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THE BOOKSOF MAGIC
An Introduction

by Neill Gaiman

WHEN | WAS STILL a teenager, only a few years older than Tim Hunter is in the book you are

holding, | decided it was time to write my first novel. It was to be called Wild Magic, and it was to be set
in a minor British Public School (which isto say, a private schoal), like the ones from which | had so
recently escaped, only a minor British Public School that taught magic. It had a young hero named
Richard Grenville, and a pair of wonderful villains who caled themsdves Mister Croup and Migter
Vandemar. It was going to be a mixture of Ursula K. Le Guin's A Wizard of Earthsea and T. H.
White's The Sword in the Stone, and, well, me, | suppose. That was the plan. It seemed to me that
learning about magic was the perfect story, and | was sure | could redly write convincingly about schoal.

| wrote about five pages of the book before | redized that | had absolutdy no idea what | was
doing, and | stopped. (Later, | learned that most books are actualy written by people who have no idea
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what they are doing, but go on to finish writing the books anyway. | wish I’d known that then.)

Years passed. | got married, and had children of my own, and learned how to finish writing the
things I’ d started.

Then one day in 1988, the telephone rang.

It was an editor in America named Karen Berger. | had recently started writing a monthly comic
cdled The Sandman, which Karen was editing, dthough no issues had yet been published. Karen had
noticed that | combined a sort of traingpotterish knowledge of minor and arcane DC Comics characters
with a bizarre fadlity for organizing them into something more or less coherent. And also, she had an
idea

“Would you write a comic,” she asked, “that would be a higory of magic in the DC Comics
universe, covering the past and the present and the future? Sort of a Who's Who, but with a story? We
could cdl it The Books of Magic.”

| said, “No, thank you.” | pointed out to her how slly an idea it was—a Who's Who and a history
and atravel guide that was aso a story. “Quite a ridiculous idea,” | said, and she gpologized for having
uggested it.

In bed that night | hovered at the edge of deep, musng about Karen's cal, and what a ridiculous
idea it was. | mean...a sory that would go from the beginning of time...to the end of time...and have
someone meet dl these strange people...and learn dl about magic....

Perhaps it wasn't so ridiculous.. ..

And then | sighed, certain that if | let mysdf deep it would dl be gone in the morning. | dimbed
out of bed and crept through the house back to my office, trying not to wake anyone in my hurry to start
soribbling down idess.

A boy. Yes. There had to be a boy. Someone smart and funny, something of an outsider, who
would learn that he had the potentid to be the greatest magician the world had ever seen—more
powerful than Merlin. And four guides, to take him through the past, the present, through other worlds,
through the future, serving the same function as the ghosts who accompany Ebenezer Scrooge through
Charles Dickens's A Christmas Carol.

| thought for a moment about cdling him Richad Grenille after the hero of my
book-I" d-never-written, but that seemed a rather too heroic name (the origind Sir Richard Grenville was
a sea cgptain, adventurer, and explorer, after dl). So | cdled him Tim, possibly because the Monty
Python team had shown that Tim was an unlikely sort of name for an enchanter, or with faint memories of
the hero of Margaret Storey’s magicd children’s novel, Timothy and Two Witches. | thought perhaps
his last name should be Seekings, and it was, in the firg outline | sent to Karen—a faint tribute to John
Massfidd's haunting tdle of magic and smugglers, The Midnight Folk. But Karen fdt this was a bit
literd, SO he became, in one stroke of the pen, Tim Hunter.

And as Tim Hunter he sat up, blinked, wiped his glasses on his T-shirt, and set off into the world.

(I never actudly got to use the minor British Public School that taught only magic in a story, and |
suppose now | never will. But | was very pleased when Mr. Croup and Mr. Vandemar findly showed up
ina gtory about life under London, caled Neverwhere.)

John Bolton, the firg artist to draw Tim, had a son named James who was just the right age and he
became John's modd for Tim, toude-haired and bespectacled. And in 1990 the firg four volumes of
comics that became the firg Books of Magic graphic novel were published.

Soon enough, it seemed, Tim had a monthly series of comics chroniding his adventures and
misadventures, and the dow learning process he was to undergo, as initidly chronicled by author John
Ney Reiber, who gave Tim a number of things—most importantly, Molly.

Inthis new series of novels-without-pictures, Carla Jablonski has set hersdf a chalenging task: not
only adapting Tim's stories, but aso tdling new ones, and through it dl illuminaing the saga of a young
man who might just grow up to be the most powerful magician in the world. If, of course, he manages to
livethat long....

Neil Gaiman
May 2002



Prologue

Free Country

I T WAS ANOTHER GLORIOUS DAY in Free Country, a spectacular afternoon in an eternity of blissful

hours. All was wdl in the sanctuary world, origindly created as a haven for children in danger. The lovey
spirits who were the heart and soul of this paradise, the Shimmers, danced above their crysdline pond.
Children’s laughter could be heard punctuating the soundscape, mingled with lapping water, rushing
brooks, birdcdls, and wind chimes. This was a world where the formerly deprived, the previoudy
abused, and the perpetualy frightened could be happy and safe. Yes, dl was asit should be, as it dways
was.

Or was it?

Danid sat gumly in arickety little rowboat, glaring a hisfishing pole. Hislong dark blond hair was
pulled back in a ponytall that poked out from under the battered top hat stting low on his forehead. He
hed rolled up his striped cotton trousers and his overcoat deeves so they wouldn't get wet, but they did
anyway. Thisdid not improve his mood.

“Any luck?" Spud asked.

Spud perched in the bow of the boat, facing Danid, with his fishing line over the sde. Danid was
inthe stern, gazing unseaing at the high diffs risng from the riverbanks. It had been Spud's stupid idea to
go fishing. Danid wasn't going to let him get off lightly for such a bad plan.

“Not anibble” Danid complained. “You know, Spud, it would help if we had some bait on them
hooks.”

“Cripes, Danid,” Spud replied. “Any oI’ gump can catch fishies with bait! And here | thought you
was a sport.”

“I'll tdl you what | am,” Danid grumbled. “I’'m stunning bored, that’s what.”

“Awww, an't you adrip and ahdf,” Spud complained. “You're aregular wet blanket these days.
Ever ance your sweetie pie scrammed out of here”

“Marya wasn't my—" Danid whirled around on the bench, nearly cgpszing the little boat. He
settled himsdf before he continued. “We was friends. That's dl.”

Spud snorted. “Sure. You were just pas. 'Cause she wouldn't have anything to do with the likes
aof you.”

Danid turned back around in his seat, so that Spud couldn’'t see his face. He fixed his eyes on a
spot on the horizon and counted to ten. His hands balled into fists, despite his effort to stay cam. “What
do you know?’ he muttered.

“I know more than you think,” Spud taunted. “The way | heard it, Marya ran away because you
tried to kiss her.”

“What?" Danid rose from the bench without even thinking. He turned and stepped in front of
Spud, scowling down at the boy.

“Quit rocking the boat, will you? Do you want to end up in the water?” Spud scolded.

“You take that back,” Danid ordered. He knew he shouldn’t let Spud get to him like this—that it
would only egg Spud on. But the things he was saying! Danid couldn’t just let that pass.

As predicted, Spud smirked and kept up with his teasing. “Yep. | heard you snuck up on her at
Shimmer Rock and gave her a great big oI’ smackaroonie! She burst into tears and ran away, clear out
of Free Country.”

Danid reached down and grabbed Spud's upper arm.

“Ow!” Spud yelped. “Let go!”

Danid yanked Spud up off his seat so that they were nose to nose. “You ligen to me” Danid
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growled. His voice was low and serious. He didn't think he had ever heard himsdf sound that way
before. “I never did no such thing.”

For the firg time, he saw red fear in Spud's brown eyes. The boy squirmed, trying to get away,
and knocked his tweed cap into the water. “Let go,” Spud said—only this time it wasn't a command, it
was aplea

Danid just clenched tighter, with both hands now. Spud stopped druggling and went limp in
Danid’s grip.

“You think Marya's gone because of something | done?’ Danid demanded, giving Spud a little
shake. “What do you think she took with her as her most specid memento? Huh?' He shook Spud
agan. “Thelittle balerina statue | gave her. What do you think of that!”

He released Spud, who teetered and then sat down hard on the bench, water doshing up into the
rowboat. Danid bent his knees a hit, rocking with the boat, keeping his balance.

Spud rubbed hisarm and scowled a Danidl. “Okay, okay, you don't have to get dl physica.”

Danid knew Spud would have a big bruise on his arm, but he didn't care. Spud had to learn that
he couldn’t say such things and get away with it.

“So then why did Marya leave?” Spud asked moodily.

Danid’s eyes narrowed. He fdt anger rise up in him again, only this time it wasn't Spud he was
med at. “It was that Timothy Hunter,” he said with a denched jaw. “Timothy Hunter lured her awvay to
the Bad World and | hate im for it.”

“So why don’t you go and get her back, instead of picking on me” Spud complained, rubbing his
am agan.

Danid stared a Spud. He had never redized what a genius Spud was until that minute. He was
dead brilliant!

Sitting down beside Spud on the little bench, Danid clapped a hand on Spud's shoulder. Spud
flinched, asif he were afrad Danid would hurt im again.

“That's just what | intend to do, old chap,” Danid said to Spud, giving him a friendly squeeze. “I'll
find her, dl right. I’'ll find that bloody Tim, too. Timothy Hunter will regret the day he ever came to Free
Country.”

Chapter One

1
S)YOU SEE, MOLLY, it's like this” Timothy Hunter took a deep breath and launched into his

gpeech. “I am the greatest, most powerful megidan of dl time At lees”—he ducked his head
modestly—"“that’s what they tdl me”

Tim paused and then groaned. You sound like a head-swollen, egomaniacal loon, he scolded
himsdlf.

Timothy Hunter, the boy with the potentia to wield extraordinary magic, skate-boarded back and
forth in front of Mally O'Rellly’s dilapidated house. He'd been doing it for about haf an hour. He and
Mally had planned to meet later, and he was determined to have this conversation today. He tried out
different speeches as he carefully avoided the many cracks that spread like veins in the pavement. In this
part of London, a bloke was lucky if the traffic lights worked and the garbage was picked up regularly.
Asking for smooth asphat was a bit much. Tim didn’t mind—he developed his awesome boarding skills
by learning not to let such obstacles trip him up.

He arrived at the end of the Street and rolled to a stop. “Try again,” he told himsdlf, picking up the
board and turning it around. “Verson number three hundred and twelve” He kicked himsdf dong until
he picked up speed, then balanced expertly as he dodged cracks, litter, and amangy stray dog.

“Okay, Mdlly, you're probably not going to believe me, but | swear on anything you likeit's true,”
he declared. “I didn’t believe it at firg ether. But these guys—I cdl them the Trenchcoat Brigade—came
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and gave me the heads up on being magic.”

He flipped up onto the sdewdk as a car drove past him, spraying some gray dush—the last bit of
dush from the winter. “I’ ve been to other worlds,” he continued. “I even saved afew.”

He frowned. Every time he tried tdling even imaginary Mally about some of the truly stupendous
things he'd done, he had to stop. It sounded impossible and worse—it sounded like bragging. Then he
wound up feding like a total fake, because he was't aways certain how he had done the things he had
done.

Take Free Country for instance, he thought. The kids there had kind of kidnapped him, wanting to
use his power to save the place. But instead, he'd short-circuited everything. Literaly—magor power
eruptions. The weirdest thing was, that was what ultimatdy saved them. Tim had protected that world by
accident. He was glad he had—he just didn’t know how he'd doneit.

What if Mdly asked hm to prove that he was magic? She was definitdy an
I’ll-believe-it-when-I-see-it kind of girl. Her down-to-earth, no-nonsense attitude was one of the
qudities he liked best about her. That and the fact that she was super tough, redly brave, and awfully
funny. He liked her soft-looking hair and sparkling brown eyes. Even more important, she was someone
he could tak to. Like when he found out that the man who raised hm wasn't redly his father. She'd
come through aces when he'd told her. High marksin dl categories.

Only, even then, he had hed something back. Something big. He didn’t Iet her in on the fact that
he had aso found out who his red father was: a man named Tamlin, who lived in a completely different
world caled Faerie and could turn himsdf into a bird. Tim had left out thet little feethered detall when he
talked to Mally.

“| should have told her everything right then,” he muttered. Was she going to be angry that he'd
waited so long to tdl her? He'd never kept a secret like this from her before. It had been dmogt six
months since the Trenchcoat Brigade episode, and she ill didn't know. The snow was mdting, the
ground turned to soggy mud, and tiny little buds were arting their willful attempt to grow in this concrete
and asphdt world, and 4ill Tim had not told her.

So much had happened so fas—time seemed to move differently for hm now. It had moved
differently that fird day—or was it a fird lifetime?—when the Trenchcoat Brigade had appeared out of
nowhere to lay thiswhammy on him. They’d taken him to the past, the present, and even into the future,
only to deposit him back in the here and now—only the here and now had been forever changed for him.
“Heré’ now indluded unseen gates, passageways into other worlds, worlds that bordered on his own,
and “now” meant one thing in this world and quite something else in any other. That made it hard to tdl
how much time had passed during any of his adventures. When Tim had saved Fagerie from the grip of the
evil manticore, Mally hadn’'t missed him at al. As far as she could tell, he'd been gone only a few short
hours, yet Tim had been to death and back again. It had fdt like days, weeks, even months.

It was dl so impossible, and yet it had dl happened. No wonder he'd been having trouble finding
the words to tdl Mally. It was a ddlicate Studtion to explain. Tim tried it out loud. “I know you think you
know me, but you don’t, because | hardly know mysdf.” He shook his head. That wasn't something a
gl would like to hear. Yes, he thought, the words have to be just right.

You make the choice to believe in magic, Tim mused. To be magic. To live in a magic world.
But nothing turns out the way you expect. And you’'ve got no one to turn to, no one to show youl.
No teacher. No parent. No one but yoursalf to count on—unless you tell Mally.

Tim pulled up short. Was he being sdlfish in wanting to tell her? Was his redl reason so thet there
would be somebody he could share this burdensome gift with? He knew Mally couldn’t show him the
ropes, he'd need someone magic to do that. Someone like the magician Zatanna or John Congtantine of
the Trenchcoat Brigade. But neither of them had offered to be his magic tutor. He had this weird feding,
though, that he and Mally could figure it out together. But was that fair? He seemed to be continudly
risking desth whenever he encountered a magic world, creature, or adventure. Did he have the right to
drag her into danger, too?

Tim snorted. He could just hear Mally. “That’s for meto decide, isn't it, Hunter? Just give me the
facts and I'll make up my own mind.” She'd be a lot angrier if she found out he'd been keeping



something this big from her, never mind the danger involved.

“Okay, so today’ s the day,” Tim muttered. “Y ou' ve been working up the courage snce this whole
thing started. Now do it!”

He rolled past her door one more time. He wanted to be sure he could explain it so that she
wouldn't question his sanity. He wanted her to know from the very beginning that what he was saying
was true. But how could he do that?

“Evidence” Tim declared, ralling to a stop. “1 should figure out some kind of magic to do to prove
to Mally thet it'sdl true. That way shéll know | haven't gone 'round the bend.” Just one problem, he
reminded himsdlf. You don't really have a clue about what you're doing. If | could just get in some
practice time, he thought. But where | can | do that kind of homework?

Then it came to him. The abandoned lot. It had been his favorite place to think when he was allittle
kid. No one ever went there. He' d be done, and he was pretty sure there wouldn't be anything there that
he could blow up or break. It was the perfect place to work on magic. He needed to know how to direct
this overwheming power so that he controlled it rather then the other way around. And then he could
come up with something redlly snazzy to show Molly.

He checked hiswatch. | till have some time before meeting Molly, he decided, then skated the
few blocks over to the vacant lot. It was overgrown with weeds, but the big soreading oak tree dill
loomed as large as a castle. Pieces of junk—rusting car parts, a bicycle whed, a shoe—peeked up out
of thetdl grass and litter.

It looked a lot worse than hed remembered. Everything changes, he noted, especially
childhood hideaways.

“All right, Tim,” he muttered to himsdf. “So it was dumb coming here” He sat down on his board
and rested his elbows on his knees. When he was a kid, he had redly believed this was the best and
safest place to be. He had even had a group of little imaginary friends he' d hang out with here.

“It redly bites,” he grumbled. “You stop bdieving in safe places about the time you start to need
them.”

“Hey there, Hunter,” aboy cdled. “I'd stay clear of that lot if | were you, chap.”

Timturned around and saw Scott Whitman, a fdlow skater, kick his board up negtly to catch it.
He was about a year older than Tim and went to a different school, but boarding made them friendly. He
hed a blond buzz cut, and wore his baggy trousers low. Tucking his skateboard under his arm, he shoved
his hands into the pockets of his windbreaker.

“Hey.” Tim stood and greeted Scott. “What's wrong with the lot?’

“I had Darlene out here the other night, hoping for some privacy,” Scott explained. “Between her
parents, the guard dogs, and my stupid brothers we never get any chance aone, you know?’

Timdidn’t, but he nodded anyway.

Scott took afew stepsinto thetdl grass of the lot. He lad his board on the pavement and held it
dill with one foot as he surveyed the area. He seemed to be troubled by the place.

“So what happened?” Tim asked.

“We're in there, Darlene and me, and we're heading for the big tree, but we stop. I'm hearing
duff in the grass. Rudlling. Like someone or something's following us. Then Darlene saysit an't just grass
she's hearing.”

“Wha wasit?’” Tim's eyebrows rose.

“She thinks it's something whigpering. Only we can't see it.” Scott knelt down and rummaged in
the grass. “Where d the bloody thing go?’ he muttered. “1 know | chucked it right about here. Oh, here it
is” He hdd something out to Tim. “Then she steps on this, and we hear a nasty laugh.”

Scott stood and plopped the object into Tim's hand. “We got out of there right quick, | tel you.”

Tim stared down &t the object in horror.

Chapter Two
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I TCOULDN'T BE, TIM told himsdf. He was holding alittle head in his hands. It looked asif it might have

once belonged to some kind of df or sprite. Asfar as he could make out, its face, its ears, and its hair dl
would have blended eeslly into the woods, asif it were designed to be camouflaged. But the little head
had been crudly severed fromits body, and its mouth sill seemed to be howling in pain. It had aso been
burned, and flecks of soot and ash came off in TinT's hand.

“Whoa,” Tim murmured.

“Yeah,” Scott agreed. “Sick, ig7't it? Somebody making a cute little thing like that just to chop it
up and burn it. Like it was garbage or something.”

Scott picked up his skateboard. “Like | said, I’'m not gicking around this place. | don’'t want to
meet the dude who thought that was fun. Y ou coming?’

Tim never took his eyes off the little head. “No, thanks” he replied. “I’ ve got Suff to do.”

Scott shrugged. “ Suit yoursdf.”

“Thanks for the warning,” Tim called after Scott. The older boy quickly skate-boarded around the
corner and vanished.

Tim stared at the head. It was more than eerie—it was familiar. He recognized the face. “Is it
redly you?' he asked it. For in his hand he held none other than Tibby, one of hisimaginary playmates
from when Tim was alittle kid. Or what was left of him.

Why would anyone kill an imaginary playmate? Tim wondered. Hold on—how do imaginary
playmates become real in the first place? He had never tried to make a doll of Tibby, as he had with
some of his other fandful ideas. So how could he be halding this physicd manifestation in his hands?

He scanned the lot and redlized that it had changed somehow while he'd been standing there. The
tree had grown larger, the grass tdler. The area had expanded, so that he couldn’t see to the end of it.
Yet just aminute ago the brick back wall of the Furniture King had been quite visble.

“Uh-oh,” Tim murmured. “Here we go again.” There was magic here. Was it the place? Was it
him? Was it someone else here? He'd have to find out.

He took afew steps deeper into the lot and redized it now looked the way it had back when he
was about five years old, when he had spent the most time here. The grass once again came up to his
chest the way it used to.

He made hisway deeper into the lot, pushing the tdl weeds aside, trying not to trip over odd bits
of trash.

“Redly, Tim, if you must go wandering into fary tales, why not try for something a bit nicer?” he
scolded himsdf. He stepped over a pile of soggy and shredding newspapers. “Or at least something
where you know the outcome in advance and are guaranteed a happy ending. Something with taking
bears and porridge, say.” He sghed. “Almog anything would beat dogging through a place you made up
when you were four, trying to find out whet killed your imaginary pa.”

He arrived at the base of the enormous tree, and stared at its complex root system, its peding
bark. He squinted &t the little head again.

“Let's see” he addressed the head. “You were the Narl who threw acorns a people | didn't
like” Tim remembered the times he sat hiding in the tree, wishing he were brave enough to hurl acorns a
the kids who picked on him. Sometimes, an acorn actudly fdl on its own and beaned one of the bullies,
and Tim dways attributed it to the Narl named Tibby. He' d imeagine Tibby beside him on the tree branch,
blending in with the bark. He' d picture Tibby shimmying to the very end of the branch and tossng down
the acorns.

Tim shook his head, feding a dight blush rise in his cheeks as he remembered dl his childhood
pretendings. “How embarrassing. What's the point of growing up if you can't leave behind dl tha kid
Suff?’

He gently laid the little head to rest at the base of the tree. “There used to be a lot of my imaginary
Narls down here,” he remembered. “One used to hide my glasses for me when | didn't want to wear
them. One used to turn meinvisble when | knew Mum was serving deviled Spam for lunch.” He got on



his hands and knees and peered into the hole in the base of the tree. “ And one—Hey!”

