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X ou  again!"  the 
wizard  Shanara 

snapped,  looking  up  from  her  work. 

"What  do  you  want?" 

The  intruder  in  the  wizard's  study 

smiled  cheerily  back  at  her.  "So  very 

nice  to  see  you,  too,  Shanara,"  Oracle 

retorted  politely.  "How  is  Blink?"  he 

added,  referring  to  the  wizard's  famil- 
iar, a  red  panda. 

"He's  sleeping — as  usual,"  Shanara 

answered.  "Now,  what  do  you  want?" 



Her  eyes  narrowed.  "And  how  is  it  that  you're  no  longer 

speaking  in  that  irritating  poetic  style  of  yours?" 

"I  can  always  return  to  it,  if  you  wish,"  Oracle 
answered.  He  brushed  imaginary  dirt  off  his  jet-black 

clothing;  considering  the  fact  that  he  didn't  really 
exist  in  this  dimension  and  was  merely  a  projection, 

it  was  impossible  that  he  should  have  any  real  dust 

on  him.  "But  I've  been  cured.  I'm  enjoying  my  new- 

found liberty  to  say  what  I  like  when  I  like." 

Shanara  sighed  and  closed  the  book  she'd  been  study- 

ing. "If  you're  here  to  speak,  then  speak.  Otherwise,  go 

back  to  your  masters  and  leave  me  alone." 

Oracle  inclined  his  head  slightly.  "I  bring  you  news," 

he  informed  her.  "My  former  masters  are  no  more. 
Added  to  that,  Sarman  and  his  Shadows  have  been 

vanquished,  and  all's  right  with  the  Diadem." 

The  wizard's  eyebrows  rose,  and  she  finally  smiled. 

"Really?"  she  exclaimed  happily.  "And  my  three 

friends?  Score,  Pixel,  and  Helaine?" 

"Came  through,"  confirmed  Oracle.  "They  won  the 

great  battle,  and  they're  now  back  on  Dondar.  I 
thought  you  might  like  to  know,  since  you  seemed  to 

be  quite  fond  of  them.  " 

"They're  good  kids,"  Shanara  answered.  "I'm  glad 

they're  safe." 



Oracle  frowned  slightly.  "I  didn't  say  they  were  safe," 

he  replied.  "On  the  contrary,  they  have  an  astonishing 

knack  for  getting  into  trouble." 

"Do  they  need  my  help?"  asked  Shanara  quickly.  It 
was  obvious  that  she  was  concerned  for  them. 

Oracle  shrugged.  "It's  hard  to  say.  But  there's  noth- 
ing you  can  do  for  them,  anyway.  Dondar  is  on  the 

Inner  Circuit.  If  you  attempt  to  travel  there,  you  know 

the  magical  overload  would  kill  you." 

She  glared  at  him.  "So  you  came  all  this  way  just  to 

make  me  worry  about  them?  Thanks  a  lot." 

"I  have  great  confidence  in  them,"  Oracle  replied 

haughtily.  "They  defeated  Sarman  and  the  Triad,  and 
they  came  up  with  an  elegant  solution  to  the  problem 

of  misbehaving  magic.  I'm  sure  that  they'll  be  able  to 
overcome  what  faces  them  now."  Then  he  looked  con- 

cerned. "Of  course,  I  can't  be  sure  exactly  what  it  is 
they  face  yet,  so  I  may  be  wrong.  All  I  know  is  that 

they've  made  friends  with  one  of  the  unicorn  herds  on 

Dondar,  and  their  friends  are  now  in  grave  danger." 

"Unicorns!"  Shanara  looked  astonished.  "I  always 

wanted  to  meet  one.  And  they've  made  friends  with  a 
whole  herd?  That  sounds  like  the  three  of  them,  all 

right."  She  stared  at  him.  "Can't  you  go  to  them  and 

help?" 



"Go  to  them,  yes,"  Oracle  answered.  "Help  them? 

No.  I  don't  know  what  it  is  they're  facing."  He  gave 

her  a  significant  look.  "On  the  other  hand,  if  you  were 
to  wake  up  that  lazy  Blink,  maybe  the  two  of  you 

might  be  able  to  discover  some  nugget  of  information 

that  I  could  take  to  Score,  Helaine,  and  Pixel.  It  might 

just  save  their  lives." 

"Right."  Shanara  was  suddenly  all  business.  "Blink!" 

she  yelled  loudly.  "Get  out  of  bed  and  get  to  work." 

"Work?"  a  sleepy  voice  asked  indignantly.  A  reddish 
face  with  black  markings  appeared  out  of  a  deep  pile  of 

cushions.  "You  know  I  hate  that  word." 

"And  I  know  you  love  the  word  'food,'"  Shanara 

snapped  back.  "And  if  you  want  any  of  the  latter, 

you'd  better  do  some  of  the  former." 

Blink  sighed,  yawned,  and  then  stretched.  "It's  a 

rough  life,"  he  complained. 

"We  all  have  to  make  sacrifices,"  Oracle  said,  unsym- 

pathetically.  "I  just  hope  that  Helaine,  Pixel,  and  Score 

don't  end  up  sacrificing  their  lives  before  we  can  help 

them." 
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§ 
core  was  amazed 

at  how  easily  they 

had  created  their  first  Portal,  taking 

them  from  Jewel  to  Dondar.  It  gave 

him  quite  a  rush  to  realize  that  he  and 

his  friends  had  become  quite  adept  at 

this  magic  business.  Of  course,  they  still 

had  an  immense  amount  to  learn,  and 

they  had  lost  some  of  their  power  back 

on  Jewel.  But,  still,  this  whole  thing 

was  astonishing. 

Barely  a  week  ago,  he'd  been  a  lost, 
frightened  kid  living  on  the  streets  of 



New  York  City.  Now,  he  was  a  magic-user,  one  of  the 

strongest  in  all  of  the  worlds  that  made  up  the 

Diadem.  And  he  was  no  longer  alone — he  now  had 
friends. 

There  was  Helaine.  He'd  first  gotten  to  know  her  in 

her  disguise  as  the  boy  Renald.  She'd  been  arrogant, 
aggressive,  and  cold  then.  Now  she  seemed  to  have 

changed  a  whole  lot.  She  was  smiling  with  ease,  and 

she'd  bonded  with  Score  after  the  adventures  they  went 
through  together.  She  was  an  incredible  fighter,  and 

didn't  seem  to  know  what  fear  was. 
And  there  was  Pixel.  The  other  boy  had  grown  up 

in  a  world  of  Virtual  Reality,  which  he'd  given  up 

when  he  wanted  something  real.  He  wasn't  really  very 

good  at  coping  with  practical,  everyday  life.  But  he'd 
proven  he  was  braver  than  he  looked,  and  incredibly 

bright.  He  could  make  sense  out  of  extremely  cryptic 
information. 

All  in  all,  Score  couldn't  think  of  two  people  he'd 
rather  have  as  friends,  and  he  was  glad  that  they  felt 

the  same  way  about  him,  despite  his  failings.  Score  was 

very  honest  with  himself  about  those.  He'd  grown  up 
on  the  streets,  terrified  of  his  father  and  of  the  dangers 

ill  around  him.  His  instinct  had  always  been  to  run 



away  from  trouble.  He'd  never  been  able  to  trust  any- 
one  for  fear  of  being  betrayed.  So  he  had  problems 

relating  to  other  people.  Helaine  and  Pixel  knew  this, 

and  made  allowances.  Score  supposed  that  was  what 

friendship  was  all  about.  He'd  never  known  it  before. 
Moving  through  the  Diadem,  they  had  survived 

several  threats  to  their  lives.  After  defeating  the  evil 

wizard  Sarman,  they  had  been  looking  forward  to  a 

rest.  They  had  to  return  to  Dondar. 

To  do  this,  they  had  created  a  Portal  between  the 

two  worlds.  As  they  stepped  out  of  the  jagged  tear  in 

space,  Score  saw  that  they  were  back  in  the  castle 

that  had  once  belonged  to  the  dark  wizard  Garonath. 

He  had  tried  to  kill  the  three  of  them,  but  had  been 

defeated  by  Thunder  and  several  of  his  fellow  uni- 

corns. Unicorn  horns  could  negate  magic,  and  they 

had  cut  Garonath  off  from  his  power — causing  him 

to  wither  into  dust,  as  he'd  prolonged  his  life  artifi- 
cially by  use  of  his  magic.  Since  he  had  left  no  heirs, 

Score  figured  that  the  castle  and  everything  in  it  now 

belonged  to  him,  Pixel,  and  Helaine.  It  needed  a  bit 

of  work,  but  it  might  one  day  become  kind  of  a  pleas- 

ant place  to  live.  "This  Old  Castle,"  thought  Score, 
grinning. 



But  then  Helaine  had  picked  up  a  telepathic  mes- 

sage of  distress  from  her  unicorn  friend  Flame. 

Flame  was  waiting  for  them  in  the  courtyard,  tap- 

ping her  forehoof  impatiently.  She  was  a  beautiful 

creature,  white,  with  flecks  of  pure  gold  in  her  skin. 

Her  long,  spiral  horn  glittered  in  the  torchlight.  She 

tossed  her  head  and  thought  at  them,  *  At  last!  Thank 

goodness  you're  all  safe!* 

"What's  wrong?"  asked  Helaine,  moving  forward  to 
stroke  her  friend.  She  and  Flame  had  bonded;  it  was 

part  of  the  reason  why  Helaine  had  loosened  up.  You 

couldn't  love  a  unicorn  and  be  a  grouch. 

*It's  my  father,*  explained  Flame.  *He's  facing  the 
Rite  of  Combat.* 

Score  scowled.  Thunder  could  be  a  real  problem 

sometimes.  He  was  suspicious  and  opinionated.  But  he 

was  fair  and  brave,  and  Score  rather  liked  him.  Not  that 

he  got  all  mushy  over  Thunder,  as  Helaine  did  with 

Flame.  It  was  just  respect,  that  was  all.  He  wasn't  going 
to  get  worked  up  about  a  horse  with  a  horn.  Still,  he 

didn't  like  the  sound  of  what  Flame  had  just  thought.  It 
felt  weird,  talking  to  a  unicorn  and  then  hearing  her 

reply  inside  his  head.  But  Score  was  getting  used  to  it. 

"Rite  of  Combat?"  he  asked.  "What's  that?" 



Flame  tossed  her  head.  *Can  we  talk  about  it  on  the 

way?*  she  asked.  *It  might  begin  anytime  now,  and  I'm 

really  afraid  my  father  might  need  some  help.* 

"Let's  go,"  agreed  Pixel.  Score  and  Helaine  nodded, 
so  Flame  whirled  around  and  led  the  way.  She  was 

clearly  impatient  to  be  off  and  running,  but  she  knew 

that  none  of  the  humans  could  keep  up  with  her  if  she 

did.  The  castle  of  Garonath  was  built  on  the  edge  of 

the  unicorns'  pastures.  One  of  Thunder's  jobs  as  leader 
of  his  herd  was  to  keep  their  pastures  free  of  any  intrud- 

ers and  other  problems.  Garonath  had  wisely  stayed 

out  of  his  way,  until  he'd  gotten  too  greedy  for  unicorn 
horns. 

*As  you  know,*  explained  Flame,  *each  unicorn  herd 
is  led  by  a  single,  dominant  leader.  His  job  is  to  guard 

and  protect  the  herd  from  any  dangers,  so  he  has  to  be 

the  strongest  and  best  in  the  herd.  The  way  that  this  is 

ensured  is  that  any  unicorn  is  allowed  to  challenge  the 

leader  to  combat  for  the  position.  If  the  leader  wins,  the 

challenger  must  leave  the  herd.  Sometimes  they 

become  wanderers,  and  other  times  they  try  challeng- 

ing a  less  powerful  leader  of  another  herd  for  the  posi- 
tion. If  the  challenger  wins,  the  old  leader  is  either 

killed  or  banished.* 



"It  sounds  a  bit  rough  to  me,"  Score  complained. 

"Couldn't  they  just  draw  straws  for  it  or  something?" 

Helaine  gave  him  a  dark  look.  "It's  an  honorable 

practice  that  is  also  known  on  my  world,"  she  said. 

"It  ensures  that  only  the  strongest  and  best  will 

lead."  She  turned  back  to  Flame.  "Your  father  is  a 

noble  creature,"  she  said  comfortingly.  "Surely  he'll 
be  able  to  take  on  this  challenger  without  much  of  a 

problem?" 
^Normally,  I'd  agree  with  you,*  replied  Flame.  *But 

my  father  has  never  faced  the  Rite  of  Combat  before.* 

"Huh?"  asked  Pixel.  "Then  how  did  he  become 

leader?  You  just  said  that  this  was  how  it  always  hap- 

pened." 
*How  it's  supposed  to  happen,*  corrected  Flame. 

*But  the  old  leader  of  our  herd  was  Darkstar.  Father 

loved  him,  and  would  never  have  challenged  him  for 

control  of  the  herd.  You  see,  just  because  you  can 

make  a  challenge  doesn't  mean  you  have  to.  None  of 

our  herd  would  ever  challenge  Father,  either.* 

"I'm  definitely  not  understanding  all  of  this,"  Score 
said.  They  had  reached  the  boundaries  of  the  unicorn 

lands  now,  and  the  going  was  easy.  There  were  all  sorts 

of  trails  through  it  that  the  herd  kept  clear. 
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*  Darks  tar  was  never  defeated  for  control  of  the 

herd,*  Flame  explained.  *He  just  vanished  one  day 
and  was  never  seen  again.  Since  my  father  was 

Darkstar's  favorite,  everyone  simply  accepted  him  as 

the  new  leader.  He's  very  popular  you  know.*  She 
sounded  very  proud  of  her  father. 

"We  know,"  agreed  Helaine.  "But  you  said  that 
nobody  in  the  herd  would  ever  challenge  your  father. 

So,  what's  this  Rite  of  Combat  challenge?" 

*It's  an  outsider,*  Flame  answered.  *A  rogue  male 
named  Tychus.  He  must  have  left  some  other  herd, 

and  now  he's  decided  to  challenge  my  father  for  con- 
trol  of  our  herd.* 

"Oh."  Score  shrugged.  "Thunder  can  defeat  him,  no 

problem."  Flame  didn't  answer.  "Well,  can't  he?" 

*Maybe,*  Flame  finally  agreed.  She  sounded  any- 

thing  but  certain.  *But  I've  seen  Tychus.  He's  a  lot 
bigger  than  my  father,  and  he  seems  to  have  ...  I 

don't  know.  There's  an  air  of  wrongness  about  him. 
But  the  laws  of  our  people  say  that  once  a  challenge 

has  been  issued,  it  must  be  met.  Father  has  to  go 

through  with  the  Rite.*  She  gave  a  mental  sigh.  *And 
there  is  another  problem,  too.  My  father  thinks  that 
the  old  code  of  Rite  of  Combat  is  barbaric  and  should 
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have  been  stopped  centuries  ago.  His  heart  just  isn't  in 

the  fight.* 

"If  you  ask  me,  your  father's  right,"  Score  replied. 

"All  this  macho  fighting  stuff  is  junk.  So  do  you  want 

us  to  stop  the  fight?" 
*No!*  exclaimed  Flame,  appalled.  *That  is  forbid- 

den. No  one  is  allowed  to  stop  a  Rite.  Once  a  chal- 

lenge has  been  given,  it  must  be  met.* 

"Sounds  dumb  to  me,"  admitted  Score.  "Can't 

Thunder  just  abdicate  or  something?" 
*  Abdicate?*  Flame  sounded  shocked.  *My  father 

would  never  back  away  from  a  challenge.* 

"Then  he's  a  fool,"  Score  said. 

"It's  a  matter  of  honor,"  explained  Helaine. 

"Well,  that's  why  I  don't  get  it,  then,"  Score 

answered  with  a  grin.  "I  don't  have  any  honor,  so  I 

can't  see  any  point  in  fighting  over  it." 
*Besides,*  added  Flame,  exasperated,  *my  father 

takes  his  task  as  herd  leader  very  seriously.  He  wouldn't 

just  leave  them  when  they  still  needed  him.* 

"I'm  getting  some  of  the  picture  here,"  Pixel  said. 
He  was  starting  to  get  a  little  winded  from  running. 

He  still  wasn't  too  used  to  exercise  and  was  finding 

reality  a  lot  harder  to  cope  with  sometimes  than  he'd 
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ever  expected.  Still,  he  was  managing  pretty  well.  "But 

if  Thunder's  going  through  with  it  anyway,  what  do 

you  expect  us  to  do?" 
There  was  a  short  pause,  and  then  Flame  shook  her 

head.  *I  don't  really  know,*  she  admitted.  *But  I'm 
scared.  I  wanted  the  three  of  you  by  us.  I  thought 

that  since  you're  Thunder's  friends,  you'd  want  to  be 

present.* 
uWe  do,"  agreed  Helaine.  "But  we're  strictly  not 

allowed  to  intervene?" 

*It's  absolutely  forbidden,*  Flame  answered,  miser- 

ably. *Otherwise,  I'd  ask  you  to  do  some  magic  to  set 

everything  right.* 

"This  sounds  like  one  case  where  magic  won't  help 

out,"  Helaine  said  grimly.  "But  we'll  do  what  we  can." 

"And  we'll  definitely  be  cheering  Thunder  on," 
agreed  Score.  He  was  starting  to  get  tired  himself. 

"Look,  do  we  have  much  farther  to  go?" 
*No,*  said  Flame,  to  his  immense  relief.  *The  com- 

bat  ground  is  by  the  river  just  ahead.* 
Score  could  see  the  trees  thinning  out  there.  His 

eyes  widened  as  he  saw  the  shapes  by  the  combat 

ground.  Though  he,  Helaine,  and  Pixel  had  heard  of 

Thunder's  herd,  they  had  never  actually  seen  it. 
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There  had  to  be  over  a  hundred  unicorns  there,  in 

all  shades  and  hues.  Not  just  horse  colors,  like  white, 

brown,  and  black.  There  were  oranges,  purples,  blues, 

and  violets,  tinged  with  silver,  gold,  copper,  and  scar- 

let.  It  was  an  astonishing  array  of  colors,  all  topped  by 

flashing  horns. 

The  unicorns  parted  to  let  them  through.  Score 

could  feel  dozens  of  eyes  on  him.  Most  of  the  unicorns, 

he  knew,  had  never  seen  a  human  before.  Most 

humans  couldn't  get  this  far  into  the  Diadem.  Only 
magic-users  could  do  that,  and  few  of  them  made  it. 

Those  few  who  did  tended  to  be  selfish,  arrogant,  and 

aloof — and  most  of  the  rest  were  nasty  and  lethal.  The 

unicorn  policy,  pretty  wisely,  had  been  to  avoid  humans 
at  all  cost. 

Score,  Helaine,  and  Pixel  were  the  first  exceptions 

this  herd  had  ever  made  to  that  policy.  Several  of  the 
foals  stared  at  the  humans  in  astonishment  and  a  little 

fear.  Score  grinned  back  at  them,  resisting  the  tempta- 

tion to  yell  "Boo."  A  couple  of  the  more  nervous  ones 
ran  to  hide  behind  their  mothers. 

At  the  edge  of  the  river,  a  large  space  had  been 

cleared.  There  were  no  trees,  shrubs,  or  rocks.  It  was 

like  a  large  football  field,  level  and  virtually  bare.  This 
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was  obviously  the  combat  zone.  By  the  edge  of  the 

water,  Thunder  and  his  wife,  Nova,  were  waiting, 

their  tails  flicking  impatiently. 

Thunder  was  a  large  and  very  impressive  creature. 

His  hide  was  deep  black,  with  splashes  of  white  in  the 

coat  like  stars.  Nova  was  a  cheerful  reddish  pink,  with 

blotches  of  purple  in  that.  She  was  smaller  than  her 

husband,  but  no  less  impressive. 

*So,*  Thunder  thought  at  them,  *youVe  come  to 

watch  the  fight?  Typical  humans,  with  a  love  of  vio- 

lence.* 

"Hey,  this  wasn't  our  idea,"  Score  snapped  back. 

"You're  the  one  being  violent,  not  us.  We  came  here  to 

cheer  you  on.  Or,"  he  added  with  a  wicked  grin,  "maybe 
we  should  be  rooting  for  the  challenger.  He  might  be  a 

little  less  grouchy  than  you." 
*You  are  welcome  to  be  here,*  Nova  thought  at 

them,  preventing  her  husband  from  responding.  *You 

are  aware  that  you  must  not  interfere  in  any  way?* 

"Yes,"  Pixel  assured  her.  "But  we  had  to  be  here  as  a 

show  of  support." 
*Thank  you,*  she  replied  graciously.  Then  she 

glanced  around.  *Well,  it  seems  as  though  the  only 

thing  missing  now  is  Tychus,  the  challenger.* 
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"Maybe  he's  chickened  out?"  suggested  Score 
hopefully. 

One  of  the  other  unicorns  moved  forward,  nervous- 

ly. *Thunder,*  he  said,  *we  do  not  allow  humans 

among  us.  You  yourself  have  often  said  that  they  can- 

not be  trusted.* 

*Ah — er,  yes,  that's  true,*  stuttered  Thunder. 
*But  .  .  .* 

Score  enjoyed  watching  him  be  so  embarrassed. 

*These  humans  can  be  trusted,*  Thunder  finally 

said.  *And  they  will  take  an  oath  to  help  and  not 

harm  the  herd,  won't  you?* 
*We  certainly  will,*  agreed  Score,  and  his  friends 

echoed  him.  *I  promise  that  I  will  never  cause  harm 
to  come  to  this  herd,  and  that  I  shall  be  friends  with 

it  always.* 

*Nicely  put,*  Pixel  said,  approvingly.  He  and 
Helaine  echoed  the  same  words. 

*Right,*  Thunder  announced.  *That  promise  hav- 
ing been  given,  I  think  everyone  should  agree  that 

they  can  visit  us  when  they  like,  in  friendship.*  The 
entire  herd  echoed  his  words.  Thunder  then  turned 

back  to  the  humans  and  added,  gruffly,  *A11  right, 

you're  accepted.  Just  behave  yourselves,  understand?* 
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There  was  a  sudden  movement  at  the  edge  of  the 

crowd,  and  the  unicorns  there  began  parting. 

"So  much  for  a  forfeit,"  muttered  Pixel  gloomily. 
"Look." 

A  large  unicorn  made  his  way  imperiously  through 

the  throng.  He  was  almost  pure  red,  with  flecks  of 

white  throughout  his  coat.  He  held  his  head  arrogant- 

ly  high. 

Score  couldn't  suppress  a  shiver.  He  could  see  why 
Flame  had  been  worried.  Thunder  was  large  and  mus- 

cular, but  this  newcomer  was  even  larger,  by  almost  six 

inches.  His  muscles  rippled  beneath  his  coat  as  he 

made  his  self-assured  way  through  the  watchers. 

*Thunder!*  Even  his  mental  greeting  was  a  cry  of 
challenge.  If  it  had  been  audible,  it  would  have  been 

loud  enough  to  be  painful.  As  it  was,  Score  winced  as 

it  seemed  to  echo  through  his  head.  *Enough  delays! 

Now  let  the  combat  begin!* 
Lowering  his  head,  Tychus  pawed  the  ground  and 

then  charged  forward,  his  horn  poised  to  skewer 
Thunder  where  he  stood. 
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ft 

elaine  gasped  at 

the  sudden  vio- 

lent action.  She,  Score,  and  Pixel  all 

jumped  back  out  of  the  path  of  Tychus  s 

charge.  Flame  gasped  and  did  likewise. 

Thunder  whirled  around,  snorting 

furiously  as  he  jumped  to  the  side. 

Tychus,  unable  to  check  his  momen- 

tum in  time,  shot  past  Thunder.  The 

black  unicorn  smacked  his  horn  across 

Tychus's  rear  as  he  flashed  by.  It  was 
more   humiliating   than  painful,   and 

18 



Helaine  could  hear  a  mental  ripple  of  laughter  from 
the  assembled  unicorns. 

"I  knew  Thunder  could  take  him,"  Score  said 

proudly. 

"That  was  just  the  first  move,"  Helaine  replied. 

"Let's  see  what  happens  now." 
Nova  had  also  moved  back,  joining  her  daughter  at 

the  edge  of  the  crowd.  Thunder  and  Tychus  now  had 

a  large,  clear  area  for  their  battle.  Tychus  ground  to  a 

halt,  dust  fluttering  about  his  hooves.  He  turned  back 

to  face  Thunder,  who  was  waiting  patiently. 

*A  lucky  move,*  Tychus  growled. 

*  Perhaps,*  Thunder  answered  mockingly.  *More 

likely  a  foolish  move  on  your  part.*  He  whinnied  and 

added,  *I'm  ready  when  you  are.* 
Tychus  snorted,  pawed  at  the  ground,  and  then 

charged  again.  Helaine  could  see  that  he  was  ready  for 

Thunder  to  skip  aside  again,  and  was  running  a  little 

more  slowly  so  he  could  twist  to  the  attack  at  the  last 

moment.  But  Thunder  had  no  intention  of  repeating 

the  same  tactic  twice.  Instead,  he,  too,  leaped  forward, 

running  hard  and  fast  at  his  opponent. 

There  was  a  loud  crack!  as  they  met  halfway  across 

the  field.  Helaine  gasped  in  fear,  thinking  that  both 
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horns  must  have  shattered  under  the  force  of  the  blow. 

To  her  amazement,  both  unicorns  appeared  intact,  and 

merely  dazed  by  the  force  with  which  they  had  struck 

one  another. 

*The  blows  were  taken  on  the  forehead,  not  the 

horns,*  Flame  informed  her.  *It's  like  two  humans 

butting  heads — painful,  but  endurable.* 

Maybe  so,  thought  Helaine,  but  it  wasn't  a  tactic 
she'd  like  to  use. 

Shaking  his  head  to  clear  it,  Thunder  stepped  back. 

He  was  refusing  to  attack  Tychus,  leaving  his  oppo- 

nent to  instigate  battle  again.  Helaine  could  under- 

stand this.  Thunder  had  no  real  desire  for  the  fight, 

and  he  was  hoping  that  Tychus  would  call  it  off.  But 

Helaine  could  see  by  the  ferocious  flash  of  Tychus's 
eyes  that  he  had  no  intention  of  stopping  until  one  of 

the  combatants  was  dead.  Helaine  thought  Thunder 

was  being  very  foolish.  He  should  start  to  attack,  not 

just  defend  himself. 

Tychus  snorted  loudly  and  reared  up  on  his  hind 

legs,  striking  out  at  Thunder  with  his  forefeet.  Thunder 

responded  in  kind,  rearing  up  and  kicking  out.  For  a 

minute,  they  danced  around  on  their  hind  legs,  thrust- 

ing at  each  other.  Both  were  breathing  heavily,  but  nei- 
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ther  was  making  any  headway.  Despite  their  difference 

in  size,  they  were  pretty  evenly  matched. 

Then  Tychus  fell  back  to  all  fours  and  stepped  away 

from  Thunder.  Thunder  allowed  himself  to  settle  down, 

warily  watching  for  the  next  move  from  his  challenger. 

Tychus  lowered  his  head  slightly,  though  not  enough  to 

use  his  horn,  and  charged  Thunder.  Again,  Thunder 

met  him  halfway.  This  time,  the  impact  was  taken  by 

their  sides  as  they  slammed  into  each  other  and 

rebounded.  Tychus  immediately  hurled  himself  against 

Thunder  again,  ramming  him  one  more  time.  Thunder 

staggered  back  slightly,  shook  his  head,  and  then 

charged  in  himself.  This  time  it  was  Tychus  who  reeled 

back,  winded. 

"Go  for  him,  Thunder!"  Helaine  yelled.  "Don't  wait 

for  the  attack." 

But  he  either  didn't  hear  her  or  else  he  paid  her  no 
attention.  Once  more,  Thunder  waited  for  Tychus  to 

restart  the  fight.  Both  unicorns  were  panting  now, 

clouds  of  hot,  moist  breath  about  their  muzzles.  Tychus 

backed  off,  put  his  head  down,  and  charged. 

Thunder  skipped  to  one  side  again,  but  Tychus  had 

been  expecting  this.  He  whirled  his  head  about,  trying 

to  gouge  Thunder's  side  with  his  horn  as  he  passed,  but 
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Thunder  had  anticipated  that,  too,  and  his  own  horn 

intercepted  Tychus's.  There  was  another  loud  crack, 
and  sparks  flew  as  the  horns  met,  parried,  and  slid 

apart. 

Thunder  was  doing  well  so  far,  but  Helaine  was  still 

worried.  By  refusing  to  attack  while  his  foe  was  turn- 

ing, Thunder  was  giving  Tychus  the  chance  to  recov- 

er his  breath  and  prepare  another  attack.  It  was  all 

very  noble  of  Thunder,  but  terribly  foolish.  Helaine 

knew  that  when  fighting  a  foe  like  this,  the  best  thing 

to  do  was  to  end  the  fight  quickly.  Tychus  was  larger, 

and  would  have  more  stamina.  It  was  quite  possible 

that  he  would  wear  down  Thunder  in  the  long  run. 

This  time,  Tychus  came  back  and  reared  up,  lunging 

out  with  his  hooves  again.  Thunder  countered  this, 

and  for  several  moments  it  was  like  watching  a  boxing 

match  between  the  two  unicorns.  Each  lashed  out 

with  his  forehooves,  trying  to  score  a  blow  and  trying 

to  intercept  the  blows  struck  against  him. 

Thunder's  hoof  connected  with  Tychus's  chest.  The 

hard  hoof  left  a  trail  of  bright  blood  across  the  unicorn's 
hide.  Tychus  grunted  in  pain  and  pulled  back  a  moment. 

"First  blood  to  Thunder'"  yelled  Score  happily. 

"Way  to  go!" 
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"It's  not  over  yet,"  cautioned  Helaine. 

"Ah,  don't  be  such  a  downer,"  Score  said.  "Thunder's 

going  to  beat  this  idiot."  He  grinned  as  he  used 

Thunder's  favorite  phrase:  "You  mark  my  words." 

Helaine  hoped  that  Score  was  right,  but  she  wasn't 
so  sure.  Flame  had  mentioned  earlier  that  there  seemed 

to  be  something  wrong  about  Tychus,  and  Helaine 

could  feel  it,  too.  She'd  been  in  enough  fights  in  her 
time  to  realize  that  Tychus  held  something  in  reserve. 

But  what?  He  clearly  had  some  sort  of  a  plan,  and 

Thunder  wasn't  apparently  aware  of  this  fact.  Despite 
having  the  advantage,  Thunder  was  just  standing 

there,  panting  and  waiting  for  Tychus  to  start  again. 

Which  Tychus  did.  The  slash  across  his  chest  was 

probably  burning,  but  it  wasn't  severe  enough  to  slow 
or  stop  him.  With  the  frenzy  of  the  fight,  Tychus 

would  hardly  feel  it.  As  he  drew  close  to  Thunder,  his 

horn  came  down  again. 

