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PROLOGUE 

“HE must come to 

Earth,” Toshiro 

said, looking down at the girl in the 

wheelchair. “Everything has been set in 

motion. The trap has been laid.” 

The young girl nodded. It seemed 

almost to exhaust her. “Score is my only 

hope,” she said softly. “My only chance 

to be freed from this prison. But will all 

three of them come? The amulet can 

only compel Score.” 



The Japanese man moved to stare out the window. 

“We have used what meager powers we have,” he 

replied. “I have managed to see something of what has 

happened on other worlds. We know Score has bond- 

ed with two friends, Helaine and Pixel. I do not think 

it likely that they will abandon their friend. Quite the 

contrary, I am almost certain that they will insist on 

accompanying him to Earth.” 

“And then?” the girl prompted. She sounded hope- 

ful at last. 

“Then our... business associate, Mr. Caruso, will 

find them for us,” Toshiro replied. 

The girl shifted uncomfortably. “We seem to be plac- 

ing a great deal of reliance on this man,” she observed 

softly. She gestured at a computer on the desk beside 

her. “I have done some checking up on him. He is gen- 

erally known as ‘Bad Tony’ and was in jail until a few 

days ago. Can he be trusted?” 

“No,” Toshiro answered honestly. “He has admitted 

that he has a reason of his own for wanting Score. He 

is, after all, the boy’s father. But while he cannot be 

trusted, he is predictable. He will not betray us, because 

we have the power to return him to the custody of the 

police. He barely escaped from the jail that held him 



the first time. A second attempt is not likely to be suc- 

cessful. He has a great fear of confinement, and this 

makes him controllable. Knowing the weakness of an 

enemy gives you power over him; knowing the weak- 

ness of an ally makes him unlikely to desert you.” 

Toshiro lowered his head slightly. “Mr. Caruso can be 

managed, I am certain, and his men will capture the 

trio when they return to Earth. Very shortly, they will 

be in my hands.” He turned back to the girl. “And 

then Score will have to help free you from your cur- 

rent state.” 

The girl slapped her hands down on her unfeeling 

legs. “He must help me!” she cried. “I cannot endure 

much more of this waiting!” 

“He will help you,” promised Toshiro. “I will see to 

it. Score will help you—or else face my wrath.” 



hen Score awoke, 

W it was to an imme- 

diate surge of pain. He gasped and strug- 

gled to sit upright. 

“Take it easy,” Helaine said to him. 

The concern in her voice surprised 

Score. “You’ve had a rough experience.” 

“Youre telling me?” Score asked. His 

chest ached. “I feel like someone tried 

to rip my heart out.” He looked around 

the small bedroom in the castle the 

three had adopted for themselves. Pixel 



and Oracle were also there. Both looked as worried as 

Helaine sounded. “What happened to me?” 

“You collapsed in pain,” Pixel said. “We brought you 

here so you could recover.” He glanced at the black- 

clad man beside him. “Uh, Oracle has some bad news.” 

Score tried to recover some of his normal humor. 

“When has he ever brought us good news?” he asked. 

Then he looked at the messenger. He wasn’t actually 

real, not in the normal sense of the word. He was a pro- 

jection of some kind who had once served the Triad. 

Now he was free, and he had decided to help the three 

of them. Whenever he showed up, though, it always 

spelled trouble. “So what’s the bad news this time? I’ll 

never be able to play the violin again?” 

“Tt’s worse than that, I’m afraid,” Oracle replied. “You 

are not likely to get better in the immediate future. 

Quite the contrary, in fact. You are in serious trouble.” 

This would have depressed Score, except he could 

hardly get more depressed than he was right now. He 

could remember fainting because of the agony that 

had torn through his body. The idea that it could get 

worse made him sick. “So what’s wrong with me? A 

bad heart or something? Incurable cancer?” 



Oracle shook his head. “No, it is nothing medical. 

It is a magical attack, and it is just beginning.” 

Score sighed and lay back on his bed. “Oy. Another 

mad magician?” 

“No,” Oracle replied. “This is actually low-level 

magic. Very primitive. And, unfortunately, very 

effective.” 

Helaine glared at him. “Can you stop being cryptic 

for a minute and actually explain what you’re talking 

about?” she demanded. 

“Y’ll try. I’m sure you recall that when you went up 

against Sarman, he used dolls to control you. To ani- 

mate those dolls, he needed your true name, form, and 

substance. Once he had those, you were forced to do 

whatever he commanded.” 

Pixel caught on. “So you’re saying that someone, 

somewhere has made a doll of Score and is using it 

against him.” 

“Not a doll, no,” Oracle answered. “This is very 

primitive magic. What they’re doing is using some- 

thing very personal that belonged to Score, and 

they’ve put a wasting spell on it. This spell will attack 

him through the object they have, causing cumulative 

harm. It will attack progressively until it kills Score.” 



“Two questions,” Score broke in, before his friends 

could start. “First, what does this person have of mine? 

Second, how do I stop them?” 

Oracle shrugged. “What they have, I cannot say, only 

that it isn’t something simple, like your old clothes. It 

must be something intimately connected with you. 

Something that means a lot to you.” 

Score snorted. “There’s very little that’s important 

to me,” he stated. “So what about question two?” 

“That’s easier and harder to answer,” Oracle admit- 

ted with a sigh. 

“Marvelous,” Score complained. “Trust you not to 

have a straightforward answer for me.” 

“It’s easy in the sense that you must track down the 

object and recover it,” Oracle explained. “It’s harder 

because I do not know what it is, where it is, who has 

it, or why they are doing this to you. You will need to 

know all of that before you can recover it.” 

“Then it sounds as if we’re going to have to get busy,” 

Helaine said practically. 

“At least we have a good idea of where to start,” 

added Pixel. “The only place Score could really have 

left anything that’s valuable to him is back on Earth. 

We’ve been with him pretty constantly ever since, and 



we'd have noticed if he’d left anything valuable any- 

where on the way.” 

“When I left Earth, I didn’t exactly have a lot of 

possessions,” Score told his friends. “My mother died 

when I was nine, and the less I saw of my father, the 

happier I was. He never gave me presents, and I never 

gave him anything.” 

“Nevertheless, there must be something there that 

is of great value to you in some way,” insisted Oracle. 

“Perhaps you will discover what it is soon.” 

“And that means a trip to see Shanara,” Pixel 

decided. “She’s our best bet here. If anyone can help 

us again, she can.” 

Score realized that Pixel was correct. Shanara was 

another magic-user who lived on a world called Rawn. 

She wasn’t as powerful as the three of them, but she 

had some very strong specialized magic. She was also 

far more experienced than they were, having practiced 

her magic for at least ten years longer than they had. 

She specialized in magic that could disguise her true 

appearance, enabling her to become any kind of living 

creature she desired. Score thought this was something 

of a waste because in her normal form she was a very 

beautiful woman. 



It was another of her abilities that they needed now. 

Shanara excelled in discovering information. She had 

a magic pool of water that she used to see other worlds 

and peoples. She called this magical sight “scrying.” 

Using this, she might be able to locate what was being 

used against Score. 

Helaine nodded, obviously having reached the same 

conclusion. She looked down at Score. “You must stay 

here and rest,” she said. “Pixel and | will go and see if 

she can help us.” 

“Forget it,” Score answered. “I’m the one who’s being 

attacked. And if Oracle is right, the attacks are only 

going to get worse. I’m not staying here, waiting to die. 

I’m coming with you. In between attacks, I’m perfectly 

all right.” This was actually a lie; he did, in fact, feel 

terrible. But he simply couldn’t just lie there hoping his 

friends would save his life. 

“You’re being impractical and stubborn,” Helaine 

complained. 

“Yes, and I know they’re usually your fields of 

expertise,” Score joked, “but for this once, I’m prac- 

ticing them, too.” He managed to sit up. “Anyway, it 

looks like the trail leads to Earth, and you’d be total- 

ly lost there. It’s my home, so you'll need me to help 



you survive. Besides, I could really go for a slice of 

pizza.” 

Pixel gently placed his hand on Score’s shoulder. 

“You don’t fool me,” he said. “You’re not in as good a 

shape as you pretend.” Then he shook his head. 

“Unfortunately, you’re also right that we would need 

you on Earth, if that is where the trail leads us. So I 

agree that you’d be better off coming with us.” 

Helaine scowled. “You’re on his side?” she grum- 

bled. “I think he should stay here and conserve his 

strength.” 

“Even if the suspense kills me?” complained Score. 

“No way.” He took a deep breath and managed to stand 

up. The room stopped swaying after about twenty sec- 

onds. “I can manage. And I want to find out who’s 

doing this to me. Then I’ll rip his heart out of his chest 

with my bare fingers and see how he likes it.” 

Shaking her head, Helaine said, “Well, I seem to be 

outvoted. You’re coming along, then. But I still think 

you're being very foolish.” 

Score, managed a weak grin. “Hey, you want me to 

stop a lifetime of habit now?” He put a hand on her 

arm. “I know you're only thinking of what’s best for 

me,” he added seriously. “Trust me, going with you is a 



lot better than waiting here. I couldn’t stand that. Put 

yourself in my position. If this were you being attacked, 

would you let Pixel and me go off without you?” 

Helaine smiled slightly. “You’d never make it 

without me,” she replied. “All right, you’ve made your 

point. But I don’t want you to complain later that you 

made the wrong decision.” 

“Cross my heart,” Score promised. “If I have one left 

after the next attack.” He turned to Oracle. “How 

long will that be?” 

Oracle shrugged. “I cannot say. This was the second 

attack, and it came eight hours after your first. Perhaps 

it will be another eight hours before the next, or per- 

haps it will be less. It is possible that the attacks will 

come closer together as they go on.” 

“Well, you’re a real ray of sunshine,” grumbled Score. 

He turned back to Helaine and Pixel. “Then it sounds 

like the less time we waste, the better. We should head 

for Shanara’s palace as soon as possible. You know, once 

upon a time, I thought that magic could solve any prob- 

lems. But the more we learn, the less confident I feel. 

And the less safe.” He grimaced. “Not that I’ve ever felt 

safe since my mother died.” Even though it had been 

years before, the memory of this brought a lump to his 



throat. His mother had been the only person in his life 

Score had ever loved or trusted. Until, maybe, Helaine 

and Pixel. And Thunder, the leader of the unicorn herd 

he had befriended. He couldn’t remember much about 

his mother, except an impression of dark hair, a radiant 

smile, and a vague memory of a locket. 

A locket... 

Of course. 

Score slapped his forehead. “Boy, am I ever dumb!” 

“Well, you won’t get any argument from me about 

that,” Helaine promised him. 

“l’ve just realized what it could be that we’re looking 

for,” Score explained. “I was thinking about my moth- 

er and how | don’t remember much about her. But I do 

remember a locket she used to wear. She would sing me 

to sleep at night, and | would see that locket swaying 

back and forth over my face. She had a lock of my baby 

hair in it from the first time I ever had a haircut.” 

“That could be it!” agreed Oracle, excitedly. “Do 

you have any idea where it is?” 

“Well, I know where it isn’t,” Score answered. 

“Shortly before I came onto the Diadem, I went back to 

my old apartment. The only thing I found was a letter 
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my mother had hidden there. There was no sign of the 

locket. I guess my father must have taken it.” 

“So we look for your father then?” asked Pixel. 

Helaine said sympathetically, “I know how your 

father mistreated you. This can’t be easy for you, 

having to face him again.” * 

“Face him?’ Score shook his head. “We can’t do 

that. He’s in prison. Which means he can’t possibly 

have the locket. It’s got to be somewhere else, and | 

don’t have a clue where.” To be honest, he was glad 

that he Wouldn’t have to deal with Bad Tony again. 

He’d lived in terror of his father for as long as he could 

remember. He’d endured cruel words and crueler beat- 

ings, and he still shivered at the thought of ever hav- 

ing to meet him again. That was about the only thing 

to be glad of right now: that whatever happened on 

Earth, he wouldn’t have to face his father again. 
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Zz 

elaine was worried. 

Although Score 

was talking and acting bravely—which 

was unusual enough for him—she could 

tell he was nowhere near as strong as he 

claimed to be. His flesh was pale, his 

veins showing slightly beneath the skin. 

His eyes were dark-ringed, and his body 

moved slowly. If she had any choice in 

the matter, she’d have insisted that he 

stay behind. But she’d been outvoted, 

and she’d have to live with it. 



She only hoped that Score could live with it. Even 

though he had the right to come along, a journey to 

Earth was going to tax his strength severely. And if there 

was any trouble, he might even prove to be a liability. 

There was a tightness in Helaine’s throat as she real- 

ized that she had grown tobe very fond of Score. If 

anything happened to him, it would really hurt her. 

This surprised her because she’d never been really close 

to anyone, her own age before. Growing up in her 

father’s castle, she’d been the daughter of Lord Votrin 

and therefore far too good for anyone to associate with. 

Or else, in her disguise as the boy Renald, she’d been 

far too lowly for anyone to bother with. Her father had 

been very distant and aloof, completely uninterested in 

her except as a convenient bargaining tool, aiming to 

marry her off to cement an alliance. Her only true friend 

had been her father’s old war trainer, who had kept her 

secret and taught her to fight. 

And now she’d allowed herself to get friendly with 

both Score and Pixel. They, at least, treated her as an 

equal, though this hadn’t been very easy at first for 

Score. She couldn’t lose one of her few friends now. 

She prepared herself for the Portal casting. To travel 

across the worlds of the Diadem, Portals were necessary. 
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They opened a rift in space between two worlds, but 

they could only be formed by magic-users of some 

strength. The Diadem was formed in a number of cir- 

cuits, and travel had to take place between two adja- 

cent worlds. Since their current location on Dondar 

was on the Inner Circuit, there was no direct access 

to Earth, a Rim World. They had to cross first to the 

Middle Circuit world of Rawn—this was where 

Shanara lived, in the mountains above the planet’s 

goblin kingdom—and then on to the Outer Circuit 

world of Treen. 

Helaine opened her Book of Magic and found the 

correct spell. She and Pixel then joined their strengths 

together and formed the Portal. A jagged, deep black- 

ness formed in the air in front of the three of them. 

Helaine briefly wished that she had taken the time to 

say goodbye to her unicorn friend, Flame, but this was 

an emergency, with no time for nonessentials. She ges- 

tured for Score to go through the Portal first, in case 

he stumbled, and then she followed. When Pixel came 

through, the Portal vanished, leaving them on Rawn. 

A cold wind whipped into them, and Helaine shiv- 

ered. She’d forgotten just how chilly it could get on 

the top of the mountain. Luckily, it was a fairly nice 



day, with no more than two feet of snow and ice to 

wade through as they struggled against the bitter wind, 

heading for the shimmering castle about a quarter of a 

mile away. It shone in the cold sunlight, looking as if 

it had been formed from ice itself. 

The three of them staggéred on, Helaine and Pixel 

both watching Score intently in case he needed help. 

He was clearly aware that they were watching him, and 

he pressed on, refusing to acknowledge that he might 

be in trouble. Although Helaine almost admired his 

stubbornfess, she hoped he wouldn’t take it too far. 

When they reached the courtyard, the gate was 

open, and they stumbled inside. Here they were shield- 

ed from the stinging wind, which made them feel a 

great deal better. The three of them hurried into the 

main building. Despite the veneer of iciness, this was 

made of good, solid stone, covered with beautiful, rich 

tapestries that made the castle a good deal warmer 

than the world outside. 

“You must be frozen,” Shanara said as she hurried to 

greet them. “If you’d let me know you were coming, I’d 

have met you with furs. Oracle has only just arrived 

and told me you were on your way. Come on, come on, 

it’s warm in my study.” The lovely blonde sorceress 
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ushered them into her room and waved them to 

chairs. There were steaming mugs of deliciously scent- 

ed liquid awaiting them. Helaine sipped hers with 

pleasure. It tasted unusual, with a hint of chocolate 

and malt. It warmed her almost immediately. 

Oracle was standing beside one of Shanara’s book- 

cases. There was no sign of Blink, Shanara’s fuzzy red 

panda. He was intelligent and magical himself. He was 

also incredibly lazy and was undoubtedly off some- 

where taking one of his naps. 

“Oracle tells me that you have to return to Earth,” 

Shanara said, sounding quite concerned. She looked at 

Score. “That someone has an amulet that belonged to 

your mother and is using it to attack you magically.” 

“Right,” Score agreed. He seemed to be quite happy 

that the sorceress was worried about him. Helaine 

thought it was typical of Score to enjoy being the center 

of attention, even though it was because he was being 

attacked. “We thought that maybe you could help us out 

in finding the locket.” 

“I can do more than that,” Shanara promised. “Once 

you get to Earth, you won’t have the strength left to 

create a Portal to return here, because your magic there 
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will be too weak. Blink and I will cross to Treen with 

you, and I'll prepare a Portal for you to return again. I’ll 

be able to pick up your telepathic signal to open it.” 

“Thank you,” Pixel said gratefully. “I hadn’t thought 

about that, but you’re right. It’ll be a big help.” 

Shanara gave them all a smile. “I’m happy to help 

you in any way I can. After all, if it weren’t for you, the 

Diadem would be under the control of either Sarman 

or the Triad by now. We all owe you a tremendous debt 

of gratitude.” She crossed to her scrying pool, which 

stood neat the large fireplace. Helaine watched her 

with interest, hoping to learn something about the 

process. 

The sorceress waved her hand over the still waters, 

murmuring a spell just under her breath so that Helaine 

couldn’t make it out. Then she turned and called sharply, 

“Blink!” 

From a pile of pillows, a furry snout poked into the 

air. “I’m busy,” a lazy voice answered. “I’m having a 

lovely dream about food.” 

“If you don’t get over here right now,” Shanara 

ordered, “I’m going to send you a positively nasty night- 

mare about starving to death. Move it!” 



With a long-suffering sigh, Blink staggered to his feet. 

The red panda shook his head sadly. “She’d do it, too,” 

he complained. “She’s so mean to me.” 

Helaine knew that this simply wasn’t true; Shanara 

actually looked after Blink very well. But the panda was 

lazy and perpetually hungry, and Shanara used her 

threats to make him do some work from time to time. 

In fact, Helaine realized, Shanara and Blink were actu- 

ally very fond of each other. This complaining was sim- 

ply a part of their relationship that both of them secret- 

ly enjoyed. 

Blink padded across the table and jumped into 

Shanara’s arms. Together they gazed into the scrying 

pool. At first, nothing seemed to happen, but 

Helaine could tell that Shanara was drawing magical 

power from Blink, using it to boost her own abilities. 

A picture began to form in the pool. Helaine was 

fascinated, staring down at it. It showed a stretch of 

grass and people moving around. They were all dressed 

very oddly and some were using odd mechanical 

devices, with two large wheels joined together some- 

how. The people were riding them. It looked to be very 

awkward. 
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Score, trying to act casual, leaned across and frowned. _ 

“It looks like Central Park,” he said. 

Helaine gestured at one of the people balanced on 

the wheels. “And what is that?” she asked. “It looks 

very dangerous.” 

Score gave her an incredtlous look. “That’s a bicy- 

cle. I wanted to get some for us, remember?” 

“You expect me to get on one of those crazy things?” 

asked Helaine, astonished. “I don’t see how anyone 

can possibly get it to balance. I’m not doing it.” 

Score rhanaged a laugh. “The brave warrior woman,” 

he teased. “Scared of a bicycle.” 

“I am not scared,” Helaine snapped. “I’m just cau- 

tious.” 

“Whatever,” scoffed Score. Helaine felt her cheeks 

burning. “We don’t have time for them, anyway.” He 

turned back to Shanara. “Can you tell where the locket 

is?” 

“No,” Shanara admitted. “It’s guarded by magic. 

Not high-grade magic, but enough to be confusing to 

me. Besides, this Earth of yours is a strange place. | 

don’t understand very much of what I see. So even if I 

do detect something, I might not be able to explain it 

zi 



so you can understand it. But I’ll keep probing, and if 

I find out anything, I’ll let you know.” 

“Great.” Score looked relieved. “Now, there’s just 

one more thing I need you to do.” He gestured at 

Helaine and Pixel. “We have to get these two looking 

like regular New Yorkers.” 

Helaine scowled at him. “And what’s wrong with 

the way I look?” she demanded. 

“Personally, I think you look great,” Score said hasti- 

ly. “On you, chain mail looks great. But it’s not exactly 

what the fashionable folks are wearing on Park Avenue. 

And they definitely don’t carry swords.” 

Helaine frowned and looked down at herself. She 

wore knee-high boots—with a dagger hidden inside the 

left one—leggings, a tunic, and a chain-mail covering. 

Her sword was strapped to her side. She couldn’t under- 

stand why anyone on Earth would have a problem with 

this. Unless . . . maybe they had the same prejudice as 

her home world? “Women aren’t allowed to carry 

weapons on your world?” she asked, a little hurt. She’d 

hoped to escape this problem. 

“Not just women,” Score assured her. “Nobody on my 

planet carries a sword.” 
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“Then how do they defend themselves?” Helaine 

asked practically. 

“They don’t have to,” Score explained. “We have 

police who are supposed to do that.” 

“Ah.” Helaine thought she was finally starting to 

understand it. “These police“are your professional war- 

rior caste, then?” She smiled. “Then I shall become 

one, and there will be no problem.” 

“They're not warriors, really,” Score answered. 

“They enforce the laws.” 

“Oh.” elaine saw where she had gone wrong. 

“They are the local lord’s men, who make certain his 

edicts and taxes are carried out. And I would be rec- 

ognized as an outsider.” 

“No, that’s not it, either.” Score threw his hands 

into the air. “Look, why don’t you just take it from me 

that you can’t wear a sword, and you can’t imperson- 

ate a police officer? This is my world, after all, and | 

know what I’m talking about.” 