Suddenly Tim was knocked over by tiny hands. He sat back up and saw two little creatures
glaing a him. They looked like they were made from bits of tree and grass—little pointy twigs stuck out
of their heads, their limbs were spiky and splintery, and their skin...could it be bark? They were only
about sx inches high, but they looked asif they could prick a person like a porcupine. These were more
of the Narls he had imagined, like Tibby.

Wondering what the little creatures would do, Tim sat up dowly and cautioudy. After dl, a bloke
never knew what magica crestures were capable of, no matter how amdl and cute they looked.

“Stand clear, Tanger,” one of them ordered. He hdd a branch over one shoulder like a baseball
bat. “Ooh, I'll give im such a whack!”

“Er, pardon me, Crimple?’ the one called Tanger said. He pushed his litile spectacles farther up
the bridge of hislong pointy nose. He was a few inches shorter than plump Crimple. Both had moss and
grass covering their bodies like fur. “Hang on a second.”

Crimple ignored him. He took a few tiny steps toward Tim. “I'll teach him to go peering and
prying in decent folk’s trees. The worm.”

“Crimplel” Tanger said more forcefully. This time Crimple looked at Tanger. The wee woody
creature sSdled up to Crimple and whispered hoarsdy behind a splintery hand. “That's the Opener
himsdf you're cdling a worm. Or I'm a saucepan!” He stared down a the ground, rocking back and
forth on histiny feet.

“The Opener?’ Crimple lowered histwig weapon. Hislittle eyes went wide. “Oh, my brittle spittle
spatle. Mercy mel”

He gaped at Tim, while Tanger smiled sheepishly. Tim took a long look at the woody creatures,
hiding a amile. For such cute little critters, they were anfully feisty and fierce. He admired that.

“I know you,” Tim exclamed. He pointed at Tanger. “You used to hide my glasses.”

Tanger placed a hand on his chest and bowed his head. “And a great honor it was, your
benevolence, I'm sure”

“Oh, pish posh!” Crimple sputtered. “You haven't been here long enough to polish a perishing
root, Tanger, much less pinch spectacles. None of us havel”

Thar disagreement on the basic facts of ther existence surprised Tim. “How long have you been
here?’ he asked.

“Ages and ages, your worship, or I'm a colander!” replied Tanger.

“RAffled” Crimple exclamed. “Five moons and not adiver morel”

Five moons? Tim redlized that meant five months. That was about the time he'd had his vist from
the Trenchcoat Brigade.

“Hve moons?’ Tanger repeated. “Fve moons? That is highly unlikdly, given the pleasant memories
| have of the Opener.”

“Memories?” Crimple scoffed. “What have you to remember, you who are bardly here?’

“l am as here asyou arel” Tanger objected. “Or I'm a cheese grater!”

Crimple held up his hands in a placeting gesture. “All right, old friend, perhaps I’'m dightly off the
mark. | haven't redly been mysdf of late”

Tim listened to them argue, trying to figure out what was going on. If Tanger truly was the Narl he
remembered, he' d have been here for years. But Crimple didn't agree with that time frame. Then again,
time did funny things when magic was involved. And why did they cal him the Opener?

Tanger hdld up a pointy wooden finger. “If | may offer a solution to solve this perplexing riddle”
Tanger said. “Perhaps we were here, and then we returned.”

“If that’ s the case, solinter head,” Crimple said, “where did we go?’

Tanger's mouth opened, then shut. They both turned to Tim and waited for him to come up with
an answe.

Tim shrugged. “I think Tanger’s on the right track,” he said. Tanger gave Crimple a amug smile. “I
think you were my friends when | was amdl and then you went into kind of a hibernation and recently
woke back up.” Just around the same time my magic was woken up by the Trenchcoat Brigade.



Go figure.

“All right, you two,” Tim said, clambering back up to hisfeet. “I camein here because | found one
of you out there, and he had been—wdll, destroyed. | want to know what happened to him. And
something ds2” He put his hands on his hips and scanned the overgrown lot. “This place isn't quite the
way | remember it. Thisjunk was never here, for one thing.” He kicked an old tire.

“No, Master Opener. | suppose it wasn't,” said Tanger. “I expect the Wobbly was a bit more
discreet about feathering its nest back then.”

“Hey, how'd you know about the Wobbly?' Tim asked. “It was a funny little bird-headed thing,
right? And | used to feed it, unmm...” hetrailed off, trying to remember.

“You fed it bread crugts,” Crimple finished for him. “And pieces of toys that bored you. Broken
shoestrings and old clothes.”

“Things you didn't have any use for,” Tanger added. “Things you'd outgrown. Like you've
outgrown us.”

A dark shadow overhead made Tim shiver. His nose wrinkled as a foul odor filled the air and a
rusling sound came closer and closer. Tim glanced up at the sky, and his mouth dropped open.

A vulturdike cresture was gpproaching, huge flgoping wings creating a stench-illed breeze.
Instead of bone, flesh, and feathers, this bird of prey was made of garbage—odds and ends and junk. It
let out an ugly caw! and with every flgp of its grotesque wings, pieces dropped off, as if it were fdling
apart. Held together by muck and dust, dirt and debris, it swooped down, reached ot its talons, and
grabbed Tanger.

In horror, Tim redized that this...this...thing was the Wobbly, a cresture he himsdf had invented
to get rid of Suff.

The Wobbly hovered above the ground, Tanger dangling in its powerful grip. “What's the use of
growing up,” it rasped in a terrible impersonation of Tim, “if you can't leave behind dl this kid suff.”

“Tanger! No!” Crimple jumped up and down, trying to grab Tanger’s tiny foot, but he couldn’t
reech it.

The Wobbly threw back its head and let out another skin-tingling caw. It flapped its wings and
started to move away.

“Stop!” Tim shouted.

The garbage vulture paused and perched on a tree limb. “You cry stop, Opener? To me? You
opened the way between reams, you opened the door between thought and action, imegination and
redity. Y ou made me to serve your purpose. And you tel me now to stop?’

“Wobbly, ligen. What you said just now—"

“Iswhat you said a moment ago.”

“I may have thought that, but | didn’t mean it. Not the way you do. Put Tanger down.”

“These usdess ones” The Wobbly lifted its talon and waved Tanger in front of Tim. “These
usdless ones and |, we came back again with the new magic that comes from you.”

“Me?’” Tim took a step backward. So it was true. They caled him the Opener because that's
what his magic did: It opened up possibilities. When he had chosen the path of magic, these creatures
hed popped back into existence, suddenly whally redl.

The Wobbly swung Tanger back and forth. The litle wood man's eyes were round with terror
behind his spectacles. He was too afraid even to scream.

“The useless ones shape themsdves from your old way of thinking,” the Wobbly snarled. “But |
shape me from the new. | do not stop, Opener. | do not put down. | am keeper of the new way. | work
for you as you are now.” With its free taon, it pulled a ragged, rusty hacksaw from somewhere amid the
garbage that was its body. “Y ou are done with these. They are useless. To be discarded. Destroyed.”

Crimple threw twigs at the Wobbly, then grass, and even dumps of dirt. But his hands were s0
tiny that dl he could throw were little bits that the Wobbly never even noticed.

Do something, Tim admonished himsdf. Say something. Sx-inch Crimple is fighting back. So
should you.

“Itismy misson to rid the world of the usdless” the Wobbly continued. “For this you made me.



Y ou have outgrown them, so these will be destroyed. As | destroyed the one you caled Tibby.”

“You're doing this dl wrong,” Tim said, hoping he sounded sure of himsdf. “We don’'t burn our
rubbish or saw it into little bits anymore.”

That caught the Wobbly’s attention. “No?’

Keep it up, Tim told himsdlf. You can handle the old vulture. You made it out of sticks and
rags when you were five years old, remember? How bright can it be?

“Sawing up throw-aways, burning them—that’s considered very old-fashioned,” Tim scoffed. “
Recycling is the new thing.”

The Wobbly pulled its head back and clicked its beak a few times. “What means this, Opener?
Re-cy-ding?’

“It means finding new uses for the usdless,” Tim explained. “It means keeping the usdless in one
piece and letting it find a new purpose, a new way to be useful again. So nothing ever has to be chopped
up or burned.”

“Yed Recydingisdl the rage these days,” Crimple said, nodding quickly severad times.

“Beautiful concept, hey?” said Tanger. His voice shook, but he amiled asif he didn't have a carein
the world. “Quite ingenious, redly. Or I'm a teapot.”

“Hrawmwwwww,” the Wobbly cawed asif it were thinking. “ Crawwwwww.”

“Now if you'll just put me down,” Tanger said eagerly, “I'll pitch mysdf under the, ah, good old
recyding tree. And | can get right to work finding a new use for mysdf.”

The Wobbly dropped Tanger to the ground. “Go, usdess. And | go. To wait for other rubbish
that has no purpose.”

The Wobbly lifted off the branch, shaking the leaves. It trailed tin cans and old shoes and hits of
haf-eaten hamburger asit flew away.

“Much obliged, your Wobbly-ship,” Tanger called &fter the garbage vulture.

Crimple dashed over to Tanger and threw his Hiff, olintery ams around him. Tanger patted
Crimpl€' s shoulder and grinned at Tim.

“And, young master,” Tanger said, “if you ever need someone to hide those glasses for you, you
can count on me.”

Tim amiled. “Thanks. I'll definitdly keep you in mind.”

He watched the little fellows sroll back into ther tree, and shook his head, unsure of what hed
happened. He just knew that it had been important somehow.

S0 you make a choice to believe in magic, he mused. And suddenly everything you' ve ever
believed in matters. Everything you’ ve ever done has consegquences. Hanging a rag on a stick and
calling it a Wobbly, for instance. “Sheesh,” he muttered. It was alot of pressure.

Tim searched through the tal grass and found the origind Wobbly he’'d made so long ago, now
much the worse for wear. Its rag head was shredded, and its stick body was bent and warped. He
squatted down and studied it.

Should | take this out of the lot and bury it or something? he wondered. Would that unmake
it? Or would it just change it—maybe release it in a new and more dangerous form? The Wobbly
hed certainly grown into something monstrous, though he wasn't quite sure what kind of danger it posed.

Tim decided the safest thing to do was leave the origind Wobbly where it was. I'd better mind
my thoughts more closely, he redized. Who knows what wishes might come true, otherwise?

He began to dowly make hisway out of the lot. There were a great deal of memories here.

When | was little | had to create imaginary friends and creatures to do the things | wanted
to do. | needed the Wobbly to get rid of things for me. | needed Tanger and Crimple to let me be
mad at someone or avoid what | didn't want to do. Now | have to face things dead-on, don't 1?

Face things dead-on. “Oh no!” he cried. “I’'m late to meet Mally!”

Chapter Three
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Faerie

K ING AUBERON OF FAERIE Sat on a high-backed, richly upholstered chair. In front of him, sprites and

Far Folk danced on the lush green lawn, his splendid castle looming above them. His wife, Queen
Titania, led them in amerry quadrille, her long har bouncing as she frolicked. Thelilting melodies plucked
on lutes, the rhythms of the drums and sticks did not set his dippered feet to dancing. He watched lovely
winged creatures flit in and out of the dappled shadows of twilight; teasing, laughing, offering any sort of
pleasure. But he was not tempted. Not by the food, the drink, the women, the songs. Nothing.

He was unhgppy. Titania had grown even more distant. He never would have imagined such
indifference to be possible when they had fird wed. But now everything that was between them was
heavy with failed expectations and secrets. She had taken the death of her Falconer, Tamlin, hard, harder
than a Queen should over a courtier. First she was wracked by sobs, then filled with rage, and now, the
desperate, endless amusements. Auberon could no longer pretend; he recognized that her reaction was
thet of alover loang her beloved.

Auberon fdt an unusua pang. Could it be jedousy? He shook it off. Titania had had her diversons
through the years; he certainly had had his What was one more in along line of favorites?

And yet her agony over Tamlin's death made him wonder. Had there been something more...real
between Titania and Tamlin than there was between Titania and himsdf? Would Titania have reacted this
way if something had happened to him?

He observed the pretty scene before him, irritation prickling just beneeth his blue skin. She hed
this fete as a way to digract hersdf from her loss. But her laughter had become dill and forced,
Auberon remembered atime when it had been soft and inviting.

He sghed. It no longer amused him, these glamours and pastimes of Faerie. King Auberon lifted
his golden goblet and took along drink. “Tastdless,” he murmured.

But what was there to do instead? How could hefill histime?

An idea came to him. He could leave this place dtogether. Oh, not permanently. Just long enough
to tir the blood. A change of scene would do him good.

Since the daying of the manticore, the ways between the worlds had been opened again. More
than afew of the Fair Folk had ventured to Earth, the world of humans. Those who returned spoke most
convinangly of the sport offered in that old playground. The fact that some had not returned a dl spoke
more convindngly gill. Why shouldn’t Auberon try something new? Perhaps he'd find what he was
looking for in that other place—something to fill this emptiness, these endless days. Something for this
heart thet currently had no reason to beat other than to keep him dive.

Yes, Auberon thought, stlanding and dretching his long legs. | will go on an adventure. Remind
myself I'm alive.

Ignoring the calls of his courtiers, he strode across the lawn into the woods. He caught a glimpse
of Titanids perplexed face as he passed her without a word. She didn't stop dancing, however, he
noted.

Maybe if he vanished she would findly take notice of him. Maybe she would even miss him.

Through the woods, past the lake, dong the stream, dl the time thinking. Did Titania wonder why
he walked away from her fete? Not that he cared. Oh no, not he.

He waked faster. There was a pleasant place he recadled from the time when the worlds
commingled. A ammering litle stew of a far town, a bowshot from London's fortified wals He
remembered it well, a gmile crossing his blue face. Who would not? It was a busling market town when
he was there lagt. Fair Folk like himsdf traveled there whenever they wanted to; his strange looks were
not surprising or out of place to the market people.

He recdled the echoing cries “What do ye lack? What will ye buy? Anything that could be
bought or bartered was avalable spiced de, porpoise tongues, fine English woolens. Even bears for
baiting could be had, and fresh cherries, tart and sweet.



And more. Auberon remembered his purse overflowing with acorns, grass, and leaves, dl tumning
to fary gold when he wanted it, only to return to its naurd state when he left the marketplace. He
grinned, thinking of the confusion that transformation must have caused after his departure.

Let Titania and her minstrels pluck and strum to their hearts content, he thought. 1 will
divert myself with livelier music, and perhaps find a more contented heart for myself there.

He came to a place of deep quiet. Here the grass grew in a spird; and beginning at the outermost
point, he walked the pattern, whispering the words. He released the magic into the atmosphere and fdt
himsdf vanish. He remateridized in another world.

Thefirg thing he noticed was the smdll. Acrid and dirty, the air was something he could taste, and
nearly see.

A daitering behind him caused him to turn. To his surprise, a bright white unicorn stood on the
broken pavement, looking as out of place as Auberon fdt. The creature must have followed me
through the portal, Auberon surmised. Before he could approach the beautiful animd, it whinnied,
shook its pure white mane, and trotted away. Odd, Auberon thought. It dmost seemed as if the unicorn
hed a destination in mind. Unlike me.

King Auberon turned back to survey his surroundings. What had happened to his far town? He
recognized the shape of the coast; the docks jutted out into the water in the same locations as they had dl
those years ago. But now the piers were rotting, the water was coated with dick ail, and even the birds
thet circled for food seemed thuggish and menacing.

The sky here, inthis other world, was not blue. 1t was stedl gray, speckled with sooty clouds. Tal
chimney stacks belched black smoke. For the firg time in his long life, Auberon coughed. The polluted
atmosphere burned the back of histhroat and his green eyes watered.

While his ddicate sysem responded to the particle-laden amosphere, his pointed ears were
assaulted by a jumbled cacophony. The sounds competed with one another to daim title to the most
grating. Screeching mechinery, congtant honking, shouts, and dams made Auberon wonder if the
inhabitants had found away to grow deef in sdf-defense. Thiswas aworld of chatter and blare.

And it was dmost unbearably ugly. After the lush and gilded Faerie, the scene before him was an
affront. Hlth coated the uneven pavement and buildings. Sharp and jagged lines cut into the gray
sky—mongtrosities of sted rose up around him. There was nothing soft and welcoming here. All was
cold metd.

Once, Auberon had enjoyed the human world's contrast with his pastel Faerie. The edgy energy,
the sharp lines, the primitive, lessrefined dements—incdluding the inhabitants—had been refreshing,
bracing. But this? He looked around. What could this world offer a gentleman such as he? If he took
these surroundings as evidence, he and the humans had grown much too far apart. The differences
between them were too extreme. He could not imagine finding pleasure in this sad and angry place.

But he had come for adventure; he would not turn tail and run so hadtily. Perhaps this sorry spot
was merdly the ragged outskirts of aless desolate town. | shall search deeper in, he decided. Perhaps
that’s precisaly what the unicorn was doing—yperhaps it has been here before.

Auberon left the wharves, turning his back on the oil-dicked water. Just a few yards ahead he
spotted a thick-necked manin a stained shirt and trousers talking to a young woman. It was the woman
who truly caught Auberon’s attention. Not just because she had a pretty face and lovdy golden har
traling down her back. It was her garb. She wore the long dress and laced chemise of the market
women he had met in the earlier days. Was she a vistor like himsdf? He dipped into an dleyway to
ligen, curiousiif he would even understand their language anymore.

“So, you dip your soul in here” the young woman explained to the dovenly man, holding up a
glass sphere. “Then you've got it, darling. Y our own world. Any way you likeit.”

The man rubbed his three-day growth of beard. “I don't know, angd. | got a VCR and a
wide-screen TV back at my fla. I've got dl the entertainment | need, without any highfalutin nonsense
about souls” He snorted. “Crystd bdls and souls! You actudly believe this hooey?’

The woman frowned. “I can't abide aman who laughs a me. | swear | can't.”

“Tdl you what, angd.” He stepped closer to the woman. “Why don't you come back to my place



and give me a demo?’ He chucked her under the chin. “You don’'t expect me to buy something sght
unseen, do you? | think | ought to get a sample.”

The woman jerked her face away from the man. 1 expect you'd like to sample me if | gave you
helf a chance. Which | will not!”

“Awww, be nice, girlie” the man wheedled. “Y ou and me was getting dlong just fine” He reached
for her again, and Auberon had had enough. He stepped out of the shadows and clamped his large blue
hand on the man's arm.

“My lady,” Auberon said. “Does this churl trouble you?”

The man gaped up at the seven-foot King with the ram’s horns on his head, pointed ears, long
green harr, and blue skin. His mouth opened and closed severd times, and his eyes rolled up into his
head. Auberon sensed the man was about to faint, and released him. The man did to the pavement.
Auberon stepped over him. “I believe he will bother you no more.”

The woman stared at Auberon, and blinked severd times. Then she cast her eyes downward and
curtsed.

“Goodness me, a gentleman!”

Auberon amiled and tipped his head. “Your servant, lady.” Her quick acceptance of his unusud
appearance made him suspect that she had seen his like before. Given her dothing and her manner of
speech, he wondered if she had somehow visted the old market days when Faerie folk eedly passed
between the worlds.

“Oh no, your lordship. Begging your pardon, if there' s serving to be done here, I'll do it”

“Tdl me, if you will, why grace and beauty such as yours are wasted in so desolate a place?’

“Lordship, | sl my globes where | can.” She held up a sparkling tranducent ball, much like the
kind Auberon had seen Gypsy women use to read fortunes a the marketplace. “It's horrid places like
this where | find buyers for what | have to sdl. Precious few decent people believe in paradise
nowadays. And most of those think they’ ve aready bought their piece of it.”

Auberon hdd out his hand. She put the globein his blue pdm. “Thisis paradise? This bauble?” He
tried to hide agmile

The woman's irritated expression indicated that his efforts to concedl his dishdief had not worked.
“Pardon me, lordship. But when | say apples | don't mean oranges. Try it and then tdl me it's not
paradise.” Her chin jutted out in chalenge.

“l am Auberon of the Fay, lady,” Auberon declared. “I have ruled a relm of high Magick longer
then your upstart race has sported thumbs. Shal alord of Faerie trust hissoul to atoy of man's devisng?
| think not.”

The woman's manner completely changed. She dumped and lowered her eyes. “Of course a
gentleman of your qudity couldn’t lower himsdf,” she said gpologeticaly. She curtsed again. “I beg your
pardon, my lord. It's just that you were so kind to me, | had hoped that...” She stopped hersdf and
shook her head. “No...no...l shan't speak of hope today. It's as you say. You belong on a throne and
my place isin the gutter.”

“Lady, you take my words too much to heart,” Auberon protested. He didn't want to offend her;
he didn’'t want her to leave. He enjoyed her spunky defiance, her pretty face, her familiar language. He
liked the attention and the unpredictability of a ample flirtation—a game without consegquences. “Tdl me
your name, lady.”

“Gwendolyn,” she replied in a meek voice.

“Now, my Gwendolyn, let usremain friends. Shdl so dight a grievance part us? | would not have
you think | scorn you or your race and its achievements.”

She seemed eager to part ways, asif she were ill wounded by the dight. She held out her pretty
little hand. “Please, lordship, give me the globe. | redly must go.”