This  time,  Thunder  stood  his  ground,  lowering  his 

own  head  only  at  the  last  moment.  His  horn  was 

under  Tychus's,  so  when  Thunder  threw  up  his  head, 

it  forced  Tychus's  horn  and  head  upward.  Their  cheeks 
collided,  and  Thunder  pushed  sideways,  sending 

Tychus  reeling  away. 

23 



But  Thunder  had  taken  quite  a  blow,  and  his  head 

had  to  be  ringing  from  it.  He  seemed  dazed,  and 

Tychus  noticed  it.  He  wasn't  as  gallant  as  Thunder, 
and  had  no  problem  with  attacking  an  unprepared  foe. 

With  a  snort,  he  threw  himself  back  at  Thunder,  his 

horn  down  for  a  strike. 

At  the  last  second,  Thunder  skipped  aside  again, 
and  Helaine  let  her  breath  out  in  a  rush  of  relief. 

Thunder  had  been  faking!  As  Tychus  missed  him, 

Thunder's  horn  scored  a  quick  blow  against  the  red 

stallion's  flank.  Tychus  neighed  in  pain,  and  whirled 
to  face  Thunder  again.  Specks  of  blood  splashed  from 
the  cut  across  his  flank. 

Tychus  seemed  to  have  lost  all  control  now.  He 

tried  kicking,  head-butting,  and  simply  ramming  him- 
self against  Thunder.  Thunder  managed  to  counter 

each  attack,  but  was  falling  slowly  back  toward  the 

river  under  the  repeated  impacts.  Helaine  couldn't 
help  worrying,  because  Thunder  seemed  to  be  tiring 

faster  that  his  opponent. 

Then  Tychus  got  past  Thunder's  guard.  His  horn 
flashed  and  struck.  It  slashed  a  long,  shallow  cut  down 

the  side  of  Thunder's  neck,  leaving  bright  blood  flow- 
ing from  the  wound.  At  the  same  time,  though, 

Thunder's  horn  scored  down  Tychus's  side. 24 



Both  unicorns  danced  back,  blood  dripping  from 

their  own  bodies  onto  their  mother-of-pearl  horns. 

Thunder  stumbled  slightly,  almost  giddily. 

With  a  roar,  Tychus  threw  himself  forward,  slam- 

ming his  body  against  Thunder's.  Helaine  winced  at 
the  force  of  the  blow.  Thunder  staggered  and  almost 

fell.  He  was  shaking  his  head  as  if  trying  to  clear  it. 

Was  this  another  trick  to  lure  Tychus  in  close? 

Helaine's  eyes  narrowed  as  she  watched. 
Tychus  reared  up  and  kicked  out  with  his  hooves. 

Thunder  didn't  even  try  to  defend  himself.  One  foot 
slammed  into  his  ribs,  the  other  into  his  neck. 

Thunder  wheezed,  staggering  aside.  Then  he  fell  to 

his  knee  on  the  left  front  leg,  shaking  his  head  con- 
tinually. 

Radiating  triumph,  Tychus  slammed  his  body 

against  Thunder  again.  This  time,  Thunder  grunted  in 

pain  and  fell  to  his  side,  panting  and  gasping.  He  tried 

to  raise  his  head  and  pawed  ineffectually  at  the  ground 

with  his  hooves,  trying  to  rise  again  and  face  his  foe. 

Helaine  couldn't  understand  what  was  happening. 

She  was  certain  that  Thunder  hadn't  been  hurt  that 
badly.  Why  was  he  having  so  much  trouble,  then? 

Thunder  was  still  struggling  ineffectually  to  rise. 

Tychus  lowered  his  horn  and  moved  in  for  the  kill. 
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Shocked,  Helaine  realized  that  even  though  Tychus 

had  won  the  fight  quite  clearly,  he  was  still  intending 

to  kill  Thunder  as  he  lay  there  helplessly.  Technically, 

it  was  within  his  rights  as  victor,  she  knew,  but  practi- 

cally, it  was  no  better  than  murder. 

As  Tychus  started  to  charge  toward  the  fallen 

Thunder,  Score  gave  a  low  growl  and  stepped  forward. 

"No!"  he  exclaimed,  and  then  muttered  under  his  breath. 
Helaine  had  a  very  good  idea  of  what  he  was  doing. 

A  wall  of  fire  immediately  sprang  up  between 

Thunder  and  Tychus,  and  the  crimson  unicorn  had 

to  swerve  aside  to  avoid  being  burned.  He  shook  his 

head  and  ground  to  a  halt.  Finally,  he  turned  to  stare 

at  Score,  who  was  standing  in  front  of  the  assembled 

crowd,  his  arms  folded  across  his  chest. 

*You  interfered,  boy,*  the  unicorn  thought  at  him, 

darkly.  *No  one  is  allowed  to  interfere  in  a  Rite  of 

Combat.* 

"Stuff  it,"  Score  replied.  Helaine  discovered  that 
she  was  very  proud  of  him.  He  was  actually  acting 

bravely  to  save  the  life  of  his  friend.  Wonders  would 

never  cease!  Score  gave  a  nasty  little  grin.  "I'm  chang- 
ing the  rules,  here  and  now.  And  if  you  or  anyone 

else — "  He  glared  at  the  other  assembled  unicorns, 
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daring  them  to  think  anything  " — don't  like  it,  then 

you'll  have  to  deal  with  me." 

"And  me,"  Helaine  said  immediately,  stepping  for- 
ward to  join  him. 

"Ditto,"  added  Pixel,  on  the  other  side  of  Score. 

Nova  gave  a  nervous  whinny.  *This  is  not  allowed,* 

she  exclaimed.  *Tychus  has  the  right  to  finish  the  fight. 
It is  our  law. * 

"Its  not  just  some  silly  rule  we're  talking  about 

here,"  Pixel  said.  "It's  your  husband's  life.  Do  you  want 

him  to  die?" 
*No!*  Nova  exclaimed.  *Of  course  not!  But  it  is 

the  law.* 

"Not  anymore,"  Score  said,  refusing  to  back  down. 

"We're  changing  that  law.  Tychus  has  won;  that 

should  be  enough  for  him.  If  it  isn't,  he  can  fight  us." 

"Very  well,  then,"  said  Tychus.  "Prepare  to  die."  He 
lowered  his  horn  and  prepared  to  charge. 

"Are  you  sure  you  want  to  try  that?"  Score  took  his 

chrysolite  out  of  his  pocket.  "As  a  magician,  I  have 

very  strong  powers.  Watch."  He  held  up  the  gemstone, 
and  focused  his  thoughts.  Chrysolite  gave  him  the 

power  over  the  element  of  Water.  He  concentrated 

and  a  section  of  the  river  froze  over,  despite  the  heat 
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of  the  day.  Then  he  glared  at  Tychus.  "The  blood  in 

your  body  is  mostly  water,"  he  said.*"How'd  you  like 
me  to  turn  all  of  that  into  ice?" 

Tychus  stood  hesitantly  where  he  was,  eyeing  Score 

with  a  good  deal  of  respect  and  worry.  Then  he  tossed 

his  head,  his  mane  and  horn  sparkling  in  the  sunlight. 

*The  boy  is  right!*  he  proclaimed  telepathically.  *I 
have  defeated  Thunder  and  have  proven  that  I  am 

now  worthy  to  lead  this  herd  in  his  place.  Let  the  fall- 

en one  live.  His  life  is  of  no  concern  to  me.* 

"Smart  move,"  muttered  Score.  Helaine  knew  that 

he'd  never  admit  it,  but  he  had  been  very  concerned 
for  Thunder.  Though  the  two  of  them  constantly 

argued,  they  were  both  very  fond  of  one  another. 

"Well  done,"  Helaine  told  him  approvingly.  "I'm 

amazed  at  how  brave  you're  getting." 

"Brave?"  Score  gave  a  nervous  laugh.  "I  was  shaking 

in  my  sneakers,  I  was  so  scared.  I'm  not  brave." 

"Yes,  you  are,"  she  insisted.  "Anyone  can  act  brave- 

ly if  they  don't  know  fear.  It  takes  a  truly  brave  person 

to  face  his  fears  and  refuse  to  give  in  to  them.  I'm 

proud  of  you." 

"Really?"  He  gave  her  a  very  odd  look.  "Nobody's 

ever  been  proud  of  me  before." 
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Helaine  laughed.  "Then  I  guess  we're  all  learning 

to  change." 

"We'd  better  see  how  Thunder  is,"  Pixel  interjected. 

"Right."  Score  used  the  chrysolite  to  shower  water 
from  the  river  onto  the  fire  he  had  started.  When  it 

was  out,  the  three  of  them  moved  forward.  Nova  and 

Flame  ran  on  ahead,  both  very  concerned. 

Meanwhile,  Tychus  strode  forward  to  address  the 

herd.  *I  have  won,*  he  announced.  *I  expect  all  of 

you  now  to  pledge  your  loyalty  to  me.*  He  stared  at 

the  closest  unicorns.  *  Beginning  immediately.* 
One  by  one,  the  unicorns  began  to  move  forward. 

Each  of  them  knelt  before  the  triumphant  Tychus.  *I 

pledge  my  service  and  loyalty  only  to  Tychus,*  each  of 
them  said. 

Helaine  felt  sickened  by  this,  but  she  knew  that  the 

unicorns  had  no  choice  in  the  matter.  By  their  own 

laws,  they  had  to  do  this.  Still,  only  a  short  while  ago 

they  had  been  loyal  to  Thunder.  Many  of  them,  she 

knew,  would  not  have  taken  the  oath  if  they  had  any 

way  of  avoiding  it. 

"How  is  he?"  Score  asked,  bending  over  Thunder. 
Both  Nova  and  Flame  were  nuzzling  him,  examining 
his  wounds. 
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Helaine  looked  herself.  One  of  the  things  she'd  been 
trained  to  do  as  a  warrior  on  her  home  world  of  Ordin 

was  to  look  after  her  warhorse.  This  was  an  important 

part  of  a  soldier's  duty,  because  a  good  warhorse  was 
more  valuable  than  an  average  soldier — and  harder  to 

come  by.  Unicorns  weren't  the  same  as  horses,  of 
course,  but  they  were  similar.  She  frowned  as  she  stud- 

ied Thunder's  wounds.  There  were  the  two  gashes,  nei- 
ther of  them  terribly  severe,  and  the  start  of  a  large 

bruise  on  his  side  where  he  had  collided  with  Tychus. 

But  that  appeared  to  be  all.  It  was  definitely  not  enough 

for  him  to  be  in  this  state.  It  simply  didn't  make  sense. 

*He's  incoherent,*  Nova  answered.  *His  mind's  a 

jumble.  He  can't  think  straight.* 

"Perhaps  when  he  and  Tychus  bashed  heads  he  got 

a  concussion?"  suggested  Pixel. 

"It's  a  thought,"  Helaine  agreed.  She  knelt  beside 
the  wheezing  Thunder  and  gently  felt  his  forehead  and 

the  base  of  his  horn.  "There's  no  sign  of  a  fracture  or 

other  damage,"  she  announced.  "There  doesn't  seem  to 

be  any  damage.  His  skull's  very  thick." 

"You're  telling  me,"  said  Score,  but  there  was  none 

of  his  usual  bite  in  the  insult.  He  was  too  worried.  "So, 

why's  he  gone  like  this?" 

30 



*I  don't  know,*  admitted  Nova.  *He  must  be  more 

badly  hurt  than  we  thought.*  She  sounded  very  con- 
cerned and  scared  for  her  husband. 

"Can  we  move  him?"  asked  Pixel.  "I  mean,  I  don't 
know  much  about  unicorns  at  all,  but  maybe  we  need 

to  wrap  him  up  and  keep  him  warm.  And  he  could 

probably  do  with  some  medication  for  those  cuts, 

before  they  get  infected." 

*I  think  we'd  be  better  leaving  him  here,*  Nova 

answered.  *At  least,  until  he  gets  a  little  better.* 
Tychus  pushed  his  way  toward  the  group  around 

Thunder,  glaring  down  at  them  all.  *He  cannot  stay 

here,*  he  announced.  *He  has  been  defeated.  I  have 

spared  his  life,  but  he  can  no  longer  live  on  herd 

grounds.  He  must  leave  immediately.  If  he  is  still  on 

herd  grounds  at  sunset,  wizards  or  no  wizards,  I  prom- 

ise you  that  I  shall  kill  him.*  He  stared  at  Helaine, 

then  at  Pixel,  and  then  finally  at  Score.  *The  rest  of 
the  herd  has  sworn  allegiance  to  me,  now.  If  I  order 

them,  they  must  kill  Thunder — and  anyone  who 

stands  in  their  way.  Perhaps  you  can  stop  one  unicorn 

with  your  magic,  humans.  But  can  you  stop  us  all?* 
Helaine  felt  sick  to  her  stomach.  She  knew  that  if 

she  had  to,  she  could  bring  herself  to  injure  or  even  kill 
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Tychus  for  the  sake  of  Thunder.  But  the  others?  She 

looked  around  the  herd.  They  didn't  want  to  obey  such 
an  order,  she  knew,  but  they  would  be  forced  to  do  so  if 

Tychus  demanded  it.  Unicorns  were  very  honorable 

creatures  and  they  had  pledged  him  their  loyalty. 

Even  if  she  thought  they  could  win,  Helaine  didn't 
want  to  hurt  the  herd  at  all.  Tychus  knew  that,  and 

knew  that  he  had  won.  "If  we  move  him,  he  may  die," 
argued  Score. 

*If  you  do  not  move  him,  he  will  certainly  die,* 

promised  Tychus.  *You  must  take  him  away  from  here, 

and  he  must  never  return.* 

Helaine  didn't  know  what  to  do  next.  She  stared  at 

Thunder,  and  could  feel  tears  forming  in  her  eyes. 
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p ixel  realized  that he  really  hated 

Tychus.  The  crimson  unicorn  was  being 

deliberately  nasty.  Tychus  hoped  that 

moving  Thunder  would  kill  him,  clear- 

ly, and  save  Tychus  the  trouble.  There 

had  to  be  something  they  could  do  to 

save  the  situation,  but  what?  The  only 

advantage  they  had  was  magic. 

Maybe  that  was  the  answer!  Pixel 

turned  to  Helaine.  "Check  out  the  Book 

of  Magic,"  he  said.  "See  if  there's  some 

spell  that  could  work  here." 
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"It's  worth  a  try,"  agreed  Helaine,  a  faint  smile  on 
her  face.  She  fished  her  precious  book  from  her  pack 

and  started  to  look  through  it. 

"How  about  a  Portal?"  suggested  Score.  "We  could 

take  Thunder  back  to  Jewel.  Or  maybe  even  to  Treen." 
Treen  was  the  first  world  they  had  landed  upon. 

"I  don't  know,"  Pixel  said  doubtfully.  "Can  uni- 

corns travel  through  Portals?  We'd  have  to  experi- 

ment first,  and  I  don't  think  it  would  be  wise  to  start 

with  Thunder.  He's  already  very  sick." 

Tychus  snorted  angrily.  *I  don't  care  what  you  do 

with  him,*  he  thought,  *as  long  as  he's  gone  by  sunset. 
Meanwhile  .  .  .*  He  turned  to  face  Nova  and  Flame. 

*A11  of  the  herd  has  sworn  loyalty  to  me  except  the 

two  of  you.  It  is  now  your  turn.* 

Flame  whirled  around,  her  eyes  blazing.  *I'll  never 

swear  allegiance  to  you,  you  .  .  .  you  .  .  .  horse!* 
Pixel  realized  that  this  had  to  be  one  of  the  worst 

insults  you  could  throw  at  another  unicorn.  Sort  of 

like  calling  a  person  a  monkey,  he  imagined.  There 

was  a  gasp  from  the  assembled  herd,  but  Tychus  only 

laughed. 

*If  you  will  not  swear  to  follow  me,*  he  retorted 

coldly,  *then  you,  too,  must  leave  the  herd.*  Pixel 

34 



could  hear  a  sneer  in  his  words.  *And  a  lone  female 

out  of  herd  land  on  her  own  is  fair  game  for  any  rogue 

male  who  finds  her.* 

*No!*  exclaimed  Nova.  Concern  for  her  daughter 

flooded  from  her.  *You  would  not  do  that  to  her!* 

Tychus  shook  his  head  in  mock-sorrow.  *You  know 
the  law.  If  she  will  not  swear  loyalty  to  me,  she  cannot 

be  a  part  of  the  herd  I  lead.  She  must  either  take  the 

oath,  or  leave  our  lands.* 

*Then  I'll  leave,*  Flame  snapped  back  angrily.  *I 

won't  follow  the  one  who  almost  killed  my  father.* 

*  Don't  be  so  emotional  about  it,*  Tychus  warned 

her.  *You  won't  last  long  out  there  on  your  own.  And 
what  I  did  was  according  to  the  law.  I  cannot  protect 

you  unless  you  pledge  yourself  to  me.* 

*Tychus  is  right,*  Nova  broke  in  unexpectedly.  *You 
must  do  as  he  asks.* 

Flame  whirled  to  face  her.  *Mother!*  she  cried. 

*You  cannot  be  serious!  I  will  not  do  it.* 

*You  will  do  as  you  are  told!*  Nova  thundered  angri- 

ly. *You  must  be  protected,  and  that  means  that  you 

must  stay  with  the  herd.  I  know  how  little  you  like  it — 

and,  believe  me,  it  hurts  me,  too — but  this  is  the  only 

way.  You  must  pledge  your  loyalty  to  Tychus.  Now.* 
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Flame  shook  her  head  stubbornly.  *I  won't  do  it.  I'd 

sooner  die.* 
With  a  whinny  of  irritation  and  fear,  Nova  turned 

to  Helaine.  *Can't  you  talk  some  sense  into  her?* 

she  begged.  *She's  your  friend;  make  her  see  that  she 
must  do  this  thing,  no  matter  how  much  she  might 

dislike  it.* 
A  thought  came  to  Pixel,  and  he  tapped  Helaine  on 

the  shoulder.  "Get  out  your  agate,"  he  said  softly.  "Can 
you  use  it  so  that  only  the  five  of  us  can  talk  to  one 

another?" 
Helaine  was  puzzled,  but  she  removed  the  gem  from 

her  pouch.  *Of  course,*  she  sent  back,  *I  assume  you 

don't  want  this  to  be  overheard,  right?* 

*Right,*  he  agreed.  Pixel  wasn't  sure  how  he 

knew,  but  he'd  had  an  idea.  It  was  one  of  his  talents, 
being  able  to  put  very  little  information  together  and 

make  sense  of  it.  *There's  something  very  odd  hap- 

pening here,*  he  explained  to  Score,  Flame,  Nova, 

and  Helaine.  *Thunder's  far  more  badly  hurt  than  he 

should  be.  There's  something  about  this  fight  that 
stinks.  We  need  to  have  someone  in  the  herd  keep  an 

eye  on  Tychus,  while  the  rest  of  us  try  and  help 

Thunder.  Flame,  you  must  do  as  your  mother  asks. 
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Stay  with  the  herd  and  keep  an  eye  on  Tychus  for  us 

all* Flame  choked  for  a  moment,  but  then  sounded  hes- 

itant. *I  don't  know  if  I  can,  all  alone,*  she  admitted. 

*I'm  scared,  and  I  hate  him.* 

"You  won't  have  to  be  alone,"  Helaine  said,  stroking 

Flame's  mane.  *I'm  sure  Score,  Pixel,  and  your  moth- 

er can  look  after  Thunder  without  our  help.  I'll  stay 

here  with  you.*  She  glared  in  the  direction  of  Tychus. 

*And  since  I'm  not  a  unicorn,  he  can't  demand  that  I 
take  an  oath  to  serve  him.* 

*He  might  try  and  expel  you,*  Flame  protested. 

*He  can  try,*  agreed  Helaine.  *But  he  won't  live  to 

finish  it  if  he  does,  I'll  promise  you  that.  So,  is  it  a 

deal?* 
Sighing,  Flame  nodded.  *Okay.  I  don't  like  it,  but 

I'll  do  it.* 

*Fine,*  agreed  Pixel.  *Let's  go  back  to  speech,  now.* 
Helaine  put  her  jewel  away,  and  they  turned  to  face 

Tychus. 

*A11  right,*  Flame  said  reluctantly.  *I'll  take  the 

oath.*  Pixel  could  hear  the  distaste  in  her  voice,  but 

she  went  down  on  her  knees  in  front  of  the  smug  uni- 

corn and  promised  to  follow  him  loyally. 
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*There,*  he  said.  *That  wasn't  so  difficult,  was  it? 

Now  you  can  stay  with  the  herd.* 

Helaine  stepped  forward.  "And  I'm  staying  with 

her,  at  least  for  a  while,"  she  said.  "As  I'm  not  a  uni- 

corn, I  know  you  don't  need  me  to  swear  allegiance  to 
you.  I  have  already  given  my  word  to  the  herd  that  I 

will  do  it  no  harm.  That  should  be  enough  for  you  .  .  . 

shouldn't  it?" 
The  unicorn  who  had  earlier  brought  the  subject  up 

moved  forward.  *What  she  claims  is  true,*  he  said. 

*We  have  all  agreed  to  allow  them  to  come  and  go  as 
they  please,  and  they  have  pledged  to  act  only  in  our 

best  interests.* 

Tychus  glowered  angrily.  *But  they  have  not  pledged 

this  to  me,*  he  objected.  *I  am  not  bound  by  this  .  .  . 

human-loving  allegiance.* 

"Maybe  you  aren't,"  Pixel  said  loudly.  "But  your 

herd  is.  And  surely  you'll  support  your  herd?"  He 
cocked  his  head  to  one  side  quizzically.  He  knew  that 

Tychus  was  stuck.  If  he  refused,  then  he  was  saying 

that  he  had  become  not  their  leader  but  their  dictator, 

and  that  would  be  unacceptable  to  the  herd. 

*Very  well,*  he  agreed  ungraciously.  *If  the  herd 
accepts  you,  then  I  accept  you.  But  you  had  better  be 
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on  your  guard.  If  I  find  a  cause,  I  shall  expel  you 

instantly  from  our  company.* 

"It's  nice  to  be  loved,"  joked  Helaine. 

Tychus  turned  back  to  Nova.  *And  now  the  last,* 

he  said  triumphantly.  *It  is  your  turn  to  pledge  your 
allegiance  to  me.  Not  only  as  your  leader,  but  as  your 

new  husband.* 

"What?"  exclaimed  Pixel,  hearing  Helaine  and  Score 
echo  his  words  with  the  same  degree  of  shock  and 

astonishment. 

*It  is  the  law,*  Tychus  announced  coldly.  *The  old 
leader  is  replaced  in  all  things  by  the  new.  That  includes 

his  marriage.* 

Pixel  realized  what  was  going  on.  Tychus  was  seal- 

ing his  place  in  the  herd  by  wedding  the  old  leader's 
wife.  It  was  a  common  enough  event  in  human  histo- 

ry, too,  legitimizing  the  claim  to  the  throne.  But  how 
would  Nova  take  it? 

Nova  stared  at  Tychus  with  undisguised  contempt. 

*If  you  think  I  would  wed  the  unicorn  who  was  about 

to  kill  my  husband,*  she  answered,  *then  you're  a  big- 

ger fool  than  I  thought.* 

*You  have  no  choice!*  cried  Tychus,  irritated  by 

her  refusal.  *You  will  be  my  wife  tonight.* 
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*If  I  am  your  wife  tonight,*  she  retorted,  *then  I'll 
be  your  widow  in  the  morning,  I  promise  you  that. 

Think  carefully  before  you  make  that  demand  again, 

Tychus.*  She  stood  there,  staring  angrily  and  disgust- 
edly at  him. 

Tychus  could  obviously  see  her  determination.  Pixel 

knew  that  she  was  not  bluffing;  she  was  set  to  kill 

Tychus  if  she  had  to.  And  Tychus  could  see  the  same 

thing. 

*You  cannot  stay  with  the  herd  if  you  refuse  this  of 

me,*  he  announced.  *You  must  make  a  choice,  here 
and  now.  Will  you  wed  me,  pledge  your  loyalty,  and 

stay?* 
*No,*  Nova  replied  firmly.  *I  shall  be  where  I  belong: 

at  the  side  of  my  husband.* 

*Very  well,*  agreed  Tychus.  *Then,  you,  too,  are 

exiled  from  this  herd.  You  must  leave  our  lands  by  sun- 

down, or  else  you  will  be  killed.  Do  you  understand?* 

*  Perfectly,*  agreed  Nova  calmly. 

*Good.*  Tychus  deliberately  turned  his  back  on 

them.  *My  herd!*  he  cried.  *We  return  to  the  main 

pastures,  immediately.*  Glancing  over  his  shoulder,  he 

added,  *We  shall  return  here  at  sunset.  If  either 
Thunder  or  Nova  is  still  here,  they  are  both  to  die.  That 
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is  my  decree,  and  as  I  ask  it,  so  shall  it  come  to  pass.* 
With  a  whinny,  he  reared  up,  pawed  the  air,  and  then 

raced  away. 

The  other  unicorns  followed  after  him.  Only  Flame 

lingered.  She  returned  to  her  mother.  *I'll  go  with 

him,  too,*  she  promised.  *But  I  don't  like  this  at  all. 

Are  you  ready,  Helaine?  You'd  better  come  with  me.* 

"Just  a  minute,"  Helaine  answered.  She  had  her 
Book  of  Magic  open.  She  showed  a  page  to  Pixel  and 

Score.  "This  spell  should  do  the  trick,"  she  told  them. 

"It's  a  sort  of  mini-Portal;  only  instead  of  bridging  the 
gap  between  two  worlds,  it  makes  a  sort  of  tunnel 

between  two  places  on  the  same  world.  The  only  thing 

is  that  you  have  to  know  exactly  where  you're  going, 
and  be  able  to  form  a  very  clear  image  of  it  in  your 

mind.  If  you  can't,  then  you  can't  go  there." 

Pixel  nodded.  "That  sounds  perfect."  He  glanced  at 
Score.  "How  about  the  castle?  If  we  take  Thunder 
there,  we  can  check  if  Garonath  left  any  healing  herbs 

or  spells  behind.  And  we  both  know  what  that  looks 

like." 
"Great,"  agreed  Score.  He  grinned.  "Don't  they  say 

something  about  a  person's  home  being  his  castle?  In 

our  case,  it  seems  like  our  castle  is  our  home." 
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Together,  they  studied  and  memorized  the  spell. 

Then  Helaine  smiled  sadly  as  she  replaced  the  book  in 

her  bag. 

"You  know,"  she  admitted,  "I  never  thought  I'd  say 

this,  but  I'm  going  to  miss  the  two  of  you.  Just  a  few 

days  ago,  I'd  have  been  glad  to  see  you  go.  Now  .  .  . 

Well,  take  care,  okay?" 

"You,  too,"  Score  said.  "Despite  everything,  I've 

gotten  used  to  you." 

"So  have  I,"  agreed  Pixel.  He  knew  he  was  blushing, 

but  he  couldn't  help  it.  "Try  and  stay  out  of  trouble, 

will  you?" 

Helaine  nodded.  "I've  still  got  the  agate,"  she  said. 

"I  can  always  contact  you  telepathically  if  I  need 

help."  She  gave  a  stiff  nod  and  then  vaulted  onto 

Flame's  back.  "Let's  go,"  she  said  gruffly.  And  then 
they  were  off,  following  the  path  the  other  unicorns 

had  taken. 

"Well,"  sighed  Score,  "it's  time  to  get  busy.  Let's  see 

if  we  can  do  this  mini-Portal  thing,  shall  we?" 

Pixel  nodded.  "Let's  focus  our  thoughts  on  the  study 

in  the  castle,"  he  said.  "And  then  we  can  recite  the 

spell  together."  He  glanced  at  Nova.  "It  seems  to  be 

pretty  localized,  so  you  had  better  stand  close  to  us." 

42 



He  put  a  hand  on  her  mane,  enjoying  the  feel  of  it  in 

his  fingers.  Then  he  concentrated  on  forming  a  picture 

of  the  study  in  his  mind.  "Now,"  he  said.  He  and  Score 
recited  the  words  of  the  spell  together,  concentrating 

all  the  time  on  the  study  .  .  .  "Ambrose  ronica  presant." 
The  world  seemed  to  wrench  about  them.  Pixel  felt 

his  stomach  twist,  as  if  he'd  been  punched.  Lights 
flashed  before  his  eyes.  He  almost  collapsed.  Only  his 

grip  on  Nova's  mane  kept  him  upright.  But  when  his 
vision  cleared,  he  saw  that  they  were  now  standing 

inside  the  study  at  the  castle.  Score  had  fallen  to  the 

floor  and  was  shaking. 

"That  was  terrible,"  he  complained.  "Why  didn't 
the  book  warn  us  that  this  would  happen?  I  feel  like 

I'm  the  one  who  fought  Tychus  and  lost." 

"It's  obviously  a  very  draining  spell,"  Pixel  agreed.  "I 

can  see  it's  not  one  we're  going  to  use  very  often." 

"Yeah."  Score  managed  to  struggle  weakly  back  to 

his  feet.  "Well,  there  goes  my  idea  of  running  a  magic 

bus  route.  How  do  you  feel,  Nova?" 

*Fine,*  she  answered.  *It  seems  to  have  harmed  only 

you  magic-users.  I'm  sorry  about  that.* 

"Well,  it's  gotten  both  of  you  off  the  herd  land," 
Pixel  answered,  feeling  some  of  his  strength  returning. 
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"So  that's  the  main  thing."  He  staggered  to  a  chair  and 

collapsed  into  it.  "Pm  sure  I'll  feel  better  soon.  Now, 
how's  Thunder?" 

Nova  bent  over  her  husband.  *He's  still  delirious,* 

she  replied.  *But  he's  no  worse  off.  He  needs  to  be 
kept  warm,  and  we  should  tend  to  his  obvious 

injuries.* 
Score  nodded.  "We'll  probably  be  able  to  find  some 

medical  supplies  around  here  somewhere,  though  I 

don't  know  what  kind  of  Band- Aids  we'd  use  on  a  uni- 
corn. Just  give  us  a  couple  of  minutes  to  catch  our 

breath,  and  we'll  start  looking." 
It  took  more  like  fifteen  minutes,  but  eventually 

they  could  both  stand  up  without  falling  flat  on  their 

faces.  "Let's  split  up,"  Pixel  suggested.  "If  you  find  any- 

thing, yell  out.  I'll  do  the  same."  To  Nova,  he  added, 

"You  stay  here  with  Thunder.  We'll  be  as  fast  as  we 

can." 
"Yeah,"  agreed  Score.  "We  should  be  back  some 

time  this  century." 
They  both  left  the  study.  Pixel  turned  left  and 

Score  right.  Pixel  checked  the  first  door  he  came  to. 