Helaine touched the hilt of her sword sadly. “I do 

not like the idea of leaving it behind,” she confessed. 

“But if I must, I must.” She unbuckled her belt and 

laid it on the table. “Now am I acceptable?” 
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“Not quite.” Score eyed her critically. “We have to get 

you some modern clothes. Shanara, can you help out?” 

“Of course.” The sorceress bent over her pool again. 

“T’'ll just focus in on one of the locals and duplicate her 

clothing.” She concentrated, and one image strolling 

on the grass sprang into sharp focus. 

Helaine gasped as she saw the girl. She was wearing 

nothing but two small strips of cloth and sandals. “I 

am not dressing like that!” she exclaimed in horror. 

“The people of your world, Score, have no concept of 

modesty!” 

Score grinned as he looked at the blonde girl in the 

pool. “Tank top and shorts? They’d look great on you.” 

Then he blushed. “I mean, hey, you work out a lot. 

You’ve got the body for it.” Score squirmed as Helaine 

glared at him. 

“Never,” Helaine said firmly. “I am a lady born, and 

I will not show off so much of my skin to all casual 

onlookers.” 

“Okay,” grumbled Score. He gestured to another 

female figure passing by. “How about that one?” 

Helaine studied the girl as Shanara brought her into 

focus. She seemed a lot more acceptable. She had on 

long leggings made of some sort of stiff blue material 
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and a white top, nearly identical to the kind of cloth- 

ing Score wore. It covered less than her tunic, but a 

great deal more than the “tank top” had. “That is 

acceptable,” she agreed. 

“Good.” Score sounded relieved. “Blue jeans and a 

T-shirt.” 3 

Shanara nodded and muttered to herself again. 

Instantly, the required garments materialized on her 

table. Helaine realized that they were her size. 

“Now for Pixel,” Score said. 

Pixel raised an eyebrow. “My clothing looks appro- 

priate,” he said. 

“Yeah,” agreed Score. “That’s fine. I don’t quite 

know how to tell you this, though. It’s the rest of you 

that’s the problem.” 

“The rest of me?” Pixel was puzzled. 

Score sighed. “Look, I think you look fine and all, 

but . . . well, blue skin is kind of rare on Earth. Actually, 

it’s kind of nonexistent.” 

Pixel scowled. “Nobody on your world has blue 

skin?” He stared at his hands and then at Score. Finally, 

he looked at the image in the pool. “Well, I can see that 

most people have pale skin like you. But some have 

dark skin.” He looked at Score again. “But not blue?” 
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“Not blue,” Score said firmly. “For this trip, you’re 

going to need a disguise.” 

“Not a problem,” Shanara assured him. “I can cast 

a simple spell that will make his skin as pale as yours. 

It should hold up even on Earth, where the magic is 

weaker.” 

“Great,” Score said. “Then let’s get to it, folks.” He 

turned to Helaine. “You'd better find another room to 

change in.” 

“I wasn’t intending to do it in public,” she replied, 

sniffing. “Though I’m sure that’s probably common on 

your barbaric planet.” 

“Only on beaches,” he answered. 

“Ah.” Helaine could understand this. “A ritualistic 

area, involved in worship, no doubt.” 

“Something like that,” Score agreed, chuckling. 

“Sun worship, in fact.” 

“A primitive religion,” Helaine informed him. “I 

might have known.” She left the room and found a 

small chamber where she could change. She removed 

her normal clothing with a sigh. She’d miss being 

properly dressed. The T-shirt was simple enough to 

put on, though she felt terribly vulnerable in it. It 

offered no protection from attack. The blue jeans, 
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however, were another matter. They were a lot 

tighter than her leggings, and a lot stiffer. They 

would be uncomfortable to walk in. And they didn’t 

seem to have any way of closing—nothing to tie 

them into place. There was a button, which closed 

well, but there was an odd gap left open. It was lined 

with small metallic teeth, with something like a 

small tongue hanging down. 

It took her about five minutes, but she discovered 

that if she pulled up the tongue, somehow the teeth 

meshed tdgether and closed the gap. This puzzled and 

amused her. Score had mentioned that his world was 

more advanced than her own—though not as far as 

Pixel’s world was—but this was the first evidence she’d 

seen that he was telling the truth. This teeth and tongue 

apparatus was quite fascinating. 

When Helaine returned to the study, she stopped in 

shock. Pixel’s fine blue skin was now as pale as her own 

and Score’s, and his ears had become rounded instead of 

pointed. He looked very uncomfortable and depressed. 

“You look fine,” Score assured him. 

“I feel terrible,” Pixel replied. “No offense, but this 

skin color is dreadful. And my ears feel like they’ve 

been sliced in half.” 
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“You'll get used to it,” Score promised. He coughed, 

and his body shook slightly as he turned back to 

Shanara. “Are we ready for the two transfers now? I’d 

appreciate getting to Earth as soon as possible.” 

Helaine realized he must be feeling very sick. 

“Perhaps you should rest?” she suggested. She couldn’t 

help feeling rather sorry for him—even if he did drive 

her crazy a lot of the time. 

“The longer I wait, the weaker I get,” he said. “We’d 

better get to Earth while [| still have the strength for 

its 

“Right,” Shanara decided. “Let’s get on with it. It’s 

time for you to go to New York.” She glanced down at 

her pool. “Please be careful. That place looks like a 

madhouse.” 
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his place does 

look like a mad- 

house, Pixel thought as he stared around 

their landing zone. Score had worked 

with Shanara to find a spot in Central 

Park where they wouldn’t be observed 

materializing out of thin air. That sort 

of thing, it seemed, wasn’t likely to be 

accepted by the people of the city. 

Shanara had placed the Portal in ‘a shady 

grove of trees. The opening vanished 

behind them as they stepped through, 

though Pixel knew that Shanara could 
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open it from her end on Treen anytime they called for 

it. Score then led the way to the edge of the park. 

Pixel thought that the park was rather pleasant. So, 

apparently, did the people of New York, who were out 

sunbathing, playing with toys or dogs, or just walking 

or relaxing. Pixel caught Helaine’s disapproving frown 

as she saw some of the immodest clothes the people 

wore. Well, she was from a world stuck in the Middle 

Ages, where women all wore long, flowing gowns and 

considered even having their arms bare as the height 

of immodesty. Seeing Helaine in a T-shirt was aston- 

ishing enough, Pixel realized, since she was actually 

showing her arms. 

It was different for him, of course. Clothing styles on 

his own world were pretty much the same as they were 

on Earth. At least they were on the friends he’d met in 

Virtual Reality. Whether he had seen what his friends 

had actually been wearing, he didn’t know, since they 

could make themselves, their clothes, and their sur- 

roundings look like anything they pleased. 

As Score had said, there were no blue-skinned peo- 

ple here. It seemed a little odd to Pixel, but it took all 

kinds of worlds to make a cosmos. The park was fun. It 

was when they left the park that it became a madhouse. 
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Helaine gasped and gripped Score’s arm tightly as 

she stared at the road and the surrounding buildings. 

Tilting back her head, she stared up at the skyscrapers 

with a mixture of astonishment and terror. 

“Why don’t they fall down?” she asked. “They’re so 

big!” . 

Score frowned. “Well, they just don’t,” he answered. 

“T’ve never thought about it before. I’m used to it. I 

guess they don’t have skyscrapers where you come 

from?” 

She shook her head, releasing his arm. “The houses 

are never more than two levels tall,” she replied, appar- 

ently calming down a bit. “If anyone builds higher, the 

houses fall over. Obviously, that is not the case here.” 

“No.” Score thought for a minute. “It’s something 

to do with girders and supports,” he explained. “They 

make the buildings stronger. I just don’t know how it 

really works. Maybe Pixel does.” 

Pixel shook his head. “I’ve never been that inter- 

ested in architecture,” he admitted. “In my world, it’s 

irrelevant. We can build anything we like in Virtual 

Reality, so I’ve no idea how a real house is built.” It 

wasn’t the buildings that bothered him, though; it 

was the traffic. 
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The road seemed to be absolutely packed with vehi- 

cles of all kinds. Some were obviously for the trans- 

portation of people and others for carrying goods. 

There were a large number of bright yellow cars. All of 

the vehicles were moving at great speed, often making 

loud, irritating honking noises. From time to time, one 

set of vehicles would stop, and another at right angles 

to the first would then start moving. 

Added to all of the bustle and confusion, there were 

people everywhere. Some were dressed casually, others 

in suits. People carried packages, bags, papers, and 

drinks. It was a whirl of color and movement, one Pixel 

was not at all used to. He generally spent his time either 

alone in Virtual Reality or else with two or three 

friends. There had to be hundreds, if not thousands, of 

people here! 

“How can you stand this?” he demanded. 

Score looked puzzled. “Stand what?” he asked. 

Gesturing around, Pixel said, “All of this noise and 

confusion? All of these people and vehicles? It’s insane.” 

That made Score laugh, at least. “It’s the greatest city 

in the world,” he replied. “Welcome to New York.” 

Helaine shuddered. “And this is what you consider to 

be paradise?” she asked. “It’s loud, smelly, and crowded.” 

“Yes,” Score agreed. “Home.” 
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Helaine gave Pixel a look. “No wonder Score is so 

strange,” she commented. “It must be the result of liv- 

ing in this place.” 

“Knock off the insults, all right?’ Score snapped. 

He was still looking very pale and tired, and Pixel 

realized that he had to be uhder a tremendous strain 

just to stay on his feet. “Pixel, can you use your ruby 

to discover where the locket is located?” As Pixel’s 

hand went to his pocket, Score grabbed his wrist in a 

weak grip. “Don’t take it out, though. Rubies are 

pretty valuable here, and someone might decide to 

steal it.” 

“How savage,” Helaine exclaimed. “Is your proper- 

ty not safe here, then?” 

“It’s probably safe enough,” Score answered. “But 

there’s no point in asking for trouble.” 

Pixel understood that caution was called for, so he 

clutched his ruby and tried to focus his powers. For the 

first time, he realized just how small they were. He had 

become accustomed to having magical abilities that 

enabled him to work wonders. Right now, though, he 

felt as weak as a baby, and he knew that he only pos- 

sessed a fraction of his normal magic. They were so far 

from the center of the Diadem; here, magic was very 

weak. 
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“I get a very vague feeling that it’s south of us,” he 

said finally. “Other than that, I can’t get anything. | 

feel so helpless here.” 

“Okay,” Score said with a sigh. “I guess that means 

we'd better start looking in the most obvious place—. 

where I used to live. Maybe if we’re closer, your magic 

will work better.” 

Pixel wasn’t sure whether it would or not. “Are you 

sure you can walk that far?” he asked, worried about his 

friend. 

“No, but we don’t have to walk,” Score answered. He 

pulled a couple of pieces of paper out of his pocket. “I’ve 

got some local money, so we can hop a cab. Stand by 

the side of the road and hold your arm straight out. One 

will stop for you.” 

Pixel did as he was told. He watched the traffic 

hurtling past, and then one of the yellow cars screeched 

to a halt beside them. He opened the door and climbed 

in. Score and Helaine followed. 

Helaine didn’t seem at all happy to be inside the 

vehicle. “The Bowery,” Score told the driver, who set 

the car in motion. Helaine looked as if she were going 

to be sick. She avoided looking out of the windows, 
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and turned to Score. “You ride inside these things all 

the time? At this pace?” 

“Huh?” Score shrugged. “Sure.” He didn’t seem to 

understand her unease. 

“Then you are clearly more brave than I had imag- 

ined,” she replied, shaking het head. “I do not like this 

‘hopping a cab.’ Are there no horses in this world of 

yours?” 

“Sure.” Score gestured out of the window. They 

were passing the southern edge of Central Park, and 

Pixel saw carriages being pulled by horses. 

“Then why don’t we take one of those?” Helaine 

demanded. 

“They don’t leave this area,” Score answered. “If we 

want to go downtown, this is the easiest way.” 

Helaine gritted her teeth. “Then I will endure it. 

But I will not enjoy it.” 

Score managed another weak grin. “I told you I'd 

love to get you onto my world,” he said. “Now you can 

see why I was so bad at riding a horse and all the rest 

of that medieval stuff of yours.” 

Helaine shook her head. “No weapons. No horses. 

All this noise and confusion. What a world!” 
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The cabdriver must have caught this. He grinned 

and called back, “She from out of town, man?” 

“Yes,” Score replied. “Very out of town.” 

Pixel wasn’t too disturbed by the ride, and he spent 

the time studying the city. He’d never been in a place 

quite like this before. He’d only left his own home once, 

and that was when he’d been propelled onto the Diadem. 

His own town was a pleasant place of small, uniform 

houses, each spaced a uniform distance from the next. 

Here, though, the buildings were jammed together, 

reaching into the sky, and people and vehicles crowded 

everywhere. Their cab moved in spurts of speed, and 

then waited while the cross traffic had its turn. It was 

quite different, and Pixel was rather enjoying it—once 

he had become accustomed to the crowded conditions. 

The buildings were all different shapes and sizes, and 

some of them were rather attractive. Score spent most 

of his time almost dozing, but would perk up from time 

to time and then point out some building or other and 

identify it. “New York Public Library. Chrysler Building. 

Empire State Building.” None of the names made any 

sense at all to Pixel, but he accepted that they were 

obviously places where Score spent a good deal of his 

time. 
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Finally, they reached their destination. Score hand- 

ed over the green paper, and received even more pieces 

back, which didn’t make any sense to Pixel. Then they 

clambered out of the cab. Helaine almost fell on her 

knees, and Pixel half expected her to kiss the ground. 

“T hate those things,” she deélared. “I am not going in 

one again. I am quite sore from all the shaking about, 

and I feel ill.” 

“Well, it’s a good thing we weren’t going fast,” Score 

told her. “Then you might have really gotten sick.” He 

turned to Pixel. “Is this any better?” 

Pixel gripped his ruby again. Remembering Score’s 

warning, he didn’t take it out of his pocket. Once 

again, he could feel how weak he was. There was just 

this vague impression again. “It’s north of here,” he 

said. “That’s all.” 

“North?” Score questioned. “The apartment where 

we used to live is a couple of blocks south of here.” 

“Perhaps the amulet was moved by the person who 

took it,” Pixel suggested. “If we start walking, I'll keep 

scanning for it. Maybe I’ll be able to tell where it is 

exactly if we get closer to it.” 

They started walking north. Pixel kept his hand on 

his ruby, trying to feel where the amulet was. His grasp 

o 
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of the magic was so weak, though, that it would be 

easy to lose it. 

Helaine stared around her as they walked, obviously 

noticing many new things. The buildings here were a 

lot smaller than the ones she’d seen earlier and defi- 

nitely not as well made. Instead of stone and glass, most 

were in dirty brick colors, and some had been allowed 

to practically fall apart. There were bags of garbage on 

the street and litter on the paths. There were even a 

couple of ill-dressed men sleeping in doorways. 

“This place is disgusting,” she declared. “Why don’t 

these police of yours make people clean it up?” 

“That’s not their job,” Score answered. “This is a 

poor section of the city, and the people who live here 

can’t afford to make it much better.” 

“It’s dreadful,” Helaine decided. “How can anyone 

live like this?” 

“Sometimes,” Score said quietly, “people don’t have 

much choice. It may have been different on your world. 

After all, you’re the daughter of a wealthy lord, and you 

could get whatever you wanted. This is where I grew up, 

and it’s what I’m used to. I couldn’t afford food some 

days, or a place to sleep. And I had to stay alert all the 

time.” 
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Helaine stared at Score in pity. “It must have been 

terrible for you,” she said gently. “I had no idea. Being 

forced to live in this squalor . . .” 

“Knock it off with the squalor,” Score told her. “If 

other people hear you, they’re not going to be as under- 

standing as I am. They might’get offended.” 

That quieted her down for a moment. Then she stiff- 

ened and glanced around. “Trouble,” she said firmly. 

Pixel and Score immediately paid attention. Helaine 

had the ability to sense danger moments before it 

appeared. Even with her magic reduced, she could still 

count on that. 

For a moment, Pixel saw nothing to worry about. 

Then six or seven young men moved from out of an 

alleyway ahead of them. They didn’t appear to be 

armed, but they were clearly dangerous. 

“Score,” one of them said without warmth or humor. 

“Good to see you again.” 

Score scowled. “I doubt that,” he spat. “What do you 

want, Brio?” 

Brio raised an eyebrow. He was dressed in dirty 

blue jeans, a dark T-shirt that carried some kind of 

emblem on it, and a leather jacket that had to be 

uncomfortably hot in this kind of weather. He also 
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wore darkly tinted glasses. “Somebody wants to see 

you,” he replied. 

“Tell them to make an appointment with my secre- 

tary,” Score answered. “I’m kind of busy right now.” 

“Then I’d advise you to make yourself unbusy,” Brio 

replied. He glanced at Helaine and whistled. “This 

your secretary, Score? You’re moving up in the world. 

Do you think she’ll take some dictation from me?” He 

grinned, and the other boys with him laughed. 

“What I will take from you,” Helaine answered 

coldly, “is blood, if you do not allow us to continue on 

our way.” 

Score groaned. Obviously, he’d been hoping that 

Helaine would control her temper. Pixel could see 

why. Antagonizing these people would not be a very 

smart move. 

“Listen to the mouthy chick,” Brio said cheerfully. 

“You've got guts, girlie,” he told Helaine. “And talking 

like that, you’re liable to get them spilled on the side- 

walk.” He drew himself up and stood in front of her. 

“Now, apologize, or I’ll have to get rough.” 

He’d clearly underestimated Helaine, and Pixel 

almost felt sorry for him. She glared at the young 

thug. “I am not ‘chick’ or ‘girlie’,” she answered. “You 
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may call me ‘my lady’ if you have to talk to me at all. 

But I’d prefer you just to step aside and let us go on 

our way.” 

Brio’s expression turned livid. “You would, huh? 

Well, forget it. I’m going to give you—” 

Whatever he was offering, he didn’t have a chance 

to continue. He moved forward and Helaine was wait- 

ing. She grabbed his wrist, twisted, brought around her 

foot, and then threw Brio through the air. There was 

the snap of breaking bones as she let go. Brio screamed 

as he hit the sidewalk. He didn’t move again, but his 

six companions did. They all rushed toward Helaine, 

who was finally smiling. 

“I’m starting to like your city after all,” she told Score, 

crouching for the attack. 

Score just winced, leaning against the wall. He was 

definitely not strong enough to help out, so Pixel 

moved to join Helaine. He was useless at hand-to-hand 

combat, but he hoped he could still do a little magic. 

The lead attacker drew a knife, a wicked-looking 

blade about eight inches long. Instead of being intim- 

idated, Helaine laughed aloud. “I thought you said 

that there were no weapons on your world, Score,” she 

called, her eyes sparkling. 
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“No legal ones,” Score answered weakly. 

“Then I shall take an illegal one,” she replied, block- 

ing the boy’s lunge with her forearm and deflecting the 

strike upward. She then kicked her attacker in the stom- 

ach and wrenched the knife from his hand as he fell 

gasping to the ground. When the third boy approached 

her with another knife, Helaine used her blade to parry 

the blow and then sliced him across his upper arm. 

Screaming, he fell down, clutching the wound. 

“Back off!” one of the remaining four youths yelled. 

He reached into his jacket and withdrew a small pis- 

tol, which he raised at Helaine. 

She stared at it, puzzled. “What can that do?” she 

asked. “It has no blade nor arrows.” 

Pixel felt a shock of horror. He kept forgetting that 

she was from a world without gunpowder. She had no 

idea what a gun was for and was simply standing star- 

ing at it. With a cry he threw himself against her, shov- 

ing her back against the wall. 

The gun made an almost deafening noise as it went 

off. Pixel was terrified for a second that he was going 

to be killed, but he felt the bullet whip past, only inch- 

es from his head. With shock and relief he realized the 

boy had missed. 
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But he still had other bullets. 

Helaine had now realized that the pistol was a 

weapon. Pushing Pixel away, she whipped back her 

hand and threw the knife hard. The youth screamed as 

it slammed into his shoulder with such force that it 

spun him around. The gun went clattering away down 

the road, and the attacker collapsed, blood oozing 

from his wound. 

But that-left Helaine without a weapon, and the 

others in the gang were no doubt armed. It would only 

be a moment before they attacked again. Pixel braced 

himself, trying to focus on making fire. If he could set 

the attackers’ clothing alight, it would help. But he 

wasn’t sure he had the magical strength. 

There came the sound of a siren. It had to be the 

signal for a truce or something, because when they 

heard it, the gang members ignored their victims. 

They scooped up Brio and the other two whom Helaine 

had wounded, and retreated. 

Helaine was grinning, happy again. She loved to 

fight, and this had been her idea of fun. It was Pixel’s 

idea of something to avoid, of course, and he was glad 

that it was over. He went to join Score, who was barely 

able to stand up. As he did so, a blue vehicle screeched 
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around the corner and skidded to a halt beside them. 

Two men dressed in blue uniforms jumped out and both 

pulled out guns. 

“Okay,” one of them said. “Up against the wall, 

quick.” 

Helaine glared at them, “More thugs,” she growled. 

“Don’t worry. I can take them.” 

“No,” Score protested. “These are the police. Don’t 

fight them.” 

“Oh.” Helaine stared at the two men. “The lord’s 

retainers? Then why are they threatening us?” 

“Against the wall!” The first policeman repeated. 

“This is your last warning.” 

“Do as they say,” Score insisted. 

Pixel obeyed, but Helaine looked ready to fight. 

However, she finally copied Score, facing the wall with 

her hands up. One of the policemen then searched 

them quickly. Helaine gave a shriek of protest and 

almost punched him out. She calmed down only when 

Score shook his head. 

“Right, into the car,” the man ordered. 

