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PROLOGUE: DINO-SOAR





It was a sunny day over the ocean. The sun glistened in the reflection of the calm, sparkling water. It was peaceful. There was a slight breeze over the lush green island of Isla Sorna. It wasn't too hot. Nobody else was around. A perfect day for Dino-Soar parasailing.


Enrique had run this business for a few years now. He had gotten away with it every time. Sure it was illegal, but he made big bucks off of it. Tourists were dinosaur crazy after the San Diego incident. They were willing to offer just about anything to Enrique to get up close to magnificent creatures - even if it was against the law.


The government had taken steps to secure Sorna and keep the public away. They made strict and firm rules. They wouldn't allow anything - not a boat, a plane, a chopper - anything near the island. But Enrique didn't care. That was the kind of guy he was. He didn't care about the law or the people or about the public's thoughts. He cared about the money. And to him, that surely wasn't a bad thing to care about.


Enrique was inspecting the rope that would soon allow his current employers to soar up into the air while still attached to his boat. Everything was quiet. No official had been by so far. That was essential. Just as Enrique thought about it, he heard the sound of a motor. It wasn't in the water. He looked around and saw a plane in the sky. He walked out from under the shade of his boat and shielded his eyes, looking at the white vehicle soaring through the clouds. He just stood there, stiff.


His employer, Ben Hildebrand, sat with a young accomplice, Eric Kirby, in the corner of the boat. They were wearing the gear and were ready to take to the skies. Ben noticed Enrique looking above. 


"Is everything ok?" he asked. Enrique didn't reply for a few moments, still staring up at the plane. It finally passed and disappeared in the clouds, the sound of its motor quieting.


"Yes, yes, it's ok," Enrique nodded turning back to them. "Well, are you ready for the adventure of your life, Muchachos?" he smiled. Ben and Eric nodded enthusiastically.


"I've been waiting for this my whole life!" Eric exclaimed. And the way he saw it, it was true. He had always loved dinosaurs. He learned about them, read the books, saw the bones, and looked at the pictures. He loved them. They were fascinating - the most fascinating things he had ever heard of or seen in his life. And yet they were extinct and he couldn't view them for himself . . . until now.


"Ok, let's get going, bud," Ben said to Eric. They jumped up and walked to the back of the boat. Enrique strapped the rope on them and tugged on the harness to make sure it was secure. He stepped back and looked at everything and then gave them thumbs up. He unrolled the rope and let them go. A huge, wide sail popped out of the back of Ben and Eric and they lifted above the boat.


Enrique laughed and went over to bring them and the boat through two massive rocks through a gorge filled with water and closer to the island. Ben pulled out a video camera and turned it on. He surveyed the green island, looking for the animals. 


"You scared?" he asked Eric while still looking into the camera.


"No, not at all! This is great!" Eric smiled. They rope continued to let the duo sail further upward, higher and higher than the Dino-Soar boat. Ben and Eric continued to look anxiously at the island, scanning the area for any his of the prehistoric leviathans.


"You see anything yet?" Eric asked hopefully. Ben shook his head.


"No, not yet," he replied. Eric looked down at the boat and the water. It was approaching a very thick mist. Perhaps you wouldn't even call it a mist. More like a fog that was hanging over the banks of the island. Before he knew it, the boat wasn't even visible and neither was Enrique. The rope they were attached two was just leading down into gray blurs. Eric shrugged and looked back to the island.


Just as he did, there was a sudden jolt to the rope. Ben was swung around and just barely hung on to the video camera. "Whoa! Almost lost it there!" Ben said. Then there was another jolt, more severe this time. Ben and Eric glared down into the mist. The boat was still invisible under that fog. "What is going on down there?"


Several more jolts came and they both began to get nervous. Ben held the camera and Eric. 


"What is the matter?!" Eric cried, his voice exploding with fear. Ben didn't know how to answer. They couldn't see anything that was happening on the boat.


Finally, the fog began to thin. The boat became more visible as it moved away. And what they saw made them gasp. On the boat, nobody was at the controls and Enrique was gone. Red splatters of blood were all over the deck. Eric cringed in fear. Ben felt him shaking. 


"It's ok, it's ok, bud," he tried to convince him. But he wasn't even convinced himself.


Eric looked ahead and saw the Isla Sorna beach and several rocks guarding it. Sharp rocks. The boat was headed strait for it. "We're going to crash! Do something, quick!" Eric yelled. Ben looked down at the strap holding them to the boat and began to fumble around with it.


He disconnected them just in time as the boat smashed into the rocks. Its bottom was torn and ripped by the jagged edges and it was toppled over into the ocean. Meanwhile, Ben quickly took control of the glider and put his hands in the strings that controlled witch direction the craft went. As Eric shook with fear, Ben directed the glider away from the jagged rocks and toward the shelter of Sorna.





CHAPTER 1: GRANT AND ELLIE’S REUNION





The brachiosaur lunged at the triceratops. It gabbed it and whipped it around. They loudly roared at each other in anger. The triceratops then head-butted the brachiosaur and it fell back. They jumped high into the air and knocked heads. But out of all this, there was no hint of wounds on their yellow skin because they were plastic.


Young Charlie sat in a sandbox in his back yard. He had a huge bucket of small dinosaur toys filled with hours of fun for him. He used his pudgy little hands to make the battling dinosaurs run toward each other in a clash. 


The man sitting next to him, who was wearing a brown jacket with a flannel shirt under it, had graying brown hair that was beginning to recede. He also held two other dinosaurs that were not the same as Charlie's. 


"No, no, Charlie. Those are herbivores. They would never have any need to fight each other at all. They are very peaceful, actually. But see, look at these!" the man told him, holding up the two toys he held. "See these are carnivores! They like to fight, especially over food. See this one here is a spinosaurus and he-" the man was politely cut off by someone else.


A woman some year younger than the man approached with wavy, hair. She held a small baby in her right arm. "Um, excuse me, Alan? Charlie is only three. Why don't you wait till he's five?" she smiled. Alan got up from the table.


"Oh of course, Ellie, what was I thinking!" he smiled back. Alan Grant was about to hold the baby when, suddenly, there was a noise from the driveway. A black, sleek, Mercedes pulled up in the driveway and came to a stop. A man in a business uniform jumped out of the car. He put his book bag down and came over with a smile to Ellie. He hugged her and gave her a kiss.


"Hey, honey! And how's my little baby doing?" the man said, turning to the baby the woman held. He took the baby from her arms and tickled it on the cheek.


"Hi, Mark. This is Alan Grant. A long time friend of mine," Ellie said, introducing their visitor. Mark gave Alan a warm handshake and said hi.


"How are you, Mark?" Alan asked, smiling. Suddenly, young Charlie rushed up between Mark and Grant, holding up his dinosaur toys.


"Daddy! These are hervabores and this is the dinosaur man!" the child smiled. Ellie and Mark laughed at their son. And Alan couldn't help but feel out of place. He just wanted to back away from the whole situation. But he didn't and managed to force a smile.





Later, Alan was left in the dining room as Ellie and Mark put their children to bed. He couldn't help but feel like a failure. Like he was a let down. He had disappointed Ellie and lost her. He was alone. Nothing was the same with out her. Now she was in there with her own husband and had their own kids. And Alan just felt bad about himself. He had lost her forever and just couldn't get her back. He never told that to her, but he thought she already knew that's the way he felt.


Hoping to get his mind off of it, Alan rubbed his forehead and got up to walk over to a birdcage in the corner where there was a parrot. He cracked a smile. "Can you say my name?" he asked. "Say Alan! Say Alan! Say my name!" Suddenly, he heard some giggling from behind. 


Ellie and Mark stood laughing at him. It made Alan feel like an idiot, like he was being laughed at or picked on. He knew it was stupid to think that, but he just couldn't help it. He was a stranger in this house. 


"He used to know me," Alan said, pointing to the bird.


Everyone sat down at the table. Alan faced Ellie and Mark, who sat together holding hands. Alan shifted uncomfortably and forced a smile at them. The silence was broken when their baby began to cry. Mark and Ellie rolled their eyes and chuckled. "I'll go take care of it," Mark said patting his wife's shoulder. "I'll let you two catch up."


Alan felt somewhat relieved to be alone with Ellie again. It wasn't that he didn't like Mark, but it was just so unusual to see Ellie with someone else. Now they were sitting together talking. Just the two of them. Like it used to be. "So how is the book coming along?" Alan asked to start the conversation.


"Oh, it's doing ok. They're rushing me to finish it up. But Mark and I are doing well. We have a great home, great kids," Ellie nodded.


"You deserve the best, Ellie. He's a . . . great guy," Alan replied with an unnatural smile. Ellie just forced a small laugh. They knew exactly what each other were thinking.


"Well, what about you? How is the raptor digging coming along?" Ellie asked.


"Oh, Ellie, I wish you were there to see it! It's magnificent. We've made several new studies and findings on the raptor skulls. Ellie, do you remember the sounds they made?" Alan asked enthusiastically. Ellie's smile turned into a frown. She looked down into her coffee and rubbed the back of her neck. She looked back up at him with a look as if she was going to throw up.


"I try not to," she simply stated. Alan nodded.


"We've conducted studies on the skulls and their resonating chambers. Given time, I'll be able to prove my theory that they were capable of advanced vocalizations!" 


Ellie shuddered. "They could talk to each other?"


"To a degree we never imagined!" Alan smiled enthusiastically. Ellie and him both knew that this new discovery would be the key to the continuing of Alan's digging, which had been going slow lately. "Ellie, they were smart! They were smarter than dolphins or whales. They were smarter than primates." After that, they just sat, staring at each other, pondering.


"Well, I'd better be going," Alan nodded, braking the silence.


"Oh, I'll walk you to your car," Ellie offered. She and Grant went outside the house, down their steps and onto the street. Alan unlocked his door and climbed inside. He then unrolled the window to say goodbye.


"Well, Alan, if you ever need anything, just call. If there is one thing I know about you, you don't ask too much for help. But don't hesitate, please," she gave a short smile. Alan nodded. What they had before, eight years ago, was clearly lost forever. They truly realized it in those few moments. "You're still the best, you know. I mean that," Ellie nodded, getting a bit teary eyed.


"I'm the last of my breed. Good-bye, Ellie." Grant nodded, giving her one last smile.


“Alan?” he turned back to face her. “Don’t be afraid to evolve.” At that, she turned and went back up to the house and Grant rolled up his window. Why did things have to be like this? He wondered. He then drove away.





CHAPTER 2: THE MERCENARIES





Grant stood on a podium in front of a large audience in a collage auditorium. To the left of him was a table covered with fossils from velociraptors with labels on them for display. The lecture supervisor stood to the right of him, just staring. 


"And so by studying these air sacks and hollows of the velociraptor skull, scientists and paleontologists alike can conclude that raptors were capable of advanced vocalizations that could put in them in tribal groups with social status's. This is why it is very likely that they were the real dominant species of our planet," Grant concluded.


Everyone in the room was silent. Some where playing with their hair, others doodling in their notebooks, and still others picking on their fingernails. None of them were paying attention, that was for sure. None of them cared about Grant, his lecture, or his amazing new findings. To them, dinosaur fossils were no more then a piece of rock found in the earth. 


Eleven years ago they would have been fascinated and found it interesting. But now, all they were interested in was seeing the dinosaurs for real, up close. And that was why Grant's whole life was going down the drain.


Nobody obviously realized that Grant had concluded. So Grant put his mouth to the microphone again. "Thank you," he nodded sourly. Everyone suddenly straitened in their seats and clapped - that is not wholeheartedly. 


The lecture supervisor approached the stand. "Thank you, Dr. Grant, for coming," she acknowledged. Grant nodded. There was a long pause, not sure what to say next. "Now are there any questions?" she asked finally. At that, everyone became excited and every single hand in the room bolted up into the air. Grant rolled his eyes and sighed. He took the microphone out of its stand and held it in his hands and paced back and forth.�"Now do any of you have a question that doesn’t concern Jurassic Park?" Grant smirked. Several hands slowly went down. But about half the room still had their hands up. "Or any that aren't about the San Diego incident . . . which, if I might add, I didn't witness?" he asked again. Every single hand came down. Now, only one hand was left. "Please, how about you," Grant gestured to the young man.


The microphone handler walked down the isle and gave it to the young student. "Yes, Dr. Grant. Now what are you going to do after the scientists push the government for exception, they can just go to Isla Sorna and see for themselves what has happened to the dinosaurs and what they are capable of, right?" he asked. Grant shook his head.


"Let me make this very clear to all of you and I want you to listen. What John Hammond and InGen have created are only theme park monsters. The true dinosaurs and our discovery about them are in the earth. And that is how scientists truly study the leviathans of our past. And I will speak for myself when I say that no force on Earth or in Heaven will get me back to that island," Grant gestured. Everyone, clearly disappointed, nodded hesitantly and got up to leave.





It was scorching hot. Brown mountains stood behind flat desert with a few shrubs. There was a cloudless, afternoon sky. There was a slight breeze, but it was hardly enough to cool anyone down. In the middle of all this, a concrete pad was placed with scraps of old, run down machines and machine parts. It seemed to be completely deserted.