“You doubt me and my sncerity. How shdl | make it up to you?" He studied the globe and
noticed it had holesin its top and its bottom for a person to insert hisfingers. “Look, I'll try out your little
baubleif it will make you fed better.”

Her face lit up with delight. Auberon gave the girl a grin, pleased that he had soothed her ruffled



fedings She redly was mog attractive. Throwing caution to the winds, he plunged his fingers into the
holes

“Arghghh!” He threw his head back and wailed. A great whooshing surged though his entire body,
as if he were being flooded from the indde out. He tried to extract his fingers, but they were locked in
somehow. He struggled againg the pull of the globe; he fdt the evil object draining something vitd from
him—more vitd even than blood. In hisfind moments of self-awareness, he rediized this was not a means
of finding paradise. It was a device to trap souls. Then the world turned even more colorless, and
Auberon fdt nothing &t dll.

A dy grin crossed Gwendolyn’'s face. “Thank you, Lovey-horns, that was such a gdlant gesture. |
knew from the moment | saw you you were a perfect gentleman. Now let me take you away from dl
this”

Chapter Four

T IM LEFT THE ABANDONED LOT in a hurry, heading for Mally's house. “Who would have ever

thought imaginary friends could turn real?” he wondered. Tim shuddered.

Even thoughts have consequences, he redized. The Wobbly started out as scraps and
gticks—now he' d become a full-blown predator. “How could | have known?’ Tim said. “I was jud five
years old when | made him.” He certainly never imagined he'd have to rescue one st of imeginay
friends from another!

He grinned. Tanger and Crimple were awfully cute. He liked meding them in the...wel, flesh
didn't exactly seem the right word, since they were made of twigs. Anyway, he' d gone to the lot to come
up with evidence for Mally that he truly did magic. Tanger and Crimple were certainly that! Only once
agan, Tim couldn’t be certain how that trick had been accomplished. The creatures just seemed to have
happened.

Happened because magic happened, Tim thought. What had they dl cdled him? The Opener.
And the Wobbly had said that Tim had “opened the way.” | do seem to have a knack for opening up
paths between worlds, Tim thought. I’ ve been back and forth between several already.

I'll worry about the significance of all this later, Tim told himsdf. Right now, | have bigger
things to worry about—ike keeping Moally waiting.

Tim arrived at Mally’s street. The monumenta nature of what he was about to tdl her dowed him
down. Truth be told, he was dso kind of nervous about seeing her, because he was now over an hour
late. “So thisis how Clint Eastwood fdt in dl those high noon-showdown sort of movies” he muttered
nervoudy. “No wonder he moved so dowly.” It was only then that he redized he was now waking. He
smacked his forehead. “Doofus” he said. “You left your skateboard back at the lot! And there's no time
to go get it now.” Wél, maybe the Narls would look &fter it for him. He' d stop by and retrieve it later.

Tim knocked on the door. He heard the sound of bolts being drawn back. Mally opened the door
just asmidge, leaving the chain lock in place.

“Oh, it syou,” she said disdainfully.

“Uh, sorry I'm late” Tim said. “1t’'s judt...something came up. Quite unexpected.”

“Uh-huh.” Moally peered a him through the diver of opened door. “And | should forgive
you...why?’

“Because...because...” Tim stuck his handsin his pockets, fiddling with his change. “Because I'm
uper sorry? Extra sorry, supendoudy, stratospherically sorry?”

Mally grinned. “Now that's more like it.”

Tim grinned back. “Brilliant.”

Moally shut the door again so that she could undo the chain. She flung it open, and Tim saw that
she'd had her coat on dl dong. “I'm going out,” she hollered back into the house, then shut the door
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behind her.

“Okay,” she declared. “Y ou're going to take me out for ice cream now like you promised.”

That was news to Tim. “I did?

Moally raised one eyebrow.

“Of course | did,” Tim sad hedtily.

Mally seized his hand, dragging him down the wakway. “We need to make a quick getaway.
Otherwise well be joined by the entire dan.”

Mally came from a large family, and there dways seemed to be spare uncles or cousins or aunties
around.

“S0, you sad there was something you wanted to tak to me about,” Madlly said as they rounded
the corner.

“Er, yes”

Tim kept his eyes fixed on his sneakers. One step, another step. Each step he took was one more
taken without tdling Mally his big secret. Okay, he told himsdf. The next step and you'll spill
everything. Ooops. There went another three steps. Okay, at the next traffic signal I'll stop and
Say—

“Hold on!” he heard Mally cal behind him. “Where do you think you're going?’

Tim stopped and turned around. He had been so focused on his feet, and the words going around
inhis head, that he hadn’t noticed that he'd lost Mally. She stood at the bottom of the steps of a building
that had a 9gn hanging out front.

“Swan Dance Schoal?” Tim asked, waking back and reading the 9gn. “What sort of ice cream
are you expecting to find here? Nutcracker Ripple? Swan Lake Surprise?’

Mally put her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes. “We re not getting ice cream here, dodo. I'm
just picking up my knapsack and quff. | spaced after lessons and left it in my locker.”

“You take dance lessons?’ Tim was astonished. “But you don't look like...I mean, uhm...” He
tralled off, knowing that he had aready said the wrong thing. He tried again. “I mean, | never would have
guessed that you—"

“Oh, be quiet,” Mally cut him off. “You'll only get yoursaf in deeper if you keep on.”

Tim shoved his hands in his pockets again and said nothing.

“Therésalot you don't know about me, Timothy Hunter,” Mally declared. “So therel” With thet,
she twirled around, clomped up the stairsin her heavy boots, and went inside.

“And there’ s alat you don’t know about me, Mally O Rellly.” Tim sank onto the step to wait. He
let out afrustrated Sgh. Am | ever going to be able to talk without putting my foot in it? Girls are
just too confusing. He shook his head. Maybe | ought to be a monk—the ones who take a nice vow
of silence. Then maybe | wouldn’t get into so much trouble.

Mally dashed up the stairs to her locker, but instead of opening it, she leaned againg it, hugging
hersdf. She fdt giddy and full of energy. She giggled—and that was something she rarely did. “He's so
cute when hel' s embarrassed,” she said happily to hersdf.

“Is someone there?’ avoice cdled from the studio.

Mally glanced into the room that she had thought was empty. A beautiful red-haired girl, a little
older than Mdlly, was dretching at the barre.

“l should have known,” Mdlly cdled to Marya. “Don’'t you ever stop?’

Marya did severd grand jetés to cross the room, and stood in the doorway. “Of course | do.
When Annie comes to fetch me or the janitor locks me out.”

Mdly knew that Annie was Marya's guardian. But Mally didn't know what had happened to
Marya s parents and didn’t think it would be polite to ask. Annie worked long hours as a waitress, which
meant Marya could spend loads of time a the dance studio.

“What are you doing here?” Marya asked.

Mally rummeaged in her locker and found the books she needed for school. She shoved them into
her knapsack. “Jugt getting my suff. | would have left them till tomorrow, but we ve got an exam coming



up. Industrid revolution.”

“I've heard of that,” Marya said. “It wasn't much fun if | remember. Or maybe that was some
other revolution.”

Mally looked at Marya oddly. She liked the gil—Marya was far and away the best student at
Miss Swan's, but she never acted stuck-up or snotty like some of the other advanced girls But there
was no denying that she was very sirange. There were dl sorts of things that Marya didn’t know, and the
things that she did know were awfully peculiar. Mally aways assumed that was because Marya came
from some other country. It wasn't Marya who told her that; it was Marya's accent. The red-haired girl
never talked about hersdf.

There was something allittle fragile about Marya that made Mally not want to pry. But she wished
she could get to know her better.

“Say,” Mdlly said. “Do you want to come have ice cream with me and my boyfriend? He's
wating downgtairs”

Marya s face brightened. “1 would love to!”

She looked so happy that Mally was glad she had asked. Maybe Marya was londy and that was
why she danced so much. But Mally knew it was dso because Marya loved to dance in a way she
couldn’'t quite grasp. Sure, Mally enjoyed the classes wel enough, but she was teking them more to
please her mum than anything else. Give her a good rugby scrimmeage and lots of races and Mally would
be content. With Marya, it was different. Marya seemed more dive when she danced; something shone
out of her as she moved.

Mally hovered in the doorway as Marya untied her pink satin pointe shoes and put them into her
little dance bag. She changed into thick socks and sneakers, grabbed her coat, and dung her bag over
her shoulder. “Ready,” Marya said.

They headed down the gtairs, Mally’s boots meking loud domping sounds, Marya's sneakers
oftly padding beside them.

“Oh, ligen,” Mdlly cautioned. “When you meet my boyfriend, don't let on that you know he's my
boyfriend, dl right? He gets embarrassed about the slliest things”

“Boys are 0 strange,” Marya commented. “ They—well, you just never know how they’ll react to
things”

Mally eyed her curioudy. Clearly Marya was taking about one boy in particular, but Molly would
never intrude unless invited.

Out on the stoop, Tim rummaged in his pockets, feding for change. He hadn’t planned on an ice
cream expedition. “Next time | have to buy ice cream | hope I'll get some advance warning,” he
muttered. He pulled his hand out and stared down a the coins. “I’ve got dmogt enough here for a
thimbleful of Rocky Road.”

He heard the door open above him. “I'm back,” Mally announced. “And | brought a friend.”

“Uh, Madlly, I don’'t know how to tdl you this...” He stood and turned around.

Shock made him sumble backward. The gifl with Molly—he knew her! But it was impossible for
her to be here. She had come from another world entirdy. In fact, she was the reason he had gone to
Free Country. But here she was, large as life, ganding right in front of him. With Mally! They even
seemed to know each other. Mally had caled her a“friend.”

The red-haired girl looked equdly stunned, but seeing Timothy was clearly a happy surprise for
her. With great excitement she turned to Mally and said, “Mally! You never told me your boyfriend was
amagician!”

Tim felt his entire body grow cold for an indant, then flush so hot that sweat beaded up on his
forehead. He knew his face must be beet red, and the tips of his ears burned.

Did Marya actudly just tdl Mally that he was a magician? Man! He'd spent the last severd hours
trying to work up the nerve to explain it to Mally in exactly the right way and here Marya blurted it out
judt like that. And, hang on, there was that other word in there that he was having trouble processing.
Boyfriend. Yeah, tha wasiit. If he was Mally’s boyfriend, wouldn't he have known about it? He wasn't
that daft. But the only way Marya would have thought he was Mally’s boyfriend was if Mally had sad



S0 hersdf, which meant...which meant what?

As Tim tried desperately to get words to form, Mally looked back and forth between Tim and
Marya. “You two know each other?” Then she shook her head sharply as if something had just woken
up indde her brain. “Wait a minute—a magician?’

“Oh yed” Marya exclamed. “I never would have found this wonderful world if | hadn’t been sent
from Free Country to find Timothy.” She turned to Tim. “What happened? Is Free Country okay?’

Evenif Tim had been capable of speech at that moment, he would never have had the chance to
answer. Both girls began firing questions a him.

“Magidan like Zaanna on tdly or magic like wizards and red pels and things?” Mally
demanded.

“How did you get back from Free Country?’ Marya asked.

“What is she tdking about?” Mally asked. “Where is Free Country?’

“Is everyone there dl right?” Marya asked.

“When did you go out of town? Why didn’t I know about it?’

“Uh—uh—uh...” Tim managed to say. The two girls curiogty and demands for explanations fdt
like an actud force pushing him backward. The faster he backed up, the quicker they moved.

He turned and dashed into an dley, but their questions till pursued him.

“Wait, Tim!” Mally called.

“Why didn’'t you tel Mally about being a magician? Is it a secret?’

“What else are you keeping from me?’

Tim came to a dead end. He whirled around. They were charging toward him.

Panic threw Tim's hands up out in front of him like a traffic guard Sgnding stop. “Just stop! Let
methink!” he cried.

Thegirls did stop. Completely.

Marya had one foot up, ready to take another step. Moally’s elbows were bent to help her gan
speed. Their mouths were open, mid-sentence. Tim had magicdly frozen them. And he had no idea how
he'd doneit.

Chapter Five

DANIEL HUDDLED ON THE STEPS benesth a statue in Piccadilly Circus and rubbed his sore, dirty foot.

The stone was cold, but at least he could rest without being noticed up here.

London is right strange, he thought. 1t's all been changed while | was in Free Country. Sure,
he had been back a few times on missons, but he never stayed long, and he had kept modly to the
outskirtsin order to attract less attention. He had seen on those trips that the dothing people wore was
different, and the vehicles on the streets, but it never occurred to him that the entire city itsdf would be
nearly unrecognizable to him.

There was a time he could dip around the shadows, never being noticed unless he had it in his
mind to be. Now he stood out, and got caught in the stares of the crowds. Had there been this many
people out gralling in the streets back in his own time? Mind, he'd lived a crowded existence back then.
Fve to a room, ten to a fla. The work crews in the factory were in the dozens, dl eating, swesting,
cursng, working, dmog as if they’d been chained together. But surdly not so many people walked
through the center of town then.

“Aye me” he groaned, switching to rubbing his other foot. He'd been dl over London for days,
and nights, too, looking for Tim or Marya, and he was beginning to lose hope. Perhaps this had been a
bad idea, coming here. He'd gone soft by being in Free Country, and this ity was hard. This adventure
was one he would have wanted to run by Marya before undertaking. Taking to Marya dways had
helped him get his thoughts straight. But that right there was the problem. No Marya. So he'd come to
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London to find her, and he'd failed.

This London is too strange, he thought. | don’t know my way 'round no more. He fdt a lump
thicken in his throat as he thought he might never see Marya again.

He bent over, reging his elbows on his knees and his face in his filthy hands. He breathed hard,
trying not to cry. It is dreadful hard on a cove to lose a girl this way, he thought. Not knowing where
she'd got to. Or if she were all right, even.

“Not that Marya was truly my girl,” he said out loud. She'd have laughed hersdf blue if he'd ever
gone and caled her that. Lord, how she would have laughed. He laughed, too, imagining her twirling
around like she did, propelled by her laughter, and him not minding that it was him she was laughing at.
Then his laugh caught in his throat as he redized that the picture he had in his imaginaion would never
come true again.

Ancther thought squeezed its way into his mind. Marya would be growing up now. Free Country
stopped dl that—while there, you stayed the age you were when you arived. It gives a cove the
staggers, he thought. Marya being dl grown up into a red lady and dill being his Marya on the indde.
Come to think of it, if | stays here, that’s going to be my fate, too. I'll need to be making up my
mind soon. Another thing he wished he could talk to Marya about.

He wiped his nose on his ragged deeve, donned his battered top hat and leaped down onto the
pavement. If anybody could figure this rum place out and make it gt up and do tricks for her, Marya
could. Yeah, she was dl right; he was certain of it. It was himsdf he had to start worrying about now.
Himsdf and his revenge on Timothy Hunter.

“Ow!” A sharp knock on the sde and in the knee caught him smartly and sent him sprawling.

Three well-dressed gentlemen carrying lesther cases had banged right into him. “Beg your
pardon,” atweedy voice said. But did they stop? Not even. They knocked him over and kept waking.

“Usad to be it was waking sticks the swells would thrash you with, when you was in their way,”
Danid grumbled as he stood up. He dusted himsdf off, then gave up once he redized how dirty his
jacket had become.

He passed by a shop window and glared at the mannequins. “Drat you suit people,” Danid
cursed. “You took it. You took our place from us. Now there’ s nowhere for people like usto go.”

He glanced down and saw a grate in the pavement. “You an't left us nothing. Not a drop of de
nor crust of bread. Nor a spark of fire to warm our hands a.” He undid his belt and wrapped it around
the iron grate. He tugged it, making sure it was tight. “But you can't have changed everything!” With a
sharp pull, he yanked the grate out of the sdewak. He fdl backward as it came loose, and landed on his
rear. He clambered back up onto his hands and knees and peered down into the dark opening. A smile
dowly spread across hisface.

“Theré's got to be someplace them suitcase blokes an't got round to spailing yet. Somewhere
something’s got to be the same.” He lowered himsdf down, and landed with a splash in the sewer under
the sdewalk.

The water was warmish and thick. He was used to discomfort, or he had been before he found
refugein Free Country. It would just take some getting used to again.

Hefiddled in his pockets and pulled out a matchbox and a candle. “Clever me” he congratulated
himsdf. Wise to be prepared. He struck the match and lit the candle, illuminaing the tunndl.

The gtink didn’'t bother him: It was findly something familiar. “Here' s one place them fancy types
hasn't spoiled,” Danid muttered. He'd spent hours, days even, down here in the old times. They were
good hiding places then. And for the firgt time he' d found something in London that hadn’t changed.

Wonder if anybody works the old drains nowadays. Must be all kinds of things what runs
down from that dismal shiny place up there. Wouldn't be surprised if the pickings were better now
than in the old days. That lot up there, they looked to be the sort of wasters as would be losing
things left and right.

Danid wandered in the gloom, remembering the old days, the old gang. Old Barmy Barney who
told a greet tde. Ragtag Mary. The Fire King who had introduced him to the tunnels, they were a good
place for a boy to hide after picking a pocket or angering one's master. The Fire King knew dl the



scavenger’s trades, but Danid liked it best when he could watch the young men eat fire. An uncommon
ratcatcher he was, too. What's become of him? Danid wondered. It'd be worth a penny to see him
again. All of them. But of course, they'd have died a long time ago, Danid reminded himsdif.

He suddenly noticed something. The water was risng quickly. Better hightail it out of here for
now. He held up the candle and discovered that the closest exit had been bricked up. “They have been
down here, t00,” he gasped. The water reached his waist now. He held the candle up high, but it fizzled
out, and he was left in the darkness.

“Hep!” he cried. He hoped againgt hope that someone would be down here. “Help me!”

Hefdt apar of hands clamped over his eyes. “You took your time about cdling, didn't you, my
Danid?’ afamiliar voice rasped in the darkness. “Y ou dways were the shy one.”

That voice. Danid fdt a shiver as he recognized the speaker. It couldn’'t be—could it? “Reverend
Saggingham?’ Danid blurted. “Can it possbly be you?’

“Canandis my lad!”

Thetdl old man with the slvery muttonchop whiskers released Danid. A moment later the tunnd
was illuminated again. Saggingham had produced a lantern and it it with a flourish.

“So you do remember me.” Saggingham squinted at Danid with narrow steel-gray eyes, his pasty
face lined with the same wrinkles he'd dways had. “Not too kindly, | see. Well, I've come down in the
world snce you knew me as the head of your old orphanage, Danny. And it changed me. I'm a different
man. Transformed, asit were.”

“But how—" Danid couldn’'t understand how Saggingham could dill be around. Danid wasn't
too good with sums, and he knew time did funny things in Free Country, but Saggingham had dready
been old when Danid had lived in the Bad World. That was a long, long time ago. Danid could tdl that
from his quick missons to the Bad World from Free Country and from the way the newcomers looked
and spoke when they arrived.

If Saggingham understood Danidl’s unformed question, he ignored it. He also seemed to smply
accept that Danid hadn't died—or aged—in the long years since they’d seen each other. WA, if he's
not asking, I’m not telling, Danid decided.

“Wecome to our humble nest, little brother,” Saggingham rasped. “You couldn’t have come a a
better time”

“That 07" Danid had never quite trusted Saggingham, as hed seen him go from kindly to
enraged in the middle of a sentence; so the old gent’ s interest in him made him fed a bit dubious.

“You've been logt awhile, haven't you? Been treated rough, too, | shouldn't wonder. Well, there's
nothing like being kicked about to give a chap a hedthy appetite, | dways say.”

“Is that what you dways say?’ Danid asked, hoping Saggingham wouldn’'t dip him one for
impertinence. It was the sort of cheek that had landed Danid in trouble with the reverend in the past.

“Would you fancy a spot of tea before we put those clever hands of yours to work?” Saggingham
asked. “I was just on my way to the factory.”

So that was it. Saggingham was going to put him back on the assembly line. In the old days, it
was Reverend Saggingham who set the boys to work, faming them out at tender ages to other masters
and then collecting their wages, tossng them the spare penny as recompense. Well, Danid would make
up hisown mind about that. But much as he hated to admit it, it was nice to be with someone he knew.
After so much that was new and unfamiliar, it was ardief to look upon afamiliar face—and one that was
much friendlier now than it had ever been before. And he could sure use that tea. He'd had so little to est
since leaving Free Country.

Without Danid even noticing, Saggingham had been waking him dong the tunndls, Danid now
redlized. He could see light streaming from an archway up ahead. Sounds, too, were echoing around the
tunnds—danging and whirring and danking, just like the old days.

“Ah, here we are,” Saggingham announced. They stood in the archway, and Danid gaped at the
Sgnt.

Inthis part of the tunnes the caling was high and vaulted, higher than the clubhouse tree back in
Free Country, higher than the houses dong the quiet, tree-lined street where Danid had walked earlier



that day. In the center loomed atal mongter of amachine. Vaves, gauges, and dids whirred, while wires
Szzled and smoke rose around it. Metd scaffolding dlowed workers to reach out with long metd sticks
to manipulate levers and to poke at cinders.

Danid watched the workers for a bit. They were a mixed lot—mostly men, but from their dothing
they seemed to range from rich to poor, and the many styles indicated they came from different time
periods. Sort of like Free Country, Danid observed. In Free Country, kids came in wearing whatever
they had on, whether it was medieva tunics or blue jeans.

