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PRI NTED I N THE UNI TED STATES OF AMERI CA

For sonme time now, |'ve been getting worried about the
steadily increasing nunber of hopeful historians on this Isle
of Gramarye. There weren't any when | cane here—none

that | was aware of, anyway. Then Brother Chillde started
keeping his chronicles, and, first thing | knew. there were
five nore just like him Not that this is all bad, of course—
Gramarye' Il be nuch better off if it has an accurate record
of its history. What bothers nme is that each one of these
young Thucydi deses is conveniently forgetting all the events
that make his own side | ook bad, and definitely overdoing

it nore than a bit, about the happenings that nake his side

| ook good. |I'mnostly thinking of the Church here, of course,
but not exclusivel y—for exanple, | know of one young

war | ock who's taken to keeping a diary, and a country lord's
younger son who's piling up an i npressive nunber of jour-

nals. So, in an effort to set the record straight, |I'm going
to set down ny version of what happened. Not that it' Il be
any nore objective, of course; it'll at |east be biased in a
diff-

"Tis my place, Delia!"

"Nay, Ceoffrey, thou knowest 'tis not! This end of the
shelf is mne, for the keeping of ny dolls!"

"Tis not! |'ve kept ny castle there these several weeks!"

2 Christopher Stasheff

Rod threw down his quill in exasperation. After three
weeks of trying, he'd finally managed to get started on his
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hi story of Gramarye—and the kids had to choose this no-
ment to break into a quarrel! He glared down at the page..

And saw the huge blot the quill had nade.

Exasperation boiled up into anger, and he surged out of
his chair. "Delial! Geoff! O all the idiotic things to be
argui ng about! Gaen, can't you..."

"Nay, | cannot!" cried a harried voice fromthe kitchen

"El se thou'lt have naught but char for thy.... Ch!" Sone-
thing struck with a jangling clatter, and Rod's wife fairly
shrieked in frustration. "Magnus! How oft nust | forbid
thee the kitchen whiles |I do cook!"

"Children!" Rod shouted, stamping into the playroom
"Why'd | ever have 'enP"

"Di'nit, Papa." Three-year-old Gregory peeked over the
top of an arnthair. "Mama did."

"Yeah, sure, and | was just an innocent bystander.
Geoffrey! Cordelial! Stop it!"

He waded into a litter of half-fornmed clay scul ptures,

toys, and pieces of bark twi sted together with twigs and bits
of straw that served some fathom ess and probably heat hen

pur pose known only to those bel ow the age of thirteen

"VWhat a nmess!" It was |ike that every day, of course. "Do

you realize this roomwas absolutely spotless when you

woke up this norning?"

The children | ooked up, startled, and Cordelia objected,
"But that was four hours ago. Papa."

"Yeah, and you must've really worked hard to nmake a

mess like this in so short a tine as that!" Rod stepped down
hard—nto a puddl e of ocher paint. H's foot skidded out
fromunder him he hung suspended for a split second, arns
thrashing like the wings of a dodo trying to fly; then his
back sl amred down to the floor, paralyzing his di aphragm

For an instant of panic, he fought for breath, while Cordelia
and Geoffrey huddl ed back against the wall in fright.

Then Rod's breath hissed in and bounced back out in a
how of rage. "You little pigs! Can't you even clean up after
your sel ves!™"

The children shrank back, w de-eyed.
Rod struggled to his feet, red-faced. "Throw ng garbage
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 3

on the floor, fighting over a stupid piece of shelf space—
and to top it off, you had the gall to talk back!"

"W didn't... W .."

"You just did it again!" Rod |levelled an accusing fore-
finger. "Watever you do, don't contradict me! If | say you
didit, you did it! And don't you dare try to say you didn't!"
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He towered over them a nountain of wath. "Naughty,
stupid, asinine brats!"

The chil dren hugged each other, eyes huge and fri ght-
ened.

Rod' s hand swept up for a backhanded sl ap.

Wth a crack |like a pistol shot, big brother Magnus ap-
peared in front of Cordelia and CGeoffrey, arns outspread to
cover them "Papa! They didn't nmean to! They..."

"Don't try to tell ne what they were doing!" Rod shouted.

The el even-year-old flinched, but stood up resolutely
against his father's rage—and that nade it worse

"How dare you defy ne! You insolent little..."

"Rod!" Gmen darted into the room w ping her hands on
her apron. "What dost thou?"