“We do not need to hop a cab,” Helaine said stiffly, 

glaring at him. “We will walk wherever we’re going.” 
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The policeman glowered at her. “You'll do as you’re 

told, kid,” he informed her. “Into the car, and no more 

wisecracks.” 

Score put a hand on Helaine’s arm. “Please,” he 

begged, “just do as they say. We’re in enough trouble 
% 

as it is.” 

“Why are we in trouble?” asked Helaine, puzzled. 

“We did nothing wrong.” 

“But they don’t know that,” Score explained. “Come 

on, please?” 

“Very well,” Helaine said, sniffing. “But I will tell 

you once again that I do not like this world of yours at 

allie” 

“Relax,” Score muttered. “I have a suspicion the 

feeling’s mutual.” 
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5 

core was totally 

S exhausted, and 

being booked at the local precinct house 

wasn’t helping his mood much. He 

could tell that his strength was being 

drained, and he didn’t think he had a 

great deal of time left before it would kill 

him. Even walking was causing him 

pain. Unfortunately, the police weren't 

very sympathetic. 

“Gang warfare,” the booking sergeant 

erunted, glaring at them. “Why don’t 

you young idiots get real lives?” 
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“This is my real life,” Pixel answered, puzzled. Score 

winced. The police naturally thought Pixel was being 

sarcastic, and that didn’t improve their mood. 

“Maybe I should answer most of the questions,” Score 

suggested. “You two aren’t really up on what they’re 

talking about.” He turned to the sergeant. “My friends 

are from out of town,” he explained. “We were attacked 

by a gang. We’re not part of a gang ourselves. We just 

defended ourselves, that’s all.” 

“So you say,” the sergeant growled. He peered at 

Score. “What’s wrong with you? Are you on some- 

thing?” 

“No,” Score answered. “Though I’m starting to wish 

I had some medicine. I’m just sick.” 

The sergeant’s scowl softened a bit at this. “We'll 

see about getting you a doctor, then,” he conceded. 

“Just as soon as we’ve booked you in. Now, name?” He 

was typing this into a computer. 

Ouch. Score couldn’t answer that one honestly. If he 

gave his real name—Matt Caruso—then the computer 

was bound to tell the policeman that Matt Caruso had 

run away from Child Protective Services, and he’d be 

returned to them again. There was no way he was 

going back there. On the other hand, the police might 
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just find the record anyway, whether he cooperated or 

not. What to do? If he hesitated too long, the cop was 

going to get suspicious. “Score,” he finally said. 

“That’s not a name,” the policeman said. “That’s a 

gang name. What’s your real name?” 

“Score,” he insisted. 

The policeman sighed. “You’re determined to make 

this hard on yourself, aren’t you? Okay, what about per- 

sonal details? Address? Any relatives in town?” 

Score could imagine what the response would be if 

he answered that one honestly! Yes, my father’s Bad 

Tony Caruso, currently in prison. No way. He shook 

his head. “I told you, we just got into town. We were 

going to look for a place to stay.” | 

“Then where are you from?” the sergeant asked. 

“Before you came into town?” 

“Treen,” said Pixel helpfully. Score groaned. 

“Queens?” the cop asked, misunderstanding the 

answer. “What street?” 

“You wouldn’t know it,” Score insisted. “Look, we 

didn’t do anything, and all we want is to be let go. We’ve 

got things to take care of.” 

“Tm sure you do. And so do I.” The sergeant looked 

at Helaine. “Come on, you seem like a nice kid. What’s 

your name?” 
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Helaine had obviously caught on that it wasn’t wise 

to give her true name. “Renald,” she answered. “And 

I am not a kid. I am the daughter of a lord.” 

“She’s from out of town all right,” the sergeant decid- 

ed. “English, huh? That explains her snooty attitude.” 

Score held out a hand, which shook no matter how 

hard he tried to hide it. “Please,” he urged Helaine, 

before she exploded again. “Just let me do this, okay?” 

She glared at him. “I had thought that these police 

of yours were supposed to enforce the laws. Why, then, 

are we imprisoned while the people who attacked us 

without provocation are still free?” 

The sergeant sighed. “Look, missy, we’ve got men 

out looking for them. But I doubt we'll find them. In 

the meantime, we’ve only got your word that you’re 

innocent.” 

“And you doubt my word?” Helaine was getting really 

incensed. “I demand to meet the lord you serve! I shall 

insist that he flog you for insulting a noble like that!” 

To Score’s relief, the cop laughed at this and then 

grinned at Score. “Is she always this bad?” he asked. * 

“No,” Score answered. “Usually she’s worse.” 

The sergeant chuckled and then turned to Pixel. “I 

don’t suppose you have an honest-to-goodness name 

either?” 
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“It’s Pixel,” he answered seriously. 

“Great.” The sergeant shrugged. “A kid who doesn’t 

do drugs, a dame with an attitude, and now a pixie. 

What did I ever do to deserve this?” He looked hard at 

them. “I’m holding you overnight,” he told them. “If 

there’s no evidence against you by the morning, you 

can all go.” He gestured to his desk. “Now, empty your 

pockets.” 

Helaine shook her head. “What I own is none of your 

business,” she said. 

The sergeant sighed again. “Look, we can do this 

the easy way or the hard way. You can either empty 

your pockets willingly, or else I’ll have a couple of offi- 

cers do it for you. Take your pick.” 

Helaine looked as if she were going to argue again, 

but then she looked at Score. He knew he had to be a 

sight right now. It was all he could do to stand up. She 

gritted her teeth and emptied her pockets onto the 

desk. Score and Pixel followed her. 

The sergeant and both policemen whistled and 

stared at the pile of gemstones. “You three have been 

on a spree, haven’t you?” the sergeant said. “Where 

did you get those?” 

“They were given to us,” Pixel replied. “They’re 

ours. 
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“You're a little young to own a fortune in jewels, kid,” 

the sergeant answered. “You must have stolen them 

from somewhere.” 

“No, we didn’t,” Score said. He’d been trying to 

stay calm, but it was getting harder for him. “I’m will- 

ing to bet you don’t have any reports of missing jew- 

els that match those. They’re ours, and you’d better 

take good care of them. We want them back when 

you let us out of here.” He swayed, and then fell into 

the closest chair. “Now, will you just lock us up? I 

need a resf.” 

One of the policemen felt for his pulse. “It’s erratic,” 

he announced. “You’d better call a doctor, fast.” 

Score was glad that they were finally doing some- 

thing right. It wasn’t their fault that they couldn’t fig- 

ure out what to do with three magic-users, of course, 

but it was frustrating. The problem was that there real- 

ly wasn’t much a doctor could do for him. They sim- 

ply had to find the amulet. 

Bad Tony steepled his hands and leaned forward over 

his desk, staring at Brio. The young man was pale and 

battered. At least it proved he had been trying to do 

his job. “I sent you to bring me my son,” Tony said 

coldly. “You’re here, but my son isn’t. So where is he?” 
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Brio swallowed nervously. He knew that it was not 

a smart move to get on the bad side of Tony Caruso, 

and he obviously didn’t have good news. “With the 

police,” he replied. “They came when they heard gun- 

shots.” 

“And how did that happen?” Tony demanded. “There 

should have been no need for guns. My son is a coward. 

I was certain he would cave in and come with you.” 

“It wasn’t him,” Brio said. “There were a couple of 

other kids with him. One of them was a really good 

fighter.” He paused and licked his lips. “She fought us 

off.” 

“She?” echoed Bad Tony, astonished. “You mean 

some girl beat up you and Johnny and put Dave in the 

hospital?” 

Brio looked utterly miserable, but he knew better 

than to lie to his boss. “Yes.” 

“Terrific.” Tony scowled, thinking furiously. There 

had to be some way to salvage this operation. He could 

do nothing himself, since the police were still actively 

looking for him—which left him only one choice: He 

had to inform Mr. Toshiro. The businessman didn’t 

have a record, and he would be able to free Score from 

jail. After that, Tony could act. He looked up at Brio. 
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“Get out,” he said, disgusted. “You’re lucky I’m in a 

good mood. I’m going to be reunited with my son, and 

family occasions always bring out the best in me. But 

one more mistake and they’ll be forwarding your mail 

to the bottom of the East River. You understand me?” 

Brio nodded then beat a hasty retreat. 

Bad Tony reached for the phone and dialed a num- 

ber he had memorized. He had to get the wheels mov- 

ing as soon as possible. What he had planned couldn’t 

wait for very much longer. 

The doctor had given Score a shot and then left him 

and Pixel alone in a small holding cell. To Score’s sur- 

prise, whatever he’d been injected with seemed to have 

helped a little. His head was fuzzy, but he didn’t feel 

quite as weak. Pixel sat beside him, obviously worried. 

“How are you feeling?” he asked sympathetically. 

“A little better,” Score answered. “But it’s some kind 

of medicine high, not a cure. The magical attack is get- 

ting worse.” He didn’t have the strength or the wits to 

lie about his condition. “If we don’t get that locket 

back by tomorrow morning, I’m going to be dead.” 

“And we're stuck in here,” Pixel fumed, slamming 

his hand on the bars of the cell. “And they separated 

3h 



us from Helaine. If we were all together, we might be 

able to plan an escape.” 

Score laughed. It was a thin and watery laugh, but 

he couldn’t help being amused by Pixel. “Pix, she’s a 

girl. They don’t lock girls and guys together in New 

York. It’s not considered polite.” 

“Then we simply have to get out of here on our 

own,” Pixel said firmly. “It’s up to me to come up with 

a plan.” 

“Good luck,” Score replied, and then he lay back, 

trying to conserve his strength. His body felt terribly 

weak, and his pulse was racing. It was as if he were on 

the edge of a huge, swirling whirlpool that would soon- 

er or later suck him in. He was going around the edge, 

not quite lost but far too close for comfort. 

“Well,” said Oracle’s familiar voice, “I have to say 

that the three of you have the most amazing ability to 

end up imprisoned. Is it a hobby?” 

Score groaned. “Don’t you ever turn up when you 

could actually be some sort of help?” he asked. “I’m 

willing to bet you’re here with some dire warning as 

usual.” 

“You'd lose that bet,” Oracle answered rather smug- 

ly. “I’m here because Shanara’s been able to discover 
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something. The problem is that she can’t understand 

it. Maybe you can. This is what she saw in her scrying 

pool.” 

A piece of paper appeared in front of them with these 

symbols: 
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As Oracle vanished, Score lay back. “About as 

much use as always,” he grumbled. “If he’d only 

brought a hacksaw in a cake or something.” The 

humor was lost on Pixel, of course. “Now, I just want 

to rest.” 
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The door leading to the main part of the police sta- 

tion opened, and the booking sergeant walked through. 

Score groaned. “Can’t I get any rest at all?” he 

demanded. 

The sergeant had his keys out and was unlocking the 

cell. “Why didn’t you tell me that you were the guests 

of Toshiro Corporation?” he asked. He looked worried. 

“This was all a mistake, right? You aren’t going to file a 

complaint, are you?” 

“I might, if 1 knew what you were talking about,” 

Score replied foggily. He managed to sit up, with 

Pixel’s help. “What’s going on?” 

There was another man in the doorway. He was 

Asian, dressed in an impeccable gray suit and carrying 

a hat in one hand. He gave a slight formal bow in 

Score’s direction. “My apologies,” he said. “I have 

explained to the police that you are my guest, and 

they have realized their error in arresting you. Please, 

come with me.” 

Pixel helped Score to his feet, but the sergeant shook 

his head. “Just the one of you,” he said. 

Score shook his head and then wished he hadn't. It 

took a minute for him to stop feeling dizzy. “Then I’m 

not going,” he said. “It’s all three of us, or none of us.” 
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This seemed to puzzle the stranger. “And I’m not going 

anywhere with you until you tell me who you are.” 

The sergeant seemed to be upset at this demand, but 

he looked at the man for a clue as to what to do. “It’s 

very irregular,” he complained. 

“The boy is, as you can see, in need of medical assis- 

tance,” the man said politely. “It may be that he is a 

trifle confused. Would you allow me to speak with him 

alone for a moment?” 

The policeman hesitated, and then shrugged. He 

backed off down the corridor, keeping the cell in his 

sight. The man stepped into the cell. 

“Who the heck are you?” Score demanded in a low 

voice. “I’m not going with anyone | don’t know—and 

trust—even if it gets me out of here.” 

“I am Toshiro,” the man replied. “The head of Toshiro 

Corporation. I need your help, Mr. Caruso. And I am in 

a position to help you in return.” He leaned forward and 

said softly, “I know where the amulet is.” 

Score stared at him in surprise. Maybe he would be 

saved, after all. “What do you know about it?” 

“That without it you will die,” Toshiro answered. 

“Now, please come with me, and I will be able to help 
” you. 
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Score nodded. He didn’t know what this man real- 

ly wanted, but if it led them to the locket, then he had 

no choice but to agree. “Only Pixel and Helaine must 

come with me,” he insisted. “All three of us, or I stay 

here.” 

Toshiro looked frustrated, but then he nodded. 

“Agreed.” He turned and snapped his fingers for the 

sergeant. 

Score sighed and settled back. Let Toshiro work out 

the details. At least this meant they were getting out 

of jail—and, apparently, onto the trail of the locket. 

He wished he knew who this Toshiro guy was and 

what he really wanted, but for the moment, he had to 

trust the man. 

He could only pray he wasn’t making a huge mistake. 
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5 

elaine could not 

Theses why 

Score thought so highly of this planet 

of his. She had been here just a few 

hours, and so far, nothing good had come 

of it. Being locked in a small cell with 

two strange women had done nothing 

either to calm her down or relieve her 

fears about Score. The two women with 

her were obviously used to this routine 

and stayed out of her way, which suited 

Helaine fine. It gave her more time to 

think and plan an escape. 
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The problem was that she was too worried about 

Score. He had been looking really ill when these police 

people had forcibly separated her from her two friends. 

A tough-looking policewoman had rudely insisted that 

Helaine could not stay with Pixel and Score. Now all 

Helaine could do was worry. 

Her powers were very weak on Earth, but she man- 

aged to conjure up a small flame while she had her back 

to her cellmates. With time, she hoped to melt the lock 

of her cell, but it would be best to wait until everyone 

went to sleep before trying this. But how long could she 

afford to stay here with Score so sick? Then the police- 

woman returned, looking slightly embarrassed. She 

unlocked the cell, and nodded to Helaine. “Come on,” 

she said. “We're letting you go. Why didn’t any of you 

tell us you were with the Toshiro Corporation?” 

Helaine didn’t know what the woman meant, but 

she didn’t intend to let on. “You deserve to be told 

nothing,” she said haughtily. “The way that you have 

treated me.” 

“Oh, great,” muttered the policewoman. “I smell a 

lawsuit.” 

Again, Helaine didn’t know what the woman was 

talking about. But she had discovered a long time ago 
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that if you were aristocratic enough, nobody asked if 

you understood anything. She strode down the corri- 

dor toward the exit without waiting for the woman to 

catch up to her. 

When they were back at the sergeant’s desk, she saw 

that Score and Pixel were already there, accompanied 

by a stranger. Pixel was supporting Score, who defi- 

nitely looked worse than he had before. She hurried 

over to them. 

“He’s getting weaker,” Pixel confirmed. “But Mr. 

Toshiro says he knows where the amulet is.” 

Hope began to flood back into Helaine. She hadn’t 

wanted to admit it, even to herself, but she had started 

to brace herself for the thought that they might not be 

able to save Score’s life. Now, she was so relieved that 

they were on the right track at last. “Hold on, Score,” 

she encouraged him. “We'll save you.” 

“You'd better,” he muttered. “Or I promise I’ll come 

back and haunt you worse than Oracle does.” 

He still had his strange sense of humor, at least. 

Helaine turned to the sergeant and held out her hand. 

“We will take back our gems now,” she stated. The ser- 

geant nodded, and handed over three padded envelopes 

marked with their names. 
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“They’re all there,” he assured her. 

“T will check that,” Helaine replied with a sniff that 

showed precisely what she thought of his assurances. 

But he was right, and their belongings were untouched. 

She pocketed her own four gems and slipped Score’s 

into his pockets. Pixel took his own. 

“Now we must leave here,” Mr. Toshiro announced. 

“Do you require help with Mr. Caruso?” 

It took Helaine a moment to realize that Mr. Caruso 

was actually Score. “No,” she answered. “He’s our friend. 

We'll manage.” She took one of Score’s arms and helped 

Pixel to lift him up. Together, they followed the stranger 

out of the police station and to a waiting vehicle. 

This was a large black machine, at least three times 

the size of the cab they had ridden in earlier. Its win- 

dows were tinted the same shade of black, and a man in 

livery stood beside the open door at the back. Helaine 

didn’t have to know very much about this world to real- 

ize that Toshiro was clearly a man of some impor- 

tance—perhaps even a minor lord. It explained this 

expensive vehicle and the deference the police had 

shown him. It seemed as though, somehow, they had 

acquired the support of one of the local leaders of this 

strange community. 
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Inside, the car was vastly more luxurious than the cab 

had been. There were two sets of very comfortable seats 

facing each another. Pixel and Helaine laid Score out on 

the back seat, and Helaine sat with his head in her lap. 

“I could get to like this style of travel,” Score man- 

aged to joke. “You’ve got a very nice lap. Cozy.” 

“Don’t get too used to it,” she warned him, feeling 

her face burn in embarrassment. “You won’t be travel- 

ing like this again.” 

“Then I promise to enjoy it as much as possible this 

time,” he teld her. His eyes closed, and he seemed to 

drift into sleep. Helaine brushed his hair back, out of 

his eyes. She wasn’t sure how she felt exactly, but she 

knew that she didn’t want to lose him, no matter how 

irritating he could be. 

After the liveried servant closed the door, he went 

to the front of the car and started it up. From where he 

sat, Mr. Toshiro studied the three in silence. 

Helaine had not enjoyed the cab ride at all, but this 

was very different. For one thing, the windows cut 

down on the glare from the city, as well as most of the 

noise. For another, this car was much smoother and 

gentler. And, finally, there was a lead on the amulet 

at last. 
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Pixel leaned forward from where he sat at Score’s 

feet. “You said you know about the locket,” he prompt- 

ed their host. 

Mr. Toshiro nodded. “Indeed, I do. I do not have it 

myself, but I have an idea as to where it is.” 

“What do you know about the locket?” demanded 

Helaine. She was glad to be out of the jail, but she was 

still not sure she was ready to trust their rescuer. “And 

why are you helping us?” 

“I know that it is enchanted,” their host replied. “It 

is being used to drain the life force from your young 

friend. If you do not find it, he will die.” He smiled 

slightly. “Unlike most people on this planet, I accept 

that magic is real, and I know that this is being done by 

magic. As to why I am helping you . . .” He shrugged. 

“Partly it is because you need help. Partly it is because 

I, in turn, require your assistance.” 

“Ah.” Pixel nodded. “So you want us to do some- 

thing for you in return for your help.” 

“Precisely,” Toshiro agreed. “A trade to benefit us 

both.” He nodded to the sleeping Score. “Especially, I 

think, Mr. Caruso.” 

“Fair enough,” agreed Helaine. “But how is it that 

you know all of this? Score told us that most people on 

Earth don’t know anything about magic.” 
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“lam a... curious person,” Toshiro answered. “I do 

not believe that everything can be explained by sci- 

ence, though certainly science has its uses.” He gestured 

around them. “I have made a great success in the busi- 

ness world through technology. I am very wealthy and 

can have almost anything my heart desires—except for 

the one thing that I want the most. That remains out of 

the reach of science. But not of magic.” 

He leaned forward. “Knowing that I needed a fresh 

approach to my problem, I studied magic. Alas, I do not 

myself possess the talents to actually perform magic, but 

I know that it is a real phenomenon. | have certain peo- 

ple in my employ who can use it. But their power is very 

limited. Still, they were able to locate a strong source of 

magic for me—this amulet that you seek. And they 

were able to inform me that its owner had a tremendous 

amount of magic at his disposal.” He nodded at Score. 

“Mr. Caruso there. So I decided that I would have to 

meet Mr. Caruso when he inevitably returned home. 

You see, we discovered that someone had magically poi- 

soned the amulet to lure Mr. Caruso back to Earth from 

wherever he was. All I needed to do was to intercept 

him before his unknown foe could find him.” 

Pixel nodded. “I’m beginning to understand some of 

this,” he said. He looked at Helaine. “Those street thugs 
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we tan into must have been employed by the person 

who has the amulet, and they were trying to capture 

Score. Mr. Toshiro found us before our unknown magi- 

cian did.” 

It made sense, but Helaine was still not sure she trust- 

ed the man. She reached out with what little magic she 

still retained and checked him out. She discovered that 

he was telling at least some of the truth. There was no 

touch of magic about him, so he was certainly not the 

wizard who was poisoning Score. But there was a trace 

of residual magic, which made sense if, as he claimed, he 

employed magicians to work for him. 

“What is this problem of yours?” Helaine asked him. 

“It must wait for a short while,” the businessman 

answered. “You will understand it better if you see it. 

And, I trust, you will feel compassion. It will not take 

us long to reach my home, I assure you. The slight 

delay will not injure Mr. Caruso further.” 

Helaine felt a slight tingling in her mind, and then 

she realized that it had to be Pixel trying to talk to her 

telepathically. Something he didn’t want Toshiro to 

hear. She felt for her agate gemstone to enable her to 

make the link. It wasn’t as clear as normal, but at least 

she could manage it. *What is it?* she asked him. 
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*He doesn’t know that the two of us can do magic, 

too,* Pixel explained. *He thinks it’s just Score. I don’t 

see any reason to make him think otherwise, do you?* 

Smart! *No,* she agreed. *It’s better if he underes- 

timates us. He may be telling the truth, but I’d like to 

be sure of that before we start trusting him.* 

She broke off contact, and, to make it seem as if 

she’d only been thinking to herself, asked, “Where is 

your home? In this city?” 