It  was  obviously  Garonath's  old  bedroom,  with  the 
bed  still  unmade.  The  man  had  been  a  slob.  Pixel 
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started  to  hunt  through  the  chests  on  the  floor,  but 

they  all  contained  only  clothing.  Then  he  heard 

Score  give  a  faint  yell.  Pixel  hurried  out — at  a  speed 

an  arthritic  turtle  could  probably  have  beaten — and 
went  after  Score. 

He'd  found  a  bathroom  of  sorts  and  was  pulling 

medical  supplies  from  a  cupboard.  "Bandages  and 

herbal  remedies,"  he  explained.  "There's  some  anti- 

infection  cream.  But  I'm  too  weak  to  manage  it  on  my 

own.  You'll  have  to  help  me  with  it." 

"I  wish  I  could  say  it's  no  problem."  Pixel  answered. 

"But  at  the  moment,  I  can't  be  sure  of  that."  Still, 
together  they  managed  to  get  enough  strength  to  carry 

their  finds  back  to  the  study. 

^There's  no  change,*  sighed  Nova. 

"This  should  help,"  Pixel  told  her.  "Let  us  clean  his 

wounds  and  dress  them.  He'll  need  to  be  kept  warm. 

There's  a  bedroom  next  door.  Do  you  think  you  could 
go  and  get  some  blankets  from  the  bed?  Right  now, 

we're  too  weak  to  be  able  to  manage  it." 
*Of  course.*  She  trotted  from  the  room.  Pixel  col- 

lapsed to  the  floor  beside  Thunder.  It  felt  good  to  be 

off  his  feet.  Picking  up  the  jar  of  anti-infection  cream, 

he  started  to  gently  rub  it  into  the  gash  in  Thunder's 
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shoulder.  Then  he  stopped,  frowning.  "What's  this?" 
he  asked,  puzzled. 

"What's  what?"  Score  peered  over  Thunder's  neck 
from  where  he  was  doing  the  same  task  with  the 

smaller  cut. 

"Here,  where  Tychus's  horn  gouged  Thunder,"  Pixel 
explained,  pointing  to  the  edges  of  the  cut.  There  was 

a  faint  trace  of  white  powder  in  the  cut. 

Score  bent  forward,  and  licked  his  finger.  He  used  it 

to  pick  up  a  few  grains  of  the  stuff  and  then  sniffed  it. 

"It's  some  kind  of  drug!"  he  exclaimed.  "So  that's  what 

happened!" 
*What  did?*  asked  Nova,  returning  pulling  the 

blankets  in  her  teeth. 

"Tychus  brushed  some  sort  of  drug  on  his  horn," 

Pixel  said  coldly.  "All  he  needed  to  do  was  to  cut 
Thunder  with  the  tip  of  his  horn  to  get  the  drug  into 

his  bloodstream.  That's  why  Thunder  collapsed  with- 
out any  real  reason.  Tychus  cheated  and  poisoned 

him!" 

46 



G> 

'core  was  furious. 

Tychus  had  not 

won  the  fight  fairly  at  all.  He'd  resort- 
ed  to  trickery  to  do  it.  And  he  would 

have  killed  Thunder  if  it  hadn't  been 

for  their  intervention.  "I  think  it's  time 

to  go  and  fix  him,"  he  snarled. 
*No,*  said  Nova  firmly. 

"Huh?"  Score  couldn't  believe  what 

she  was  thinking.  "Tychus  cheated,  and 
he  almost  killed  Thunder.  Surely,  we 

have  to  go  and  tell  the  truth  and  get 

Tychus  thrown  out?" 
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*It's  not  that  simple,*  Nova  replied  with  a  sigh. 

*Tychus  is  now  the  herd  leader,  even  if  he  cheated. 
The  herd  has  sworn  to  follow  him.  The  only  way  out 

is  if  someone  challenges  him  to  a  Rite  of  Combat  and 

defeats  him.  Obviously,  Thunder  isn't  up  to  that.  The 

next  time,  we  can  check  for  cheating,  but  it's  too  late 
now.  Besides  which,  there  is  only  your  word  so  far  that 

Thunder  was  drugged.  I'm  sure  Tychus  will  claim  that 

you  two  put  the  drug  there  to  frame  him.  And  we  can't 

prove  otherwise  right  now.* 

Score  knew  that  she  was  right,  but  he  couldn't  just 

give  up.  "You  mean  that,  even  knowing  Tychus  was  a 

cheat  and  a  fraud,  the  herd  would  follow  him?" 

*They  have  no  option,*  Nova  answered.  *They 
have  given  their  oaths,  and  unicorns  do  not  go  back 

on  their  given  words.  They  would  hope  for  someone  to 

challenge  Tychus,  certainly,  or  maybe  one  of  them 

might  do  it.  But  there's  no  guarantee  of  that.* 

Shaking  his  head,  Score  grumbled,  "So  you  want  us 

to  do  nothing,  then?" 

*Not  quite,*  Nova  replied.  *We  have  to  get  Thunder 

well  again.  When  he's  recovered,  he  can  challenge 
Tychus  to  a  return  fight.  And  we  will  make  certain  that 

Tychus  doesn't  cheat  next  time.* 

48 



Pixel  sighed.  "I  don't  much  like  it,"  he  said,  "but  it's 

about  the  only  plan  we've  got  right  now."  He  looked 

down  at  Thunder.  "Do  you  think  he'll  recover  quick- 

ly, Nova?" 
*He's  very  strong,*  she  answered  with  pride.  *He'll 

probably  be  fine  in  the  morning.  Then,  just  a  few  days 

to  rest  up  from  the  wounds  and  I'm  sure  he'll  be  ready 

to  tear  Tychus  apart.* 

"Okay,"  Score  agreed.  But  he  shook  his  head.  "I  still 

don't  like  the  idea  of  doing  nothing,  though.  I'd  rather 

be  taking  Tychus  on  and  showing  him  he  can't  get 

away  with  what  he's  done,  even  for  just  a  short  while. 

I'm  sure  he's  up  to  something,  even  as  we  speak."  He 
helped  Pixel  cover  Thunder  with  the  blankets.  Nova 
settled  down  beside  her  husband. 

*The  two  of  you  should  get  some  food,*  she  told 

them.  *And  some  rest.  That  teleportation  tired  you 

both  out.  Perhaps  later  we  can  talk  some  more.* 

"Yes,  Mother,"  Score  answered  cheekily,  a  little  of  his 
good  humor  returning.  Things  were  bad  right  now,  but 

they  would  get  better.  As  long  as  Thunder  was  okay,  there 

wouldn't  be  any  problem.  He  looked  down  at  his  friend, 
who  lay  on  the  floor,  eyes  closed,  nostrils  dilating  slight- 

ly as  he  breathed.  He  would  be  all  right.  He  had  to  be. 
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Thunder  was  very  confused.  It  seemed  to  him  that  he 

was  standing  in  the  unicorn  fields",  looking  north. 
Everything  seemed  unusually  still,  though,  and  there 

didn't  seem  to  be  any  sounds.  His  ears  flickered,  but 
there  was  nothing.  No  birds  singing,  no  insects  buzzing, 

not  even  the  sigh  of  a  breeze. 

What  was  he  doing  here?  He  could  remember  that 
there  had  been  a  Rite  of  Combat.  And  he  knew  that 

he  must  have  lost;  he'd  certainly  recall  if  he  had  won. 
But  if  that  was  the  case,  what  was  he  doing  here  like 

this? 

He  turned  around,  sniffing  for  any  scent  of  other 

unicorns,  but  he  could  smell  nothing.  Nor  was  there 

anyone  in  sight — not  even  those  humans  he  was  actu- 

ally beginning  to  like.  It  was  very  odd. 

*Hello,  Thunder,*  came  an  old,  familiar  voice. 
Thunder  spun  around  and  stared  in  amazement  at 

the  unicorn  who  was  calmly  watching  him  from  a 

clump  of  bushes.  He  hadn't  been  there  a  minute  ear- 
lier, Thunder  knew.  Then  he  gasped  with  astonish- 

ment as  he  recognized  the  newcomer.  He  was  a  large 

white  unicorn  with  a  black  star-shaped  splash  on  his 

forehead,  just  below  his  horn.  That  patch  had  given 
him  his  name. 
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*  Darkstar!*  exclaimed  Thunder.  *Is  it  really  you, 

after  all  these  years?* 

*I?  Yes,*  Darkstar  said  with  a  gentle  laugh.  *Really? 

No.  I'm  not  physically  here,  back  on  the  old  fields. 

Neither  are  you,  old  friend.* 

*I  was  in  a  Rite  of  Combat,*  Thunder  explained, 

puzzled.  *I  rather  think  I  must  have  lost.* 

*You  were  and  you  did,*  agreed  Darkstar.  *With 
Tychus.  I  know  him,  that  one.  He  was  responsible  for 

my  fate,  too.* 
*  Yours?*  Thunder  blinked  and  snorted.  *What  did 

he  do  to  you?*  His  eyes  narrowed.  *Are  you  ...  a 

ghost?*  Then,  with  a  sudden,  sick  dread,  *Am  I  dead?* 

*We're  neither  of  us  dead,*  Darkstar  answered. 

*Though  I've  often  wished  I  were.  I've  been  dreaming 
these  past  five  years.  Suddenly,  I  became  aware  of  your 

mind.  This  is  very  hard  for  me,  and  I  can't  keep  it  up 
very  long.  Tychus  defeated  you  by  drugging  you.  It  sent 

your  mind  whirling,  and  you  could  no  longer  control 

your  body.  But  the  drug  had  a  side  effect.  It  has 

increased  your  telepathic  ability  for  a  short  while,  and 

your  mind  has  overlapped  mine.  But  I  must  hurry. 

Don't  interrupt  me!*  he  added  quickly.  *I  must  get 

through  this  before  I  grow  too  weak.* 

51 



*You  must  come  after  me  and  find  me.  I  am  to  the 
north.  There  are  directions  I  left  behind  on  the  Horn 

Rock.  Follow  them  and  you  will  find  me.  Then  I  can 

explain  everything.* 

Thunder  nodded,  even  though  he  wasn't  sure  what 

this  all  meant.  *I  will  do  as  you  say,*  he  promised. 

*Good.*  Darkstar  was  growing  faint,  fading  like  a 

breeze.  *I  have  used  all  my  strength.  Come  to  me, 

Thunder.  Come  to  me!*  His  voice  faded  out,  and  he  was 
gone,  leaving  Thunder  alone  on  the  unicorn  field  again. 

He  didn't  know  what  to  make  of  this.  Was  this  real? 
Or  was  it  some  sort  of  hallucination?  Darkstar  men- 

tioned something  about  a  drug.  That  would  explain 

how  Tychus  had  managed  to  win  and  why  Thunder 

felt  so  odd.  But  did  it  also  explain  the  vision?  Was  he 

just  imagining  all  of  this? 

Well,  there  was  a  simple  way  to  find  out  the  truth: 

the  Horn  Rock.  If  there  were  directions  there,  then  he'd 
know  this  had  not  been  an  illusion. 

Thunder  snorted  suddenly.  There  was  an  odd  feeling 

through  him.  Like  something  had  died  and  was  rotting 

close  by.  His  nostrils  flared  and  he  looked  around. 

Tychus  was  watching  him  from  the  shade  of  an 

orange  tree.  There  was  a  feeling  of  wrongness  about 
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him,  as  if  something  had  been  warped.  Thunder 

couldn't  tell  what  it  was,  but  there  was  something 
peculiar  about  Tychus  indeed. 

*So,*  the  crimson  unicorn  growled,  *you're  still 

alive  after  all?  Well,  it'll  do  you  no  good.  I've  defeated 
you,  Thunder,  and  your  herd  now  belongs  to  me.  You 

don't  stand  a  chance  of  getting  it  back.* 

Thunder  pawed  the  ground  and  snorted  loudly.  *You 

cheated  to  defeat  me,*  he  answered.  *You  drugged  me 

to  win  the  fight.  It  will  not  happen  again.* 

Tychus  laughed.  *You're  thinking  that  you  can 

challenge  me  again  and  this  time  defeat  me?*  he 

asked.  *Thunder,  that  drug  was  just  the  first  of  my 
tricks.  I  defeated  Darkstar,  and  I  can  defeat  you,  too, 

no  matter  what  you  try.  And  the  next  time,  I  shall  not 

allow  you  to  live.  Be  sensible,  old  fool;  stay  away  from 

me  and  you'll  be  safe.* 
*You  are  a  cheat  and  a  fraud,*  Thunder  said.  *When 

I  became  leader  of  the  herd,  your  kind  was  one  of  the 

menaces  I  pledged  to  root  out  and  destroy.  I  shall  not 

stop  now,  just  because  you  threaten  me.* 

*It  is  no  longer  your  herd,*  Tychus  said  coldly.  *It  is 
my  herd  now.  Their  welfare  is  no  longer  any  of  your 

concern.* 
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*It  is,*  Thunder  replied.  *I  cannot  abandon  them 
when  they  need  me.  We  shall  face  one  another  again 

soon,  Tychus.  And  I  promise  you — this  time  you  will 

not  be  victorious.* 

*Fool,*  Tychus  snarled.  *Face  me  again  and  you 
die.  I  make  you  that  promise.  There  is  nothing  you  can 

do  that  will  defeat  me.*  Then  he  whirled  around  and 

was  gone. 

Thunder  stared  after  him  for  a  moment,  and  then 

reared  up,  pawing  the  air.  *Run!*  he  cried  out.  *But  I 

shall  find  you  again — and  defeat  you!* 

Score  awoke  feeling  as  if  he'd  been  run  over  by  an  angry 
dragon.  Every  muscle  in  his  body  ached.  That  spell-cast- 

ing had  really  done  a  number  on  him.  Blinking,  he 

looked  around  himself,  trying  to  get  his  bearings. 

He  was  in  a  small  chamber  in  one  of  the  turrets,  he 

realized.  He  could  barely  remember  finding  the  room 

last  night — at  least,  he  hoped  that  it  had  been  last 

night;  it  could  have  been  days  ago — and  now  the 

morning  sunlight  was  streaming  through  the  room's 
small  window.  It  was  a  room  that  hadn't  been  used  in 

a  while,  and  he'd  found  some  spare  bedding  there.  No 

bed — after  all,  the  late  owner  hadn't  exactly  encour- 
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aged  visitors.  So  he'd  made  a  pile  of  clothing  on  the 
floor  into  a  bed. 

Well,  at  least  he  was  now  awake.  What  he  needed 

was  a  bath  and  food.  Climbing  wearily  to  his  feet, 

Score  staggered  out  of  the  room.  If  he  recalled  proper- 

ly, there  had  been  a  room  with  a  bath  in  it  on  the  way 

back  to  the  study.  He  tried  doors  as  he  went,  and 

found  the  room  on  his  third  attempt. 

Pixel  was  just  getting  dressed  there.  There  was  a  big 

stone  tub  behind  him,  with  steaming  water  draining 

from  it.  "Morning,  sleepyhead,"  he  said  with  a  grin. 

"You  managed  to  find  your  way  here,  then?" 

"Yeah,"  Score  agreed.  "I  figured  a  hot  bath  might 

help  my  aching  muscles."  He  shook  his  head  in  amaze- 
ment.  "But  I  can't  believe  that  Garonath  had  one 

rigged  up." 
"Well,  you  have  to  cheat  a  bit,"  Pixel  replied.  His 

water  had  drained,  and  he  replaced  the  stopper  in  the 

bottom  of  the  tub.  He  indicated  a  sloping  chute  that 

came  down  from  the  ceiling,  with  a  pull-cord  attached. 

"He's  got  a  rainwater  collector  on  the  roof  for  water," 

he  explained.  "Pull  the  cord,  and  it  comes  into  the 
bath.  But  it's  ice-cold." 

"Ice-cold  isn't  what  I  need  right  now,"  Score  grunted. 
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"Then  do  what  I  did,"  Pixel  advised  him.  "A  fire 

spell  warms  it  up  very  fast." 

Score  grinned,  and  held  out  his  chrysolite.  "You're 

forgetting  I  have  power  over  water,"  he  said.  "I  was 

going  to  heat  it  like  that.  And  if  there  wasn't  any  water, 

I  could  just  condense  it  from  the  air  into  the  tub." 

Pixel  whistled,  impressed.  "You're  really  starting  to 

get  the  hang  of  this  magic  game,  aren't  you?" 

"We  have  to,"  Score  said.  "It's  the  only  way  we'll 

survive.  Anyway,  have  you  thought  about  breakfast?" 

"I've  thought  about  very  little  else  since  I  woke  up," 
Pixel  admitted.  "I  know  there's  a  kitchen  around  here 

somewhere.  I'll  see  if  I  can't  whip  up  something  while 

you  take  your  bath.  I'll  meet  you  in  the  study  with 

whatever  I  find." 

"It's  a  deal,"  agreed  Score.  He  was  really  getting 
used  to  having  friends  around,  too,  he  realized.  As 

Pixel  headed  off  after  food,  Score  pulled  the  cord  over 

his  head  and  let  the  water  flow  into  the  tub.  Then, 

using  his  gemstone,  he  heated  the  water  until  it  was 

just  the  right  temperature.  He  plunged  into  the  tub 

and  sat  back  for  a  good  soak. 

After  about  fifteen  minutes,  his  muscles  felt  less 

tense  and  knotted.  He  grabbed  his  clothes,  which 
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were  pretty  dirty  by  now,  and  washed  them  out  in  the 

tub.  Then,  using  the  chrysolite,  he  made  all  of  the 

water  in  his  clothes  evaporate,  leaving  them  absolute- 

ly dry.  Grinning,  he  stepped  out  of  the  bath,  and  then 

used  the  gemstone  on  himself.  Better  than  a  towel,  he 

decided,  happy  with  this  new  trick.  Dressing  quickly,  he 
left  the  bath  water  to  drain  and  started  back  for  the 

study.  He  was  still  a  little  sore,  but  a  lot  better  than 

before.  He  was  also  ravenously  hungry. 

Pixel  was  there  already,  with  two  plates.  He  was 

making  inroads  in  his  own  breakfast,  and  he  gestured 
Score  toward  the  other.  Score  checked  Nova  and 

Thunder  first,  but  both  unicorns  were  sleeping. 

Thunder  seemed  to  be  more  relaxed,  and  he  was 

breathing  steadily,  so  Score  headed  for  breakfast.  Pixel 

had  managed  to  find  some  thick  slabs  of  bread.  Score 

complemented  these  by  changing  more  of  the  bread 

into  a  couple  of  scrambled  eggs  and  some  sort  of  meat. 

The  only  implement  to  eat  with  was  a  flat  knife.  Pixel 

was  using  his  to  cut  the  food,  and  then  as  a  sort  of 

spoon  to  eat  with,  so  Score  copied  him. 

When  they  had  finished,  Score  went  with  Pixel 

back  to  the  kitchen,  where  they  stashed  the  dirty  dish- 

es in  a  tub.  "There's  a  fair  amount  of  bread  in  a  pantry," 
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Pixel  explained,  gesturing  to  a.  door.  "It's  in  good 
shape,  so  it  will  last  us  for  a  couple  of  weeks,  I  would 

think — and  with  your  skills,  we  can  change  it  into 

other  foods." 

Score  grinned.  "I'm  getting  kind  of  used  to  this  place 

already,"  he  admitted.  "Maybe  we  can  all  move  in  here. 

Let's  face  it,  it  must  seem  like  home  to  Helaine.  It  just 

needs  a  bit  of  tidying  up  and  some  personalizing." 

"It's  not  a  bad  idea,"  agreed  Pixel.  "We're  going  to 
have  to  stay  somewhere,  so  why  not  here?  Besides, 

we're  magic-users  now,  and  most  magic-users  seem  to 

live  in  castles.  We  have  standards  to  uphold." 
Laughing,  Score  led  the  way  back  to  the  study.  He 

felt  quite  at  ease  with  Pixel.  It  was  hard  to  remember 

that  he'd  originally  thought  the  other  boy  was  a  total 

dork.  And  even  Helaine  wasn't  so  bad;  he'd  liked  her 
praise  yesterday,  and  she  was  getting  a  lot  less  uptight. 

Maybe  there  was  something  to  this  friendship  busi- 
ness, after  all. 

As  he  entered  the  study,  Score  saw  that  Thunder's 
eyes  were  flickering.  Then  they  opened.  Hurrying  for- 

ward, Score  called,  "Thunder!  How  do  you  feel" 

*Why  am  I  lying  here?*  Thunder  demanded.  He 
rolled  from  his  side  to  his  knees,  and  then  stood  up. 
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Score  was  astonished  that  he  could  move  at  all,  let 

alone  so  easily.  Nova  had  been  quite  right — Thunder 
was  one  tough  customer. 

His  movement  had  wakened  Nova.  She  blinked 

and  then  stared  at  her  husband.  *Thunder!  Are  you 

all  right?* 

^Perfectly,*  Thunder  answered,  tossing  his  head. 

*My  thoughts  are  clear  once  again,  and  that  poison  of 

Tychus's  has  gone  from  my  body.  I'm  my  old  self  again.* 

"That's  the  spirit!"  Score  said  happily.  He  rubbed 

Thunder's  nose.  "It's  great  to  see  you  back  on  your  feet 

again.  We  were  so  worried  about  you." 
Thunder  snorted.  *Yes.  It  would  have  been  embar- 

rassing to  have  had  to  remove  a  dead  unicorn  from  the 

room,  wouldn't  it?* 

*Thunder,*  Nova  cautioned  him.  *There's  no  need 
to  be  rude.  They  saved  your  life  yesterday  when  Tychus 

was  going  to  kill  you.* 
Thunder  looked  at  Score  and  then  at  Pixel  and  then 

sighed.  *Then  that  means  I  owe  you  for  it,*  he  stated. 

*  And  I  always  pay  my  debts.  But  why  did  it  have  to  be 
humans  who  saved  me?* 

"To  teach  you  a  bit  of  tolerance,"  answered  Score, 

grinning.  He  knew  that  Thunder  didn't  really  mean  to 
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sound  so  grouchy;  it  was  just  his  normal  manner.  "After 

all,  your  herd  has  sworn  allegiance  to  Tychus." 
Nova  filled  her  husband  in  on  what  had  happened 

after  he  had  been  defeated,  nuzzling  him  fondly  as  she 

did  so.  When  she  was  done,  Thunder  nodded. 

*Good  thinking,*  he  approved.  *And  with  Flame 

and  Helaine  with  the  herd,  we'll  be  able  to  keep  tabs 

on  Tychus.* 

"And  as  soon  as  your  strength's  back,"  Score  said 

enthusiastically,  "you  can  challenge  Tychus  again.  This 

time,  we'll  check  him  out  for  dirty  tricks  before  the 

rematch.  He  won't  win  by  trickery  again.  So,  how  long 

do  you  figure?  One  day?  Two?" 

*It  isn't  that  simple,*  Thunder  replied.  *I  might  not 

be  facing  him  for  a  while.* 

"What?"  Score  couldn't  believe  what  he  was  hear- 

ing.  "Don't  tell  me  you're  scared!" 

Thunder's  head  whirled,  and  his  horn  stopped  inch- 

es  away  from  Score's  heart.  *Don't  ever  say  anything 

like  that  again,*  Thunder  snapped.  *  If  you  hadn't  saved 

my  life,  I  wouldn't  have  held  back.* 

"Boy,  touchy,  aren't  you?"  complained  Score.  "Okay, 

I'm  sorry  I  said  it.  Now,  why  aren't  you  facing  him 

again  then?" 
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*  Because  there  is  something  else  I  must  do  first.* 
Thunder  told  them  about  his  dream.  *I  have  to  listen 

to  Darkstar.  He  has  never  led  me  astray.  We  have  to 

find  him  first.* 

Score  shook  his  head  in  disbelief.  "You  have  a 
dream  that  tells  you  to  go  chasing  dead  unicorns,  and 

you're  going  to  do  it?"  he  asked.  "Maybe  we  should  get 

you  to  a  unicorn  psychiatrist.  This  is  crazy." 

*I  know  what  happened,*  Thunder  replied.  *And  I 
am  convinced  that  it  is  real.  I  will  do  as  Darkstar 

requested  and  try  to  find  him.* 

"This  is  loopy,"  complained  Score.  "Isn't  it,  guys?" 
he  asked  Pixel  and  Nova. 

"It  sounds  pretty  far-fetched,"  agreed  Pixel.  "But  so 

does  almost  everything  that's  happened  to  us  this  past 

week  or  so.  What's  one  more  miracle  among  the  lot?" 

*And,  besides,*  added  Nova,  *it's  very  simple  to 
check.  We  go  to  Horn  Rock  and  see  if  there  is  a  mes- 

sage. If  there  is,  Thunder's  dream  was  right.  If  there 

isn't,  we  won't  have  wasted  much  time.  The  rock's 

only  half  a  day  from  here.* 

Score  shrugged.  "Well,  if  you  both  think  it's  worth  it, 

I  guess  I'll  go  along  with  you  for  now.  But  it  still  sounds 

pretty  flaky  to  me."  He  eyed  Thunder  suspiciously. 
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"You're  very  quiet.  Is  there  something  you're  not 

telling  us?" 
*Well . .  .*  the  unicorn  said  reluctantly.  *The  Horn 

Rock  is  on  the  herd's  land.* 

uOh,  great,"  muttered  Score.  "This  is  the  same  herd 

that's  threatened  to  kill  you  if  you  trespass,  right?"  He 

threw  his  hands  up  in  bewilderment.  "And  I  had  start- 
ed  to  think  that  this  was  a  pretty  good  day.  I  must  have 

been  out  of  my  skull.  You're  going  to  get  us  killed,  you 

know  that?" 

*Then  I  shall  go  alone,*  Thunder  answered  simply. 

*NO!*  yelled  Nova.  The  two  humans  were  a  shade 
slower  in  saying  the  same  thing. 

"We're  in  this  together,"  Score  stated  firmly.  "I  may 

think  you're  dumb  and  that  this  is  suicide.  But  we'll  all 

be  dumb  and  suicidal  together.  No  arguments."  He 

rolled  his  eyes.  "That's  it.  After  this,  I'm  going  back  to 
New  York  to  hire  a  really  good  analyst.  I  must  be  going 

crazy  to  agree  to  this." 
He  was  making  a  joke  out  of  it,  but  it  was  only  to 

cover  his  nerves.  Tychus  was  bound  to  have  unicorns 

out  watching  to  see  if  Thunder  tried  to  sneak  back. 

Score  was  certain  they  were  heading  into  real  trouble. 
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So  why  wasn't  he  doing  the  smart  thing  and  waiting 
back  here  at  the  castle  for  them? 

Because  they  were  his  friends.  Score  had  known  it 

was  a  mistake  to  make  friends.  They  only  got  you  into 

trouble.  And,  in  this  case,  probably  killed  .  .  . 
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if; elaine  was  wor- ried. Badly  wor- 
ried. She  had  hoped  that  spending  her 

time  with  the  unicorns  would  cheer 

her  up  and  remove  her  air  of  gloomy 

foreboding.  After  all,  she  loved  Flame, 

and  unicorns  seemed  to  have  a  good 

effect  on  her  in  general.  There  was 

just  something  so  noble,  so  regal,  so 

right  about  the  creatures.  They  were 

beautiful,  alert,  and  fun  to  be  around. 

Normally. 
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But  these  weren't  normal  times.  There  was  a  terrible 
tension  hanging  over  the  whole  herd.  Thunder  had 

been  a  bit  cranky  at  times,  but  there  was  no  question 

that  he  had  been  a  good  and  popular  leader.  Everyone 

was  missing  him.  They  were  embarrassed  that  he  had 

been  beaten — and  that  he  had  needed  to  be  saved  by 

humans.  The  unicorns'  dislike  of  humans  had  been 
formed  a  long  time  ago. 

Wizards  had  hunted  unicorns  down  for  hundreds  of 

years.  They  did  this  because  unicorn  horns  negated  all 

forms  of  magic.  All  any  unicorn  had  to  do  was  to  some- 

how charge  their  horns  up,  and  they  could  use  them  to 

drain  magic  away.  This  made  unicorn  horns  tremen- 

dously valuable  to  magicians.  They  could  use  them 

then  to  counter  the  spells  of  other  wizards.  And  the 

only  way  to  get  a  unicorn  horn  was  by  killing  its  owner. 

The  unicorns  were  understandably  very  alarmed  by 
this. 

But  Helaine,  Pixel,  and  Score  had  no  such  desire  for 

a  horn.  They  all  loved  the  unicorns  for  what  they  were, 

and  wouldn't  dream  of  hurting  one  of  them.  Thunder 
had  been  reluctant  to  believe  this  at  first,  but  Flame 

had  known  it  to  be  the  truth  from  the  start.  She  and 

Helaine  had  bonded,  and  they  were  now  firm  friends. 

65 



Thunder,  and  then  the  rest  of  his  herd,  had  eventually 

accepted  the  trio.  But  they  were  still  cautious  about 

humans — prejudice  is  hard  to  eliminate  overnight — so 

the  herd  tended  to  shy  away  from  Helaine,  just  enough 

to  be  uncomfortable. 

The  unicorns  felt  bad  for  Flame,  but  they  didn't 
know  what  to  say  or  do  to  make  her  feel  better.  So  they 

were  avoiding  her,  too — all  except  a  young  male  named 

Dustdevil.  He  was  Flame's  age  and  was  gray  with  black 
and  white  flecks.  The  two  of  them  were  great  friends;  it 

was  clear  he  wouldn't  abandon  her.  But  he  couldn't 

cheer  her  up,  either. 

It  was  Flame's  depression  that  hurt  Helaine  the 
most.  Flame  was  normally  the  most  cheerful  unicorn 

in  the  herd,  but  with  her  father  and  mother  ban- 

ished, and  the  rest  of  the  herd  pretty  much  avoiding 

her,  Flame's  mood  had  plummeted  to  rock  bottom. 
She  moped,  refusing  to  eat  or  to  take  part  in  any  of 

the  herd's  activities.  Nothing  Helaine  could  say  or  do 
helped.  To  be  honest,  she  felt  pretty  much  the  same 

way  herself. 

Still,  she  had  no  option  but  to  stay.  She  had  to  keep 

an  eye  on  Flame,  and  she  had  to  try  to  figure  out  what 

Tychus  was  up  to. 
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It  was  early  in  the  morning,  but  the  new  herd  leader 

had  been  up  since  dawn.  He  wakened  several  of  the 

younger  males,  and  Helaine  had  listened  in. 

