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Ikawﬁml/ybunmmifzdwﬁh»vson.

Mfcr;omw,uﬁ,if&ek#fmmhmkﬁmwﬁiww
given vp hoge. A/o'—ihad’iva\uphom Wilimdldnm.iﬁou’hfi
wou/ddieinﬁebowclsoFaW’adov'imﬂison.ihﬂemiMcaFmoFM
Mmﬁ%.iﬁouﬁimw/dwrm%&ﬁyﬁo@@q«im
/da/ommym's&a.

When T think abovt how Sam was also held prisover by them, i havvdts me.

’Utcﬁov’kfoﬂﬁte Mqadoﬁansbrhxiuyhim.h#zﬂo’abn’him&myﬁcy
inizwoyaﬁdm—ifmkesmmnfbvifﬂmnmﬁwﬁhmybanw.

WMsmmmkMikw#&isdl»yM.ﬁhri
disagpeaved, Sam wouldn't vest wtil he knew what hagpened fo me. He's such

a bn,ln‘boy, he n/wayslms been. Nevey safisCied with a simple explavation
when a complicated one, a better one, covld be found. The kind of child who
would never fake “becavse” as an avswey, even fvom his paveds. So T syppose
#'s not a surprise that is theovies about my disagpeavance inevitably led o him
discovexing the frvth abovt Sohn Smith, one of the Gavde. His quest o £ind
me has cavght him vp in this way — despife every ebkort T made fo keep it a
secvet fvom him.

ihwmddhwgmafaw’adbvimbm.%fihmykﬂfwhk
s«&fy.IccrfuNycm'w‘;ayi'msowyhmhima’ainﬂowMu'whad
some time catch vp and vegain our strength, he's looking bettev, less pale and

Iwwevcvyday. He's groun vp so much since the last fime T saw him.

Once, T hoped to keep Sam ovfoFMis.To/dhimaliwwmwMiqM

belo»"cd in movies and comic books, just fo keep him of€ the fvout lines of
this way. But now ... now T'mj/?fhaml he's heve.
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MALCOLM'S JOURNAL ENTRY #2

My memovies ave vetuming in £is and stavts, thanks fo the sevies
of expeviments the Moyadmw pevkormed on me. The last few
wights, this efbect has simply manikested as nightmaves of my long
years of imprisorment. Ten /os'f’emMI wovld vathev have 9&7
lost- those memovies, #ny can keep.

This time, howevey, the memovy is abovt Sam.

One Ckﬁsﬁw.ulrw%mvcvyywn’.fﬁbwylrfhimamodd
space shuttle. T thought we could bild H fogether. Beth said he was
Mmforif,aﬁdasifﬁﬂhedwﬁshemvi’hﬁﬂ'cm.ihad
to pot i together mysel€. But Sam wadched me, asking questions and
getting his Lingevs in the paind, qunyo@F{vﬂaywifhsamcfhihy
else when he got boved. Then he'd come back, wanding to know what
MispimmﬁovMiFifmsimM.TmMM/}‘Mcmoddmy
lravccwnewfa/h‘ﬂcm\’/ed But Sam didn't cave; he was four
years old. Hz'dflay with i ovtside and get H coveved with mud, or
break of€ a piece of plastic that T would never mavage fo glve
back on.

T'm swve he covld build a better one now, but he doesn't have fime
fov models ov gomes. He's not a child angmore. He's all grown yp—and
T missed H- T missed i all.

T've been a fevvible athe.

R T T T T T



SR ddLdIIIEEIEENEEEdddddddddiididid

MALCOLM'S JOURNAL ENTRY #3

Sam and T Hvied to call Beth last wight. To 1ell hev that we've all
vight, that we've alive, even i we've not coming home. At the vevy
least, T hoped she would be ltafﬂ‘{'o heay vom Sam. She didn't
answey. Well. T4 was the middle of the wight, but i covldin't wait.
T didn't get a chance o say,oodbychmywly last time, T
coldn't let that hagpen again.

This Fi’lrf, Ilt/fih’ the Gavde—i¥ we £ail in this, fickin’ vp the pieces
of owv bvoken ‘Fami/y will be the last of my. wovvies. A'ssumihy T'm
nofa/md,dcad and theve ave m’f/eccs left to pick vp.

T know Sam misses his mothev. And T know Beth must be wovvied
abovt Sam—wovvied about him and fwiovs with me. T can't blame
hev. T would be, too. %hadevcvyri'hf‘fo kick me ovt of the
hovse when I veagpeaved ovt of nowheve, after so many yeays, with
an explavation that soumds foo cvazy fo be believed. Theve T was,
the fVodlya/ fCathey, m‘ww'b\y Just affer owr son /w(yone missing...
and vow T'm bringing him along on this hopeless quest. To be hovest,
Tll be svvprised i€ she doesn't call the police.

fﬁcanodyhofaforacltmbuﬂainultmﬂkkwm TE we

win This way.
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T still haven't discoveved the fvve extend of the Mogadovians'
mdvusion indo my memovies. My mivd is so Cull of holes H makes
Swiss cheese look like a solid wall of steel.