Only there don’'t seem to be much “ free” about these blokes, Danid thought. They moved in
rhythmic patterns, asif they were part of the machinery itsdf. Only the ones in charge, like Saggingham,
and aman the reverend greeted in passing as Brother Sdlamander, seemed to have any life to them. The
rest were dlent drones.

No way am | becoming one of them lot, Danid vowed slently.

“IaT't it a beauty?” Saggingham rested his am lightly on Danid’s shoulder. The reverend dill
towered over him, as he dways had, but Danid noticed his touch was gentler.

Perhaps old Saggingham is a new man, sure enough, Danid thought. He ain’t calling me a
“foul heathen” now. And he ain’'t raised a hand to me once, much less a stick. He don’'t whiff of
rum like he used to, neither. Now he smells like grease and ail, like you'd get working with
machines.

“It's a treat to have you here, lad,” Saggingham said. “To be able to sguare things with you a
last”

“Wha do you mean, square things?’

“Waan't | bad to you back in the old days? Didn't | bully you, thrash you, and cdl you names?’

“You did.” Danid shrugged. “But so did every other cove with a pocketful of bills. Compared to
some others, what you done was nothing. You never shoved me down no chimneys to get scraped raw
as meat. You never soused mewith pig's brine when | came out bloody. You never starved me to keep
mewilling to work.”

“Stop,” Saggingham moaned. He patted his chest. “Y ou're wrenching my heart, lad.” He reached
out suddenly and pulled Danid into an awkward embrace. Then he hed the boy out at arm's length and
bent down so they were eye to eye. “1 was going to take you on at the factory,” Saggingham confided.
“Make you an extractor operative grade one. But | know you better now. You've fire in your eyes, my
boy, and sted in your heart.” He waggled a finger in front of Danid’ s face. “1 want you to be my partner,
young man.” He stood draight up again and shot out his hand. “Give us a shake on it.”

Danid hestated. For dl of Saggingham's big act, he 4ill didn’t trust him. Besides, Saggingham
had never done anything that didn’t serve himsdf best, no matter the consequences for the other bloke.
“What precisgly is an extractor operative? What is it that you are planing to extract? He hoped it
wasn't teeth.

A whidle sounded and the slent workers moved from one part of the mechinery to ancther.

Saggingham got aglint in his eyes, and he grinned broadly. He stuck his thumbs in his suspenders
and his chest expanded like a pigeon’s. “Why, happinesd” he crowed. “We will be extracting happiness
from those who have too much of it, and giving it to those who have too little. Haven't you noticed that
there is an unfair digtribution of hgppinessin thisworld, lad?’

“True enough,” Danid conceded. It sounded pretty ridiculous to him, but what did he know
compared to the old reverend? “How do you plan to be doing the extracting?’

“Ahhhhhhhh, my boy, my boy.” Saggingham rubbed his hands together. “Wait until you feast your
eyes on my pride and my joy. My crown jewd of dl my sunning creetions.”

He led Danid up a metd ladder bolted to the brick wal. This brought them up to a catwak
suspended high above the floor. They clattered dong the catwak and through another archway. Steam
and odorous vapors rose from the extensve machinery below them.

In the dim light Danid could make out slent figures moving in unison around the machine. Danie
was impressed. Saggingham had a mgor operation going down here. And he wants me to be a part of
all of it, Danid mused. Mé Like he thinks I’m worth something.



Saggingham stood by a control pand built into one of the walls. “Let me adjust the lights so you
can better witness the genius of modern times” Saggingham grabbed a lever and pulled it. It creaked
and groaned as he pushed it down, then severd lights shorted out.

“Confound and blagt it!” Saggingham smacked the lever in frugration. “It's jammed again!”

“Wants alling?’ Danid suggested.

“Wants protection.” Saggingham growled. He turned and grabbed one of the lanterns hanging on
thewdl.

Danid’s eyebrows rose. * Protection from what?’

“Sabotage!” Saggingham held the lantern out over the railing of the catwalk and scanned the area.

Danid followed his gaze. He was dtartled to see asmdl fdlow who seemed to be made entirdly of
tools disgppearing around a corner.

“You!” Saggingham cried, waving hisfig inthe air. “Y ou blighter! Y ou will regret thid | shdl have
you, | shdl!”

“Who isthat bloke?’ Danid asked, intrigued by the odd creature’ s appearance.

“A saboteur. An enemy of progress! Awn the Blink is the tool-fingered troublemaker’ s name.”

“Where did he come from?’ Danid asked. He'd never seen anything like Awn the Blink before.
And what a peculiar name. “How did he get down here?’

“He' s here because some durry-brained high-city magic brat used to bdieve in him. Thanks to his
shenanigans we' re behind schedule.” Saggingham paced back and forth, muttering oaths and curses.

Danid’s somach growled. “Didn’'t you say something about tea? Danid asked. “That ain't going
off the schedule, isit?’

Saggingham stopped prowling the catwalk and peered at Daniel. He glanced again in the direction
Awn the Blink had vanished, then back at Danidl. “Y ou wouldn't care to ingpect the Extractor first?’

Danid crossed hisarms over his chest. “Not a bit of it.” He'd been offered a proper tea, by gum,
and he was determined to haveit.

Saggingham seemed disappointed, but he shrugged. “I ddl tdl you more about it over tea
then...partner?’

Danid dill wasn't sold on the partner idea, so he said nothing.

“Come with me, lad.” Saggingham dimbed down the ladder, and waked Danid around the
Extractor. Once more, Danid wondered about the workers. He couldn't precisdy say what was wrong
with them—he'd certainly seen drondike behavior among the factory line workers back in the old
days—but they disturbed him anyway.

As they walked, Saggingham dung an am across Danid’s shoulders. “There are two kinds of
people in the world, Danid,” he said, “the happy ones, curse them, and us. And why isthat, | ask you?’

That was a daft question, the answer being so obvious. Danid ticked off the reasons on hisfingers
“They eat regular, and we don't. That's one thing. They has places that belongs to them. And we don'’t.
They an't got to lurk or drudge like us. And they have things. Lots of nice things”

“Joly good!” Saggingham acted as though Danid had aced an exam at school. “Thet brain of
yoursis aticker, my boy. Give this atick then. Saggingham’s law informs us that ther€' s a finite amount
of happiness floaing around in the world. Finite meaning limited, as you know.”

“Yeah, | know that,” Danid muttered. “1 an’'t supid.”

“Oh, | know, lad. You are indeed the brightest sweep | have ever known. Now, let's say you
wanted to free up some happiness for you and your mates to grab. How would you do it?’

Danid was sumped. He bit his lip. “1—I don't know,” he admitted. It seemed impossble. After
al, if folks could do such athing, wouldn't they dl be doing it by now?

“You'd manufacture misary, that's what you'd do!” Saggingham crowed. “Then you'd sl it to
happy people. Which would make them unhappy, of course, as sure as Chrismas comes once a year.”
Saggingham stopped waking and began gesturing dramdicdly, illudraing his vison. “When the
happiness came trickling out of ther punctured hearts, you and your mates would catch every last drop
of it with Saggingham’s Anti-Tantdic Extractor Apparatus. Patent pending.”

Danid’s head svum. It made no sense, did it? But, coo, wouldn't it be the staggers if it could be



done? Be a way to bring those swdls down a peg. And he'd be there to swoop in to soak up dl tha
happiness.

“How do you manufacture misary?’ Danid asked. “And why would anyone buy it?’

A gin creaked its way across Saggingham's craggy face. “Tha's the easest part of dl.
Consumerism. It's the capitdist sysem. Advertisng. It's been going on for ages. Now we can tap into
the exiding system and use it to our own purposes.”

As gppeding as this amazing plan sounded, Danid didn’t think it was something he redly wanted
to be a part of. There was something wrong in the logic, even if he couldn’t put his finger on it or find the
words to explain it to the old reverend.

Besdes, Saggingham ill hadn’t coughed up that tea. Had his offer for refreshment been a sham?
How can you trust a man who not only should have died ages and ages ago but who tantalizes you
with a promise of a spot of tea, only to produce nothing? Instead, he walks you about the endless
tunnels, through another archway, and to yet another gigantic machine.

“About that tea—" Danid began, but Saggingham cut him off.

“What'sthis?” Saggingham demanded. “Why aren’t you dl at your stations?’

Danid noticed that here, instead of working busily, the workers were dl ganding around in a large
circle, away from the machine. Tools lay scattered on the floor, asif they had smply dropped them.

“What is going on here?’ Saggingham bellowed.

Asthe workers registered Saggingham's voice, the circle dowly opened up.

Saggingham grabbed Danid’ s shoulder with a visdike grip. “Impossblel” he cried.

“Ow!” Danid yelped.

Saggingham didn’t notice Danid trying to shake out of his clutches. He was frozen, saring a
something straight ahead. Danid peered through the group and gasped. A unicorn stood gazing up at the
happiness-extractor machine.

“Grease and burning gaskets, it can't bel” Saggingham cried. “A unicorn, drat its shiny hide. Well,
get the ridiculous thing out of here.”

None of the workers moved. It was asif the unicorn had them dl hypnotized.

Danid stared a the creature and fdt his heart flutter. It was beautiful, and hopeful, and had no
right to be there amid dl their dark squalor. It was too white, too clean; it made him angry. He
understood Saggingham’s rage. Seeing it was a reminder of whet they were not. Was the thing laughing
a them? Did it come here just to make them fed bad about their lot in life?

Saggingham scanned his workers and must have redized they were usdless in this Stuation. “It's
the glue shed for you, you scurvy agitator,” he shouted at the unicorn.

With severd dicking sounds, Saggingham popped a strange metd eyepiece into place. Danid
was dartled: The weapon seemed to have grown out of Saggingham’'s coat. HeE's been armed the
whole time, Danid redlized. Glad | didn’t cross him.

Then, by merdly blinking his eye, Saggingham set off a round of ammunition sraight at the animdl.

The unicorn reared up and gdloped away down one of the branching tunnds. Every single bullet
missed its mark. No one made a move to follow the creature.

“Confound you, you popinjay!” Saggingham bellowed. “You fary-tde jumping jack! Drat you
and that medding Timathy Hunter!”

Danid’s face grew hot, and his heart thudded double timein his chest. “Did you say...did you say
Timothy Hunter?” he gasped.

With severd clicks, Slaggingham’s weapon folded back into his coat. Saggingham looked down
a Danid. “I did”

“Are you tdling me that he's the one who is causing the trouble down here? Stopping work and
meking little blokes out of tools?’

“That isthe villain. Do you know him?’

“I'll say | do. He stole my girl, Marya” Danid took a deep breath. “If you're agangt Timothy
Hunter, then I’'m your man. | hate him.”

“So does that mean we have an agreement?’ Saggingham asked eagerly.



Danid nodded, then thrust out his hand for the man to shake. “We does indeed.”

Chapter Six

T IM STARED AT MOLLY and Marya, both frozen mid-step. He balled his hands into fists, squeezed

his eyes shut, and banged his temples.

“You've redly done it now, Tim,” he admonished himsdf. He opened his eyes agan.
Unfortunately the scenein front of him hadn't changed. Proof of his supreme idiocy—as if he needed any
further evidence.

“But what exactly have | done?’ he asked out loud. “And how do | undo it?’

Hewaked inadow circedl the way around Mally and Marya. It was as if they were satuesin
an art museum. They looked completely dive.

“Of course they look dive—they are divel” Tim hated the sound of the terror in his voice. It went
dl squesky. He studied them again. “They’re judt...on pause” He fiddled with the junk in his pockets,
hoping the familiar action would help him think.

It didn't.

Tim dumped onto the curb, his eyes never leaving Mally. He got into this mess because he
freaked out, and ingtead of facing the Stuation like a man, like a hero, or maybe like his dad, Tamlin,
would have, he just tried to stop it so he could pretend it wasn't happening. Which made everything
much worse, because something € se happened instead—and he was the one who had doneit!

He stood back up again, pacing back and forth in front of the girls. He had wanted to tdl Mally
himsdf about the magic; he had even planned a demondration. But this wasn't quite what he'd had in
mind.

He planted himsdf next to Mally, taking in her sparkling eyes. What was the expression on her
face? She seemed excited and urgent. She didn’'t look angry; that was a rdief. Of course, that was
before she knew he could freeze her, and might not be able to unfreeze her.

He glanced up and down the street. Luckily, he had ducked into an dley and the girls hed
followed, so there were no cars, no people, no witnesses. He wondered—if there had been, would they
dl be frozen, too? He had no idea how wide a range this freezing power had.

He took a deep breath. He was afraid to try to undo what he'd done because he didn't know
how he had done it. What if he made things worse?

But he had to do something. He worried that the longer they were frozen in time, the harder it
would be to undo. Or that there would be side effects or something, if they stayed thisway too long. And
even worse—if he kept Mally out too late her dad would kill them both.

“I’ve got to quit rabbiting around and get to work,” he declared. Every time | try to play it safe,
he redlized, things turn out worse. Well, there’s no one here to help me, so thisis up to me to fix.

He remembered hisfirg red magic, the time he had kept the snow from faling on Kenny, Tamlin's
friend. The secret to that had been concentration, focus, relaxation, and will.

He stood in front of the girls “I'll undo Marya fird,” he decided. “Shell need less of an
explanaion. And she can get me up to speed on what Mally dready knows.”

What had the Trenchcoat Brigade told him? Magic answers need. He needed a moment to think
when the girls came after him. He fdt it redly strongly and it happened. In Free Country, he was angry a
being used, and that energy nearly blasted the world apart. What he had to learn was to use his brain, not
just his chaotic fedings. That’s why the snow trick worked. All right. Focus.

He waved his handsin front of Marya. “Undo!” he declared.

Nothing happened.

“Great,” Tim muttered. “Just great.”
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Underground London

Saggingham clapped his hands. “All right, dl right, comrades. The Sdeshow is over. Back to
work. Every lagt Jack and Jll of you.”

Without a murmur or question, the factory workers turned and shambled their way back to ther
ddtions.

Saggingham grinned at Danidl. “Now, | believe we were about to have tea.”

About time, Danid thought. For a while there it looked as if the tea was merely a figment of
the reverend’ s imagination.

Saggingham pushed open a door, and ushered Danid into a smdl office. A hot plate sat on the
counter and shelves lined the wals, full of dented canned goods. It seemed as if Saggingham had
decorated his office with discards and found his supplies in the rubbish.

No matter, Danid decided. Food is still food, even if the tin it comes in is dented and the
label pulled off. He'd had far worse in hislife

Saggingham sat about getting the tea. “ So, that dy dog Hunter stole your girl, did he?”

“She ran off to London to find imand | an't seen her snce” Danid replied. “ Some might not call
that sedling, but | an't such afoal.”

Saggingham placed the cup of tea and a box of dusty biscuits on the table in front of Danid. “I
could do with a spot of refreshment mysdf,” he said.

Danid’s eyes widened in amazement as Saggingham pulled off the skin on his hands, reveding
mechinery undernesth. What Danid had thought were fingers were actudly meta contraptions.

“Y ou—you took off your skin!” Danid blurted.

“My gloves, Dan,” Saggingham corrected. “Bless you, you can't expect a man to eat while he's
got hisgloveson.”

Saggingham stuck the tips of his metd fingers into a little box. Danid heard a crackling, buzzing
sound and watched in awe as Saggingham shuddered, dectric current shooting through his body.

Danid was speechless. He took a Sp of tea, his sheking hands rattling the teacup.

What does it mean? Danid wondered. What had he just witnessed? It means, he redized, that
Saggingham ain't human! How could that have happened? Of course, it did explan how
Saggingham managed to Hill be dive and kicking after so many years. Has he dways been a machine?
Danid frowned, puzzled. He must have been human once, Danid figured. After al, he' d seen the old gent
tuck into a seaming plate of stew while the rest of them looked on, hungry as could be. Saggingham had
needed food back then, like any other bloke. So when—and how—did this change take place?

Danid took another Sp of tea, hoping to soothe his rattled nerves. The warmth did make him fed
a hbit better. After dl, being machinery seemed to have brought out the best in Saggingham. He had
served up tea and biscuits and was treating Danid much more kindly than he ever had in the past.

Saggingham removed his fingers from the box and did his false human skin back over his meta
extremities. “ So then, we' ve both got reasons for wanting this Timothy Hunter dead,” Saggingham said.
“| sy we get right to it.”

“Dead?’ Danid repeated. “I’'m not so sure about that...”

“Ah.” Saggingham nodded knowingly. “ So this girl doesn’t mean that much to you, then.”

“I never said that!” Danid protested. “You take that back.”

Saggingham grinned. “ Settle down, settle down, lad. | meant no disrespect to you or your young
lady. | see | wasright about that fire indde you.”

“You just don’'t understand, isdl,” Danid grumbled.

“Let me amend our little misunderstanding,” Saggingham said. “What can | do to make this up to
you? | don’'t suppose you carry anything of hers with you, do you?’

“I've got a lock of her hair,” Danid admitted. He fdt a dight blush rise in his cheeks. He didn’t
truly want to reved everything to Saggingham, but he was curious about where Saggingham was going
with this.

Saggingham beamed. “Excdlent. Would you like to see the angd again? Your Marya? Give me



thet lock of her hair and you can.”

Danid pulled out the locket that he secretly wore on a chain around his neck. He dways took care
that it stayed ingde his shirt; he didn’t want any of the kidsin Free Country to razz him. He had found the
locket in Marya s tent after she had left, and he wore it as he waited for her to return. But she never did.
Once he redized he might never see her again, he had taken dl sorts of things from her little tent. He
found her hairbrush, and had combed the long stray hairs out of it and tied them together with a ribbon.
Marya had once told him her mother had kept a little lock of her baby har as a keepsake, so why
shouldn’t he do the same?

He opened the locket and held out the red strands tied with a blue sain ribbon.

Saggingham took it. “Very good, very good.”

He pushed a button on the wdl. A hidden panel did up with a whoosh, reveding a amdl machine.
This one had some kind of viewing screen on top and a little box with a dot at the bottom. Saggingham
pressed some buttons, and the machine kicked into life with a low hum. The screen went light gray, as if
illuminated from indde, waiting for a picture to appear. Saggingham popped the lock of Marya's hair into
the dot. “Now well get to see what's what, won't we?’

He stood aside, to dlow Danid to step up to the viewing screen. Danid’s heart thip-thumped
agan. What was going to happen?

Animeage dowly formed on the screen. A girl, amiling, her arms reaching sraght out toward him.

“Marya” Danid cried.

“Hutter my valves, but sheisan angd, isn't she?’ Saggingham said.

Danid looked up a Saggingham, his eyes dhining. “Oh, you done it. That's her, to the life”
Happiness he had never experienced before flooded through him. Finding Reverend Saggingham had
been a stroke of good luck. Thanks to the old gent he'd be able to find Marya again. This was a joyous
day!

“l never seen her wear that coat before,” Danid commented.

“She mugt have bought it sSnce she I€ft...er, snce she came here” Saggingham sad. “This is
showing Maryaright this very minute”

“Cor.” Danid looked back at the viewing screen. He could tdl she was running—her long har
streamed out behind her. “Whereis she?’ he asked. “What is she doing?’

Saggingham pressed another button and a dip of paper popped out of the machine. He glanced a
it and said, “She's somewhere in East London, sure as gears have tegth. As for what she's doing, let's
have alook.”

Saggingham adjusted the machine and the image pulled back, giving them along view.

“No,” Danid gasped.

There, large as life, was Marya, only now Danid could see who she was amiling at, who her ams
reached for, who she was running toward. It wasn't Danidl.

It was Timothy Hunter.

All her amiles. All her yearning. It was for that magician! And bailing his blood even more was
how intently Tim was garing at Marya.

“The smarmy dog!” Danid shouted. “He's going to catch her and kiss her. Sag me if he an't”
Danid whirled around and covered his eyes with his arm. “Make it go away,” he pleaded, “before my
heart bursts” He flung himsdf across the room and dumped at the table, burying his face in his hands.

Danid heard a dicking sound behind him. “It's gone, lad,” Saggingham assured him. “You can
look up now.”

“Look up?’ Danid sad into the crook of his arm, his voice choked with emation. “I'll tdl you
when I'll be able to hold my head up again. When that four-eyed traitor is cat’s meat and | have Marya
back.”

“Today can be your day,” Saggingham promised. “I'll hdp you, | shdl. | have another
invention—alittle something | whipped up that may be of use. Come dong, lad.”

Danid wiped his face on his deeve. He didn't want Saggingham or any of those workers to see
that he' d been crying. He stood and was ashamed of how weak his legs felt. He alowed Saggingham to



lead him through the tunnels, oblivious of the twists and turns they were taking. He didn't care where they
went, he just sumbled dong, panfilling his every pore.

There were no workers in the room Saggingham took Danid to. Just a large column-like machine
with wires and dias and whatnots.

“Step ingde, lad,” Saggingham ingructed.

Danid stepped up to the glass capsule. “What isit?”

“This beauty is an Amago-Reductive Persona Potentiator. It made me what | am today. And it
can do as much for you. The glory of it isthat it takes what' s there indde you and makesit more s0.”

Danid stared at the invention. “What will it do?” “It will reduce your pain,” Saggingham explained,
“and increase your power to take on the likes of Tim Hunter.”

Danid’s eyes widened. “I’'m for that!”

“Climbin, partner,” Saggingham wheedled. “And be everything you can be.”