*Up!*  he  cried.  *I  need  you  to  go  out  on  patrols. 
Keep  on  the  move  and  check  the  perimeter  of  our 

lands.  If  Thunder  or  Nova  attempts  to  return  here, 

do  not  challenge  them,  but  return  to  tell  me  imme- 

diately.* 

*Why  would  either  seek  to  return?*  one  unicorn 

asked,  puzzled.  *You  would  surely  just  defeat  him 

again?* 
*Because  Thunder's  pride  has  been  hurt  by  his 

defeat,*  Tychus  explained.  *He  wants  to  oust  me  and 

reclaim  the  herd  again.  But  he  knows  he  can't  defeat 
me  in  a  fair  fight,  so  he  will  seek  to  raise  suspicions 

against  me  and  to  do  everything  he  can  to  undermine 

my  authority.  Do  not  speak  with  him  or  his  wife.  If  you 

see  them,  come  immediately  to  fetch  me.  I  shall  force 

him  to  depart  again — or  die!* 
Thunder  would  never  do  that,  Helaine  thought  to 

herself.  He  was  much  too  straightforward  and  honest 

to  lie  and  cheat.  Then  why  would  Tychus  claim  oth- 

erwise? Was  it  just  because  he  disliked  the  deposed 

leader?  Or  was  it  because  Thunder  knew  something? 
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Maybe  something  true  about  Tychus  that  might  make 

the  other  unicorns  reject  their  new  leader?  Why  else 

order  them  not  to  speak  to  Thunder? 

Tychus  was  up  to  something,  Helaine  realized.  Now, 

more  than  before,  it  was  important  that  she  discover 

what  it  was  and  fix  it.  Tychus  had  a  plan.  He  clearly 

expected  Thunder  to  return,  which  meant  that  he  had 

some  way  of  knowing  that  Thunder  was  okay.  That  was 

a  relief.  Helaine  fished  her  agate  from  her  pack  and  held 

it  clenched  in  her  hand.  *  Pixel,*  she  thought  clearly. 

*Can  you  hear  me?* 

*Ouch!  Loud  and  clear,*  he  replied.  *Very  loud,  in 

fact.  What's  wrong?* 

*  Sorry,*  she  apologized,  slightly  toning  down  the 

power  she  was  using.  *Tychus  is  sending  out  sentries  to 
patrol  the  fields.  He  seems  to  think  that  Thunder  is 

going  to  try  to  sneak  back.* 
There  was  a  slight  pause,  and  then  Pixel  admitted, 

*He  is.  We  have  to  check  something  out.*  He  brought 

Helaine  up  to  date  on  what  they  were  doing.  *So,  we're 
going  to  have  to  try  it  anyway.  We  need  to  know  if 

what  Thunder  saw  was  a  message  or  just  a  delusion.* 

*Well,  watch  out,*  Helaine  answered.  *I'll  contact 

you  again  later.*  She  put  the  jewel  away  and  then 
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went  to  Flame.  "Tychus  cheated,"  she  said  bluntly. 

"That's  how  he  beat  your  father."  Then  she  explained 
everything  to  Flame  and  Dustdevil. 

*We  have  to  tell  everyone  this,*  Dustdevil  said. 

"It's  no  good,"  Helaine  replied.  "They  won't  believe 
us.  We  have  no  proof  to  back  up  what  we  say.  Do  you 

really  think  the  herd  will  believe  two  foals  and  a 

human?" 
*No,*  agreed  Flame.  But  the  fire  had  come  back 

into  her  spirit  now.  Knowing  that  her  father  had  been 

beaten  only  by  a  trick  had  made  her  angry.  *But  we 

know  the  truth.  If  Tychus  is  a  liar  and  a  cheat,  he's 
going  to  make  a  mistake,  and  we  should  be  able  to 

catch  him  and  expose  him.  We  need  to  look  for  the 

opportunity.*  She  laughed  and  tossed  her  head.  *And 

if  he  does  make  a  slip,  I'll  pounce  on  it  in  a  second.* 
Helaine  smiled.  This  was  what  Flame  had  needed. 

She  had  believed  that  her  father  had  been  beaten  fair- 

ly and  that  there  was  nothing  she  could  do.  Now  that 

she  knew  the  truth,  however,  she  had  a  mission. 

Helaine  almost  felt  sorry  for  Tychus.  "So  let's  go  and 

see  what  he's  up  to,"  she  suggested. 
They  found  him  in  the  central  meadow,  with  almost 

all  of  the  younger  unicorns  around  him — not  the  foals, 



who  were  either  playing  or  with  their  mothers,  but  the 

young  male  and  female  adults. 

*In  the  past,*  Tychus  was  informing  them,  *you  were 

never  given  much  to  do.  Your  parents  and  the  other 

older  unicorns  reserved  all  of  the  good  things  for  them- 

selves, telling  you  that  you  would  have  to  wait  for  later 

to  do  these  things.  Well,  I  don't  believe  in  that.  I 
believe  that  any  productive  member  of  the  herd  should 

be  rewarded.  All  of  you  will  be  equal  in  my  sight.  And 

it  you  can  do  what  is  needed  for  the  herd  better  than 

those  who  are  older  than  you — well,  I  will  not  favor 

age.  To  show  I  mean  what  I  say  .  .  .*  He  turned  to  one 

of  the  silver  unicorns.  *Moondust,  you  will  be  one  of 

my  assistants.  I've  been  asking  around,  and  everyone 

says  that  you're  one  of  the  bravest,  smartest,  and  most 

loyal  in  the  herd.  The  only  reason  you've  never  been 
given  any  responsibility  in  the  past  is  because  you  were 

considered  too  young.  I  think  that's  a  foolish  reason.  As 

long  as  you  can  do  your  job  well,  you  will  have  it.* 
Moondust  stepped  proudly  forward,  beaming  his 

pleasure.  *Thank  you,  Tvchus.  I  promise  you  won't 

regret  this  decision.  I'll  help  you  in  any  way  I  can.* 

*I  know  I  won't  regret  it,*  Tychus  agreed.  *You'U 

make  me  proud  ot  you,  I'm  certain  ot  that.* 



Helaine  snorted.  "He's  promoting  the  younger  uni- 

corns, making  them  think  they're  valuable,"  she 

explained  to  Flame  and  Dustdevil.  "This  way,  they'll 
be  loyal  to  him,  knowing  that  if  Thunder  did  come 

back,  they'd  lose  their  new  status.  And  he's  making 
certain  that  anyone  who  might  still  harbor  affection 

for  Thunder  is  no  longer  in  a  position  of  influence. 

Oh,  he's  smart — and  evil." 

*I  don't  care  how  smart  he  is,*  Flame  replied.  *I 
know  that  the  three  of  us  will  be  able  to  expose  him  as 

a  fraud.* 
Helaine  hoped  that  this  was  true.  She  watched  as 

Tychus  gave  two  of  the  other  youngsters  a  promotion, 
and  then  sent  them  out  to  work.  These  unicorns  were 

still  young  enough  not  to  be  able  to  hide  their  feelings 

too  well,  and  she  could  feel  the  pride,  happiness,  and 

smugness  radiating  from  them.  Tychus  was  planning 

well,  getting  them  on  to  his  side.  It  wouldn't  be  a  sim- 
ple matter  to  turn  them  against  him. 

*And  now,*  Tychus  added,  *we  have  further  things 

to  do.*  He  looked  at  where  Flame,  Dustdevil,  and 

Helaine  were  standing.  *You  three,  come  here.* 

Uh-oh  .  .  .  Helaine  had  a  bad  feeling  about  this. 

There  was  no  way  that  Tychus  was  going  to  feel  terribly 
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kindly  toward  either  her  or  Flame..  And  Dustdevil  had 

made  a  declaration  of  where  he  stood  by  being  seen 

publicly  with  both  of  them.  Still,  there  was  no  avoiding 

this  issue.  She  strode  forward,  head  held  high.  She  was 

a  Lady  of  Ordin,  and  there  was  no  way  that  she  would 

behave  in  any  other  fashion.  Flame  trotted  at  her  side. 

A  little  less  self-confident,  Dustdevil  trailed  slightly 
behind  them. 

Tychus  eyed  them  as  they  halted  in  front  of  him. 

He  was  physically  intimidating,  but  Helaine  didn't 

let  that  sway  her.  He  couldn't  read  her  thoughts 
unless  she  used  the  agate,  and  that  remained  safely 

in  her  pouch.  She  was  going  to  give  nothing  away  to 
him. 

But  his  first  look  was  directed  at  Flame.  ̂ Daughter 

of  Thunder,*  he  said,  making  sure  the  assembled 

young  unicorns  could  hear  him.  *  Because  of  your 
father,  in  the  past  you  had  a  position  of  privilege.  This 

can  no  longer  be  allowed.* 

*Privilege?*  Flame  snorted.  *My  father  treated  me 

like  a  child.  I  had  no  rights,  so  there's  nothing  you  can 

take  away  from  me.* 

*You  mistake  my  intention,*  Tychus  said  fluidly.  *I 
will  not  punish  you  for  the  accident  of  your  birth. 
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Within  my  herd,  everyone  is  equal.  There  will  be  no 

favoritism.* 

That's  a  joke,  thought  Helaine  to  herself.  He  was 

doing  nothing  but  play  favorites.  Only  he  didn't  want 
that  to  be  too  obvious. 

*You  will  be  given  duties  to  perform,*  Tychus  added 

to  Flame.  *If  you  do  them  well  and  cheerfully,  you  will 
have  as  much  chance  of  promotion  and  honor  as  any 

other  in  the  herd.*  He  turned  to  Dustdevil.  *The  same 

applies  to  you,  too.  All  I  ask  of  anyone  is  that  they 

devote  themselves  to  the  service  of  the  herd.  If  they  do 

that,  then  they  will  be  rewarded.  Do  you  both  think  this 

is  possible  for  you?  Or  will  you  refuse  to  help  the  herd?* 
It  was  nicely  done,  Helaine  had  to  admit.  Tychus 

was  giving  them  extra  work,  but  making  it  look  like  a 

refusal  was  a  rejection  of  the  herd. 

*Whatever  the  herd  needs,  I  will  be  proud  to  do,* 

Flame  answered,  stressing  the  word  "herd"  very  clearly. 

*That  is  all  I  ask,*  Tychus  answered  glibly.  *Your 
duties  will  be  assigned  to  you  shortly.  First,  however, 

there  is  a  less  pleasant  task  to  perform.*  He  now 
turned  to  face  Helaine,  and  she  realized  that  the  con- 

frontation had  arrived.  *Humans  are  not  welcome  on 

unicorn  lands.* 
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"I  was  accepted  by  the  herd."  Helaine  said  clearly.  "I 

have  been  granted  the  right  to  be  here." 
*That  was  before  I  took  the  mantle  of  leadership.* 

Tychus  replied.  *Thunder  may  have  enjoyed  fraterniz- 
ing with  humans,  but  I  am  not  as  foolish  as  he.  I  recall 

all  of  the  terrible  things  that  humans  have  done  to 

unicorns  in  the  past.  Humans  kill  unicorns.* 

Helaine  shook  her  head.  "I  have  given  my  word  to 

help  the  herd,"  she  said.  "I  will  never  harm  a  uni- 

corn." 
*So  you  say.*  sneered  Tychus.  *But  can  we  believe 

the  word  of  a  human?  And,*  he  added  before  any 

reply  could  be  made,  *it  is  not  just  you  that  we  must 
consider.  Where  one,  or  two,  or  three  humans  now 

walk,  soon  there  will  be  more.  Perhaps  this  human 

has  no  animosity  toward  the  herd,  but  can  she  speak 
for  all  who  will  follow  her?  Others  will  come.  It  is 

inevitable.  Humans  cannot  be  trusted,  and  the  only 

way  to  make  the  herd  safe  is  to  banish  her  and  all 

other  humans.* 

"Nonsense,"  Helaine  snapped.  "There  are  only  the 

three  of  us.  There  will  be  no  more." 

"Oh,"  said  an  all-too-familiar  voice.  "Did  I  come  at 

a  bad  time?" 
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Helaine  groaned  and  turned  to  see  Oracle  looking 

at  her.  "What  do  you  want?" 

*There  will  be  no  more  humans?*  mocked  Tychus. 

*And  then  one  arrives.  She  has  just  proven  that  she 

cannot  be  trusted.  Do  you  need  more  proof?* 

"He's  not  human!"  Helaine  snarled.  "He  just  looks 

like  one." 

*Well,  he  is  certainly  not  a  unicorn!*  snorted 
Tychus  loudly. 

Helaine  stepped  forward  and  thrust  her  hand  through 

Oracle's  body.  The  unicorns  gasped  as  they  saw  this. 

"He's  just  a  projection,"  she  explained  patiently.  "He's 

not  exactly  real."  Then  she  added  under  her  breath  to 

Oracle,  "Or  very  bright,  either.  What  are  you  doing 

here?" 
"I  came  to  warn  you  about  trouble,"  Oracle  answered. 

"It's  starting  to  look  like  that  is  redundant." 

*She's  been  proven  a  liar  once!*  Tychus  exclaimed. 

*We  must  drive  her  from  the  pastures  before  she 

brings  further  trouble!*  He  lunged  forward  at  Helaine 
with  his  horn. 

Her  reaction  was  pure  instinct.  Her  sword  was  out, 

in  her  hands,  and  held  at  the  ready  before  she  could 

even  consciously  think  about  it. 
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*Ha!*  cried  Tychus,  stopping  short.  *And  she  said 
that  she  would  never  harm  a  unicorn!  Yet  she  draws  a 

weapon  on  me!  As  I  insisted,  you  cannot  trust  a 

human.  Banish  her!* 

Realizing  she'd  been  manipulated,  Helaine  quickly 

resheathed  her  sword.  "I  thought  you  were  attacking 

me,"  she  protested.  "I  was  just  defending  myself." 

*  Another  of  your  lies,*  Tychus  sneered.  Helaine 
could  see  that  the  other  unicorns  were  leaning  toward 

his  side.  *We  must  drive  her  out,  in  order  to  be  safe 

from  her  and  other  humans.* 

That  did  it.  Helaine  had  been  restraining  her  tem- 

per, but  she  couldn't  allow  herself  to  be  driven  away. 
Who  would  look  after  Flame?  She  took  the  chryso- 

prase  from  her  bag.  This  gave  her  control  over  the 

element  of  Earth.  "You  had  better  let  me  be,"  she  said, 

showing  the  gem.  "You  know  that  I  am  a  magic-user. 
I  can  turn  the  Earth  itself  against  you  if  you  try  to 

harm  me." 

*We  do  not  intend  to  harm  you,*  Tychus  said  glibly. 

*We  just  want  you  gone  from  our  lands.*  He  looked 

around.  *To  me,  unicorns,*  he  called.  *Surround  her 
with  your  horns.  That  will  prevent  her  from  using  her 

magic* 
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The  young  unicorns  started  to  obey  him.  Circling 

Helaine,  their  horns  started  to  glow  as  they  began  to 

make  them  ready  to  counter  her  magic.  Helaine  knew 

that  if  she  was  going  to  use  her  gemstone,  she  would 

have  to  do  it  quickly,  before  they  had  her  enveloped. 

But  she  couldn't  do  it.  She  liked  these  creatures,  and 

they  weren't  actually  trying  to  harm  her.  True,  they 

were  acting  on  the  wrong  assumptions,  but  she  couldn't 
bring  herself  to  harm  them  just  because  of  that. 

Reluctantly,  she  replaced  the  gem  in  her  pouch.  She 

was  now  surrounded  by  the  young  unicorns.  She  could 

sense  that  her  magical  abilities  were  now  at  zero.  Even 

with  the  crystals,  she  could  do  nothing. 

*You  have  prevented  her  from  acting,*  Tychus  said 

proudly.  *Now,  drive  her  from  our  lands.  She  must 
never  be  allowed  to  return.* 

"All  right,"  Helaine  said,  with  as  much  strength  as 

she  could  muster.  "I'll  go.  I  have  no  choice,  except  to 

harm  some  of  you,  and  that  I  won't  do.  But  let  me  tell 

you  this."  She  glared  at  the  unicorns.  "I  am  not  the 

danger  to  your  herd.  Nor  are  other  humans.  He  is." 

She  pointed  at  Tychus.  "Weigh  everything  he  tells  you 
very  carefully,  because  he  will  lie,  promise,  and  cheat 

you  to  get  what  he  wants." 
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*Are  you  quite  finished,  human?*  Tychus  demand- 

ed.  *Then  go,  and  take  that  whatever-it-is  with  you. 

And  if  we  see  your  face  here  again,  you  will  be  killed.* 
Helaine  turned  from  him,  giving  Flame  a  tremulous 

smile,  and  then  marched  toward  the  encircling  uni- 

corns. They  parted,  allowing  her  and  Oracle  to  leave. 

She  didn't  look  back,  because  that  would  have  been 

too  hard.  She  simply  walked,  heading  for  Garonath's 

old  castle.  There  wasn't  much  else  she  could  do  right 
now.  She  could  feel  the  eyes  of  all  of  the  unicorns  on 

her  back,  which  made  her  very  uneasy. 

"Congratulations,"  she  told  Oracle  dryly.  "You 
turned  up  at  the  worst  possible  moment.  How  do  you 

manage  such  impeccable  timing?" 

"It's  a  gift,  I  suppose,"  he  answered,  shrugging.  "I'm 
sorry  that  I  caused  you  problems,  but  I  did  come  with 

the  best  of  intentions." 

"I'm  sure  you  did,"  she  agreed.  "So  what  were  they?" 

"Well,  I  was  visiting  Shanara,  and  the  two  of  us  did 
some  spell  work  to  see  what  was  wrong  here  on 

Dondar." 

"And  what  did  you  learn?"  asked  Helaine. 

"Nothing/1 

"Nothing?"  she  echoed. 
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"Zero.  Zip.  Nada."  Oracle  shrugged. 
Helaine  was  having  difficulty  keeping  her  temper. 

"And  you  came  here  to  tell  me  than"  she  demanded. 

"It's  very  important,"  Oracle  protested.  "You  know 
how  strong  Shanara  is,  especially  when  Blink  helps 

her  out.  There's  only  one  way  that  she  could  discover 

nothing  on  this  planet  at  all.  And  that's  if  there's 

another  wizard  around  who's  stronger  than  her  and 

blocking  her." 

Helaine  started  to  get  the  point.  "You  mean,  then, 

that  this  business  with  Tychus  and  the  unicorns  isn't 

the  real  problem  here,"  she  said  slowly.  "That  there's 

another  wizard  at  work,  and  it's  his  or  her  plan  that's 

causing  trouble." 

"Exactly,"  Oracle  agreed  happily.  "This  Tychus  is 

just  a  minor  player  in  this  game.  There's  somebody 

much  more  powerful  for  you  to  worry  about." 

Helaine  sighed  heavily.  "And  you  think  that's  good 

news?"  she  asked.  She  shook  her  head.  "We're  in  big- 

ger  trouble  than  I  imagined." 
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6 

ixel  watched  the 

woods  all  around 

them  warily.  It  was  still  a  bit  odd  see- 

ing purple  trees  and  blue  grass,  but  he 

liked  it.  Besides,  it  wasn't  that  much 

crazier  than  some  of  the  worlds  he'd 
created  in  Virtual  Reality.  Only  this 

one  was  real,  and  he  was  walking  it 

with  unicorns  that  were  equally  real — 

and,  with  Tychus's  guards  out,  poten- 

tially dangerous.  "Will  you  be  able  to 
spot  any  other  unicorns  telepathical- 

ly?"  he  asked  Nova. 
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She  shook  her  head.  ̂ Telepathy  for  us  is  like  talk- 

ing for  you,*  she  explained.  *If  one  of  us  doesn't  want 

to  be  heard,  he  won't  be.  That's  how  I  can  whisper  to 

you  without  Thunder  overhearing.* 

*I  heard  that,*  Thunder  snorted.  *My  own  wife, 
talking  behind  my  back,  to  a  human.  What  is  the 

world  coming  to?* 

"Says  you,"  Score  pointed  out  with  a  grin,  "talking 

to  another  human." 

"So,  we've  just  got  to  be  cautious  and  keep  a  good 
lookout?"  asked  Pixel.  Nova  nodded. 

"How  about  using  your  ruby?"  suggested  Score. 

Pixel  sighed.  "It  won't  work  on  unicorns,"  he 
answered.  Normally,  he  could  use  his  ruby  to  locate 

anything.  "Their  horns  negate  the  gem's  powers. 

These  unicorns  know  we're  magic-users,  so  they'll  be 
ready  to  combat  us.  Any  magic  we  try  from  here  on 

in  will  be  useless  against  them." 

"You're  really  not  doing  a  lot  to  cheer  me  up,"  Score 
complained. 

"How  do  you  think  I  feel?"  asked  Pixel.  "The  uni- 
corn scouts  will  be  able  to  locate  us  by  following  the 

sound  of  my  knees  knocking  together."  But  he  couldn't 
give  up  and  abandon  his  friends,  and  he  knew  that 
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Score  felt  the  same  way.  Bravery  wasn't  very  easy,  but 
it  was  better  than  cowardice. 

*  We're  at  the  edge  of  the  herd  lands  now,*  Thunder 

thought  softly.  *I  think  we  had  better  keep  very  silent 
from  now  on,  until  we  reach  the  Horn  Rock.  Not  even 

any  loud  thoughts!*  Then  he  led  the  way  across  the 
small  stream  that  marked  the  boundary,  and  through 

the  orange-colored  trees  on  the  far  shore. 
Walking  in  silence  seemed  to  make  things  worse. 

Pixel's  eyes  flickered  all  around,  looking  for  any  sign  of 
the  scouts — his  ears  strained  to  hear  anything  out  of 

the  ordinary.  The  problem  was  that  he  wasn't  too  sure 
what  was  ordinary  for  these  woods.  Alien  worlds  tend- 

ed to  be  very  different  from  anything  he'd  known 
before,  and  an  odd  sound  could  be  anything  from  an 

insect  chirping  to  a  monster  getting  ready  to  attack. 

But  at  least  there  shouldn't  be  any  monsters.  One  of 

the  herd  leader's  jobs  was  to  keep  the  herd  lands  free 
from  trouble. 

So  all  he  had  to  worry  about  was  being  attacked  by 

unicorns.  He  couldn't  help  eyeing  Nova's  horn,  and 
imagining  the  kind  of  damage  it  could  do  to  a  human 

body  if  it  hit  .  .  .  He  shuddered,  conjured  up  all  of  his 

courage,  and  carried  on  walking. 
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Pixel  was  still  very  uncertain  about  what  was  going 

on.  Why  had  Tychus  taken  the  risky  step  of  drugging 
Thunder?  The  maneuver  could  have  backfired  on 

him.  Why  did  he  want  control  of  the  herd  so  badly? 

He  was  obviously  expecting  trouble.  It  didn't  make 
much  sense  to  Pixel,  but  he  supposed  that  the  answer 

could  be  that  Tychus  simply  wanted  power.  It  was 

something  that  a  lot  of  humans  desired,  even  if  Pixel 

didn't. 

Thunder  had  said  that  the  Horn  Rock  wasn't  very 
far  in  on  the  unicorn  land.  After  just  five  minutes, 

Pixel  could  make  out  a  small  clearing  ahead.  As  they 

drew  closer,  he  could  see  that  there  was  a  large  rock 

in  the  center  of  the  clearing.  It  was  about  four  feet 

across,  and  around  fifteen  feet  tall.  It  was  indeed 

shaped  like  a  unicorn  horn,  and  it  was  quite  obvi- 

ously an  artificial  construction.  Pixel  had  read  about 

ancient  civilizations  that  used  to  make  these  kinds  of 

things.  They  were  called  "menhirs."  But  there  were 
very  few  humans  on  Dondar — actually,  just  three 

right  now — and  just  as  few  in  the  past.  Had  this 

stone  been  raised  by  a  human  or  by  one  of  the  intel- 

ligent nonhuman  species?  It  was  something  to  ask 
Nova  later. 
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Just  as  they  were  about  to  step,  into  the  clearing,  a 

chocolate-brown  unicorn  specked  with  white  stepped 

from  hiding  and  blocked  their  way.  Pixel  jumped,  and 

his  heart  started  to  race. 

*Thunder,*  the  unicorn  thought  loudly,  *coming 

back  here  was  a  very  foolish  move.* 

Thunder  whinnied.  *I  had  no  choice,  Cloud,*  he 

replied.  *Tychus  cheated  to  defeat  me.  I  must  regain 

my  herd.  Are  you  now  standing  against  me?* 

*I  pledged  to  be  loyal  to  him,*  Cloud  answered. 

*And  I  am  to  report  to  him  when  I  see  you.*  He  paused. 

*Fd  better  go  and  tell  him  that  I've  seen  you.*  He 

turned,  and  then  smiled.  *If  I  walk  fast,  I  should  be  back 
to  tell  him  in  about  fifteen  minutes.  That  had  better  be 

long  enough  for  you  to  do  whatever  you're  planning.* 

"He's  helping  you,"  breathed  Pixel. 

*He  was  always  a  friend,*  answered  Thunder  sim- 

ply. *He  is  keeping  his  oath,  but  giving  me  a  chance. 

Come  on!*  He  hurried  up  to  the  rock,  the  others  just 

behind  him.  *There!*  he  exclaimed.  *My  vision  was 
not  wrong 

Pixel  studied  the  stone,  and  had  to  agree  with 

Thunder.  There  was  indeed  a  message.  But  what  did  it 
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"'We'?"  Pixel  asked,  pointing  to  the  letters  carved 
in  the  stone. 

*It  means  as  much  to  me  as  it  does  to  you,*  Thunder 
admitted  sadly. 

"Which  isn't  very  much,"  Score  observed. 

"It's  we'  inside  a  V,"  Pixel  said. 

"But  what  are  these?"  Score  asked,  pointing  to  the 
edges  of  the  V. 

^Mountains,*  Nova  answered.  *They  look  like 

mountains  made  of  ice.* 

"Yes!"  Pixel  agreed.  "Which  means  the  V  is  a  valley. 

Right?" Nova  nodded. 

"But  what  does  the  'we'  mean?"  Score  wondered 

aloud.  "We  already  know  that  we're  the  ones  who  are 

supposed  to  find  Darkstar.  How's  this  help  us?" 
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"What  if  the  'we'  isn't  a  'weT  Pixel  asked.  "Look 
at  the  arrow.  Maybe  the  W  and  the  E  are  supposed  to 

be  separate." 
"Watermelon  and  eggs?"  Score  joked. 

*  Water  and  earth?*  Thunder  suggested. 

"Maybe  ..."  Pixel  hesitated,  his  mind  clearly  hard 

at  work.  "Or  .  .  .  west  and  east." 

*Which  means  that  the  arrow  is  pointing — * 

"North,"  Pixel  answered. 

*The  great  valley  in  the  north,*  Nova  nodded. 

*  Within  the  range  of  ice  and  snow.* 

"North  it  is,"  agreed  Score.  "But  maybe  we'd  better 

hurry?  Tychus  could  be  along  at  any  moment." 

*A  good  thought,*  agreed  Nova,  nervously.  *  We've 

used  up  most  of  the  time  that  Cloud  gave  us.*  She 

eyed  Pixel.  *I  think  we  might  be  better  off  sacrificing 

subtlety  for  speed  now.  Climb  on  my  back.* 

Pixel  was  amazed.  "I  didn't  think  you  liked  to  be  rid- 

den," he  said. 

*I  don't,  much,*  she  agreed.  *But  we'll  travel  faster 

if  the  two  of  you  ride.* 

*Wonderful,*  grumbled  Thunder.  *Now  I  have  to 

act  like  a  common  horse.*  He  gave  a  theatrical  sigh. 

*Sometimes  I  wonder  if  it's  all  worth  it.*  Then  he 
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glared  at  Score.  *Well,  what  are  you  waiting  for?  Get 

on.* Pixel  scrambled  up  onto  Nova,  as  Score  did  the 

same  with  Thunder.  *Hold  on  to  my  mane,*  Nova 

instructed  him.  *Unless  you're  a  really  good  rider,  this 

could  get  rough.* 

"I'm  not,"  Pixel  admitted.  "I've  only  ridden  a  horse 

once  before.  And  never  a  unicorn." 

*Well,  relax,*  Nova  answered.  *  We're  much  more 

intelligent  than  horses.  But  it'll  still  be  bumpy.*  And 
then  she  sprang  forward. 

Pixel  wound  his  hands  into  her  mane  and  clung  on 

for  dear  life.  Thunder  and  Score  were  just  behind 

them  as  they  set  off,  and  Nova  ran  back  down  the  path 

they  had  walked  earlier. 

*There  they  are!*  came  a  furious  cry  from  behind 
them.  Pixel  craned  his  neck  as  far  round  as  he  dared, 

and  saw  that  there  were  five  other  unicorns  bursting 

into  the  clearing.  None  of  them  was  Cloud  or  Tychus 

though.  *  After  them!* 
The  next  few  minutes  were  a  nightmare.  Nova  kept 

her  head  down  and  ran  hard.  She  did  her  best  to  dodge 

obstacles,  but  her  weaving  about  didn't  help  Pixel  to 
stay  in  place.  It  was  hard  to  keep  his  balance;  riding  a 
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unicorn  bareback  was  a  very  sore  experience.  He  was 

torn  between  keeping  his  eves  shut  to  avoid  panicking 

and  keeping  them  open  to  see  what  was  ahead.  The 

ride  was  furious. 

He  glanced  back,  to  see  that  the  five  unicorns 

behind  them  were  slowly  gaining  on  them.  Nova  and 

Thunder  were  both  earning  riders,  and  the  other  uni- 

corns weren't.  They  were  also  younger  and  stronger  in 
sorr.:  In  moments,  they  would  catch  up  to  their 

jets. 
Nova  plunged  on.  Sweat  was  pouring  down  her 

flanks.  It  made  Pixel's  grip  on  her  back  even  more 
unstable,  and  his  hand-  wete  getting  sore  from  being 

locked  so  tightly  into  her  mane.  He  kept  waiting  for 

one  of  their  pursuers  to  reach  them  and  impale  him  on 

his  long,  twisted  horn.  Pixel  was  panting  furiously,  and 

.  en  more  than  Nova,  but  this  was  mostlv 

from  fear.  And  then  they  reached  the  stream  that 

marked  the  boundary  oi  the  unicorn  lands.  Nova 

plunged  in  and  surged  across  to  the  far  bank.  Thunder 

just  behind  her.  As  they  reached  the  bank.  Nova 

tensed  to  run  again,  but  Score  eric  Wait!" 

Pixel  glanced  back,  and  saw  Score  had  his  chr. g  - 

lite   gem   out,   which   gave   him   power  over  water. 
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Immediately,  a  sheet  of  water  leaped  into  the  air  and 

froze  solid,  forming  a  translucent  wall  of  ice  about  four 

hundred  feet  long. 

The  five  unicorns  skittered  to  a  halt,  barely  stop- 

ping  in  time  to  avoid  hitting  the  frozen  wall.  They 

stared  at  it  uncertainly,  and  then  turned  to  go  down- 
stream and  around  it. 

"I  wouldn't  try  that  if  I  were  you,"  Score  called  out. 

"We're  not  on  the  herd  lands  any  longer.  This  is  our 
land,  and  we  will  stop  you.  We  may  not  be  able  to 

work  magic  on  you  directly,  but  we  can  still  work 

magic  like  that,"  He  gestured  at  the  ice  wall. 