One of the huge planes in this graveyard of machines was half torn open and completely run down. A man in a blue mechanic's outfit strolled back and forth in the shade of this plane, salvaging old machine parts. He was a man of about fifty and had a round nose with an orange mustache under it. If he hadn't gone so bald just yet, it would be easier to tell that he was a red- head. In the corner of the vehicle he stood in, was a pile of weapons, some small, some medium, and yet others huge. His wrinkled brow sweat from the immense heat.


Suddenly, there was a catchy ring from his belt. He quickly put his hand down and picked up the bright yellow Nokia cellular phone. He pressed the talk button. "Hello?" he asked. "Oh hello, sir. How are you? I'm just fine," the man conversed with the person on the phone. He stood up and walked outside of the plane to see what was happening outside.


Meanwhile, a big boned black man with a white T-shirt, tan shorts, and boots ran up to one of the broken down, abandoned planes. He was unshaven and was pretty muscular. He carried with him a can of red spray paint. He shook it up and popped the top, chuckling under his breath. He sprayed two eyes on the windshield of the plane and then a wide mouth with sharp teeth on the underbelly, by the landing gear. He put the lid back on and ran away over to where another man was waiting.


This other man had a fair complexion and black hair with a beard. He was a bit thinner than his comrade. He was laying on his body next to a gun set up on a stand that looked like a tripod for a camera. The black man ran up next to him as the guy with the phone came up behind them. 


"Oh the weapons?" the guy with the phone continued to talk on the phone. "Well, actually, sir, we're trying out one of them right now!"


As those words came from his mouth the two other men fired the gun they lay next to at the plane that had been spray painted. The vehicle blew and exploded in an array of fire and smoke, completely torn apart. The two men laughed and gave each other high fives.


"Uh, yes, sir. Ok goodbye," the guy with the phone hung up the cellular phone and put it back on his belt. He smiled at the wreckage they had created. The black man stood up.


"So what did he have to say about getting our guide for the trip, Udesky?" the man asked. 


Udesky scratched his head. "Well, he says that we shouldn't worry about it. He's confident. This is great, Nash! We're getting paid higher than we've ever had before!" Udesky smiled. Nash nodded enthusiastically. He turned to the man who was still lying by the weapon, Cooper.


"And we're even being paid half in advance! What are you going to do with your money, Coop?" Nash gestured to his friend. Cooper stood, rubbing his hands together.


"I'm going to buy a Benz. And then I'm going to get myself my own company so that I don't have work for nobody!" Cooper chuckled. Nash slapped Udesky and Cooper on the back.


"Fellas, we're going to be rich!" The friends all laughed together and returned to sorting the weapons. 





CHAPTER 3: THE DIG SITE





It was a peaceful but hot day in Fort Peck Lake, Montana. A body of water reflecting the setting sun behind the clouds in the sky surrounded a light brown strip of land, dotted with several tents, trailers, and crevices dug in the ground. It was quiet. Just the sound of the birds singing in the background and the calm wind weaving through the shrubs and trees in the area. And on one part of the land, a large imprint in the earth had been made by people. It formed around a skeleton of a five-foot tall and seven-foot long body of a velociraptor.


A handsome young man of about twenty-five was bent down over the fossilized animal. He had dark brown hair and was unshaven. He was muscular and wore a black T-shirt with jeans. Across from him was a beautiful young woman of about the same age with black hair. She wore white shorts and a blue flannel shirt. She looked up at Billy with admiration. They were both digging and dusting the fossil. "Um, Billy," the woman asked to get his attention. "Can you come here for a minute?"


Billy Brennan put his tools down and crawled over next to her. "Can you show me how to tell what is bone an which is rock? I have a really hard time with it," she smiled. Billy chuckled and took her hand.


"Look," he said, placing her hand on the crevices. "The rock is very rough, see, Cheryl? But then put your hand on the bone, and it's smooth." He looked up at her to see if she was watching. She nodded. He kept putting her hand between the bone and the rock. "Rough, smooth, rough, smooth," he chuckled. She looked up at him with a smile.


She put her fingers on his unshaven chin. "Rough," she smiled. She then put her fingers on his lips. "Smooth," she said, leaning closer to him. 


Suddenly, she was interrupted when Billy heard the familiar noise of the motor from a truck. He turned to see the dirty truck pulling up next to him, kicking up dust behind. He stood up and left Cheryl to continue her work.


Billy approached the man with a fedora on his head that was getting out of the truck. 


Alan! Good to see you back! How'd your presentation go?" Billy said. Grant just shook his head and grunted.


"They just don't care anymore, Billy. They just don't care," Grant replied. Billy nodded gravely. He knew that the digging they were doing here was hanging by its last thread. It all depended on people's interest. Otherwise, how would they make money? "How'd you hold down things here?"


"Fantastic! Wait till I show you this! You're going to love what I did with the raptor skull data!" Billy said enthusiastically. Grant smiled. Billy reminded him of himself when he was that age. But Grant was much more of a traditionalist than Billy, who believed any advancement in technology that would help them with digging was worth using.


"Does it have to do with computers, Billy?" Grant smirked.


"I know how much you love them, right?" Billy patted him on the back. Billy picked up his backpack and the two headed across the dig site to a nearby tent at the opposite end. They entered quickly and Billy brought Grant to a table where a large machine that covered the entire support it stood on, was on. Billy leaned over it and looked Grant in the eye.


"Meet the future of technology! This is a rapid prototyper," he told him.


"Then I guess it can dig," Grant teased. Billy just shook his head.


"I entered the scan data from the raptor skull. This baby sculpts it perfectly," Billy explained, opening the top lid. Several shavings were nested around the opening. He blew them away and carefully pulled out a model of some sort of bone or body part. "I introduce to you a raptor's resonating chamber!" he held it up like it was the Holy Grail.


Alan smirk suddenly turned to serious face. He suddenly became interested and compelled to look at this thing. It looked like a promising start to get out of going broke. It was surprising to Alan that a computer could ever produce something that he would actually be fond of. 


"Watch this!" Billy exclaimed. He put his mouth up to the chamber, which almost looked like a giant seashell. As he blew, haunting noises came out. They were noises and sounds that Alan vividly remembered from eleven years ago. They made him shudder as they brought back all the horrors, all the nightmares back into his brain. He closed his eyes and rubbed his forehead. 


"Ok, ok, Billy, that's enough," Grant said, shaking his head. He didn't ever want to think of Jurassic Park again. It made him want to hurl. 


"Don't you like it?" Billy asked surprised.


"Of course I do. This is really a breakthrough, Billy," Grant said, trying to force those sounds out of his head. Just then, there was a knock on one of the posts of the tent. Grant whirled around to see a man in a white overcoat, with sunglasses and a brown mustache.


"Dr. Grant?" the man asked. Grant wasn't sure how to react. Depending on who this person was, he wasn't sure if he was in the mood to talk. He simply nodded, hoping this man would get strait to the point. "I'm Paul Kirby from Kirby Enterprises," the man smiled, putting out his hand. Grant forced himself to shake it and the man handed him a business card. Grant pleaded within himself for this man not to beat around the bush.


"What can I do for you, Mr. Kirby?" he asked, stepping out of the tent. Billy was curious as to who this person was. He looked wealthy, from his cloths and all. He followed Dr. Grant outside and stood behind him. He saw that Mr. Kirby paused for a moment before replying.


"Well, sir, uh firstly, I'm quite an admirer of yours," Mr. Kirby said, looking up to see Grant's expression. Grant tried to hide his impatience. What did this man want?! "And, well, uh, I have a little proposition I'd like to discuss with you." Grant held back his chuckle. So that was what it was - just another annoying tourist. "If you could please come have dinner with my wife an I to-"


"Look, Mr. Kirby. It's been a very long day. Maybe some other time," Grant quickly made an excuse. He knew within himself that the day hadn't been that tiring, he just wasn't in the mood to talk with this guy. And he also knew that "maybe some other time" meant that he wouldn't want to see Paul again, he was just putting it off. Paul Kirby probably sensed that too.


"I promise you that this will be worth your while," Paul nodded with a fake smile. Billy sized this man up pretty quick. From the word "proposition", he took it to mean money. Money that would fund their dig. Money that would prevent them from having to shut down.


"We'd love to!" Billy jumped to replying before Grant could. Kirby whirled around to shake Billy's hand. Grant gave Billy a stern look as if he was going to give him punishment later, just as a father would give his child. But Billy just ignored it and they followed Paul away from the tent.





CHPATER 4: THE PROPOSITION





Grant and Billy road through the town in Montana in Grant's run down, dusty truck. They sat silently. They were headed for dinner with Paul and Amanda Kirby at the "Saloon Grill". 


Billy was surprised that the couple hadn't chosen a more fancy restaurant for being so rich an all. He also sensed that Grant was still mad at him for saying they would meet to discuss the proposition. Billy hated when he and Grant had clashes liked this. "So what do you think of them, Alan?" Billy asked to break the tense silence.


"You already know what I think of them. They are only tourists who have nothing of interest to me." Grant muttered. Billy smiled and shook his head. Just as he thought Grant would react. But at least he got him talking.


"I'm surprised you aren't jumping at this. They probably want to give us money. And that is what we really need right now, don't we?" he asked. Grant just ignored him this time. There was no point in talking about it further. They were almost at the place they were going to meet the couple.


Grant stopped at a stop sign and then turned right into a parking lot next to the restaurant. He quickly put the vehicle into park and got out, whipping his seat belt out of the way and then slamming the door. He wanted to get this whole thing over with as soon as possible. Sometimes Billy was just a pain in the butt. Billy followed Grant into the restaurant.


Inside, in the lobby, there was a big pool table where several men were playing and were cheering. Around the table were several arcade games. ‘Big Hat, No Cattle’ by Randy Newman was playing from the jukebox.


Grant felt extremely out of place. Why on earth were they meeting here of all places? They rounded the corner where several tables were lining the wall. On one of them, Paul and Amanda Kirby sat. As Grant and Billy approached, they saw that the couple were whispering loudly and looked very worried.


"Listen, Amanda I'm doing it my way! Dr. Gra-" Paul stopped when he saw their guests approaching. "Oh hello, Dr. Grant! We were just talking about how much we admire you!" Paul chuckled, caught off guard. Grant held back his sour look and he and his protege sat down across from the Kirbys. The waiters immediately brought water over to them.


"This is my wife Amanda." Paul introduced with a manufactured smile. Grant was getting impatient all over again. "We are both big travel lovers."


"What is that proposition you wanted to discuss with us?" Grant asked right away, hoping to avoid chitchat.


"We’ve climbed K2, hiked along the Amazon, we just love the outdoors!" Paul continued, ignoring Grant's comment. Billy smirked at how amusing this whole scene was.


"We even have reserved seats on the first commercial flight into space!" Amanda added with the same fake smile that here husband had. Grant just stared at them, wondering how stupid these people really were. What was the matter with them? Did they not just hear him ask them a question? "But this year, we want to do something extra special," Amanda added.


"For our anniversary," Paul finished her sentence.


"What does all this have to do with me?" Grant sighed.


"Well, uh, we've chartered an airplane to fly us over Isla Sorna," Paul explained. Immediately, Grant started to get up to leave, putting his hand out for Paul to stop. "We'd like you to be out guide, Dr. Grant! Don't go!"


"I'm sorry, I'm really not interested. I can give you a list of some other people that would want to take you, but definitely not me. Come on, Billy," he rushed, taking Billy's arm and pulling him out of the booth.


"Wait! Nobody else will do! Please we want this to be a moment that we'll never forget!" Paul continued. He pulled Amanda with him to chase Dr. Grant and Billy. They ran outside after them to see Grant getting into his truck and buckling up. The Kirbys ran up to the window and knocked on it. Grant rolled it down quickly.


"Can't you take a no?" Grant exclaimed, revving up his engine. Amanda quickly fumbled with her purse and tossed their checkbook to Paul.


"Wait! I'm willing to give you a high pay!" he called to him. Grant paused. And with out looking, he saw Billy staring at him, pleading with his eyes that Grant would say yes to the offer.


"And what if I did say yes. The area is restricted," Grant shook his head. He began to roll up his window. Paul pleaded with him to stop.


"We've gotten special permission to fly over the island. Low enough to see the animals, Dr. Grant! Please reconsider!" Grant just sat there. “We can write all sorts of numbers on this piece of paper.” All eyes were on Grant, waiting anxiously for his answer.�


CHAPTER 5: THE PLANE RIDE





Alan Grant and Billy Brennan walked up to airport from the truck. They had duffel backs with them that were very heavy. They walked out to a small runway where a white plane with several port wholes, indicating plenty of seats, sat waiting. On the wings, turning blades were located in the front. A long streak of blue lined the side of the vehicle. On the side, the hatch was open and three men in all black were loading things into the airplane. The Kirbys stood to the side of them, waiting.


"Well, thanks for bringing me along, Alan. I appreciate it," Billy said to his mentor as they walked towards the plane. Grant smirked, putting on his dark brown fedora, very much similar to the one that he had lost originally on Isla Nublar


"What did you think I was going to do? You were the one that got me into all of this. You really think I would leave you behind to have fun! Oh, no. You're going to go through every irritating moment I go through," Grant told him. Billy chuckled as they neared the Kirbys. Paul saw them and put out his hand.


"We're almost ready to go! My pilots are just finishing up the loading of the cargo," Paul smiled. Amanda wasn't as happy as Paul. It was easy to tell. She would manage a fake smile once and a while, but she just wasn't as cheerful as her husband. What could possibly be wrong? Grant thought this would be a really happy day for them, it being their anniversary and all.