ENoe Toshiro replied. “It’s on Long Island.” 

“An island?” Helaine asked. “Is that far from here?” 

Their host laughed. “You are obviously not a local,” 

he replied. “New York City is an island. Long Island is 

joined to it. The trip there will take us about fifteen 

minutes, once we reach my heliport.” 

Helaine had no idea what a heliport might be, but 

she found the idea that they were already on an island 

interesting. It made sense, because towns on islands 

were easier to defend from enemies. Long Island was 

probably an ally of New York, then. 

The car stopped, and the door beside her opened. 

Another uniformed man held the door while Mr. 

Toshiro stepped out. Pixel and Helaine managed to 

move Score from the car. He didn’t even wake up. 
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There was a wheelchair awaiting them, and Mr. 

Toshiro gestured at it. “It will be easier to transport 

him in this,” he suggested. “Though we do not have 

far to go.” 

Helaine lowered Score into the chair, and he woke 

slightly. “Are we there yet?” he muttered. 

“Almost,” Mr. Toshiro replied. “Rest for now.” 

“Okay,” he agreed and fell asleep again. 

Helaine pushed the chair and followed Mr. Toshiro. 

They were beside a river on some long, flat, stonelike 

ground. There were several other cars parked and 

people hurrying around. There were also two strange 

machines, one of which seemed to have sprung to life. 

Helaine had never seen anything like it before. 

It looked vaguely like a very large carriage, though 

the wheels it rested on were quite small and attached 

to the ends of stalks. There was a glass-covered cabin 

with several doors behind it, one of which was open. 

A man in strange headgear ushered them toward it. 

The oddest part of the machine was that on its top 

there were four long, narrow blades that looked to 

Helaine like a windmill that had fallen on its back. 

The machine was making an even louder noise than 

the cars had earlier. 
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Mr. Toshiro clambered inside and beckoned for them 

to follow. A pretty young woman and a man helped to 

get Score into one of the seats. Puzzled, Helaine fol- 

lowed and strapped herself into another seat as she was 

told. Why had they moved from one car to another? It 

didn’t make any sense to her. The young woman joined 

them, and then the man shut the door, enclosing them 

all inside the strange vehicle. 

“Prepare for takeoff,” the young woman said pleas- 

antly. 

“Takeoff? Helaine asked, confused. “I’m not taking 

anything off! I’ve got little enough on as it is.” 

The woman looked totally confused, but Mr. Toshiro 

found the whole thing very amusing. “She doesn’t 

mean for ‘you to take anything off,” he explained. “It is 

the helicopter that will be taking off momentarily.” 

“Helicopter?” Helaine asked. She wished she knew 

what all of this was about. “What is that?” 

“It’s what we’re in,” Pixel explained. “It flies.” 

“Flies?” Helaine was starting to get alarmed. “But it 

has no wings or feathers. It’s not even a dragon! How 

can it fly?” 

The whole world lurched under her. There was a 

terrible noise overhead, which she realized had to be 
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coming from the windmill blades. Then the ground 

dropped away. She felt as if she were going to be sick. 

Her eyes widened as she stared out of the windows and 

watched the city fall away. She covered her mouth and 

held the contents of her stomach in place by sheer 

force of will. The young woman handed her a bag of 

some sort. 

“Just in case,” the woman said. Then, to Pixel, she 

added, “Hasn’t she flown before?” 

“Oh, yes,” he assured her. “Just never in a machine. 

I don’t think she likes it.” 

Mr. Toshiro raised an eyebrow. “Interesting. So she 

is from another world, then?” 

Pixel nodded. “Where dragons and rocs fly. But not 

machines.” 

“This can’t possibly fly,” Helaine stated, trying not 

to look at the land passing below them. “It is far too 

heavy and has no wings.” 

“It is flying,” Pixel assured her. “And it’s very safe. 

Don’t worry.” 

“That’s easy for you to say,” Helaine complained, as 

her stomach rebelled further. It was one thing to levi- 

tate herself and fly using magic, but magic on Earth 

wasn’t strong enough for her to do that. There was no 
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way that this helicopter could stay in the air! Helaine 

was sure it was bound to crash and kill them all. She 

had not felt this sick or miserable for a long time. 
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6 

ixel didn’t have 

Pp the nerve to con- 

fess to Helaine that this was his first hel- 

icopter ride, too. He’d done plenty of 

“flying” in Virtual Reality, but never 

physically. On the other hand, since he 

was from a world even more technolog- 

ically advanced than Earth, he could 

accept it and take it in stride. 

He found the flight fascinating, and 

spent most of it staring out the windows 

at the ground below. He imagined that 
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this New York had to be a fairly large place even on 

Earth, because it seemed to be back-to-back buildings 

for the entire flight. As Toshiro had promised, the flight 

lasted barely fifteen minutes before the machine settled 

down on a concrete pad close to a large house over- 

looking a bay. The view was beautiful, especially since 

the weather was so nice. The gardens of the house had 

been immaculately landscaped, and the whole place 

reeked of wealth and power. 

Helaine was the first out, eagerly leaving the vehi- 

cle. She and Pixel watched as the young woman and a 

man who had met the helicopter helped the sleeping 

Score into the wheelchair again. 

“I’m glad he didn’t see me,” Helaine muttered to 

Pixel. “He’d never let me forget it if he knew how 

scared I was.” She glared at Pixel. “Don’t you dare 

breathe a word about it!” 

Pixel blushed slightly. “Of course not,” he promised. 

Toshiro had joined them, and he gestured for them 

to follow him. “My aide will bring your friend,” he told 

them. 

“No,” Helaine said very firmly. “I will bring our 

friend.” 

Toshiro bowed slightly. “As you wish.” 
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Pixel realized that Helaine was still very cautious 

about trusting their host and wanted to keep Score 

close to her. He felt a pang of jealousy about this but 

then rebuked himself for feeling that way. Helaine 

was just looking after Score. There was nothing more 

to read into it. 

Toshiro led the way through the beautiful gardens 

toward the house. There was a large pond beside the 

path, with a waterfall at the far end. Pixel saw the 

flicker of color below the water and realized it was 

stocked with fish. Carefully tended plants and trees 

gave the area a lovely look. 

The house was only two stories high, with sleek 

lines and large windows. It had to be big enough to 

hold at least fifty people, but there was no way of 

telling just how many were really there. Pixel was still 

unused to the real world. How many people would it 

take to run a place like this? 

Pixel found the inside of the house to be as rich as the 

exterior. There were works of art, subtle but significant, 

showing taste as well as money. The furniture was func- 

tional and spread out carefully to allow plenty of room 

for the wheelchair. The young woman from the heli- 

copter vanished, leaving them alone with their host. 
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“As I promised you earlier,” Toshiro told Pixel and 

Helaine, “I will now explain the nature of my problem. 

As you can see, I am a wealthy and powerful man.” He 

gestured around the room. “Whatever I wish, within 

limits, I can have. But what I want the most, I am 

denied.” “ 

Pixel narrowed his eyes and studied the man. “So, 

what do you want from us?” he asked suspiciously. 

“Nothing harmful, I assure you,” Toshiro answered. 

“Your friend Score is able to perform magic, is he not?” 

“Yes,” Pixel confirmed. Toshiro already knew at least 

that much. 

“What I require is for him to do one small task for 

mec. 

“If it’s so small,” Helaine asked suspiciously, “why 

can’t one of your own magicians do the trick?” 

“Because they are not that strong,” Toshiro explained. 

“Oh, they were able to trace Score and find out about 

the amulet for me. But beyond that, they are virtu- 

ally powerless. Since Score was able to cross from 

Earth to another world and bring you back with him, 

I imagine he must be a great deal more powerful than 

they are. What is beyond their abilities should be 

within his grasp.” 
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“Perhaps,” agreed Pixel with a shrug. “But we need 

to know what you want before we can tell you whether 

he can manage it.” 

Toshiro nodded. “Please, wake him up, and I will 

show you the nature of my problem.” 

Helaine hesitated, but then bent down to shake 

Score. “Wake up,” she murmured. “It’s time to get to 

work.” 

Score shook his head and then opened his eyes, 

which were red-rimmed and unfocused. “Oh, great. Just 

what I need in this condition.” 

“We don’t have a lot of choice,” Pixel told him. “Mr. 

Toshiro has offered to help us track down the locket if 

you help him first.” 

“Well, that’s something, at any rate.” Score sighed 

and struggled to sit upright. “I feel so drained, though. 

Can I sit this one out?” 

“You're just trying to make me do all the work,” 

Helaine complained. “But I suppose so.” She pushed 

him along after Toshiro while Pixel brought up the 

rear. They went down a long corridor and into anoth- 

er room. 

Pixel’s eyes widened as he looked around. There was 

a large mainframe computer and several workstations 
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around the room. It was, he realized, probably state-of- 

the-art equipment for this world. It looked like an 

antique to him, but he knew it had to be very powerful. 

There was one person in the room waiting for them. 

A girl. Pixel immediately realized why there had been 

plenty of room for Score’s wheelchair: The girl was in 

one of her own. She was petite and dark-haired, very 

pretty and about Pixel’s own age. It was clear that she 

was quite dependent on her wheelchair. 

“My daughter, Destiny,” Toshiro explained, and he 

introduced the three of them to her. 

Destiny gave a slight bow of her head. “I am pleased 

to meet you,” she welcomed them. She saw Pixel 

glance admiringly about the room. “You like my play- 

things?” 

“It’s quite a setup,” he said with a smile. “You must 

be able to do a lot with this.” 

“I can do more with this equipment than most 

research universities,” Destiny said proudly. Then she 

scowled. “Except the one thing that I most desire— 

escape from my prison.” 

Pixel couldn’t help feeling sorry for her. To be 

trapped like she was couldn’t be easy for anyone, espe- 

cially someone as adventurous as Destiny appeared to 
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be. “I’m sorry about that,” he told her honestly. “Isn’t 

there any medical help for you?” 

“No,” Toshiro said. “And, believe me, if there were, 

I would have gladly paid for it. This is what my money 

cannot buy me: my daughter’s freedom to move about 

as she desires.” 

Score managed a very weak laugh. “That’s what you 

want us to do?” he asked. “Cure Destiny?” He tapped 

his own chest with a shaking hand. “Trust me, if any 

of us had any healing ability, I wouldn’t be in this 

shape right now.” 

Pixel winced. Score had been asleep when he and 

Helaine had agreed that they would keep their powers 

quiet. As he feared, Toshiro’s brow furrowed. “You are 

all magicians?” he asked. 

Destiny stared at them, and Pixel could feel the stir- 

tings of magic in the air. “Yes, they are,” she breathed. 

“And so are you,” Pixel answered, knowing she was 

the one who had made the magic stir. “Your father 

neglected to mention that.” 

“There did not seem to be any point,” Toshiro 

answered. “I assume your own oversight was for the same 

reason.” 
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“Three magicians,” Destiny said, a terrible longing 

in her voice. “Well, perhaps none of you alone can 

help me, but all three of you and my own small con- 

tribution might, surely?” 

Pixel didn’t want to raise her hopes any further. “I 

don’t know,” he said, speaking frankly. “Healing isn’t 

one of our talents. We’ve never really tried it.” 

“Please!” Destiny begged. “You must help me! You’re 

my only chance. And then | can help you in seeking 

out Score’s amulet to cure him.” 

Pixel didm’t know what to say. He exchanged a 

glance with Helaine and saw that the same thought 

must have crossed her mind. If there was a chance of 

helping Score, they had to try it. “I think we could 

use some advice,” Pixel finally said. He held in his 

mind the calling spell, one of the very first they had 

ever learned, and then summoned Oracle by reciting 

his name backward. 

“Well, this is an improvement on that jail cell,” 

Oracle remarked, looking around the room. “You seem 

to be moving up in the world.” 

“It may not be their jail cell,” Destiny said, “but it’s 

certainly mine.” 

fe 



Oracle raised an eyebrow. “Making new friends as 

usual?” he asked pleasantly. 

“She needs our help,” Pixel explained. 

“Ah.” Oracle nodded. “A personality transplant, | 

take it?” 

“She wants us to heal her,” Helaine said. 

“We thought you might know if this is possible,” 

Pixel added. “We’ve never tried to do anything like it.” 

He spread his hands helplessly. “And Helaine couldn’t 

bring her Book of Magic with her, so we can’t even 

check for new spells.” 

“You have a book of spells?” Destiny asked, obvious- 

ly impressed. “Ones that actually work?” She gave a 

sharp laugh. “I’ve read plenty here on Earth that claim 

to work, but they never do.” 

“These do,” Helaine admitted. “But I don’t remem- 

ber there being any healing spells.” 

Oracle shook his head. “Healing is a rare art,” he 

replied. “Not many magicians can do it.” He crossed to 

Destiny’s wheelchair and bent to examine her legs. 

“Simple stuff, sure, no problem. Speeding up healing 

for a cut or mending broken bones isn’t too hard. It’s a 

matter of manipulating time mostly, so it takes two 

minutes instead of two months. But curing someone 
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who can’t walk isn’t that simple.” He glanced up. “How 

long have you been like this?” 

“Since I was born,” she said bitterly. “I’ve never been 

able to walk.” 

“Then speeding up time isn’t going to do the slight- 

est bit of good,” Oracle announced. “There’s nothing 

there for it to work on. If they are going to help you, 

it'll have to be some other way.” He stood up. “Well, 

it’s out of my depth, so I’d better go and get an expert 

opinion. If it’s possible, Shanara should know about it. 

Pll be back when I have an answer.” He promptly van- 

ished. 

Toshiro raised an eyebrow. “Is he always like that?” 

“Always,” Pixel confirmed. “You do get used to it 

eventually.” 

“He seemed rather rude,” Destiny commented. 

“That’s just his way,” Score told her. “Look, if you 

don’t mind, I’m just going to doze awhile, to con- 

serve my strength. There’s not much I can do right 

now, anyway.” His eyes closed again, and Pixel and 

Helaine exchanged worried looks. 

Score was clearly getting worse, and they were no 

closer to finding the locket and curing him. Pixel decid- 

ed it was time to get tough. “Look,” he said bluntly to 
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Destiny, “as you’ve seen, we're trying to help you. Now, 

isn’t it about time you helped us a bit in return? What 

do you know about the amulet?” 

Destiny nodded. “Of course. Let’s use the time 

wisely while we’re waiting for Oracle. Come here.” 

She gestured to her computer screen. Pixel drew clos- 

er, as did Helaine. 

“What is that thing?” she asked, staring at the screen. 

“A computer,” Destiny answered. “Haven’t you ever 

seen one before?” 

“She’s from a world that’s still medieval,” Pixel 

explained. “All of this stuff is completely new to her.” 

“Oh.” Destiny chewed her lip for a moment. “I guess 

this is a bit like a scrying pool, where you can call up 

whatever you want on a screen instead of in a pool of 

water. Only it works because of science, not magic. It’s 

very useful.” She tapped a couple of keys, and a picture 

sprang to life. It showed a small silver locket. “This is 

what you need to find. I managed to make an image of 

it after viewing it magically.” 

She sighed in frustration. “I know it’s around some- 

where in the area. Somewhere in New York. I just don’t 

know where. I’ve used my magical skills and my com- 

puter, and all I get is an idea that it’s around. Take a 

look.” She gestured to an image on the monitor. 
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“It doesn’t make a lot of sense,” agreed Pixel. “But 

magic’s like that sometimes. It can get very frustrating.” 

Without letting anyone know what he was doing, Pixel 

closed his hand around the ruby in his pocket and con- 

centrated on the image of the locket. Again, he could 

only sense that it was reasonably close, and to the west. 

Obviously, as Destiny had guessed, it was in New York 

somewhere. 

“Did you miss me?” Oracle asked as he entered the 

room again. “Well, I’ve possibly got some good news 

for you. There may be a way to cure Destiny. Perhaps 

even two ways.” 

“Two?” Destiny sat upright, her face eager. “One 

will do! Tell me!” 
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“Tt’s nice to have an enthusiastic audience,” Oracle 

said appreciatively. “Well, the easiest way is a healing 

spell. I wasn’t sure that there was an appropriate one, 

but Shanara knew one.” He held up a sheet of paper 

with the spell written out on it for them to read. 

“Theoretically, it should work. Practically . . .” He 

spread his hands. “The problem is that it takes a lot of 

magical energy. Neither Shanara nor I could be certain 

that you’d have enough power on Earth for this to work. 

The only way to know would be to try it.” 

“It’s worth a try, surely?” Pixel asked. 

“Definitely!” Destiny eagerly agreed. 

Helaine held up her hand. “What about the second 

way?” she asked. 

“Oh, that.” Oracle grinned. “The same thing, only 

this time on Treen. If you moved there through a Portal, 

then your power levels would increase, and you should 

have enough to effect a cure.” 

Destiny frowned. “Well, if you’re sure that would 

work, why not simply do that instead?” 

“Because it will only work on Treen,” Oracle 

explained. “If you were then to return to Earth, you’d 

resume your current condition. So, if we were to do 

that, you’d have to become an exile from Earth.” He 
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gestured around. “Could you really give up all of this 

so easily?” 

“To be free at last?” Destiny said. “Easily. To be able 

to walk, dance, jump . . . anything would be worth it.” 

“Also,” Oracle added, “there’s no guarantee that 

you would survive the trip to Tréen. Your magical abil- 

ities might not be powerful enough.” 

“Well, let’s try it here first,” Pixel said. “Going to 

Treen can be our backup plan. We’d have to go to 

Central Park, anyway, where the Portal is.” He looked 

at Helaine arid then Destiny. “Did you both memorize 

the spell?” They nodded. “Good. Then let’s link up 

our powers and see if we’re strong enough for it.” He 

held out a hand to each girl. They gripped him, and 

then each other. “Focus,” he commanded. 

It was very strange doing this with Destiny instead of 

Score. Linking up in the past had seemed almost natu- 

ral, the easiest thing in the worlds. Now, though, it felt 

slightly unbalanced. Pixel could feel Destiny’s person- 

ality—very different from Score’s—as part of the merg- 

er. They were connected magically. Pixel could feel the 

magic build. 

Destiny was definitely gifted, but she was not as 

strong as Score. However, she was definitely stronger 
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than Score was at this moment. Pixel felt the magic 

growing and flowing about them as he began to recite 

the words of the spell: Senoj ados oc. The words took 

shape and form, and he could feel the power starting to 

flow. It was as if he were being drained into Destiny’s 

legs. He could almost see the nerves, the blood vessels, 

and the long-useless muscles. It was like a dark pit down 

which they were pouring the light of magic, to illumi- 

nate and strengthen what was there. 

He could feel the muscles start to tense, as power 

flowed into them for the first time. Somehow, he could 

sense that there was a tingling throughout Destiny’s 

limbs as she concentrated. Pixel opened his eyes, the 

power still moving within him. He looked down at 

Destiny’s legs. 

Her toes were twitching slightly. She stared at them 

in awe. “It’s working,” she breathed. “I can feel my toes.” 

“Good,” Helaine said. “Then the spell is doing its 

job.” 

“Perhaps,” Pixel cautioned them. “But it may not be 

quite enough. It’s drained all of my strength for a while. 

But try to walk and see what happens.” 

Destiny nodded eagerly. She pushed back the blan- 

ket covering her. She had shorts on underneath it, 
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showing off her long legs. Her skin was pale, but the 

muscle tone looked good. She gripped the arms of her 

chair and pushed herself upward, strain and hope on 

her face. Her legs connected with the carpet, and she 

grunted as she struggled to stand up. Pixel wanted to 

help her, but knew that he shouldn’t. She had to try 

this alone. 

Slowly, she managed to struggle upright, and then 

stood there, wobbling slightly, her eyes wild with 

excitement. “It’s working!” she breathed. “I’m stand- 

ing up! ?’m” 

Her legs buckled, and she fell forward with a cry of 

disappointment and rage. Pixel and Helaine managed to 

grab her before she slammed into the floor. They low- 

ered her gently back into her wheelchair. Pixel could 

feel the shock and anger coursing through her body. 

“It failed!” she cried, slamming her balled fist down 

on the armrest. “It was so close, and yet it failed!” 

“It was almost enough,” Helaine argued. “A little 

more power and it would have worked.” 

“Then take me to Treen,” Destiny begged. “You can 

surely cure me there.” 

Pixel’s heart was almost broken by the hunger and 

despair in her voice. They had to help her, somehow. 
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“We may not need to go to Treen,” he told her. “The 

problem is that your strength isn’t as much as Score’s. 

If he were linked with us, I’m sure it would work.” 

“Then let’s wake him up and try it,” Destiny said. 

“No.” Pixel shook his head. “Once he’s cured, then 

we can cure you. Right now, he has no strength to spare. 

So it’s imperative that we find the locket fast. That way, 

we'll be able to cure both of you.” 

“IT understand.” Destiny smiled. “I’ll do all I can to 

help you find it. In fact—” 

She broke off as several people suddenly came into 

the room. Three of them were holding guns; the last 

man wasn’t. He was tall, dark-haired, and dressed in 

an impeccable fawn-colored suit. He smiled at them 

without humor. 

“Good afternoon,” he said. “My name’s Tony Caruso. 

I’ve come for my son.” 
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core’s head felt 

fuzzy when he 

awoke, and it took him a moment to 

realize that he was looking up at his 

father from a wheelchair. It didn’t make 

any sense to him, and he decided that he 

wasn’t really awake. This was just a real- 

ly bizarre dream. “Good grief,” he mut- 

tered. “What a lousy nightmare.” 

“It’s not a nightmare, Score,” Helaine 

answered, her voice tense with anger 
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and disgust. “I’m sorry. I should have known there was 

trouble, but I didn’t sense anything.” 

“You tired your magic out attempting to cure 

Destiny,” Pixel explained. “That’s why you had no 

warning.” 