Rod whirled, forefinger stabbing at her. "Don't you even

try to speak in their defense! If you'd just nake your children
toe the line, this wouldn't happen! But, oh no, you've got

to let themdo whatever they want, and just scold them and
that's only when their behavior's really atrocious!"”

Gren' s head snapped back, stung. "Assuredly, thou'rt
scarce mndful of what thou sayest! 'Tis ever thou who dost
pl ead | eni ency, when | do wish to punish..."

"Sure, when!" Rod glared, striding toward her. "But for
the thousand and one things they do that deserve spanking,
and you let themoff with a scold? Use your head, woman—
if you can!" H's gaze swept her fromhead to toe, and his
liplifted in a sneer.

Gnen's eyes flared anger. "'Ware, husband! Even to
thine anger, there doth be a boundary!"

"Boundaries! Limts! That's all you ever talk about!" Rod

shouted. '"Do this! Do that! You can't do this! You can't

do that!' Marriage is just one big set of limts! WIIl you
ever..."

"Peace! " Magnus darted between them holding out a
pal mtoward each. "I prithee!" His face was white; he was

Chri st opher Stasheff
4 oni i oi u*nu

trenbling. "Mdther! Father! | beg thee!"
Rod snarl ed, sw nging his hand up agai n.

Magnus stiffened; his jaw set.
Rod swung, with his full weight behind it...
And shot through the air, slanm ng back agai nst the

wal | .
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He rolled to his feet and stood up slowy, face drained

of color, rigid and trenmbling. "I told you never to use your
‘witch powers' on me," he grated, "and | told you why!"
He straightened to his full height, feeling the rage swell

wi thin him
Geof frey and Cordelia scurried to hide behind Oaen's

skirts. She gathered Magnus to her, but he kept his face
toward his father, terror in his eyes, trenbling, but deter-
m ned to protect.

Rod stared at them all united against him ready to pick

himup with their magic and hurl himinto his grave. Hs
eyes narrowed, pinning themwth his glare; then his eyes
| ost focus as he reached down inside hinsel f—deep down,
reachi ng across an abyss—to the psi powers that had lain
so |l ong dormant, but which had been awakened by the
projective tel epathy of Lord Kem in another universe, one
in which magic worked. His powers weren't as readily ac-
cessible as his famly's; he couldn't work nagic just by
willing it, as easily as thinking, but once he'd drawn them
up, his were at least as great as theirs. He called those
powers up now, feeling their strength build within him
"Mt her," came Magnus's voice, across a huge void,

"we nmust..."
"Nay!" OGnen said fiercely. "He is thy father, whomthou
dost | ove-when this fit's not on him"

VWhat did that nmean! The powers paused in their build-
ing...

A smaller figure entered his blurred field of vision, to

the side and a little in front of the fanm |y group, gazing up
at him head tilted to the side—three-year-old G egory.

"Daddy is'n' there," he stated.
That hit Rod like a bucketful of cold water; the conplete,

calm sanity of the child' s tone—so open, so reasonabl e—
and the totally alien quality of the words. Hi s eyes focused
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in a stare at his youngest son, and fear hollowed his vital s—
fear, and a different anger under it; anger at the futurians
who had ki dnapped himand the rest of his famly away
fromthis child while Gregory was still a baby. The deser-
tion, Rod feared, had totally warped the boy's personality,
maki ng hi m qui et, indrawn, brooding, and sonetines, even
weird. His gaze welded to Gregory's face, his fear for Gegory
burying his anger at the rest of the famly; it ebbed, and

was gone

"Who' s not there?" he whispered.
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"Lord Kem" Gregory answered, "that Daddy |ike thee,
in that Faerie G amarye thou'st talk of."

Rod stared at him

Then he stepped closer to the boy. Magnus took a step
toward Gregory, too, but Rod waved himaway inpatiently.
He dropped to one knee, staring into the three-year-old's
eyes. "No... no. Lord Kemisn't anywhere—except, naybe,
in his own universe, that Faerie G anarye. But why shoul d
you think he was?"

Gregory cocked his head to the other side. "But didst
thou not, but now, reach out to touch his mnd with thine
own, to draw upon his powers?"

Rod just gazed at the boy, his face bl ank.

"Gregory!" Gaen cried in anguish, and she took a step
toward him then drew back for Rod still knelt staring at
the child, his face bl ank

Then he | ooked up at Gaen, with an irritated frown.
"What am | —a bear? O a wolf?" He raked the children
with his glare. "Sone kind of wld aninmal?"