*The  boy  is  right,*  Thunder  agreed.  *Go  back  to 
Tychus  and  tell  him  that  we  are  gone.  And  tell  him 

that  I  shall  be  back  soon.  Then  he  will  have  to  fight 

me  again — but  fairly  this  time.  Go!* 
The  unicorns  might  have  pledged  their  loyalty  to 

Tychus,  but  they  were  still  used  to  obeying  Thunder's 
orders.  Besides,  they  could  clearly  see  that  further  pur- 

suit  would  be  pointless.  They  turned  back. 

Pixel  almost  collapsed  from  relief.  "That  was  close," 

he  gasped,  releasing  his  grip  on  Nova's  mane  and  slid- 

ing to  the  ground.  "I  honestly  didn't  think  we  would 

make  it." 
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*Nor  did  I,*  agreed  Nova,  huffing  and  blowing.  *I 

must  be  out  of  shape.* 

*Nonsense.  You're  in  a  lovely  shape,*  Thunder 
assured  her.  He  nuzzled  her  tenderly,  and  then  yelled 

to  Score,  *You!  Get  off  of  my  back.  The  free  ride's 

over.* 
"Grouch,"  muttered  Score  as  he  dismounted.  "Well, 

it's  still  early  in  the  day.  I  guess  you'll  want  to  start  out 

for  the  hidden  valley  now?" 
*Yes,*  agreed  Thunder.  *I  am  very  eager  to  move 

on  with  this.  We  must  find  Darkstar  and  figure  out 

what  is  happening.*  He  started  off,  Nova  trotting  with 
him.  Pixel  and  Score  brought  up  the  rear. 

"Great,"  groaned  Score.  "Another  long  hike.  I  real- 
ly think  we  should  think  about  getting  bicycles  or 

motor  scooters  or  something  in  the  future." 

"It's  an  idea,"  agreed  Pixel.  "But  I  don't  think  we 

could  do  it  magically." 

"We  don't  have  to,"  Score  pointed  out.  "Now  that 
we  know  how  to  open  dimensional  gates,  we  could  just 

pop  back  to  Earth  and  get  some.  Or  anything  else  we 

wanted,  for  that  matter." 

"That's  right,"  Pixel  said.  "It  didn't  even  occur  to 
me.  You  know,  after  this  is  over,  we  really  ought  to  get 



together  and  decide  if  there's  anything  from  other 

worlds  we'd  like  to  bring  back  to  our  castle." 

"I  can  think  of  several  things,"  Score  replied  with  a 

grin.  "But  I  don't  think  even  McDonald's  would  want 

to  open  a  franchise  out  here."  Score  laughed  at  Pixel's 
puzzled  expression. 

For  a  while  they  walked  on  in  silence.  Pixel  consid- 

ered what  he'd  like  to  bring  here.  The  problem  was 
that  most  of  the  stuff  he  was  used  to  needed  hooking 

up  to  a  power  grid,  and  there  wasn't  anything  like  that 
on  Dondar.  Unless,  of  course,  he  could  figure  out  some 

way  to  operate  his  computer  via  magic  instead  of  elec- 

tricity. Well,  it  was  something  to  think  about  at  least! 

But  Score's  idea  about  bicycles  was  a  good  one. 
Though  he  had  to  grin  at  the  thought  of  riding  a  bike 

while  following  a  unicorn.  It  seemed  rather  silly. 

After  a  while,  Thunder  called  a  halt.  *We  don't 

want  the  two  of  you  getting  tired  out,*  he  said.  *I've 
certainly  had  my  fill  of  being  ridden.  And  there  are 

some  nice  fruit  trees  here.  Look.* 

They  gathered  up  plenty  of  the  peculiar  fruits  of  this 

planet  and  Pixel  settled  on  a  convenient  rock  to  eat. 

"This  Darkstar,"  he  asked.  "You  say  you  and  he  were 
close.  What  was  he  like?" 
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*Like?*  Thunder  asked,  puzzled.  *Well,  he  was .  .  .* 

His  thoughts  trailed  off,  and  he  frowned.  *That's  odd. 

I  can  remember  him  quite  clearly  .  .  .  except  I  can't 

remember  anything  about  him.* 

"You  must  be  older  than  I  thought,"  Score  joked,  "if 

your  memory's  going  like  that  ..." 

*It's  not  my  memory,*  snapped  Thunder.  *It's  just 

my  memory  of  Darkstar.*  He  shook  his  head  in  confu- 

sion. *I  can't  even  remember  what  he  looked  like.* 

Pixel  scowled.  "That's  not  possible,"  he  said.  "You 
had  a  vision  about  him  just  a  couple  of  hours  ago.  You 

must  remember  what  he  looked  like." 

*No,*  Thunder  answered.  He  sounded  worried  and 

scared,  *Not  a  thing.  I  don't  like  this.* 

*It's  not  just  Thunder,*  Nova  added.  *I  can't  remem- 
ber anything  about  him,  either.  And  I  know  I  knew  him 

very  well.* 

"Magic,"  Pixel  said,  a  dull  feeling  of  dread  mount- 

ing inside  him.  "Somehow,  you've  both  been  affected 

by  a  spell  that  makes  you  forget  all  about  Darkstar.  It's 

the  only  explanation." 
"And  if  it  affects  both  of  them,"  Score  added,  "I'll 

bet  anything  that  it  affects  the  rest  of  the  herd,  too. 

For  some  reason,  somebody  doesn't  want  anyone  to 
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know  about  Darkstar.  And  that  somebody  has  to  be  a 

magician." 
Pixel  sighed.  "So  we've  got  two  problems  here  that 

may  or  may  not  be  connected,"  Pixel  summed  up. 

"There's  Tychus  and  this  magician.  They  may  be 
working  together  or  separately.  The  key  here  is  leader- 

ship of  the  herd,  for  some  reason.  Years  ago,  Darkstar 

was  the  leader,  but  he  vanished  for  no  known  reason. 

And  the  unicorns  have  mostly  forgotten  about  him 

because  of  a  spell.  Now  Tychus  has  arrived  and  taken 

over  the  leadership  using  trickery — which  could  well 

have  been  supplied  by  this  mysterious  magician." 

*Well,  can't  you  do  something  about  it?*  asked 

Thunder.  *The  two  of  you  are  very  powerful.  Can't 

you  take  this  spell  off  us?* 

Pixel  exchanged  an  unhappy  look  with  Score.  "I 

doubt  it,"  he  replied.  "We  may  be  powerful,  but  there's 

an  awful  lot  we  don't  know.  And  I  don't  know  any 
spells  to  counter  forgetfulness.  And  even  if  we  did,  the 

memories  may  well  be  gone.  All  we  could  do  is  to  stop 

you  from  losing  any  more.  We  probably  can't  restore 
what's  lost." 

*I  don't  like  the  idea  of  someone  playing  with  my 

mind,*  Thunder  complained.  *It's  bad  enough  when 
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my  body's  tampered  with,  but  now  . .  .*  He  shook  his 

head  *I  can't  be  sure  which  of  my  memories  are  real, 

or  whether  I've  had  others  stripped  from  me,  too.  I 

feel  like  a  house  that's  been  robbed.  It's  a  very  dis- 

turbing feeling.* 

"I  can  imagine,"  agreed  Pixel.  He  threw  away  the 
core  of  the  fruit  he  had  been  eating  and  washed  off 

the  stickiness  in  the  small  stream.  "If  you  ask  me,  the 
best  thing  that  we  can  do  right  now  is  to  press  on  and 

find  Darkstar  before  you  two  forget  about  him  com- 

pletely." 
"Forget  about  who?"  asked  Score  innocently.  Then 

he  grinned  and  held  up  his  hands.  "Just  kidding.  Let's 

move  on." 
They  traveled  north  for  two  more  hours.  The  ground 

was  starting  to  get  quite  rocky  now,  and  in  the  dis- 
tance loomed  several  mountains.  Pixel  eyed  them 

unhappily. 

"I  hope  we  don't  have  to  travel  that  far,"  he  said. 

"They  look  rather  rough,  and  we're  not  really  equipped 

to  climb  any  mountains." 

"The  problem  with  all  of  these  cryptic  messages," 

Score  complained,  "is  that  they're  so  vague  about 
details.  Like  distances." 
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*Just  think  yourself  lucky  that  we  didn't  have  to  go 

through  the  dragon  marshes,*  Thunder  told  them  both. 

*Then  you'd  really  have  had  something  to  complain 

about.* 

Pixel  studied  the  sun  for  a  moment.  "Well,  I  guess 

we've  got  a  few  hours  left  before  sunset.  We'd  proba- 
bly better  keep  an  eye  open  for  a  nice  spot  to  camp 

out  tonight."  He  sighed.  "You  know,  I  miss  having 

Helaine  along." 

"Don't  go  all  soppy  on  me,"  begged  Score,  rolling 

his  eyes.  "I  don't  think  I  could  stand  that." 

"I  didn't  mean  it  that  way,"  Pixel  answered,  unable 

to  stop  himself  from  blushing.  "I  meant  that  it  feels 

odd  not  having  her.  Besides  which,  she'd  be  able  to 

hunt  us  up  something  for  dinner.  I'm  getting  tired  of  a 

fruit  diet." 

"Yeah,  right,"  sneered  Score.  "That's  all  you  meant? 

Huh!  Anyway,  we  don't  need  her  to  get  us  food.  I'll  do 

something." 

"Sure  you  will,"  Pixel  said  sarcastically.  "Snails?  Bugs, 

maybe.  Nothing  good." 
Score  shook  his  head,  and  produced  one  of  the 

gems.  "You're  forgetting  my  power  to  change  things," 
he  said  cheerfully.  He  concentrated,  and  the  fruit 
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became  a  burger  on  a  bun.  "Or  would  you  prefer  to 

miss  out  on  this?" 

Pixel  had  forgotten  about  Score's  skill  for  the 

moment.  "Is  that  some  of  your  Earth  food?"  he  asked. 

"It  looks  interesting." 
At  that  second,  there  came  a  terrible  scream  from 

the  sky.  Pixel  looked  up  and  swallowed  in  fear  at  what 

he  saw.  A  huge  shape  was  plummeting  down  at  them, 
claws  outstretched. 

*  Sphinx!*  screamed  Nova.  With  pure  fear  in  her 
eyes,  she  reared  back  to  face  the  attack. 
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& 

t  the  first  scream 

from  above  their 

heads,  Score  jerked  out  of  his  thoughts 

in  shock  and  stared  up  at  the  source  of 
the  howl. 

The  creature  was  heading  right  for 

them,  ready  to  attack.  Score  had  a  brief 

glimpse  of  the  creature.  He  had  seen  pic- 

tures in  school  of  the  stone  sphinx  in 

Egypt  once,  but  nothing  could  have  pre- 

pared him  for  this. 

It  had  the  lower  half  of  a  lion,  with 

huge  claws  extended  to  rip  into  flesh.  It 
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had  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  and  they  must  have  been 

twenty  feet  from  tip  to  tip — if  they  were  spread  instead 

of  half-furled  as  they  were  now.  The  head  was  vaguely 

like  a  woman's,  though  her  flowing  hair  was  more  like  a 

lion's  mane.  Her  eyes  were  yellow,  and  her  teeth  sharp 

and  pointed  like  a  cat's.  A  long  tail  flowed  behind  the 
creature,  ending  in  a  tuft  of  fur. 

*Move!*  yelled  Thunder.  Score  didn't  need  a  sec- 
ond warning.  He  shot  for  the  safety  of  the  nearest 

trees,  knowing  that  would  protect  him  from  a  dive. 

Pixel,  too,  bolted  for  cover. 

But  Nova  didn't.  She  seemed  to  be  frozen  in  fear, 
half-rearing,  her  horn  upraised  against  the  attack  from 

the  sky.  Thunder  hesitated  a  second,  then  rushed  to 

his  wife's  aid. 

He  was  almost  too  late.  The  sphinx's  wings  sudden- 
ly spread  wide  to  slow  its  plummet,  claws  extended  to 

grip  its  prey.  At  the  last  second,  it  saw  Thunder  head- 
ing toward  it,  horn  down  to  attack.  The  sphinx  beat 

its  wings,  trying  to  rise.  As  a  result,  its  claws  didn't 

sink  into  Nova's  flesh,  but  instead  left  two  lines  of 
bright  blood  down  her  flank.  Nova  screamed  in  pain 
as  the  monster  started  to  rise. 
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Thunder  leaped,  striking  out  with  his  horn  as  he  did 

so.  It  sliced  across  one  of  the  sphinx's  paws,  and  the 
creature  gave  a  howl  of  pain  as  it  rose  in  the  air.  But  it 

wasn't  retreating.  Instead,  it  hovered  in  place  a 
moment,  warily  watching  Thunder. 

He  couldn't  ignore  it,  but  he  nudged  Nova  gently. 

*To  the  trees,*  he  said  firmly.  *Now.*  Shaking,  she 
obeyed  him,  staggering  as  she  moved.  Thunder  cov- 

ered her  retreat,  watching  the  sphinx  the  whole  time. 

Score  couldn't  work  out  what  was  going  on.  It  wasn't 

like  Nova  to  freeze  up  like  that.  And  he  didn't  dare 
leave  the  safety  of  the  trees  to  go  and  help  her.  The 

sphinx  was  watching  for  any  opportunity  like  that.  He 

agonized  as  the  two  unicorns  slowly  made  it  back  to 

safety. 

"It  can't  get  us  in  here,"  he  said  confidently,  as 
Thunder  and  Nova  joined  them. 

*Don't  be  so  sure  of  that,*  Thunder  snapped.  *In 
fact,  it  might  even  be  easier  for  it.  I  can  hardly  charge 

at  it  in  this  confined  space,  can  I?* 

Score's  confidence  vanished.  He  stared  at  the  crea- 
ture, which  appeared  to  have  made  up  its  mind.  It 

flopped  down  to  the  earth,  wincing  as  it  touched  its 
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wounded  paw  to  the  ground.  Like  a  cat,  it  lifted  the  paw 

to  its  mouth  and  licked  at  it  for  a  moment.  Then  it  fold- 

ed  its  wings  to  its  body  and  started  toward  the  trees. 

"I  think  it's  time  to  panic,"  Score  decided,  eyeing 
the  monster.  It  was  almost  twice  the  size  of  a  lion,  but 

with  its  wings  tight  against  its  body,  it  would  have  no 

problem  at  all  in  slipping  through  gaps  in  the  trees.  It 

was  quite  clearly  a  formidable  creature. 

"No,"  said  Pixel  firmly,  though  Score  could  see  that 

he  was  shaking  as  he  said  it.  "It's  time  for  magic."  He 
pulled  the  beryl  from  his  pocket,  which  gave  him  con- 

trol  over  the  element  of  Air.  "Nitrous  oxide,"  he  mut- 
tered. 

Score  had  heard  of  that.  "Laughing  gas?  You're 

planning  on  taking  up  dentistry?" 

"Knockout  gas,"  Pixel  replied,  focusing  his  thoughts. 
It  was  a  good  idea.  Score  studied  the  sphinx,  hoping 

that  Pixel's  plan  would  work.  If  it  got  much  closer  .  .  . 
The  almost-human  face  looked  confused,  its  nose 

wrinkling.  And  then  it  growled  and  raced  forward. 

"No  good,"  Pixel  gasped.  "It  has  a  great  sense  of 

smell,  and  detected  the  trap." 

And  now  it  was  charging.  Score's  stomach  churned, 
but  he  knew  that  the  worst  thing  he  could  do  in  this  sit- 
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uation  would  be  to  turn  and  run.  It  could  leap  on  him 

and  kill  him  instantly.  Instead,  he  focused  his  thoughts 
and  muttered  the  incantation  to  create  a  fireball.  This 

was  one  trick  he  was  getting  down  really  well.  Aiming, 

he  threw  the  blazing  ball  at  the  sphinx. 

Which  wasn't  there  anymore.  It  had  leaped  upward, 
out  of  the  path  of  the  missile.  It  was  now  almost  on 
them. 

"Scatter!"  yelled  Score,  diving  to  one  side. 
The  sphinx  almost  had  him.  He  could  feel  hot 

breath,  and  then  the  edge  of  one  paw  caught  him, 

sending  him  reeling  back  into  the  bole  of  a  tree.  The 

blow  stunned  him  for  a  second.  He  could  do  nothing 
but  watch. 

Pixel  had  reached  cover  and  was  scrambling  to  get  a 

different  gem  to  try  another  attack,  but  neither  Nova 

nor  Thunder  had  moved.  Nova  seemed  to  be  in  a 

trance,  hardly  aware  of  what  was  going  on  around  her. 

Thunder  had  placed  himself  between  her  and  the 

sphinx,  which  had  stopped  when  confronted  with 

Thunder's  horn. 

Howling,  the  sphinx  reared  up  and  lashed  out  with 

one  huge  forepaw.  Thunder  twisted  his  head  to  lance 

at  it  with  his  horn.  The  cat-thing  yowled,  and  batted 
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out  with  its  other  paw.  Thunder  managed  to  dance  out 

of  the  way  of  the  blow,  but  this  couldn't  go  on  for  long. 

Score's  head  was  starting  to  clear.  He  took  his  emer- 
ald from  his  pocket  and  concentrated  his  thoughts  on 

the  ground  where  the  sphinx  was  standing.  He  had  the 

power  to  change  nonliving  objects  from  one  form  to 

another  with  this  gem,  so  he  turned  the  ground  beneath 

the  sphinx's  feet  into  oxygen,  opening  a  deep  pit. 
With  a  yelp  of  surprise,  the  sphinx  plunged  down- 

ward. 

"It  won't  hold  it!"  Pixel  yelled.  "It  can  just  fly  out 

again!" 
"I  know  that!"  Score  snapped  back.  Using  the  gem 

again,  he  then  turned  the  air  at  the  top  of  the  hole 

into  crystal,  roofing  the  pit  over.  "That  should  stop  it." 
As  he  hurried  forward,  Score  heard  the  sphinx  slam 

into  the  crystal,  and  the  ground  shook.  "Uh,  guys,"  he 

called.  "That  thing's  really  strong,  and  the  pit  won't 

hold  it  for  long.  We'd  better  retreat  right  now." 

"I  definitely  second  that  motion,"  Pixel  said.  "Let's 

get  in  motion." 
Nova  made  no  attempt  to  move. 

"What's  with  her?"  Score  yelled.  "Come  on,  let's 

go — now,  if  not  sooner." 
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*She's  afraid,*  Thunder  answered.  *It's  shock.* 
Score  glanced  down  at  the  pit.  He  could  see  the 

sphinx  through  the  crystal  he  had  created,  leaping 

upward  and  slamming  into  the  transparent  slab.  There 

was  already  a  faint  crack  in  it.  "Well,  get  her  moving 

somehow,"  he  snarled.  "I  don't  care  how.  We  can't  stay 

here.  That  thing's  too  strong." 
Pixel  spotted  a  fallen  branch  and  picked  it  up. 

"Sorry,  Nova."  Then  he  hit  her  across  the  flank,  hard. 
The  blow  got  through  to  her.  With  a  snort  of  pure 

fear,  she  suddenly  took  off  like  a  rocket,  fleeing  deep- 

er into  the  woods.  Thunder  huffed  in  surprise  and 

then  charged  after  her. 

"Way  to  go,"  Score  growled.  "She's  not  going  to  stop 
until  next  week." 

"At  least  she's  moving!"  Pixel  answered.  "And  I 

really  suggest  that  we  do  the  same.  Come  on!" 
Score  needed  no  further  urging.  Tired  as  he  had  felt, 

he  discovered  that  he  had  enough  energy  left  to  run 

for  his  life.  The  sounds  of  the  sphinx  breaking  free 

behind  them  diminished  as  they  ran.  Score  concen- 

trated on  flight,  watching  for  obstacles  in  his  path, 

gasping  for  breath.  After  several  minutes,  he  started  to 

get  a  stitch  in  his  side.  He  ignored  it  as  best  he  could, 
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hoping  it  would  disappear.  But  it  didn't.  The  pain 
became  worse,  and  he  had  no  option  but  to  slow  down 

and  then  collapse  against  the  nearest  tree. 

Pixel  flopped  down  beside  him,  panting  and  shak- 

ing. "I  can't  go  on,  either,"  he  admitted.  "I'm  still  not 

used  to  this." 

"Maybe  we've  come  far  enough,"  Score  said  wish- 
fully, watching  the  path  behind  them  as  he  heaved  for 

breath.  The  pounding  of  his  heart  was  terribly  loud, 

and  his  legs  felt  like  jelly.  "Anyway,  at  least  Thunder 

and  Nova  got  away." 

"Yeah."  Pixel  looked  around.  "Maybe  there's  some- 

where around  here  to  hide,"  he  suggested. 

"Too  late,"  Score  replied,  his  insides  quivering. 
The  sphinx  slid  through  the  trees  about  twenty 

feet  from  them.  Its  yellow  eyes  burned  with  anger. 

There  were  bloody  streaks  down  its  paws  and  across 

its  flank  that  must  have  been  caused  by  the  crystal 

when  it  had  broken  free.  Slowly,  it  stepped  toward 

them. 

Score  pushed  himself  upright.  There  was  no  chance 

for  them  in  running  now.  The  sphinx  was  really  mad 

and  hardly  even  winded,  while  he  and  Pixel  were 

totally  exhausted.  Magic  would  have  to  save  them 
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now.  He  formed  another  fireball,  and  hurled  it  at  the 
creature. 

It  couldn't  leap  high  out  of  the  way  this  time 
because  of  the  tree  branches.  But  it  did  something 

Score  hadn't  expected.  It  reared  up  and  used  one  of  its 
paws  to  tug  down  a  thick  branch.  The  fireball 

slammed  into  this,  setting  it  instantly  ablaze,  and  the 

sphinx  simply  let  go  of  the  branch,  which  then  sprang 

back  into  the  air,  removing  the  fire  from  its  path. 

"That  thing's  too  clever,"  Score  exclaimed.  As  the 
sphinx  moved  forward  again,  his  fingers  clutched  one 

of  his  gems.  He  looked  down  at  it,  frowning.  It  was  the 

amethyst,  a  gem  he'd  never  used  before.  What  did  it 

do?  Oh,  yes  .  .  .  it  changed  something's  size. 
And  then  he  had  it.  Grinning  in  anticipation,  he 

glowered  back  at  the  sphinx.  Like  a  cat,  it  was  stalking 

him,  certain  of  its  prey.  "Too  clever,"  Score  said,  as  he 

concentrated  on  the  gemstone  and  the  sphinx,  "and 

way  too  big  for  your  boots." 
The  creature  gave  a  squawk  of  fear  as  the  magic 

enveloped  it.  It  tried  to  run,  but  it  was  too  late.  The 

magic  enfolded  it,  and  Score  watched  with  satisfaction 

as  the  sphinx  seemed  to  collapse  in  on  itself,  shrinking 
smaller  and  smaller. 
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He  stopped  when  the  sphinx. was  only  a  foot  long 

and  terrified.  "You're  not  so  ferocious  now,"  he  said. 

"More  of  a  kitten  than  a  lion.  Boo.'" 
The  tiny  sphinx  turned  and  bolted.  Score  laughed 

out  of  sheer  relief.  Then,  he  doused  the  fire  that  was 

still  blazing  in  the  tree  before  it  set  the  whole  forest 

alight. 

"Well  done,"  Pixel  said  approvingly.  "That  certain- 
ly fixed  it.  The  spell  will  wear  off  in  a  couple  of  hours, 

I'm  sure,  but  I  don't  think  it'll  be  back  for  more." 

"I  hope  not,"  Score  answered.  "I  don't  think  I'd 
want  to  face  it  again.  Even  with  magic  on  our  side,  life 

isn't  easy."  He  looked  around.  "Do  you  think  we're  still 
on  the  right  track  to  catch  up  with  Thunder  and 

Nova?" 
Pixel  shrugged.  "I  guess  we  just  head  along  and  see," 

he  replied.  "I  think  I  can  manage  a  slow  walk." 
Together,  they  set  off,  following  the  pathway.  Score 

tried  looking  for  unicorn  tracks,  but  the  pathway  was 

used  by  a  lot  of  animals,  so  he  couldn't  make  out  very 
much.  Probably  Helaine  would  have  been  able  to,  but 

he  couldn't. 
Thinking  of  Helaine  made  him  realize  that  Pixel 

had  been  correct  earlier.  It  didn't  feel  right  being  here 
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without  her.  Somehow,  he'd  gotten  used  to  having  her 
around.  He  was  actually  missing  her,  and  that  both- 

ered  him.  He'd  never  been  one  to  miss  anybody 

before,  and  he  didn't  much  like  the  feeling.  This 
friendship  business  could  really  wreak  havoc  on 

your  emotions. 

Finally,  after  about  an  hour,  they  came  to  the  banks 

of  a  narrow  stream.  "I  think  we'd  better  camp  here," 

Score  suggested.  "It  looks  like  it's  going  to  be  sunset 

pretty  soon,  and  I'm  famished." 
Together,  they  built  a  small  fire.  Just  as  they  were 

done  eating,  there  was  a  stirring  in  the  trees.  Score 

and  Pixel  jumped  up,  but  then  relaxed  as  Thunder  and 

Nova  emerged. 

"Are  we  glad  to  see  you  both!"  Score  exclaimed. 

"Are  you  okay?" 

*  Almost,*  Thunder  answered.  He  was  leading 

Nova  protectively.  *But  we're  both  very  thirsty,  and 

that  water  looks  very  inviting.*  They  both  crossed  to 
the  stream  and  lapped  for  several  minutes. 

Score  eyed  them  sympathetically.  Running  hard 

must  have  taken  a  lot  out  of  them.  They'd  need  a  good 

rest  tonight.  "The  sphinx  is  gone,"  he  told  them.  "I'm 

pretty  sure  we  scared  it  off." 
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*I  am  sorry  for  my  behavior,*  Nova  answered, 

ashamed.  *I  was  too  panic  stricken  to  think  clearly, 

and  I  endangered  us  all* 

"You  couldn't  help  it,"  Pixel  said  kindly,  stroking 

her  neck.  "We're  all  afraid  of  something." 

*When  she  was  young,*  Thunder  explained,  *she 

and  her  mother  were  attacked  by  a  sphinx.  Her  moth- 

er pushed  Nova  to  safety,  but  the  sphinx  killed  and  ate 

3her  mother.  Nova's  been  terrified  of  the  creatures 

ever  since.* 

"I  can't  blame  you,"  Score  said  with  a  shudder. 
"That's  horrible." 

*I'm  fine  now,*  Nova  promised,  though  she  seemed 

to  be  very  subdued.  *I'll  be  okay  to  go  on  in  the  morn- 

ing, but  I  need  rest  right  now.* 

"We  all  do,"  Pixel  said.  "I'll  take  first  watch  for  trou- 

ble. You  guys  get  some  sleep." 
Score  lay  down,  and  was  amazed  at  how  quickly  he 

fell  asleep.  He  woke  once,  to  take  over  his  watch.  It 

was  a  wonderfully  clear  night,  with  unfamiliar  stars 

blazing  in  the  sky.  Two  small  moons  hung  near  the 

horizon.  It  felt  so  weird  and  yet  so  lovely  at  the  same 
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time.  Far  different  from  New  York  City.  After  a  few 

hours,  he  woke  Thunder,  and  then  fell  asleep  again. 

It  was  sunlight  when  he  woke  again.  Thunder  was 

still  on  watch,  and  he  nickered  a  greeting.  *Time  for 

us  all  to  get  up,*  he  said.  *It  seems  like  a  lovely  day  for 

travel* 
Despite  the  stiffness  in  his  limbs,  Score  agreed. 

"I  hope  it's  not  too  far,"  Pixel  grumbled.  "I'm  still 

sore  from  yesterday." 

"You  and  me  both,"  Score  agreed.  "But  we're  looking 

for  a  place  of  ice,  don't  forget."  He  waved  his  hands 

around.  "I  don't  think  it's  going  to  be  all  that  close." 
He  was  completely  wrong  about  that,  though.  It  was 

only  about  two  hours  later  when  they  reached  a  low 

range  of  hills.  As  they  started  to  go  between  two  of 

them,  Thunder  stopped,  astonished. 

*Look  at  this!*  he  exclaimed. 

The  two  boys  hurried  to  catch  up  with  him.  As  they 

rounded  the  bend  in  the  road,  they  both  stopped  dead 
in  their  tracks. 

The  valley  ahead  of  them  was  encrusted  in  ice  and 

snow.  A  chill  wind  swirled  out  of  it,  making  them  both 
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shiver.  Score  turned  to  look  behind  them  at  the  trees 

of  summer  and  then  back  at  the  depth  of  winter. 

"This  is  crazy."  He  shook  his  head.  "It  shouldn't  be 

winter  ahead  and  summer  behind." 

"It's  not  crazy,"  Pixel  replied.  "It's  magic.  I  think 
that  is  what  we  were  looking  for.  Darkstar  must  be  in 
there  somewhere. 
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8 

ft 
elaine  paced  fran- 

tically about  the 

study  in  the  castle.  "So  we  know  that 

there's  a  magician  involved,  but  not 

who  or  why  or  where  he  is?" 

Shrugging,  Oracle  replied,  "For  now. 

But  I've  been  learning  a  few  things  that 

might  help  you.  It's  quite  fun  working 

with  Shanara." 

"I  don't  think  you  were  exactly  work- 

ing with  her,"  Helaine  pointed  out. 

"After  all,  you  can't  do  magic,  can  you?" 
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"No,  but  I'm  very  supportive,"  he  answered  cheekily. 

"Anyway,  this  magician  could  hide  his  or  her  presence 
from  Shanara  because  of  the  void  between  the  worlds. 

It  wouldn't  necessarily  stop  you  from  locating  the  wiz- 

ard." 
Helaine  hadn't  thought  of  that.  "But  I  don't  know 

how  to  do  that  sort  of  thing.  And  I  haven't  seen  any 
spell  in  my  book  that  even  refers  to  detecting  magic. 

After  all,  it's  usually  pretty  obvious  when  magic  is 
being  employed,  so  I  guess  nobody  felt  the  need  to 

point  it  out." 
"Shanara  knows  how  to  do  it,"  Oracle  pointed  out. 

"So,  with  her  help,  you  could  manage,  right?" 

"But  Shanara  can't  come  to  Dondar,"  Helaine 

answered,  exasperated.  "The  power  levels  of  the  magic 
here  would  kill  her.  She's  stuck  on  Rawn." 

"You're  thinking  all  wrong  again,"  Oracle  told  her. 

"It's  a  good  job  I'm  around  to  set  you  straight.  You  can 

contact  her  using  your  agate." 

Helaine  blinked.  "But  she's  on  a  different  planet!" 
she  exclaimed.  "And  on  the  Middle  Circuit.  Can  it 

work  over  such  a  distance?" 

