time. I
iold you about Lord British 

- that's how I
travel to where he is. But I've never srgn
one that looked like this. It's supposed to be
blue, an inviting blue..."

I'd never seen one which behavedhke
this one, either. Instead of waiting where it
appeared and then vanishing, this thing
abruptly swelled in size, expanding in all
directions, bloating out at all of us before we
could react.

Raftin tumed to run; the black surface
struck him. ldalone got his hand on the
door; the black surface crawled across him. I
turned and made a dive for the exterior door;
the blackness enveloped me in midJeap.

chirpings. A faraway wolf-like howl...
My vision cleared, and I *new where I

was.
I lay on the laboratory floor, just where

I'd expected [o fall. But, while I strould have
landed mere feet from the exterior wall, the
lab floor now gave way to mulchy jungle
floor. The wall was gone, vanished as if it
had never existed.

I looked around, and the same was true
in all directions. The walls and ceiling were
all gone, replaced by ajungle vista. Above
was a grcen canopy of branches. Humid air
quickly rolled in to replace the air+ondi-
tioned coolness of Rafkin's lab.

The lab was otherwise intacg All its
tables, bookcases, stools and cots were still
in place, and the cracked moonstone was
still wired up to Raftin's diagnostic
equipment... but it was now quiet and dark.
Of the black moongate there was no sign.

Rafkin looked around wonderingly and
glanced a[ me. "[Jm."

"Yes?"
"I don't suppose... this is the place of

your dreams?"
I nodded. "It's very much like it. The

rees and the fems are all the same."
lvlalone rose, taking pictures by reflex.

His expression suggested that he, not
Raftin, hadbeen hitby an electrical jolt. His
mouth worked, but nothing resembling
words emerged.

Raftin continued, delicately feeling his
way along: "I'm not going to be an idiot
about this. Delusion it may be, I prefer to
proceed as though it were entirely real. And
if it is entirely real, and possesses many of
the same qualities as your dream, then it
might... possess others:"

"Logical," I answered, amused by his
analysis.

"If it does indeed feature, um, some-
thing like the carnosaur of your dream...
Well, I am in possession of arifle, here in
the lab. A collecior's item, really; the
museum just got it in the other day, and we
were having nouble cataloguing it. I think
perhaps we should dig it out." He moved
toward one of the bookcases, changed his
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mind, turned toward ttre other. "Not that it
would necessarily - "

He was cut off by a distant scream. It
wasn'ta scle:rm of fear, butof anger. Nor
was it the scream of a human; it was animal.
Shriller and more piercing than the bellow
of my dreams, it was much like the hunting-
call of a bird of prey.

Raftin and I whipped around to starc in
the direction of the scream; even the
bemused Malone looked. Then, we heard
another: Also high-pirched, also short and
warlike, this was defrnitely the cry of a
human. A woman or a young boy made that
cry.

I was running before I realized it,
running toward the source of that call,
ignoring Raftin's admonition: "Wait, wait,
I'll find that - oh, the devil with it." I heard
him running after me, and then heard Jimmy
Malone start out after fum.

In spite of the soft ground and thick
undergrowth,I made good time, charging
full-out through this alien jungle. I heard
them again: The animal shrill, the human
reply. These were the sounds of battle, of
enemies in combar I was sure of it.

And I was righl I skidded out of the
oppressive jungle canopy and into sunlight.
Momentarily blinded, I stopped to let my
eyes adjust... and then beheld the source of
the cries.

This was a broad clearing in the jungle,
a stony shelf where the tnees could not get a
foothold. And over the center of it hovered...
athing, something I dimly remembered as
belonging to the era of dinosaurs. It was like
schoolbook illustrations of the pterodactyl,
the flying reptile with the bone-crested,
beaked head, the broad gliding wings... but
this thing was huge.

I could barely estimate its wingspan: It
was flap'ping so fast, rrying !o hover, that a
precise measurement was impossible. It
must have been over a hundred feet from
wingup to wingtip. It was a brownish-green,
the color of some elephants, a color easy !o
remember as grey if you don't look too
closely.

What was it hovering over? As I started

***

I was hit with a nauseating falling
sensation, as though I were tumbling out of
a plane with a blindfold on instead of a
parachute. I writtred, struck out in all
directions: My hands touched nothing. For
long seconds I was caught in the silent
darkness of this mutant moongate... and then
I hit ground.

I landed shoulder fint on ttre lab floor,
the pain from my mistimed impact causing
my sight to grrey out for a second. I could
hear Rafkin gasping for breath, and
Malone's exclamation: "Mother MacRae,
what have I gotten into now?"

Then I could hear other things: Distant
bird+alls. A breeze stirring the trees. Insect
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fonrard again, as I heard Raftin and Malone
skid to a siop just where I had stood, I got a
good look at the creantre's prey.

It was a wonum, and not just any
woman: It was the hide-clad beauty who had
appeared in my dreams.TIrc woman of my
fueams'. Even in this circumstance, that
turn of phrase popped up in my mind,
tingeing my thoughs with a touch of irony.

The woman held her spear as though
she knew how to use it. She did, too. She
utlered a scream, but it was no cry of fear: It

was a war-cry,a jungle kiai. She made a
wickedlooking two-handed thmst at tfie
flying thing's undenide with her spear,
stabbing it, forcing it to flap up further inro
the air.

Then she heard me pelting up from
behind her. She spun involuntarily, focusing
on what might be a new enemy.

I saw her face, the- face of the woman
who'd haunted my dreams. She saw mine,
and her expression changed, from ferocity to
confusion: I saw a flicker of recognition in

her eyes.
Then the flying thing swooped down,

taking advantage of her momentary distrac-
tion. It slammed her to the ground, one talon
closing upon her, sending her spea flying
away.

I was now almost upon it, running too
fasr to stop. It lunged at me, its fierce beak
aimed at the center of my chest.

By reflex - reflex which I've culti-
vated, reflex which has saved my life many
times - I swept my arm in a fencer's circle

parry and deflected the beak away from me.

The thing's bristly hide gashed my arm; I
continued forward and slammed into it
where is neck joined its powerful body.

I saw is vast wings rise up, ready for a
powerful downward swe€p: It was about to
take off, to carry away is pr,ey. Breathless
from the impact, I locked my arms around
the thing's neck. Perhaps my weight would
keep it from lifting off, give the woman time
to recover and slip free.

My grp was nearly broken when the



r6
thing reared its head back and snapped at
something - at Jimmy lvlalone. The
rcporter, no longer dazed, stopped just
outside the thing's reach while it stnrck at
him, then he tried to circle arcund it. It
couldn't track him: There I was, holding iC
neck in a deattr-grip, hampering its move-
ments. Jimmy darted in past its head and and
made a wild leap ono its broad, leathery
back. "And it's Number 39, Malone, with
the sack!" he shouted - but it was bravado.
His eyes were wide and frightened.

"Hold on!" I shouted at him. ..Maybe it
can't lift!"

"Right!" came a voice, but not
Jimmy's: It was Rafkin's, ftom undemeath
the leathery monster. I spared an incredulous
look. There, holding theprostrat€ wonum,
trying to pull her free of the giant ralon, wuts
the professor, but he let her go to grab the
talon - a more precarious hold than the one
I had.

The creanre wdthed for a second,
failed to throw any of us clear - though I
was bruised, andJimmy nearly went
airbome. Then it swept its great sail-like
wings down... and lifted clear of the earth.

It immediately dropped to ground
again, and I could hear a thud and Raftin's
pained "Oofl" even over the beast's shrill
cry. But ic next downsweep lifted ii a full
eight feet into the air, and with each
subsequent wingstnoke it climbed higher.

I couldn't look around, and caught only
glimpses of thick jungle all about. We'd
failed to keep the beast on the ground, and
there was no telling where it intended to fly
us. Bizarre images of being dropped into a
nest fiilI ofhungry, man-sized chicks
crossed my mind. We didn't want this beast
taking us to its home - better ro land in
tenain unfamiliar to both of us.

Though each stroke of ttre wings jolted
me and nearly lossed Jimmy clear, I had to
get on top, had to get one arm free. Cursing
and sraining, I tried once, nvice, three times
!o swing my leg up over its neck, and
succeeded on ttre third ry.

Immediately I was banged across the
head and nearly tnocked oul The bony crest

on the beast's head came down as the beast ing, and was descending injured.

looked up, and that crest nearly cracked my Another glance showed me that Rafl<in

sku[. I ciung there r- u ,no."nt as the pain now had botfr hands back on the talon, and

in my head iessened. had his stubby legs locked around the

Then, breathing a prayer, I e' in tum' eyes narrowed' was

my gdp with one ui", i..n.a o him with one hand' grasping

otitJ... put ry trano on ne nilt Lth the other' Their pose was

tnife, stitt res-ting in itsboot-sh 'ut fractionally more secure'than

drew it out. A sudden jolt nearl a moment ago'

gip on the hilt, but afLr a quic ast screamed its bone-jarring cry

itopping juggle I managed to g ts rate of descent' already

holdonli. -- ecame tenifying. tlad itpicked

I raised the blade for a dea io land? I couldn't see one ahead

the thing's neck, but a brief attz ften jungle' But whether it had a

stayed my thrust. I couldn't qfi cl or not' it was whipping in for a

kill. We had to force the ttring t
crash. Instead, awkward, I slast e through the top canopy of the

backwards, rropint to r,it *r,ere were lashed by fronds and

joined the body, doamage wiu r Secord later' I hetrd an impact'