Danid waked up the little steps into the capsule. Saggingham pressed a button, and a door in the
capsule whirred open. Danid stepped insde. The moment he did, the door whirred shut again. It was like
ganding indde a glass chamber. He peered out, trying to see Saggingham, but he was dl distorted
through the glass.

Saggingham took his place at the control pand. “You've got a lot of spirit, lad. Time to let it
show. Let "er rip.”

“Letit out, 9r? My soirit?” Once again, Saggingham was meking no sense.

“Yes, lad. Every dirty, poisoned rag of it

Chapter Seven

T IM CONTINUED STARING AT Mally and Marya. “Okay, so far I've figured out this much,” he told

the immohile girls. “It has something to do with time. Somehow time moves one way for you and another
way for me—and everyone dse”

He put his hands on his hips. Time is weighed down where they are, keeping them ill.
They're sort of stuck in it. Funny, I’ve never thought of time as sticky before.

Tim held out his hands, moving them closer and closer to Marya. There. He fdt it. The ar around
her gave hm some resstance—it tingled. In a sharp gesture, he plunged his fingers into the
dower-moving molecules and yanked what fdt like a heavy blanket off Marya.

Marya sumbled forward with such force that she knocked them both over. “Ooof!” Tim grunted.

“Sorry!” Marya giggled and helped Tim to his feet. He set his glasses back on his nose. “It's 0
good to see you,” she exclamed. “I’ ve been meaning to vigt you but—"

“Marya” Tim needed her to stop talking. She was acting asif this were the most normd reunionin
the world. That was part of the problem, though: They weren't from the same world. Actually, Tim
redized, technically we are. All the kids living in Free Country were originally from here, what
they call the Bad World.

Marya took a breath, then began again, words tumbling out of her. “What with exploring and
dancing, | just haven't found the time.”

“Marya, dow down aminute” Tim said. “I need to do something about Mally.”

Maryaturned and looked at Mally. “What is wrong with her?’

Tim snorted. “Her boyfriend isamagician. And not avery smart one, I'm afraid.” He emphasized
the b word, tedting it out. It didn't sound so bad. But shouldn’'t he have been induded in the discussion
when that was decided? It seemed like he was the last to know, as usud.

“Do you think you can caich her? he asked Marya “She's bound to have some serious
momentum going, like you did, and | don’'t want her to fdl over.”

“Sure thing.”
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Marya got into postion next to Mally. “Ready.”

Tim fdt for the gicky sensation in the ar tha indicated tha time had dowed in that spot. He
wiggled his fingers and yanked. Mally lunged forward, and Marya grabbed her, as she nearly tipped
over.

“Steady now,” Marya said, hdping Mally find her foating.

Moally turned to stare a Tim, wide-eyed and openmouthed. The moment of truth had arrived.

“Magic?’ she sad.

“Boyfriend?’ he countered.

Mally blushed. For the firg timein hislife, Tim had one-upped her.

She gazed down a her dlunky boots. “Uh.”

“Boyfriend,” he repeated. Thistime, though, it was more of a statement than a question.

Mally laughed. “Wdl, you had to find out sooner or later. | was hoping that you would work it out
yoursdlf.”

“Who, me?’ Tim's eyebrows rose. “You know me better than that. | don’t notice that it's raining
until my glasses fog up.”

“Hm.” Mally took a step closer to him. “Well, | see that you stopped running away, &t leest.”

“l guess| have” He took a step closer to her.

“Doesthat mean you...uh....” Shetraled off and gazed a her feet again.

Astounding, Tim thought. Molly O’ Reilly—speechless.

He decided to not prolong her discomfort. “Yeah, | guessit does.” He amiled a her.

Only now it was Mally who backed up. Had he dready done something wrong?

She sudied hisface. “Maryawasn't joking, was she? You are amagidan?’

She didn’t seem afraid, just curious and amazed.

“Uh, yeah, that’s true,” he replied. This was going alot better than he had imagined.

“Wow,” she murmured. Then her eyes widened. “Wow!” she cried.

“Yegh, it is pretty exating,” Tim admitted.

Mally shoved him aside. “It’s beautiful!”

Tim turned to see what had distracted Mally, snce she was no longer paying any atention to him.
His mouth dropped open.

A white unicorn trotted down the aley toward them.

“What are you doing here?’ Tim asked the unicorn. He remembered it from the time he had saved
Faerie. Tim and the unicorn had defeated the evil manticore together, and while Tim lay dying the unicorn
hed kept him company.

Okay, things are going from weird to weirder. First Marya arrives in my world, now the
unicorn? What next? The worlds were dl soilling over into each other. Maybe | am some kind of
Opener after all.

Tim blinked behind his glasses. Dark, heavy dust was suddenly swirling dong the dley. Marya and
Mally began to cough.

“Whereisit dl coming from?” Mally asked.

“What isit?’ Tim wondered.

“Is there afire nearby?’

“I think it's soot,” Marya choked out. “Y ou know, like from chimneys”

“Thereésno wind,” Tim observed. “Why isit blowing around so much?’

“It's not blowing around,” Mally cried. “It’'s heading Straight toward us”

In moments, Tim, Marya, and Madlly were engulfed in the black cloud. The soot and smoke
swirled dl around them, blocking out the buildings, making them unable to see past a few inches in front
of them.

“Let’'sget out of here” Mally coughed. “I can't see anything!”

“What about the unicorn?” Marya asked.

“If he sas smart as | think heis, he's dready gone,” Tim assured them.

“No, he'snot!” Mally cried. “Look!”



Thewind had shifted, making asmdl break in the soot so they could see. The unicorn, overcome
by the fumes and choking on the dirt, sank dowly to the ground.

A harsh voice came out of the black cloud. “I'll say the freskish horse is gone, you mongrel. And
dag meif you an't agoing next!”

Squinting againg the nasty air, his eyes tearing, Tim could just make out a figure looming over the
fdlen unicorn. It was a boy about his age, wearing tattered, old-fashioned clothing and carrying a dingy
old broom.

“Danid?’ Marya gasped. “Is that you?’

Chapter Eight

Underneath London

G WENDOLYN LED THE BLUE gentleman through a tunnd filled with water up to ther ankles. He was

90 tdl—eadly seven feet by Gwendolyn's estimation—that she worried he might scrape those ram's
horns he sported on his head againg the cdlling in some of the tighter passagewayss.

“You'll like working for Saggingham, Lovey-horns” she explained as they dogged through the
muck. “Hell give you room and board. Just think, after you've been on the job awhile, you'll even find
cdluses on those dainty blue hands.”

The gentleman never sad a word. They rarely did, once thelr souls had been sucked away.
Gwendolyn saw the vaue in Saggingham’s system; being soulless certainly kept the workersinline They
never once thought of escape, of fighting back. They never once thought—only did what they were told
to do. They followed orders, these captives, and never questioned, not one little bit.

Sometimes Gwendolyn wondered how Saggingham had decided which of his merry band to keep
and which to discard. She recognized her vdue—she was bat, pure and smple. But why had
Saggingham dosed her and Brother Sdlamander with the longevity tonic but not poor old Teddy? Teddy,
who had once been known as the Fire King, had become one of the soulless drones, when once he had
been among the same rabble-rousing pack of schemers as the luckier ones, like her.

But are we the lucky ones? The revolution long promised by the reverend had faled to
materidize. And they’ d been at thisfor so long.

Gwendolyn cast aglance back at her most recent prize. He was quite the catch—a gentleman! A
king, no less, if the degant blue giant were to be bdieved. He kindled dim memories, from so long ago
that they had the unredlity of a dream. He brought to mind market days, before things went so horribly
wrong for Gwendolyn and her family, before they logt their farm and their home. She thought she could
remember those happy days at the town fair, when she was a wee lass, and creatures of al description
ventured to the fair. Gwendolyn had dways put those images down to childhood fancy. Seeing this
Auberon, this Lovey-horns, made her doubt her doubts.

“It's not as though you're the firg king to be captured by the likes of me” Gwendolyn said. “Are
you keen on higtory, dear? It repeats itsdlf, you know. Go back as far as you like There's dways
something to be learned. Take the ancient Romans, for instance. Some of those gents could redly tdl you
what was what. | expect you've learned a great ded today, lordship. | hope it hasn't left you too shaken
for one tiny lesson more: how to work as though your royd life depended on it. Which, of course, it
does”

They had arrived at the middle of a metd catwalk, high above the rigang steam of an enormous
mechine danging and whirring below them.

Gwendolyn leaned over the metd ralings. “Hey, Brother Sdlamander,” she cdled down to athin,
bdding man who was daring a alarge clock. “Where s the good reverend got to?’

Thethin man looked up. “Don’'t know, sster. He's forty-nine seconds late for inspection, beieve
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it or not. You might try the commissary. Or his office”

“Hear that, Lovey-horns? You're in luck. You may get a morsd to eat before you're st to
drudge. So step livey now.”

They passed through several more work areas. Not one of the workers glanced up or noticed the
adonishing creature in Gwendolyn's charge. She took the blue gentleman to the commissary, where the
workers on med shift were taking a break. No sgn of Saggingham.

“Come dong, Lovey-horns,” she said. Without question, Auberon followed her to Saggingham’s
office. She gave a sharp rap on the door, then let hersdlf in.

Saggingham sat in hisratty office, Saring a some kind of viewing machine.

“That's it, Danid, my boy,” Saggingham murmured a the image on the screen. “You show that
blighter Timothy Hunter what's what.”

“Reverend Saggingham. I’ve brought you a gent.” Gwendolyn eyed Auberon. “And if he's as
grong as heis strange, you'll get a dozen men’s work out of him.”

“I'm pleased as carbolic punch to hear that,” Saggingham said. He may have been spesking to
Gwendolyn, but his eyes stayed glued to the screen. “Stow his soul in the strong room and set his
privileged carcass to work on the Extractor.”

“Perhaps you'd like to look him over fird, Reverend? He's quite extraordinary, redly. He's a
king. And hes blue”

Saggingham brought his hand down hard on the table with a dang. “Sigter, please. | don't care if
the waster has a brass monkey’ s tail. I'll inspect him later. I'm busy, do you hear? Busy! You have your
indructions, dolly mop. Follow them.”

“Asyou please, Reverend.”

She soun around on her heds and |eft the room. Just outside the office door she stopped. She
took in saverd short bresths in irritation. She dapped her forehead. “I can't believe | forgot.”

She popped her head back ingde the doorway. “Come with me, Lovey-horns” she ordered
impatiently. If she hadn’t given him the command, he would have stood in Saggingham's office for hours.
Auberon nodded and lumbered back into the tunnd &fter her.

Gwendolyn’s annoyance made her wak quickly. “So I'm a dolly mop now, am 1? Hmph. | may
flash a amile and an ankle now and then, lordship. But | do it for the cause. I'm as respectable a
seamdiress as ever starved ina garret, I'll have you know.”

They soon arrived at the locked globe storage room. Gwendolyn held out her hand. “Give me the
globe, Lovey-horns.” Auberon complied without question. Gwendolyn pulled a heavy iron key from her
skirt pocket and unlocked the door.

“Say here” she commanded. She dipped into the storage room. All tha was indde were
floor-to-calling shelves filled with globes just like the one she held in her hand. She carefully placed it
among dl the others, and tudied it for amoment. Maybe not just like the others, she mused.

There was something different about his globe; something that made it stand out. She stepped
closer and peered a it, noticing the sparkles and the light that glowed within. 1t seemed to hold something
uncanny. Could it be...magica? She shook her head, trying to dispd the unsattling thoughts that arose
unbidden as she contemplated the strange new addition to the collection, then stepped back out into the
tunnd.

“You know what | remember clearest about my old life?” she told Auberon as she locked the
door. She knew he wouldn't understand, but with the mood that she was in, she had the need to tak.
“Not the work, though God knows | was hard at it from the day | was old enough to thread a needle”
She led Auberon through the twists and turns of the tunndls, past work stations, past machines, past lives

“It' sthe food | remember,” she said. “With my mother and my sster and me dl ditching away we
could eat twice a day, most days. Cold boiled potatoes for breakfast. Hot boiled potatoes for supper.
Not because we fancied them, but because they were chegp.” She laughed bitterly. “And we were
among the lucky ones.” She shook her head. “You know what | want out of this queer little revolution,
lordship? A world where no one has to choke down bloody boiled potatoes to keep body and soul
together. That'smy idea of paradise, Lovey-horns. Amusing, don't you think?’



Gwendolyn set him up a awork gtation, giving him precise indructions. When she was certain he
understood his ample task, she turned to leave. Reaching the archway, she glanced back to make sure
he was fallowing her directions. He was. Looking at his eegant form, his velvet breeches and cloak, his
soft hands, his slken hair, hisgold jewels, a amirk crossed her face. “Jug think,” she cdled to him as she
headed for the exit archway. “Here is your chance to see how the other hdf—" She cut hersdlf off and
shook her head. “No,” she corrected hersdf. “How the other two thirds...” She stopped once agan.
“How the other ninety percent lives That'swhat | cdl education.”

Aboveground London

Astonishing, Tim thought. Underneeth dl that grime, soot, and dirt lurked the glowering boy he'd
met in Free Country, Danid. He was the one who had kept bugging him about Marya. And right now he
sounded positively homiciddl.

Tim coughed, feding the dark particles dogging his throat, scratching insde his nose, his eyes. Tim
tried not to breathe in, and protected his face with hisarm. It didn’t do much good.

“Tim, pull your shirt up and cover your mouth with it,” Mally instructed. He could see she was
shouting through her swester.

Tim did as he was told, and the burning eased in his throat. His glasses served as some protection
for his eyes.

How can Danidl be producing all that soot? It's not as if he has a soot-making machine
stowed somewhere.

“All right, Hunter,” Danid shouted. “Now you're done for.”

Great, Tim thought. Just what | want to hear.

Maryatook a step toward the swirling mass that seemed to emanate from the angry boy.

“Danid?’ she caled. “Is that redly you?’

“Marya knows him?’ Mally asked Tim.

“They’re from the same place,” Tim explained. “This is good. She might be able to hedp cadm him
down.”

“Wha's happened, Danid?” Marya asked. “Has someone been making you dimb down
chimneys again? You're dl sooty.”

“l was clean as a whistle when you done run off and left me”

“l didn't leave you, Danid,” Marya explained reasonably. “I left Free Country.”

“Sure you did,” Danid snarled. “So you could cozy up to this double-crossing Hunter mongrel.”

Uh-oh, Tim thought. Instead of helping, talking to Marya might make Daniel even angrier.

“Tim had nothing to do with it,” Marya said. “I decided that I'd been a child long enough. That's
al”

“Then how come | seen you chasing him not fifteen minutes ago. | saw it. Don't you deny it.”

Tim was impressed with how cam and patient Marya was with Danidl.

“We were chasang him because he was running away,” Marya replied. “He got dl embarrassed
when he found out | knew he was Mally’s boyfriend.”

That really does sound lame, Tim admitted to himsdf. | have to quit that running-away thing
once and for all. If Danidl doesn’t succeed in doing me in, of course.

Mdlly elbowed him in the sde, then nodded toward Danidl. Tim redlized what she was pointing
out—Danid had moved away from the unicorn.

Tim and Madlly crept over to the stricken animd. Maybe they could clear its ar passages and it
would be okay. Tim kept an ear on the conversation between Danid and Marya, hoping Marya would
succeed in caming the boy down. Mally pulled tissues out of her jacket pocket and wiped the unicorn’s
eyes.

“It was my own fault, redly,” Marya said. “I should never have said anything. Mally told me he
was funny about suff like that.”

Timwatched Danid’s face. | wouldn’t believe it if | was him, Tim thought. And if | did believe



it, I’d think this Tim Hunter was one foolish moron. Running away isn’t just pointless, Tim redized.
It's dangerous in the long run.

“You'relying, Marya,” Danid hissed. “’ Cause you're afraid of me. ' Cause I’'m strong now.”

The unicorn snorted, which caught Danidl’ s attention. He glanced over to Mally and Tim. Waving
his broom in fury, he sumbled backward away from Marya. “So that's the dodge, eh, Marya” he
shouted. “ Soften me up while your Timothy undoes dl my work!” He strode toward Mally and Tim.

Tim stood quickly. “Look out, Mally. Deranged chimney sweep heading our way.”

“l see him.” Mally stroked the unicorn’'s head. It was alot cleaner now. With Mally’s coaxing, the
creature scrambled to its feet. Only then did Mally stand up, too.

“Hey! You with the black har,” Danid ydled. “Hook it or you'll catch some of what your pd’s
got coming.”

“Boyfriend,” Mally corrected. “As of today, heismy boyfriend. Make a note. And here’ s another
note. | used to have a unicorn. A toy one. It was plastic with a supid rainbow mane.”

“So0?" Danid sneered through his soot. He took a step closer, obvioudy trying to intimidate her.
He was about sx inches tdler than Mally, but that didn’t seem to faze her at all.

Timhid asmile They must not have anyone like Molly O'Reilly where Daniel’s from or he'd
know better than to talk to her like that.

“My big brother stole that unicorn,” Mally continued. “Then he poured petrol on it and burned it
to acrigp. Jud for alark.”

“Hah! Did he now?’ Danid was postively smirking. He got right in her face. “Left you a-crying
your little eyes out, did he?’

Madlly didn’t even flinch. “Yeah, | cried alittle”

Uh-oh, here it comes, Tim thought. He actudly fdt sorry for Danidl.

“You should have heard him, though,” Mally said. “After | got through with hm.” Madly gave
Danid a hard, swift kick right whereit hurt most. Danid let out a grunt and doubled over, then collapsed
onto his knees.

Mally turned and walked back to Tim and the unicorn.

“Awesome, Mally,” Tim said.

Mally held her foot out to show Tim. “Y eah, these boots are good for that sort of thing.”

She stroked the wheezing unicorn’s trembling flanks. It was dill sruggling to breathe. “Let’s get
this poor thing out of here.”

Marya gazed sadly a Danidl, then moved over to join them. “Isit okay?’ she asked, paiting the
unicorn’s velvety nose.

“It will be,” Tim promised her.

“Do you know a safe place to take the unicorn?” Mally asked Marya.

“yes”

“Climb on.”

Maya dtared at her. “But I’ ve never ridden a horse.”

“It's easy,” Madlly assured her. “Hold on with your knees. Tightly, but not too tightly. You can
steer him by the mane, if you have to. But you probably won't, snce he's magic.”

Tim and Mally boosted Marya onto the unicorn’s back. She craned her neck to gaze back at
Danid, who was now curled up on the pavement.

“What about Danid?” she asked. “1 want him to be okay, too.” She shuddered. “He's so different
now,” she whispered. “ So much angrier.”

“Timwill sort him out,” Mally said. “I hear he's magic, too.”

She gave Tim a grin. Tim grinned back. It was so great to have his big secret out in the open.
Mally was totdly deding with it. She was the best.

“Jud get someplace safe” Mally told Marya.

“But—" Marya began to protest.

Mally dapped the unicorn’s flank to get it going. It trotted away, its hooves dlatering on the
uneven pavement.



Tim watched them go, the unicorn disappearing around the corner. “Mally, shouldn’'t you be the
oneriding him? | mean, you're the one who grew up in the country.”

“Uh, we didn’'t have unicorns on our farm, Tim,” Mally replied, “just horses.”

“You shouldn’t have done that, missy,” Danid snarled.

Tim and Mally whirled around. Danid was just afew feet away, the soot cloud even denser now.
Tim could see tiny flameslicking at the boy’ s clothes, but thet didn’t seem to bother Danid at dl.

He shook his filthy broom at them. “I an't the sort of cove people can kick around. Not
anymore.”

“Wel, we' re not the sort of people who appreciate being done over,” Tim snapped.

“Donefor,” Madlly corrected.

“Oh, right,” Tim muttered. “Thanks” He raised his voice again. “We' re not the sort of people who
appreciate being ‘ done for.””

“Y ou watch your mouth, knave,” Danid snapped.

“Marya told you the truth,” Tim said. “I haven't seen her snce she hopscotched me to Free
Country. In fact, | had no idea she was in London a dl, until today. And besides, Marya it my
girlfriend. Mally is”

That wasn't so hard to say, Tim redized. It just took a minute to get used to it. In fact, he
Oefinitdly liked it.

Danid’s eyes narrowed. “You lie Like adog.”

“You don't think | could be Tin's girlfriend?” Molly demanded. She looked ready to kick him
agan.

Tim threw up his hands in exasperation. “Why would | lie?’

“Because you're scared of me, that’s why.”

Tim laughed. He couldn’t help it. “I’'m not afraid of you,” he said. The minute the words were out
of his mouth he knew they were true, even though it would probably anger Danid even more. “You
know why? Because you are the firg person I’ve met in a very long time who is even more confused than
me”

“l a@n't confused about nothing!” Danid howled. He held up his broom and twirled. Soot began
pewing out again, huge clouds of it. “And you're cat’s meset!”

Danid soun around and around. The wind whipped the soot into a massve cloud, darkening the
sky, blackening the entire dley. Faster and faster Danid twirled, and flames flickered out of him, asif he
himsdf were on fire. Smoke poured out of him; hislong hair, tendrils of flame; his ragged dothing invishle
under the ash, soot, and fire. And it was dl directed a Tim and Mally.

Tim desperatdly tried to battle the ondaught. Concentrate, he told himsdf. Keep a clear passage
to protect yourself. To protect Molly. The smoke and soot cloud was so thick Tim couldn't see
anything, not even Mally beside him. But he was il able to breathe.