"You're  thinking  in  human  terms  again,"  Oracle 

told  her  with  a  sigh.  "Magic  isn't  constrained  the  same 
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way  as  shouting  across  a  room  is.  You'll  need  to  focus 
your  power  a  little  more  than  normal,  but  that 

shouldn't  be  too  difficult.  And  Shanara  is  a  magician, 

so  she  can  help  maintain  contact." 

Helaine  shrugged.  "Then  let's  see  if  you're  right," 
she  agreed.  Gripping  the  agate,  she  concentrated  on 

Shanara,  and  called  out  to  her. 

To  her  surprise,  she  could  hear  the  magician's  voice 

very  clearly  in  her  mind,  *Helaine!  So  good  to  hear 
you  again!  Congratulations  on  defeating  Sarman  and 

the  Triad.* 

*Thanks,*  Helaine  replied.  *Oracle  told  me  that 

you  discovered  that  there's  a  magician  here  messing 
things  up.  Oracle  also  seems  to  think  that  you  can 

help  me  to  detect  him.* 

*Ow!*  said  another — distinctly  sleepy — voice. 

*Shanara,  that  pinch  hurt.  I'm  awake  and  paying 
attention.* 

*Stop  moaning,  Blink,  and  help  out  here,*  Shanara 

snapped.  *Right,  Helaine,  you'll  need  some  water  in  a 

bowl  or  basin  of  some  sort.  Can  you  manage  that?* 

*No  problem,*  Helaine  answered.  Getting  a  basin 

from  Garonath's  old  supplies,  she  took  it  to  the  bath- 
room and  half-filled  it  with  water.  *Now  what?* 
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*Now  you  need  to  know  a  small  spell.  Blink,  wake 

up!  Now,  tell  Helaine  what  she  needs  to  know.* 

*  Botheration,*  muttered  Blink.  *Well,  I  suppose  I'd 

better,  otherwise  I'll  never  get  any  peace,  I  can  see. 

Helaine,  pay  attention  and  repeat  this  exactly.*  He 
recited  a  short  spell,  which  Helaine  repeated  back, 

word  for  word.  *Good.  Now,  if  you  use  your  agate  in 
conjunction  with  the  water  and  that  spell,  it  should 

reveal  to  you  the  position  of  the  other  magician.  Now, 

if  you  don't  mind,  I'm  going  back  to  sleep,  so  please 
leave  me  alone.* 

*Silly  thing,*  said  Shanara.  *Well,  the  spell  should 

work,  Helaine.  Unless,  of  course,  our  magic-user  is 

very  powerful  and  can  shield  himself  or  herself  against 

the  spell.  Good  luck — and  stay  in  touch,  dear.* 
The  link  was  broken,  and  Helaine  blinked  as  she 

came  back  to  herself.  "Well,  I'm  pretty  sure  I've  got 

this  down  right,"  she  said,  standing  over  the  bowl.  She 
focused  on  the  water  through  her  agate  and  recited  the 

spell,  "Retlin  zissu  cha  ..." 
The  water  immediately  turned  slightly  cloudy,  and 

then  a  vague  picture  began  to  form.  Helaine  frowned 

down  at  it,  urging  it  mentally  to  come  into  focus. 

Then,  she  could  see  it  getting  clearer.  There  were 
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trees,  and  horses  ...  no,  unicorns!  And  then  it  sprang 

into  sharp  focus  and  Helaine  gasped. 

It  showed  Tychus. 

"Something's  gone  wrong,"  she  said.  "That's  Tychus." 

Oracle  studied  the  bowl.  "Well,  you  cast  the  spell 

properly,  so  he  must  be  the  magician." 

"Oracle,"  Helaine  protested,  "he's  a  unicorn.  Unicorns 

can't  be  magic-users.  They  can't  manipulate  magic 

because  they  are  magical." 

"Well,  according  to  the  spell,  he's  the  one,"  Oracle 

argued.  "So,  either  a  unicorn  can  do  magic,  or  else 

there's  some  other  explanation.  Maybe  if  you  got  close 

to  him,  you  could  find  out  for  sure?" 

"I  probably  could,  except  he's  banished  me  from  the 

herd."  Helaine  frowned  and  started  pacing  again.  "He 

won't  allow  any  human  in  again.  And  there's  no  point 

in  sending  you  after  him,  because  you  couldn't  tell  if 

he  was  a  magician  or  not." 

Oracle  grinned  widely.  "What  you  need,"  he  told 

her,  "is  a  disguise.  If  he  won't  allow  a  human  in,  maybe 

he'll  allow  something  else  in?" 
Amazed,  Helaine  nodded  and  then  grinned  back  at 

Oracle.  "My  onyx,"  she  breathed,  taking  it  from  her 

pouch.  "The  power  of  transformation.  I  can  magically 
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make  myself  into  something  that  Tychus  won't  notice. 

Like  a  unicorn."  A  sudden  thought  came  to  her.  "Hey! 

Maybe  that's  what  Tychus  has  done!  He  could  be  a 

human  magician  who's  assumed  the  shape  of  a  unicorn." 

"Now,  that's  a  good  thought,"  Oracle  said  approv- 

ingly.  "If  you  can  do  it,  I  don't  see  why  another  magi- 
cian  couldn't.  But  doesn't  such  a  transformation  last 

only  a  short  while?" 

"A  couple  of  hours  at  most,"  admitted  Helaine. 

"Then  you  revert.  But  maybe  he's  got  a  way  to  stabilize 
the  change?  Or  maybe  he  just  goes  off  alone  when  he 

reverts  and  then  waits  till  he  can  change  back  to  reap- 

pear." She  flicked  through  her  Book  of  Magic.  "Ah,  I 

thought  I  remembered  seeing  this!  It's  a  spell  to  cause 
someone  to  take  on  their  true  form  again.  Fontecchio 

Simko  zach."  She  quickly  memorized  it.  "Now,  if  I  can 
get  near  him  and  use  this  spell  on  him — if  he  is  a 

changeling — I'll  force  him  to  change  back.  That 
should  put  a  stop  to  all  of  his  schemes.  If  the  unicorns 

see  him  turn  into  a  human,  they're  bound  to  expel  him 

from  the  herd,  and  that  will  settle  everything." 

"It's  certainly  worth  a  try,"  agreed  Oracle.  "You 

know,  the  three  of  you  constantly  amaze  me.  You're 

very  creative." 
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"Thanks."  Helaine  closed  her  book,  and  took  out 

her  onyx.  "Now  it's  time  for  you  to  go." 

"What?"  he  asked.  "And  miss  the  interesting  parts?" 

"You  can't  go  with  me  to  the  herd  lands,"  she  point- 

ed  out.  "They  would  never  allow  you  there." 

Oracle  sighed.  "I'm  not  real,  you  know." 

"You're  too  real  for  me,"  she  snapped.  "Go  on,  van- 

ish. You  can  always  come  back  later." 
Oracle  sighed  and  vanished.  Helaine  waited  for  a 

moment  to  be  certain  he  wasn't  going  to  simply  pop 
back  in  again.  Finally,  she  picked  up  the  onyx  and  con- 

centrated on  it,  willing  herself  to  become  a  unicorn. 

There  was  a  tingling  throughout  her  body  like 

nothing  she  had  ever  felt  before.  She  could  feel  herself 

filled  with  power,  and  then  the  change  began.  The 

onyx  seemed  to  flow  over  her  like  a  second  skin,  and 

she  could  feel  her  body  altering.  Her  legs  and  arms 

started  to  elongate  and  thin  out.  Her  neck  stretched, 

and  her  face  grew  longer.  Her  hair  contracted,  and  her 

back  stooped  down.  There  was  a  tail  growing  from  the 

base  of  her  spine,  and  her  fingers  and  toes  were  fusing 
into  hooves. 

Helaine  dropped  to  all  fours,  and  the  world  seemed 

to  have  changed  totally  around  her.  She  was  now  a 
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unicorn,  and  no  longer  a  young  woman.  If  she  crossed 

her  eyes,  she  could  just  see  her  horn — long,  spiraled, 
and  fascinating.  She  sniffed,  her  nostrils  flaring,  and 

she  could  smell  everything  in  the  room,  her  sense  of 

scent  a  hundred  times  more  powerful  than  it  had  been. 

She  could  feel  an  energy  in  her  muscles  like  none  she 

had  ever  known  before.  Her  body  was  a  light  brown, 

flecked  with  a  pale  blue. 

She  moved  slowly  to  the  door,  getting  used  to  walk- 

ing on  four  legs  instead  of  two.  Thankfully,  she'd  left 
it  ajar,  and  she  could  nudge  it  open  with  her  nose. 

She'd  forgotten  that  in  unicorn  form  she  wouldn't 
have  hands!  She  really  should  have  done  the  transfor- 

mation outside,  but  it  had  never  occurred  to  her. 

By  the  time  she  had  left  the  castle  and  crossed  the 

drawbridge,  she  felt  a  lot  steadier  on  her  feet.  As  her 

feet  left  the  flagstones  and  touched  the  grass,  she  felt  a 
lot  better.  She  could  smell  a  hundred  different  flowers 

and  leaves  that  she  had  no  names  for  in  her  weak 

human  vocabulary.  Her  ears  twitched,  and  she  could 

hear  the  sound  of  the  wind  rushing  through  the  branch- 

es of  the  trees.  It  felt  truly  glorious  to  be  a  unicorn! 

Unable  to  control  herself  any  longer,  Helaine  sim- 

ply started  to  run  down  the  path  from  the  castle, 
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toward  the  herd  lands.  Her  mane  and  tail  flew  back  as 

she  ran,  and  she  pounded  the  ground  with  an  easy 

rhythm  that  was  far  faster  and  more  elegant  than 

human  walking  or  running  could  ever  be.  She  was 

almost  sorry  that  this  change  couldn't  last  forever.  She 
was  starting  to  understand  why  unicorns  had  such  a 

high  opinion  of  themselves. 

She  ran  on,  happily  enjoying  the  power  and  feel  of 

this  new  body.  She  stepped  through  the  stream  that 

marked  the  boundary  of  the  herd  lands,  and  then  ran 

on  once  more,  toward  the  spot  where  the  herd  tended 

to  congregate. 

And  then  her  path  was  blocked  by  another  unicorn, 

this  one  a  gleaming  silver.  *Halt!*  he  ordered.  *Who 

are  you?  I  have  never  seen  you  before.* 
Ulvoh  . . .  Helaine  stopped  as  she  had  been  ordered. 

She  realized  that  she  couldn't  use  her  agate  with  her 
for  telepathy.  It  was  transformed,  like  her  clothes!  For 

a  second,  she  didn't  know  what  to  do.  On  the  verge  of 
panic,  she  realized  that  she  was  a  unicorn.  Maybe  that 

included  the  power  to  speak  like  one.  She  could  only 

hope.  *I  am  Vixen,*  she  sent,  *from  a  different  herd.* 

"Vixen"  was  a  name  she  had  given  one  of  her  horses 
back  on  Ordin.  Had  this  other  unicorn  heard  her? 
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*Oh,*  he  replied.  *I  am  Moondust.  Why  are  you 

here?* 
He  had  heard!  So  she  was  able  to  communicate.  *I 

am  related  to  one  of  your  herd,  Flame,*  she  replied. 
*I  have  come  to  visit  with  her.* 

*I  see,*  he  answered.  *Well,  proceed,  then.  But  be 

wary.  There  may  be  humans  about.* 

*Humans!*  Helaine  sent  a  shudder  through  her 

thoughts.  *I  hope  I  don't  meet  any!* 

*Little  chance  of  that,*  Moondust  replied  with  a 

laugh.  *But  I  am  on  guard  duty  here,  otherwise  I 

would  escort  you  to  Flame.  You  have  nice  fetlocks.* 

*Thank  you,*  she  replied  coyly.  *  You're  very  hand- 

some  yourself.* 
He  preened  at  that,  and  then  drifted  back  into  hid- 

ing. Helaine  continued  on  her  way,  thankful  that  she 

was  past  her  first  hurdle.  It  was  quite  a  relief  and  a 
thrill  at  the  same  time  to  discover  all  she  could  do.  If 

she  used  her  onyx  to  transform  herself  into,  say,  a  drag- 

on, then  presumably  she'd  actually  be  able  to  fly  and 
spit  fire. 

That  sounded  like  it  could  be  fun.  Still,  right  now, 

she  had  a  job  to  do.  She  trotted  down  the  path  toward 

the  unicorn  camp.  Despite  having  run  so  much,  she 
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didn't  feel  the  slightest  bit  tired.  She  could  have  kept 
going  for  hours-  It  was  wonderful  to  feel  so  strong  and 

alive. 

After  a  few  minutes,  she  came  to  the  main  herd  and 

stopped,  puzzled.  They  all  seemed  to  be  very  subdued, 

which  was  definitely  not  normal  for  unicorns.  They 

were  always  so  full  of  life!  What  had  happened? 

Helaine  looked  around  for  Flame,  realizing,  too,  that 

there  were  no  conversations  being  carried  on.  Again, 

that  was  very  odd.  Helaine  was  starting  to  get  worried 

when  she  saw  Flame  off  to  her  right.  She  slipped 

through  the  herd  to  reach  her  friend,  puzzled  that 

nobody  challenged  her  or  spoke  to  her.  It  was  as  if  they 

were  all  sleepwalking  or  something. 

*Flame,*  she  called  as  she  drew  near  her  friend. 

*Can  you  hear  me?* 
Flame  raised  her  head  slightly  and  looked  back  at 

Helaine,  but  there  was  neither  recognition  nor 

curiosity  in  her  eyes.  Helaine  hadn't  expected  to  be 
recognized  in  this  guise,  of  course,  but  Flame  was 

normally  very  inquisitive.  What  had  happened  to 
her? 

*Flame,*  she  said,  standing  right  next  to  the  gold- 

flecked  unicorn.  *It's  me.  Helaine.* 
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*Helaine?*  repeated  Flame,  sounding  confused. 

*Helaine,*  she  repeated.  *I'm  disguised  as  a  uni- 
corn and — * 

Suddenly,  Flame  jerked  to  life.  *Humanl*  she  cried. 

^There's  a  human  among  us!* 

Confused,  Helaine,  took  a  step  back.  *What?*  she 
exclaimed.  Her  friend  had  deliberately  betrayed  her  to 

the  rest  of  the  herd!  Helaine  couldn't  believe  it. 

*  Human!*  Flame  howled  again,  and  then  tossed  her 

head.  *I  shall  fight  her!*  And  she  lowered  her  horn  to 
charge. 

*Flame,  don't  do  it!*  Helaine  cried.  *I  don't  want 

to  fight  you.  You're  my  friend.* 
*  You're  a  human!*  Flame  stated.  *And  I  don't 

make  friends  with  humans.*  Then  she  charged. 

Helaine  sidestepped  the  attack,  but  she  didn't  know 

what  to  do.  She  didn't  want  to  hurt  Flame,  and  she 

couldn't  understand  why  she  was  acting  like  this.  The 
rest  of  the  herd  had  started  to  waken  and  surround 

them,  and  Helaine  knew  she'd  not  be  able  to  get  out 
of  here  again.  What  was  happening  to  the  unicorns? 

Whirling,  Flame  charged  once  more.  And  once 

more,  Helaine  dodged  aside,  but  she  felt  the  wind  as 

Flame's  horn  almost  gashed  her  side.  If  she  didn't 
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defend  herself,  Flame  might  do  some  serious  damage 

next  time.  *Flame!*  she  cried.  *Please  stop  fighting 

me!  I'm  your  friend!* 

*Liar!*  Flame  yelled  back  and  whirled  to  charge 

again. 

*Stop!*  came  a  powerful  voice.  Tychus  stepped 

from  the  crowd,  studying  the  scene  with  interest.  *So, 

we  have  an  intruder.* 

*Yes,*  Flame  answered.  She  was  now  standing  still 

as  ordered.  *It  is  the  human  known  as  Helaine,  dis- 

guised as  a  unicorn.* 

*Oh.*  Tychus  stepped  forward.  *Quite  a  clever  lit- 

tle plan,*  he  admitted.  *But  my  unicorns  will  not  tol- 

erate any  humans.* 

*What  have  you  done  to  them?*  demanded  Helaine, 

furiously.  She  could  see  no  way  of  escaping  the  encir- 

cling unicorns. 

*I  have  awakened  them  to  the  true  state  of  affairs,* 

Tychus  replied.  *Now,  I  think  the  best  thing  to  do 

here  is  to  return  you  to  your  true  shape.*  He  stepped 

back,  and  then  called  out:  *Enclose  her  with  your 

horns,  and  strip  the  magic  from  her.* 

Helaine  couldn't  allow  that  to  happen,  because  her 
only  means  of  defense  right  now  was  magic.  Instead, 
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she  recited  the  spell  to  restore  her  to  her  human  shape, 

"Fontecchio  Simko  zach."  It  happened  swiftly,  and  she 
felt  a  pang  of  regret  as  she  lost  her  unicorn  form  and 

became  human  again. 

Then  she  immediately  unleashed  the  changeling 

spell  onto  Tychus,  willing  him  to  revert  to  his  true 

form.  She  might  have  been  exposed,  but  he  would  he 
be  as  well! 

"Fontecchio  Simko  zach! "  she  chanted. 
Nothing  happened. 

Helaine  stood  there  in  shock  for  a  moment  staring 

at  Tychus.  Nothing  had  changed — which  meant  that 

he  wasn't  a  magician  simply  masquerading  as  a  uni- 
corn. Her  theory  had  been  wrong! 

Laughing,  Tychus  shook  his  head.  *So  that  was  your 
plan?  To  try  and  expose  me  as  a  false  unicorn?  My  dear, 

you  have  far  more  courage  than  you  have  brains.  I  am 

a  true  unicorn,  but  one  such  as  you've  never  known.* 
To  the  other  unicorns,  he  called,  *Encircle  her  and 

drain  her  power  before  she  uses  it  against  you!* 
As  the  herd  started  to  close  in  on  her,  Tychus  stood 

outside  the  circle,  watching.  Helaine  was  worried.  She 

had  to  do  something  now.  She  had  to  transform  her- 
self  into  something  that  could  escape.  Something  that 
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could  fly — except  that  she  didn't  know  how  to  fly,  and 
learning  would  take  some  time.  Something  large  and 

powerful  then,  that  the  unicorns  wouldn't  dare  attack. 
She  began  to  concentrate  on  changing  into  a  fire- 

breathing  dragon.  But  she  was  tired  from  the  earlier 

change,  and  the  unicorns  closed  in  on  her  faster  than 

she  had  expected.  She  couldn't  summon  the  power  to 
change ! 

And  then  she  was  enveloped  in  glowing  unicorn 

horns.  She  could  feel  her  magical  abilities  being 

drained  from  her.  It  was  only  temporary,  of  course,  but 

the  effect  would  last  for  several  hours.  Until  her  power 

came  back,  she  was  just  a  lone  human  surrounded  by 

the  herd. 

Tychus  called,  *  Enough!*  and  the  unicorns  ceased 

their  draining.  *She's  completely  depleted  and  harm- 
less now,*  he  said.  He  moved  forward,  the  herd  falling 

back  to  allow  him  passage.  *You  are  my  captive  now,* 
he  informed  Helaine.  *You  were  warned  what  would 

happen  if  you  attempted  to  return.  In  a  short  while, 

you  will  die.* 
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ixel  stared  at  the 

ice-clad  valley  in 

front  of  them.  "That  has  to  be  the  place 

that  Darkstar  meant,"  he  said.  "It's  too 

weird  to  be  anything  else." 

"And  there's  something  on  that 

rock  over  there,"  Score  pointed  out.  It 
was  a  flat-topped  rock  by  the  entrance 

to  the  valley,  and  Pixel  could  see  that 

something  had  been  carved  into  the 

top  of  it.  They  hurried  over  to  exam- 
ine it. 
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"Huh?  'Draagveon'?"  Score  asked.  "Does  that  mean 

anything  to  anyone  here?  Because  it  sure  isn't  ringing 

any  of  my  bells." 

Pixel  nodded,  as  if  he  hadn't  heard  Score.  Everyone 
fell  silent,  awaiting  his  solution. 

"It's  actually  an  old  word  game,"  Pixel  explained. 

"The  word  'dragon'  is  inside  the  word  'cave.'  Which 
means  there's  a  cave  around  here  somewhere  .  .  .  with 

a  dragon  inside." 
*And  the  next  phrase?*  Thunder  asked. 

*The  same  thing,*  Nova  answered,  catching  on  to 

Pixel's  logic.  *There  are  prisoners  inside  the  ice  inside 

the  cave.* 

"Exactly,"  Pixel  agreed. 

*So  we  must  find  our  way  to  the  ice  cave  .  .  .  which 

is  guarded  by  a  dragon,*  Thunder  stated. 
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"A  dragon?"  Score  shook  his  head.  "That's  got  to  be 

crazy.  Dragons  are  flying  things  that  spit  fire." 
*Not  always,*  Thunder  replied.  *There  are  many 

sorts  of  dragons.  Some  dragons  walk  on  the  ground,  and 

many  cannot  breathe  fire.  Some  hoard  gold,  and  others 

live  in  wells  or  under  the  sea.*  He  shrugged.  *And  per- 

haps there  is  a  dragon  living  here  that  enjoys  the  cold.* 

"Well,  I  don't  very  much,"  Score  complained.  "And 

I'm  not  really  dressed  for  winter  sports.  So  if  we've  got 

to  go  in  there,  let's  do  it  as  fast  as  possible  and  then 
beat  a  hasty  retreat  to  somewhere  warm  and  sunny. 

Disney  World  would  be  my  first  choice." 

*I've  never  heard  of  that  planet,*  Nova  answered. 
*Is  it  nice?* 

Score  grinned.  "Maybe  I'll  take  you  there  someday." 
He  scavenged  around  for  a  couple  of  fallen  branches, 

and  handed  one  to  Pixel.  Realizing  what  he  had  in 

mind,  Pixel  conjured  up  fire  at  the  end,  so  they  both 

had  torches  that  provided  a  little  warmth. 

"Okay,"  Pixel  said.  "We'd  better  start  looking  for 

that  cave."  He  led  the  way  forward,  his  feet  crunching 
in  the  snow. 

Behind  him,  he  could  feel  Nova  shiver.  *Ugh!*  she 

muttered.  *I  hate  the  cold.  It's  freezing  my  hooves.* 
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Pixel  turned  and  patted  her  gently  on  the  nose,  and 

she  nuzzled  him.  There  wasn't  much  that  they  could 
say.  He  led  the  way  into  the  valley,  and  they  gradually 
left  all  hints  of  summer  behind  them.  It  was  like  the 

time  he'd  walked  through  a  glacier  in  Virtual  Reality, 
except,  of  course,  that  it  was  actually  cold  here.  Even 

with  the  torch  he  carried,  he  could  feel  the  chill 

creeping  into  his  bones.  If  they  were  here  for  too  long, 

they  would  freeze  to  death. 

But  how  far  did  they  have  to  go? 

He  crunched  his  way  on  through  the  snow,  staring  up 

at  the  sun.  It  looked  full  and  bright,  but  none  of  its  heat 

seemed  to  be  penetrating  here.  And  then  he  caught  a 

glimpse  of  a  jagged  blackness  in  the  side  of  the  iced  hill. 

"There's  the  cave!"  he  exclaimed  happily.  "We're 
halfway  there  now — I  hope. 

They  moved  on  a  little  faster  now  that  their  desti- 

nation  was  in  sight  and  reached  it  in  about  ten  min- 
utes. It  had  to  be  what  they  were  looking  for,  and  it 

was  larger  than  he'd  expected.  The  entrance  was 
about  ten  feet  around  and  went  back  as  far  as  the  light 

from  their  torches  could  reach.  The  walls  were  all  cov- 

ered with  ice,  and  the  floor  with  packed  snow.  It 

would  be  difficult  to  walk  on,  but  not  impossible. 
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"I  was  hoping  it  would  be  a  small  cave,"  Pixel  con- 

fessed. "But  it  looks  like  it  goes  in  quite  deep." 
*Then  we  had  better  follow  it,*  said  Thunder, 

*before  my  hooves  freeze  off.* 
Nodding,  Pixel  again  led  the  way.  The  flames  from 

his  and  Score's  torches  glittered  wildly  against  the  ice 
on  the  walls,  creating  a  searchlightlike  effect  as  they 

walked.  But  it  was  no  warmer  in  the  cave  than  outside, 

and  Pixel's  feet  were  starting  to  feel  the  chill  even 
through  the  soles  of  his  sneakers.  There  was  only  so 

much  of  this  that  they  could  all  endure. 

After  about  forty  feet  sloping  downward,  they  were 

presented  with  a  real  problem.  The  cave  split  into  two 

passageways. 

"Now  what?"  asked  Pixel.  "Which  do  we  take?" 

*I  have  no  idea,*  Thunder  replied.  *The  clues 

Darkstar  left  didn't  mention  two  passages.  Either  one 

could  be  the  right  one.* 

*Then  we'll  have  to  split  up,*  Nova  said  practi- 

cally. *You  and  Score  take  the  lefthand  tunnel,  and 

we'll  take  the  right.  If  either  of  them  comes  to  an 

end,  then  we'll  just  retrace  our  steps  and  take  the 
other  tunnel.* 

"And  if  these  tunnels  also  split?"  asked  Score. 

130 



*Thunder  and  I  can  use  our  horns  to  mark  the  path 

we're  taking,*  Nova  replied.  *That  way,  we  can  track 
one  another.* 

Pixel  sighed.  "I  don't  like  splitting  up,"  he  admitted, 

"but  it  seems  like  the  best  thing  to  do  right  now."  He 

gave  Score  a  shaky  smile.  "Good  luck." 

"Yeah,  you  too."  Score  swallowed  and  started  down 
his  tunnel.  Thunder  nuzzled  Nova  affectionately  and 

then  followed. 

"Right,"  Pixel  said,  leading  the  way  into  the  right- 
hand  tunnel.  It  continued  to  lead  gently  downward, 

and  he  realized  that  they  had  to  be  below  ground  level 

by  now.  How  far  down  would  the  tunnel  eventually 

lead  them?  And  would  they  be  able  to  walk  all  the  way 

back  out  again  without  freezing?  And  what  about  the 

dragon  that  the  clue  had  mentioned?  He  couldn't  see 
how  one  could  possibly  live  down  here  without  freez- 

ing to  death.  Maybe  it  meant  a  dead  dragon?  He  cer- 

tainly hoped  so!  It  would  be  much  better  than  finding 

a  live  one  at  the  end  of  their  path. 

Nervously,  he  walked  ahead,  scanning  for  anything. 

The  passageway  opened  out  to  about  fifteen  feet  across, 
and  he  felt  a  little  more  confident.  Then  there  was  a 

loud  crack!  from  beneath  his  feet.  The  ground  gave  way. 
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With  a  cry  of  shock,  Pixel  started  to  fall,  dropping 

his  torch.  It  immediately  fizzled  out  "in  the  snow,  leav- 
ing him  falling  in  blackness.  There  was  some  sort  of 

pit  that  had  only  been  covered  by  a  thin  layer  of  ice 

and  snow,  and  his  weight  had  been  too  much  for  it! 

Before  he  could  fall  through  the  gap  in  the  ice, 

though,  he  felt  Nova's  teeth  grip  the  sleeve  of  his  shirt, 
and  he  jerked  to  a  halt,  heart  pounding  wildly. 

*Grab  hold  of  my  neck,*  she  commanded.  *I  can't 

hold  on  to  this  cloth  for  very  long.* 
Pixel  managed  to  swivel  around  and  grasp  hold  of 

her  neck  with  his  free  hand.  She  released  her  grip  with 

her  teeth,  and  then  slowly  pulled  him  from  the  pit.  A 

moment  later,  he  had  solid  ground  beneath  his  feet 

again.  He  stood  there,  shaking  with  shock.  "Thanks," 

he  gasped.  "I  thought  I  was  doomed." 
*The  ground  here  is  as  treacherous  as  it  is  cold,*  she 

replied.  *We  had  better  proceed  with  more  caution.* 

"I  agree."  Pixel  managed  to  retrieve  his  torch  from 
where  it  had  fallen  and  relit  it.  He  could  see  the  pit 

now.  There  was  no  bottom  to  it  in  sight.  He  shud- 

dered again.  "We  should  stick  close  to  the  walls,"  he 

decided.  "It's  less  likely  there'll  be  pits  there.  And  I'll 
stay  in  the  lead.  You  might  be  able  to  pull  me  to  safe- 
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ty,  but  there's  no  way  I  could  do  the  same  for  you,  I'm 

afraid." 
*I  understand.* 

They  set  off  again.  Pixel  was  nervous  and  uncertain 

about  each  step  he  took,  but  the  floor  seemed  to  be 

more  solid  closer  to  the  walls,  as  he  had  hoped.  After 

a  while,  his  heart  settled  back  to  its  normal  pace  again, 

and  the  sick  taste  of  fear  evaporated  from  his  mouth. 

They  had  been  traveling  for  about  fifteen  minutes 

when  something  puzzled  him.  "Look  at  this,"  he  said, 

gesturing  to  the  ice  covering  the  wall.  It  wasn't  per- 
fectly clear,  of  course,  more  a  sort  of  milky  color.  You 

couldn't  see  the  underlying  rocks  or  anything.  But  at 
this  point  in  the  wall,  there  was  some  kind  of  a  shad- 

ow in  the  ice.  It  was  about  four  feet  tall  and  a  couple 

of  feet  wide.  "What  do  you  make  of  that?" 

*Some  sort  of  defect  in  the  ice,  I  imagine,*  Nova 

answered.  *Is  it  at  all  important?  If  not,  we  should 

press  on.* 

"I  agree."  It  was  hard  not  to  shiver  as  he  moved 
now.  Pixel  was  afraid  his  teeth  were  going  to  start 

chattering.  Then,  about  twenty  yards  farther  on,  there 

was  another  shadow  in  the  ice,  this  one  larger  and 

wider.  And  another  about  thirty  yards  later.  Pixel 
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couldn't  help  wondering  what  this  meant.  Were  these 
just  spots  that  had  less  ice  than  others,  allowing  the 

rocks  beneath  to  show  through?  Or  was  there  some 
other  reason  for  the  shadows? 

Finally,  having  passed  two  more,  he  could  stand  the 

curiosity  no  longer.  He  halted  and  turned  to  Nova.  "It's 

no  use,"  he  said.  "I'm  certain  there's  some  significance 

to  these  shadows,  and  I've  got  to  know  what  it  is." 

*You  young  humans  are  curious  about  everything,* 

Nova  replied  with  a  sigh.  *  Personally,  I'd  sooner  press 

on,  but  I  can  see  I'd  better  humor  you  about  this.  Try 

to  be  fast,  please.* 
Pixel  nodded.  Then  he  concentrated  on  creating  a 

very  hot  fireball  and  launched  it  at  the  wall  of  ice. 