I hit on *y ni.O try. As I d ler as the animd hit and smashed

blade back bloony,trt" io.t r"r ghtbranch'

again. I'd orly tln'ughtit was lc fiead' there was an opening in

G-ripping its neck, i *^ ulurt"a another broad glade' Bursting

votume or is brhrcd screarn, u k, the beast backwinged franti-

vibrations to. tr,ui"f-Lttr"a, ; to slow its forward rate.

my body. But still it flew, and I - only for a moment' I heard a

-iug"in,.rr.fig;irc should r from behind me: Jimmy

wmgs. , to'd managed to hold on all this

From moment to moment, I caught time, was finally cast loose as the monster

glimpses of the creahre's underbody. rhe |TflTfl*i:t::lT*efiew tumblin8;;;;il;i;'* i P'H^l?1-*:::?'^3,'.:'*{ Then there was a horrid tearing noise aswide+yed Professor Rafkin hanging on for l ^^_^.,.__ :_ .L^ L^^^.,^ .. j-_ ^^_^+L:__dearfirLandanon"onr"i*ri-offiffi; I :T:IlgT9:_PT,''wing,-lmethins
creature's right ralon. i t had 

*e_i!*T9-"j__,nrne0-1f cavg

Then, afterafew momenrs, rhe | :g:4"_b"*1_Ttgl-"TqtF:l1T**i"i-n'"ur" I lrygllTa*"i:1:9!9rlTry..Y
about her garm"nt , o* n"i 

"orn" 
w "in " i S- ""t into one of ttrose giant palm-like

crudeknife-blade of slone, ** t".Jn*" ui I @.;
the beast's underbelly. I This, impact fuy 1" loose, strai,ght

shearmostrosrherrife,righrthen. rhe I IP,T:*:Y_TIL 3:iIyEl*T$ u
beastopenedis ralon;;il[;;;"" t ltl-t-t11!f_reet,butcouldn'thave-r - ----o--^o been more than ten.prey and she slipped free. ButRafl<inr iitrowingsurprisingqp."d*;;;fi;, i,,. JP,.:TT::P.:i:lgl_TT]

r.uurrr "; *" i I14o r"*'S wrnd wa; driven fr"o1r.nr

rs if it *er" ttre Nobel rt;;--'' i body. I could do no more ttran gasp for air

could see no voluntary movement. Then, the
wing nearest me stfured, lifted awkwardly.

From underneath clambered the native
woman of the copper skin. Behind her,
moving painfully on hands and knees, was
Rafldn. Both looked as though they'd been
through hell... but bottr were alive. They
looked at the swiftly-expiring flying beast"
then glanced about in all directions - for
me, forJimmy.

She caught sight of me first, and came
toward me, as skittish as a cautious but
fatally-curious cal Rafl<in, on the other
hand, saw Jimmy fnst - Jirnmy, and what
was following him.

I was amazed that ldalone could even
move, but he was running: He burst out
from among the trees,limping, his clothes
!orn, his face cug the flying beast's life-
blood spattered all over him... and he was
running as if to save his life. llard on his
heels were men: Copper-skinned men
wearing garments of leopard-spotted fun,
men with the stamp of fis jungle on them.

As dre woman reached me, cautiously
extended a hand down to me, she glanced
back and saw Jimmy. One quick, curt
syllable escaped her lips, and the native men

I momenarily lost sight of that life-and- :onvince myself to ignore

death scene. Thebeast shuddered and up'

banked strarply to the right, losing altitude , I saw the beast's

nearly throwing me looJe. This was a * dozens of yards of
controlled dive... but the beast was descend- nvirched a lisle, but I

"tit:'i:
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czrme to a quick halt in instant obedience of
her command. Jimmy, reaching professor
Rafkin, c:Nt one look back, saw he was no
longer being pursued, and drew for a
moment to an exhausted halt.

My breath was coming back to me. I
managed [o gasp the woman's hand, let her
aid me to my feet... just in time to see one
last man enter the glade from the surround-
ing line of tnees.

He was tall, caucasian, blond, young: A
man of some height, a man with a lithe,
athletic build. His garments were different
from those of his companions; he worc
tanned leather rather than fur, was booted
rather than barefoot.

And his face was known to me. I had
seen it coundess times, accompanying me
through the wildemesses of Britannia, the
faraway land ruled by Lord British.

With breattr still failing me,I managed
to croak his name: "Shamino?"

He looked at me, startled. Recognition
czrme to his eyes, but only faintly. He shook
his head, a denial; but his expression was
unconvinced, as if he only half-believed his
denial. With his hand, he indicated himself:
"Shamum. tnr-:',..

The campfire blazedup brightand
cheerful, stark conhast to the nighttime
darkness surrounding us.

I satby the fire, by Jimmy, who was
festooned with bandages tom from Rafkin's
shirt. Nearby sat Rafkin, engaged in halting
convenation with the natives named
Shamuru and Aiela: Shamuru, the man who
wore the face of my old friend Shamino, and
Aiela, the woman for whom we'd taken that
impromptu ride through the sLy.Around us
were perhaps fwenty male warriors, jungle
tribesmen who obeyed every word issued by
Aiela.

I felt better after devouring a quantity of
meat blackened on that fire. No, it wasn't
meat from the reptile we'd killed - the
Super-Reranodon, as Raftin dubbed it. The
natives shunned that meat as inedible.

They'd caught many four-legged planr
eaters, creatues which, except for being
hoofless, looked like a cross befween a tiny
horse and a small deer. Rafkin had Aken one
look at the brace ofbeasts caughtby the
tribesmen, disractedly declared
"Hyracotherium," and tumed back to his
discussion.

Jimmy was scribbling down an account
of everything ttrat had happened since he'd
reached the museum. Fornrnately for him,
his battered pocket notebook held many
blank pages; I had a feeling he'd see them
all filled up before we were done here.

These natives treated us like honored
guests.They were impressed with the way
we'd killed the Supcr-Reranodon, were
baffled by our clothes and language, and
were graiefirl that we'd saved Aiela,
obviously a person of importance to them.

Rafkin, to his delight, understood
certain words they were speaking, declaring
that they spoke a variant of a Central
American dialect he krew. While darkness
gathered, he sat with Aiela and Shamuru,
and the othen set up camp and built a fiue.

Raftin evenhrally moved back over to
us; Shamuru and Aiela too, drifted over.
Nervously, Raftin pulled off his glasses and
rubbed them with a slighflyJess-than-filthy
shirt-tail.

"Well, I've leamed a few things," he
admitted. "I've puzzled out a bit more of
their dialect and have a slightly more
informed idea about what is happening."

"I, for one, am not at all curious,"
Jimmy deadpanned. "In other words: Tell
me, or you'll end up flying around on
another one of those pteranotlrcpters."

Rafkin smiled. "This place is some sort
of isolated valley. 'Ihese natives call it
Eodon. It appears to be inhabited by a loose
grouping of pre-agnrian tribes. I understand
that there is one 'village built of stone'
where the people farm, which mighr indicate
a morc sophisticated culture than that
possessed by our friends here.

"Anyway: Most of these people are
memben of the Kurak ribe. The young lady
whom we assisted is Aiel4 the daughter of

their chief... in effect, their princess."
I glanced up at Aiela, found that she

was already staring at me. Though startled
by the sudden contact, she did not turn
away.

Raftin continued, "The other fellow,
Shamuru, is a member of an upland clan
called the Barako. He wasn't bom:rmong
them. They found him wandering in the
mountains, amnesiac, a few months ago.
The name you keep saying, 'Shamino' 

- it
agrtates him, but he cannot remember it. He
does say that he lnows you from some-
where, and that he has never seen you
before."

I grinned. "That, doesn't exactly make
sense, does it?"

"Rather. It obviously confuses fuin.
"Anyway, Aiela says she has had

several dreams lately, dreams where she has

been in terrible danger from some sort of
insect-like creature, when who strould
appear but a mighty strange warrior... oops,
let me corrert that, a sfange, mighty
warrior... who saves her. A warrior with
your face.

"At any rate, Aiela appean t0 be
accorded special warrior status within her
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ribe, and hunts on her own. She says that
yesterday she was ambushed by warriors
from another tribe, the Urati, and that their
chieftain - a stnongman she calls Darden
the Huge - decided she was the woman for
him.

"She managed to get clear of Darden
and took a long route to get back to her
village without meeting him again. Thaf s

when she was attacked by the creature I'm
calling a Super-Pteranodon. A marvelous
species. Several times as large as

Quetzalcoatlus. Fully articulated wings, not
just a glider." He shook his head
wonderingly.

"You lnow the rest. Shamuru, who's a
friend of the tribe, and several of her
tribesmen have been searching for her since
yesterday."

His voice became more animated.
"According to thase people, the Super-
Pteranodon is only the tip of a primordial
iceberg. They alk about many enonnous
reptiles to be found in this valley. I lwve tn
see them. It looks as though we're dealing
with multiple cases of extraordinary survival
of species."

Raftin's expression finally became
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more serious. 'Now... are you going O
confide in me and tell me how you think you
know this Shamuru's face?"

I glanced around. Aiela was intenq she
continued to study me, curiosity and wonder
in her eyes. Shamuru appeared to be
impassive, but I could see from his eyes that
he was distressed Jimmy never met my
eyes; he was scribbling as fast as he could,
trying to keep up with all deails being
discussed.

I sighed, regetting the necessity of
discussing this with Malone around, but
gave in. There was no telling when posses-
sion of all the facs might save a life...
perhaps even mine.

"I told you that I occasionally do favors
for a foreign dignitary who goes by the
name l-ord British. That's true. I sort of led
you !o believe that he was Erropean, that his
rurme was a code-name, but that's tnt t:ue.

"British lives in a place - a world -he calls Britannia. I fike to think of it as a
disantreflection of our own world. I get the
impression, fi,om his choice of names and
other clues, that he's had some contact with
our world, but I've never gotten the whole
story out of him.