"What are they loading? It looks like a lot of heavy things," Grant pointed. Paul whirled around, suddenly becoming nervous. These people sure were strange, that was for sure. From the looks of what those men were loading, it looked like weapons, concluding from the shape of the bags. "Are those guns? We really aren't going to need those, Mr. and Mrs. Kirby!" Grant informed them.


"Perhaps not. But I always like to be safe. That's one thing that irritates Amanda, heh, I'm always safe! She thinks I'm too safe!" Paul said, sounding like he concocted that up in just a second. Grant and Billy just nodded and got closer to the plane. In the next moment, the men were done. As they turned around, Grant saw they were all pretty muscular, unless it was just that they had a lot of armor on.


"Mr. Kirby, now about your flying low. Just how did you get permission to do so?" Grant asked. Paul waited a moment and then put on his regular manufactured smile.


"I have a lot of connections through my business. In a recent one, I came in contact with the Costa Rican government. I was able to pull a few strings and we got what we wanted!" he replied. Amanda approached and nodded, putting her hands on Paul's shoulders.


At that, the pilots gestured for all of them to board the plane. They all walked up the steps and through the hatch. 


Inside, it was nicely furnish with white, leather seats and tan carpet. Grant noticed that all the seats were able to bend back in order to lie down. He smiled. On this trip, it would be good to take a nap to avoid annoying chat with the tourists. He immediately took a seat across from Billy. One of the men who was dressed in all black sat behind Grant and the other two, a black man and a red-head, took the pilots seats. Paul and Amanda Kirby sat in front of Grant and Billy.


"Here we go folks," the redhead announced. He pressed a few buttons and pulled on the steering. His co-pilot looked at him with a small smile and gave him a thumbs up. The plane turned and began to go faster. Grant looked out the window to see them rush down the runway, slightly picking up off the ground. In a few moments, he saw they were above Montana and he heard the wheels retract into the underbelly of the plane.


They kept rising higher and higher into the clouds. Grant looked over at Billy, who was putting his camera away in a beat-up, old, black bag. Grant tisked. "For what I pay you could afford something better than that," Grant laughed. Billy shook his head, closing up the pack and zipping it shut.


"No. This one is lucky," Billy explained. "I took a trip down to New Zealand with a couple of buddies of mine to go parasailing. Well when we were flying over the cliffs, my harness ripped and I fell. It was the strap on this pack that caught one on the rocks that was sticking out from the cliff. It saved my life. So I keep it around with me." Grant nodded.


"Maybe your lucky pack will save you and me from being bored to death. Chances are we won't see a thing." he nodded. He slowly eased his chair back. He took off his fedora and placed it over his head to keep the light out of his eyes. "Wake me when we get there, Billy," Grant told his protege. Before he knew it, he was asleep.





It didn't seem long before he felt someone nudging him. The voice kept repeating his name. Grant finally took his hat off his eyes to see that no one was around. Grant quickly pulled his seat back up and looked into the front of the plane, where the pilots were dead.


"My, God! What did this?" Grant whispered. Suddenly, he heard a slight hiss. His head darted around to hear where the noise was coming from. He then realized it was from behind. He spun around to see a velociraptor staring him right in the eye! 


“Alan!” It called.





Alan woke up and saw Billy staring at him. "Alan, Are you ok? You were bouncing around in your seat!" Grant thought of what had just happened. It had to have been a nightmare. The ones that came at night. The ones about Jurassic Park.


"I think I'm fine now," Grant said, sitting himself straight in his seat and putting his hat back in place. Billy patted him on the back.


"Good. We're almost at the island." 





CHAPTER 6: LANDING ON ISLA SORNA





The plane broke through the puffy white clouds. They approached a lush green piece of land, a jewel in a huge sea of bright blue. Large canyons and valleys covered the entire area. In the middle of the island's crevices, stretches of tall trees, light and dark green colored, dotted with red flowers and berries. It could almost be paradise, if it wasn't or the things that lived in it, which made it a world untouched by time.


Udesky and Nash sat in the front of the plane. They put their hands to their headphones and pressed them to their ears. They were getting in a transmission, a muffled one. Grant watched their faces, seeming as though something was wrong. He heard a very weak voice. 


"This is restricted air space. Turn back im-" the voice was cut off. The pilots quickly flipped some knobs in the front. Grant looked at them suspiciously.


The plane continued through a large gorge in between two cliffs. The Kirbys suddenly became tense and were looking all over the place outside of the plane. Grant didn't know what was up. Something wasn't right. The Kirbys stood up and ran all over the plane, looking out every window. Grant looked at Billy, who just shrugged, rolling his eyes.


As they came out of the gorge, everyone looked down. A long river winded through the jungle and came out to where there was a flat plain full of herbivores grazing. They moved in herds, some with very long necks, and others with plates and horns. At that, at seeing all this beauty, Grant's nightmares, fears, all fell away. He was actually calm despite all of this. He shook his head, realizing his change in thinking. "My God, I've truly forgotten," he said. He tried to hold back the smile, but he couldn't. He was actually excited to see them again.


"Do you see anything, Amanda?" Paul exclaimed. Jumping up in his seat, searching rapidly all over the place. Amanda shook her head rapidly. Paul turned to the pilots. "Udesky, Nash? How about you?" The pilots searched in the same way.


"What are you talking about?” Grant asked. “To your left, Mr. and Mrs. Kirby, is a herd of brachiosaurs. If you look closely you can see the patterns on their skin is-" Grant stopped, seeing that absolutely nobody in the plane was paying attention, with the exception of Billy, who was simply fascinated by seeing the animals he dug up in actual flesh.


"Cooper, do you see anything?" Amanda called to the back. The man took his sunglasses off and looked around out the window. He shook his head. Grant began to get irritated. What was this? Did he come along for nothing? He was supposed to be guiding them, which he was doing, but they didn't care. They just ignored him. There was a long silence. Grant wasn't going to waste his breath, he slammed back into his seat with a sigh.


"Oh, here we go! There is a landing strip up ahead!" Nash called back to Paul. "I'm going to put her down, alright?" At that moment, Grant realized why the couple was so strange, why they were so manufactured, why they had brought the weapons along. They were going to land. 


Grant immediately bounced up. He glanced at Billy, who was just as surprised as him.�"What are you talking about?! You can't land here!" Grant protested. Paul gave further instructions to the pilots and then turned to look at Grant.


"Hold, on, please Dr. I can explain!" Paul claimed. He put his hand own to calm Grant down. Amanda turned around to do the same. But it didn't stop Grant. He bolted from the back of the plane and towards the front. Nothing was going to stand in his way. There wasn't going to be any landing. Even is he had to rustle the pilots, he didn't care. They wouldn't, they couldn't land. 


“You cannot land on this island!” Grant yelled.


Paul and Amanda jumped in front of Grant to stop him. At that, Grant felt a hard hit in the back of the head and he fell to the floor unconscious.





Grant slowly opened his eyes, light flooding back into his face. The back of his head still hurt and he probably had a lump. He lay on his back facing the top of the plane. His eyes darted around. He saw Billy sitting in the seat next to him. Nobody else was on the plane. Grant listened intently. It was complete silence, not one sound. Then he heard the small sounds of chirping from birds. His body told him the plane was on the ground. He could just tell. "Billy!" Grant moaned. Billy whirled around and bent down to him.


"Alan, you're back! Thank God!" he said, patting his shoulder. He gave him his fedora back, which had flew to the other side of the plane.


"Tell me we didn't land," Grant said, grasping the color on Billy's shirt. His protege didn't reply. He just waited. It was then that Grant heard the muffled voice of Amanda Kirby yelling. He rolled his eyes. "Is that a bullhorn?"


"I think they're looking for somebody," Billy shook his head. Grant got up with help from his friend and put his hat back on. He rushed outside of the plane, extremely angry. Billy was right behind him. The hatch was already hanging open. Outside, Grant saw Amanda on the other side of the plane yelling some names. Paul was just in front of the hatch, watching as the men dressed in all black went running away. He heard Alan and spun around.


"Oh, Dr. Grant! I'm so sorry we had to be so rough on-" he was cut off by an angry Grant.


"Who hit me?" he demanded. Paul was reluctant to tell him. 


He shrugged and rubbed the back of his neck. He turned and pointed to one of the men running into the jungle with a large gun. "That would be Cooper. They're going to go set a perimeter to make the place safe," Paul explained, forcing a smile. He knew this man was very angry at him for landing.


"You just don't understand, Mr. Kirby. There is no way this place can be safe - not now, not ever. Your mercenaries aren't going to make a difference. It is too dangerous! We need to get back on the plane right away!" Grant commanded him. He then paused and looked at his wife, yelling at the top of her lungs. "And tell your wife to shut up! That is an extremely bad idea!"


At that Paul turned and yelled to his wife. Grant rolled his eyes. He had just said that it was a bad idea! These people were nuts! 


“Ben? Eric?” Amanda called into the bull horn. 


Grant walked over to her. "That is a bad idea! Stop!" Grant told her, ripping the horn out of her hands. But it was too late. Their heard a roar from the jungle.


Udesky and Nash emerged from the jungle. "We need to leave now!" Nash yelled to everyone. That had been exactly what Grant had been trying to tell everyone all along!


 Everyone ran to the plane, up the steps and inside, getting secured in. 


"Paul, we can't just leave!" Amanda cried to her husband.


"Why not?!" Grant yelled.


"What about Cooper?" Paul asked the pilots and they got the engine started over again and everyone buckled up.


"He's a professional! He can handle himself!" Udesky answered. They turned the plane around, making it go in the opposite direction. They continued forward down the rusty strip. 


Just then, a figure jumped from the jungle. Grant recognized him as Cooper immediately. The man waved to them as tears flooded down his face. He had a broken gun hanging from one of his shoulders and his opposite arm hung limp at hi side, bloody and torn. 


"You know I can't stop the plane, old buddy!" Nash whispered. It was the most painful thing for him to resist stopping for his friend. Grant saw that right away. Grants anger towards the man that knocked him out suddenly turned to compassion.


"Please, please stop the plane!" Cooper whispered, crying his eyes out. In reality, he knew his fate was sealed and it was painful for him to face it. The plane was gaining speed and was almost at Cooper's distance. Just then there was an angry roar.


A huge blur came from the forest and Cooper felt razor sharp fangs pierce his body. He heard the plane pick off from the ground and the dinosaur lurched his jaws down further. 





“Oh my God!” Nash cried out as he tried lifting the plane higher. It was no use. It was too low to the ground. Then, just as it looked like it would clear the dinosaur, it clipped the giant fin on it’s back, causing the plane to spin out of control.





CHAPTER 7: FUSELAGE FRENZY





Grant hung on tightly to the arm rests on his seat as did everyone else. They had clipped the Dinosaur’s fin, causing red drops of blood to splatter on the windows. It had caused the plane to lurch downward and sideways, strait to the trees in the jungle. 


Grant looked out the window as on one side of the uncontrollable plane, the wing's blades chopped into the wood of a tree and was ripped off as it slammed into a another.


There was a huge jolt and Amanda Kirby let out a high scream. The other wing broke off. The entire body of the plane began to plummet, zooming lower and lower, but still going as fast as ever. It crashed into another tree and spun around in a circle. At that, Grant's head slammed into the ceiling. The glass on the windows cracked and finally shattered into thousands of pieces, flying onto everyone.


There was a loud thump and then the biggest jolt off all came. The plane came to a total stop. Everyone had been forced onto the floor by the sudden halt. It was quiet. Everyone steadied themselves on the legs of the seats, preparing for another brutal jolt. After a few moments, they slowly got up. Grant saw that everyone had wounds and bruises all over their body. They all panted heavily. "Is everyone alright?" Grant asked.


"We're fine," Paul nodded. Grant looked to Billy, to make sure he was fine and he nodded. 


Udesky and Nash took off their seat belts, as did everyone else. Grant went ran over to the side of the plane to open the hatch.


Grant was trying to force the hatch open. But it wouldn't budge. Billy came over to help him. With their combined efforts, they managed to get it open a bit and there was a loud crack. Grant saw right away the crack had come from the branches of the tree - the tree they were sitting in. Several feet below was a small creek running through the jungle.


"We haven't landed yet," Grant stated. 


At that, Paul reached into his backpack and quickly pulled out a bright yellow phone. He tossed it to Nash, who fumbled with it and finally dialed in a number. He put it up to his ear and waited. The others heard the sound of a recorded voice tell Nash something. He swore under his breath and pounded the dashboard. "All lines are busy," he shook his head as he put it in his breast pocket.


In that moment, there was a loud thump. Everyone was quiet, listening to where it came from. Billy's eyes darted around. The thumps were very deep and bass filled. "It's a tyrannosaurus," he mumbled. Grant overheard him. With another loud thump, one of the cracked portholes in the plane shattered.


"It sounds bigger." Grant replied to Billy. 


They listened longer, but the thumping just stopped. Then they all relaxed with a sigh. It seemed everything was fine until a large reptilian eye peeked through the window. Amanda screamed at the top of her lungs and Grant lunged forward to cover her mouth. The eye kept staring at Amanda and then moved on to look at everyone inside the plane. It then disappeared.


"Be quiet!" Grant demanded her with a whisper. Just as he did, the plane began to rock wildly. Then, the entire nose was ripped off of the plane and everyone was lurched forward. 