He remembered when he had kept snow from faling on Kenny. That kind of magic was what was
cdled for here—to create a protective bubble that would keep him and Mally safe and able to breathe.

He shut his eyes—not just to keep out the burning soot and flames but to hdp him stay focused.
He sent out his senses to fed Mally’s presence; he needed to know how much area he needed to affect.
A barrier, he thought. That’s what we need. Something to block out this dirt, smoke, and soot that was
flying everywhere. He envisoned the ar itsdf fighting back, joining him to push the hot and scdding ash
avay.

He could hear Mally taking deep breaths beside him, and knew that he had done it. They were
sdfe indde a pocket of clean air.

“| done it!"” Danie cheered. “No more Tim Hunter!” He dowed his whirling dance and lowered
his broom. “That Saggingham is a geniud Every word he said was true. Saggingham and his machine
made me a regular wonder!”

The soot settled over the street as Danid camed down. Tim and Moally stood side by side, sooty
and sweaty from the hegt of the attack but Hill breathing.

“Saggingham?’ Tim coughed. “Who's Saggingham?’



Danid gasped. “You—you ain't even singed.” His body dumped. “It ain't far.” Danid sank to the
ground. “All right, beat on me, kick me again. | don't care.”

“Uh, Danid,” Tim ventured. “We aren’t going to hurt you. We just want you to cam down. You
know, just be a bit less homicidd.”

“l @n't no good,” Danid moaned. “Even thisway | an't no good a nothing.”

Tim knelt down beside the miserable boy. “ So you weren't dways this sooty and furious?’

Danid shook his head and wiped his nose on his deeve. “Marya barely knew me,” he said in sad
confuson.

“She did say that you had changed,” Mally said.

“Wha happened to you?’ Tim asked.

Danid shrugged wearily. “All | know is that I’ve fdt sort of indde out Snce Saggingham ran me
through that Persona machine”

“Thewhat?’ Tim asked.

“Some invention he was harping on about. When | talked to him, down in his sewer. Said it would
maeke me...better. But dl | fed is different.”

“Tim, take off your glasses” Mally said.

“My glasses?’ Tim couldn’t imagine what Mally had in mind. She knew he was practicaly blind
without them.

“Yes” sheindgted.

“Ooooh-kay.” Tim rductantly handed his glasses to her.

“Here” She hdd out the glasses to Danid. “Y ou may have to fiddle them around to do it, but take
alook a yoursdf in ther reflection.”

Danid took the glasses from Mally and turned them fird one way then another. He gasped.
“Th-that's me?’ He dropped the glasses.

“Hey! Be careful with those.” Tim bent down to retrieve his glasses, and Danid gripped hisarm s0
hard that Tim winced.

“You does magic!” Danid blurted. “You can change me back! | can’t go near Marya like this, not
even to tdl her I'm sorry. Please, you have to hdp me. You just have to.”

The kneding boy’ s pain was so raw, his need so transparent and overwheming that Tim could not
sy no. Ingtead he said, “Ill try.”

Tim stood over Danid and studied him. What's the best way to try to fix things for the guy?
Timwondered. Get rid of all that stinky soot for starters. Which means | have to figure out what it
is.

Tim held his hands out toward Danid, taking care not to touch him. Gazing deeply into Danid’s
sorrowful eyes, Tim let hismind open.

Reach. Touch. Choking cinders and clinging soot. The acrid stickiness of tar beneath. These
poisons do not coat the rags that clothe Danidl, they permeate them. Reach closer. Touch deeper.
Brush aside the tatters. Sft through the crusting ash and sink into the stain. Find its source. Find
its source. Learn its limits.

A s=ring pain shot through Tim, causing him to cry out. Images flashed through his mind. The
megter’s gtick. The magter’s bet. The master’s fid. Blow after blow fdled him, for tiny mistakes,
sometimes for no reason at dl. Beatings when there was work to be done and when there wasn't. Wisps
of straw set burning at the soles of his bare feet to drive him to dimb the chimney faster. SAt water
rubbed into his scraped raw knees and ebows to toughen them for the work. His only freedom the
freedom to choose how his nights were spent. Locked in a closet in the orphanage with a cup of cabbage
soup or hounded through dark streets as he scavenged for more nourishing fare.

It was suddenly clear to Tim: The cinders that spilled from Danid were the remains of exhausted
hope. The black soot he shed was the remnants of suffering Danie could neither forget nor forgive. The
fire was sullen rage, the deadly smoke, fear.

Tim wobbled on his feet, then took a step back, rdeasng the connection he had made so deeply
with Danidl. He fet Molly’s hand on hisarm, and it brought him back to himsdf.



He blinked a few times, not wanting either of them to see how shaken he'd been by the glimpse
into Danid’ s life. And that the news he had to tdl them wasn't good.

“So can you do it?" Danid asked eagerly. “ Can you set me back theway | was? Get rid of dl this
black muck?

“Danid,” Tim said, “I redly hate to be the one to say this, but that Suff that’s on you—it's your
soul. | don't think | can get it off you without....well, without killing you.”

Danid sank back onto his hedls and covered his face with his hands.

“Is there anything you can do?’ Molly asked, concern and sympathy on her face. Tim liked thet
she went from kicking Danid to wanting to help him.

Tim dghed. “I can’'t say I'm looking forward to it, but yes, | do have an idea” He faced Danid
agan. “There s one thing we can try. We've got to get this Saggingham to run you through his machine
agan. In reverse, or something.”

Danid shuddered. “You won't catch me dimbing into that glass coffin again. No thank you. | been
through enough today.” He tugged hard on the brim of his battered hat and pulled it low over his face.
Tim could see the boy’ s lips gicking out in a pout.

“A pity party,” Molly scoffed. “What fun.”

“Ia't it, though,” Tim said. Here he was trying to help, and the helpee wasn't helping at dl.

Tim crouched down beside Danid and lifted the hat brim. “I want to see this Saggingham in
person,” he told Danid. “And I’'m not going to splash around the sewers dl day to find him. You are
going to take me to him. Now.”

“Have you gone barmy?’ Danid scoffed. “He Il murder you, he will.”

“Maybe, maybe not,” Tim replied. “Can you zap us there, or should we be looking for a grate to
crawl down?’

“Oh, | can take you draight to him. If that's what you redly wants.”

“It swhat | wants—er, want.” Tim stood back up and faced Mally. “If we're not back in an hour
or S0, you can start the ice cream expedition without us. Take Marya, if you can find her. I'm not sure if
unicorns est ice cream, though.”

“Are you nuts?” Mally glared a Tim. “You can't go down there” She pointed at Danid. “You
heard what he said—this Saggingham wants you dead. And you're just going to walk right into hislair?’

“l wouldn't cdll it alair. It's more a factory, like,” Danid corrected.

Mally lifted her foot as a warning, and Danid held up his hands in a placating gesture. Tim took
her by the elbow and walked her afew steps away from Danidl.

“Mdlly, I'm certain the only way | can help Danid is by running him back through that machine.”
He lowered hisvoice. “Beddes, | don't think any of us are safe withhim as heis. It’'s better if | nip thisin
the bud now.”

As the words came out of his mouth he redized he was findly fadng up to something in the
moment. Instead of following hisusud pattern of running away, he was deding with the criss dead-on.

Mally crossed her arms over her chest. “Then I’'m coming with you.”

“Oh, bad plan,” Tim said. There was no way Tim would bring Mally dong on this excurson
underground. The fact thet they were going after some bloke who invented machines that could do what
had been done to Danid meant they weren't deding with anyone ordinary. He didn't want Mally
anywhere near that.

But he knew her dl too well—she wasn't one to St back and let someone ese go to the action.
How could he convince her to stay behind?

“Look, | need you up here as backup,” he explained. “If | don’'t come back after an hour, then
come down and find me. If we're down there together now, there' s no one to help later.”

Mally narrowed her eyes asif she were trying to decide whether he was scamming her or serious.
“Okay,” she said dubioudy. “One hour only. And then I’'m coming down after you.”

“Thanks, Molly. Okay, Danny boy,” Tim said, turning around. “Lead on.” Slently he added, |
really hope | don’'t regret this.



Chapter Nine

Underneath London

I aEVEREND SLAGGINGHAM HAD BEEN tickled to see the transformation in his protégé, Danid. He

watched glegfully as the boy shouted out in rage a that blight on humanity, Timothy Hunter. Soot and
cinders swirled everywhere—no one could survive thet kind of attack. Now that he'd become an dtered
creature, perhaps Danid would be able to withstand dl that flane and ash. If not, more's the pity, but
suchislife

A danging darm drew Saggingham’s attention away from his viewing machine. He glanced down
a his watch. “Fume and choke me! I'm late! | should have inspected the Extractor three and a hdf
minutes ago. How could | have missed it?”

Saggingham pressed the button that caused the pand to dide down, conceding the viewing
mechine again. Then, he hurried dong to the main part of the underground factory. He went to inspect the
bottling plant, admiring the perfectly symmetrical lines of the empty bottles on the conveyor bdlt.
Snatching one up, he read the labd doud. “Saggingham’s Own Hixir of Happiness. Didtilled and bottled
in subterranean London.”

He proudly scanned the area, pleased with the smooth production, the clockwork organization.
All wasin order.

He noticed a worker he didn’t recognize at the controls. Saggingham had never seen the likes of
this guy before. The fdlow was over seven feet tdl, blue, and had ram’'s horns on his head. And the
dathing he wore—it was like those of the troubadours in books. velvet doublet, dippers, long cloak.
Who could he be?

“How did you get in here?’ he demanded. A genius such as the reverend adways had to be on the
lookout for spies and saboteurs.

“The woman brought me,” the worker replied in afla tone, without stopping his work.

“Oh, and wha woman might that be?’

“She who trapped my soul in aglobe of crystd,” the blue gentleman replied.

Of course, Saggingham remembered—hadn't Gwendolyn mentioned bringing in an unusud
Specimen? She was certainly right about that.

“Gild my lily, but you'd pack them in at the circus. Who were you? And why would the likes of
you choose to go dumming in London town?’ Saggingham peered at the creature, having a new and
terrible thought. “ Are you one of the Hunter brat’s crestures?’ he rasped.

“l was Auberon, High King of Faerie. | fled my redm to escape a longing more indggent than my
soul could bear. | was no on€'s creature until your servant took my soul.”

“So you were a king, en? Saggingham stroked his stubbly chin. “I can't say | ever had the
pleasure of endaving an actud monarch before. Happy, were you?’

“If my soul had known happinessin Faerie, do you suppose it would have driven me here?’

“But you must have been happy, you infernd lumpet,” Saggingham snapped. “You were a bloody
king! Lived in a palace, | reckon.”

“Ves”

“Had your scurvy breskfast served up on asiver tray.”

“Yes

“But you weren't happy.”

“No.”

“My, what a sad story. Snap my grommets, if it has't got me feding something close to sorry for
you.” Saggingham shook his head. “Wdl, Brother Hornhead, since your previous life was such a prime
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gank of misary | offer you this When my merchandise has spoiled the lives of a few more surface
dwellers, and my Extractor soaks up enough of their lost happiness to commence didtillation and bottling,
I'll give you your own pint of happiness to wash the gloom from your guts. What do you say to that,
Brother Hornhead?’

“When will you give me back my soul?’

Saggingham waggled afinger at Auberon. “Tut-tut. Now that would be tdling, wouldn't it? Ah, |
best be getting back to my rounds.”

Saggingham continued on. There were so many machines to ingpect! He strolled dong a catwalk
to the controls of one of the machines. He hed his lantern up to read the dids.

“This reeding can't be right,” he sputtered. “The extractive terminds have been operationd now
for months. And the surface dwellers have never been so miserable, so we should be swilling in gallons of
spare happiness by now. | should be snvimming in the suff.”

He paced the catwalk trying to piece together why the machine was not functioning as it should.
“Perhaps I’ ve made the reservoir’s sensor float too heavy,” he muttered. He fdt hisartificid heart beating
triple time, which he knew was not good for it, might spring a sprocket or two. Self-doubt, the most
diabolicd sort of emotion, threastened him at every turn. Whenever he suspected he had gone awry in his
thinking, worried that perhaps he was not the genius he had dways imagined himsdf to be, he forced the
troublesome thoughts aside as best he could. Such ideas were deadly dangerous.

He concentrated on the problem a hand and peered into the bowels of the crotchety machine.
“Ahl That's the answer. | knew | was taking a chance usng balsa wood.”

A medlic dinking behind hm caught Saggingham's atention. He turned to see screws fling
themselves out of their spots, and then a grate popped open. A metd hand with screwdrivers and pliers
for fingers appeared, and Awn the Blink, Saggingham’s nemesis—troublemaker extraordinaire—pulled
himsdf out of the tiny space.

“Basawood, was it? Awn the Blink asked. “I thought it tasted a bit organic.”

“Youl” Saggingham growled.

“Thet'sright, Sr. Awn the Blink, in person. And not precisaly &t your service”

“You've gone too far,” Saggingham fumed. “ Seventy-seven ratcheting years it took me to build
this Extractor! | won't have my beauty tampered with by an antennae-topped figment of Timothy
Hunter's imagination.”

“So you figured out it was | who'd done it, eh?” Awn the Blink said. “You're smarter than you
look. And’cause I'm akindly soul, I'll help you out. | can tdl you what's wrong with your invention.”

“Crank mel Would you?’

“I will indeed.”

Saggingham beamed. “Y ou know the moment | clapped eyes on you, Mr. Blink, | said to mysdf,
now there's an honest son of tail. Why, look at the hands on him. Those stdwart hands aren’t stained
with the blood of the oppressed laboring classes, by jingo, those hands—"

Awn the Blink cut him off. “Hfty pounds, squire. That'sthe dedl. Take it or leave it.”

Saggingham’s jaw dropped open. Then he snapped it shut with a bang and his eyes narrowed.
“Forty pounds, and not a farthing more.”

“Sixty,” Awn the Blink countered.

“Very well, you profiteer. Ffty it is”

“Seventy-five”

“Tinker and blagt.” Saggingham threw up his hands in defeat. “Donel” Saggingham pulled awallet
from indde his jacket pocket. Muttering oaths under his breath, he counted out the hills into Awn the
Blink's metd pdm. “Pirate. Thief.”

Awn the Blink ignored the name-cdling, and double-checked the number of bills. Satisfied, he
shoved them into the back pocket of his baggy, grease-stained blue jeans.

Saggingham tapped his foot impatiently. “Wdl?’ he snapped.

Awn the Blink grinned. “All right, guv’ nor, now that we' ve taken care of the business portion of
our conversation. About this Anti-Tantalic Extractor apparatus of yours.”



“Yes?” Saggingham hated the eagerness in his voice, knowing it revealed the fear behind the
question. Confound it! He shouldn't need explanations from the likes of Awn the Blink! His own
scheming blueprint of a brain should be capable of solving every conundrum.

“Thededgnisapippin,” Awn the Blink declared, “and the congtruction is every bit a wonder.”

Saggingham beamed. “Of course, of course. No need for compliments” His chest puffed out a
bit. Perhaps he'd migudged the tool-fingered contraption.

“Your problem is entirdly conceptud.”

This caught Saggingham up short. “Oh?’ His eyebrows rose. A conceptua problem? Impossible!
That would mean the problem had been there dl dong and he had never seen it. In fact, one might hazard
to say that if it were a “conceptud problem,” then it was he himsdf who had caused it. If that were the
case, how could he live with himsdlf?

Awn the Blink patted the Extractor, his metd fingers danking on the machine. “This setup you got
would work fine for extracting particles or gases from the atmosphere. But happiness? Hah!”

“Wh-what do you mean?’ Could the little blighter be right? Was there a flaw in the concept itsdf?
What could | have missed? Saggingham wondered.

“Emotions don't float about in the ar like flipping molecules, squire. You were doomed to falure
from the sart.”

“B-b-but—" Saggingham sputtered. Error was just not possible! Not possible!

Awn the Blink continued without even a pause. “And even if you could catch and bottle the Suff,
what good would that do you?’ He pointed a screwdriver-tipped finger at Saggingham. “You've turned
yoursdf into a mechanism with these whatsits of yours. Sure, it dlowed you a longer life than required by
mog, but a the end of the day, where did it get you?”

Now Saggingham smply gaped openmouthed a Awn the Blink.

“You couldn’t use the dixir eveniif it could exist. Y ou're not built to swallow, much less digest.”

“Tippy-tappy torque wrench!” Saggingham moaned, underganding hiting him al at once. He
clapped a hand to his forehead. “What afodl I’ ve made of mysdf.”

It was true—he was a complete and utter fallure. He had worked for dl these years—decades,
nay, a century!'—on a ginking design flaw. And even if he had managed to wrest happiness from the
vary air, the trandformations he had wrought on himsdlf in his efforts to achieve his gods had made him a
freak, who could never bendfit from his hard work. The irony of his predicament pained him to his very
bloodless core.

He unbuttoned his vest, flicked the bolts on hismetd chest, and yanked out his heart. He stared at
the thing—the cold mechanicd thing. It clicked methodicdly in his hand, tiny lights pulsng. Saggingham
yanked on the chain that ran though his body instead of veins, so that he could bring the heart up to his
face.

“Oh, even the most cunningly engineered plans, they will go astray, curse them!” His grip on the
heart tightened; springs popped out of place.

“Curse them,” he bellowed, throwing back his head and letting out a howl. He snapped the heavy
chain right out of his body and flung the mechanicad heart to the floor. He glared down at it. “You foul
thing, you have betrayed me” He stomped it hard, mechanica pieces scattering dl around.

“Curse them!” he whispered as he collgpsed into the corner. Awn the Blink grinned, then hopped
back into the grate.

Tim peered anxioudy down into the muck. The sewers were dark and they stank, and he redly
didn't want to think about what might be under that water. He wanted to get this business with Daniel
over with, go back above ground, and take about thirty showers.

Water dripped from the damp, vaulted cellings overhead, making plop-plop-plopping noises. 1sn't
dripping water some sort of torture? Tim was beginning to understand why: The repetitive sound was
redly irritating. The whole place gave Tim the creeps.

Danid mug have noticed Tim's dubious expression. “Thisis just the entrance into the underground
system,” he explained. “Wait until you see the factory and the machines and thingies”



They moved farther dong the tunnd, and Tim saw thet it branched in severa directions. How big
isthis place? he wondered.

“Thisway.” Danid bounded through an archway, and Tim followed. Danid obvioudy knew his
way around—he even managed to avoid tripping over uneven patches and the messiest of the muck.

Once through the archway Tim discovered that he and Danid stood on a long catwak running the
length of an enormous, vaulted room. At the center was a large pile of junk—pieces of twisted metd and
gadgets clumped together like some kind of weird sculpture. The place was deserted, and the few lights
flickered asif they were running out of dectricity.

“| thought you said this was a factory,” Tim said.

“It was.” Danid sounded uncertain. “Mine and Saggingham’'s. We were partners.”

“l don't know, Danid. It doesn't look like your factory is meking much of anything at the

“Yes, | grant you that.”

“Was that the machine Saggingham put you through?’ Tim asked, nodding toward the massve
pile of metd. He hoped not, snce it looked like it needed extensve repair, and he was pretty sure the
manud would be nowhere around.

“No, it was farther in” Danid explained. He led Tim dong the catwak and through another
archway. Now they dimbed down a metd ladder, and found more tunnes.

It's aregular city down here, Tim observed. He supposed it could have once been a factory;
there was certainly enough suff around and space. But it sure didn't look like it was 4ill open for
business.

Danid seemed as confused as Tim. “It's never been so quiet in here)” he confessed. “Before,
there was dl this whirring and banging and—" He held up a hand. “Wait...hear that?’

Tim drained his ears to ligen. Danid was right—it was fant, but it was there. A and| fzzz, fzzz,
SzZing sound.

“Thisway.” Danid dashed forward in the dark tunne, then came to such a sudden stop tha Tim
banged into him.

“What isit?’ Tim asked. Then he saw the heap in the corner. He had thought it was just a pile of
rags and more metd scrap, but it wasn't. It was—

“Saggingham.” Danid gasped. “He an't dl there”

“No, | guess you could say that.”

Someone—something—lay sprawled in the corner. This Saggingham must have once had a face,
Tim noted, but whatever the creature had used for skin had peded off in large chunks, reveding sivery
metd undernegath. Its chest was sprung open, so Tim could see the inner workings. It must be some kind
of robot, Tim redized. Or some combination of cyborg and human. Bolts, sockets, and nuts crunched
under ther feet as Danid and Tim moved closer.

“Danid, isthat you?’ the creature rasped. “You'reright as ran. I'm not dl here. Look & me, boy,
I’'m brokenhearted. Short-circuited.”

The 9z2ling sound that they had heard came from the dectricd units shorting out Saggingham’s
inner workings. Tim was afraid if they got too close they’d get Snged by the random sparks shooting out
of its head and chest.

“Let this be a lesson to you, lad,” Saggingham wheezed. “Never trust a machine. Or try to be
one”

“l won't, gr,” Danid replied, sounding choked up.

“Sill, you put that Hunter brat down like the dog heisjust for me, didn’t you, lad? Sent him off to
meet his maker in a perishing fountain of sparks, en? That’s my boy. You done good, lad. You make me
proud.”

Tim glanced a Danid and saw tears in the boy’s eyes. Danid cleared his throat. “You bet | did,
Reverend.” He looked at Tim, a weak, sad amile on his face. “He won't be bothering you no more, and
that's the gospd truth.”