"I've been to Britannia several times,
always traveling there in a moongate, a
portal. What you s:lw in your lab today was
a sort of moongate... but a very fwisted and
alien one. I've never seen one like that
before, and don't lnow why itbehaved like
it did, or why it brought us here instrad of n
Britannia.

"Shamino, who's a dead ringer for
Shamuru here, is a friend of mine in
Britannia. It's disnrbing to see him here,
like this, minus his memory... assuming that
Shamuru is Shamino, that is."

Shamum's eyes flickered every time his
name, orrather eitlur of hrsrvtmes, was
spoken.

'"There's some corroboration in things
he's said," Rafkin admitt€d reluctantly. ..But

it's still a... peculiar story."
"It's even stranger ifyou've lived

through it. Listen, I'm not asking you to
believe it" It's prrobably berer if you just

forget you ever heard iL But you asked, and
you deserve the tmtlr. Iater on, if you decide
to institutionalize me, just give me a head
starl" I grinned"'They'll never find me."

I glanced again at Aiela, caught her
stedy gaze. 'Uhhh, Prrofessor... In the time
you've been talking b these people, have
you figured ouf, Did I assume some sort of
responsibility for Aiela, by helping to save
her?"

Raftin grinned, quickly suppnessed it
when I glanced back at him. "Are you aftaid
of this, or hoping for it? Don't answer that.
A rhetorical barb. No, I don't get the
impne.ssion that obligation of that sort is one
of their customs. She ftas repea.tedly
expressed her gratitude to us, particularly to
you. And she's very curious about you. I
have a feeling that you'll need to take a
crash course in their language... if ever
you'rc to speak with her alone, which is
obviously what she wants."

I nodded.'gfgll [s1- "
I was intemrpted by a srange, chirping

cry ftrom the forest. Two warriors stmd, and
one raised a hand to his lips and issued a
similar c.ry. Others whispered quickly to one
another; Raftin spoke briefly with Aiela and
tumed back to us.

"One of the scou[s," the professor
informed us. "He's alerting us about a beast.
Something they call a Shield-Back. I rhink I
have !o see this."

Herose, and again Aiela qpoke with
him. Dsappointed, he said, "She says it's a
leaf+ater and that it won't come near a fue
or men."

"Poor thing," Jimmy intoned. "lvlaybe
Santa will stick a dinosaur in your Chrisrnas
stocking."

Rafldn glared, Jimmy laughed... and a
native out in the jungle screamed-

In an instant we were all sanding, the
natives carching up their spears and bows.

Out just beyond rhe edge of the
fuelight, there was a whuff , w htS noise -like abull breathing impossibly loudly.
Then, our phantom "bull- moved into the
light.

This "Shield-Back" was areptile, long,

broad, and flat, with alnobby back,
something like the homed toads of the
southwest... btternrmous. This thing was
larger than aluxury cr. It was no fake, no
special effect; it was alrve, and lumbering
toward us.

As it passed further ino the light" we
caught sight of the things railing frrom its
mouth and across its back. They were
something like vines, something like ropes.
They were, in fact-

"Reins," Raftin breathed.
He was right. On its back was the

silhouette of a man, a huge, broad-shoul-
dered man the size of an NFL defensive
lineman.

Aiela shouted words of command, and I
undentood one: "Darden!" Darden her
thwarted suitor, Daden the enemy chief.

Daden yelled a reply, a basso-pr,ofundo
roar, and was answered by more war+ries
from the forest. There were more men,
Darden's men, in the jungle; they moved in
quickly, forming a line in front of the lizard
he rode.

Aiela's men wavered, dread in their
eyes, dread of the kind of man who could
command a giant reptile. That kind of dread
is fatal, and I lnew il Before my common
sense could calch up m my instincs, I
grabbed a spear from an inertKurak warrior
and shoved my way through the Kurak line,
shouting a wild Britannian warcry.

The attacken expected an easy victoryi
perhaps they'd counted on the Kuraks being
afraid of the reptile and is rider. I charged
up o them before they realized they were
wrong. The fust warrior I faced tried a
simple thnrst; I slid his point out of line and
put my own into him, a brutal thmst into the
center of his chest. He hit the ground hard.

But these jungle men recover fast. I was
sunounded by a dozen hard-eyed men with
spears. I went on the defensive, parried one
thrust, blocked another and kicked is
wielder hard on the side of the kree. I had
the satisfaction of hearing that joint crack,
seeing ttte warrior collapse with a cry of
pain.

Then the Kuraks woke up. A showerof
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Kurak arrows rained into my enemies.
Darden's warriors fell back. Aiela's
spearmen came up on either side of me,
forming a line, while Aiela's archers
prepared another volley.

FIad it been just their warriors against
ouls, we could have scatt€red them back into
the jungle. Bur while I took down two
warriors and was joined by Aiela's men, the
musclebound monst€r named Darden was
bringing his riding-Iizard up ro speed.

The reptile hit its stride. Darden yanked
on its reins, harshly pulling its head toward
us. The giant lizard slewed over in our
direction, came within twenty feetof us,
fifte$...

There was no way Aiela's warriors
could hold the line against four tons of
charging meat and bone. I opened my mouth
to call for the line to br€ak, to surround the
Shield-Back and fall on it from the side, but
I never got the chance.

I saw the hurtling spear out of the
comer of my eye. I tried to twist out of its
way, but was only partially successfiil; the
stone head grazrAmy temple, stunning me,
staggering me back.

I could only watch as ttre reptile
charged forward, still picking up speed,
slamming through the line of Kurak
warriors, scattering and crustring them. I was
still dizzf my legs wouldn't move. I
warched helplessly as Darden jelked is head

Our we atherproof c overs,
durable paper, and nt st-proof

around !o orient on me. One step closer,
nvo; its head was almost upon me; I saw the
cold, amused laughter in the eyes of Darden,
saw his handsome feanres twisted in a
bnoad smileof vicory...

But I didn't see the blow thatput me
down. The liz4rd's leg must have clipped
me; all I know is that I flew back, smashed
once again against a tree, slumped down at
its base.

I should have passed out ttren. I might
as well have been unconscious: I couldn,t
move, couldn't q)eak, couldn't even tell if I
were still heathing. But I could still see.

I saw Darden and his mount draw
abreast of Aiela where she stood, her bow at
the ready; aiming sfaight and true at
Daden's throar I knew he was a dead man.
But I was wrcng.

Behind Aiela qept up another stealthy
Urali warrior. He swung ttre shaft of his
spear against her head; she collapsed and her
shot went wild. I couldn't see Darden's grin
then, butknew he still wore it, that it
broadened and became even more trium-
phant as his warrior handed Aiela's inert
form up to him.

My last sight was of the Shield-Back
and its precious cargo lumbering out into the
night. Then darlness closed down on me. I
fell into unconsciousness as deep and dark
as a well.

Next Issue - Chapter Two: Strange
Reunions
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by Professor Elliot
Archimedes Rafkin

Editor' s Note : T he following article
was trans cibed from handwitten no tes
providcd by Professor RSkin, wln elected
to stay behind in tlw Valley of Eodon.

It is a trifle disu,essing to realize that
future generations will remember one's
rulme more for a strroke of exraordinary luck
than for personal accomplishments. That, I
think, is my own sinradon. Though I never
had reason to doubt my own qualihcations,
it is inevitable that the scientific communify
will eventually regard me only as the
chronicler of the remarkable Valley of
Eodon 

- as a Bosworth to a primordial
Johnson. And it was sheerest luck, not
scienti-fic inquiry or archaeological explora-
tion, that led me to find the valley.

My good friend Jimmy Malone informs
me that he will be arranging for the sory of
our discovery of the valley to be published
before these notes see the light of day, and
that I need not fill the few remaining pages
of his battered not€book with another
account of that story. So I shall instead
provide a summary overview of the valley
itself 

- the world's first look at this
remarkable setting. It is my hope that in the
futue I will be able to send out more
thorough essays on the topic.

The Valley of Eodon is, to a scientist,
rather akin to a time capsule which was
filled with amazing treasures and crucial
information... but flaws in its constmction
allowed moisture to se€p in and comrpt the
wondrous items within. As laborrd as this
simile may be, it is indeed representative of
the facs. In these few pages remaining to
me, I will look at some of these "tre€sures"
make hypotheses about their origins and the
changes they have undergone.

The people living in the Valley of
Eodon, with an important exception, are pre-
agarian, untouched by the Agriculnral
Revolution. To the readers of Mr. Malone's
more general-interest publication, this
means that they do not grow food; they are
hunter-galheren, living on the meat of the
beasts they hunt, and supplementing their
diets by gathering plants, nuts, and fruits
which grow wild in the wilderness. The
exception to that generalization is the
Nahuatla race, who are somewhat more
advanced than the other fibal groupings.

By and large, the peoples of the valley
live in small tribal groupings. Though the
ribes appear to have originated in very
disparate parts ofthe globe, they have
apparently assimilated to a significant
degree, and now most. tribes are organized
along very similar fashions.

Each ribe is led by a hereditary
chieftain, who acts as the dictator of tibal
policy, adjudicator of diqputes among ribe

members, war-leader in the frequent clashes
between tribes, and repr,esentative of the
tribes to all visiton and dignitaries.

Also very crucial to the tribe's chain of
command is its shaman, or spirinral leader.
The tribal shamans conduct important rituals
which divine the wishes of certain ..natllre

v...

chieftain, performs ceremonies of ..mal-

riage" (i.e., ceremonies in which the nature-
spirits are invoked to recognize the validity
ofa nuptial bond), and often acts as princi-
pal healer to the tribal unit.