The  fireball  didn't  last  very  long,  sizzling  out  in  a 
shower  of  water,  but  it  melted  a  hole  about  two  feet 

across  and  four  deep  into  the  ice.  Deep  enough  to 
reveal  what  the  shadow  was. 

*It's  a  griffin,*  Nova  exclaimed  in  astonishment. 
Pixel  nodded,  staring  through  the  few  inches  of  ice 

remaining  over  it.  He  could  see  the  hawk-like  face  of 

the  creature  embedded  in  the  wall  and  part  of  the  line 

of  one  claw.  Its  eyes  were  open,  but  it  quite  clearly 

wasn't  alive. 
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"This  must  be  what  Darkstar  meant,"  Pixel  realized, 

"when  he  told  Thunder  that  he'd  been  sleeping  for 

years  and  wished  that  he  were  dead.  I'll  bet  he's 
entombed  somewhere  in  here,  frozen  solid.  Neither 

dead  nor  alive." 

Nova  nodded.  *But  .  .  .  there  are  so  many  shadows. 
Which  one  of  them  is  Darkstar?  We  could  hunt  for 

years  and  never  know.* 
Taking  his  ruby  from  his  pocket,  Pixel  grinned. 

"Now  that  I  know  what  to  search  for,  I  can  try  a  lit- 

tle magic,"  he  replied.  "When  I  last  tried  this,  I  was 

looking  for  a  living  unicorn.  That's  why  I  found 
nothing.  Now  1  know  I  have  to  look  for  a  frozen 

one."  He  concentrated,  and  a  beam  of  rich  redness 

flashed  along  the  path  ahead  of  them.  Pixel  concen- 

trated on  the  image  he  could  see.  "He's  in  a  chamber, 

not  far  ahead,"  he  told  Nova.  "In  the  wall  of  ice 

there.  He's  very  close  to  death,  but  still  alive  for  the 

moment." 
*Then  let  us  go  after  him,*  Nova  replied  urgently. 
Pixel  nodded  and  led  the  way.  He  knew  from  his 

magic  that  there  wasn't  far  to  go.  It  took  them  about 
five  minutes  to  reach  the  chamber,  and  they  halted  in 
the  entrance. 
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The  chamber  was  several  hundred  feet  across.  As 

well  as  ice  lining  the  walls,  icy  stalactites  hung  from 

the  ceiling.  Dozens  of  crystalline  stalagmites  grew 

upward  from  the  ground.  There  were  mounds  of  ice 

and  snow  all  around.  In  the  tiny  light  from  Pixel's 
torch,  the  cavern  gleamed  like  a  treasure  chamber 

filled  with  jewels. 

"He's  over  here,"  Pixel  said,  whispering  without 
knowing  why.  This  place  was  awesome,  like  some 

immense  cathedral  carved  from  living  ice.  He  moved 

to  a  section  of  the  wall  about  twenty  feet  from  the 

doorway.  There  was  a  large  shadow  inside  the  ice.  "All 
we  have  to  do  is  free  him  now." 

Then  he  heard  a  soft  hissing  noise,  like  a  steam 

engine  or  a  kettle.  Puzzled,  he  looked  around  the  cave, 

but  he  saw  nothing.  He  gazed  uneasily  at  Nova,  whose 

nostrils  flared  suddenly. 

*There  is  something  here  that  is  very  much  alive,* 

she  told  him.  *But  it  is  something  I  have  never  encoun- 

tered before.* 

"I'm  getting  a  really  bad  feeling  about  this,"  Pixel 
muttered  through  chattering  teeth.  But  he  could  see 

nothing.  And  then  he  realized  that  some  of  the  piles 

of  ice  and  snow  were  moving  slightly,  as  if  something 
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under  the  ice  were  cracking  free  of  its  frozen  prison. 

"Look'"  he  said,  pointing. 
And  then  he  realized  that  he  had  been  mistaken. 

The  ice  wasn't  breaking,  it  was  moving.  It  was  some- 
how alive  ...  As  he  watched  in  amazement,  the  ice 

pile  suddenly  resolved  itself  by  movement.  He  could 

see  it  was  actually  a  living  creature,  with  its  body 

formed  of  blocks  like  ice.  There  was  a  long  body  and 

tail — about  twenty  feet  in  length — four  massive  legs, 

and  a  large  head  on  a  sinuous  neck.  Two  eyes,  pale 

blue  specks  set  in  icy  sockets,  stared  down  at  them, 

and  a  fierce  mouth  opened. 

"A  dragon,"  he  gasped,  now  understanding  what 
the  clue  had  meant. 

*An  ice  dragon,*  Nova  added.  ̂ Instead  of  fire,  this 

one  breathes — * 

A  blast  of  absolute  cold  hit  them  both,  coating 

them  in  a  layer  of  ice.  Pixel  was  instantly  frozen  inside 

a  block  of  thick  ice,  Nova  close  beside  him.  He  could 

feel  his  life  starting  to  ebb  away,  and  he  realized  that, 

far  from  rescuing  Darkstar,  he  and  Nova  had  become 

trapped  inside  the  ice  themselves. 

In  moments,  they,  too,  would  be  frozen  corpses  in 

the  ice  dragon's  collection. 
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10 

ST 'core  was  getting colder  and  colder 

as  he  and  Thunder  walked  in  silence 

through  the  ice  corridors.  He  remem- 
bered being  on  the  streets  in  New  York 

one  winter  when  a  foot  of  snow  had 

fallen  and  he  was  hiding  out  from  his 

father.  He'd  thought  he  was  going  to 
freeze  to  death  then.  And  that  felt  like 

a  summer  day  compared  to  being  in 
this  cave. 

Having  to  backtrack  and  take  the 

other  tunnel  also  hadn't  improved  either 
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his  or  Thunder's  moods.  After  fifteen  minutes  of  travel, 
the  left  tunnel  had  come  to  an  abrupt  end.  Miserably, 

they  had  started  back  and  set  off  after  Pixel  and  Nova. 

They  were  both  too  cold  to  even  argue  with  one 
another. 

They  had  to  skirt  a  hole  in  the  ice  at  one  point. 
Score  had  been  afraid  that  either  Pixel  or  Nova  had 

fallen  through,  until  he  saw  their  footprints  in  the 

snow  continuing  along  the  side  wall.  Relief  washed 

over  him. 

Then,  later,  they  had  seen  the  shadows  in  the  ice 

and  finally  come  across  the  hole  melted  through  to  the 

griffin.  Both  of  them  had  realized  the  significance  of 

this.  "Something's  freezing  intruders  into  the  ice," 

Score  said.  "And  whatever  it  is  must  be  up  ahead." 

*And  Nova  and  Pixel  are  going  to  confront  it  first,* 

worried  Thunder.  *I  think  we'd  better  move  faster  and 

catch  up  with  them.* 

"If  we  can,"  shivered  Score.  He  felt  as  if  he  were  a 
barely  moving  lump  of  ice  already.  But  he  managed  to 

speed  up  a  little.  Thunder  was  still  having  problems 

walking  on  the  snow.  He  wasn't  complaining  for  once, 
but  Score  could  tell  that  the  cold  was  really  hurting 
his  feet. 
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Then  they  came  to  the  cavern  and  immediately  saw 

the  light  from  Pixel's  torch.  They  were  also  just  in 
time  to  see  the  ice  dragon  rear  up  and  eject  a  cloud  of 

frost  at  Pixel  and  Nova,  who  were  instantly  frozen 
inside  a  block  of  ice. 

"No!"  howled  Score  in  despair.  He'd  only  just 

learned  how  to  make  friends,  and  he  wasn't  going  to 
lose  any  now.  Hastily,  he  created  the  largest  fireball  he 

could  manage  and  threw  it  with  all  of  his  might  at  the 

block  containing  Pixel  and  Nova,  exploding  the  fire- 

ball just  before  it  hit. 

Instantly,  the  ice  melted,  running  in  streams  off  the 

trapped  pair.  To  Score's  relief,  both  shook  themselves, 
shivering  from  the  cold  and  the  closeness  of  their 

escape. 

Then  Thunder  shoved  Score  aside  as  the  ice  drag- 
on slithered  around  and  breathed  in  their  direction. 

A  huge  wave  of  frigid  air  narrowly  missed  enveloping 

them  both  as  Thunder  leaped  aside,  too.  They 

ducked  for  cover  behind  the  resulting  iceberg-shaped 
formation. 

"It  can't  move  very  fast,"  gasped  Score.  "It's  cold- 
blooded, literally.  So  we  could  run  rings  around  it  if  we 

were  in  the  open." 
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*But  we're  too  cold  to  run  in  here,*  pointed  out 
Thunder.  *And  it's  fast  enough  to  get  us  if  we  leave 
cover.*  Then  he  ignored  Score  and  called,  *Nova!* 

*  We're  all  right,*  came  her  answer.  *  We're  hiding 
behind  a  stalagmite.  That  was  very  close,  though.* 

*Stay  there,*  Thunder  ordered.  He  glared  down  at 

Score.  *She  may  say  that  they're  all  right,  but  they 
narrowly  escaped  death.  I  think  we  should  not  count 

on  them  too  much  for  what  may  happen  next.  I  sin- 

cerely  hope  you  have  some  idea  of  how  to  defeat  that 

creature?* 

"Why  do  you  expect  me  to  come  up  with  some- 

thing?"  complained  Score.  "I  thought  humans  were 

useless?"  He  shook  his  head.  "Maybe  a  well-placed 

fireball  might  melt  that  dragon's  heart."  Forming  the 
last  one  had  drained  his  strength,  but  he  managed  to 

make  one  of  a  respectable  size.  Stepping  out  from 

behind  cover,  he  threw  it  at  the  dragon's  head,  which 
was  already  questing  for  them. 

Another  icy  blast  came  from  the  huge  mouth, 

enveloping  and  extinguishing  the  fireball.  Score 
ducked  back  into  cover. 

"Scratch  that  idea,"  he  grunted.  "And  we  can't  get 
close  to  it.  Its  body  temperature  is  so  low  that  anything 
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it  touches  turns  instantly  to  ice,  so  we  can't  physically 

attack  it.  Your  horn  would  just  turn'  brittle  and  break. 
So  what  we  need  is  a  brilliant  idea." 

*And  I'm  relying  on  you  to  come  up  with  one,* 

Thunder  answered.  *I  really  must  be  losing  my  mind.* 

"You  haven't  lost  it,"  Score  informed  him  sarcasti- 

cally. "You  never  had  it  to  begin  with."  Then  a  sudden 

thought  occurred  to  him.  "Anything  it  touches  turns 

instantly  to  ice  .  .  ."he  breathed.  "That's  the  answer! 
Now  I  know  how  to  beat  it." 

*Then  stop  talking  and  do  it!*  Thunder  yelled  as 
another  icy  blast  streaked  overhead. 

Score  shook  his  head  and  sighed.  He  took  out  the 

chrysolite.  This  gave  him  power  over  water,  and  ice 

was  just  frozen  water,  after  all.  The  dragon  froze  its  vic- 
tims inside  blocks  of  ice,  so  he  had  an  idea  for  an 

appropriate  way  to  defeat  it. 

He  took  a  quick  peek  to  confirm  that  the  dragon 

was  about  twenty  feet  closer  to  him,  and  then  focused 

on  the  ice  on  the  ceiling  above  it.  He  radiated  warmth 

throughout  it,  melting  the  ice  into  a  gigantic  torrent 
of  water  that  cascaded  down. 

All  over  the  dragon. 

As  it  touched  the  dragon's  frozen  skin,  the  water 
instantly  became  ice.  Layer  after  layer  of  it  built  up 
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in  seconds,  as  more  water  touched  the  dragon  and 

froze  solid.  Before  the  dragon  could  react,  it  was 

buried  inside  several  feet  of  ice  that  held  it  solidly  in 

place. 
Score  stepped  out  of  hiding  and  grinned  happily  as 

he  surveyed  his  handiwork.  The  dragon  was  caught 

inside  a  huge  block  of  ice,  as  frozen  as  any  of  its  vic- 

tims. "Well,"  he  said  smugly,  "I  think  that  was  pretty 

brilliant.  You  can  applaud  if  you  like." 

*Thankfully,*  Thunder  snapped  back,  *I  don't 

have  hands  and  therefore  couldn't  even  be  tempted 
to  do  so.*  He  hurried  as  fast  as  he  could  over  the  ice 

to  rejoin  and  attend  to  his  wife.  Score,  grinning 

widely,  followed  him.  "How  are  you  doing?"  he  asked 
Pixel. 

"Chilled  to  the  bone,"  the  other  boy  admitted.  "But 

still  alive,  thanks  to  you." 

"Hang  on,"  Score  said.  Using  his  gem,  he  evaporat- 

ed the  water  from  Pixel's  clothes — which  would  at 

least  stave  off  hypothermia.  "Maybe  we  should  try  and 

go  somewhere  warm  for  awhile,"  he  suggested. 

"There's  no  time  for  that,"  Pixel  answered.  He  ges- 

tured to  a  shadow  inside  the  ice  beside  them.  "This  is 

Darkstar.  It's  why  we  couldn't  find  him  earlier.  He's 

been  trapped." 
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"Then  I  guess  we'd  better  set  him  free,"  said  Score. 
"You  think  he's  still  alive  inside  there?" 

*He  must  be,*  Thunder  insisted.  *He  managed  to 

project  his  mind  to  me.  So  he  must  still  be  alive.* 

"Right,"  said  Pixel  grimly.  He  conjured  up  a  fireball 
and  used  it  to  melt  the  ice.  It  was  slow  going,  because 

he  had  to  be  sure  not  to  injure  the  trapped  unicorn. 

When  Score's  strength  came  back,  he  helped,  too. 
Handling  the  fires  warmed  them  both  up,  which  was  a 

pleasant  side  effect  of  the  business,  but  Score  still 

couldn't  wait  until  they  could  beat  a  hasty  retreat  from 
this  place. 

Finally,  Darkstar  was  free.  He  took  a  deep,  shudder- 

ing breath  and  collapsed  to  the  ground.  *Thank  you,* 

he  managed  to  send.  *You  have  freed  me  at  last.  Now, 

you  must  listen  to  me.  There  is  not  much  time.* 

*We  can  get  you  out  of  here,  to  a  warm  place,* 

Thunder  said  urgently.  *Then  you'll  be  fine.* 
*No,*  Darkstar  told  him.  *I  was  dying  anyway  before 

that  ice  dragon  trapped  me.  I've  been  magically  poi- 
soned and  have  only  a  short  time  left.  His  freezing  me 

ironically  saved  me  from  dying  by  the  poison.  But  now 

that  I  am  free,  the  poison  is  acting  again.  So  listen  to 

me.  What  I  have  to  tell  you  is  vitally  important.  Your 
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foe  is  the  magician  Marmanki.  He  and  Sarman  grew  up 

together.  Sarman  aims  to  take  control  of  the  entire 

Diadem.* 

"Relax,"  Score  told  him.  "We've  already  beaten 

Sarman.  The  guy's  history." 

*Ah!  Then  that  explains  it!*  Darkstar  nodded 
slightly.  Any  movement  was  clearly  hard  for  him. 

*The  two  of  them  were  friends,  but  Sarman's  passion 
for  power  made  him  suspicious  even  of  his  friend  and 

he  killed  Marmanki.* 

"Then  how  can  he  be  our  foe?'  asked  Score,  puzzled. 

*Because  Marmanki  has  come  up  with  a  new  form 

of  magic,*  explained  Darkstar.  *When  he  is  killed,  he 

has  the  power  to  move  his  life  force  and  take  posses- 

sion of  the  body  nearest  to  his  at  the  time.  So  he 

escaped  from  Sarman  in  the  guise  of  a  bird  and  then 

transferred  to  a  new  body  later.  What  Marmanki  then 

plotted  was  to  gain  protection  for  himself.  He  wanted 

unicorn  horns  so  that  he  could  guard  himself  against 

further  magical  attacks — and  also  to  sell  and  trade 
with  other  magicians  who  could  use  them.  So  he 

planned  on  taking  over  our  herd. 

*I  know  all  of  this  because  I  was  the  leader  when 

he  struck.  He  came  in  the  guise  of  another  unicorn, 
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planning  to  kill  me  and  take  control  of  the  herd.  I  was 

too  strong  for  him,  though,  and  killed  him.  But  he  did 

not  stay  dead,  transferring  into  the  closest  creature  to 

him.  He  had  expected  it  to  be  me,  so  that  in  my  guise 

he  could  take  over  the  herd,  but  fate  betrayed  him.  We 

had  been  fighting  directly  above  the  nest  of  a  basilisk.* 

"A  what?"  asked  Score. 

*A  magical  creature  that  has  a  stare  that  will  poison 

you  incurably.  It  also  sleeps  for  years  at  a  time,  crawl- 

ing  out  only  from  time  to  time  to  feed.  Marmanki  wak- 

ened in  its  body  and  then  gave  me  the  magical  stare. 

That  is  what  is  killing  me.  He  then  planned  to  kill  the 

basilisk  and  take  over  another  unicorn.  What  he  had- 

n't counted  upon  was  that  the  basilisk  was  still  in  need 
of  hibernation,  and  so  he  fell  asleep  again  for  several 

years.* 
"Only  to  wake  up  a  short  while  ago  and  transfer  into 

Tychus's  body,"  Pixel  exclaimed.  "And  with  Sarman 
out  of  the  way,  he  can  now  carry  on  with  his  old  plan 

of  taking  over  the  unicorn  herd  and  killing  them  for 

their  horns." 

*Exactly,*  agreed  Darkstar.  *I  was  delirious  from  the 
poison  and  wandered  away  from  the  herd.  I  managed 

to  carve  a  message  to  you  showing  where  I  was  going, 
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Thunder,  so  that  you  would  know  what  had  happened 

to  me.  I  stumbled  into  the  ice  cave  here,  coming  to  die, 

when  the  dragon  attacked  and  froze  me.  I  dreamed  the 

years  away,  longing  to  be  free  in  death.  Then  I  felt  your 

mind  and  managed  to  send  you  my  message  for  you  to 

come  here.* 

*Too  late  to  save  you,*  Thunder  said  despondently. 

*But  you  freed  me,*  Darkstar  answered.  *And  I  am 
able  to  tell  you  my  story  so  that  you  will  be  able  to 

return  to  save  our  herd  from  Marmanki's  plans.  You 
must  hurry  back  to  them  and  rescue  them,  now. 

Marmanki  plans  to  kill  them  all  and  then  restore  him- 

self  to  human  form.* 

*We  will  return,*  promised  Thunder.  *He  shall  not 

kill  those  under  my  protection.* 

*You  are  a  good  leader,  Thunder,*  Darkstar  said 

approvingly.  *  Better,  I  know,  than  I  ever  was.*  Then, 
he  gave  a  sigh  and  lay  still. 

"He's  .  .  .  dead,"  Pixel  said  quietly. 
Thunder  knelt  down  by  the  body,  his  head  bowed. 

*No,*  he  said  gently.  *No  one  could  be  better  than 

you.  But  I  shall  do  my  best.* 

Something  unsettling  had  occurred  to  Score.  "Come 

on,  guys,"  he  complained.  "I  know  you're  broken  up, 
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but  we  don't  have  the  time  for  this.  We  have  to  get 

back  to  the  herd  immediately." 

*Why  the  urgency?*  asked  Nova,  *Marmanki  won't 
do  anything  to  the  unicorns  until  he  has  a  human 

body  he  can  transfer  into.* 

"And  he's  got  one,"  Score  snapped.  "Don't  forget 

that  Helaine  is  keeping  an  eye  on  the  herd.  If  she's 
anywhere  close  to  Tychus,  and  the  unicorn  kills  him- 

self .  .  .  then  he's  got  himself  a  new  body.  Hers." 
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11 

ft 

elaine  considered 

the  story  she'd 
just  heard  from  Tychus.  "So  you  spent 

the  past  five  years  asleep  as  a  basilisk?" 

she  summed  up.  "And  then  started  your 

plan  up  again?" 
^Correct,*  said  Tychus.  *And  I  am 

now  exactly  where  I  had  hoped  to  be. 

The  herd  was  very  careless,  convinced 

that  no  magic  could  affect  them.  But  I 

have  worked  it  from  within.  I  cast  a  spell 

five  years  ago — before  I  fell  asleep — for 
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them  all  to  forget  about  Darkstar,  which  seems  to  have 

held  up  well.  I  have  now  done  the  same  to  them  all  for 

Thunder  and  you  humans.  The  herd  is  in  my  power, 

and  they  will  all  obligingly  allow  me  to  kill  them  and 

remove  their  horns.  And  since  you  and  your  friends 

have  killed  Sarman  for  me,  I  shall  be  the  most  powerful 

magician  in  the  whole  Diadem.* 

"You're  disgusting,"  Helaine  said.  She  stared  at  him 

in  puzzlement.  "It  was  very  nice  of  you  to  let  me  keep 
my  sword.  After  all,  my  power  is  still  drained  and  I 

couldn't  do  it  myself.  But  what's  in  it  for  you?" 

*Do  you  think  I  intend  to  remain  a  unicorn  forev- 

er?* asked  Tychus — or,  rather,  Marmanki,  which  was 

his  real  name.  *I'd  be  prey  to  anyone  who  desired  a 
unicorn  horn.  No,  I  want  a  real  body  again.  A  human 

body.  And  yours  will  do  very  nicely.  Oh,  I  know  it's 

female,  but  it's  definitely  a  step  up  from  being  an  ani- 

mal.* 
"Unicorns  aren't  mere  animals,"  Helaine  replied. 

"You  should  know  that."  She  felt  sick  at  hearing  his 
plans — not  just  those  concerning  her,  but  concerning 

the  herd.  "How  can  you  just  plan  to  kill  them  all?" 

*Because  of  the  power  it  will  bring  me,*  he 

answered.  *No  other  magician  will  be  able  to  harm 
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me,  and  only  those  who  ally  themselves  with  me  will 

be  given  a  horn  of  their  own.  You  three  pathetic  chil- 

dren may  not  value  power,  but  I'm  not  as  stupid  as 

you.* 
"You  don't  have  a  conscience  at  all,  do  you?" 

Helaine  asked. 

*Consciences  are  for  those  without  power.* 
She  shook  her  head.  This  was  a  common  attitude 

among  magic-users.  They  thought  they  were  better 
than  everyone  else  and  so  above  all  normal  laws  and 

rules — selfish,  through  and  through.  "I  won't  let  you 

get  away  with  it,"  she  warned  him. 

*Fine,*  he  replied  with  a  laugh.  *I've  given  you 

your  sword  back.  Let's  see  how  you  can  do  in  a  fight 

with  a  unicorn.  I'm  not  entirely  without  a  sense  of 

honor.  I  aim  to  kill  you,  but  I'm  giving  you  a  chance 

to  fight  back.  Not  that  you  can  win,  of  course.  You're 

just  a  girl.* 
Those  were  fighting  words  to  Helaine.  All  her  life, 

she'd  been  scorned  and  considered  a  second-class  cit- 
izen simply  because  she  had  been  born  a  girl  in  a 

world  where  only  boys  got  to  have  any  say  in  mat- 

ters— or  to  have  any  fun.  It  was  why  she'd  disguised 
herself  as  a  boy  and  adopted  the  alias  of  Renald.  And 
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now  here  was  this  murderous  magician  taunting  her 

about  being  a  girl!  She  drew  her  sword  and  stood  on 

the  plain,  waiting. 

Marmanki  laughed  again,  lowered  his  horn,  and 

charged. 

At  the  last  moment,  Helaine  moved  aside,  whipped 

her  sword  around,  and  parried  the  thrust  of  the  horn. 

Marmanki  laughed  and  danced  away. 

*A  poor  effort,*  he  jeered.  *Is  that  the  best  you  can 

do?* 
"Try  me,  and  you'll  see,"  she  offered,  standing  ready 

for  the  next  pass.  He  lowered  his  horn,  moved  into 

position,  and  then  charged.  This  time,  Helaine  moved 

in  the  opposite  direction,  whirling  around  to  strike  at 

Marmanki's  throat.  The  unicorn  wasn't  quite  quick 
enough  to  dodge  her,  and  she  had  a  clear,  killing  blow. 

She  managed  to  stop  the  strike  at  the  very  last  sec- 

ond, allowing  the  sword  to  tumble  from  her  fingers. 

Marmanki  stood  there,  blood  trickling  from  the  cut 

she  had  inflicted,  and  laughed  at  her.  *Cowaid!*  he 

spat.  *For  all  your  boasting,  you're  no  warrior.  You're  a 

pathetic  weakling.* 

"No,"  Helaine  answered,  shaking  as  she  realized 

how  close  she'd  come  to  dying  by  being  so  foolish. 
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"You're  trying  to  provoke  me  into  attacking  you,  but 
it  won't  work.  I  just  realized  what  you  were  trying  to 
do.  You're  not  trying  to  kill  me!  You  want  my  body. 
You're  trying  to  get  me  to  kill  you!  That  way,  you  can 
transfer  out  of  that  body  and  into  the  nearest  one. 

Mine.  You  almost  suckered  me  into  getting  myself 

killed,  didn't  you?  But  it  won't  work  now.  I  won't  fight 

you." The  unicorn  eyed  her  with  fresh  respect.  *You're 

not  quite  as  stupid  as  you  appear  to  be,  are  you?*  He 

laughed.  *Yes,  that  was  what  I  was  attempting  to  do. 
It  almost  worked,  too.  But  there  are  other  ways  to 

accomplish  the  same  end.  You  haven't  beaten  me 

yet.*  He  turned  away  from  her,  staring  across  the  field. 
A  moment  later.  Flame  came  trotting  across  the 

field.  He'd  obviously  summoned  her  telepathically. 
Unsure  of  what  he  was  planning,  Helaine  picked  up 

her  sword,  cleaned  it,  and  then  resheathed  it.  She 

wouldn't  use  it  on  him,  but  she  wanted  it  close  by,  in 
case  of  trouble. 

Marmanki  turned  to  her  with  a  nasty  smile.  *Your 
good  friend  Flame  is  under  my  mental  domination, 

and  she'll  do  anything  I  tell  her  to  do.  And  now  I 
order  her  to  kill  me.* 
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Helaine  gasped  in  shock  as  Flame  suddenly  started 

forward,  her  horn  down  in  the*  attack  position, 
hurtling  straight  toward  the  waiting  Marmanki.  With 

a  cry,  Helaine  tried  to  intervene,  but  she  couldn't  get 
there  in  time. 

At  the  last  second,  Flame  turned  her  horn  aside  and 

narrowly  missed  Marmanki.  Helaine  sighed  in  relief.  It 
had  to  have  been  some  kind  of  a  trick  of  his  to  fool 

her.  Then  she  realized  that  she'd  jumped  to  the  wrong 
conclusion. 

*Idiot!*  Marmanki  screamed.  *  Weakling!*  He 
glared  at  Flame,  who  was  standing  with  her  head 

bowed,  and  then  at  Helaine.  *She's  as  stupid  as  you. 

Even  in  her  current  state,  she  won't  kill  a  helpless  foe.* 

"Give  it  up.  Marmanki,"  Helaine  sneered.  "She's  got 

too  much  moral  courage  for  you  to  subvert.  She's  not 

going  to  do  your  dirty  work  for  you." 

*Oh,  no?*  Marmanki  replied.  *There's  more  than 

one  way  to  kill  a  unicorn.*  He  stared  at  Flame,  who 

gave  a  shudder.  *Your  mind  is  your  own  again.  Your 
memories  are  your  own  again.  Only  Helaine  is  in  my 

control  now,  and  I'm  going  to  kill  her.  You  can't  stop 
me!*  He  whirled  and  launched  himself  at  Helaine. 
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*Helaine!*  screamed  Flame.  *No!*  And  she  threw 
herself  into  the  pursuit. 

Marmanki,  of  course,  deliberately  missed  Helaine 

by  inches.  He  had  no  desire  to  harm  the  body  he 

hoped  to  possess.  Helaine  had  stood  calmly,  awaiting 

him,  knowing  he  wouldn't  even  bruise  her.  But  Flame 
mistook  the  reason. 

*Helaine,  run!*  she  yelled.  *I'll  stop  him.* 

"No,  Flame!"  Helaine  cried.  "He  won't  hurt  me." 

*He's  just  making  you  believe  that,*  Flame  answered. 

*  You're  under  his  mental  control.  Fight  it  and  flee.* 
Then  she  whirled  about  to  charge  at  Marmanki  again. 

This  time,  Helaine  knew,  Flame  wouldn't  hesitate 
to  kill.  She  was  sure  that  Tychus  was  going  to  kill  her 

best  friend,  and  she'd  kill  for  Helaine. 
Not  knowing,  of  course,  that  this  was  exactly  what 

Marmanki  wanted. 

Helaine  did  the  only  thing  she  could  think  of. 

She  threw  herself  directly  in  the  path  of  Flame. 

For  a  second,  all  she  could  see  was  the  unicorn 

horn,  pointed  straight  at  her  chest.  She  knew  that  it 

was  going  to  ram  into  her  and  kill  her  instantly.  Flame 

was  traveling  too  fast  to  avoid  the  killing  blow  now. 
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Helaine  felt  fear,  and  despair,  and  a  terrible  knowledge 
that  Flame  would  blame  herself  for  the  deed. 

And  then  the  horn  moved  slightly,  as  Flame  man- 

aged to  twist  herself  out  of  direct  collision  somehow. 

Instead,  the  horn  sliced  across  Helaine's  left  bicep, 

drawing  blood  and  pain,  and  then  Flame's  shoulder 
slammed  into  Helaine.  The  blow  threw  Helaine  from 

her  feet,  and  tumbled  her  to  the  ground,  groaning. 

For  a  moment,  Helaine  felt  nothing  but  pain  all 
over. 

And  then  she  heard  Marmanki  in  her  mind  yell, 

*You  idiot!  If  you've  harmed  her  body,  I'll  kill  you!* 

Then  came  Flame's  stunned  response,  *Helaine  was 

right.  You  aren't  trying  to  kill  her.* 
Helaine  groaned  again,  but  managed  to  raise  herself 

on  her  right  arm.  Blood  was  dripping  from  her  left,  and 

she  could  hardly  move  it.  "Listen  to  me,  Flame,"  she 

gasped,  through  a  red  haze.  "Don't  harm  him.  He  can 

transfer  to  a  new  body — the  closest  body — if  he's 

killed,  and  he  wants  mine." 
*So  that's  it.*  Flame  trotted  back  to  stand  beside 

Helaine.  *Then  I  shall  have  to  make  certain  that  he 

stays  alive.  I'm  sorry  for  what  I  did  to  you,  Helaine.* 

"It  was  my  fault.  I  just  couldn't  think  of  any  other 

way  to  stop  you  in  time."  Helaine  winced  as  she  man- 
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aged  to  sit  up.  "I'm  going  to  be  bruised  all  over;  I  know 

it."  She  held  her  right  hand  over  her  bleeding  arm. 