The Plane tilted a little downward and Nash started slipping. Then the jaws of the dinosaur came inside the plane and started chomping. One of the things it chomped were Nash’s legs! Nash was pulled out of the plane and he fell from the beast’s mouth and landed on the ground. The giant mouth lowered to finish off its kill.


When it was done, it brought its jaws inside again and started opening and closing its mouth. Amanda started to slip towards it, but the others quickly grabbed onto her and held her back. Then as the mouth left the plane and they all sighed, it tipped backwards and fell out of the trees, slamming on the ground and toppling to it’s side and then coming to a rest.


Amanda immediately began crawling out of the plane. Grant grabbed her and pulled her back in and put Amanda in the back of the plane. Everything was silent until there was yet another loud thump. Two huge hands, the claws on them piercing the fuselage, suddenly grasped the plane. The vehicle's body was rolled backwards towards the huge creature and the people inside were tossed around. Then suddenly, it stopped.


Then a minute later, it started again. The beast kicked the plane forward. The plane rolled over and over. Everyone was banging their heads on the seats as they found themselves on the floor of the plane one second and on the roof the next. They stopped rolling when they slammed into the trunk of a tree.


 Grant searched for his hat quickly and grabbed it, holding it tight. Afterwards, there was a loud bang as the animals foot came down on the top of the air craft and squashed it down on the people inside. 


The metal creaked as it bended from the enormous amount of wait straining it. The chairs were forced down on top of everyone inside. As that point, the animal jabbed its snout into the side of the plane, ripping open a whole for itself. Its massive jaws moved in a circular motion as its teeth snapped up and down.


Grant saw it was a good opportunity to run now that the plane had stopped moving. He jumped up and crawled out of the plane, running as fast as his legs could take him. Then, everyone else followed his lead as the dinosaur continued to move its mouth around in the plane. It heard the humans running and turned to see them going towards an open field. It followed with a roar.





CHAPTER 8: THE DINOSAUR CLASH





Grant, Billy, Paul, Amanda, and Udesky, went running through the lush green field. The huge dinosaur was right behind them, with huge thumps rocking the earth as it ran after them. 


Grant glanced back to get an idea of just what was chasing them. As it roared loudly, Grant noticed that its snout was long and similar to a crocodile’s. It had a giant fin on its back that was the same reddish orange as the rest of it. He recognized the dinosaur almost immediately. But for him, that was enough of characterizing their attacker. It was important to focus on getting away.


They ran out onto a green field where it followed them out, but they soon doubled back and went back into the jungle, hoping to loose it.


They continued running as fast as possible with Grant in the lead. Behind, they heard another angry roar from the animal that had been chasing them. Everyone was tiring, their muscles burning, their joints aching, their heads hurting from the bruises and cuts. As they panted heavily, Grant slowed down. 


"Alright, we can rest here." he said, pointing to some rocks. They sat, nobody saying a word to each other. It was then they noticed the bad stench. Grant got up from his rock and followed the scent. He brushed aside some bushes and before him they a huge body of an apatosaur. The Kirbys yelped, afraid.


"Be quiet! The thing is dead!" Grant said, looking back at them with a stern look. At that, a dark brown head rose from behind the carcass with a mouth full of bloody teeth. It stood there staring awkwardly and sniffing and Grant recognized it as a Tyrannosaurus Rex!


"Nobody move a muscle.” Grant whispered. He stayed still looking at it in the eyes. He heard the rustling of bushes behind him and slightly turned to see nobody there. The Tyrannosaur roared loudly and stepped out from behind its carcass, seeing the other humans fleeing. Grant rolled his eyes and ran after them.


He caught up with the others easily. They ran through the jungle, zigzagging in and out of trees and through ferns and bushes. As they ran, Amanda saw the dinosaur that had torn apart the plane standing in front of them, waiting. 


It snapped down on her, and she screamed and backed away, slamming into Paul. The dinosaur put its head up to see a rampaging Rex coming towards it. When they both met each others eye, they looked at each other fiercely. They both let out a huge roar and everyone covered their ears. Grant tripped and fell in between two logs, his ankle caught in the end of it. He tried to get it free but there wasn't any use.


The Rex ran towards the long-snout and slammed into its underbelly. It backed away and the challenger lunged forward. The Rex slammed its head into the side of the long-snout's head and it began to trip onto the ground. It slid into the mud, causing leaves to sprawl everywhere. Now that its body was low enough, the Rex ran forward and gripped the neck of the long-snout tightly. It dug its fangs into the flesh as the long-snout struggled to free itself. The Rex moved its body along with the attacker to keep it from getting free of its grip. But it was no use eventually. The Rex's snout didn't fit entirely around the neck and it grinded away, leaving gashes in its rival's neck.


The long-snout roared angrily at the Rex. It slapped it in the face with its longer hands. The Rex tried to move its head away from the attack but he was still hit. At that the long-snout dug its thumb claw into the Rex's back. It roared in pain. It whipped the back of its body around to try and slam into the long-snout. Its thick tail slapped the back of the long-snout. The Rex turned its head to bite the hand of its attacker, then forcing it into a tree.


As Grant continued to try and free his foot, the long-snout slammed against the tree, making it crack and fall. It just missed the constrained Grant. Billy ran back to try and free his mentor's ankle. 


The long-snout used its hands to pick itself up again. The Rex lunged back and tore at the long-snout's leg. It kicked the Rex's head when it attempted to rip it off. The long-snout then charged onto the Rex's neck. It gripped its rival’s head to keep it from wiggling away as it roared in frustration. The long-snout dug its teeth into the neck further and then curled its hands back, forcing the Rex head to yank in the opposite direction. The long-snout moved its head forward and twisted the neck as the Rex roared. The roaring suddenly stopped and there was a loud crack as the Rex fell to the ground with a thud.


As the long-neck tore into the Rex's skin to partake, it no longer needed to chase the humans. Billy finally forced the fallen trees to snap apart. He wiggled Grant's foot free and he helped him run away from the scene of the battle. The long-snout roared triumphantly as it partook of its kill.





CHAPTER 9: EXPLANATION





When Grant, Billy, Paul, Amanda, and Udesky got far enough away from the scene of the fight, they stopped and rested once again, panting heavily. So far, it had been running non-stop and there was no time to rest so the group was taking their sweet time, which they well deserved. 


Grant looked up at Paul with an angry scare. He was burning with extreme anger. They had deceived him unfairly and made him land on this god-forsaken environment again. "Dr. Grant, If I knew this would have happened, we wouldn't have land-"


Grant threw a hard punch at Paul, knocking him square in the jaw. The man stumbled back and hit against one of the trees. Amanda rushed over and put her hand out for Grant to stop, standing in between him and her husband. "No, please, don't. We really are sorry," she apologized.


"You two have a lot of explaining to do!" Grant demanded, pointing to them. Amanda helped Paul back up, who looked at Grant warily, afraid of another punch. He stood back with his wife, then glancing at Udesky.


"We have a son - Eric. He was parasailing near this island and he suddenly disappeared. We called the cost guard, the police, the American embassy, all of them said we should accept the inevitable. Can you believe that?!" Paul replied. Grant looked to Billy. His protege was just as irritated as he was.


"That depends. How long has your son been missing?" Billy asked. Paul looked to Amanda, who was rubbing her forehead, very distressed. 


“8 Weeks." Paul stated. Grant rolled his eyes. These people must be crazy.


"Mr. Kirby, when I was on Jurassic Park for just a few days, we barely survived. Do you really think your son is still alive after being here for 8 weeks?!" Grant exclaimed. "And why wasn't one of you with them? Was he going alone?"


"He was with a friend," Amanda spoke up. "Paul wasn't with him because we’re divorced, we have been for over a year." Grant was completely shocked at just how much the Kirbys had been hiding from him.


"Why did you have to bring Billy and I along?!" Grant demanded.


"You are the only one that could help us, Dr. Grant! You've been here before, you know your way around, you-" Paul was cut off.


"I have never, ever, been on this damned island," Grant sighed, drained from exasperation. 


“Sure you were!” Paul argued. “You wrote that book.”


Billy spoke up. “He went to Isla Nublar, This is Isla Sorna.” He explained. 


Udesky scratched his head, clearly confused. "You mean there are two islands with dinosaurs on them?" the mercenary asked. Grant ignored him. He took Billy by the arm and pulled him aside.


"We'll go back to the plane and see if we can pick up anything we can use. Then we can head for the coast and see if we can get someone's attention." he told his apprentice. Billy nodded. The others had been listening in.


"We can't just leave Eric here!" Amanda exclaimed.


"Then you can go and look for him. If you'd rather, you can stay with us and go to the sea, just as long as you don't hold us up." Paul and Amanda were surprised, taking Grant's word as harsh and unfair. "One thing you don't understand is that either way we probably won't get off this island alive." At that, Grant and Billy turned and stormed off into the jungle. The Kirbys looked to each other and then to Udesky, not sure what to do.


"So . . . what?" Paul asked. There was a long silence.


"I think we should look for your son.” Udesky said. He pointed to where Grant and Billy walked off to. “In the direction that they’re going." The Kirby’s quickly agreed and ran to catch up.


The group of five trekked through the jungle. They got back to their destroyed Plane and started going through, looking for anything of use. Inside the plane, Grant and Billy looked for the satellite phone. Meanwhile, the Kirbys took the extra pair of clothes they had packed. 


Amanda went to the other side of the plane and took her shirt off. Paul came around to the same place to see Amanda only had a bra on. "Oh, I'm sorry." he turned around and took his shirt off.


"It's ok, Paul. Its nothing you haven't seen before." she said, putting on a new shirt. "You look . . . thinner." she noticed. Paul put his new shirt on. "You look good."


"I've learned to swim. I used to hate it, I know. But I've lost twenty-five pounds." Paul replied. "And you look good too." Awkwardly, they left each other and came around to meet Grant, Billy and Udesky.


"The phone is nowhere to be found. It probably fell in the creek," Grant announced.�"I packed a few sandwiches. We can split them," Billy said, pulling the food out of his backpack. He broke it into pieces and gave some to each person.


Soon, they were on their way again.





CHAPTER 10: THE DISCOVERY





"Eric! Eric! Ben!" Amanda Kirby called as she walked with the rest of the group through the jungle.


"Quiet!" Grant yelled in a stern voice. He couldn't stand to be on the island with these people. They were noisy and were the perfect target to dinosaurs. Billy walked over to him, gesturing to Paul Kirby who was fumbling around with his backpack.


"So, Mr. Kirby, did you camp at twenty-thousand feet or thirty-thousand feet when you climbed K2?" Billy asked, amused. Paul stopped for a moment to think about his answer.


"Thirty-thousand. We were pretty close to the top." he replied. Billy looked to Alan and smiled.


"You would actually be several feet above it." Billy told him. Paul was clearly embarrassed and cleared his throat to think for a moment.


"Actually it was a long time ago. My memory comes and goes…" Paul was cut short by Grant.


"There is no Kirby Enterprises is there?" Grant asked, realizing that Paul had been lying a lot more than he had thought in the first place. Paul rubbed his forehead. Even Udesky turned to see what his answer would be.


"It's Kirby Paint & Tile Plus. Plus stands for toilets." he replied. Grant and Billy laughed. Although they weren't happy. They were angry.


"This is really good. Here we are in hell and we aren't even being paid to come here," Grant shook his head. He really couldn't believe this charade. They began to move on. Udesky shook his head with pity.


"At least you paid me half in advance," the mercenary shook his head. Paul rushed up to them.


“And I had to mortgage all I had to do it. Now, I'll make it up to you fellows. If you ever need your house worked on, any room at all, I will personally travel out to your home and do it myself. I prom-" Paul was cut off yet another time by his screaming ex-wife.


"Eric! Ben!" she called despite Grant's warning. Paul walked over to her and covered her mouth.


"Didn't you hear Dr. Grant say that-"


"Dr. Grant, Dr. Grant, Dr. Grant! Why do we always have to do what he says?" Amanda replied with frustration.


"That's what we hired him for. What's the point of having a dinosaur expert along if we aren't even going to follow his advice. So go ahead and yell. But don't blame it on any of us if you get eaten by a tricycoloplotz!" Paul warned, mixing up several dinosaur names into one, not knowing what he was talking about. As they continued on, it started to become hotter. They began to sweat harder than ever.


After a long walk, Grant finally halted them. Billy ran ahead, pointing out a huge red material hanging out of the branch of a tree. He got closer to inspect it further. He heard strange chirps from the tree. They were probably just birds but they didn't sound . . . normal. The apprentice tugged a bit on the material and it unfolded a little to reveal in bright yellow letters ‘Dino-Soar’. 


"It's another illegal run into the island, Alan," Billy announced. He looked back at the Kirbys in disgust for sending their son on one of these.


Paul and Amanda rushed over and looked all over the place. She was about to call for her son or Ben again but she decided not to. "Over here!" Paul called. They rushed over to find laying in the grass an abandoned video camera. Paul quickly turned it on. The footage revealed what had happened on Eric and Ben's trip. They saw the boat the crash, the parasail going closer to the island, and then at last, footage of their son. It showed him being dropped to the ground by a human hand. Ben's voice told the boy to run off. After a few moments, there was same chirping that Billy was hearing in the tree and then the voice of Ben screaming. The tape ended.