Below the tier to which the chieftain
and shaman belong, theprecise hierarchy of
the tribe is somewhat difficult for an
outsider to discern. Warrion are accorded a
special status; so are tribesmen who develop
a bond or special affinity for the beasts of
the jungle, such as jaguars. Different tribes
have different approaches to the rights of
their female members. Some are distinctlv
patriarchal, with women distinctly *ond-
class citizens; at least one is definitely
matriarchal; and many othen seem to have
traditions of women in subordinate positions
while yet allowing certain capable women to
attain the skills and status of warriors.

A certain amount of assimilation has

;

precisely a pure descendant of a specific
outer-world culture. However, many of the
tribes have retained distinctive racial and
cultural feanres over the centuries, and it is
fascinating to study them and speculate on
their origins.

Before progressing on to a look at the
individual tribes, let me say that the thing
which most struck me about these humans

- the thing which I should have anticipated,
and yet which still gnpped me when I
perceived it- is the manner in which they
have adapted to their wild environment. In a
land replete with prehistoric reptiles and
other beasts of antiquity, the cultures,
iconography, and mythology of the peoples
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have adapted to reflect these surroundings.

It is not uncommon, for example, to see
a ribal chieftain whose elaborate headdres
is a hood fashioned from the skull and beak
of a largepteranodon... a wooden tribal
border marker rather like a "totem pole"
caned with the
feannes of
camivorous
dinosaurs...
warriors carting
about shields
fashioned fr,om
the skin of reptiles thought
extinct for more than 65 million
years... cave-paintings showing human
warriors locked in deadly combat with the
mighty riceratops or ankylosaurus... Scenes
like these, commonplace and invisible O the
natives, are amazing and delightrul O the
anthropologist. I hope to be able [o srudy
them for many years to come, and thatl will
be joined by those even more qualified to
such study.

All humans in the valley speak a
common language, a mother tongue which
appears to have been blended from several
sources, principally the rahuatl tongue of
cenual America. Examinations of their
individual dialects, however, sometimes
illuminate the tribes' tme origins.

There is no
doubt in my mind
that the Nahuatla
people are related
!o the outer-world
Aztec culture.
Indeed, it is my
belief that the
Nahuatla and the
Aztecs both
descended from
a single culture,
and that

$ ti.,.
oftheVallcy ofEodon
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members of that culture were transported to
the Valley of Eodon at a time in the ancient
pasl The very word "Nahuatl," in fact,
refers to the language spoken by the Aztecs.

The Nahuatla, like ttreir outer-world
count€lparts, build massive pyramids,
temple buildings, and homes in stone. They
work gold. They have a certain reverence for
the sun, but they do not anthropomorphize
it" or directly worship it Like the other
valley natives, and unlike the Aztecs, they
withhold their special reverence for the
valley's nanue-spirits. However, Nahuatla
legend and the behavior of arecentNahuatla
leader make me believe that ancient customs
of human sacrifice were once part of the
Nahuatla culture.

They are somewhat more technologi-
cally advanced than the other tribes,
working copper and bronze for ornamenta-
tion... although radition has apparently kept
them to the obsidian sandard for their
weaponry. And they are distinctly more
agrarian than the othertribes, growing and
harvesting much of their food" hunting and
gathering the rest.

Yo]aru
The Yolam are ablack tribe dwelling in

some of the deepast junglas of the valley of
Eodon. Their antecedents are definitely
African, but I have been unable o pin down
even an approximation of the era they left
their homeland and came to ttre Valley of
Eodon.

I had the fornrnate oppornmity to live
among the Yolam fora time, and found
them to be among the most civilized of the
human nibes of the valley - civilized not in
terms of technological advancement, but in
the sophistication of their ribal laws and the
tolerance in which they hold ttre beliefs of
other ribes.

Their dialect of the common valley
language contains elernents of what I believe
to be Bantu dialecs. Their choices of
weapons include the tobe-expected spear
and lnife, but the Yolam warriors also had a
certain affection for large wooden clublike
maces feanring wickedlooking obsidian
spikes.

Barako
I had very liale opportunity to study the

Barako, a northem tribe of the valley.They

are mountaindwellen, fond of high craggy
places and heavy wrapped-fur garments; a
Barako warrior is considered most noble
when his garments come from the fir of the
ferocious cave bear common in ttre Barako
mountains. No fools, they do most of their
hunting with the simple bow, and appear to
use their heavy wooden clubs only in times
of emergency.

The Barako ae a matriarchal society,
their rulenhip being handed down from
queen to queen. Though other ribes of the
valley appear to have had independent
qu@ns, the Barako ue the only tribe to
whom this appean tobe the norm.

A caucasian race, ttre Barako are insular
(they re among the mostisolated ribes to
be found in the valley) and aggressive, but
appear to form strrong family bonds. Their
dialectof the common language appears to
contain more proto-IndeEuropean elements
than many of the other dialecs; it is
therefore likely that they hail originally from
prehisoric Europe.

Barrab
An interesting race, the Barrab live atop

a mesa on a distant comer of the lost valley.
Their skin tone is somewhat yellow, and
their eyes feanre slight epicanthic folds;
these racial factors, plus some unusual
stnrcnrres in their dialect of t]te common
valley language, lead me to conclude that
they originated in eastem or northeastem

Asia of many centuries ago.
The Barrab live at a higher altitude than

most of the valley residents. Their rulerstrip
combines both secular and mystical
interests: Their chieftain is always ilreir
thaman. They are expert climbers, and my
friends who have observed them in warlike

to hrgh
their prey,
thrower.

They are a very polite people, as
culh[ed in many ways as the yolanr, but not
as outgoing or tolerant of outsiders.

Disquiqui
Though I can detectpractically no

evidence of it in their dialect, the Disquiqui
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they felt cause the earth to rumble and the
mountains to "spit fire;" and coping in a
warlike fashion wittr the nearby fibe called
the llaakur.

TheJukari arc arnongst the most
p'rimitive of the valley's ribes, and their
dialect of the languages gives me few clues
as to their outer-world origin.

Kurak
The Kurak were one of the more

interesting cultures of the lost valley.
Evidently descended frrom certain South

American Indian ribes (or so their dialect
attests), they appear to have prrofited more
from interaction with other tribes than their
fellows. Their legends make it clear that
they have frequently accepted exiles into
their ranks, particularly exiled warriors and
runaways from the other ribes. This has
certainly profited their gene pool and given
them a reputation as the valley's..melting-
pot" tribe.

A tribe of the deep jungles, the Kuaks
revere the jaguars, and some of the tribes-
men achnlly appear to develop emotional
bonds with the wild felines.

The Kurats ae famed in the valley as
stealthy warrion, as very ernwatespearmen

bear certain cultural traits in common with
the peoples of the South Seas. Considered
inesponsible and annoying by many of the
other tribes, the Disquiqui t€nd to be happy,
musical, and rather no0oriously amo.ous.

However, in sprte of their behavior,
which tends to range from the humorous to

Disquiqui.

Jukari
A reverent and hrd-living race, the

Jukari occupy lands in the vicinity of the
valley's active volcanoes. Their lives
seemed to be dedicated !o a few simple
tasks: Finding enough to eat in the harsh,
unpromising volcanologiss' paradise they
occupied; placating the nanre-qpirifs whom



Just as every tribe has a hierarchy - with
the chief at the top, followed by the
shaman, the chiefs children, senior
warriors, and so on - the natives of the
Valley of Eodon believe that their weapons
have a pecking order, too.

Part of this belief is practical A spear
does more damage than a crude stone
dagger, and so the spear is considered a
"greater warrior" than the dagger. Part of
the belief is spiritual; certain weapons are
believed to be beser-attuned to the spirits,
and thus are superior weapons.

Among the nativesj the Nahuatla
obsidian-edged sword is considered the
"chief ' of weapons, with the widely-used
atl-atl, or spear-thrower, as the well-
respected "shaman." Beyond that, in
descending order of worth, we have the
large, two-handed club favored by the

strongest natives;
the hand-thrown
spear; the stone axe
used by most native
warriors; the
primitive short-bow
used by nearly
every tribe for both
warfare and
hunting; the solid
wood club: the rock

hammer, a single-handed club; the scalpel-
sharp Nahuatla obsidian knife, more
practical as a tool than a weapon; and,
finally, the relatively rare boomerang.

The blowgun, a weapon in use by all

the ribes but especially common among
the feared Urali thugs, is the'butcast,"
having no place in this hierarchy-the
darts alone are far too weak to be a
weapon, but when coated with poison they
become an instrument of death far too
powerful for use under all but the most dire

of circumstances.
The armor and

shields of the
Valley likewise
followed a
pecking order.
Shields made
from Stegosaurus
plates are the
"chief'form of
protection.

Armor and shields made of leather outrank
those made from tree bark, but either
material offers greater protection than
cloth.

With the advent of modem-day men to
the Valley of Eodon, the natives' weap-
onry has been challenged by the products
of twentiettr-century science. The high-
powered hunting rifle was the most
powerful weapon in the entire valley, bar
none. Even the crude but serviceable
muskets and grenades I fashioned from
indigenous materials were far superior to
anything the natives had to offer. The hefty
fueman's axe from my displaced labora-
try proved to be a good but not outstand-
ing weapon; is primary forte was in the
felling of the largest and toughest trees in
the valley, a challenge to which no native
tool could rise. Likewise, the Avatar's
steel Bowie knife was only slightly
superior to the natives' razor-sharp stone
knives.

and bowmen. Though they have a history of
warfare with the Yolaru, they are much like
*nt tribein many ways.