"And  one-handed,  too.  But  I'm  glad  I'm  still  alive.  I 

was  certain  you  couldn't  avoid  killing  me.  I'm  really 

glad  you  did." 

*This  doesn't  mean  anything,*  Marmanki  cried 

angrily.  *There  are  other  unicorns  in  the  herd.  One 

of  them  will  kill  me.* 

*  Ah,  but  it'll  do  you  no  good  at  all  if  Helaine's  not 

the  closest  thing  to  you  when  you  die,  will  it?*  Flame 

asked.  She  looked  down  at  her  friend.  *Can  you  get 

up,  Helaine?  We  have  to  escape  from  here.* 

*No!*  Marmanki  thundered.  *Perhaps  I  can't  harm 

her,  but  I'm  under  no  such  constraints  with  you.*  He 
lowered  his  horn  and  started  toward  Flame. 

But  Marmanki's  luck  had  run  out.  Taking  his  time 
to  explain  his  actions  to  Helaine  and  the  subsequent 

fighting  had  taken  far  longer  than  he'd  anticipated. 
Helaine  could  feel  her  power  returning  now,  Not  a  lot 

of  it,  true,  but  enough  so  that  she  could  do  some  sim- 

ple magic,  aided  by  her  crystals.  Clutching  at  her 

chrysoprase  tightly,  she  concentrated  on  the  ground  in 
front  of  Marmanki. 

The  ground  beneath  his  feet  started  to  quiver  and 

shake.  Marmanki  lost  his  footing  and  stumbled.  He 
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glared  furiously  at  Helaine.  *These  tricks  won't  stop 

me!*  he  promised  her.  *You  can't  defeat  me.* 

"Wrong,  Marmanki,"  Helaine  defied  him.  "Now  we 

know  your  powers;  you  can't  possibly  win  against  us." 

*You  can't  stop  me  from  dying,*  Marmanki  replied. 

*  And  then  I'll  be  back,  in  some  other  guise.  You  can't 
check  every  last  creature  or  insect  that  enters  the  uni- 

corn lands  from  now  on.  And  you'll  never  know  if  one 

of  them  might  be  me.* 
Helaine  realized  with  a  sinking  feeling  that  he  was 

absolutely  right.  They  couldn't  kill  Marmanki,  and 

they  didn't  dare  leave  him  alive.  There  didn't  seem  to 
be  any  solution  to  this  nightmare.  Marmanki  smirked, 

realizing  that  he  now  had  the  advantage  again. 

*I'm  invincible,*  he  assured  her.  *My  power  makes 

me  so.  There  is  nothing  that  you  can  do  to  stop  me.* 

"Boy,"  said  a  very  familiar  voice,  "he's  really  cocky, 

isn't  he?" 
Helaine  whirled  around  to  see  Score  and  Pixel  grin- 

ning  at  her.  They  both  looked  very  tired,  though. 

Pixel  didn't  even  seem  to  have  the  energy  to  talk. 

"Teleportation,"  Score  explained.  "Takes  it  out  of 
you.  We  hurried  back  to  warn  you  about  Marmanki. 

Looks  like  you've  already  figured  it  out." 
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Helaine  clutched  her  agate  and  sent  a  reply  to  her 

friends  telepathically.  *Am  I  glad  to  see  the  two  of 

you!  But  where  are  Thunder  and  Nova?  What  hap- 

pened?* 
*  Later,*  Score  answered.  *The  problem  right  now 

is  Marmanki.* 

*  You're  telling  me?*  she  replied  dryly.  *We  can't 

kill  him,  and  if  we  leave  him  alive,  then  he'll  just  kill 

himself  and  return  in  some  other  form  that  we  don't 

know  about.* 

*Pixel  has  a  plan,*  Score  answered.  *He's  just  kind 
of  tired  right  now.  We  need  to  borrow  some  energy 

from  you.*  He  grinned.  *And  Marmanki,  since  he's  a 

magician,  but  I  don't  think  we'll  ask  permission  first.* 
*To  do  what?*  asked  Helaine.  She  was  confident 

that  if  Pixel  had  come  up  with  an  idea,  it  would  work. 

It  was  astonishing  how  much  she  relied  on  her  friends, 
now. 

*Transport  us  all  back  where  we  came  from,  the 

three  of  us  and  Marmanki.* 

The  false  unicorn  was  growing  restless,  pawing  at 

the  ground  uncertainly.  *I  assume  the  three  of  you  are 

planning  some  kind  of  trick,*  he  said  suspiciously. 

*But  you  must  know  it  won't  work.  I  can't  be  beaten.* 
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"Talk  about  overconfidence!"  Score  said  aloud. 

"Well,  we've  got  news  for  you.  You  couldn't  be  more 

wrong."  He  nodded  to  Helaine.  *Follow  our  lead,*  he 
informed  her. 

Helaine  nodded,  and  she  suddenly  felt  the  power 

build  up  of  a  spell  forming.  She  concentrated  hard.  It 

was  the  transportation  spell  that  the  boys  had  used 

earlier,  Ambrose  ronica  presant.  She  spoke  the  words  in 

her  mind  along  with  Score  and  a  very  faint  Pixel,  and 

they  let  their  vision  of  their  destination  take  shape  in 

her  thoughts. 

Marmanki  gave  a  snort  of  surprise  and  alarm  and 

tried  to  back  away.  But  it  was  too  late.  The  web  of  the 

spell  had  tightened  about  him.  As  Score  had  hoped, 

his  own  magical  ability  was  helping  it  to  form  and  be 
effective. 

Then  the  world  reeled  for  a  second,  and  Helaine 

felt  the  strength  drain  out  of  her.  She  almost  collapsed 

from  the  loss.  Now  she  knew  what  had  happened  to 

Pixel.  Teleportation  really  drained  your  strength! 

She  found  herself  standing  inside  a  vast  cavern  of 

snow  and  ice.  Thunder  and  Nova  were  waiting  impa- 

tiently, their  breaths  clouds  of  steam  in  the  icy  air. 

Marmanki  whuffed  in  shock  and  glared  around. 
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*A  clever  trick,*  he  said,  *but  it  won't  help  you 
very  much.  That  transfer  drained  some  of  my  strength, 

but  I  am  still  in  charge  here.* 

*No  longer,*  Thunder  replied.  *The  last  time  you 
faced  me,  I  lost  because  of  your  trickery.  This  time, 

there  will  be  no  tricks.  And  I  shall  regain  my  herd 

from  you.* 

Marmanki  sneered.  *I  need  no  tricks  to  defeat  you, 
old  man!*  he  cried.  *So  be  it!  To  the  death!*  And  he 

lowered  his  horn  and  charged  at  Thunder. 
Helaine  was  still  too  weak  from  the  transfer  to  do 

anything  but  cry  out  in  shock.  Thunder  was  playing 

right  into  Marmanki's  hands! 
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12 

ixel  was  finally 

recovering  from 

the  energy  drain  of  teleportation.  It 

hadn't  been  quite  as  bad  these  last  two 
times  as  it  had  been  the  first  time  he 

and  Score  had  done  it.  The  reason  was 

obvious — the  first  time,  he  and  Score 

had  also  transported  two  large  uni- 
corns, which  took  a  lot  of  energy.  The 

second  time,  when  they  alone  had 

jumped  back  to  Helaine,  had  taken 

less.  And  this  last  time,  they  had  drawn 

on  Helaine  and  Marmanki,  too,  which 
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made  it  easier.  That  meant,  if  he  was  correct,  that  he 

could  probably  teleport  himself  from  time  to  time 

without  getting  too  weak.  It  was  taking  along  nonma- 

gicians  that  really  drained  him. 

Still,  there  was  time  to  think  about  that  later.  Right 

now,  the  fight  was  the  most  important  thing.  He, 

Score,  Thunder,  and  Nova  had  agreed  to  the  plan  he 

had  devised,  and  now  Thunder  seemed  to  have 

thrown  it  all  away  because  of  his  wounded  pride.  He 

wanted  to  beat  Marmanki  in  a  fair  fight. 

And  it  wouldn't  be  a  fair  fight.  Marmanki  was  pro- 
voking Thunder  into  the  battle  because  he  wanted  to 

be  killed.  He  was  only  going  to  fake  a  fight,  and  then 

force  Thunder  into  killing  him. 

Pixel  tried  to  yell  all  of  this  out,  but  he  was  still  too 

weak.  All  he  could  do  was  to  stand  there,  swaying,  and 
watch  the  battle. 

Marmanki's  first  charge  had  been  real  enough,  he 
had  to  get  Thunder  so  worked  up  that  Thunder 

wouldn't  think  twice  about  seriously  fighting  back. 
Thunder  had  parried  the  charge,  and  then  waited  for 

Marmanki  to  turn  and  come  at  him  again.  It  wasn't  easy 
for  either  unicorn,  because  underfoot  was  ice  and  snow. 

Somehow,  though,  their  hooves  managed  to  keep  their 
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traction  on  the  slippery  surface.  As  Marmanki  charged 

again,  Thunder  leaped  into  action. 

No!  Pixel  wanted  to  yell,  but  he  couldn't.  He  could 
see  the  same  panic-stricken  looks  on  the  faces  of 

Helaine  and  Score.  They  were  too  tired  to  call  out, 
either. 

At  the  last  second,  Marmanki  moved  his  head  aside, 

baring  his  throat  for  a  killing  thrust  from  Thunder's 
horn.  Pixel  was  almost  too  tense  to  keep  watching, 

knowing  that  they  had  now  lost,  and  Marmanki  would 

be  free  to  take  possession  of  a  fresh  body. 

But  Thunder's  horn,  too,  moved  aside.  Instead  of 
the  killing  stroke,  he  left  a  long  furrow  of  blood  down 

Marmanki's  flank.  The  false  unicorn  gave  an  intense 
scream  of  pain. 

*Did  you  think  I  would  be  foolish  enough  to  kill 

you?*  Thunder  snorted,  coming  to  a  halt  and  turning  to 

face  Marmanki  once  again.  *I  know  your  power.  You 
will  not  die  through  me.  But,  I  promise  you,  Marmanki, 

you  will  suffer  for  what  you  have  done!*  And  then  he 
charged  again. 

He  does  know  what  he's  doing,  Pixel  realized.  He 

hadn't  allowed  his  emotions  to  get  the  better  of  him. 
And  now  Marmanki  had  no  option  but  to  truly  fight — 
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not  for  his  life,  because  that  was  safe,  but  to  avoid 

painful  injuries  that  would  cripple  him  and  leave  him 

in  agony  and  helpless. 

The  two  unicorns  clashed  and  fell  back.  Thunder 

reared  up,  striking  out  with  his  hooves  at  Marmanki, 

who  tried  to  counter.  One  blow  broke  open  a  gash  on 

his  forehead,  though,  and  made  him  scream  again. 

*You  will  lose  this  fight,  blow  by  blow,*  Thunder 

promised  him.  *But  you  will  not  die.  You  will  suffer.* 
Desperately,  Marmanki  fought  back.  But  this  time 

he  could  use  no  trickery  to  defeat  Thunder.  And 

Thunder  was  in  great  form,  fighting  for  his  herd  and 

for  his  own  pride.  Blow  by  blow,  the  fake  unicorn  was 

losing  the  fight. 

Pixel  finally  managed  to  find  his  voice.  He  could 

feel  his  strength  returning,  "Helaine,"  he  gasped.  "The 

agate!" She  understood,  and  managed  on  the  second 

attempt  to  clasp  hold  of  the  gem,  connecting  the  three 

of  them  together  mentally.  *What  is  it?*  she  asked. 

*Score  said  that  you  had  a  plan.* 

*I  do,*  he  answered,  *Thunder's  buying  us  the  time 
we  need  to  get  our  strength  back.  You  see  that  large 

shape  in  the  ice  over  there?* 
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*Yes.* 

*We  must  free  it  from  the  ice,*  Pixel  told  her.  *That 
will  mean  using  all  of  our  strength  together.  None  of  us 

has  the  strength  to  do  it  alone  at  the  moment.* 

*Understood,*  she  agreed,  *I'm  probably  the  strongest 

of  us  right  now,  so  I'll  lead  the  focus.  The  two  of  you 

follow  along.* 

*Good,*  he  said  approvingly,  and  then  lent  her 
what  little  strength  he  had.  For  some  reason,  Score 

was  hanging  back  and  not  contributing.  Maybe  he  was 

more  tired  now  than  Pixel;  it  wasn't  worth  the  energy 
to  try  and  find  out. 

Together,  Pixel  and  Helaine  focused  on  melting  the 

ice.  Reciting  the  fire  spell — Shriker  Kula  prior — she 
threw  a  weak  fireball  at  the  frozen  shape.  Pixel  was 

dimly  aware  of  the  continuing  battle,  but  he  couldn't 
watch  it  and  concentrate  at  the  same  time.  Finally, 

with  one  last  burst  of  power,  the  ice  had  thinned 

enough  for  the  trapped  creature  to  break  free. 

It  was  the  ice  dragon,  of  course.  Being  entombed  in 

ice  hadn't  hurt  it  at  all,  but  it  had  certainly  made  the 
creature  mad.  It  looked  around  for  the  closest  target. 

Which  was  the  battling  unicorns.  Pixel  saw  that 

Marmanki  had  several  gashes  in  his  crimson  hide  now 
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and  that  Thunder  was  untouched.  Thunder  pressed 

hard  at  Marmanki,  who  was  forced  to  retreat. 

Directly  into  the  path  of  the  freed  dragon. 
Thunder  whirled  and  ran  for  cover. 

Marmanki  was  suddenly  aware  of  the  other  creature 

behind  him.  He  turned  to  see  what  was  happening, 

just  as  a  frozen  blast  from  the  dragon  caught  him  in  its 

clutches.  He  froze  instantly  into  a  block  of  ice. 

But  the  dragon  was  free  again  and  still  mad.  It 

slinked  across  the  floor,  looking  for  other  targets.  Pixel 

swallowed.  He  was  still  too  tired  to  run,  and  both  he 

and  Helaine  were  in  the  open  now. 

The  dragon  moved  slowly  toward  them,  anticipation 

gleaming  in  its  cold  eyes.  Pixel  whimpered  slightly  and 

tried  to  drag  his  exhausted  body  into  motion,  but  it  was 

no  use.  He'd  used  up  all  of  his  strength.  Even  to  save 

his  life,  he  couldn't  move.  The  dragon  sensed  this,  and 
it  reared  up  slowly  to  vent  its  icy  breath  again. 

And  then  the  whole  roof  seemed  to  collapse  onto  it 

in  a  torrent  of  water.  The  deluge  froze  around  the  drag- 

on,  trapping  it  once  more. 

"Boy,"  Score  gasped,  clutching  his  chrysolite  tight- 

ly, as  if  it  were  all  that  was  holding  him  upright,  "that 

thing  never  learns,  does  it?" 
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And  now  Pixel  understood  why.  Score  hadn't  helped 

them  free  it.  He'd  been  saving  his  own  energy  so  that 
he  could  make  the  dragon  a  captive  again  when  its  job 

was  done.  "Way  to  go,"  he  said,  approvingly.  "I  didn't 

think  about  getting  it  back  again,  did  I?" 

"You  can't  think  of  everything,"  Score  answered 

with  a  tired  but  cheery  grin.  "I  just  backed  up  your 

plan  this  time." 

"And  very  well,  too,"  Helaine  said.  She  looked  at 

the  block  of  ice  holding  Marmanki.  "A  terrific  solu- 

tion. He's  trapped  inside  there,  neither  alive  nor  dead. 

So  he's  completely  helpless.  Until  spring." 

"Relax,"  Pixel  assured  her.  "The  dragon  keeps  this 

place  magically  chilled  forever.  And  now  it's  trapped, 

too,  so  neither  of  them  will  be  going  anywhere.  Ever." 
*A  tidy  solution,*  said  Thunder.  He  and  Nova  had 

emerged  to  join  the  humans.  *And  I  have  defeated  him 
to  regain  my  herd.  Now  there  is  only  one  thing  that  I 

wish  to  do.* 

"What's  that?"  asked  Pixel. 

*Get  out  of  this  place  before  my  hooves  freeze  off,* 
he  grumbled. 

"I  second  that,"  Score  agreed. 
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*None  of  you  has  enough  strength  to  walk,*  Nova 

said  with  sympathy.  *So  you  had  better  ride  us  out.* 

*Marvelous,*  said  Thunder  sarcastically.  *I'm  the 

leader  of  the  herd  again,  and  what's  my  first  deed? 

Acting  like  a  horse  for  human  beings.*  He  glared 

down  at  Score  and  Helaine.  *Well,  the  two  of  you  had 
better  get  on  before  I  come  to  my  senses.  I  hope  you  at 

least  have  the  strength  for  that?* 

Pixel  managed  to  clamber  onto  Nova's  back,  and 
saw  that  Score  and  Helaine  managed  to  do  the  same 

with  Thunder.  He  felt  a  momentary  twinge  of  jealousy 

as  Score  put  his  arm  around  Helaine  to  stay  in  place. 

Then,  ashamed,  he  dismissed  it.  It  was  just  for  balance. 

*Hold  on!*  Nova  said.  *i'm  heading  back  to 

warmth  as  fast  as  I  can!* 
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week  later,  they 

were  all  feeling  a 

lot  better.  With  Marmanki  gone,  the 

spells  he  had  cast  on  the  unsuspecting 

herd  had  been  mostly  removed.  Their 

memories  had  returned,  and  they  had 

pledged  their  loyalty  to  Thunder  once 

more.  Score  felt  pretty  good  as  he 

watched  the  unicorns  playing  and 

socializing  again.  "They're  their  old 

selves  again,"  Helaine  said  happily. 

"It's  so  good  to  see." 
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*Thanks  to  the  three  of  you,*  Flame  replied,  nuz- 

zling her.  *And  my  father  is  happier,  too.  He  has  his 
memories  of  Darkstar  back,  and  at  last  he  knows  what 

happened  to  his  friend.* 

Score  snorted  "Is  this  where  we  all  hug  and 

exchange  Hallmark  cards?" 

"Well,  it  has  ended  rather  well,"  Pixel  answered, 

not  rising  to  the  bait.  "What's  with  you?  Getting  itchy 

feet  or  something?" 

"Something,"  Score  admitted.  "I  feel  horribly  lazy 
just  hanging  out  here  and  doing  nothing.  If  you 

remember,  a  while  back  I  suggested  that  we  should 

start  to  fix  the  castle  up  for  ourselves  as  a  home." 

"You?  Looking  for  work?"  asked  Helaine,  raising  her 

eyebrows.  "This  I  can't  believe.  Maybe  Marmanki  man- 

aged to  possess  you  somehow.  It  doesn't  sound  like  the 

Score  we  know  talking."  She  and  Pixel  were  grinning  at 
this,  and  Score  could  hear  a  mental  snicker  from  Flame. 

"What  I  was  thinking,"  he  said,  refusing  to  be  offended 

by  their  humor,  "is  that  this  would  be  a  perfect  time  to 

go  hunting  for  bicycles  and  stuff  for  the  castle." 

"What's  a  bicycle?"  asked  Helaine. 

Score  grinned  nastily.  "Something  I'm  really  looking 

forward  to  seeing  you  try  and  ride,"  he  told  her.  "What 
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I'm  suggesting  is  that  we  take  a  trip  to  Earth.  New  York 
City,  to  be  specific,  and  pick  up  some  stuff  to  bring 

back  with  us." 

"New  York?"  asked  Pixel,  brightening  up.  "That's 

the  place  you're  always  talking  about  with  the  heav- 

enly food?" 
"That's  the  one,"  agreed  Score.  "You  guys  will  love 

the  place,  I  know  it." 

*It  sounds  like  fun,*  agreed  Flame.  *I  can't  wait.* 

"What?"  Score  stared  at  her,  aghast.  "No  offense, 

Flame,  but  New  York's  not  ready  for  unicorns  yet." 

*But  I  want  to  go!* 

"No  way!"  Score  was  absolutely  adamant.  "There 

aren't  any  unicorns  on  Earth.  You'd  just  be  put  into  a 

circus  or  something.  You  can't  go,  and  that's  fin — " 
Score  gave  a  sudden  cry  of  pain,  and  his  face  turned 

ashen.  He  fell  to  his  knees  and  then  collapsed  the  rest 

of  the  way  to  the  ground.  Helaine  sprang  forward  at 

the  same  instant  Pixel  did,  and  they  barely  avoided 

cracking  their  heads  together. 

"He's  unconscious,"  Helaine  said,  worry  in  her 

voice.  "What  happened  to  him?" 

"I  can  answer  that,"  came  Oracle's  voice  from  behind 

them.  "But  you  aren't  going  to  like  it." 
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Pixel  glanced  around.  He  was  extremely  worried 

about  his  friend.  "What  is  it?"  he  demanded. 

"Someone  on  Earth  has  placed  a  spell  on  him.  They 

have  his  amulet."  Oracle  looked  very  concerned. 

"You'll  have  to  go  to  Earth  to  stop  this.  Otherwise  .  .  ." 
He  stared  down  at  the  unconscious  Score  and  shook 

his  head.  "Otherwise,  the  spell  will  kill  him." 

In  New  York  City,  the  fortuneteller  straightened  up 

from  his  crystal  ball.  "They  are  coming,"  he  said.  His 

face  was  lined  and  tired,  and  he  sat  with  a  stoop.  "I 
cannot  be  more  specific.  You  and  your  men  will  be 

ready  for  them?" 

"Yes,"  the  hawk-faced  man  answered.  "I'm  not  sure 
I  believe  all  this  mystic  mumbo-jumbo  of  yours,  but 

you're  paying  well." 

"Very  well,"  agreed  the  mystic,  "You  have  certain  .  .  . 
recommendations  for  being  able  to  do  the  job  I  require. 

You  will  be  able  to  capture  these  three  children  when 

they  arrive?" 

"No  problem,"  his  companion  answered.  "You  see, 

I've  a  .  .  .  score  to  settle  with  one  of  them  myself."  His 

eyes  flashed  in  anger.  "Nobody  crosses  Bad  Tony 

Caruso  without  paying  for  it." 
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The  mystic  inclined  his  head  slightly.  "One  of  them 

has  done  you  an  injury?" 

"One  of  them,"  Bad  Tony  said  coldly,  "is  my  son." 

The  story  continues  in 

Book  of  Ea  rt» 
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GffECK  QUT  TftE  REST  QF  TftE  ptapEM  gERlES 

by  jQfi^  Peel 

follow  along  as  the  adventures  of  Score,  Helaine,  and  Pixel 

continue.  The  Diadem  is  a  dangerous  place  and  the  trio  of 

young  magic-users  is  only  beginning  to  discover  its  perils.  Pow- 

erful magic  forces  are  drawing  the  kids  to  the  center  of  the  Di- 
adem for  a  thrilling  final  showdown. 

fiQQK  QF  f^fl&S 
Book  of  Names  is  the  first  book  in  the 

Diadem:  Worlds  of  Magic  series.  Find 

out  how  Score,  Pixel,  and  Helaine 

came  together  and  discovered  the 

powerful  magic  that  controls  their 

destiny.  The  three  young  magicians 

encounter  shapeshifting  Bestials, 

murderous  and  misunderstanding 

villagers,  and  a  crafty  wizard  who 

may  want  to  teach  them  to  use  their 

powers  or  destroy  them  and  take 

their  powers  for  himself. 

ISBN  0-7387-0617-5 

$4.99 



Bqqk  or  Siqys 
In  the  second  book  of  the  Diadem 

series,  Score,  Helaine,  and  Pixel  find 

themselves  on  Rawn,  where  they 

must  put  their  powers  to  use  to  fight 

off  goblins,  trolls,  and  a  giant  lake 

monster.  The  three  young  wizards 
also  befriend  centaurs  and  learn  to 

use  magical  gemstones.  All  the 

while,  a  mysterious  force  continues 
to  draw  them  closer  to  the  center  of 

the  Diadem  and  to  their  destiny. 

ISBN  0-7387-0616-7 

$4.99 

The  third  book  of  the  series  begins 

on  Dondar,  one  world  away  from  the 
center  of  the  Diadem.  The  kids  make 

friends  with  unicorns,  who  prove  to 

be  valuable  allies.  But  as  they  are 

swept  off  Dondar  to  Jewel,  the  center 

of  the  Diadem,  the  three  must  work 

together  if  they  are  to  pass  the  ulti- 
mate test,  as  they  face  Sarman  and 

the  Triad,  the  forces  that  have  been 

drawing  them  to  this  final  showdown 

from  the  very  beginning. 

ISBN  0-7387-0615-9 
$4.99 

Check  out  other  books  from  Llewellyn  Worldwide 
Visit  www.Llewellyn.com 



T«B*Iptf£^TURE  CONTINUES! 

Bqqk  or  £a  RTft 
In  the  fifth  book  of  the  series,  the 

trio  must  journey  to  Earth  and  find 

out  who  has  placed  a  magical  curse 

on  Score — a  curse  that  is  slowly 
killing  him.  Things  get  complicated, 

though,  when  Pixel  and  Helaine 

must  deal  with  New  York's  subways 
and  Score's  mafia-boss  father.  A 

wealthy  businessman  and  his  wheel- 
chair-bound daughter  seem  eager  to 

help  them — perhaps  a  little  too 
eager.  Will  Helaine  and  Pixel  be 

able  to  find  Score's  amulet  in  time 
or  will  the  cunning  trap  close  on 

them  before  they  can  figure  out  who 

or  what  is  out  to  get  them? 

ISBN  0-7387-0613-2 

$4.99 



Boqk  of  ytqurwaKEs 
In  the  sixth  book,  Score  and  Helaine 

must  save  Pixel  from  the  clutches  of 

a  power-hungry  wizard.  She's  taken 
Pixel  to  Zarathan,  where  nightmares 

come  to  life  and  falling  asleep  means 

death.  Helaine  and  Score  risk  every- 
thing to  save  their  friend.  Living 

skeletons,  vampire  ghosts,  and  other 

mythical  monsters  from  Helaine's 
imagination  attack  them  at  every 

turn,  but  with  luck  and  cunning — 

and  a  little  help  from  the  Fair  Folk — 
Score  and  Helaine  find  Pixel.  But 

will  they  survive  the  trap  the  wizard 

has  set  for  them?  Will  they  find  a 

way  off  of  Zarathan  before  they  fall 

into  a  fatal  sleep? 

ISBN  0-7387-0612-4  $4.99 

Check  out  other  books  from  Llewellyn  Worldwide 
Visit  www.Llewellyn.com 
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QTHER  l^EW  f^hfTilSY  TITLES  FRQM 

LLEtOELLY^  t^QRLptOtpE 

The  Raven's  Ring  Pin 
by  John  Anaker 

Fifteen-year-old  Samuel  and  his  par- 
ents have  just  moved  to  the  Geyser 

Inn  in  Yellowstone  Park  for  the  win- 
ter. Samuel  has  no  friends  and  the 

TV  has  only  one  channel.  Life  basi- 
cally stinks  until  one  snowbound  day 

when  he  decides  to  explore  the  attic. 

There  he  finds  a  ring  pin  engraved 

with  weird  symbols.  The  pin  trans- 
ports Samuel  and  Rag  and  Thokk, 

the  two  ravens  who  live  in  the  attic, 

to  the  perilous  and  magical  world  of 

the  Nordic  gods,  where  the  three 

find  themselves  in  the  midst  of  a  bat- 

tle among  the  most  powerful  gods  of 
Norse  mythology. 

ISBN  0-7387-0433-4         $  1 2.95 



The  Book  of  Wizardry 
by  Cornelius  Rumstuckle 

"So  you  want  to  be  a  Wizard  ...  It's 
not  easy  to  become  a  Wizard,  you 

know.  Not  easy  at  all."  So  says  Cor- 
nelius Rumstuckle,  and  he  should 

know;  he  ioined  the  Wizards'  Guild 
five  centuries  ago. 

The  twenty-two  closely  guarded 
secrets  to  becoming  a  Wizard  have 

never  been  revealed  before,  not  in 

the  whole  history  of  Wizardry.  By 

the  time  you've  worked  your  way 
through  this  official  handbook,  you 

will  have  learned  enough  to  partici- 

pate in  the  Wizard's  Adventure.  If 
you  successfully  complete  the  adven- 

ture and  crack  the  code,  you  will  be- 
come an  accredited  member  of  the 

Wizards'  Guild. 

ISBN  0-7387-0165^3         $12.95 

WIZARDRY 

Check  out  other  books  from  Llewellyn  Worldwide 

Visit  www.Llewellyn.com 



New  from  Linda  Joy  Singleton 

9MH 

^Oh  No! 
%UFO! 
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smfl 
Lm  da  Joy  Singlefofi 

Oh  No!  UFO! 
What  would  you  do  if  aliens  kid- 

napped  your  little  sister? 
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" — until 
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.  Oi  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  anives,  things  could 

not  be  less  luxurious.  The  swimming 

pool  is  full  of  fish  and  her  luxury  suite 
is  a  stall  in  a  barn.  To  make  matters 

worse,  the  resort  is  being  terrorized  by 

a  mischievous  leprechaun.  Cassie's  fa- 
ther is  convinced  it's  all  a  hoax,  but 

Cassie  knows  better.  She  and  Lucas 

follow  the  prankster,  whose  name  is 

Hank,  into  the  depths  of  Mt.  Shasta, 

where  they  discover  an  amazing  and 

fun  magical  world  populated  by  oth- 
ers like  Hank. 

There's  just  one  problem,  though: 
Hank  won't  let  them  leave  and  some- 

thing 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  before  they 
lose  their  memories  forever. 

ISBN  0^7387^0594-2 
$4.99 

Check  out  other  books  from  Llewellyn  Worldwide 
Visit  www.Llewellyn.com 



New  from  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 

minor.  See,  when  Gina  looks  in  the 

minor,  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 



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  de- 
fend Juniper  in  front  of  her  new 

boyfriend.  But  Juniper  realizes  she  is 
not  alone  in  this  battle  and,  with  help 

from  a  special  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 
Visit  www.Llewellyn.com 
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Got  ideas? 

Llewellyn  would  love  to  know  what  kinds  of  books 

you  are  looking  for  but  just  can't  seem  to  find.  Fantasy, 
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BQQK  TOUR 

Evil  never  sleeps,  and  danger  wears  many  disguises  in  the 
Diadem  .  .  . 

Score,  Helaine,  and  Pixel  have  been  summoned  back  to 

Dondar  to  help  their  unicorn  allies  take  a  stand  against 
the  mysterious  rogue  unicorn  Tychus. 

The  trio  must  battle  black  magic,  ice  dragons,  and  an 
unknown  force  of  darkness  in  their  quest  to  restore 
Thunder  to  his  rightful  place  as  leader  of  the  unicorns. 
And  they  must  act  quickly,  for  the  fate  of  the  entire 
Diadem  is  at  stake. 

ISBN    0-73A7 

780738l!706146 
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$4.99     US 

$6.50     CAN 
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