"I wonder . . ." Billy mused and he slowly went over to the parasail cautiously. He gave it a good pull and it fell from the tree. Still attached to it was the rotting body of Ben with several tiny, green dinosaurs covering him. "Compsognathus!" Billy yelled. He kicked them away from the body with his foot. 


Everyone turned their heads away when seeing the skeleton covered with small flies.. Amanda gave out a shriek and went running away.


"Go grab her!” Grant grumbled to Paul who went running off to catch his wife, who was crying on the bottom of the tree. He quickly bent down and gave her a hug.


"It's alright, it's alright. I'm sorry." Paul comforted. She rubbed the tears from her eyes.


"This means Eric is all alone. He must be . . . gone." she sobbed.


"Now, now. Eric is a smart kid. There are still a good many chances of him surviving." he encouraged. Amanda slowly opened her eyes again and stared at something on the bank of a creek.


Grant was back at the parasail with Billy and Udesky. "Billy, you said you went to New Zealand flying one of these. Could you use this one?" Grant asked. Billy leaned over to inspect it.


"The sail isn't torn, that's fortunate. Yeah, I could use it. Why?" he replied.


"We may end up being able to use it in order to get to the coast. Go ahead and take it." 


They were interrupted by Paul's faint voice. "Don't yell! Those idiots!" Grant mumbled under his breath.


"Dr. Grant! I think you should come and look at this!" Paul yelled. Grant motioned for Udesky to come with him while Billy finished rolling up the parasail for his backpack. They hiked over to where the couple were standing and staring at the creek's edge. He looked over to see three, dark brown, muddy nests carefully placed. Each had bright white eggs in them.


"Velociraptors," Grant whispered, recognizing immediately. Billy came over to see what was going on and looked down at the nest, his eyes sparkling. Grant looked up at him and nodded, knowing his partner knew what those nests were as well as him. "We'd better get out of this territory immediately," Grant declared, moving along quickly.


He led the line of people across the creek and further into the jungle at a slow run. 


Grant stopped the rest, noticing that Billy wasn't with them! He ran back, retracing their steps to find the missing man. Just as he rounded a corner, he ran into Billy. "Where were you?" Grant exclaimed, relieved. Billy zipped up his lucky pack.


"Just taking pictures of the nests. Why?" he asked innocently.


"Don't do that again. If I lose you, it's just me and the damn tourists." The two headed back to the spot where the others stood waiting. They continued on.





CHAPTER 11: THE LAB





They walked through the lush jungle. Grant noticed that in the trees, there were still monkeys, sloths, and other birds that were still living here despite the presence of the dinosaurs. It was amazing to him that they had survived all this time. There was a long moment of silence and finally Grant turned to Billy. "Let's test your knowledge. What do you think that large sailback that attacked the plane was?" Grant asked. 


Billy paused to think for a moment. "Baryonx," he stated, gesturing to show the long snout of the animal. 


“Not with that sail. Think bigger." Grant said. The group moved on and Billy continued to ponder.


"Suchomimus." he finally told his mentor. This time, Grant nodded.


"Close. But the sail is too big for a suchomimus. It was a spinosaurus." Grant explained. Billy was a bit confused.


"Spinosaurus was never on InGen's list though."


"I know. It makes me wonder what else they have that wasn’t on the list." 


After a walk through the jungle, they came to where the trees broke. There was a large slope of green grass heading down to a large, metallic complex nestled among palm trees at the bottom. After that was jungle again. The complex had a large satellite, parking lot, landing pad, and two story buildings, spanning quite a large area. 


"I bet Eric is in there!" Paul spoke up, hopeful and excited, "I bet my bottom dollar!" Grant nodded. If this kid was as smart as the parents kept saying, then he most likely would be in there. They started forward. They walked down the hill.


The five stranded people walked through the abandoned compound. Old, abandoned, and smashed-up vehicles lay in the parking lot, now covered with dead plants and fallen leaves. Mold grew on a truck that had been toppled into a pond that surrounded the large building ahead of them. All the fish in the pond were dead, and there were probably many more that there were now, seeing as the dinosaurs probably ate them. There was a pile of empty gasoline tanks stacked near the entrance to the front building. Cautiously, the group entered.


Inside the building was a lobby. The couches and the their fabric were torn up and had moss growing on them. The information desk in the front of the room was extremely dirty and dusty with vines growing all over it. Behind the lobby, there were some cracked glass doors that led to a dark hallway. Amanda put her hands up to yell when her ex-husband stopped her. At that, she looked down at the information desk and saw there was a phone. With hope, she rushed over and picked it up, but to no avail. There was absolutely no dial tone.


"There aren't any signs of animals in here. It’s pretty quiet. But that doesn't mean there aren't any. Stick close to me and be quiet. There’s still a chance." Grant instructed. They moved forward to search for the Kirby's son. Grant opened the glass doors and proceeded down the hallway, brushing aside the numerous cobwebs. At the end, there was a small, barred window that shed a little light inside. Two vending machines sat at the end. Paul rushed up.


"Ok, ok. Who has money? I have a buck forty, anyone else have some change?" he asked, digging into his wallet. Billy looked at him and laughed. The protege kicked the glass on the vending machine and it shattered. He reached in, grabbing several bags and tossing them back to everyone. 


Paul looked dumb founded. He too imitated Billy and kicked the glass. But it didn't break. Feeling like he was idiot, Paul walked after the others.


Grant opened his bag. Inside were several broken crackers. He popped one in his mouth. They were extremely stale and hard to hard to eat. But they were so hungry, it didn't matter one bit. They began gobbling up the snack as fast as possible. They continued down the hallway, finding that it rounded and led into a larger room.


They slowly walked into this new room. It was suddenly much easier to see because of the large windows near the ceiling. A flight of stairs led downward to where there were several tanks, tubes, canisters and a battery, and other things like that.. Grant looked all over the place and saw no sign of any dinosaurs. Therefore, they began walking down the flight of stairs. When they reached the bottom, the room seemed very familiar to Grant, even though he knew he had never been inside it before. He edged further inside and that's when it hit him.


All the equipment was lined up in columns. There were wide cylinders with lids on top, moisture clinging to the insides. There were several broken eggs inside with dry liquid on them. Grant saw that they were incubators very similar to the ones he'd seen in his tour of the Nublar facility. In other spots in the room, there were long tubes filled with green liquid and tubes running into them. Decaying baby dinosaurs floated inside. "This is how you make dinosaurs, huh?" Amanda asked, amazed at seeing InGen from behind the scenes.


"This is how you play God." Grant replied in a serious tone of voice. He looked on the other side of the room where there was another staircase leading to another hallway. 


Amanda's eyes darted all around, once again focusing on the long hatcheries and tubes. She stared at the dead babies floating in the liquid and she felt somewhat . . . sorry for them. The tube nearest to the stairs held the head of a dinosaur floating in the liquid.


"Oh my gosh! Look what they did to this one!" Amanda whispered. She got a bit closer and tisked. It was then that the head's eyeball moved and stared at her. She was suddenly frozen with fear. It was still alive. She began to slowly back away but the head faded into the darkness and the full body of the creature bolted out from behind the tube. It hadn't been floating it had only been peering at them through the liquid. It jumped with a high squeal through the tubes, breaking the glass on them and spilling the liquid and the baby carcasses. It lunged at Amanda but Paul pulled her away.


Grant pointed for them to follow him and they ran up the steps on the opposite end of the room and rounded a corner into a new hallway. It was very slippery on the floor and they did their best to keep their balance as the velociraptor chased after them from behind. Grant turned the corner once again and found it was a dead end. There was a series of cages lined up in the hallway, the doors and walls made up of strong wire mesh. Thinking fast, he led them to the cage at the very end and tried to open it but it was locked.


They heard a snarl and whirled around, seeing the raptor slide around the corner and run strait at them. The people scattered and each entered a cage on the opposite ends of the wall. The raptor headed strait for the cage where Billy and Amanda were still closing the door. It charged into it, flinging it through the doorway and inside the cage. The raptor stood on one side of the door, snapping with its long snout, while Amanda and Billy were trapped in the corner on the other side of the fence.


The raptor suddenly stopped trying to fit his snout through the wire mesh and looked up at the ceiling. The door was against a corner and there was a space on top at the ceiling for the raptor to climb through and get to the other side where its prey was. With a low roar, it jumped onto the door, using its feet and hands to climb to the top. "Push!" Billy ordered Amanda. Together they shoved the door in the opposite direction, through the doorway, and against another wall. The raptor shrieked, realizing it was trapped on the other side of the door. 


Billy quickly locked the door and the lock slammed through the wall of mesh, keeping it in place.


"Come on, let's get out of here!" Udesky called. The others turned to see Grant, Paul, and Udesky already out of their cages and followed them down the hallway. At that point, the raptor began making some unusual noises, ones a bit different than those Grant saw produced through the resonating chamber at the dig site. He stopped and turned to look at the raptor, continuing its loud noises.


"It's calling for help!" Grant exclaimed. Billy ran back to grab his mentor's shoulder and pulled him out of the hallway as the raptor started to climb its way out of the mesh. The humans skid back into the main lobby and went darting outside as fast as possible. Meanwhile, the raptor lunged out of the mesh and followed the track of the humans. It ran outside and rushed down the steps. It then stopped and let out loud calls, moving its head back and forth to make sure it could be heard everywhere.


Grant, Billy, Paul, Udesky, and Amanda all ran through the bushes and came out to another new field filled with parasaurlophus, corythosaurus, miasaurs, and other hadrosaurus grazing. The sounds of the raptor began to startle the herbivores. 





CHAPTER 12: THE RAPTOR ATTACK





The five people wove in and out of the frantic herbivores as they left the spots where they were grazing to run from the velociraptors. They started stampeding down the grassy plain, hooting loudly. The dinosaurs ran this way and that, slamming into each other. The smaller people did their best to keep from being stepped on by the multi-ton animals. Udesky was kicked accidentally by one of the animals and went plunging into the grass. Paul helped him back up and they continued to run.


At that point, the raptors showed themselves, rocketing out from the jungle in pursue of the stampede. Grant got a better look at them and saw that the one in the lead had a very different appearance than the other predators. It didn't have the crown of long feathers that all the others had and was not different shades of green. It was white with spots of black scattered across its belly. The crest on top of its snout was not bright red but the same color as the rest of its body. Grant guessed it was an alpha female. The others in the pack were the males. Grant was amazed at how different in appearance they looked.


The raptors got much closer to herd. But Grant realized that the main threat was not the raptors, for there was an abundance of food besides them. It was the danger of being crushed by the stampeding hadrosaurus. "Run for the trees!" Grant yelled to others. Immediately, the people began breaking up rather than staying together. "No!" Grant called. But it was useless.


Grant eyed a lone tree in the middle of the field. He readied himself to jump for it. Just then, Billy tripped and one of the dinosaurs just barely missed stepping on him. He rolled over and stood back up. As the apprentice began to run again, he noticed his lucky pack was gone. It had fallen off his shoulder in his fall. He turned to go and grab it again but it was too hard going against the herd. He was kicked and tumbled over again. He stood up and began running again with Paul, Amanda, and Udesky.


Grant was ready to jump when he ran into the black colored, beat-up, lucky pack of Billy's. He swung it into his shoulder and leaped for the tone tree. He grabbed the lowest branch. He saw the others running ahead of him towards the jungle. The branch he was on was too thin and it began to crack. With a loud snap, he fell back to the ground into the herd. He ran for the trees nearest to him and darted inside.


At that same time, Billy lead Paul, Amanda, and Udesky through the trees. He saw that two males of the raptor pack had followed them into the trees. They had plenty of food to eat in the herd so why would they be following the humans? Paul and Amanda immediately jumped for a nearby tree and began climbing it. Billy and the mercenary went for another tree. The raptor gazed and closed its mouth around Udesky's ankle as he began climbing. Billy reached for him, but the other raptor snapped at him. The protege had no choice but to keep climbing to the top.


The raptor whipped Udesky to the ground. He quickly put his larger foot claw at the top of the man's thigh and began sliding it down to the foot, piercing the skin on the way down. 


Udesky screamed loudly and tried to get up using his other foot. The raptor smacked him back to the ground and slit his skin on the other foot as well. Udesky began pulling himself away from the raptors with his arms alone, panting heavily and sweating on his brow. The raptor walked over to the man and put his claw on his back. He braced himself and then it came. The searing, sharp, excruciatingly painful feeling in his upper back as the raptor dug its claw in.


Amanda and Paul heard the screams of Udesky as they sat in the tree, trying to remain as quiet as possible. They forced themselves not to look at the ground, afraid that the raptors would be staring right back at them. They heard a rustle in the branches and their eyes bolted open to see Billy climbing in from the next tree over. "I can't find Alan! Have you seen him?" Billy whispered worriedly. The two shook their heads.


They all looked down at Udesky, lying flat on his back with a deep gash in his body. Billy thought he would have to be dead. Just as he thought that, the man moved his arm upward and sat it back down. "He's alive! Mr. Udesky!" Amanda called. She rushed downward through the branches to help the poor man.


"No, no, something's not right! Something's not right!" Billy shouted a warning. Amanda ignored it and continued she slipped and fell on another branch and hung just above the mercenary's body. Two raptors sped out of the bushes and lunged at Amanda. Paul grabbed her and yanked her back up. However, the raptor still snatched her shirt and tore it off. Under, Amanda just had a tank top. The raptor's lunged once more, but Amanda was already back in the top of the tree with the other people.