Pindiro
It seems evident that the pindiro have a

distant relationship wittr one or more North
American Indian tribes, particularly plains-
dwelling nibes. Some dialecal phrases

The Pindiro appear to feel the closest
kinship with the eohippra, or ..dawn horse,"
ancestor of the modern equines; this
mammal, as large as a medium-sized dog, is
vory numerous on thePindiroplains. The
Pindirro hunt and 64 the animal for its meat
lmd fur, and keep some as pets.

current ruler of the tribe at the time of this
writing is a queen.

Urali
Among the mostexasperating peqles

of the valley - exasperating in both a
penonal and academic sense- are the
Urali tribe. It would be diffrcult O find a
more suspicious, inzular culture.

According O the legends of the yolaru
and the Kurak, the Urali once lived out in a
marshy region of the central jungle area of
the valley, east of the Natrrrarte llsyeysx,
over aperiod of cennries the marsh
gradually dried out, forcing the Urali ino an
ever-srnaller homeland... for ttre Urali do
prefer swamps to more congenial surround-
ings.

Eventually, again rccording to legend,
the Urali just vanistred as a ribe, not to be
heard ft,om again for quite a long time. (Ihe
natives say it was a thousand years, which is
unlikely, but following ttre apprroximation of
dividing by ten any such inflated number out
of antiquity, a century is not unlikely.) As it
turns out - as modem members of the Urali
will reluctantly adntit - an Urali scout of
tlnt time discovered access to another,
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gleater swamp region and the entirre fibe
migrated there in secrel It was not until
rec€nt years that the other tribes encountered
Urali exiles and discovered that ttre Urali
still existed; and only in recent months has
contact with the Urali been extensive, as a
recent chieftain led ttre tribe in raids against
the other fibes.

But the Urali remain as secretive as
ever, and will not willingly divulge the
secretof theaccess o theirhidden swamp
lands. As it turns out, that access is not too
farafield of theiroriginal homeland (else the
legends of othertibes mightmention the
Urali migrating before disappearing
alogether).

On an academic level, the Urali are
exasperating because it has been difEcult_
rather, impossible - to discern their outer-
world origins. Based on the prreponderance
ofrogues, outcasts, and exiles in their
folHore, ttre blended quality of their dialect
and racial characteristics, and other data, it is
my belief that they are a ribe originating in
the valley iself, being composed of eiiles

personality. However, this is merely a
wo*ing hlpothesis. It will take a more
accomptshed linguist and antluopologist
than yorn humble correspondent to root out
the tnrth about their background.

Haakur
Saving the best for last, I present the

Ilaakur. My initial impression of them was
that they were a fibe whose homeliness,
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excessive hairiness, characteristic facial
features (such as jutting jaws, prominent
sup,raorbital ridges, and oversized noses),
and other factors were simply the result of

' inheeding and perhaps cnlnnal selection.
However, such nrrns out not o be tlp

case. Examinations of an injured Haakur
warior- especially concentrating on the
shape and volumeof the skull (the brain
case acurally being greater tlwrthxof.lnmo
sqiens sapiens), the curiously limited
characteristics ofthe vocal chords, their
paEems of ttrought (far more intuitive and
instinctive and fr less rational) than the
other humans of the valley - lead me to the
inevitable conclusion that here we have
living examples of Homo sapiens
rcanderthaknsls, or Neanderthal lvlan,
extinct on the outer world for at least 30,m0
years.

If the llaakur were the only evidence I
had of zuch an amazing survival, I would be
geatly tempted to dismiss it - to presume
thatconditions of health andbreeding had
led one insulated pocket of humanity here to
develop neanderthaline physical characteris-
tics. But, as will be demonstrated below, this
is far frrom the only case of survival.

honically, though modem anthropo
logical theory holds ttr,at the neanderthals
were mor€ upright than the brutish, bent-
lanees posnue firmly fixed in modem
folklore for the "s4vs111s1" - that, in fact" a
shaved and suitably-dressed neanderttral
would merely be considered somewhat
homelyby modem man 

-the 
llaakurcome

much closer to fiaing the stermtyped image.
Millennia of inbreeding and hereditary
arthritis have conspired to make the llaakur
of the valley of Eodon almost precisely into
the stooped, hunched "cavemen" ofpedes-
trian Sanrday cinema

The Spiritualism of the People

Man does not live by bread - or, in the
case of the valley's natives, principally meat

- alone. The peoples ofthe valley have a
distinct spirinral side to their cultures,

Each tribe is served by one shaman and

oneor two shaman apprentices whose task it
is to commune with the nahrc qpirits they
believe inhabit the valley. They commune
with these spiris for guidance, beg them for
courage and the benefis of health in times
of trouble, ask their forgiveness when
slayng totem animals, and ask portents of
thefuntle.

Allof this would seem tobe common-
place, except for the manner in which these
rituals sometimes manifest themselves. The
shamans arc very accomplished at demon-
strating what can ody seem like "magic" to
their more credulous brethren.

When attempting to perform "magic," a
shaman will draw forth a small carved stone
icon representing the nature-spirit he wishes
to invoke, and will make an offering to tlnt
icon - for example, scattering a handful of
grain to the wind. Then, the shaman
concentnates or meditates while chanting,
and in short order some interesting effect
results.

Make no mistake: Their performances
are convincing, and no one living in the
valley, the shamans ihcluded, perceives
them as connivance or fakery. And while I

r L r not know if they are ufilizing an
rrrrtrrnscious form of mass hypnosis, a
lliophysical prccess such as that which
prrxluces hysterical stigmata, or some other
tt'chnique, their "magic" is quite inexpli-
t ;rblc and trelievable. I have seen the injured
irrrrl sick lnow if they are utilizing an
rrrrconscious form of mass hypnosis, a
hiophysical effect miraculous recoveries
;rltcr being "healed" by a shaman.,. and,
while most of the healing is unquestionably
tlking place only in the mind of the patient,
tlrt: results of ttris healing far exceed any
rcsults I have heretofore seen in conven-
tional hypnosis.

It is a fascinating phenomenon, and one
which I hope to be able to study for many
y(:ilrs [o come.

The Fauna ofEodon

I note with dread the upcoming end of
hlank pages in Mr. Malone's fabled
notebook, and will strive to distill the rest of
rrry commentary. In sO doing, I will no more
than briefly mention the more "mundane"
varieties of animal life O be found here - a
11r<zt variety of snakes (principally tipen;
eonstric[ors do not seem to have survived
Ircrc), a large and beautiful species of black
iuguar which has been very successful in
tlris environment, a grcat variety of parrots

- and will instead concentrate on the more
cxtraordinaDf forms of animal life to be
lirund here.

Unfonunately, I can no more than
lriefly mention the variety of enormous
cave spider to be found here in the Valley of
Irodon. This is a webbuilding spider, an
absolutely huge species - one example I
Irave seen measured six feet across wittr legs
at extension. They occupy certain caves in
the valley, but do not rely on the bounfy of
tleir webs: They go foraging at night I have
not had the opportunity to study them and
r:annot offer much in the way of scientifrc
rliscussion of their origins.

I mentioned "survivals" earlier,
speaking specifically of qpecies which here
have survived the extinction which befell
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them in theouterworld.

There are many such cases of survival
here, and I will address several of them
briefly. You will doubtless scoffat this
Iisting, dismising it as impossible, an
auitude I encourage among the scientifi-
cally-minded... but I must also insist ttrat
when qualified scientists have come here
and seen what I have seen, the scofEng will
cea9e.
' Among the ahimal types to be found in

the Valley of Eodon are the following:

Allosaurus. Family Allosauridae. The
Allosaunrs dates to the late Jurassic and
early Cretaceous (centering on about 144
million years ago). It is a camivorous
dinosaur which moves abut on two legs;
some 40 feet long and 15 feet in height, it
weighs (fr,om casts I have taken of its
footprints and estimations therefrom of is
weight) abut one and a half tons. The only
ones I have seen in the valley have been
solitary hunters, but the natives swear to me
that they sometimes band together in pacts
to hunt down larger prey, such as the
apatosaurus. I do not know whether these
stories reflect the tmth, or ae tales designed
to terri$' unwitting outsiders such as myself.
(n tnrth, they did manage to acileve that
effect.)

Alphadon. Order Fantotheria. This
primitivemammal dates o the late Creta-
ceous period (around 65 million years ago).
It is best thought of as a three foot-long

cotd.ttJ os p6e i1



Tolem of Heluzl
Spiril of Knowlcdge and Vision

Tolcm of Mohzz
Spiilof Bottb

The shamans of the Valley of Eodon
use totems and offerings in combination i
order to effect their "magic."

Their totems, each representing a
spirit, include a human skull, a gorilla
skull, and a jaguar skull. The human skull
is the totem of the spirit named Heluzz,
spirit of knowledge and vision. The gori
skull is the totem of Aphazz, the spirit of
emotions and strength. The last totem, the
skull of a jaguar, represents Motazz,
the natives believe govems the freld of
battle.

Their offerings, cast to the wind during
their rituals, include: Theobroma cacao,
known to the natives as chocolatl:
Banisteriopsis caapi, used by the natives
(who call it pinde) to produce visions and
gain wisdom; and Virola calophylla, a
pot€nt snuff that the natives call yopo.

Each lotem is used with each offering,
for a total of nine possible combinations,
each representing a "magical spell."