Toshiro stepped forward. “You will please leave 

immediately, Mr. Caruso,” he said smoothly. “You were 

employed to find your son. As you can see, we have 

located him. Your services are no longer required.” 

Bad Tony whirled to glare at him. “Don’t tell me 

where or when my services are required,” he snarled 

and backhanded the businessman, sending him crash- 

ing into the closest computer terminal. “I do what I 

want to do, and nobody tells me no. Not the police, 

not my business associates, and certainly not you.” 

Destiny shot her father a venomous glare. “And you 

thought you could control him!” 

Bad Tony gave her a cold, hard smile. “Kid, nobody 

controls me.” He snapped his fingers, and one of his 

thugs stepped forward. Score recognized him as Brio, 

who had clearly recovered from the beating Helaine 

had given him. “Take my son to the car,” Bad Tony 

ordered, glancing around the room. “If anyone pokes 

their nose out of this door for the next five minutes, 
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it will be shot off their face. And anyone who doesn’t 

think it’ll happen had better have a real good burial 

plan.” 

Score tried to protest, but it was pointless. Brio 

grabbed hold of him and lifted him out of the wheel- 

chair. Score caught a glimpse of Helaine’s face and saw 

the fury in it. He knew she was planning to attack, but 

she didn’t understand what that could lead to here on 

Earth. “Don’t,” he told her, his voice weak and bro- 

ken. “He means it. He’ll kill you.” 

“Listen to my son,” Bad Tony advised her. “You’ve 

got a nice face, and my son obviously likes you. It would 

be a shame to put a hole between your eyes.” 

Score was carried by Brio from the room and through 

the house. It was hard for him to focus on what was hap- 

pening, but he at least managed to keep his eyes open. 

He saw another gunman at the door, holding three of 

the staff at bay. Brio crossed to a dark limo parked by the 

side door and then helped Score in. He wasn’t too gen- 

tle about it, but Score was in no shape to complain. He 

was weaker than he’d ever been. He felt he was only 

hours away from death. 

Why was his father doing this? What did he hope to 

gain by it? Was he so mad at Score that he wanted to 
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hurt him even more than he had already? If so, he was 

too late. Score could hardly hurt more than he did now. 

It was hard for him to stay conscious, and even harder 

to make much sense out of what was happening. 

The car filled with people, all still holding guns. His 

father slid into the seat beside him, propping him up a 

little. At his barked order, the limo pulled away and 

flew down the driveway. 

“We're heading back to the city, Matthew,” Bad 

Tony said. “It looks like you’re going to need a doctor, 

and I know one of the best.” 

“There’s nothing a doctor can do for me,” Score 

informed his father. 

“There had better be,” his father stated coldly. “Or 

else there’s going to be one dead doctor in town tonight. 

Now, quiet. Save your strength. We’ll talk when we 

reach safety.” 

What was the use? Score accepted the inevitable and 

collapsed. In his delirium, he remembered his father 

and all of the terrible things his father had done. He 

had prayed for most of his life to be free from this man, 

and now he was right back in his clutches. What a way 

to die! The blurred, foggy memories abruptly stopped as 

he came awake again. He felt totally drained and com- 
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pletely helpless. He was in a bed in what looked like a 

very expensive hotel room. If this was where his father 

was staying, he was doing all right for himself. And 

probably squeezing the money for it from lots of poor 

victims. A doctor was checking Score’s pulse. The doc- 

tor shook his head. 

“Mr. Caruso, I don’t know what’s wrong with your 

son,” the man said. “It’s nothing I’ve ever seen before. 

It’s not a virus, disease, or poison. It’s as if something 

is simply interfering with his body, shutting it down.” 

“You got” it in one, doc,” Score said weakly. He 

remembered his father’s threat from in the car, and 

turned to Bad Tony. “There’s nothing he can do,” he 

explained. “Don’t blame him.” 

“You were always soft,” his father sneered. Then he 

nodded. “All right.” To the doctor he added, “Get out, 

and take your bag of tricks with you.” The doctor nod- 

ded, snatched up his little black bag, and fled. He 

obviously realized how close he had come to being 

killed. 

Score studied his father and discovered that for the 

first time in his life he wasn’t afraid of the man. Score 

was so used to living with that numbing fear that he 

was astonished to discover it had nearly vanished. It 
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took him a minute to figure out why that should be, 

and then he realized the answer. 

First of all, Bad Tony wasn’t really his father. Foster 

father, maybe. But Score wasn’t his biological son. 

Score had discovered that he had once been one of the 

Triad, one of the former rulers of the Diadem, who had 

escaped being killed by being reborn as a baby on Earth. 

He had no real idea who his true parents were, since he 

knew nothing at all about his real, former life. That had 

been wiped out of his mind when he had been made 

into a child again. But—most importantly—it meant 

that Bad Tony had nothing to do with his creation. 

And, in turn, that Score wasn’t contaminated by Bad 

Tony’s genes. He had always been afraid that he would 

grow up to be like his father. The thought of that had 

scared him as much as Bad Tony himself. 

Also, Score thought, he was dying anyway. There 

was nothing much that Bad Tony could do to him 

now. Knowing this gave Score an odd kind of courage. 

For the first time in his life, his father didn’t terrify 

him any more than the other evil beings he’d faced. 

Bad Tony turned to look at Score again. : 

“You're probably wondering why I spent so much 

time and effort looking for you, Matthew.” 
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“Actually,” Score answered, “I really don’t care. I 

was mostly wondering why you’re not in prison.” 

“Ah, that.” His father—it was hard to think of Bad 

Tony as anything else, despite knowing what he did— 

made a dismissive gesture. “I managed to escape. I’m 

number three on the FBI’s most wanted list.” 

“Well, that must make you very proud,” Score said. 

Bad Tony stared at him. “You’ve changed since I last 

saw you.” 

Score had to laugh at that. “In more ways than you 

could dream. And so have you.” He gestured at the 

room and then let his hand flop back down. He didn’t 

have the strength to hold it up. “This is a bit classier 

than where you had me living.” 

Bad Tony shrugged. “A few of my plans matured 

while you were gone. Which leads me back to why I 

hunted you so hard. I’ve spent years building up my 

empire, Matthew. And getting arrested taught me a 

very important lesson.” 

“That crime doesn’t pay?” suggested Score. 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” his father snapped. “It taught 

me that my empire is only as strong as the people in 

charge. And right now, that’s me.” He leaned forward. 

“What I need is a second in command I can trust.” He 
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grimaced. “You’ve met Brio. He couldn’t even get you 

to come and see me without messing it up. That’s the 

kind of people I have to deal with here. What I need 

is someone with brains and drive.” 

Score could hardly believe what he was hearing. 

“Let me get this straight. Are you trying to make me 

an offer I can’t refuse?” 

Bad Tony spread his hands. “Family is everything, 

Matthew. I want to train you to take this over in case 

anything happens to me.” 

Talk about unexpected! Score didn’t know what to 

say fora moment. Then he snorted. “Get real. Family 

is everything? This from the man who beat the day- 

lights out of me every chance he got?” 

“I did it for your sake,” Bad Tony replied earnestly. 

“It was to make you strong.” 

“It didn’t work,” Score informed him. “It only made 

me hate you.” He sighed. “Whatever gave you the idea 

it would do anything else?” 

“My father did it to me,” Bad Tony answered. “It 

made me tough. He laughed and loved me the day | 

first struck him back. It was training, and it did me no 

harm.” 
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“No harm?” Score could hardly believe his ears. 

“You're in charge of a criminal organization; you’re on 

the run from the FBI; I hate your guts; and you think 

that’s no harm? What world are you living in?” 

“There’s always a downside to everything.” 

“A downside?” Score was astonished at his father’s 

knack for missing the obvious—as usual. “There isn’t 

an upside!” 

“There’s money,” Bad Tony countered. “There’s 

power. There’s respect. And it can all be yours.” 

Score wished he could shake his head, but he knew 

he might faint if he tried. “I don’t care about money. I 

can make as much as I like. Power doesn’t interest me, 

because I’ve got more than you can ever dream of. As 

for respect . . . that I’ve got. You remember those two 

people with me, who you threatened? They’re my 

friends. They’d lay down their lives to help me, and I'd 

do the same for them. That’s respect.” 

Bad Tony shrugged. “If you like them, I’m sure we 

can find them a place in the organization, Matthew.” 

That made Score laugh. “Helaine would rip your 

hired goons apart the first time you tried,” he said 

proudly. “She beat up three of them in thirty seconds 
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flat earlier today. I’ll bet you couldn’t offer Brio enough 

money to face her without a gun in his hand. You’ve 

got a pack of losers here.” 

To Score’s surprise, his father didn’t get mad. “So, 

they’re not the best,” he agreed. “But we can get bet- 

ter. The two of us, together. We can do anything.” 

“You're not listening, are you?” Score was getting 

weak again. He’d have to sleep soon, but he knew it was 

important to get through to his father first. “There’s no 

way I want to join you. And even if there was, it 

wouldn’t matter. I’m dying. And there’s nothing you 

and your contacts and your crooked friends can do 

about it.” 

“You can’t be dying!” Bad Tony cursed. “I won’t 

allow it. Tell me how it’s happened, and I'll fix it. I 

promise you.” 

Score was going to laugh at that, but then a thought 

managed to penetrate his fuzzy mind. “You know, 

maybe you can do something. You remember that 

locket my mother owned. The one with my baby hair 

in it?” 

Bad Tony nodded. “She loved that locket. Yes, I 

remember it. Why?” 
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“That’s what’s killing me.” Score found the energy 

to sit up a little straighter. “I have to get it back.” 

His father scowled. “I don’t understand. What are 

you talking about? How can a locket kill you?” 

“This may be hard to understand,” Score told him. 

“But I have magical abilities—power to do things that 

normal people can’t.” 

Bad Tony shrugged. “Your mother was like that. She 

was a Strega, a wise woman from the old country. She 

had the sight and told me that greatness would come 

from you. -hat’s why I began to train you early, know- 

ing that you would take over for me.” 

“You got it all wrong, as usual,” Score replied. He 

still had a little strength left, so it was important that 

he make his father understand. “Give me a dollar bill.” 

Bad Tony took a roll of cash from his pocket and 

peeled off a crisp bill. He handed it to Score. It was a 

hundred-dollar bill, but Score rolled his eyes and took 

it. He held the edges in both hands, in full view of his 

father. “Watch,” he commanded. Concentrating the 

last of his strength, he focused on the bill. His special 

ability was to change things in small ways, and he con- 

centrated as hard as he could. 
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The bill shifted slightly, and became a thousand- 

dollar bill. 

Bad Tony snatched it from his hands and stared at 

it. He swore in astonishment. His eyes wide, he looked 

up. “You changed it!” 

“I told you,” Score explained. “I can do magic. If I 

were well, I could do a lot more. The problem is, magic 

can also harm me. Someone has that locket and is 

using it to hurt me. I have to find it soon, or I’ll die. 

So—what did you do with it?” 

“Magic,” his father muttered, staring at the thou- 

sand-dollar bill he now held. “This is fantastic. With 

you by my side, there will be nothing we can’t do! You 

will make all things possible for me. Imagine, father 

and son together! We’ll rule this town in weeks!” 

“Will you listen to me for once?” Score yelled. The 

effort left him extremely weak. “I don’t have weeks,” he 

explained, as Bad Tony concentrated on him. “I have at 

most a few hours. If I don’t get that amulet back, I’m 

dead. Do you understand me?” 

“Sure, sure,” Bad Tony said, patting his arm. “Don’t 

worry. It’ll be easy to get back. I know exactly where it 

ise 

Score was astonished. “You do?” 
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His father shrugged. “Sure. I gave it to Toshiro when 

he asked for it. It didn’t seem important at the time. I’ll 

just send a couple of men to get it back. Just relax. It’ll 

be here before you know it.” 

Score collapsed, his strength almost gone. Toshiro 

had the amulet all the time? But why? What was he up 

to? 

And then another thought came to Score: Helaine 

and Pixel were with Toshiro. He must be planning on 

betraying them, too. They were probably being led into 

arttap. os 

And there was no way that he could possibly help 

them. 
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8 

elaine was furi- 

sO Gel mostly with 

herself. How could she have allowed 

those men to take Score? So her magic 

had been drained by the attempt to cure 

Destiny, but that was no excuse! She 

was still uncertain just how effective 

those weapons called guns might be, but 

Pixel, Toshiro, and Destiny seemed to 

fear them. If they hadn’t held her back, 

she’d have chased after Score and his 

father immediately. 

102 



“You’d just get yourself killed,” Pixel told her angri- 

ly. “Those guns shoot small pieces of metal at very 

high speeds. They can make a nasty hole in your body 

before you get anywhere near the person firing.” 

Helaine made a sound of disgust. “That is no weapon 

for a warrior,” she said scornfully. “It is the weapon of a 

coward.” 

“Yes,” agreed Destiny. “But a live coward, as op- 

posed to a dead warrior. Listen to Pixel; he is telling 

you the truth.” 

“So we4ust allow those men to walk off with Score?” 

Helaine demanded. “Destiny, he’s dying. We have to 

do something.” 

“And so we shall,” Toshiro replied. “I have failed 

here by not realizing that Mr. Caruso was so desperate 

to have his son back that he would defy me. I must 

make amends to you for this oversight and set into 

motion a plan to recover him.” 

Pixel nodded. “If you hired him, then presumably 

you know where we might be able to find him.” 

Toshiro considered this. “Since he has defied me, I 

doubt he will be in the same place as before. But I will 

have my men check the place to be certain.” 
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“He’d be an idiot to still be there,” Destiny said 

bluntly. “And he wouldn’t have been a successful crim- 

inal this long if he were a total fool.” 

Helaine was indignant. “If you knew he was a crim- 

inal, then why did you employ him?” 

Toshiro sighed. “Because of his extensive contacts 

in the city. | knew his men would be able to locate 

Score when he arrived. I could not use the legitimate 

authorities because they would have asked too many 

questions that I could not answer. About magic, for 

example.” 

“And also,” Destiny added, “Score ran away from a 

foster home. The police have a record of him. If we had 

alerted them to his presence, they would have taken 

him back into protection. We couldn’t afford that.” 

“Which is why I obtained his release from jail as 

expeditiously as I could,” Toshiro explained. “If they 

had finished checking on him before I could get him 

out, he would have been in serious trouble.” 

“He is in serious trouble,” Helaine pointed out angri- 

ly. “He’s dying, and he’s in the hands of his father. Score 

has told us that his father has mistreated him in the 

past. I imagine he may be trying to injure Score even 

now. So it is imperative that we recover him.” 
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Destiny nodded. “And I’ve a couple of ideas how to 

do it,” she said. “First of all, I did manage to track down 

a suite of rooms in a hotel overlooking Central Park 

that were booked under an alias Tony Caruso often 

uses. I suspect that this may be where he has taken 

Score.” < 

Toshiro raised an eyebrow. “Very efficient,” he said 

warmly. “I will see about arranging some men. We can 

raid the place and—” 

“—_get Score killed,” Helaine said coldly. “No. He is 

our friend. We will recover him.” 

“You don’t know New York,” Destiny objected. 

“No,” agreed Helaine. “But we do know Score, and 

we do know how to handle trouble. Score did mention 

that there is a law against carrying weapons, but his 

father seems to be ignoring it, and | think it is time that 

I did, too. Can you help me with this?” 

“Of course,” Toshiro answered. “But you do not know 

how to use a gun, and it will take time to learn.” 

Helaine gave him a disdainful look. “I would not use 

a coward’s weapon. | require something with a blade. 

And also a bow and arrows, if you have them.” 

“Indeed.” Toshiro gestured to the door. “Please come 

with me.” 
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“T’ll stay here with Destiny,” Pixel said. “I’m out of my 

depth with any weapons, but maybe I can help her with 

the computers, in case we can find out anything else.” 

Helaine nodded and then followed the businessman 

to another room. This room contained what looked 

like a collection of art dedicated to his homeland. 

Helaine’s eyes widened slightly at what she saw there. 

There were two complete suits of armor, made from 

wood by the look of them. And there was a wall filled 

with weapons of all kinds. 

“Japanese fighting arts,” Toshiro explained. “They 

are decorative as well as functional. Do you know about 

throwing stars or nunchuks?” 

“No,” Helaine answered. “But I know about these.” 

She picked up a short bow and a quiver of arrows. 

“They’re perfect.” Slinging them over her shoulder, 

she went on to where several swords were mounted on 

the wall. Unfortunately, the most superb swords were 

too large for concealment. There were several sets of 

smaller swords, though, in matched pairs. 

“Katana,” Toshiro explained. “They are generally 

used together.” 

Helaine drew one of the slightly curved blades and 

then hefted it to get a feel for it. It was oddly balanced, 
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but she could compensate. “I’ve never been very good 

with traditions,” she said. “I’ll take just this one.” She 

returned it to its sheath. “This should work. I need a 

way to conceal my weapons.” 

“Tm sure I can find something,” he replied. “I will go 

inquire. I shall meet you back in my daughter’s room.” 

Helaine nodded and headed back to Destiny and 

Pixel. Toshiro was being very helpful at last, now that 

his own plans seemed to have taken a turn for the 

worse. Helaine didn’t have much of a plan of her own 

other than to locate and rescue Score. She’d work out 

the details later. 

Pixel glanced up from the computer with a slight 

smile as she arrived. “We’re getting somewhere,” he - 

announced. “I think we’ve figured out where the 

amulet must be hidden. There is, apparently, a very 

large building in New York called the Empire State 

Building.” 

“Score mentioned it,” Helaine remembered. 

“Yes.” Pixel grinned. “It fits the clues we’ve been 

given so far. The picture clue was of the building. We 

saw it in fragments, but Destiny recognized it. The 

intersection of the thirty-four and the five must mean 

that it’s on 34° Street and 5 Avenue. And the other 
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clue was a map of Manhattan—which is apparently 

the name of a part of New York. It shows the place 

where we arrived, Central Park. And it says ‘where 

you start is where you end.’ It has to mean that we 

should finish up there, of course. But first, the Empire 

State Building. I think that if I go there and use my 

ruby, I may be able to find the locket.” 

“Which is great news,” Destiny chimed in. “Once 

you've recovered that, you can use it to make Score 

well. Then the three of you can cure me.” 

Helaine realized with a little anger that Destiny was 

focused more on her own healing than on Score’s safe- 

ty. But then, she could hardly blame Destiny too 

much. She’d lived like this for years, and, besides, she 

didn’t really know Score very well. Helaine shrugged. 

“Then we shall have to split up,” she decided. “I will 

go after Score, while Pixel will go for the amulet. 

Once we have them both, we can link up and cure 

him.” 

“I wish I could go with you,” Destiny said. “But I 

would only slow you down.” 

“We know you want to help,” Pixel said kindly. “But 

you're right; there’s nothing you can really do at the 

moment. We have to do this ourselves.” 
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“Actually, there is something I can do,” the young 

girl replied. “Neither of you knows New York at all, so 

you're bound to run into problems. I can at least offer 

you advice and assistance.” She reached over to the 

computer desk and pulled out two small devices that 

were clearly meant to be handheld. She gave one to 

each of them. “A cellular phone,” Destiny explained. 

She showed Helaine how to open it up. “It’s linked 

directly to me. You just press this button, and I'll 

answer. That way, if you run into trouble, I’ll be able to 

help out. 

Helaine nodded. That made sense. It was rather like 

the technological answer to telepathy, she supposed. 

“Thank you. Now, how can we get from here back to 

New York? I would prefer not to fly again, if that’s at all 

possible.” Her stomach rebelled at the mere thought. 

“That’s just as well,” Destiny answered. “Bad Tony 

expected us to follow him. One of his men shot up the 

controls of the helicopter so we couldn’t fly. A limo 

might get you back, but with the traffic problems, that 

could take a while. Your best bet would be the subway.” 

Helaine frowned. “What’s a subway?” 

“An underground train,” Destiny answered. Then, 

obviously realizing that wasn’t enough of an explanation, 
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she added, “Carriages that are drawn by engines. They 

travel below the ground in tunnels and can move very 

fast.” 

“It sounds dreadful,” Helaine said honestly. “But if 

it is fast, I will try it.” 

“Then you will need money,” Destiny said. She 

opened a compartment in her wheelchair and took out 

a stack of the green pieces of paper like the ones Score 

had used earlier. “Take these; they will help.” 

“This is what you call money?” asked Helaine, 

studying the papers. They all looked alike, except that 

the numbers in the corners and the faces on some were 

different. 

“Yes.” Destiny quickly explained about the different 

denominations, and Helaine began to understand the 

system. It was similar to on her own world, except 

there for trade they used coins of gold, silver, copper, 

and bronze. 

“Do you use this money, too?” she asked Pixel. 

“T don’t think so,” Pixel replied. “I believe it’s all done 

electronically on my world.” 

Helaine didn’t have a clue as to what that meant, but 

she didn’t really care. “Then we are just about ready to 

go,” she declared. 
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“You just need these,” Destiny told her, handing each 

of them a sheet of paper. Helaine examined hers and 

discovered that it was a map. It showed the hotel over- 

looking Central Park. Pixel’s showed the way to the 

Empire State Building. “If you get lost or have any prob- 

lems, call me and I'll help out.” 

At that moment Toshiro returned, carrying a long 

bag with handles. “This should be what you require,” 

he said to Helaine. Indeed it was; her bow, arrows, and 

sword fit into it well. There was another of those 

tongue-and-teeth things on the side, which opened to 

reveal a pocket. She placed her phone, map, and half 

of the money in it. Pixel put his own into his pockets. 

“Then we are ready,” Helaine declared. “Where is 

this underground carriageway you mentioned locat- 

ed?” 

“T will have the car take you to it,” Toshiro told her. 