"My God," Billy shook his head. “They accutly laid a trap!” He then heard loud raptor calls from another part of the jungle. The two raptors below turned to each other and blurted out a single sound and then went to head of to where the others were calling. Billy watched with a cringe at on of the raptors grabbed Udesky by the neck and twisted. With a loud snap, Udesky slammed back into the ground with a thud.


The two raptors ran through the jungle at a fast speed to where the alpha female and other male stood. They joined them and began yapping and calling to each other, conversing. What they didn't notice was that Grant was lying low in between two tree stumps and in lush green grass, staring at them in wonder. "What do you want? What are you saying?" Grant whispered to himself. He was perplexed at why the raptors were so focused on the humans when they had plenty of food in the herd.


He slowly slipped back behind the trees, rubbing the cut he got from smacking against a branch. He glanced back through the grass to see the raptors finish talking and scatter. The coast was clear. Grant eased back and reassured himself that the raptors wouldn't be back. He then stood up and whirled back through the two trees, finding himself staring right into the eyes of a raptor. It screamed at him as Grant backed away. The raptor lunged at him and let out a loud call. Two other raptors came running from the jungle. The trio encircled Grant, ready to take him down.


At that second there was a round, mysterious object that came flying from the trees. It landed beside Grant and loud a huge cloud of smoke. It instantly made the man cough. After inhaling some of it, the raptors coughed up and then running away with shrieks. Grant couldn't see a thing in the smoke. At he felt was a hand grab him and led him away. 








CHAPTER 13: REUNITED





Grant coughed loudly as the smoke cleared. He held his fedora over his face so he could breathe clearly. The hand he held on two was leading far away and he was pretty sure just who this person was. In a few moments, the hand let go of him and helped him into a small space. Grant bumped his head and then found himself sitting on cushioned seats a moment later. He was still coughing and could barely speak.


As he opened his eyes, he saw the figure was in a brown overcoat and a gas mask. The person took them off and Grant saw it was a young boy with messed-up black hair, a few freckles, and was about five-foot-three. "Thank you, Eric." Grant said knowingly. The boy, turned, surprised at this.


"How do you know my name?" the boy asked. He picked up a lantern and hung it up on the top of the cramped space. The light lit up the area so that the two individuals could see each other again. Eric was shocked when he recognized just who this person was. "You're Dr. Grant!" he exclaimed. "What are you doing here?"


"You parents . . . invited me along to look for you." Grant replied. Thanks to the lantern he could now see that Eric had led him into an abandoned truck that was toppled over sideways. He had made the place like his own apartment. The bottom of the vehicle was now a shelf for Eric's things that he had collected on the island. Grant sat on several ripped pillows.


"My parents are her together?" he asked.


"That's right. Why?"


"Nothing ever goes right when they're together. They don't get along so well."


“You’d be surprised at just how well two people can get along in a situation like this."


"I guess you're right. Would you like some food? It looks like you could use it." Eric said, opening up a box in the corner and tossing some bags to Grant. "They're snack bars I got from the compound. Stale but I can still swallow them."


"We got crackers. They were stale too." Grant smiled, ripping open the package to eat. "You know, I can't believe you actually survived here for 8 weeks."


"8 Weeks? That’s it? It’s felt like a couple years. Several things kept me safe. I mostly stayed near the compound and picked up whatever they left behind. I used this." he explained, pointing to bottle filled with yellow liquid, sitting next to Grant. "T-Rex pee. It keeps a lot of the animals away, except for one with a big sail on its back. I think its called Spinosaurus."


“How’d you get it?”


“You don’t want to know!”


"Did you find any weapons?" Grant asked, suddenly excited.


"Only gas grenades, which I just used up to save you."


"And I appreciate that.."


"No problem. You, know I read both of you books."


"Really?"


"Yeah. I liked the first one better, since you wrote it before you went to Jurassic Park. The second one, well, you seemed not to like dinosaurs then."


"It's hard to after they try to eat you. But that’s one thing we have in common. I liked the first one better too. Did you by chance read Ian Malcolm's book?" Eric nodded. "What did you think?"


"I don't know. It was too chaos-y. Chaos, chaos, everything's chaos. He seemed preachy and . . . high on himself."


"That's two things we have in common." Grant smiled and leaned back to rest. At the same moment, there were loud taping on the truck. Eric looked at Grant with uneasiness. The several tapings continued. Suddenly, a tiny green snout snapped through the moon roof of the truck. "Compies!" Eric exclaimed. He flicked the snout and it slid back out.


"Can't they smell the Rex piss?" Grant asked. Eric shoved the bottle of pee up to the moon roof and the animals scattered in fright. Grant laughed.





Meanwhile, on the other side of the jungle, Billy, Amanda, and Paul all sat in the tree. The two ex-mates separated themselves to talk. Amanda looked at Paul, guiltily. "I'm so sorry. If you were with Eric, he would still be alive," she mourned. Paul seemed surprised. “You’re always too careful. You drive 5 kilometers below the speed limit. I drive 10 above. I totaled 3 cars in one year.”


“Accutly it was only two. I just said the BMW was, because I wanted the Chevy.” Then he changed the topic back to their son. "Eric is still alive. I just know it! Don't give up hope." Paul assured her. She shook her head.


"This is all my fault. I'm so sorry I dragged you along on this wild camping trip." she apologized.


"You don't have to say that. It isn't your fault at all. How could you have known Eric would crash. It could have happened to anyone. And I'm not sorry to be here. I wanted to come so that we could look for Eric together." Paul smiled and so did she, feeling somewhat better. Their eyes then turned to Billy on the other side of the tree. He looked extremely worried.


"Poor guy. Looks like he's worried about Alan Grant." Amanda observed. After another moment she continued. "At the same time, he looks a bit guilty." Paul nodded. He got up from his seat and walked over to Billy.


"What is your plan?" he asked. Billy was lost in thought and didn't seem to realize right away that he was being talked to. He paused for a moment to think.


"Well, if Alan is still alive, he’ll be heading for the beach. I know it. We can head in the same direction and look for your son on the way. He sure wasn't in the facility." Billy replied solemnly.





Grant hiked with Eric through the misty jungle the next morning. They had gotten a good rest that Grant sorely needed. He was now refreshed and ready to continue on his trek. "So where exactly are we going?" Eric asked, confused.


"We’re going to be meeting them at the beach.” Grant replied. Eric nodded, seeming to agree. They walked a little bit more and came to a cliff. Below, was a body of water, that eventually went out to the ocean. Sitting in the water, was a boat that could also be called a small barge.


“We’ll go down, around, and get that boat.” Grant said.


"You know, I feel a bit safer with you. For the past what seems like years, I've just been worried about everything. Not knowing if I would live to see the sun rise again, to see my parents again, to live life again. It was so nerve racking."


"I can imagine. Well, once we get on that boat, you won't have to worry any longer." Grant smiled. As he talked, Eric heard something distant. It was a little electronic jingle.


“That’s the phone!” Eric shouted.


“What?”


“The jingle from the store! The phone’s Ring! Dad must be close by!”  Eric went running and Grant raced after him. They swung the vines, the leaves, and the branches away, intent on reaching the people. While Eric was sorely looking forward to just seeing his parents again, Grant was looking forward to telling them to use the phone to call for help.


They both broke through the trees, seeing a long electric fence in front of them. It was shockingly similar to the fence at the T-Rex paddock on Isla Nublar, the one Grant saw torn through by the massive beast that attacked them. Behind the fence were Billy, Amanda, and Paul walking alongside the jungle calling out Eric and Grant’s names.


 "Mom! Dad!" Eric yelled. He raced up to them, waving. The Kirbys slowly turned and with tremendous joy on their faces, as if seeing their son come back from the dead, ran towards the fence. They spread their arms out electric wire that was no longer electric and hugged Eric tight.


They just stood there hugging. "That's my boy! That's my boy," Paul whispered, smiling from ear to ear. 


Grant was happy to see his protege again and Billy seemed relieved as well. But his eyes darted from Grant's face to the bag he carried.


"I thought for sure you were dead, Alan!" Billy smiled. "And you rescued by lucky bag!" Grant nodded. "Can I carry it?" he asked hopefully.


"Oh, I have it, don't worry about it. Right now we have to find a way to get over this fence," Grant replied. He stared upward, to see if it was possible to climb over the top. Barb wire the lined the entire top. As the Kirbys hugged, 


“How’d you find us?” Paul asked Eric.


“That annoying jingle from the phone!”


Paul got a strange look on his face. “What? I didn’t hear it.” He started searching his pockets.


“Where is it?” Amanda asked. “What did you do with it?”


“I was on the plane…” Paul thought. “And Nash wanted it, to call for help.” Dread dawned on him.


“Nash was eaten by that big dinosaur.” Amanda said.


They heard the jingle again and again. It was then that they heard a low growl. Grant and Eric slowly turned to see the Spinosaurus, the same one that attacked their plane, staring at them from the edge of the jungle! 


The humans just stood their, panting, and staring. Finally, Grant whispered. "Run." he said in a low tone.


Immediately everyone bolted, running alongside the fence on either side. The Spinosaur roared and charged, chasing Grant and Eric on their side. It started to gain speed and came up right behind them. It swung its head low and snapped at the duo. In front, they saw a whole in the fence where it looked like something had gnawed its way through, close to the bottom. 


Eric jumped through and crashed into his parents on the other side. Grant ducked and whirled through as Billy helped him. 


The dinosaur just missed them, its snout poking through the hole but unable to reach the humans. It roared in frustration.


The humans laughed and Eric resumed his hugging. The Spinosaur circled and crashed through the fence, slamming it down. The people screamed and ran in the other direction. Grant saw ahead yet another cliff over looking a canyon. There was a small metal house on the edge with opened doors. They ran inside and locked the door immediately just as the dinosaur slammed into it. 


Grant's mind raced. He saw stairs heading downward and he motioned for everyone to follow. They raced down the stairs and found themselves on a platform overlooking a sheer drop of jagged rocks into mist, with walls going up to their chests.


The humans panted heavily from their chase. Grant looked to his side and saw another flight of stairs heading into yet another structure. He made a gesture for them to follow him downward. 





CHAPTER 14: THE BIRDCAGE





They descended into the mist via the long staircase that overlooked the canyon. There was no hint of what lay at the bottom of the drop to the side of them. Grant proceeded cautiously inside the structure, similar to the one on the top floor of the building.


On the platform, there was a hatch on the floor. Grant bent down to open it and saw there was a spiral staircase heading strait down into misty oblivion. "This is crazy," Grant mumbled. "This must be leading to something, some sort of another facility perhaps. It can't just be a hiking trail." Then, out of nowhere and completely different from what Grant was commenting on, Billy spoke up with firmness.


"Give me the bag, Alan," he stated, not even looking at his mentor. Grant slowly turned to look at Billy as if he had gone crazy. "Now." Grant stood up and walked over to him, rubbing the cut on his chin.


"What is the matter with you?" he asked with a dark face. Billy didn't turn to face him.�"The bag is not safe." Grant's mind whirled and then he remembered how Billy had stalled at the raptor nest, how he was so intent on getting the bag back while running through the stampede, how he was so persistent on asking to carry it. With a flash of knowing what Billy had done, Grant opened the lucky camera bag to see two, large, white eggs glaring at him right back in the face.


"You stole raptor eggs?" Grant whispered, shaking his head in disbelief. "Well that explains it all. Why we’re just millimeters away from the jaws of death." Grant said angrily, zipping the bag back up.


"I did it with the best intentions, you must believe me. I took it on an impulse that we could sell them when we got back home and it would fund the dig site for years. I'm sorry. If I ever would have known you'd end up with them, I-"


"The best intentions? My God, Billy. Some of the worst things in all history have been done with the best intentions. As far as I'm concerned, you're no better than the people that built this place." Grant roared. That was a big put down on Billy, since he knew how much Grant despised the hastiness of John Hammond and InGen. His head hung low as Grant walked over to the side of the platform, ready to drop the eggs and get rid of them. Then, he stopped, and pulled them back in, putting them over his shoulder.


"Wait, wait! What are you doing! Those things will keep looking for us if we keep them!" Paul exclaimed.


"Mr. Kirby!” Grant calmed him down. “What if they catch us without them? What do you think they'll think we did to their eggs, their children? It won't make them happy. You can guess what would happen, can't you?" Grant stormed down the hatch and down the spiral staircase, the Kirbys and Billy following close behind.





After a long walk down the staircase, Grant came out onto a long walk way on the side of the cliff. He just faintly saw the river below them and they were closer to the bottom of the canyon. His eyes darted around as he led the others along the walkway. It was deathly silent, not a hint of animals anywhere. It seemed . . . strange.


He came to the end of the walkway to see a bridge extending to the other side, across the canyon. They all rushed toward it and at that point, a portion of the walkway gave way under Grant's foot and he slipped. Paul caught him and helped him back up. They continued onto the bridge. When just stepping one foot on it, there was a loud creak. Grant looked back nervously. 


"I think we should do this one at a time." he stated. He motioned for the others to stay as he walked across.


Billy watched with a groan as Alan disappeared into the mist. There were several tense moments from then on. Every second, the apprentice longed anxiously to hear his mentor's voice again, calling to him. And finally, it happened. "Ok, come on over. One at a time." came a call that was trying to be as quiet as it could be. Amanda whirled around to Eric.