The Magic of Heluzz - Spirit of Knowl-
edge and Vision
Human Skull with Chocolatl: This combi-
nation produces a moderate light for a
perid of several minutes. The light is on
par with that produced by torches, so this
spe[ is not especially useful. How exactly
the light is produced remains a mystery,
however.
Hunan Skull wilh Pinde:\\e natives
believe ttrat during this spell the shaman
leaves his body and becomes a spirit
looking down on the world from high
above. Regardless of superstition, I have
personally witnessed shamans under the
inlluence of this spell demonstrating
impressive knowledgeof their surround-
ings, knowledge that cannot be attributed
solely to memory or experience.
Human Skull withYopo: When a shaman
casts this spell, he believes himself able to
sense hostile intent in those around him.
Certainly this "sense" is merely the result
of autohypnotically enhanced knowledge
ofhuman psychology and the local fauna,
but one cannot argue with the results.

Tolem of Aphazz
Spirit oJ E motion & Sbength

I lrr Magic of Aphazz -
st)irit of Emotion and Strength
t ,,trilla Skull with Chocolatl: This spell
,rr trully seems to mesmerize the caster's
,'rrt'rnics, temporarily lulling them into
rrrrrring on their comrades.
t l,,rilla Skull wilh Pinde; Shamans use this
',1x'll to alleviate the effects of wounds and

'llrrc..ss 
of all his comrades. Whether the

r'llccls are merely psychosomatic or the
prrrtlc has an actual effect on the healing
|r ()ccss has yet to be determined.
t lrtrilla Skull wilhYopo: This is perhaps
t lrt: most doubtful spell of all. The natives
r l:rim this spell protects the shaman and all
lrs comrades from harm. This is clearly
rrrrtrue--I have seen people under such
"protection" take grievous wounds. To
lirvc the shamans the benefit of the doubt,
1r'rhaps the spell simply does not work to
thc degree that the natives seem to believc
rt (k)es.

l lre Magic of Motazz - Spirit of Battle
I t t,guar Skull with C hocolstl : With this
rrllcring, the shaman invokes Molazzto
\urnmon a creature into the battle. This
spcll, and indeed all those associated with
Motazz, only works when locked in mortal
r ombat, or so say all the shamans I've
slxrken to. Personally, I believe that it is
srrnply the scent of the aromatic chocolatl
:rnd the noise of conflict that summons the
('rcatures, but there is little doubt that
lriendly animals do appear.
Iuguar Skull with Pinde: This spell is used
by the shaman to "curse" his opponents.
Much like the curses of the Carribean
voodoo doctors, the effects of this spell
rnost likely stem from the fears of the
victim rather than the "power" of the
caster,
.laguar Skull withYopo: This spell has the
complementary effect of the "gg1.gs',-11
lrcightens morale among the shaman's
comrades, whipping them into an
u n s toppable battle frenzy.

Chuobll
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ma$upial superficially resembling an
opossum. In the valley of Eodon, they
occupy the ecological niche elsewhere
taken by modem rats. They are clever
omnivores, capable ("ia grpping feet and
prehensile tails) of living in trees, and can
be quite dangerous in packs.

Ankylosaurus. Family
Ankylosauridae. This low-slung dinosaur
with the armored back dates to the lato
Crecaceous period (about 65 million years
ago, up to the end of the age of dinosaun).
An herbivore, it moves about on fcur legs,
defending iself with a massive ntacelike
lnot at the end of its tail. It grows to some
18 feet and weighs about three tons, making
it about the length and weight of a car. I
have personally seen one native man riding
a smaller variety of ankylosaur, but as he
was in the process of Urying to murder me at
the time,I failed to query him on his
techniques for capnring and faining the
beast.

Apatosaurus. Family Diplodocidae.
The Apatosaurus was for years lnown, and
is still popularly known, as the Brontosau-
rus. Thoughby no means the largest
dinosaur known in the outer world, the
Apatosaurus is the largest to be seen within
the Valley of Eodon, being some 80 to 120
feet long and weighing some 3G35 tons.
Though prevailing scientific theory (and
evidence wittrin the Valley) holds that the
apatosaurus does not acnrally spend the
majority of its life in the water, the
apatosaurus of the Valley does tend to seek
the swamp-waters when danger is in the aic

variants who are accuslomed to the

to the early Cretaceous
(some 144 million
yean ago) and is a
fast-moving camivo-
rous dinosaur which
runs on two legs. It {
grows t0 about 12 feet
in length, stands
around 6'in height,
and weighs as much as
a man. While living

:iiliili:'' ' !,

it*i" 1 ifi,t:

this terrain discourages the greater Fedaton
such as the allosaurus and tyrannosaurus.
The native name for this beast ranslates,
most appropriately, as "Longneck."

Archelon. Order Chelonia, Suborder
Cq'ptodira, Family Protostegidae. Modern
readers would doubtless prefer to call it a
"big turtle." Dating to the late Cretaceous
period (i.e., somewhat over 65 million years

'..,E-

old), the Archelon is a sea nrrtle of prepos-
terous size, growing to some 12 feet in
length. The varieties I have seen in the
Valley of Eodon have been freshwater

of humans and will often forebear attacking
humans if thrown a quantity of food.

Deinonychus. Family
Dromaeosauridae. The Deinonychus dates

#;

with the Yolaru tribe,I had oppornrnity ro
see a pack of Deinonychus hunting,
attacking, and killing a juvenile apa[osaurus,
a mostremarkable and illuminating sight.It
is my hope that in future letters I may
provide commentary on the social structure
of the Deinonychus and other saurian
species.

l)imehodon. Order Pelycosauria. Not
tr'r lrrrically a dinosaur, this creature be-
h rrrgcd to tlnt cla\s of reptiles frrom which
tlrt' rnamrnals evolved. Dimefodon dates to

tlrt: carly Permian era (about 286 million
yt'ars ago). This fourJegged, low-slung
r('l)tile is about 13'long, weighing some 450
; x runds, and feahnes alarge, sail-like spinal
r rest usod to regulate iC body heat. It has
vt'ry powerfrrl jaws and kills its prey by
t lrrrnping onto and holding its victim until it
lrt'rishes. h the Valley of Eodon, it's an
t'rrrly-moming hunter, usrally making is kill
slxrrtly after dawn or going hungry for the
rl:ry.

Gigantopithecus. Family Pongidae.
l his primate is an enormous gorilla-like
;urimal, standing some twelve feet in height
;rrrd weighing in aound 900 pounds, if my
rrrcasurements of ifs tracla can be trustfd.
l hc native name for it translat€s roughly as
tlrc "black ghost," referring to the color of its
lrair and its solitary, normally stry habis.
'I hough it does not seek out other animals

- excepts for small rodents to supplement
rl.s otherwise vegetarian diet - it is a
lcrocious adversary when injured or
;rngered, and the natives are terrified of it.
l'oo, it is to be not€d that there arc ocql-
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sional "rogue ghosts" who develop stange,
deviant behavior, such as rampaging
through the jungles and tenifying most men
and animals in their path, or breaking away
from their gigantopithecus clan and seeking
to form new clans - often with smaller,
intimidated "black ghoss" or even humans!
In the Valley of Eodon, the Gigantopithecus
dwells on the mountain slopes and ledges.

Hyracotherium. This small animal
(some two feet in total length) is more
commonly known as the eohippus, ot
"dawn horse." As the name suggest, it is the
anceslor of modem horses. It dates to the
early Eocene era (around 55 million years
ago).Itis very common in the Valley of
Eodon, especially in the northern plains,
where the natives hunt it for its hide and
meat. (It is in no immediate danger of
extinction, being a prolific breeder and a
very good runner)

Megatheri .m. This ancestor of the
modern tnee sloths was a ground sloth the
size of some modern elephanfs. Walking
about on four legs, it was some 20 feet i-ong
and 6 feet at the shoulder, and weighed on
the order of three tons. Its descendant in the
Valley of Eodon is much the same, and
behaves much like is tnee-sloth relatives:
Vegetarian, slow-moving, mostly peaceful.
It is not, however, an easy kill for natives or
dinosaurs, being c4able of fighting
savagely for its life.

Plesiosaur. Order Plesiosauria,
Superfamily Plesiosauroidea. This is a

waterdwelling dinosaur dating to the early
Jurassic (some 200 million yean ago).
Growing to twenty to twenty-five feet in ttrc

,;il.ir ; ' ,ii
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valley, the plesiosaur is a dangerous and
aggressive animal. Certain outer-world
descendants of the species grew to more
than forty feet in length, and may well be
represented in the deeper waters of the
valley. The still waters (such as the
swamps) are sufficiently rife with them that
it is unsafe to cross except on a raft - or
perhaps on the back of an accomodating
apatosaurus or archelon.

Pterosauria. Numerous examples of
the famous flying reptiles are in evidence in
the valley. The species they represent date
from the early Jurassic (213 million years
ago) ro the late Cretaceous (some 65 million
yean ago), from the Dimorphodon of
England to the Quetzalcoatlus of the
southwestem United states. In addition,
another pterosaurian species, a super-
pteftmodon who dwarfs the mighty
Quetzalmatlus and is capable of becoming
airbome while carrying hundreds of pounds
of prey, exiss in the valley; I do not lnow
whether it is a survival of a hitherta
undiscovered species from the outer world
or a species which has developed in the
peculiar conditions of ttre Valley of Eodon.
When I have had oppornrnities to examine
more of these "super-pteranodons," I shall
provide the scientific community with more
data on them... and, of course, will take the
discoverer's prerogative of naming the
species.

Smilodon. Family Felidae. This beast,
dating from the late Pleistocene era (about
10,000 yean ago), is the archetypal..sabre-
toothed tiger." Here, as with Orc flaakur,
conditions in the Valley of Eodon have

made the creature match its popular
conception rather than its outer-world
redity. Though laymen regad the'sabre-
toothed tiger' as a monster the size of a
Kodiak bear, acfinl outer-world smilodons
seldom grew longer than four feet. How-
ever, in the Valley of Eodon, I have seen
many sabre-tooths four times that size. The
smilodons of the valley are vicious, brutish
animals, tenifyingly aggressive in combat
and capable of little cunning; they have
lnown O mortally wound theirprey and sit
back for it to die, but ttnt is ttre extent of
their "tactics."