“Once you are there,” Destiny added, “take the sub- 

way to the city. Then change for another that will take 

you closer to where you need to be. You'll find it’s a lot 

faster than walking.” She gave them a timid smile. 

“Good luck, and stay in touch.” 

Helaine nodded curtly. Pixel thanked Destiny again 

for her help. He seemed to be quite taken with the girl. 
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Helaine snorted to herself. Boys were like that—a pret- 

ty girl and they were fawning all over her. Thank good- 

ness Pixel never did that to her! 

Then Toshiro led the way out of the house, to 

where another of the large cars called a “limo” was 

waiting. He gave instructions to the driver, and they 

were off. 

“That guy has got to be amazingly rich,” Pixel said. 

“Tl wonder how many more of these cars he’s got?” He 

reached out and opened a small compartment to reveal 

a tiny food-and-drink area. “Wow! It’s really stocked.” 

“It would be useful to have one of these on our jour- 

neys,” Helaine said. “They move quickly and carry 

their own food.” 

“But they run on gasoline,” Pixel told her. “And 

there’s not a lot of that to be found easily in the 

Diadem.” 

Helaine didn’t know what he was talking about, but 

it was obviously a reason why they couldn’t simply 

take a limousine with them when they left the Earth. 

A shame. She was actually starting to like this mode 

of transport. 

The ride took about twenty minutes, and then the 

driver let them out. He gestured to a set of steps lead- 
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ing down into the ground. “You go down there and 

buy your tokens at the bottom,” he explained. “Then 

follow the signs for New York.” 

Helaine thanked him and started down the steps. It 

felt like the time they had gone into the goblin caves, 

though these caves were at“least brightly lit. Quite a 

few other people were heading in the same direction, 

and Helaine had to take care that her bag wasn’t jos- 

tled. As the driver had said, there was a booth at the 

end of the passage, where a woman sat taking the 

green paper money. Helaine handed over one of hers. 

“Two,” she told the woman. The woman nodded and 

handed her back some papers and small coins. 

Helaine and Pixel stumbled forward, following the 

crowd. Their way was blocked by metal spikes that cut 

off the passageway. They wouldn’t move, and Helaine 

didn’t know what to do. Someone behind them called, 

“Move it, kid!” Helaine had no clue how. 

An elderly woman tapped her on the hand. “You’re 

from out of town, aren’t you?” she asked, kindly. “Just 

drop a token in the slot. That coin, there.” 

Helaine did as she was told, and then discovered that 

the spikes rotated to allow her through. She thanked 

the woman, who smiled. “I was new at this once, too. 
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You going to the city? Then come with me. I'll show 

you the right way.” 

Gratefully, Helaine and Pixel followed her down 

another corridor and then down a flight of steps. They 

were now in a vast cave that had been lined and lit 

well. Tunnels led off from it, with metal rails in them. 

Helaine started to move toward one of these, but the 

elderly woman stopped her. 

“You have to wait on the platform,” she explained. 

“Don’t ever try to go down there. The rails are electri- 

fied.” | 

That didn’t make a lot of sense to Helaine. She had 

a vague idea of what electricity was, because lightning 

was made from it. She knew it was dangerous, and she 

couldn’t help wondering how the people of New York 

had managed to bottle up lightning, or even why they 

would want to do so. 

A moment later, there was a howling sound, followed 

by a rattling noise. Helaine saw lights moving from one 

end of the tunnel, and then something that was obvi- 

ously a train drew closer and stopped. She studied it 

curiously, and then jumped when two doors slid open 

without anyone touching them. This place was aston- 

ishing! If she didn’t know better, she’d have assumed 

that this was being done by magic. 
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The elderly woman guided them on. The carriage 

was quite full, so Helaine had to grab hold of a strap 

that hung from the ceiling. Then the doors closed, and 

the train started up with a shudder that almost knocked 

her from her feet. It shot through the tunnel, shaking 

and rattling all the while. It was probably the most 

uncomfortable form of transport Helaine had tried yet, 

but it did have one advantage: She couldn’t see outside. 

It was totally black, which meant that she couldn’t see 

how fast they were traveling. That suited her just fine. 

The ridé wasn’t too long. As they came to another 

station, the elderly woman smiled and asked them 

where they were going. She then guided them to 

where they could take the trains they needed. Helaine 

and Pixel thanked her, and she went off smiling. 

Helaine looked thoughtfully at Pixel. “Now we must 

part,” she said. “Once you have the amulet, head for 

Central Park. I will do the same when I have Score. 

There is a small lake at the southern end. We will meet 

there.” 

Pixel nodded. “Good luck,” he told her. 

“Thank you. May fortune smile on you.” Helaine 

turned and headed in the direction that the woman had 

told her to go. She knew which train she needed, and 

now she knew how this system operated. She would be 
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at the hotel very shortly, and then she would work out 

how to save Score. It was that simple. . . 

But, to be honest, she had to admit that she was also 

rather scared. She was coping, thanks to the kindness 

of others, but this was still a very strange town and one 

where she could easily run into trouble again. And 

added to that, she didn’t know how long she had left 

to rescue Score. For all she knew, he might even be 

dead by now. No! She would never think that. She 

had to be able to save him. It was impossible that after 

all they had been through, he would be dead now. She 

had to be in time. She had to be! 
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ye 

ixel stood at the 

pP very bottom of the 

Empire State Building, looking up. It 

was actually quite impressive, at least 

for real life. He could see why it might 

be famous on this planet. But he wasn’t 

here to be a tourist. It was important that 

he get on with his mission. He touched 

the ruby in his pocket and focused in on 

the amulet. 

This time, there was a much stronger 

impression. Upward! He had to be a lot 
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closer. The clue had worked out after all. Now, how 

was he supposed to find the locket? He walked into 

the lobby of the building and through the crowds. 

People were taking photos of the interior. Well, it was 

very nice, but he had no time for this. He had to get 

up. But how far? There was a man behind a desk, obvi- 

ously some sort of a host. Pixel approached him and 

asked how he could get up. 

“To the left,” the man replied, gesturing. “Then right. 

Down a level, and you buy a ticket.” 

A ticket? Pixel was getting confused. Why did you 

need to buy a ticket to go up inside a building? These 

Earthlings were very odd. Still, he had no option. He 

followed the directions and discovered that he was at 

some kind of an attraction. That at least explained the 

need for tickets. The line was fairly long, but it moved 

quickly. With the money that Destiny had given him, 

he bought his ticket for the “observation deck,” what- 

ever that might be, and then he followed the crowd to 

an elevator. 

This he understood from his time in Virtual Reality. 

Elevators were devices to move you up to the next level 

of a game. Had he somehow become a part of a com- 

puter game? Or was this city just stranger than he had 
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imagined? The ride up was swift, and he got out on the 

last level with the others. He had to transfer to anoth- 

er elevator, and then he reached the observation deck. 

It was astonishingly crowded. This was clearly a 

famous place in New York City. People, some speaking 

strange languages, most carrying cameras, swirled 

around him. He passed souvenir stands, many of them 

selling items with a large ape on them. He didn’t know 

what that signified, perhaps a local god. 

The view from the edge was quite spectacular. He 

could see’all across this New York. There was a large 

area of green to the north that he realized was Central 

Park. He could see the river between New York and 

Long Island. There were many other tall buildings in 

view, which the visitors all seemed to appreciate. 

But that wasn’t why he was here. Ignoring the crowd, 

Pixel concentrated on the ruby again. His mind quest- 

ed for the amulet, and he found it almost instantly. He 

could detect it just over the edge of the building. Pixel 

moved to the correct spot and looked down. The ruby 

showed it some six feet away, but nothing was visible. 

It had to be under some kind of a spell—which 

made sense. There was no way without magic of some 

kind to hide anything under the gaze of all of these 
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people. Using the ruby, he could see that it lay on a 

net that surrounded the building. Pixel didn’t under- 

stand why there should be netting there, but that must 

have something to do with the Earthlings’ way of 

thinking. It wasn’t important. The problem was that, 

with the wires and mesh around the building, he 

couldn’t get to the amulet, even though he could “see” 

it with the ruby. Now what? He had to recover it, or 

Score would die. But how? Aside from the ruby, he 

had three other gems that he could use to amplify his 

weak magical abilities. He had a beryl, which con- 

trolled the element of Air. But the amulet wasn’t made 

of air. It was metal, which was controlled by the Earth- 

element gem. He had a topaz, which controlled Fire. 

Again, that wasn’t of any use. And, finally, he had a 

jacinth. That would bring people or animals to him if 

he called them. It only worked on living things, though, 

so the amulet wouldn’t come to him. 

Pixel was in a jam. If only he had his full powers, he 

might be able to do something. If only he had Helaine’s 

sapphire, which could levitate things! But weakened as 

he was, he was stuck. None of his gems seemed to offer 

him any help. Nothing he had could make him rise in 

the air. 
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Or could it? The beryl controlled the element of 

Air... Pixel thought for a moment. If he couldn’t get 

the amulet using air, perhaps he could do it a bit more 

circuitously. He couldn’t bring the amulet to him, but 

perhaps he could bring himself to the amulet . . . 

Holding the beryl tightly; Pixel concentrated. He 

visualized the air in front of him solidifying, making 

steps. He focused all of his remaining power into the 

task, ignoring the crowds who pressed about him. One 

of the tourists gave a cry and moved away from him, 

puzzled by something. Pixel raised a foot, and discov- 

ered that there was an invisible step in front of him! 

He had done it—he had made the air solidify! He 

moved to the next step, eager to be over and beyond 

the fence. 

One of the tourists screamed. “He’s going to jump!” 

Pixel abruptly realized the point of the fence and 

nets. Some Earthlings must use this place to throw 

themselves to their deaths. He couldn’t understand it 

himself, but he realized that it explained the arrange- 

ments here. Still, since he wasn’t trying to kill himself, 

he ignored the cry. 

The security guards didn’t. Three of them ran toward 

him as he reached the top of his invisible steps. The lead 

121 



one called to him, “Don’t be crazy, kid! Don’t do it! 

Come down from there!” 

Pixel smiled at him. “I’ll be back in a minute,” he 

promised. “I just have to get something.” 

“Don’t!” the man cried, as Pixel stepped over the 

fence. He lunged for Pixel, but slammed into the invis- 

ible steps instead and fell, winded, to the ground. 

Several people screamed as Pixel moved down to the 

net. They clearly expected him to plunge to his death. 

They must think he was crazy. Pixel ignored them and 

hurried down his steps. The amulet was still not visible, 

but he could feel it when he reached for it. Snatching 

it up, he walked back to the observation deck. 

The crowd had fallen silent; several of them had 

fainted. Seeing a person walking on thin air must have 

been too much for them. Pixel felt rather guilty, but 

there was nothing he could do about it. He dissolved 

the steps behind him, so nobody else would be tempt- 

ed to try what he had. 

Chaos soon broke loose. Pixel probed the amulet, 

trying to break the invisibility spell. As he did, the 

three security guards rushed toward him. They must 

have been unhappy with his actions, Pixel guessed. 

They clearly wanted to take him into custody, which 
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might mean the police again. Now that he had the 

amulet, Pixel couldn’t risk it. 

Using the topaz, he sent fire at the three men. 

All three flung themselves aside, trying to douse the 

magical flames, though without much success. Finally 

they ignored Pixel and ran into the building. Pixel 

released the flames, grinning to himself. He was doing 

very well. These New Yorkers were completely unused 

to magic, and he started to feel very secure. Slipping 

the amulet into his pocket, he hurried inside. The 

three guards were using some sort of fire extinguisher, 

which meant that they were too busy to pay attention 

to him. Excellent. He slipped into the elevator and 

descended. 

A few minutes later, he was outside on Fifth Avenue. 

According to the map that Destiny had created for 

him, if he followed this road, he would come to Central 

Park. He was feeling really good. So far, his mission had 

gone very well. He had retrieved the locket and was on 

his way to the rendezvous with Helaine. Everything 

was fine. 

He hurried along with the crowds, crossing the 

streets when he could until he came to the southern 

boundary of the park. He saw the horse-drawn carriages 
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that Score had pointed out earlier and the rows of trees 

beyond. Perfect! When the lights changed, he hurried 

across and went into the park. 

Helaine had said to meet her by the lake at the 

south edge of the park. The path he was on led him 

there very quickly. He looked around, but there was 

no sign of her yet. He must have been a lot quicker 

with his part of the task than she had been. Touching 

the ruby, he focused in on finding her. In the tingling 

of magic, he sensed that she was still south of him. She 

must still be trying to get Score free. For a moment, he 

considered going to try and help her, and then he real- 

ized that this wasn’t a very good idea. Helaine was 

wonderful at fighting, and if he blundered in, he’d 

only distract her. The best thing was for him to wait 

here as they had planned. 

But that was easy to say. He couldn’t help wonder- 

ing if she was in some sort of trouble. Maybe he really 

ought to go looking for her? Maybe she really needed 

his help... 

Pixel didn’t know what to do. He agonized over the 

decision for several minutes before he realized that 

someone was approaching him. He broke out of his 

reverie and looked up. 
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It was Toshiro hurrying toward him. 

What was he doing here? It didn’t make any sense 

to Pixel. “Mr. Toshiro!” he exclaimed. “Is something 

wrong?” 

“No, my young friend,” Toshiro replied. “Everything 

is perfectly fine. You have recovered the amulet?” 

“Yes,” Pixel answered. He drew it from his pocket. 

It was still invisible, covered by its spell, but he could 

feel the weight of it. “Why?” 

“T needed to be certain,” Toshiro answered. He turned 

back to call over his shoulder, “Destiny! He is here!” 

Pixel turned to look, and as he did so, he saw that 

Toshiro was moving toward him. He tried to turn back 

but he was too slow. The businessman reached him 

and clamped a damp piece of cloth over his mouth and 

nose. He took an involuntary deep breath. 

Pixel found that his vision was getting all fuzzy and 

his legs no longer supported him. Buckling at the knees, 

he collapsed forward. 

The last thing he heard was Toshiro saying, “Phase 

three is now complete. In moments, Score will be ours!” 
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LO 

core knew he was 

dying, and it left 

him almost with a feeling of peace. It 

wasn’t so bad when he slept, because 

then the pain went away. And the 

dreams began. 

Score couldn’t remember his mother 

very well. She’d died when he was nine, 

and the years after that had been sheer 

terror for him. That was when Bad Tony 

had taken to beating him. While he was 

awake, all Score could remember about 
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his mother was that she had sung to him a lot, and com- 

forted him. That they had huddled together to escape 

from Bad Tony. He knew she had long dark hair that 

shone in the sunlight, and big, dark eyes that seemed to 

see right inside you. But when he slept, Score could see 

his mother perfectly. Oh, it was just dreaming, of 

course, and the things he dreamed probably never had 

happened and never could have happened. But they 

made him feel a lot better. If he died, then he would be 

with his mother again, and everything would be all 

right. The’only thing that made dying less attractive to 

him was that he had started to enjoy being with 

Helaine and Pixel. He’d miss the two of them. And 

crotchety old Thunder the unicorn, too. Even Oracle. 

And Shanara, because she was so nice and very, very 

pretty... 

Pain racked his body. He could feel death creeping 

up on him, shutting down cells, whole portions of his 

body, bit by precious bit. Each time he dozed off, he 

wondered if he would ever wake up. He enjoyed walk- 

ing in his dreams with his mother through flower- 

strewn meadows and talking to her. When he awoke 

again, he couldn’t remember what they had actually 
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talked about, but he was left with a feeling of peace— 

until the first spasm of pain kicked in again. 

Score drank some water, the only thing he could 

keep down. He hadn’t eaten since he’d come to Earth, 

however long ago that had been. He simply had no 

stomach for food. He glanced blearily at the clock 

beside the bed; it was 4:32, presumably in the after- 

noon. It had to be the same day he had arrived, because 

Score knew he’d never have survived a full night. 

Why had he woken up? Even though he was tired, he 

couldn’t settle back to sleep. Something was nagging at 

him, something that wouldn’t allow him to dream. 

Then it came again, and Score realized what was 

happening. *Score! Are you still with us?* 

*Helaine?* he called back, forced to concentrate 

and knowing how weak his mental voice would: be. 

*Where are you?* 

*] knew you weren’t dead yet,* she said in relief. 

*You’re too argumentative to let death take you with- 

out a fight. Hang on, I’m coming in after you.* 

*Hang on?* Score was worried and shocked. 

*Helaine, my father’s men will kill you!* 

*They’ll try,* she answered. *I’ll be with you in a 

minute. I’ve got to go.* The mental contact was broken. 
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The idiot! What did she think she was doing? There 

were at least six or seven of Bad Tony’s gang here in 

the suite of rooms, and they all had guns. Helaine 

couldn’t possibly take them all out. She was going to 

get herself killed! 

Score summoned every last ounce of his strength. 

He knew that he couldn’t just lie in bed and let her 

walk into her own death. He had to help somehow, no 

matter what the effort cost him. He couldn’t let her 

die for him. Ignoring the pain as best he could and 

fighting off the blackness that was trying to claim him, 

Score managed to stumble out of the bed. Leaning 

against the wall, he fought for his breath. His heart 

was pounding, and there was pain in every joint. He’d 

have to ignore it somehow. Using the wall for support, 

he staggered across the room to the door. Red slashes 

filled his vision, but he didn’t care. Helaine (the idiot) 

would need his help. 

It took him three attempts to grip the handle and 

open the door. He glanced through the gap and saw 

that three of the thugs were sitting in the outer room. 

One was smoking, and two were playing cards. All 

three had guns close to their hands and nasty looks in 

their eyes. They were here to guard him, of course, so 
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he was safe from them. Helaine wouldn’t be. And if 

there were three here, that meant that there had to be 

another three out in the corridor. How could Helaine 

get past them all? 

Well, she was pretty resourceful. But she also needed 

help. Score’s fist closed over the amethyst in his pock- 

et. This changed the size of anything he could concen- 

trate on. He didn’t have much strength, so he had to be 

careful. He concentrated on the smoker’s gun first. He 

reached inside it with his power and could feel the bul- 

let in the chamber, ready to fire. Using the amethyst, he 

concentrated, and expanded the bullet very slightly in 

size. Now, if the man tried to use the gun, the bullet 

would jam, rendering the weapon useless. 

The effort left Score weak and trembling. He had so 

little strength left that he knew he wouldn’t be able to 

repeat the magic on the other guns. Instead, he decided 

to try the jasper next. This gave him the power of sight 

and took less out of him. He concentrated on finding 

Helaine. If he knew what she was doing, he might be 

able to help her somehow. 

He found Helaine in the room above his own. She 

was approaching the window and had made a rope out 

of shredded bedsheets. She had tied the makeshift rope 
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to the table in the room. In his fuzzy state, it took him 

a moment to realize what he was seeing. Then he 

smiled. Clever girl! She’d realized that there would be 

guards in the corridor outside the rooms he was being 

kept in, so she’d gone to the next floor up and some- 

how broken into the room directly above them. She 

was going to come down outside and then attack from 

there. She had a bow and arrows at the ready and a 

sword of some kind strapped to her waist. 

He was proud of her, but at the same time scared for 

her. She was still going to get herself killed. She’d be 

coming through the window in about thirty seconds. 

She might be able to get one of the thugs, but the 

other two were bound to shoot her. She just didn’t 

understand what she was up against. 

Well, he’d have to try and give her a chance. He 

released the jasper and could now see the gunmen 

again. Score was on the verge of collapse, but he 

wouldn’t let go until Helaine was safe. He gripped his 

chrysolite, which gave him control over the element 

of Water. The smoker was harmless now, but the two 

gamblers weren’t. They were drinking beer from bot- 

tles as they played. As one of them raised a bottle to 

drink from it, Score used all of his remaining strength 
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on the liquid. He exploded it outward, heating it as he 

did so. 

A stream of burning alcohol flamed over the man’s 

face. He screamed and fell backward, flailing at his 

burning skin. Score’s knees gave way, and he collapsed 

to the floor, staring through the gap in the door. The 

man wouldn’t be badly hurt, Score knew, and he was 

mostly suffering from shock. The other player had also 

jumped to his feet, and the smoker cursed and rose. 

The window exploded, and Helaine was in the 

room. The bow was in her hands, and an arrow on its 

way before the men could react. Score grinned. She’d 

targeted the second card player, whose hand was 

fastest toward his gun. The arrow slammed into his 

shoulder, knocking him from his feet and into the 

wall. 

The smoker’s cigarette fell and his gun came up. It 

clicked harmlessly, and he stared at it in shock. 

Helaine’s second arrow sent him spinning to the carpet. 

The other man had managed to beat out the flames 

on his face. Too late, though. Helaine used the hilt of 

her sword to stun him. Then she looked around the 

room and saw Score in the doorway, struggling to rise. 

She gave a cry and hurried to him. 
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“What do you think you’re doing?” she demanded, 

helping him to his feet. 

“That’s a trick question, right?” Score replied. “The 

correct answer is either helping you or dying.” 

“You idiot,” Helaine told him. “But thank you for 

stopping that man with the gun.” 

“Anytime.” Score was now too weak to stand alone. 

His vision was also getting very shaky. “But how did 

you get in that room above this?” 

“There was a cleaning wench with a key,” Helaine 

said proudly. “I forced her to give it to me, and I locked 

her in another room, where she will be no trouble.” 

Score sighed. “Remind me to tell you all about tele- 

phones sometime,” he said. “By now, | would think hotel 

security and the police are on their way, looking for a 

crazy girl armed with a sword and a bow and arrows. 

We'd better get out of here.” 

“That was my plan,” Helaine answered. “With luck, 

by now Pixel has the amulet.” 

“Oh,” Score tried to focus. “Then you guys figured 

out that Toshiro had it, and that he’s behind this 

whole thing?” 