Sam is orﬁmi?ﬁcfh«fu'//fhdawifo vevevse the effects of
the Mpy expeviments, but T'm nof so swe. This isn't like a fyﬁca/
momarfoFFor,dfu/mss. when sonm‘hmf is st ovt of veach, on
the tip of yowr tongue. This is like nothing T Ve ever expevienced
betove. Theve ave things T know T shovld know—but theve’s no
tvace of them.

Like the skelefon hiﬂHmihmybunkerin owbackyavd. T know
T shovld vemember whose bones #:ey ave, wheve #uy came $vom,
Myihadﬁmhiﬂmwﬁvfihmmidu

TH's not like the memovies ave gowe. TH's like #vc,t weve nevey
theve fo befm with.

To be coanflck/y howest, this all fevvities me. The Mogadovians weve
'Ivyin’ fo £ind something, nhfﬁrih’ that could help them defeat the
Gavde. Mmybc Mayfoundn‘ Miﬁ#teydid—iﬁfl:bdv

the Gayde, howevey uw'n‘furﬁoml/’ ov umi//in’/y—'fheh T don't
even know wh«fﬂreymiy/n‘lwe discoveved. Theve is foo much

i simfly don't vemembeyv.

T'm hoping this jovwnal will help me ovganize my thoughts, pevhaps
cva\/vc/f»ymow'cs vetorn fo me. But T know H can't vestore
Nevyfhm' T've lost /l/oﬂtin' can.
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MALCOLM'S JOURNAL ENTRY #5

Since we escaged fvom the base in Dulce, T haven't heavd a wovd
Fvom Adam. To say#m‘fﬂ:'m concevned would be an vndevstatemendt.
TE he made i ovt of the base alve—which T vealize is quite an
—H's vnlike him 1o wai so /on’ bekove checking in. T Leel tevvible
for having let him theve alone, but T have o vemind m,sd( i's
whad he warded. We had wo choice. Wis sacvifice is what allowed
Sam and me fo escape.

Bt T vefuse fo give vp hope that he's alive. Befween Number One's
Lz'acy and his oum Mogadovian knowledge and stvength, he's ar
$vom helpless. TA's possible that he escaped the base, but he is vnable
or £ov some veason vnwilling fo get in fouch with me.

I‘Fssuchas'lvan’eﬁﬂhoﬁevmfs,aMp’adorimhdfivymavowd
a//y of the Gavde. But pevhaps Adam ivhevited move £vom Number One
than st hev Lzyar.,. Ov pevhaps vot all Mp’adow'w ave bovn evil.

Tt's so di€kicul fo think of them as indiidvals, between theiv
um‘-’roum wayviov aymies and thei sirylc—mihded povsuit of the
Gavde's destvuction. But pevhaps we shovld. Pevhags Adam isn't the
on/y a//’ we might £ind among the Mogadoviars.

No. That's a comflde/y vidicvlovs ‘fhou’kf. T've seen the way ﬂzf
opevate; T have move than enovgh proof that the Mogadovians mean
vs havm. And even i we did Cind another Mogadovian like Adam,
we wovld never be able fo tvust him. ﬂmﬁfffwﬁa\w’h‘fo
begin fo st Adam.

%//homssa’cs.iwdawhcnhccw/dbc.

VR T IV R U T T S 1



MALCOLM'S JOURNAL ENTRY #6

T can't let go of the thovght that the Mogadovians might have
found something in my memovies. T'm the last Gveeter lef,
the only one fo swuive theiv evvel expeviments. ﬂe? must have
had a veason fo keep me alive. thwcrc#cylookinffw?
Did ﬁe? £ind i

Tt's so (wﬁmfin’ not fo vemembey.

This is the way fo end all wavs, but we've Iosivyonevcvyﬁronf
bdon#‘swmbc’m.ﬂmoﬁ'ﬂwéwdcarea/nadym
the chaym protecting the others is broken, and now the
Mogadovians may have stolen secvets £vom my mind.

The Mogadovians' plans move ever fovward without £eay of vs.
’Uu? ave comflehly conbidend- b\dw/t, s/rou/dh"f'ﬂwy be?

We ave such a small grovp. How covld we fossib/, 'lvy fo face
theiv aymies? T wish T covld considev i avvogance, a
weakness fo be exploited. But it's difkicult to ascyibe
weakness fo a menace like Setvdkvs Ea.

What do they know?

AN U RN R T



MALCOLM'S JOURNAL ENTRY #7

T can scarcdy believe that soon, T'll be meeting the
last svruiving members of the Lovic vace, the Gavde.
Avd that Sam a/vzadg has—thad he considevs them his
Fiends, and 'Hrc? think the same of him. H‘e/fihy these
alien childven has been my like's wovk; i's still strange
fo think of one betviending my. son in high school.

High school. They may have grouwm, but they've all Imrd/y
move than childven. Childven with amazing powers, yes,
but still childven. And the fate of theiv endive
wovid—and ovvs—vests on theiv shovldevs.

Upliting thought, isn't H2 Well. The Gveeters weve
meand fo assist the Lovic heve on Eavth.
So that's what L'll condinve fo do. Ouvv plans have
been devailed, but that doesn't mean we can't keep
Lighting. We will beat the tevvible odds stacked

a’aihﬁ‘ vs. To’d'her we will win this way.

At least, that's what T hope.
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