Stegosaurus: Family S tegosauridae.
This beast dates to the late Jurassic era
(around 144 million years ago), w:ls some
25 fent long, and weighs around four tons.
An herbivore, it is notable for the series of
spiny plates which protrude from its spine,
and for the lcrot of strarp spikes at the end
its tail 

- 
its most formidable weapon. I

regret [o say that I cannot settle the debate
over whether the qpiny plates are acnrally
armor or a mere heat-dispersal mechanism;
none of these plated beass has allowed me
to get close enough to determine this.
However, the natives of the Kurak tribe sav
that monsten such as tlre Sharptooth
(Iyrannosaurus) circumspectly avoid the
spines when anacking the Stegosaurus,
which is some evidence that they play a
definite defensive role.

Triceratops. Dating from the late
Cretaceous (70 to 65 million years ago or
so), the Eiceratops is the dinosaur famed in
art and moving picnres, with the shield-like
head featuring three proruding offensive

lrorrrs; the homs over the eyes are over a
rrrt'tcr in length apiece. This herbivorous
lx';rst is over 30 feet long and weighs, as far
;rs I can tell, in the vicinity of ten tons. In the
Vrrllcy of Eodon, the Triceratops moves
,rlxrut in herds through the forests and the
pl;rrns, living off the luxurious plantlife and
rrsrrrg pack tactics to defend itself from
I rr ctlalorS,

Tyrannosaurus. Family
I yrannosauridae. The Tyrannosaur dates to

t lrt' late Cretaceous period (some 65 million
y(';rrs ago, about the end of the era of the
rlrrosaur). It is another carnosaur moving on

rrvo legs, and is almost 60 feet in length. It
.;t:rnds a few feet taller than the Allosaurus
(r rr is it merely thatit appears to stand
t:rllcr? I mustdo comparative me€suremenls
.urrnetime... when I am able to do so without
lring consumed) and weighs four times as
rrruch, massing some eight tons.

Among the inhabians of the valley, irs
rr:rtive name Eanslates roughly as "sharp-
rrx)th." As observed in the Valley of Eodon,
tlre Tyrannosaur is acnrally a quick-moving
:ntdintelligentWedanf the natives say that
rt is in the habit of hiding itsef behind
stands of trees or ridges of hills and then
:rrnbushing its prey, roaring and racing down
rrpon them at ful speed. It is a pr,odigious
:rnd terrifying beast.

The tyrannosaur skulls I have been able
to observe here suggest that the local species
has developed a genetic defect in its sku[
structure: A blow of suffrcient magnitude,
:rssuming that one is able to hoist a boulder
high enough into the air and drop it onto the
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tyrannosaur's head, might be enough to slay
it in a single blow, if my calculations arc to
be trusted.

Ursus spelaeus. Family Unidae. The
mlghty "cave bear" first appeared in the
out€r world some two million yean ago, in
the Pleistocene era and survived well
beyond the Ice Age. A large bear, ir is still
not as large as certain modem bears. The
bean observed in the Valley of Eodon seem
content to subsist on grubs and vegetable
matter, but the natives are certain that it will
kill quite effectively if provoked.

And let me not finish this discourse
without mentioning two of the most
amazngexamples of "animal life" I have
encountered in the Valley: The Sakkhra and
the Myrmidex.

The Sakkhra are abipedal dinosaurian
race. They stand some six to seven feet in
heightand weigh an average ofabout 150
pounds. And, ttrough this statement will
inevitably lead to constemation and mock-
ery among my fellows in the scientific
community, they have every appearance of
being a sentient race, possessing language,
the knowledge and ability to flake stone into
weaponry, civilized customs, and ttre ability
l0 leam and qpeak some of the human
language of the valley. They seem to be an
evolutionary offshoot of some bipedal

qunosaur; my best guess places their
ancestor in the family Dromaeosauridae.
They feature cranial crests as, it would
appear, waming mechanisms and secondary
sexual characteristics, and the
Dromaeosauridae's distinctive sickle-claw
on the lower legs is merely a vestige in the
Sakkhra.
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The Myrmidex are an insect species,

but one unlike any ever seen in the outer
world. Myrmidex (my own rulme for them,

and the name to which I've translated all
native references to them in our various
notes and papers) re ant-like in structure
and social organization, but grow to manlike
size. As such, they make hash of prevailing
theory about the square-cubed laws, but they
do exist, and are a formidable and savage
race... much like the ants o which they
appear to be related. They are a frightrul
danger in the Valley of Eodon, and show
signs of intelligence to augment theirant-
like ferocity and tirrelessness.

The Flora ofEodon

I look with alarm on the shrinking
number of blankpages available tome in
Mr. lvlalone's notebook, and so I must be
bnief here.

The Valley of Eodon is a remarkable
hodge-podge of terrain types. At its heat, in
both a geographical and thematic sense, is
jungle - a jungle feanring plant-life lrgely
retained, I believe, from the Jurassic and
Cretaceous. It is distinctly a rain forest" but
unlike any lnown to the outer wodd.

Side-by-side, and growing in great
profusion, we see giant horseails of the
Carboniferous era; luxuriant seed ferns of
the Permian era; great conifers of the
Jurassic; and flowering plants and modern-
seerning tropical plants of the Cretaceous. In
addition, many forms of plant life ae
idenrical to ttrose to be found in the Amazon
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basin of the outer world, one more datum, to
my mind, ttnt the Valley of Eodon is in that
region of South America somewhere.

However, in the north of the valley, the
tenain abruptly grves way to upland plains,
where maize and modem grasses g1ow. In
the southeast, stony land prredominates,
where little grows; this is the region
dominated by active volcanoes, a
volcanologist's dream. And then there are
the rich Urali swamplands, a microcosm of
Jurassic-era swamp conifers.

The Future ofEodon

Recent events in the Valley of Eodon
make it inevitable ttlat the land will soon be
discovered by modern man. It is imperative,
if lnowledge is to prevail over greed and
politics, that the scientific community and
environmentalist interests move swiftly to
prot€ct and study this strange, rich, and
ultimately wlnerable region from the
mvages of promoters, builders, and
profiteen.

Scientists of all disciplines must come
here in order to study and catalogue the
flora, fauna, and geography ofthis land.
Anthropologists and archaeologists must do
the same for is intelligent population.
National govemment must apply pressur€ !o
the ruling body of whatever country the
Valley turns out to reside within, that
developers not pave over the Valley and its
riches before they can be snrdied.

Opens April 7, 7997, at a theate ne(T you!
fu! Eadly Dlnmtn Fron the lfuin of llm!
fu! llp Nlenmce ol IIp ||onsiotia Mynidex!

E! Ime Dlwin ln a Foryotbn lail!
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I-ord British Presents. A JeffJohannigman Pnoduction
A Stephen Beeman Film 'oThe Savage Empire"

Ridrard Corlane. Byrcn Swade
and Faith Sdburn asAiela

Casting by Keith Berdak and Glen Johnson
Cinernatography by Jason Ternplenran and Bob Quinlan
hoduction Dedgn by Dan Bourbonnais andrManda Dee

Original Muskzl Sore by the Fat l\,Ian
Screenplay by Aaron Allsion
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That govemment mission, accompanied
by Richard Garriott, was launched on June
27. It quickly found the expedition's base
camp - its tents still standing, the team's
equipment still in working condition - but
faikd after more than two weeks to tum up
any further sign of ttre expedition.

Then, on July 16, the members of the
rescue mission woke up to find the Wild
Basin exploren in the rescuen' camp -rummaging through the stores of food,
rigging an imprompnr volleyball court out of
rope and tarpaulins, and making so much
noise that the government rescuers couldn't
sleep.

"It was pretty amazing," says erstwhile
rescuer Garriott. 'Their clothes were the
wone for wear, and they were complaining
a lot about the lack of air conditioning in our
camp, but otherwise they were fine. Some of
them were doing Three Stooges schtick, and

thc rest seemed to be arguing about which of
thc Star Wars movies was the best."

Where had they been for the last month,
rrrrd how had they survived? Interviews with
t'xpedition members reveal the startling
l:rcts.

Trek Into the Wilderness

Stephen Beeman, 21, safui leadcr and
tlircctor of the Savage Empire movic,
cxplains: "We'd been in the wild for a
t ouple of weels, and I think the rest ol'thc
( r'cw wuts gening bored. I'd be doing somo
work in my tent, and every two minutss onc
rrl lhem would pop in to see what I was
rkring 

- like, 'Palt5/ in my tent!' I got
;rligravated and suggested that wc go on a
lrrkc, to bleed off some of that caffcinc
('norgy and scout out locations for frc
'Making of The Savage Empire' drrcumcn-
t;rr y, which I'm also directing. So wc kxrk
, rl l. After that - well, it's all Aaron's fault."

Aaron Allston,29, screenwritcr on thc
\(tvuge Empire film, readily agrees with
llt'oman'S assessment. "My sense o[
tlrrtttion is 1007o accurat€, but only 50o/o o[
rlrc time," he admits. "I was in the ohcr
'l)'k, lhatday. We were wandering around,
lr:rving a good old time, except that Kcith
I llt:rdakl kept gening snake-bit" and we kcpt
rrrrrrring into these huge scorpions thc sizc
,,1, well, scorpions. But when we decidcd to

4r
hcad back to camp, it wasn't there. I'd swear
somcbody moved it.