“Toshiro?” Helaine stared at him. “You must be 

feverish.” 
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“Oh, great,” Score groaned. “You didn’t know that? 

So I’m sure he’s set up a trap, and Pixel’s naive enough 

to walk right into it. And they’re expecting us to do 

the same.” 

Helaine thought furiously. “But the amulet was hid- 

den at the Empire State Building,” she objected. “Why 

would he do that?” 

“Figuring out plots is Pixel’s specialty, not mine,” 

Score answered. “Especially not when I’m in this state. 

But I’d say it was for one of three reasons—or maybe all 

three. First, to make me as weak as possible. Second, 

because if he kept it, we might have been able to detect 

it and figure out he was behind everything earlier. And 

third, I think he needed time to set up his real trap.” 

“Which is?” 

“How should I know?” Score growled. “I’m dying. I 

can’t think of everything. It’s time you used your brain 

instead of your muscles for once. Incidentally, there 

are guards outside the door. How are we going to get 

out of here?” 

“Well, first of all,” Helaine replied, “I’m going to use 

my muscles.” She dropped all her weapons and 

scooped him up in her arms. “You’re obviously not 

strong enough to walk, so I’ll have to carry you.” 
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“T always knew I’d get carried away one day,” Score 

joked weakly. “I never figured it would be in your arms, 

though.” 

Helaine blushed and glared at him. “I’m only doing 

this because we have no choice. Now, shut up and let 

me concentrate.” She held her onyx in one fist. This 

was the stone that gave her the power to change her 

shape. Last time she’d used it, she’d become a uni- 

corn. 

“You don’t have the power to shape-shift on Earth,” 

he objected. 

“IT don’t need to shape-shift,” she replied. “I just need 

something a lot simpler—an illusion of another form.” 

She concentrated, and suddenly Score was being held 

in Bad Tony’s arms. He was very impressed. 

She opened the door and stepped out. There were 

two guards in the corridor, both of whom looked at 

“Bad Tony” in shock. 

“Boss!” one exclaimed. “How did you get back in here 

without us seeing you?” 

Helaine managed to make her voice lower and raspy. 

It wasn’t quite like Score’s father’s, but it would do. 

“There’s been trouble, you idiots. Get inside and sort it 

out. I’m taking Score to safety.” 
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Both men rushed into the room. Helaine stabbed 

at the elevator button, and the doors opened imme- 

diately. Once inside, she hit the button for the lobby. 

Score was still managing to stay awake, though bare- 

ly. Helaine had obviously figured out how to use ele- 

vators, he realized. 

“Not bad, eh?” she asked him, proud of herself. 

“My father always calls me Matthew, not Score,” he 

replied. “Even those bozos are going to figure it out 

sooner or later. Then they'll be on our trail again. But 

it was pretty good.” 

The doors opened, and Helaine carried Score out. 

He knew they were conspicuous, but there wasn’t a lot 

he could do about it. He had no strength to stand up 

alone. He glanced across the lobby and said, “Trouble.” 

Helaine saw what he meant. Two police cars had 

pulled up outside the hotel, and policemen were get- 

ting out. As he’d feared, the maid must have called for 

help. “Now what?” she asked. 

“You'd better stop looking like my father,” Score 

told her. “He’s a wanted man. You'll be safer as your- 

self.” He glanced around. “Head for those chairs and 

set me down.” There was a cluster of comfy chairs, 

which might be just what they needed. 
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Helaine immediately became herself again, and she 

laid him gently in one chair, seating herself in the one 

next to him. “They might be looking for me,” she mur- 

mured as the police started to enter the lobby. 

“Pretend to kiss me,” he said. “That way, they won’t 

see our faces.” 

“What?” Helaine looked outraged. 

“Just do it,” he gasped. “I haven’t much strength left 

to fake that I’m enjoying it.” She hesitated a moment, 

and then grabbed him clumsily, holding her face close 

to his. He could feel her breath on his cheek. “And 

tell me when the coast is clear,” he added. “I can hard- 

ly see anything right now.” He wished he were feeling 

stronger, so he could enjoy Helaine’s discomfort more. 

She must be hating this, and he wasn’t awake enough 

to appreciate her distress. 

“They’ve all entered the elevator,” she murmured. 

“Time to go,” he said faintly. “I’m sorry; I can’t last 

any longer.” 

He closed his eyes and collapsed. 

137 



if 

VY ¥ claine stared at 

Score, afraid he’d 

died on her. But she was still close 

enough to him in their pretend kiss to 

feel his faint breath on her skin. He 

wasn’t dead yet, but he was very close. 

The time for subtlety was past. She 

scooped him up and hurried for the 

door. The doorman hastily opened it for 

her, staring. 

“I guess my kiss was too much for 

him,” Helaine told the man. She flashed 
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him a smile and hurried out. Central Park was just 

across the road, but there was so much traffic! She had 

figured out by now that the best places to cross were by 

the strange lights that changed colors, so she dashed 

across the road, heedless of whether the cars had come 

to a complete halt. People were staring at her, but she 

no longer cared. All that mattered now was to get Score 

and the amulet together. 

Then she plunged into the park. She’d memorized 

the map that Destiny had given her, and she knew the 

way to the lake where Pixel should be waiting. Except 

Score had said it would be a trap—that Toshiro had 

had the amulet all along and had plotted all of this. It 

didn’t make any sense to Helaine, but she realized that 

Score was probably right. This meant that Toshiro had 

both Pixel and the amulet. And that he was laying 

down a trap for Helaine and Score. 

Well, there was nothing she could do about that. If 

Toshiro had the amulet, then she’d have to allow her- 

self to be captured in order to get it back. It was the 

only way to save Score right now. After that, she’d fig- 

ure Out some way to escape the trap. 

Hopefully, this plan would work. If not . . . enough 

planning! She’d do whatever it took to save Score’s life. 
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She arrived at the lake and glanced around. There 

were plenty of people here, but no sign of Pixel. She 

sent a mental yell for him. 

A second later, she heard his reply. *Helaine! It’s a 

trap!* 

*I know,* she answered. *Where are you?* 

*]’ve been taken up north,* he replied. *Close to 

where we arrived. It’s some kind of maintenance 

“area.* 

*T’Il be there as soon as I can. Do you have the 

amulet?* 

*No. Toshiro took it from me. He’s behind all of 

this, Helaine.* 

*Score told me,* she replied, hurrying from the lake 

and hoping she’d remembered the way back correctly. 

*Do you have any idea what this is all about?* 

*None,* he answered. *And neither does Destiny.* 

*Destiny?* she asked, surprised. She avoided a couple 

of cyclists and a man who had tiny wheels on his shoes. 

*She’s here with me,* Pixel explained. *She thinks 

her father’s gone crazy. She thought he was just trying to 

get her cured, but she realizes it’s more than that.* 

*He’s not crazy,* Helaine answered. *He’s got some- 

thing planned. I just wish I knew what it was. Look, I 
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have to concentrate right now. I’ll talk later.* She 

broke off contact. 

Helaine was starting to weaken from all the effort. 

Score didn’t feel too heavy, but the raid on the hotel 

room and carrying him around like this was draining 

her strength. She really needed to rest soon. But there 

was no time for that. She blocked out her fatigue and 

pain, and concentrated on reaching the area of the 

park where they had arrived. 

Her lungs were burning and her arms aching by the 

time she reached it. She sent out another call to Pixel 

and got an immediate response. 

*Head east,* he instructed. *On the path. There’s a 

shed of some kind to the left. If you go in there, it has 

steps leading downward. We’re in the tunnels under 

that. They must be for park maintenance or something.* 

*] don’t care if they’re for moles to have birthday 

parties in,* she snapped back. *I’m coming in.” 

The building was just where he’d told her, and it 

looked deserted. She knew that this couldn’t be true. 

The door was locked, but so what? Helaine kicked out 

and slammed it open. 

It was a little musty inside and dark. She didn’t 

need lights, because she saw the flight of steps leading 
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downward. She paused only long enough to grab her 

sapphire from her pocket, and then she plunged down 

the steps. At the bottom was a corridor leading far- 

ther downward. She hurried through it, trusting that 

this was the right way. There were several doors that 

she passed, but she ignored them. Pixel was farther 

ahead of her, and so probably was Toshiro. 

The doors behind her opened, and she glanced over 

her shoulder. Several men stood dressed in the wood- 

en armor she had seen in Toshiro’s house. They were 

all armed with long, slightly curved swords. She was, 

of necessity, unarmed herself now. More men blocked 

her way forward; behind them stood Toshiro, a faint 

smile on his face. 

“Checkmate,” he said. It made no sense to Helaine, 

but she didn’t care. “I have now captured all of the 

pieces I need. You will surrender yourself immediately.” 

“You will give me the amulet immediately,” Helaine 

snapped back. She placed Score down on the floor, 

propped against the wall. He was still unconscious and 

still breathing—barely. “I don’t have any time for 

games.” 

“You are in no position to bargain,” he replied. He 

reached into his jacket pocket and withdrew the 
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amulet. Helaine gasped slightly, seeing what she so 
badly needed so close to her—guarded by four armored 
and armed men. 

“Tm not bargaining,” she snarled, furious at him. “I’m 

taking.” She concentrated through her sapphire. This 

gave her the power of levitation—not enough to make 

her fly, given her lack of magical strength on Earth, but 

more than enough to snatch the amulet from Toshiro’s 

grasp and whip it through the air toward her. Toshiro 

gave a cry of anger. His men tried to grab the amulet as 

it flew past, but they were no match for Helaine’s skill 

and grim determination. A second later, her fist closed 

around the locket, and she felt a surge of triumph. 

Quickly, she laced it around Score’s neck. 

She could feel the magical outburst as the spell drain- 

ing Score’s life was shattered. Its power to harm him was 

now broken. Helaine was exultant. He would recover— 

they could make it out alive! 

“Kill them,” Toshiro ordered his men. 

Helaine fell into a fighting stance as the first of the 

warriors moved in for the attack. He gave a cry, 

whirling his sword around. Helaine laughed, reach- 

ing out with the sapphire’s power. She pulled the 

sword from the startled man’s hands and into her 
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own, just in time to use it to block the attack of the 

second warrior. 

But there were eight of them, and she was tired. She 

wouldn’t be able to hold them off for long. She blocked 

and parried another attack, but it came dangerously 

close to breaking her guard. 

“Get them!” a familiar voice yelled from behind her. 

She glanced back quickly and saw Tony Caruso in the 

corridor with several of his men, including Brio. They 

all had guns drawn, and they opened fire. Helaine threw 

herself to the ground, trying to shield Score as best she 

could. This was the first time she’d actually seen many 

guns being used at once, and she was stunned at how 

efficient they were. As a bullet hit one of the warriors, 

he simply popped out of existence! 

That meant trouble. If one of them hit her. . . 

She saw Toshiro whirl around a bend in the corri- 

dor, seeking safety. Helaine looked up as Bad Tony 

strode toward her. 

“What's going on here?” he demanded. “What are 

you doing with my son?” 

“My friend,” she snapped back, refusing to be intim- 

idated by him. “Saving his life. What do you think you 

are doing?” 
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“The exact same thing,” Bad Tony growled. His eyes 

widened as he saw the amulet around Score’s neck. 

“You got it back!” He actually looked relieved. “Was 

Matthew telling the truth when he said that it would 

save his life?” 

“Yes,” she replied. “He’s already looking stronger. 

But it will be a while before he fully recovers.” 

The gangster looked at her with fresh respect. “You 

saved my son. I owe you for that, and I always pay my 

debts. Right now, though, | have one to pay that stink- 

ing weasel Toshiro.” 

“So do I,” Helaine informed him. “He’s holding Pixel 

captive. His daughter is back there, as well.” 

“She’s not his daughter,” Bad Tony answered. “I did 

some checking up on him. He’s never been married, 

and there’s no record of a daughter. There’s no record 

of his past at all. If you ask me, he’s lied to her, too.” 

“But why?” Helaine bent to pick up Score, but Bad 

Tony shook his head and gestured to Brio. 

“He’ll carry Matthew,” the gangster said firmly. 

“You’re a better fighter, and I’d sooner have you free 

to fight.” He gave a shudder. “This game’s getting 

beyond me. Why did those men vanish when we shot 

them?” 

145 



“That’s not what usually happens with bullets?” 

Helaine asked. 

“No.” He gave her an odd look. “You really must be 

from way out of town.” 

“?’m from another world,” she replied. Clutching 

her borrowed sword, she started down the corridor. 

“If anyone else told me that,” Bad Tony answered, 

following her, “I’d laugh in her face. Somehow, though, 

with you that seems about right.” 

Helaine peered around the bend, half expecting to 

be attacked. But there was nothing in sight. *Pixel,* 

she called, grabbing her agate. *I got the amulet for 

Score. He’s going to be okay. But Toshiro’s vanished on 

me. Where are you!* 

*Straight ahead,* he replied immediately. *And he’s 

here with us. He’s got a whole army of these warriors of 

his down here. It looks like he’s ready for trouble.* 

*Good,* Helaine replied grimly. *Because he’s going 

to get it.* She led the way, sword at the ready. One of 

the men bringing up the rear of the party called for- 

ward, “The police are on their way.” 

“Great,” muttered Bad Tony. “They must have fol- 

lowed us, like my men followed you. Things are going 

to get very complicated, very soon.” 
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Which was all they needed right now. Still, there 
was nothing Helaine could do about that. It was weird 

enough that she was fighting on the same side as 

Score’s father. 

They reached the room where Pixel and Destiny 

were being held. The door was open. Inside, several 

dozen of the armed warriors were waiting for them. 

“Get them!” Bad Tony yelled. He and Helaine 

dashed forward. Helaine saw Toshiro behind the war- 

riors, but it wasn’t possible to see either Pixel or 

Destiny. 2 

Suddenly, she was fighting for her life. The first war- 

rior whirled and attacked. She caught the blow on her 

own sword, twisted, and freed herself. She struck back, 

but he parried and whirled again. He was half fighter, 

half dancer. 

Helaine was all rage. She struck again and then 

used the hilt of her sword in a backhanded thrust, 

slamming it into his skull with enough force to render 

him unconscious. 

Instead, he vanished. 

This caught Helaine off balance, causing her to 

stumble. The next warrior was ready to chop down at 

her when one of the guns went off, and the warrior 

147 



popped out of existence. She looked back and saw that 

it was Bad Tony who had saved her life. “Thanks,” she 

gasped, and then attacked again. 

The thugs could finish off a soldier with one shot, 

but, in these close quarters, they might also hit their 

own men, so they had to take care. And if they allowed 

any of the soldiers to get too close, they were in trou- 

ble. One gangster screamed as he lost his arm to a swift 

blow. Helaine was concentrating on fighting the men 

who came at her but she could see vaguely that many 

of the warriors were evaporating, while only one or two 

of Bad Tony’s men went down. 

But it was still not good. There seemed to be an end- 

less stream of warriors, and Bad Tony had brought only 

eight men. Two were dead already, and at this rate, 

they would all be slaughtered before they managed to 

get through the army and free Pixel and Destiny. 

Then there were new people in the fight, all of 

them dressed in blue. Helaine realized that the police 

had caught up with them, and were now having to 

fight for their lives, too. 

*Helaine!* Pixel’s telepathic yell came. It caught 

her by surprise and almost made her miss the thrust to 

finish her next opponent. 
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*Later!* she mentally snarled back, as the next one 
attacked her. This time, his sword almost made it 

through her guard. It caught her arm, leaving a trail of 

ted as she backhanded the man and then stabbed him. 

He vanished, and she straightened up for the next one. 

How long could she keep this up? 

*Now,* he insisted. *These warriors aren’t real.* * 

*They are, trust me,* she replied, blocking another 

blow. *They’re really killing people.* Another of the 

gangsters was down, dead. 

*They’re some kind of projection,* Pixel insisted. 

*Toshiro’s creating them. As long as he’s free, he can 

keep making more, until they overwhelm you. You 

have to stop Toshiro, not his soldiers.* 

Helaine knew she could rely on Pixel’s information. 

There was only one problem. *] can’t get to him,* she 

called. *Figure something out.* He went silent, giving 

her time to finish off two more attackers. 

It was getting pretty rough. She had two slight 

wounds, and Bad Tony had blood on his neat suit. 

There were only two of his men and about six police- 

men left standing. They may have started out after Bad 

Tony, but they had realized that they had to fight along- 

side him to stay alive. She couldn’t see Score anywhere. 
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Then the man in armor closest to her burst into 

flames, popping out of existence. So did the man 

behind him. Pixel was using his topaz, she realized. The 

wooden armor of the warriors burned very easily. 

Coupling Pixel’s magical assault with her skill, 

Helaine forced her way through the attackers and 

rushed to where a shocked Toshiro was standing. 

With a triumphant smile, she halted her blade just as 

it touched his neck. 

“Get rid of them,” she ordered. “Or I get rid of you.” 

Toshiro looked into her eyes and saw that she would 

do precisely as she threatened. He swallowed, causing 

a trickle of blood to appear where the blade touched 

his skin. “Agreed,” he gasped, terrified. She backed off 

slightly as he muttered something under his breath. 

The rest of the warriors vanished immediately. and 

the battle came to an abrupt halt. 

With the weird army gone, Helaine could now see 

the room they were in. It was quite large and almost 

empty. The policemen and gangsters were standing by 

the entrance, many of them bleeding from sword 

wounds. There were several bodies on the floor. One of 

these was Score, who groaned and sat up. He actually 

looked a whole lot better than he had before. 
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Helaine was holding Toshiro near the center of the 
room. By the far wall, Destiny and Pixel were tied 

together, back-to-back, but unharmed. 

“What is going on here?” asked one of the police- 

men. : 

“I was hoping to find out,” Helaine answered. She 

gestured at Toshiro. “This man was behind that whole 

battle. He’s also kidnapped my friend and, apparently, 

his own daughter—well, whoever she is.” 

The confused policeman grabbed Toshiro. “This is 

Mr. Toshiro,” he said. “Head of one of the largest com- 

panies in the city.” 

“And a very dangerous man,” Helaine added. “Hold 

him tightly.” She crossed to where Pixel and Destiny 

were bound. “Hi again.” 

“Hi,” Pixel said, looking very relieved to see her. 

“Are you going to cut us loose?” 

Now that everything was over, Helaine was starting 

to relax. “Are you sure you want that?” she asked, mis- 

chievously. “You seem to like being close to Destiny.” 

“Stop clowning around,” he insisted, blushing. 

With a grin, she used the borrowed sword to slice 

their bonds. “Thanks for the help,” she said. “Now, 

what’s going on?” 
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“And what did you mean about him not being my 

father?” Destiny asked. 

“That’s what Bad Tony told me,” Helaine explained. 

“It seems that there’s no record of your birth.” 

Destiny looked astonished. She glared at Toshiro. 

“What does this all mean?” 

“T think we’d all like some explanations,” Bad Tony 

agreed. 

“Definitely,” added the police sergeant. He pointed 

his gun at Bad Tony. “And I’d like some cuffs on you 

and your men. You’re all under arrest.” 

For a moment it looked like Bad Tony was going to 

argue, but then he let his gun fall to the floor. “Ah, 

what’s the use?” He held out his wrists and the police- 

man handcuffed him. Two other policemen hand- 

cuffed Brio and the last gangster. “But can I at least 

hear what this was all about?” 

The sergeant shrugged. “I guess you can.” He turned 

to Toshiro. “Well?” 

Score limped over to join them. Helaine couldn’t 

help herself; she gave him a big hug. Then she blushed. 

“I’m glad you're okay,” she told him, trying to regain 

her dignity. 

“Me, too,” he said. He ran a hand through his hair. 

“Tm still a bit weak, but I’m recovering now.” He tucked 
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the locket in his shirt. “And I think I’ll wear this from 
now on, just in case.” 

“So,” Destiny prompted. “What’s this all about?” 

Toshiro sighed. He seemed to be totally deflated. 

“Power, of course,” he answered. “What else? I have 

money enough but it cannot give me all that I desire. 

When I discovered that magic truly exists and works, I 

knew then that I would have to obtain it for myself. But 

I had no powers, which caused problems.” 

“Magic?” the sergeant scoffed. “Can you believe this 

guy?” 

“Yes!” everyone else chorused, which shut him up. 

Toshiro continued. “I found a way to transfer power 

from a magician. To do this, I needed to drain the per- 

son almost to the point of death, using something that 

he owned—in this case, the locket. I was going to use it 

to drain Score’s abilities into myself so that I could 

become a true magician. But you surprised me by 

snatching the locket from me and restoring it to Score.” 

“And what about these warriors you conjured up?” 

Bad Tony demanded. “If you have no power, how did 

you do that?” 

“Through Destiny,” Toshiro admitted. “I sought out a 

child with magical abilities. I found Destiny shortly 

after she was born. She is very strong, and I adopted her, 
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raising her as my own. I used my methods to siphon off 

her abilities, using them to animate my army.” 

“It’s all starting to make sense now,” Score said. 

“You seem to be getting better by the minute,” Pixel 

said. 

“I’m feeling it,” Score answered. “You guys saved my 

life—again. I’ll never forget it.” Then his eyes wrin- 

kled, and he grinned at Helaine. 

“I just wish I could remember that kiss you gave me.” 

“Kiss?” Pixel asked, clearly annoyed for some rea- 

son. “What kiss?” He glared at her. 

Helaine blazed in embarrassment. “It wasn’t a kiss!” 

she protested. “I faked it.” 

“Yeah, right,” Score agreed, pretending not to believe 

her. Back from the brink of death for just a few minutes, 

and already he was teasing her! Well, she’d fix him! 

atten: 

“Il don’t believe this for a second,” the police ser- 

geant declared. “But it hardly matters.” He slapped 

handcuffs onto Toshiro. “You’re under arrest, too. I'll 

figure out the exact charges later, when I can make 

some sense out of all of this.” He gestured to his men. 