Tim backed up into the shadows so that there was no chance that Reverend Saggingham would



oot him. He knew that Danid needed this man to be proud of him—to think that Danid had
accomplished the task he' d been asked to do. It was a harmless lie, one to make an old—well, not man,
exactly, but father figure—happy before he expired. What's the harm in that?

A groaning, screeching sound filled the air, followed by a deep rumbling.

“Blimey, what' s that?’ Danid asked.

“That would be the river ripping back through the tunnds” Saggingham creaked. “You see, the
infernd flood-control system is dysfunctiond, snce—since...”

With a droning, whirring sound, each of the pulsng lightsin Saggingham blinked off. A few sparks
shot out, then slence.

“He sgone” Danid murmured.

Tim gave Danid a moment. When he saw the sooty chimney sweep wipe his eyes, Tim lad a hand
on his shoulder. “I guess we' d better get out of here. That water sounds like it’'s getting pretty close.”

“Aye” Danid whirled to face Tim again. His jaw was set and there was a strange dlint in his eyes.
“I’'m going to hotfoot it out of here, just in front of the flood. But you, you girl-gteding dacker, you can
just gay down here and drown. You may have had me fooled for a while there, but Saggingham
reminded me of what's what.”

“But—"

“He sthe only one who's ever believed in me, and I'll be danged if I'm going to let hm down. So
when you sees old Saggingham in the next life, you tdl him who fetched you there. Just like | promised.”

Danid raised his broom in front of Tim and twirled it. Soot and dust flew everywhere, blinding Tim
and setting im coughing. When the dust cleared, Tim was donein the tunndl.

Chapter Ten

T IM SHOOK HISHEAD. “This desth wish of yours, Tim,” he scolded himsdf. “Y ou've redly got to do

something about it.” The sound of the water grew closer. And do something about it soon.

Giving Saggingham one last glance, Tim began to explore the tunnes. There were a few flickering
lanterns 4ill hanging from the walls, but most of the dectric lights had burned out. Steep shadows
blanketed everything, making it hard to tel where there were doors or new tunnels, or where any sort of
exit might be.

“Why did you do it, Tim?" he asked himsdf. “If I've told you once, I've told you a thousand
times Never trust anyone who has a any point wished you dead. Especidly juvenile ddinquent chimney
sweeps.”

His voice echoed in the dark passageway. The only other sounds were the lgpping water riang
and hisdoshing footsteps.

“Oh, cdm down, Tim,” he continued. “Things could be worse, you know. After dl, it's not quite
pitch-dark in here, and the water is7't up to the caling. Yet.”

He came to an archway and peeked through. Ancther huge machine loomed in the center of the
room. Spotting a metd ladder, he hurried around the machine and dimbed up onto a catwalk. That
should keep him above the water for awnhile

“I"d bedl st if | had atorch and a pair of sMimming trunks. Oh, and someone who would kindly
show me the way out of here” He came to a dead end. “Gaosh, Tim. | don’'t know. That seems like a lot
to ask for.” He turned around and walked back the way he had come. Hang on, something looks
different here. He fdt dong the wal and found a handle. He grinned. “Would you sttle for a door?’

It was s0 dark he hadn’t noticed the door the firg time he passed it. He pushed hard againgt it, but
it didn’'t budge.

“Yeeh, I'd settle for a door if it weren't locked,” he said. He kicked the door in frustration.
Unless...he thought. He felt hmsdf suddenly edgy with nervous energy. Should he or shouldn't he?
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“Come on, this is redly stupid,” he admonished himsdf. “You shouldn't be afraid of trying to
magic your way out of this You did dl right up there with Danid.”

He dumped agand the damp wadl. “Yeah, but you blew it big time with Modly and
Marya—freezing them like that,” he reminded himsdf. “You were just lucky you were gble to undo
whatever it was that you did.” He shook his head irritably. “Listen to you, Tim, you're babbling. Are you
going to drown here? Or are you going to take Mally out for ice cream?’

He knew he couldn’t take too long. Mally was going to come after him in an hour. And she was
aways as good as her word. If she came down here looking for im now...

His heart thumped hard in his chest—fast and then faster as he thought of the danger his absence
would put Mally in. He had to get out—if only to save Mally.

A grate suddenly popped open beside him, making him jump. A drange litile guy with tools for
hands, nails for hair, and a body composed of dl kinds of sprockets and stray parts climbed out of the
grate. The creature had goggles instead of eyes, but wore regular clothes: dirty jeans and afilthy T-shirt.

Tim stepped back. This thing looked like it could be related to old Saggingham back there. Did
this cresture aso want him dead?

“Madgter Tim!” Thelittle guy grinned. “Why, hdllo! It'sjust me, Awn the Blink. | brought thet torch
you were hoping for. Couldn’t arrange the swim trunks for you, though. Sorry.” The guy handed Tim a
big, reassuring flashlight.

“Thanks, Mr., uh, Blink. Mr. Awn.” Tim clicked on the flashlight and indantly felt better. Now he
could see his surroundings more clearly, dthough the sghts didn't exactly fill im with joy. He peered
over the Sde of the catwalk. The water was up to about 9x feet now.

“Don’'t mention it,” Awn the Blink said. 1t would have been pointless to scrap old Saggingham if
it was just to watch you drown, sSr.”

Tim swung around the flashlight so that it shone on Awn the Blink. “Y ou scrapped Saggingham?’

“Yes, indeedy. He was dead set on having you murdered, see. And | couldn’t stand for thét,
naturdly.”

“Uh, naturdly. | certainly wouldn't.”

“So | put him out of commission. Took me a while to figure out how, but | did. | broke his heart,
see. So then he broke his heart, too. Firgt | did it conceptudly, then he did it for red. If you falow me”

“l don’'t actudly follow you, but I'll take your word for it. And thank you.”

“Any time, any time. We can’t have you dying on us, can we? After dl, if you go, wedl go.”

“Mr. Blink? One question, if you don’'t mind.”

“Certanly, lad. Wait one moment though—thiswill most likdly drown you out.”

Holding up one hand to stop Tim from speaking, Awn the Blink stuck one of his mechanicd digits
into the lock, twisted it, then pulled the door open.

“Wow.” Timwhigtled. “Good job.”

“Thanks, my boy.”

“Ligten, do we know each other? | have the strangest feding I’ ve met you before. And you sort of
seem to know me, too.”

“Good one, Master Tim. I’'ve noted the query, and the answer will be forthcoming ASAP.
Namely, once you're out of danger. Should have upward of five minutes before the river redly comes
dashing through here”

“Ah, loads of time, then.”

“Enough, Master Tim. Just enough, I'd say.”

Timfollowed Awn the Blink aong the catwalk. Every now and then Tim peered over the raling.
The water was rigng faster now.

“You're quiet, Master Tim. Cdculaing revenge on that grubby little chimney weasd?’

“Nah. | fed sorry for the bloke,” Tim replied. “I was redly thinking how glad | am that | didn't
have to swvim in that muck. Thanks to you.”

“No doubt. Be surprised if there weren't a ravenous boa congtrictor or two down there.”

“A boa condtrictor? Down here?’ Tim asked.



“Why, if | were a betting man, dr, I'd lay odds on it. Didn't you believe that there were boas
down here when you were a sprout? Your old mate Jackie Frost had a baby one, remember? Kept it in
the bathtub, till it had a go a his mum’'s cat one day. Then ker-flush! You and Jackie carried on
something fierce once you found out. So Mrs. Frogt told you that the sewers were a regular playground
for boa condtrictors and your old chum Sguirmy, he' d be happy there. And you being a trusting lad, you
believed the lady.”

“Mr. Blink, are you trying to tel methat everything | used to beieve inisred now? | mean, I've
seen the Wobbly and the Narls, but—"

“And me, gr, don’t forget me!”

“And you...Tha'swhy you seem <o familiar! | remember you now!”

“Righto, | knew you would. You were three, maybe four, and your tdly wasn't working. So you
asked your dad, what's wrong with the telly. ‘1t's awn the blink’ he says. And you, being an imagindive
young sprout, you imagine me.”

He gave a little bow. “An extraordinarily talented un-repairman. Coming and going as | please,
disabling appliances with the greatest of ease.”

He spun the tiny drills on the ends of his fingers, making a soft whirring sound. “And since the
times I'm interfering with your tely seemed to be the only times your old dad paid atention to you, you
figured | mugt be your friend. On your Side, like. Which | am, young master, never doubt it.”

“Gosh. Well, thanks.” So it's true, Tim redized. My imaginary friends have all come back to
life, now that I’ ve tapped into my magic.

“Don’'t mention it,” Awn the Blink said. “Besdes, snce you done me the favor of inventing me, |
fed obliged to protect you, seeing as you are my creator and dl. Kindamy lifé swork, asit were.”

“Wow. Some people have guardian angds, | have Awn the Blink” Tim eyed the odd
tool-configured fdlow and grinned. “1 think | got the best end of the dedl!”

Awn the Blink smiled back. “Now, let's get you topside where you belong.”

Chapter Eleven

B ROTHER SALAMANDER WAS ABOVE Gwendolyn on the ladder, grunting heavily as he shoved open

the manhole cover. Gwendolyn squinted as the unaccustomed daylight broke into the darkness of the
tunnds. Despite her trips to the surface, Gwendolyn was far more used to the environment underground.
There were work lights below, of course, but the artificd illuminaion cast an eerie ydlow-green glow,
gving the factory workers the palor of the sck and the dead. She could samdl the change as the air from
above ground made an effort to work its way down and as the contained atmosphere worked itsway up.

Brother Sdamander hoisted himsdf up and out onto the street. He peered back down at
Gwendolyn. “Hand me up that lamp and my bag, girlie And your basket. You'll need both hands to
dimb.”

Gwendolyn did as she was told, then climbed up the ladder. Her skirt was soaked past the knees.
She knew there was little time I eft before the river reclaimed its origind territory below. She pulled hersdf
out onto the Sdewalk.

Brother Salamander squeezed water from his coverdls, and zipped open his soaking bag. “I hope
they aren’'t dl ruined,” he muttered. He glanced a Gwendolyn, eyeing her basket. “What did you get out
with? If you don’t mind my asking.”

“My pride.”

The man snorted. “Wouldn't have thought that would have fit in alittle basket like that.”

Gwendolyn ignored his comment. It was none of his business that she'd brought her sewing tools
with her. It was how she would keep her pride; she could go back to being an honest working girl like in
the old days. “What have you got?’ she asked him.
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“I made out the best | could. There wasn't time to pick and choose.”

“No, there wasn't.”

He rummeaged in his bag. “These should keep mein grog and victuas for a fortnight at least. What
do you think, girli€?” He hed up a crystd globe. “Shdl | sdl 'em as paperweights? Lucky charms?
Gypsy fortune-tdling bals?’

“Oh no!” Gwendolyn gasped. “The gentd”

Grabbing the lantern, Gwendolyn quickly clambered back through the hole leading underground.

“Hey! Hey! That's my carbide lamp, you minx!” Brother Sdlamander shouted after her. “Bring
thet back!”

“I will”” Gwendolyn hurried through the tunnds. She tripped on the hem of her soggy dress.
“Confound these skirts. And these ridiculous shoes.” She sat on the wet walk. “You can't dimb in them
and you can't runin them. And you certainly can’'t svim.”

She opened her sewing basket. She grabbed a pair of scissors and cut the skirt of her dress to a
shocking length above her knees. Sometimes a girl had to forget modesty for practicality’s sake, she
reasoned. She unbuttoned her heded boots, and ripped the bottoms of her tights so that she wouldn't
dip.

“Surdy | can't have been the only one who remembered that the gents can't fend for themsdves,”
she hoped out loud as she ran.

She raced to the main room of the factory, where hundreds of men normdly worked as drones
tending the machinery, stoking the fires, ailing the gears, flipping the switches, loading, unloading, starting,
stopping, restarting. Over and over and over agan.

She arrived at the catwalk, where Reverend Saggingham usudly observed his workers, and she
gazed down. Her somach clenched and she fdt a sob risein her chest.

“Drowned like rats,” she murmured, looking at the floating bodies. The river had flooded into this
areafird, and the water had risen over twelve feet. The men weren't capable of thinking for themselves,
not once their souls were removed. They could do only as they were indructed, and dl they were
indructed to do was work. So despite the risng water, none of them had Ieft his Sation.

Gwendolyn buried her face in her hands. “And who swindled them out of thelr souls and their free
will with a smile and a flash of stocking? Who was the litle jezebd who—" She cut off her
sf-recriminations as she remembered there was a very specid prisoner on one of the platforms down
here.

He' d been different. Not because he was blue, but because he had tried to hep her when that
men had been so forward. Sure, he was like the rest of the spoiled and pampered aristocracy, but he'd
extended himsdf to intervene on her behalf.

Could he 4ill be dive? “Lovey-horng” She raced dong the catwak through archway after
archway. “Auberon! Auberon, can you hear me?’

She dimbed down the metd dairs to where Auberon had been dationed. It was just bardy
underwater. There was dill hope. She placed the lantern and her basket on a step and dovein.

She immediatdy spotted him. Maybe he'd only just gone under. Maybe she redly could rescue
him. She wrapped her arms around his chest and kicked hard. With a huge effort, she burst through the
surface of the water. He was 0 big and his water-laden velvet dothing made him so heavy. He weighed
her down, threatening to sink them both with his dead weight.

“Swim, lordship!” she ordered.

Without a soul, he was dazed, usdess. But he didn't seem to be suffering from the lack of air, at
least. “Snvim?’ he repeated.

She druggled to keep her head above water. “You may not need to breathe, but 1 do! Swim.
That's your new order.”

He took such a drong stroke that he pulled out of her grip. She quickly swam to the steps and
climbed out of the deep pool. Auberon continued svimming around the space.

“Oh, gracious sakes, Lovey-horns” she sad with exasperation. “Come out of there” While
Gwendolyn wrung some of the water from her skirts and pushed her long wet hair out of her face,



Auberon swam to the steps and climbed up onto the catwalk. He stood slent and imposing in front of
her.

“Wdl, aren’'t you going to thank me, your mgesty?” Gwendolyn asked. “Or were you enjoying
yoursdf down there?’

“I have not been ingructed to thank you,” Auberon replied, “or to enjoy mysdf. So | do nather.”

“Oh, dear. Thiswill never do.” She studied the amazing cresture. He was beautiful, in his own
peculiar way, and even without a soul he dill carried himsdf with dignity.

“Thereés no work for you here now, Lovey-horns,” Gwendolyn explained. “So be a lamb and
come dong. You're going to hep mefind your soul. Y ou probably have more use for it than anyone dse
islikdy to.”

Auberon nodded gravely, though Gwendolyn knew that al he comprehended in the state he was
inwas that she’ d given him orders.

“Now, you'll probably have to svim for it, Snce the waters will have risen in that portion of the
factory,” Gwendolyn explained, leading him aong the catwalk. “But since you managed being submerged
far more eficiently than |, that should be right smple.”

No, she thought, finding his soul shouldn’t be a problem. The red problem would be in getting
it back to where it belonged. That was atrick she had smply never learned. She' d never had a reason to
before.

Chapter Twelve

M ARYA STROKED THE WHITE mane of the unicorn as they stood in the empty studio at the Swan

Dance Schoal. Tim had told her to go somewhere safe and this was the safest place she knew. Dancing
mede her fed whole and strong. That's how she would need to fed if she had to face Danid again.

“Danid isredly very nice. | mean, he used to be” she told the unicorn. She wasn't sure if the
repetitive action of combing the unicorn’s mane with her fingers was more soothing to her or to the
unicorn. She could tdl, though, that it was comforting to them both. “But it makes my stomach hurt just
knowing that he's out there.” She fdt terrible for saying such a thing, but it was the truth. “He's not bad,
exactly. It's more that...” She thought for a moment, trying to find the exact words to make the unicorn
understand. “Well, he was dways so needy. Asif he couldn’t like himsdf, so you had to like him for
him”

She rested her forehead lightly againgt the unicorn’s flank. “1 can’'t do that anymore. | have a life,
now. A red life Not a Free Country life”

She lifted her head again and patted the unicorn. “You don’'t want to hear about this, do you?
You'd rather have an apple, I'll bet.”

Kneding down, she rummaged through her bag for an apple. She held it out to the unicorn. The
unicorn sniffed the apple, then ddicady took it from Marya. It crunched down on the fruit, eding it in
two quick bites. Then it nuzzZled Marya's arm, tickling her.

Giggling, Marya asked, “Want another?” She reached back into her bag, but this time her fingers
closed on a amdl statue. She pulled out the balerina statue and gazed at it sadly. It was her good-bye
present from Danid when she left Free Country.

“Oh, Danid,” she 9ghed. “I hate saying this, but | redly hope I’ ve seen the lagt of you.”

She suddenly noticed hits of ash and soot drifting toward her, piling up around her feet. She stood
up quickly and whirled around.

Danid loomed just ingde the doorway of the studio.

“How long have you been sanding there?” Marya asked.

“Long enough,” he replied.

She took a step toward him. “Danidl,” she said gently.
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“Don't you act dl sweet with me” He shook the sooty broom at her, sending her into a coughing
fit. “Don’t you dare! If you knew the hdf of it, Marya. I've made a fool of mysdf over you. A perishing
fool!”

The unicorn’stall flicked, and its ears twitched. It snorted a few times. “1 wish you wouldn't yel,”
Maryatold Danid. “It upsets the unicorn.” She stroked its velvety nose, trying to cdm it, trying to cadm
hersdf. She wondered how she would ever manage to cam Danid.

“l an't ydling,” Danid snapped. “You an't never heard me ydl. | never raised my voice to you.
Never!”

“Okay, you're not ydling,” Marya sad, even though Danid’s voice was loud and made her
Nervous.

Danid sdled past the unicorn. “You keep that ruddy animd in line” he muttered, shooting the
unicorn a dirty look.

The dust cloud surrounding im made Maryd's throat burn. She wondered how it mus fed to be
Danid, so unhappy, with soot swirling around him and his soul dl twisted.

“You an't taking so much now that you have to do it to my face, | see,” Danid sneered. “What's
the matter? Run out of lies?”

“I've never lied,” Marya said. “Not to you. Not to anyone. Except maybe to mysdf.”

“When | think of how you used to amile a me, and tak to me. All to keep me hoping—"’

“Danid,” Marya cut him off. “I smiled at you because | liked you. | taked to you because |
wanted to. And | left because | had to.”

“Know what the tak is back in Free Country?’ Danid snarled. “They sad you cut and run
because | kissed you. That you left to get far away from me. That's what they dl say.”

“That's crazy,” Marya said. “You know that isn't true. | |eft because | didn’'t want to play for the
rest of my life. That’s the only reason.”

“Play?

“Hay, play, play dl thetime. That'slifein Free Country. | wanted to grow up, Danid. | wouldn’t
go back for anything.”

“Wdl, | would. If | could.”

“Wha do you mean? Can’'t you go back? Danid, that’s terrible. What happened?”’

“You happened!”

Marya shook her head in confuson. “I don’t understand.”

“Don't you?' He took a step closer. “I changed for you. | became this for you! This...thing!
They'll never let me back in like this. And for what? What afool 1've been. All for you.” He took a step
toward her. “Now, because of you, | can’'t ever go back!”

He raised hishand as if he intended to dap her. Marya threw up her hands to protect hersdf. At
the same moment, the unicorn whinnied and reared up on its hind legs. It came back down between
Danid and Marya. Lowering its head, it touched Danid a the heart with the tip of its horn. Danid
shuddered asif an dectric jolt had shot through him.

“Oh no!” Marya cried. She didn’t understand what was hgppening to Danid or how the unicorn
hed moved so quickly. It dl happened in a matter of seconds. “Please don't hurt him,” she whispered.
The unicorn whickered softly.

Marya watched in amazement as Danid’s eyes rolled upward, and he stood pardyzed in the
center of a golden haze. He seemed to be suspended in a cloud of glitter and sparkles. All the soot
evaporated, and the hedthy glow returned to his flesh.

The unicorn stamped the floor with a front hoof and then stepped back. Danid wobbled on his
feet, dazed.

He fdt...different. Lighter. More like his old sdf. Could that be possible? He gazed down at his
jacket, his trousers. They were soggy from his tramp down in the tunnds, but they were no longer
covered in soot. “Blimey!” he cried. “I've been cured. That magic horse touched me and it made me
better.”

He looked at the unicorn, its glinting eyes solemn and mysterious. “Sorry | tried to Snge you when



las we met,” he told the unicorn, hanging his head shamefully. “I—I wasn't mysdf then. | am truly
grateful for what you done.”

He glanced around the room. His heart hurt to see how Marya drank away from him in the
corner of the dance studio. She was dutching the long wooden barre that ran the length of the room,
daing a him, her green eyes wide. He couldn't tdll if she was frightened or not.

Of course she's frightened, you fool! he admonished himsdlf. You nearly hit her. Marya. Your
angel. You almost struck her a blow. How can she stand to even be in the same room with you?

“Marya,” he said, hisvoice choking. “1—I'm so sorry. You know | never meant to—"

“But you did mean to,” Marya said. “The unicorn stopped you.”

Danid’s shoulders dumped. She was right. He was angry and he had raised his hand to her. He
wanted to believe that he would never have actudly hit her, that he would have stopped himsaf. But he
didn’t know for certain. “You know | wasn't redly me, just then,” he said, his eyes dill fixed on the floor.