"So we started ranging all over the
placc lcnking for it. Johann would climb up
a ucc and look all around, then gnash his
lccth and shout'We're going to getback to
cilnp on time and under budget, or I'm
going to have somebody's head!' Butwe
ncvcr made it back."

'Johann' is Jeffrey David Johannigman,
29,thcproducer of The Sovage Empire and
salari srccond-in-command. A burly, blond-
haircd, bluc-cyed Aryan, he is well on his
way Lo bccoming one of Hollywood's most
agiurcd produccrs. He rememben the
cvcnLs of lhc hike with no affection. "This
hikc wasn't on my schedule, and I lnew it
wirsn't going to work oul I could feel the
schcrlule slide with every step we took, but
somctimcs there's no controlling these
wrilcrs and artists. I gave them enough rope
and thcy hung all of us. Next time I want to
scc pcoplc running around in the forest, I'll
put an Errol Flynn movie in the VCR."

Meeting the Natives

Dan Bourbonnais, 36, isThe Savage
Empire's chief set-design supervisor and a
storyboard artist for the film. A skilled
rcchnician with extensive backgrounds in
both an and construction, he appointed
himself photographer for the expedition...
and secretly hoped that the expedition might
cncounter the semi-legendary natives of the
Hill Counry. He got more than he bargained
for.

"We were lost," he explains laconically.
"Wandering ar,ound like idios. Aaron kept
saying, 'Wait! That looks familial,' and led
us offin a new wrong direction. Johann was
stomping, shouting 'This is fine, fine, just
frne! ' and consulting the company handbook
to figure out what to do. Steve was walking
along behind Johann and making fun of him.

"So we round a turn in this dry creek-
bed, and there tlrey are, the natives. About a
dozen of them, males and females. They had
a fire going, with a crude gnte on !op, and
some sort of meat on that, they were
charring it black. I started taking picnres,

byJimmyMalone

When entrepreneur Richard Ganiott
gave the crew of the new Savage Empire
movie apresent-avacation safari in ttre
exotic Hill Counry where much of the
movie's location work was frlmed- he
didn't realize that he was nearly sending
them ino oblivion.

The expedition set out from the Austin,
TX headquarters of Garriott's entertainment
empire on June l, shortly after principal
phologr4hy on the movie was completed.
Radio reports from the safari were cheerfirl
and routine for the next two weels. But the
report of June 15 was the last from the
expedition.

For the next 30 days, Garrionand his
executive staffkept a constant vigil on their
radio equipment, chewed theirtnuckles, and
badgered the govemment to launch a rescue
expedition into ttre Wild Basin region of ttre
HillCountry.

Expedilion Returns

si,ft\$G,

TheWiA
Jeff Dee,
Brogden,
Johnson,
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and Lhey looked up, and-.. waved. Not
hostile at all."

'N4anda M,,23,is the pixie-like set
designeron Tlu Savage Empire and,
Bourbonnais' partner in set design. "We got
toknow the natives pretry well," she admits.
"They're a wild bunch. They ride aound in
the backs of these huge, rusty metal chariots,
and whmp it up. They drink this sort of
weak fermented brew thatrca[y gives you a
headache. The first natives we came acrcss
were having a ritual cookout.

"I gotto help them with areligious
ceremony, where they built this runway with
stones on an open plain - likp the Nazca
lines, you larow; they wanted to entice their
Sky Gods to visit. So we laid out this 900'-
long runway in the shape of an armadillo.',
She considers a minute, then admits, ..Well,

actually, it was my idea, but they helped."
Jason Templeman,23,is a script

consultant to the film, and choreographer of
the movie'sextensive combat scenes; for the
expedition, he was also pressed into service
as team cook.'"Those natives had some
strange customs," he said. 'They,d go
swimming at differentplaces in the Hill
Country. One place, they'd go in naked.

there, and stare, and starc, trying to figure
out the difference, and that,s when Keith
Berdak would sneak up on me and drop a
snake down my pants."

Surviving in the Wild

Keith Berdak, 35, is chief casting
dircctor for The Savage Empire. ..Most of
the faces in the movie are my choices,', he
admits, "except my gartner Glen got to cast
the 'babes.' Lucky stiff." Bedak admits that
he wasn't origina[y keen on ttre idea of ttre
expcdition: "I have aproblem with snake
venom, I don't lnow why, but. my instmctor
in anthropology and arihaeology - Karen
E. Bell, Ph.D. 

-persuaded 
me that I ought

to go anyway. She was a technical consult_
ant onTlu Savage Empire, too. ['m grateful

hk mstcrtul snake-
JtonTcmpbmatd

to her for it. I got to see so many things,
especially animd species, that I'd never be
able tO g6p in giyilizqrion."

Suddenly, he stoops, snatches some-
thing up off ttre ground, and waves a
wiggling snake in the face of the sartled
correspondent. "Like ttris. Interesting snake.
Looks a lot like an Australian tiger snake,
which is a really deadly creah.re, but this
one seems friendly enough. Ouch! Liule
beggar bit me."

Though Berdak was unable to complete
his interview, camp medics report ttrat hi
should recover fully.

Though the animal life may have been
dangerous, starvation in the witd wasn't a
hazard,. The Fat
Savage Empire'
bald man with a
manner, and a curiously undersized head _
expliains it this way: "The food was the best
part of ttris expedition. Those natives, they'll
kill you with ttre snrff. Every day, c@kouts,
masts, barbecues, I loved it."

He intemrpB his explanation with a
rnassive belch, and he smiles and tilts his

things. Food and women. Only a woman
could drive a man to ake a safari o a god-

lirrsaken pl,ace like this. Yrchting, that's my
itlca of exercise." He nrns brck to his
prcvious conversation: "So I says to lhc
wirch doctor, 'All I wanted was a small head

' WaiL I told it wrong..."
"It was a strange, srange place," admils

I )cnis Loubet, 33, artist of Tlu Sm,age
Ilmpire's promotional poster. '"Therc isn't a
krt of good wood available here, so thc
rrarives built their tall, cliff-like homes out of
lruge panes of glass."

"I thought it was greag" says Marc
Schaefgen, 20, the movie's sound-effecls
sgrccialist. "I'm ready to go on anothcr
salari. Not much went wrong, except us

lictting lost, and me arguing with the Fat
Man about music all the time - I'm a
lirritarist - but sometimes I'd cook and thcn
lrt:'d tle nice to me, and then there was Stcvc
llt:cmtn always wandering around, going
'Slcep? Sleep is for the weakl Onwardl'
'l'hose parts weren't firn. Maybe hose guys
will stay at home for the next safari."

The Way Back Home

"After we'd been there a few wecks,"
s;rys Philip Brogden, 30, the film's dialoguc
t'onsultant, "we heard ftom the natives lhat
tlrt:re was anotherparty of explorers out
l hore."

Bob Quinlan, 29, Beeman's executivc
;rssiscant, disagrees: '"That's not quitc right.
Wc heard from the natives that there werc
rrrore explorrrs the natives wantpd to invitc
kr a part5/."
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"Right, right"" Brogden continues.

"Becman hgures that this is our chance to
gct out - Johann's sort of'gone native' by
lhis time, so Beeman takes over completely,
cracks the whip, threatens to fue everybody.
Thc Fat Mn did tue everybody, bur
fortunalely we don'twork for him...
Anyway, Beeman got us all headed out into
thc wild again, then got us all lost again."

Glen Johnson, Keith Berdak's casting
co-director, continues: "It was a real shame,
lcxl. I'd like to cast some of those natives in
our ncxt. picture. There were some real
lcnkcrs - in the company's technical
jargon, 'babes'- in the tribe."

Jcff Dee, a storyboard artist for the film
and 'Manda Dee's husband, adds: "I was
busy razzing Beeman. His parents were
originally from this region, you know. He
docsn't like admitting it because then he
can'l. account for why he couldn't find his
way back out. So I notice that John
lWat^sonl is caefrrlly mapping out every
stcp wc're taking, checking the sun,looking
at a compass, all this sort of stuff. And I see
lhat our base camp and all our movements
on tlc safari are on the map."

'Tcff asks me, 'How long have you
bccn keeping brea}s inJohn
WaLson, who was responsible for some of
lhe maps and other graphics 4pearing in
'l'hc Sovage Empire movie. "I say,'Ever
sincc we left home. I figued we could use it
lo illustrate our safari when we get home
again.' Anyway, everybody comes over to
look, and there is this noise like shouting,
and I guess I black out about that time.
When I wake up, I'm covered in bnrises,
especially on my head, and they're carrying
me into our old base camp... and that's just
where the rescue expedition is set up."

So the lostexpedition is found, with all
hfteen members alive and (except for the
poisoned Berdak) physically well. By the
time this account sees print, all members of
the Wild Basin Expedition will be safe at
home, working on theirnextmovie... and
considering the advisability their next safari.
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(C entral) M orulay-F riday.

Iou've read the magaztne series, seen the movie, played the game:
Now visit the valley of the Thunder Lizards nrougtr 

-ttre 
page-s of

Malone's Guide to the Valley of Eodon.

Author Jimmy lvlalone has been there and survived to tell the tale.
Now see the Valley of Eodon through his eyes. Hear the words of
the natives, visit the hunting-grounds of timelost dinosaurs.

See detailed maps of dozens of exciting locations, explore the
mysteries of this savage land!

If you've ever had a question about The savage Empire, ever been baffled by it's
puzzles and mysteries, Malone's Guide to the valley of Eodon is the book for vou.
only $12.95 from oRrGIN, p.o. Box l617se Austin, TX 7g716 or phone tott-free
at 1-800-9994939 (or, 1-512-i2E-02g2 for non-rJ.s.) between E a.m.-S p.m.



Also lookfor

on store shelves neur you!