"Now honey, I'm going to leave you for one second, but mommy will be…" she was cut of by her son.


"Mom, I've been alone on this island for 8 weeks. I think I can manage a few seconds with out you." Eric told her. She chuckled at herself, gave a long look at Paul, and then proceeded across. Once again, she disappeared in the thick fog. Everyone waited to hear Amanda's voice again.


"Ok, Eric! Come on!" she called. Slowly, the boy looked at his father for reassurance and then edged forward. Billy and Paul glanced at each other as Eric disappeared into the mist.





Meanwhile, on the other side of the bridge, Amanda stared off onto the bridge, waiting for her son to come across. 





As Eric was crossing, he had his hands on the rail. Suddenly, There was a sudden vibration he felt on the railing.





On the other side of the bridge, Grant peeled something white off of the railing and held it up and tapped Amanda on the shoulder. "Mrs. Kirby," Grant whispered. Amanda tore her eyes away from the bridge and looked at Grant. He held in his hand what looked like dried out, white clay. 


"Shit." he simply stated. He dropped it and looked upward as the mist in the canyon began to clear. He gasped as he saw the top of large aviary strait above them. "Oh my God!"


"What is it?" Amanda asked, suddenly frightened.


“It’s a birdcage!" 


“For what?” Amanda asked.





Eric turned around when he felt something walking heavily behind him. He began to make out a body. Soon, he saw that it was a big Pteranodon walking on its feet, it’s wings folded at it’s side, helping it walk. He yelled as it opened it’s wings and took flight and grasped him by its feet and flapped it's large wings, picking him up into the air. 


"No!" Eric cried as he disappeared into the mist filled sky.





“Eric!” Amanda shouted as she saw the flying dinosaur carry her son away.





On the other side of the bridge,  Billy and Paul ran over to the other side to meet up with Grant and Amanda. They all raced along the new walkway, coming a bit closer to the flying reptile. They couldn't keep up and it disappeared into the fog once again. 


Grant sighed and turned. He heard a click and looked strait at Billy. He saw his protege strapping himself up with the parasail on his back.


"Billy, don't." Grant shook his head. Billy gave him a solemn look and ran over to the railing and jumped, his mentor whipping his hands over to stop him. "Billy, no!" Grant yelled as the young man pulled a cord from his pack and a giant sail with the words "Dino-Soar" on it, popped out and unfolded.


Grant bolted with Paul and Amanda across the stairway as Billy flew in the direction of the pteranodon and was consumed by the fog. 





CHAPTER 15: THE PTERANODONS ATTACK





Eric was surprised that the huge beast that carried him through the air was not eating him. Why on earth did he pick him up in the first place if he wasn't going to feed? The animal cawed in pain as Eric beat it in feet so it would let go of him. Then he looked downward to see how far he would fall if the bird did let go. He decided not to struggle.


The pteranodon soared towards a jagged edge protruding from the side of a rocky cliff. On it, Eric saw there was a circular patch of branches and leaves. Inside were small versions of the creature that was carrying him that were squeaking loudly for food. Eric then realized exactly why the pteranodon hadn't eaten him. It sailed a bit lower and let go of the boy. 


"No!" Eric yelled just before he hit the rock with a thud. 


The baby pteranodons climbed out of their nest and swarmed around Eric. They dived in and pecked him, leaving small wounds all over. They were repetitive and non-stop. There were searing pains that felt like razor sharp knives being thrust all over the boy's body. 


Eric felt for a piece of rock and hurled it at the babies. They backed away so as not to be hit. Eric took the opportunity to run in the opposite direction. He ran alongside the cliff on the ledges that were sticking out, jumping from ledge to ledge. The babies followed the best they could.


They all jumped on Eric once more, devouring him like air piranhas. Eric howled in pain and he ripped his overcoat off and threw it at the babies. He began jumping again.


He came to the end of the ledges and had nowhere to go. It was a long drop to the bottom. The babies covered him once again, driving him to the ground. He curled up to shield himself as they continued pecking all over. He felt he should accept the inevitable.


"Eric!" a sudden voice called. Eric looked up to see Dr. Grant's protege using the old ‘Dino-Soar’ parasail he and Ben had used. Billy floated toward him as Eric stood up, fighting the babies. "Jump!" Billy called. Eric ran and leapt grabbing Billy's waist. They sailed off into the mist, leaving the babies behind.


It wasn't long before they heard the distinct call of many larger pteranadons. They started diving out of the mist, poking at the human's bodies. One, a particularly large one, dove down and ripped a hole in the parasail. Slowly, Billy and Eric began to spiral downward as the pteranodons swarmed around them. "Let go!" Billy commanded. Eric released his grasp and fell, plunging to the ice-cold river below.


Billy struggled with the controls on the parasail to maintain altitude. The pteranodon came down again a pierced another hole. Billy went sailing right into the side of the cliff as the sail got stuck on one of the rocks. The pteranodon went for Billy's legs, arms, and head. Finally, the protege yanked at a cord and he went falling into another rock below, the strap caught again.





Below, Eric climbed out of the river, soaking wet. He looked all around for his parents but they were nowhere to be seen.





Meanwhile, Grant led Paul and Amanda through the maze of walkways that lined the side of the canyon, searching for a way to exit. They came a halt where the walkway had collapsed and it would be a huge jump to the other side. Just then, one of the pteranadons sailed inside, through the hole. It landed and walked with its wings. 


Grant spun around and ran the other way. The pteranodon took off again and sailed above them on the walkway.


There was a gap in the wire mesh and the creature made its way inside, colliding with the humans that were trying to escape it. Grant kicked it in the jaw and the beast howled in pain. He went running again and there was suddenly a loud crack. The walkway cracked and gave way as they all fell into the water. 


The pteranodon flew out and came down on them in the river, stabbing them with its beak. Then the walkway slammed right on top of it, forcing all air out of its lungs and drowning it.


The Kirbys raced to the other side of the river, where Eric was staring up at Billy, who was hanging from the rocks as the flying reptiles tried to kill him. They all came to where Eric was and called to the apprentice who was hanging helplessly. Grant felt deep sorrow, knowing that the pteranodons were close to killing his friend. He saw the numerous pickings on him. He cringed as the huge one came down extremely close, stabbing him all over.


The beak of one of the flying reptiles ripped the strap of Billy’s  pack apart. Billy got up and the pteranodons started to fly towards him. 


“Go on!” Paul told Amanda and Eric. He and Grant raced down the river towards Billy, who was being pulled down the river by rapids. Grant looked forward to speaking to Billy again. He loved him like a son. In one second, those hopes were crushed when the flock of pteranodons came down and continued to stab him, as he floated away.


"Go away! Save your-" Billy's voice was cut off when he was forced underwater. Grant heard his apprentice's screams as one of the pteranadons turned to see them with a crazy glare in its eye. The two men ran as fast as they could the other way towards the door.


"Close the door!" Grant called to Amanda. He knew the animal could escape through there. He and Paul dove into the river with the beast in close pursuit. They swam under the bars and wire of the aviary walls and came up on the other side as the pteranodon slammed into the side. All the humans ran away.





They didn't notice the pteranodon fiddling with the unlocked door.





CHAPTER 16: THE BOAT





Grant, Paul, Amanda, and Eric, slowly walked across the sand and the fog. The sound of waves rang out in their ears. Close ahead was a small shed, followed by stairs that led to the beginning of the pier. Grant listened closely for the sound of any dinosaurs at all. From what he understood, the compsognathus hung around the beach area frequently. He didn't want anybody being nibbled on.


“We found a boat!” Eric told his parents. 


“We’ll use that to leave.” Grant said, his mind not really there.


They proceeded up the stairs. Grant found his fears of predators to thoughts of Billy. His protege had left the world in conflict with his old friend. Grant felt ashamed and horrible. How could he have called Billy just as bad as the people that built Jurassic Park? In reality he wasn't. He drove his mind away from those thoughts so they could get on the boat and get off the island.


None of the people were sure just how far the pier extended. It seemed they had walked a good distance from the shore. Grant heard sea gulls in the distance and the close sound of waves crashing and beating into the stands that kept the pier standing. Another thing he wasn't sure of was how sturdy it was. He hadn't heard any creeks on it when he walked like they so often had inside the pteranodon aviary on the metal catwalks.


Finally after a few minutes, they came to the end. There was a railing that opened and closed. Behind it, a ladder led down to the water. They all rushed and leaned over the railing to a boat, perfectly in tact, floating below at the base of the ladder, tied to it with rope. It was very much sea worthy.


It was more of a barge than anything. There was a flat deck, with a barrel of gasoline in the bag, set next to the engine. In front of that was a large cage, which they guessed was for holding raptors or other dinosaurs of about their size. Then, in the front was a steering wheel sheltered by a metal roof that was connected to a stand with a windshield on it.


"What are we waiting for? I'm in the mood to get off this God forsaken place!" Paul broke the silence. Grant opened the rail and everybody slowly made their way down the ladder, one step at a time. Eric was the first to hit the bottom and jump on the boat. He immediately made a bee-line for the gasoline tank. He shook it around and then nodded, indicating it was full.


After everyone was on the deck, Paul started up the engine by pulling a cord in the back several times. With a low buzz, it started up. He then walked over to the steering wheel. Starring out into the mist. 


"If we can make it out far enough, we can catch an ocean liner or something. We have to." he thought out loud. He slowly turned to see Amanda watching him with a smile.


The boat sliced through the water swiftly. Everyone was overjoyed they were away from the dinosaurs and all the terror.





Eric stared at Alan Grant as he sat on the corner of the barge, hunched over, his eyes closed, hand over his forehead, as the boat floated down the river, away from the pier. The boy could guess what the doctor was thinking, something solemn that was for sure. Slowly, he approached from behind and then sat down on a crate next to him. The startled Grant quickly looked up. "Oh, hello, Eric. You're doing ok?" he forced a smile.


"Are you doing ok?" Eric replied to the question with another question, for his was more important. "I'm really sorry about Billy. He sacrificed his life to save mine." At that, a small, glimmer in Grant's eye lit.


"Just what Billy would do. It was good of him. He proved himself." he whispered, seeming lost in another world. Within that second, the glimmer left his eyes and he became dark, bowing his head again. "You're just as bad as the people that built this place. That was the last thing I said to him, Eric. It was wrong of me to say so, because it wasn't true. And I knew it. I was just angry."


Eric looked at Grant, nodding.


"You, see, I've come up with a theory. There are two kinds of kids - the astronauts and the astronomers. The astronauts are very exited. They want to go off into space and experience things first hand, living their dream. Whereas astronomers stay a close distance away from space to observe, and don't want to risk anything. And Billy was an astronaut, and I was the astronomer."


"I know what you mean." Eric was about to continued when the trees on the side of the river broke and beams of light shone on them. Slowly he turned to see magnificent sight and slowly stand up. "Dr. Grant, look!" he whispered. 


Grant turned to see what Eric was in awe of. Before them was a vast, green field in the middle of a valley. Huge herds of herbivores - brachiosaurs, stegosaurs, triceratops, hadrosaurs, corythosaurs - moved across the land with splendor, hooting, growling and calling. They moved gracefully. The giant long-necked dinosaurs loomed over the smaller ankylosaurs, sipping from the river. It was all so peaceful and beautiful.


A curious brachiosaurs moved over the boat as it drifted through the water. Its neck bent low to get a better look at Grant, Paul, Amanda, and Eric. They let out long echoes through the valley. 


Eric could feel its hot breath on his neck. He slowly to turned to Grant. "Can I be the astronaut now?" he smiled. After he paused for a moment, Grant smiled and nodded. Eric reached out and gently pat the head of one of the brachiosaurs. On the other end of the boat, the three others smiled at watching the boy.


After allowing Eric to stroke it for a moment, the herbivores moved away and continued walking. A flock of birds soared in the sky past their heads and the other dinosaurs in the valley continued. 


"You know something, Dr. Grant?" Eric asked. "Billy was right to want to experience this."


"Well, I will say this. I can blame the people that made this place, but not the people that want to see it." Grant smiled, nodding. And so the boat left the dinosaur valley peacefully, drifting on, down the river, as the run set over the cliffs.





That night, once it started raining, Paul was still controlling the boat. As it went through the water, they heard the familiar jingle of the phone. Paul cut the engine on the boat as they all listened in the dead calm of the night. They heard the jingle again.


The boat rounded the corner and along the bank were lots of big piles of crap!


“Find it before it stops ringing!” Grant shouted. Grant, Paul, and Amanda jumped off the boat and got to shore, and started digging through the piles, getting dirty.


“I’ll stay on the look out.” Eric advised them.


On the shore, Paul pulled out a dinosaur bone from the pile. Then he pulled out the phone, which was still ringing. He wiped crap away from it and put it up to his ear, turning it on.


“Hello?”


It was just a recorded voice, saying that their store’s prices went up. Paul turned it off.


“Guys, watch out!” They all heard Eric shout. 


The three adults looked up and saw a two-legged dinosaur walk out from the trees. The creature that emerged was red and had black stripes with green running down its spine. Two horns were located above its eyes. Grant immediately recognized it as a Carnotaurus.


It walked over and lowered its head at the three humans. It began sniffing the dung-covered people. After a minute, it snorted and walked back into the jungle.


“Can’t help but feel a little offended.” Paul stated. They soon rushed onto the boat, starting it up and leaving.