“I know,” Marya replied sadly. “But it' s sill not okay.”

Danid’s heart clutched. He'd done it for sure, this time. There was no way that she would ever
forgive him. How could she, when he couldn’t forgive himsdf? He had to go away, stay away from her.
Until he could be redlly, redly good.

“Maybe...maybe you can go back to Free Country now,” Marya suggested softly.

Danid shrugged. He didn’t trust himsdlf to speak. He shuffled toward the door. As he opened it,
he heard Marya say “Good-bye, Danid.”

Without turning around, without facing her, he said, “ Good-bye,” and walked out the door.

Marya watched him go. She knew he was sorry; she knew he was sad. She was sad, too, but that
dill didn’'t mean he could ever, ever hit her, or even try to. His anger was dangerous.

He had once been so kind, so sweet. Even in Free Country, though, she could sense his dark
sadness pulling at him. Maybe now that he redized she couldn’t be whatever it was he wanted her to be,
he would findly be able to start a new life for himsdf.

She gazed around the soot-covered studio. The unicorn lay down in the corner, watching her. It
seemed cam, relaxed even, now that Danid had gone. Marya was ill unsettled, though. Her fedings
were jumbled insde her.

Rubbing her bare feet in the soot asif it were the rogn she used on her pointe shoes, she began to
dance. She danced Danid’s pain, and her sorrow for him. She danced a sense of loss and good-byes.
She danced gratitude to Tim and the unicorn, and for finding friends like Mally. She danced and danced
and danced.

“Upsadaisy, mind your elbows” Awn the Blink ingtructed Timothy. He helped Tim out of a
manholeinto the street.

“Airl” Tim cheered. “ Sunlight!”

“Tim!” Madlly charged toward them. “You're okay! | was just about to come down there after
you!”

She skidded to a stop when she spotted Awn the Blink. “Er, hdlo,” she said.

Tim grinned. “Mally, thisis Awn the Blink. He just saved my life”

“Hdlo, miss” Awn the Blink greeted Mally.

“Uh, hi,” Mdlly said, a amile spreading across her face. “Gee, Tim. | guess now that you're a
meagician you run in some wild circles.”

“And not dl of them human,” Tim agreed.

“Thanks for saving Tim'slife” Mally told Awn the Blink.

“Oh, Master Tim is exaggerating. He was just gearing up to magic his way out of the chimney
weasel’ s trap when | turned up.”

He pulled a grimy handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his goggles. “And now I'll take my
leave of you. Lots of things to unrepair, you know.” He winked and dropped back down underground,
pulling the manhole cover over him.

The minute Awn the Blink vanished, Mally soun around and glared at Tim, her eyes flashing. “So it



was atrap,” she fumed. “Just as | suspected.” She put her hands on her hips and shook her head. 1 see
he redly appreciated dl you tried to do for him.”

“You know, this may sound weird,” Tim said, “but | think he was jugt trying to be honest. And
make an old man proud.”

Mally snorted.

“Redly.” Tim scratched his head, puzzing it out. “He told Saggingham he killed me. So it was
kind of like honoring a dying man’s request. And then, | think he fdt bad about lying. So he had to make
it come true. See?”’

Mally crossed her arms over her chest and rolled her eyes. “Wdl, | can't beieve you were too
«dfigh to let him kill you,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “You ought to be ashamed of
yoursdlf.”

She spun around on her hedls and stomped away. “I don’t suppose it ever occurred to you to fed
sorry for the ice cream shopkeepers?” she cdled back to Tim. “They could go out of business before
you ever get around to taking a person for her ice cream!”

“Mally, wait.” Tim ran after her. “Please.”

Mally stopped, but she dill kept her back to him. “All right, it was risky,” Tim admitted.

“Hmph.”

“Probably stupid,” Tim added.

“I'll say. But dso brave and kind, too,” she added in a softer tone.

Timsmiled at her back.

Mally turned and waggled a scolding finger a him. “If Danid had managed to kill you, I'd never
have forgiven you! And | can’t believe you kept this whole magic thing secret from mel”

Tim sighed. “I know. | kept trying to tdl you, ever snce | found out a few months ago. Redlly.
You don't know how many times. But the words just wouldn't come out of my mouth.”

Madlly grinned, and Tim could tdl everything was okay between them. “ Sounds like typica you,”
ghe sad. “So now what do we do?’

“Let’s go make sure Marya and the unicorn are okay,” Tim said. “Danid might have gone looking
for her.”

“You'reright about that.” Mally shivered. “That boy isway obsessed.”

“You know Marya better than | do. Do you have any idea where she would take the unicorn?’

Mally thought for a moment, then her face brightened. “I know exactly.”

Mally grabbed Tim's hand and together they raced dong the streets, Madlly leading the way. Tim
took in deep breaths. | never thought I’'d actually think the air in East London could smell so great,
Tim thought.

They arived a the Swan Dance Studio and discovered Marya peering out one window, the
unicorn’s head hanging out the other.

“Now that’'sadght,” Molly commented.

“Get used to it, if you plan to hang around me” Tim warned her. “You'll find yoursdf seeing dl
sorts of unusud things”

Moments later, Marya and the unicorn were down on the street with Tim and Mally. She
explained what had happened with Danidl. “But at least he's back to being himsdf again,” Marya said.

“And that’s a good thing?” Molly muttered.

“l don’t know about you, but | am ready for that ice cream,” Tim said.

“What flavor do you think the unicorn will like?” Marya asked.

“Hay? Carrot?’ Mally guessed. The three friends walked dong the street laughing, followed by
the unicorn.

Tim hadn’t fdt this good since he discovered he was magic. He wasn't hiding anything anymore,
he was with friends, and his latest adventure had ended pretty well, dl things considered.

They rounded a corner and Tim stopped. Two very unusud figures approached them. One was a
sopping-wet young woman in aragged skirt and the other was an equdly wet seven-foot-tal blue bloke.
Tim was pretty sure he'd seen the blue guy before. | guess this adventure isn't quite over, Tim



thought.
He nudged Mally. “Don’'t say | didn’'t warn you. How much do you want to bet that they want to
tak to me?’

Moally’s mouth dropped open. “Wh-what isit? Isit a demon? Look at those hornd”

“Nah,” Tim said, sounding more sure of himsdlf than he fdt. “It's someone from Faerie. The King
himsdf, if I'm not mistaken.” And if his wife, Titania, is any example, Tim thought, the royalty of
Faerie are a moody and temperamental |ot. Better to just get it over with, he decided.

“Okay,” Tim sad to them. “What do you want?’

The woman looked startled. “Why would you think we wanted anything?’ she asked.

“Wdl, usudly when someone from Faerie shows up, they’re looking for me” Tim nodded at the
tal blue figure. “We never offiadly met, King Auberon, but | saw you at your castle once.”

King Auberon didn’t respond, but the woman beamed. “You are persondly acquainted with
Lovey-horns? And you have vidted hisredm? Thisis wonderful .”

“Why?’ Tim asked.

“If you' ve passed between worlds, then you mugt be acquainted with magic.”

“I'll say! Mally piped up. “Magic is practicaly his middle name”

“Heis a powerful magician,” Marya agreed.

“My name is Gwendolyn,” the woman said. “Do you think you can hdp Lovey-horns? You see,
hissoul is trapped in that globe he is holding, and we' d redly like it back whereit belongs”

Tim knew he should be surprised; thiswasn't the sort of thing a bloke heard every day. Unless, of
course, that bloke is me, Tim thought.

“How did Auberon’s soul wind up in that crystd bal?” Tim asked. “What is he doing here in the
fird place? Why isn't hein Faerie?’

“He never told me why he came here,” Gwendolyn said. She eyed the unicorn. “1’d guess your
megnificent steed also came from that land. Perhaps they came through the same way.”

“I don’t know how the unicorn got here,” Tim said.

“But we're avfully glad he did,” Marya said, paiting the unicorn. “Did Timothy save your world,
too, like mine?’ she asked Gwendolyn.

Gwendolyn grinned. “Not that | know of.”

“None of this explains how Auberon’s soul got stuck in that thing,” Tim said.

Gwendolyn bit her lip, and Timathy had the digtinct impresson that she had something to do with
Auberon’s predicament.

“Auberon chose to lock up his soul rather than experience his true fedings. But now he is ready to
have it back. Please, can’t you help?’

Tim knew that there was much more to the dtuation than Gwendolyn was tdling him, but he
decided to let it go.

“I—I can try.” Tim stepped in front of the imposing regd figure. “King Auberon, I'd like to have
your soul, please. | promise | won't bresk it.”

The once proud king's eyes flicked from the globe to Tim, then back to the globe again.

He seemed 0 |04, his eyes so blank, it made Tim want to fix things for him. I’ ve become a right
regular magical do-gooder, Tim thought. | hope trying to solve Auberon’s problem doesn’t get me
into hot water like helping Daniel did.

“Auberon, you can trust me. | want to help you. I'd like to take alook at that globe.”

Gwendolyn cleared her throat. “Er, gr, you'll need to put it into the form of an order or
commeand.”

“Auberon, give me the globe” Tim ingructed the King.

Sowly, Auberon lifted his head and gazed at Tim with his empty eyes. He handed the globe to
Tim.

Tim examined the shiny ball, tuming it in his hands. “Let’s see. There are little holes in it, like finger
sockets in a bowling bal. That mugt be how the soul goes in. But there's no ‘out’ that | can see” He
glanced up a the rest of the group. “This may sound sort of unmegidanly, but has anyone got a



hammer?’

A tiny creature flew by Tim and landed on the globe. Tim recognized hm as Amadan, Queen
Titenid s jester.

“Make that a flyswetter,” Tim muttered. Tim remembered Amadan from previous encounters, and
he was one nasly critter.

Uh-oh. If this guy is fluttering around, it's got to be at Titania’'s bidding. A worse idea
occurred to him. Or he could be acting as her escort.

Sure enough, just then Titania, indl her green glory, popped up in front of them. And as usud, she
seemed very, very angry.

Chapter Thirteen

"W
HAT STRANGE COMPANY YOU keep these days, my husband,” Titania sad coldly to

Auberon. “One would think you' ve come far down in the world.”

She glared a him as he leaned againgt the wall, speechless. She crossed her arms and tapped her
foot impatiently.

“What?’ she demanded, tossing her long hair over her shoulder. “Have you nothing to say to me?
I’ve been looking dl over for you.”

Sill Auberon said nothing. Tim could tel Titania wasn't used to being ignored.

“How dare you treat me thisway!” she shouted at her husband.

“Your pardon, miss” Gwendolyn said. “You needn’'t carry on. Lovey-horns isn't cutting you. It's
just that he’s missng his soul a the moment.”

Titania s eyebrows rose. “Lovey-horns?’ she repeated.

Gwendolyn laughed, which definitely angered Titania even more. “That's what | cal him. Don't
you think it suits him? But don’t worry, Timathy will set him right again.”

“Timathy?’ Titania stared at Gwendolyn. Tim redized that until this moment Titania hadn’t even
noticed him. So thistime she wasn't pursuing him at al—she redly had come looking for Auberon. Only
now she set her narrowed eyes on Tim.

Every inch of Tim wanted to shrink back into the shadows and snesk away. But he wasn't going
to do that with Mally watching. And there was dill Auberon’s soul to ded with. Marya and Mally had
backed up, and the unicorn now stood in front of them, as if it was protecting them. Tim figured the
unicorn might have seen Titaniain action before.

“What infernd trouble are you up to now?’ she demanded. “Haven't you done enough?’

Tim knew she was referring to the death of his true father, Tamlin. Tamlin had sacrificed hmsdf so
that Tim could live, and Titania was furious about it.

“l haven't done athing,” Tim protested. “Thislady just asked meif | could hdp, if it's dl the same
toyou.”

“He s jud trying to do these guys afavor,” Mally added. “So back off.”

Tim winced. It was nice to have Mally defend him, but not if it got her zapped into another
dimenson.

But Titaniaignored Mally and smply gazed &t the globein Tin's hands. “ So isthat it?’ she asked.
She crossed and stood in front of Tim.

“So | hear,” Tim replied. He didn't like Titania hovering so close to him. He took a few steps
back.

“Auberon’s soul is vulnerablein its present state, Timothy,” Titania said. “ Suggestible”

“Duh,” Tim said. Okay, so the attitude was risky, but he was sick of her tregting him like an idiot.

“| can protect it as you cannot,” she explained. “Giveit to me”

“Say ‘pretty please.”
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Titenids jaw set, and Tim was farly sure he saw a vein pop out on her forehead. She was
working anvfully hard to keep hersdf under control. Tim wondered what she would do with Auberon’s
soul once she had it in her possession. Would she redly protect it and release it? Or did she just want it
as away to have power over the King of Faerie? Tim wouldn't put anything past her.

Titanid s entire manner changed. Tim knew it had something to do with magic. She made hersdf
as beautiful as she had looked the day he firg met her in Faerie. “Bitter words passed between us when
we lagt met, child.” Her voice was gentle and soothing.

“Oh, you mean when you threatened my life?” Tim responded. “Yeah, I'd say that conversation
was on the bitter Sde.”

“I sad much | didn’'t meen,” Titania continued, moving closer. “The grief | fdt a Tamlin's passing
maddened me for atime” She placed a hand over her heart and bowed her head. “1 mugt ask you to find
itin your heart to forgive me”

Whoa. She must want Auberon’s soul really badly to put on such an act. “Amazing. You do
have some manners,” Tim commented.

Titania amiled a radiant amile; she practicdly sparkled. Yeah, she's definitely doing something
magical—a glamour or something. She held out her hand. “Give me the bauble”

“Sure thing. As soon as you swear on your name that you will redly set Auberon’s soul free the
minute | hand it over.” Tim knew that to swear on one' s name was the most serious vow anyone magica
could make. If Titania were lying, she'd never make such a promise.

Anger and frugration canceled out the glamour Titania was weaving. She indantly reverted to her
dhrewish, hodtile sdf and lunged at Tim, grabbing for the globe.

“No!” Tim yelped. He sumbled backward, logt his grip on the globe, and it went flying. He flung
himsdf a it, desperate to save it from smashing on the ground. He landed hard on his somach, his
glasses flew off, and his elbows were going to be bruised and scabbed for weeks. But he didn’t need his
glasses to know that the globe had shattered into a thousand pieces. The smashing sound told him that.

“You accursed changding!” Titania shrieked. “Y ou destroy everything you touch!”

“Me?” Tim sad, looking up at her from the pavement. He pushed himsdf up to a gtting position
and placed his glasses back on his nose. “ You knocked it out of my hands. Thisis your fault!”

“Silencdl” Titania commanded.

Tim's heart pounded, waiting to see what would happen. She had been enraged when Tamlin, her
Faconer, had died. How much more furious would she be when it was her own husband in danger?

She staked toward Tim. “I should have destroyed you mysdf when | had the chance,” she hissed.
“Had | known what disasters you would cause me, | would have killed you the minute | gave hirth to
you.”

“Wh-what?" Tim ssammered. What was she taking about?

“That's right, changding,” she growled. “Firgt you killed your father. And now, because of what
you have done to my husband, Auberon, I, your mother, disown you. You are fatherless and
motherless”

“You?" Tim'svoice came out as awhisper. “You're my mother? How can that be?’

“I may have given birth to you, changding, but you are no child of ming” Titania said.

Tim sank back on his heds, his mouth open, saring at the Faerie Queen. His mind redled. Tamlin
and Titania were his true parents? This was too big, too huge to contemplate. What about Mary Hunter,
lying in the cemetery. The woman Mr. Hunter had married because she had been pregnant—with Tim!
Or s0 he had thought. Tim shook his head, trying to get thoughts to return, but he just fdt blank and
hollow ingde.

A nagty smile spread across Titanid s face. “No more smart talk, eh, changding? And now,” she
sad, her voice growing more powerful, “as you have doomed my lord's soul to limbo, brat, | shdl make
sure you and your wretched companions join him there!”

Tim saw Titania raise her hands, cregting a powerful whirlwind. He knew he should be doing
something to stop her—use magic, do anything—but the news that she was his mother had stunned him
into a kind of parayss. He watched her work her magic as if she were vary far away, or on tely.



Nothing seemed redl, least of dl himsdif.

The whirlwind swirled faster and faster, and Tim thought he could see Mdlly, Marya, and
Gwendolyn whirling indde it. It was hard to tel, because they were engulfed in sparkling clouds of
megica energy.

Tim moaned, knowing he had falled again.

A voice broke through the clouds. *“’ Tis afine digplay of devotion you make now, my lady.”

The whirlwind stopped abruptly, and dl was exactly as it had been before. Madly and Marya
stood beside the unicorn, Gwendolyn in front of them. Only now Auberon stood towering over Titania

“Y ou will work no mischief on these good people,” he commanded.

“Lovey-hornd” Gwendolyn exclaimed. “Y our soul’ s back where it belongd”

“My magic has dways been stronger then yours, Titania” Auberon said. “It would serve you well
to remember that.”

“I—I am overjoyed that you were able to return your soul to your body,” Titania said. “1 was just
upset because | feared the dumsy boy had destroyed you.”

“You are the only one here who would destroy me,” Auberon replied. He gestured to Tim and to
Gwendolyn. “These are my teachers.”

“Teachers?’ Titania scoffed. “What grest wisdom can a lord of Faerie hope to learn from such
rabble?’

Tim hated to admit it, but Titania had a point.

“What wisdom, my lady asks?’ Auberon continued. “To fed without meking a fool of mysdf. To
work when it is not enough to wish. To extend onesdf in spite of fear or danger. You would do wel to
learn these lessons yoursdf.”

Titania opened her mouth asif to respond, but unable to think of anything to say, she shut it again.

Auberon turned to Tim. “Did | hear my lady dam you as her own child?’

Tim nodded. “That's what she said.”

Auberon glanced back at Titania “You stand by this, lady? For heis no child of mine”

“He—heis Tamlin'sson,” Titaniareplied.

“Ah, yes. Your Faconer.”

Tim noticed Auberon didn’'t seemed surprised or even bothered by that bit of news. Guess they
do things differently in Faerie.

Auberon lifted Tim's chin. “Aye. | can see Tamlin's mark upon you.” He studied Tim's face and
looked perplexed. “You say thisisyour boy?’ he asked Titaniaagain, his eyes never leaving Tim's face.

“l have answered you once, husband. Let us not dwell on this”

“Hmmmm,” Auberon said. The strangest expresson crossed his blue face. Tim could swear the
King of Faerie was amused. He released Tim and turned once more to Titania “We should return now
to Faerie,” he said. “Thank you dl.”

Tim watched as the royd couple demateridized in front of them.

“Wow,” Mally murmured. “Just like specid effectsin the movies.”

“Yeah.” Tim fdt his knees grow weak, and he leaned hard againg the dleyway wal. Too much
happens in too short a time, he decided. Couldn’t they spread out these whammies more evenly
indead of damming hm dl a once?

“Didn't | tdl you that Tim was a great magidan?’ Marya said.

“Areyou okay?" Mally asked Tim, touching hisarm.

Tim nodded. “I guess....”

“Can you give us a couple of minutes?” Mally asked Marya.

Marya nodded. “Sure. We Il meet you at the ice cream shop.”

Tim watched Marya and the unicorn round the corner. He was glad that Mally had asked her to
leave them done. He had alot to process.

“Ligen,” Mally said. “What she said about being your mom? | bet it's just one big fat Faerie lie |
wouldn't put anything past that mean green Queen.”

“I—I don't know,” Tim replied. He looked at her and saw the concern in her brown eyes. It



made him fed like he could tdl her anything.

“Theré s something | haven't had a chance to tdl you,” he confessed. *Y ou know how | found out
that my dad wasn't redly my dad?’

Mally nodded.

“Well, that was because | discovered who my red father is Was,” he corrected himsdf. “He's
dead now, but when he was dive, his name was Tamlin and he lived in Faerie. In fact, he had the magic
to turn himsdf into a facon.”

Mally let out alow whidtle. “Brilliant. I mean, freaky, too, but redly brilliant. Can you do that?’

Tim shrugged. “I don’t know. | never tried.” He shook his head. “So don’t you think it makes
sense that Titania could actudly be my mother?’ he asked. “It seems a lot more likdy that Tamlin would
have a baby with Titania” He gave a bitter laugh. “Ever since | found out, I’ ve been trying to picture my
momwith aguy like that. It's been impossible. | mean, how would they have ever even met?’

“I guessthat’sdl true,” she agreed. “1 don’'t know, though. Weird suff happens dl the time” She
gavehim agrin. “You're proof of thet!”

Tim couldn’t help laughing. Mally dways managed to make him fed better. He tried to see the
plus sde of this latest shocker. “Once Titania cams down, maybe I'll go to Faerie and tak to her. It
would be nice to find some sort of family that could help me understand my megic better.”

“You don't need her!” Mally assured him. “As far as | can tell, you're doing just fine on your
own!”

Timamiled at her, and as he thought about it, hisgrin grew even bigger. Mally’ s right, he redlized.

I’m doing better each time | try something magical. There may be hope for me yet!

“You know, dl that globe smashing and magic doing redly works up an appetite,” Tim said. He
took Moally’s hand firmly in his. “I say, it'stimefor ice cream. And,” he added as they strolled down the
street, “since I’'m not going to keep any more secrets from you, | have something ese to tel you.”

“What's that?” Mally asked, concern crossing her face.

Tim grinned. “Well, the whale truth is, I'm flat broke. So you're buying!”
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