“Take them away and read them their rights.” 

“A minute,” Bad Tony begged. “Can I have a word 

with my son first?” 
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“Your son?” The sergeant was confused. “I guess, 

sure. No funny stuff, though.” 

“You’ve got my word on it,” Bad Tony promised. The 

police backed off a short distance, but Score stayed 

where he was, beside Helaine, Pixel, and Destiny. His 

father looked embarrassed, and then he said, “You’re 

planning on leaving again, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” Score admitted. “There’s nothing here for me.” 

“There’s me,” Bad Tony said simply. 

“You?” Score shook his head. “You made me hate 

you and fear you for years. Well, the fear’s all gone, but 

the hatred isn’t yet. And you only want me to stay so 

you can make me into another you. And I won’t do it, 

ever. So, yes, I’m leaving.” 

Bad Tony shrugged. “My offer’s open, if you ever 

come back.” 

“Talk about an offer I can refuse,” Score said. “Bye.” 

His father considered this, nodded, and then walked 

over to the police. They escorted him, Toshiro, and the 

thugs out. The sergeant came back to the four kids. 

“You're gonna have to come along, too,” he said. “You’re 

witnesses, and relatives, and God knows what else.” 

“Magicians,” Destiny told him. She gave him a 

strong, hard look. “You don’t need us,” she told him. 

“We're all free to go.” 
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“Right,” he said, cheerfully. “I don’t need the four of 

you. You’re free to go.” He gave them a grin and fol- 

lowed his men out. 

“Sometimes,” Destiny said, “being a magic-user has 

its advantages, doesn’t it?” 

“T’ll say,” agreed Helaine. She was warming up to 

this other girl. “Now what?” 

“Now we cure Destiny,” said Score firmly. “I’m feeling 

a whole lot better, and we owe her—big time. Besides, 

it’s the nice thing to do.” 

Helaine nodded. “Let’s go up above, though. It’s too 

confining down here.” She turned to Pixel. “You want 

to carry her alone, or shall we help?” 

He had the grace to blush. “Maybe the two of us 

together?” he suggested. He seemed preoccupied with 

something, but she had no idea what. After all, every- 

thing was over, and they’d won again. 
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[2 

ixel knew that 

he should have 

been relieved that everything was over 

and Score was healed again. And in one 

way, he was, but there was something 

still buzzing about in his brain. Only, he 

couldn’t quite bring it into the open. He 

felt that he’d overlooked something. 

Well, it couldn’t be very important, and 

right now, they had more urgent things 

to do. 

He and Helaine helped Destiny back 

up the corridor and up into the park. 
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They went to where the Portal could be opened and 

sat beneath the trees. 

“Now that I’m well,” Score said, sounding like his 

old self, “there are two things I want to do. First, cure 

Destiny.” } 

“And second?” Destiny asked. 

“Pizza!” he exclaimed. Pixel and Helaine couldn’t 

help laughing at that. He’d been talking about New 

York food ever since they’d known him, and Pixel real- 

ized that they hadn’t eaten any since they had arrived. 

“Then we'd better get started,” Helaine said. The 

three of them sat in a circle around Destiny, their hands 

joined. “Focus,” she commanded. 

Pixel obediently bent to the task. He could feel 

himself linking with his friends, the power starting to 

flow. Together they chanted: Senoj ados oc. Unlike the 

link with Destiny, there was no weakness this time. 

The magic grew, and Pixel concentrated on healing 

Destiny’s legs. 

He felt the shock of the magic growing and moving. 

It left him drained and weak. The power danced about 

the young girl and seemed to be entering into every 

pore of her body. She gave a cry of joy, obviously feeling 
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the same thing. Hesitantly, she pushed at the ground, 

her legs beneath her. Slowly, she rose to her feet. Pixel 

and the other two jumped up, ready in case she needed 

them. She could still fall at any moment. 

But she didn’t. Carefully, she took a step, and then 

a second, and a third. With a whoop, she laughed. “I 

can walk!” she exclaimed happily. “You did it!” 

“It was nothing,” Score told her. “Well, actually, it 

was something, but I’m glad we could help. You cer- 

tainly helped us.” 

Destiny ‘laughed again and then whirled around, 

intoxicated with her ability to move freely at last. 

“Yes,” Pixel said slowly, as something finally clicked 

in his mind. “You certainly did help us. Helaine, where’s 

the cellular phone that Destiny gave you?” 

“Oh, I’m sorry!” Helaine exclaimed. “It’s in that 

room at the hotel. I had to leave it there when I res- 

cued Score.” 

“Tt’s all right,” Destiny answered. “We don’t need it 

now.” She grinned. “Time for pizza, right?” 

‘Definitely,’ Score agreed. “And then we can go 

back home again.” 

“Home?” Destiny asked. “Isn’t this your home?” 
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“Not anymore,” he replied firmly. “New York’s great, 

but it’s just one place in the Diadem. We've got a castle 

on Dondar. You should come and see it.” 

Destiny’s eyes widened. “Could 1?” 

“You’re a magic-user,” Helaine replied. “Of course 

you can. All you have to do is go with us when we 

leave.” 

And that was the final bit of the puzzle! “No,” Pixel 

said coldly. 

“Huh?” Score stared at him. “Are you okay, man? 

What’s gotten into you?” 

“We've been tricked,” Pixel said firmly. “Toshiro 

wasn’t behind all of this. Destiny was. The clue! The 

‘she’ was behind the ‘he’.” 

Helaine and Score stared at him, both completely 

confused. Destiny looked shocked, but he was con- 

vinced that was simply an act. 

“What do you mean?” she asked innocently. 

“Toshiro didn’t have any magical power,” Pixel said. 

“And he couldn’t siphon off yours, no matter what bag 

of tricks he had in his technology. Science and magic 

don’t mix. You were controlling him all along. The 

cell phones made me realize that there was something 

odd. He couldn’t possibly have followed me, and with 

no magic, he couldn’t locate me once I’d recovered 
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the amulet. He needed science to do that. Like the 
cell phones. He could tap into their signals and know 
exactly where we were. That’s how he grabbed me 

when I reached the park. But Helaine had left hers in 

the hotel, so he didn’t know where she was.” 

Destiny frowned. “Well, it was his idea for me to 

give you the phones,” she protested. “It didn’t occur to 

me that he wanted to use them to track you.” 

“And the clues that Shanara sent us,” Pixel added. 

“Now I understand them. They mean that our foe is a 

girl. And that means Destiny.” 

Score shook his head. “This is one really wild idea 

of yours,” he commented. “Normally, | think you’re on 

the ball, but this doesn’t make any sense. Why would 

Destiny do all of this? I mean, she knew we’d cure her 

if we could. She didn’t need to make such elaborate 

plans as you’re suggesting.” 

“That’s right,” Destiny said reasonably. “I’m very 

grateful for what you’ve done. Why on earth should I 

want to trick you?” 

“Why on Earth exactly!” Pixel said. “That’s why. 

You’re stuck here on Earth. You said several times that 

you were trapped. I assumed you meant trapped in 

your wheelchair by your legs. But that’s not what you 

really meant. You meant you were trapped here on 
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Earth.” He knew he had it right now. To Helaine and 

Score, he added, “Don’t you see? That’s why she laid 

this plot—not just to get cured, though that was part 

of it. It was to escape from Earth again.” 

“You’re wrong, Pixel,” Destiny said gently. “How 

can I make you see that?” 

“Very simply,” he said with a smile. “Stay behind 

when we leave.” 

Destiny looked stunned. “But— | thought you all 

wanted me to come with you.” 

“We do,” Score said, looking very confused. “Pixel, 

are you sure you're not overreacting here? Is there 

some other reason you don’t want her along?” 

“Are you jealous that I'll join the three of you?” 

Destiny asked, acting shocked. “That you'll have to 

share your power between four from now on?” 

Helaine scowled. “Power?” she asked. “What are you 

talking about?” 

Destiny was confused. “Well— Pixel said you live in 

a castle, and you’re magic-users, so obviously you’re in 

charge .. .” 

“What did I tell you?” Pixel said in satisfaction. 

“She’s just another wannabe dictator, trying to latch 

on to us as a way to get into power. You see, no matter 
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how good a magic-user she is, there’s no way to make 
a Portal from Earth. You need one from another world, 

like Treen, where the magic is stronger. She’s been try- 

ing to make us think she’s on our side and just a poor 

victim, so that we’d take her with us. And then she’d 

be free to do whatever she wants in the Diadem.” 

With a cry of rage, Destiny jumped at him. He hadn’t 

been expecting this, and he suddenly found himself 

held by her. There was a knife at his throat, and now he 

didn’t feel quite so bright, after all. “You idiot!” she 

snarled into his ear. “If only you had just let it be instead 

of having to act so clever.” 

Score and Helaine were facing Destiny now, worried 

looks on their faces. They couldn’t be as worried as Pixel 

felt, though! He was the one in trouble right now. The 

knife felt like it was ready to slice him open. He could 

feel the anger and frustration penned up in Destiny. 

“It’s no use,” Score said coldly. “Give it up, Destiny.” 

“No,” she growled. “I’m not going to be defeated now. 

Not when I’m so close. You’re going to open the Portal 

for me, so I can get off this stinking planet again!” 

“What are you talking about?” Pixel asked her, feel- 

ing the knife pressed against his throat the whole 

time. This was certainly not the way he’d imagined 
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being held by her! “You were born here. You’ve never 

been off Earth.” 

“Idiot!” she repeated venomously. “You don’t have a 

clue, do you? I’m like Score. He was sent here by the 

Triad, wasn’t he? Forced to be born again on this for- 

saken planet, to grow up again. Only, unlike him, | 

remembered who I was before.” 

“Sent by the Triad?” Score asked, confused. He was 

obviously going to blurt out the truth—that the three 

of them were the Triad reborn—and Pixel had a sud- 

den feeling that this would be a very bad idea. 

“Score didn’t know that,” Pixel said hastily. “We 

never told him that. We didn’t want him to ask too 

many questions.” Pixel prayed that Helaine and Score 

got his unspoken message and didn’t contradict him. 

Helaine nodded. “Thanks for causing even more 

trouble,” she spat. Terrific acting! Pixel thought, 

relieved. 

“But why did they do this to you, too?” he asked her. 

“I worked for them,” she said, “and they discovered 

that a wizard named Sarman was trying to kill them. 

They had to escape, so they worked out a plan to do 

that. They were going to transfer themselves and their 

powers into people on the Outer Worlds of the Diadem, 
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where they could hide until they could strike back at 
Sarman. They needed to try out the method, to make 

sure it would work, so they used me as a guinea pig. 
They sent me here, to Earth. But it failed. | arrived as a 

baby, but with all of my memories intact. So as I grew 

up, I planned on escaping back to the Diadem.” She 

glared at Score. “They did the same to you, a second 

experiment. But in your case, they even wiped out your 

memory. It was all for their own selfish aims.” 

Boy, has she got it all wrong! Pixel thought. But it 

was no time to set her straight. She obviously hated the 

Triad for what they had done to her. If she knew that 

he, Score, and Helaine were the Triad reborn, who 

knew what she might do to them? “And the crippling?” 

he asked, trying to avoid the knife at his throat. 

“An accident, I imagine,” she replied. 

“No,” Helaine said clearly. “I could feel there was 

something odd about it. It was caused by magic, which 

means that the Triad did it to you.” 

“Another of their sick gestures, then,” Destiny 

answered. “What difference does it make?” 

“No,” Pixel realized. “The Triad were cold and heart- 

less. But they weren’t evil in that way. They wouldn’t 

have crippled you without a good reason.” 

165 



“You know the Triad?” Destiny demanded angrily. 

“Have they corrupted you, turned you to their side?” 

“No,” Score answered, perfectly honestly. “We 

destroyed them. They no longer rule. Nor does Sarman. 

He’s finished, too.” 

“Then you are the rulers of the Diadem?” Destiny 

asked. “It’s better than I had imagined.” 

“No,” Helaine said. “Nobody rules the Diadem now. 

We gave up the power.” 

“Gave it up?” Destiny clearly couldn’t believe this. 

“Then you're fools! You could have ruled everything.” 

“We don’t want to rule everything,” Score replied. 

“We just want some peace and quiet. And pepperoni 

pizza.” 

“So, what’s the truth?” Pixel asked. “You did some- 

thing to offend the Triad, didn’t you? So they pun- 

ished you by trapping you here, didn’t they?” 

“I just wanted to share their power!” Destiny cried. 

“With my strength, they could have defeated Sarman. 

But they refused, and ganged up on me to exile me!” 

“Another loony magician after power,” Score said 

in disgust. “How many more of them are we going to 

run into?” 
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“Tt’s no good,” Helaine told her. “We won’t take you 
with us when we go. You’re stuck here on Earth. But at 
least you’re no longer crippled. Be thankful for that.” 

“No!” Destiny screamed. “Open that Portal now! 

Pm not staying here any longer. I’m going to reclaim 

what is mine by right. If the three of you don’t want to 

tule the Diadem, then I’ll do it. Open the Portal, or I’ll 

kill Pixel here and now.” 

“You're bluffing,” Score said, though he didn’t sound 

absolutely convinced. 

“No,” she said coldly, “I’m not. If you won’t set me 

free, then I’ll kill all three of you. At least I’ll have 

that much pleasure. You have ten seconds to open the 

Portal, or I slice his throat.” 

Pixel knew that she meant it; it was no bluff at all. 

She was desperate to be free, and she’d kill him if she 

didn’t get what she wanted. He started to speak, but 

the knife pressed tight against his throat. He squeaked, 

but said nothing. 

“Okay,” Score said. “You win. Let him go, and we'll 

open the Portal.” 

“No.” Destiny laughed. “He goes with me. I’m not 

going to trust you to keep your word. Five seconds.” 
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“Agreed,” Helaine said hastily. “But I have to con- 

tact Shanara. She makes the Portal.” 

“Do it,” agreed Destiny. Her grip was firm, but at 

least she hadn’t increased the pressure. 

Helaine concentrated, and a moment later, the 

black gash in the air that was the Portal appeared. 

Destiny laughed delightedly. “Back off,” she com- 

manded. Pixel could feel something odd happening, 

but he didn’t have words for it. She pushed him from 

behind. “Through the Portal,” she commanded. 

He had no choice. At her urging, he stepped into 

the Portal, the knife still at his throat. 

The two of them vanished. 
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EBP{LOGUE 

core rushed toward 

Sm Portal just as 

Destiny and Pixel vanished together. 

“Come on!” he cried. “Once we’re 

through that, we’ll have most of our 

powers back! We’ll be able to take her 

out easily.” 

Helaine nodded, obviously having 

thought exactly the same thing. Score 

heard her behind him as he jumped 

through the gash in space, ready, he 

hoped, for anything. 
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Except what he saw. Shanara was standing there in 

the clearing on Treen, staring at them in bewilder- 

ment. Blink was sleeping in her arms. There was no 

sign of either Destiny or Pixel. 

“What’s happened?” Shanara asked, confused. 

“Where’s Pixel?” 

“He didn’t come through?” Score asked, just as 

confused. Helaine was staring around equally at a 

loss. “With a knife at his throat and a girl behind the 

knife?” 

“No.” Shanara shook her head. “I received Helaine’s 

message to open the Portal, and then you two came 

through it.” 

“T don’t understand,” Helaine said. “They must have 

come through.” 

“Unless . . .” Score looked worried. “Is there any 

way to change the destination of a Portal once it’s up 

and running?” he asked Shanara. 

“Theoretically,” she said. “Do you think Pixel 

might have done that? But how? He doesn’t have the 

knowledge.” 

“Not Pixel,” Helaine said, realizing what Score was 

getting at. “Destiny. She switched the opening point 
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when she went through it—and then switched it back 
for us. She’s gone somewhere else!” 

“Can we find out where?” Score demanded urgent- 

ly. “We've got to get Pixel back safely.” 

Shanara shook Blink. “Wake up, you lazy flea-hotel! 

There’s work to be done.” 

“Ugh,” Blink said, shuddering. “My least favorite 

combination of words: wake up and work.” 

“This is no time to be lazy,” Shanara scolded. “Help 

me focus on the Portal before it closes. We have to dis- 

cover where it was diverted to.” She held him tightly. 

Blink yelped but concentrated. A second later, Shanara 

released him, and he fell to the ground, muttering and 

grumbling. At the same instant, the Portal closed. 

“Well?” demanded Score. “Did you find out where 

she went?” 

“Yes,” Shanara said. She looked very pale and wor- 

ried. “She must be totally insane!” 

“She probably is,” agreed Helaine. “But where is 

she?” 

“She crossed to Zarathan,” Shanara answered. “The 

Forbidden World.” She saw their blank expressions, and 

realized that they had absolutely no idea what she was 
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talking about. “You’ve never heard of Zarathan, obvi- 

ously. Few people speak of it, and with good reason. It is 

also known as the Nightmare World. It’s very unlikely 

they’ll ever get off that planet. No one ever returns from 

there.” 

“Nobody plus three,” Score proclaimed firmly. 

“We're not going to give up on Pixel just yet. He saved 

my life, and I’m going after him.” 

Helaine gave him an odd look, one of respect. 

“Right,” she agreed. “We'll conjure up another Portal to 

take us there, too.” 

Shanara shook her head. “You really have no idea 

how foolish that would be,” she said. “You cannot go 

there, least of all now.” 

“Why not?” Score demanded angrily. “Destiny 

went there.” 

“As I said, she must be insane.” Shanara gave a cry 

of exasperation. “It’s called the Nightmare World 

because things live there, things that can only exist in 

nightmares.” She stared at them. “If you fall asleep 

there, your worst nightmares become real. And they 

will devour you. If you go through now, tired as you 

are, you are doomed.” 
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Cassie Strange is the only normal 

person in her family. Her dad investi- 

gates paranormal phenomena, and 

her mom is a naturalist. Cassie’s ge- 

nius brother, Lucas, is an aspiring 

actor, and Amber, Cassie’s kid sister, 

has a secret way of talking to animals. 

When her family goes on a camp- 

ing trip, Cassie finally feels they are 

doing something “normal’—auntil 

she finds out that the vacation is re- 

ally an excuse for her dad to investi- 

gate a UFO sighting. 

After their first night, Amber is 

not acting at all like herself. Cassie 

realizes that something is up, and she 

soon discovers that her “sister” is an 

alien imposter. Of course, her father 

doesn’t believe her. How can Cassie 

rescue Amber before the alien uses 

her sister for show-and-tell? 

ISBN 0-7387-0579-9 $4.99 



Shamrocked! 
by Linda Joy Singleton 

When Cassie’s dad announces that 

the whole family is headed for the 

Golden Shamrock Resort, she imag- 

ines a weekend of luxuries that will 

make her the envy of all her friends. 

But when she arrives, things could 

not be less luxurious. The pool is full 

of fish and hef luxury suite is a stall in 

a barn. To make matters worse, the 

resort is beirfg terrorized by a mischie- 

vous leprechaun. Cassie’s dad is con- 

vinced it’s all a hoax, but Cassie 

knows better. She and Lucas follow 

the prankster into the depths of Mt. 

Shasta, where they discover an amaz- 

ing and fun magical world. 

There’s just one problem, though: 

the prankster won’t let them leave 

and something is draining them of all 

their memories of home. Cassie and 

Lucas must use every trick they can 

think of to escape from Mt. Shasta be- 

fore they lose their memories forever. 

ISBN 0-7387-0594-2 $4.99 

Check out other books from Llewellyn Worldwide 
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New fom Dotti Enderle 

Mirror, Mirror. . . 
The sixth book in the Fortune Tellers 

Club series focuses on Gena, the 

wise-cracking tomboy of the group. 

She needs to buy a fancy dress for a 

ball and dreads the shopping trip, but 

not because she hates wearing frilly 

dresses. Gena is afraid to look in the 

mirror. See, when Gina looks in the 

mirror, a strange girl with pigtails and 

a unibrow peers back at her. 

Anne and Juniper, Gena’s best 

friends, help her by trying mirror 

scrying and Ouija . : . all with no 

luck. Gena’s only comfort is a stray 

cat she’s been sneaking into her bed- 

room at night. But one day, she finds 

her secret kitty with someone else— 

the girl in her mirror! 

ISBN 0-7387-0436-9 $4.99 

MIRROR, 
MIRROR... 

DOTT ENDERU 
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DOTT ENDERIS 

The Burning Pendulum 
by Dotti Enderle 

Juniper had no idea that donating her 

favorite books—a series about psychic 

teenagers solving mysteries—to the 

school library would result in a heated 

protest that pits her unyielding 

mother against irate parents deter- 

mined to ban the so-called wicked lit- 

erature. Desperate to escape scathing 

embarrassment and possible expul- 

sion, Juniper is ready to give up the 

fight—especially when Anne, her own 

best friend and fellow member of the 

Fortune Tellers Club, won’t defend 

Juniper in front of her new boyfriend. 

But Juniper realizes she is not alone in 

this battle and, with help from a spe- 

cial divination pendulum, she finds 

the strength to defend her beloved 

books and what they stand for. 

ISBN 0-7387-0435-0 $4.99 

Check out other books from Llewellyn Worldwide 
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{QHERE WOULD YOU LIKE To GO? 

| Got ideas? 
Llewellyn would love to know what kinds of books 

you are looking for but just can’t seem to find. Fantasy, 

witchy, occult, science fiction, or just plain scary— 

what do you want to read? What types of books speak 

specifically to you? If you have ideas, suggestions, or 

comments, write Megan at: 

megana@llewellyn.com 

Llewellyn Publications 

Attn: Megan, Acquisitions 

P.O. Box 64383 

St. Paul, MN 55164-0383 USA 

1-800- THE MOON (1-800-843-6666) 

www.llewellyn.com 
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