Later, while it was still raining, fish started to skip out of the water, making small splashes in doing so. Eric pointed to them. "Something must have spooked them," he told the others. But they were now paying attention to the satellite phone.


"The batteries dying. We can only make one call, so It'd better be someone good, someone we know we can trust to send help." Paul contemplated. He then grumbled, "Whatever you do don't call the US Embassy." 


Grant thought. It didn't take him long to know exactly who to call. He quickly dialed the number. 





At a house far from the island, The phone ringed several times before being picked up by Charlie, Ellie’s 3 year old son. In the background, in the living room, Barney was on TV





Grant was listening to the phone. A small voice answered. "Hello?" the voice asked sheepishly. Grant immediately recognized it as Ellie's small, three-year-old son.


"Charlie! Take the phone to mommy now!" he yelled over the loud sound of the rain.


"Hello?"


"Charlie, it's the dinosaur man! Take the phone to mommy so I can talk to her!"


"Ok . . ."





Charlie dropped the phone on the counter as he turned and ran up the stairs, a commercial coming on, on the TV. 





Grant waited nervously, praying the battery wouldn't go dead before Ellie came to the phone. But then, he realized that was the least of his worries now. A bony sail popped out of the water behind the barge, heading strait for them. 





CHAPTER 17: ATTACK ON THE BOAT





The fin fully emerged from the water and as the humans expected, it was attached to the spinosaurus that had been chasing them through the island all along. It roared in hunger to finally catch its prey.


"Oh great," Grant muttered. His eyes darted around the barge, looking for a place to hide. He saw they could all fit into the heavy metal cage the barge had. He gestured for them to follow him inside. But they weren't fast enough. The spinosaur rammed the back of the boat with its head, sending them all flying to the floor. 


Hitting the floor with a thud, Grant lost grip of the wet and slippery satellite phone. It slid across down under the head of their dinosaur attacker. All his instincts told him to go and grab it so he could talk to Ellie, but he knew it would be stupid.


"Come on!" Grant heard Paul call from behind. He turned to see that he, his ex-wife, and son were inside the cage already, waving for him to come. Grant dived into the cage and closed the door behind him, just escaping the jaws of death.





In Ellie’s Home, Ellie picked up the phone. “Hello? Alan?” behind her, the commercial ended and Barney came back on. Charlie sat down to watch it.





The barge was rammed again, and the phone slid across, past the cage. Grant reached out to grab it, but missed. He heard the faint voice of Ellie calling his name through the device. The spinosaur moved farther out of the water and pounded its foot down on the back of the boat. It rocked back and the phone slid across again. This time, Grant was quicker and whipped the phone into the cage and up to his ear. But it was too late, he had lost connection.


The dinosaur reached out with its claws and grasped the cage, tugging in it in its direction. It kept pulling, jerking the people back and forth. Finally, the cage budged and began moving strait towards the spino. The survivors seemed they had come to their end . . . just when the satellite phone rang its catchy, trademark, Kirby Paint & Tile Plus jingle. Grant turned it on.


"Hello?" Grant quickly answered.


"Alan? Is that you? I can't hear you?!" Ellie called over the roars of the spinosaur.





In Ellie’s house, the other end of the phone line was really staticy.


"Ellie! We're on Site B . . . in the river! Send Help"  she heard Alan say. Then she heard a loud roar and the line went dead. Her mouth gapped open as she realized that Alan was in danger. She looked at her son, watching Barney sing and dance.





As Grant talked, the dinosaur was tugging the cage down underwater. The liquid rose in the cage up to the paleontologist's neck. His words burbled into bubbles as the water consumed him. "Send help!" he blurbed just as the cage plunged fully into the water and he lost the satellite phone.


The cage turned downward as it fell to the bottom of the lake. The cage flew open on the bottom and Grant fell out along with Paul. The cage hit the sandy bottom and the door was blocked, as the cage stood on top of it. The other end of the cage barely stuck out of the top of the water, and Amanda and Eric did their best to float on top and keep their heads above water. The spino immediately began its next attack. It jabbed its hand through the bars of the cage and swung it around underwater, scraping through Amanda's shirt and across her belly. He smacked Eric in the face. They were repeatedly forced underwater.


Outside the cage, Paul popped out of the water, watching the spino over the cage. He whirled around to see how to stop it and then noticed a crane on the other side of the lake. He turned and began swimming towards it.


Meanwhile, Grant popped out of the water. He moved up to the other side of the cage from the spino, calling to Amanda and Eric, searching for a way to let them out. At that point, the dinosaur gave up using its arms. It thrust its crocodile-like snout inside, moving up and down, trying to grab a part of the humans inside.


Paul climbed up the slippery crane, trying his best not to slip and fall, to plunge back into the icy cold water. He finally made it to the top, grasped the end, he yelled to large attacker. 


“Hey!” he repeatedly called. The spino turned around and stared right at him. "Oh sh..." Paul whispered, trailing off. The animal moved closer and roared. It rammed the crane over and over, making it crash back and forth. Paul finally lost his balance and fell, just catching onto the bottom of the crane. He hung there in mid-air, the dinosaur roaring madly, swiping and slashing at him.


Grant was busy trying to push over the cage on its side. He finally managed to put enough force in it and it toppled over. Amanda and Eric swam out. 


"Get to the shore!" Grant told them. He stayed and watched in horror as Paul was just inches away from his doom. Just then, a gun of some sort floated to the top of the lake from the abused barge. Grant picked it up and examined it. In the back he found that it was loaded. He then realized it was a flare launcher!


He aimed it right at the spinosaurus and fired. The flare sped across the lake and hit right on the dinosaur, then falling into the water. The water around the creature went of in flames, due to the spilled oil from the sinking boat. It burned the spinosaur’s belly and legs. It let out a high pitch roar of pain and went stomping out of the lake, ramming the crane as it went. Paul was forced to fall down into the water, fire blocking the vision of what happened to him.


Grant climbed out of the lake to meet up with Amanda and Eric. "No! Dad!" Eric called, staring where his father fell. Amanda let out a tear, wrapping her arms round her son. Alan was quiet. He knew how they felt, for he had lost someone on this island too. The silence was broken with a voice.


"What are you all crying about?" Paul asked, climbing out of the water, completely drenched. Caught totally by surprise, Amanda and her son shot into the arms of Paul. It made Grant smile to see the sight as Paul gave him a thumbs up while hugging his family. But Billy hadn't come back, and with all his heart, Grant wished he had.��CHAPTER 18: HELP ARRIVES





"Remember that one fishing trip?" Paul asked Amanda and Eric, who were sitting on the log across from him.  It was the next morning and they were taking a break from their hike to the to other side of the island, where the shore would be. Grant paced in the background, still not able to get his mind off of Billy. "We went to the lake with our trailer," Paul continued, "and when I backed up, it fell into the water. And then I called the tow truck to pull it out, and then his car fell into the water. He wanted to knock my lights out, so I told him I was a shareholder in the company he worked for, and then he was all nice to us."


Smiles lit up Amanda and her son's face, looking at Paul lovingly. "I miss fishing." Paul trailed off, lost in his thoughts. Their conversation was interrupted when Grant approached.


"Mr. Kirby, I think we should get going now." Grant mumbled and the family got up and put their backpacks back on. They trudged along through the mist, the vines, and the foliage, right behind Grant.


"Who was that you called over the satellite phone?" Eric asked the doctor. It took a second for Grant to realize he was being talked to.


"Oh she's an old friend of mine. And she always seems to give me help when I need it, even if I don't ask," he replied.


"Do you thank her?"


"No but I probably should. It's just something happened between us that-" Grant was suddenly tossed to the ground by something heavy. He then felt something clawing his back. He looked up to see a pteranodon on top of him. He punched it right in the beak and rolled out from under it. Three other flying creatures came soaring down, pecking at the yelling and screaming humans.


As Grant led them away from the dinosaurs, a pack of raptors lunged out from the bushes at the pteranadons. 


The creatures had fast reflexes and three of the four flew away. But one was a bit slower. The alpha female raptor lunged on top of it, digging its foot claw into its back. The other raptors bit into the wing, ripping the skin and bones apart as the pteranodon shrieked in terror. Then, the raptor stuck its claw right into the thin neck of its prey and twisted. It ripped out the upper spine and the creature fell dead.


Meanwhile, the humans were running as fast as they possibly could away from where they had been attacked. 


"The shore's just up ahead!" Eric yelled, hearing the sound of the waves break on the sand. They were so close, and their hopes were up. But in that instant, all their thoughts were crushed. The same raptors that had saved them from the pteranodons ran in front of them in an ambush. They soon circled the humans, stopping them dead in their tracks.


The raptors snarled and hissed and screamed, walking in a circle around the people. It looked almost like a ritual that a Native American would perform. They continued to do so. 


"Get down on your knees. They consider us a threat," Grant instructed. Slowly, all of the them went on their hands and knees, bowing their heads down to the ground. At that, the raptors stopped walking and stood dead in their tracks - all but one.


The white alpha female with black spots covering its body emerged from the group and walked strait up to Amanda. It stared right at her, sniffing her hair. She stroked their snout across her head, ruffling the hair. Paul edged forward so he could get in front of Amanda to protect her, but the alpha female let out a loud shriek and Paul jumped back to where he was.


"She thinks I stole the eggs." Amanda whispered to Grant. "Give them to me." 


The other raptors in the group started blurting out loud calls, but the female turned and let out the loudest in order to silence them. 


"Give me the eggs now!" Amanda whispered again, clearly petrified.


Grant slowly opened Billy's lucky camera bag and right on top were the eggs staring him right in the face. All the raptors' eyes zoomed right on it as Grant took them out of the pack. 


Then he saw that right under them was the model of the raptor resonating chamber that had been made at the dig site. He hands the eggs to Amanda and the raptors continued to be focused on them. She put them in the dirt and slid them forward towards the female.


Suddenly, there was a loud cry. The raptors all pivoted to stare at Grant, who held a strange looking device in his hand. He blew into it as hard as he could, making the raptors very confused. They all started yelping and hissing at this new development. 


"Why don’t you try calling for help?" Paul whispered, sarcastically. 


At that, Grant remembered the short blurts the raptor had made in the InGen compound when it had been stuck. Keeping that in his memory, he started to imitate it the best he could. The raptors listened intently.


Following Grant's calls, there was distinct sound of a helicopter from above. The raptors began to communicate to each other excitedly, thinking that whirring sound of the copper blades was the help that Grant had called for. At that, all of them went running into the bushes except for a raptor male and the alpha female. Each one of them gently leaned over to pick up an egg in their mouths and then flashed a glance at the humans. They then disappeared into the jungle.


Although they were all a bit shook up, the humans didn't have time to rest.


 "To the beach!" Paul yelled. They stood up and dashed ahead and broke through the foliage. And then what they saw was a magnificent sight. There was a man in a business suit with a Bullhorn, calling out Alan Grant’s name.


“That’s a bad idea.” Paul said, mimic Alan’s earlier behavior. Grant smiled as they all ran to the beach. When they got there, they saw Navy Boats with armed soldiers getting off and helicopters landing with soldiers getting off.


“Wow!” Eric said. ‘You’re friend is cool. She got the Navy and the Army! You have to thank her now!”


“Bless you, Ellie.” Grant whispered.





EPILOGUE: JOURNEY’S END





The man in the business suit turned around to face them. “Are any of you Dr. Grant?” he asked.


“I am.” Grant said, stepping up to the man. They shook hands. 


“Come this way.” They followed the man inside the closest helicopter. “We assume he’s a friend of yours. We found him when our men were searching the island.” 


Grant saw that the man in the business suit pointed to a person bandaged up, and wrapped in blankets, on a stretcher. The man was Billy Brennen!


“Billy!” Grant shouted. 


“Alan.” Billy mustered a weak smile.


“I’m sorry this happened to you.”


“Are you kidding? Can you believe the stories I’ll be able to tell people?” Then Billy reached up, holding Grant’s hat. “Oh yeah, saved your hat. Found it when I was being attacked.”


Billy passed the hat to Grant, who put it on. “Well that’s all that matters.” Grant joked.


A medic rested Billy’s head back, who soon fell asleep due to the medication. “You’re wanted in control.” The medic told Grant. “There’s a transmission for you.”


As Grant went up to the front, The Kirby family found their seats and sat down.





Alan walked up to the front.


“For you.” The pilot said, handing Alan a head set.


“This is Alan Grant.” He said, adjusting the head set.


“Alan?” It was the voice of Ellie. “Are you ok?”


“Ellie?! Yes, Yes, I’m fine.” He began grinning like a schoolboy.


“What were you doing there? You said a paleontologist had no business being on that island.”


“I was Evolving.” 


“Talk to you when you get back.” They ended the communication and Grant took his seat next to the Kirbys.


The pilot called back from the front. “Hostile on the left and right!”


“Wait!” Grant shouted, jumping from his seat. “They’re flying in formation with us!” everyone looked out the windows and saw a flock of pteranodons flying next to the helicopter!


“What are they going to do now?” Eric asked.


“It’s a whole New World to them.” Grant said. “They’ll find new nesting grounds.”


“I’ll be damned if they nest in Enid, Oklahoma.” Amanda said. (That’s where they lived.) The others smiled as they saw the flying reptiles fly away from the helicopter, and also away from the island.


The people watched as the dinosaurs flew out of view, into the distance.





THE END