They stared back at him eyes huge, huddl ed together.

His face enptied again. "You think | am You really
think 1 am don't you?"

They stared back, wordlessly, eyes |ocked on him
He held still, rigid.

Then he swung up to his feet, turning on his heel, and
strode to the door.

Cordelia darted after him but Gaen reached out and
caught her arm

Rod paced out into the bl eakness of a day veil ed by
clouds. A chill wind struck at him but he didn't notice.

6 Chri st opher Stasheff
Rod finally came to a halt at the top of a hill, a mile

fromhonme. He stood, staring down at the broad plain bel ow,
not really seeing it. Finally, he sank down to sit on the dry
grass. His thoughts had slowed in their turmoil as he wal ked;

now, gradually, they sank away, |eaving a blank in his mnd.
Into that, a niggling doubt crept. Softly, he asked, "What

happened, Fess?"

The robot-horse answered, though he was a nmile away

in the stable. Rod heard himthrough the earphone enbedded
in his nmastoid process, behind his ear. "You | ost your tem
per, Rod."
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Rod's mouth twitched with inpatience. The robot's horse
body m ght be a distance away in the stable, but the old
famly retainer could see into himas well as if they were
only a foot apart. "Yes, | do realize that nuch." The m -
crophone enbedded in his maxillary, just above the teeth,
pi cked up his words and transmitted themto Pess. "But it
was nore than sinple anger, wasn't it?"

"It was rage," Fess agreed. "Full, thorough, open wath,
wi thout any restraints or inhibitions."

After a noment. Rod asked, "What woul d have happened
if my famly hadn't been able to defend thensel ves so wel | ?"

Fess was silent. Then he said, slowy, "I would hope that
your inborn gentleness and sense of honor woul d have pro-
tected them adequately. Rod."

"Yes," Rod nuttered. "I would hope so, too.

And he sat, alone in his guilt and self-contenpt, in si-
| ence. Even the w nd passed hi m by.

Quite sone while later, cloth rustled beside him He gave
no sign of having heard, but his body tensed. He waited,
but only silence filled the spaces of the m nutes.

Finally, Rod spoke. "I did it again."

"Thou didst," Gmen answered gently. Her voice didn't
bl ame—but it didn't console, either.

Sonething stirred within Rod. It m ght have risen as
anger, but that was burned out of him now "Been doing

that a lot lately, haven't 17?"

Gren was silent a monent. Then she said, "A score of
times, mayhap, in the last twelvenonth."

Rod nodded, "And a dozen tines |ast year, and half-a-
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 7

dozen the year before—and two of those were at the Abbott,
when he tried his schism™

"And a third with the nonster which rose fromthe fens..."
Rod shrugged irritably. "Don't nmake excuses for ne. It

still comes down to my losing ny tenper with you and the
kids, nore than with anyone el se—and for the last three
mont hs, |'ve been bl owi ng up about every two weeks, haven't
| ?"

Gren hesitated. Then she answered, "None so badly as
this, ny lord."

"No, it never has been quite as bad as this, has it? But
every time, it gets alittle wrse."

Her answer was very low. "Thou hast offered hurt to us
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aforetine....'

"Yes, but |'ve never actually tried it have 1?" Rod shud-
dered at the nmenmory and buried his head in his hands. "First,
I just threw things. Then | started throw ng them w t hout

usi ng ny hands. Today, | would' ve thrown Magnus—f

Gregory hadn't interrupted in time." He | ooked up at her,
scow i ng. "Where in Heaven's nanme did you get that boy,
anyway ?"

That brought a hint of smle. "I did think we had, may-
hap, borne himback fromTir Chlis, ny lord."

"Ah, yes!" Rod stared out over the plain again. "Tir
Chlis, that wonderful, magical |and of faeries and sorcerers,
and—tord Kem"

"Even so," Gamen said softly.

"My other self,” Rod said bitterly, "nmy analog in an
alternate universe—wi th magi cal powers unparalleled, and
a tenper to match."

"Thou weit alike in many ways," Gamen agreed, "but
tenper was not anong them"

"No, and witch powers weren't either—but | |earned
how to 'borrow his w zardry, and it unlocked ny own
powers, powers that |'d been hiding fromnyself."

"When thou didst let his rage fill thee," Gaen reni nded
gently.

"Whi ch seens to have al so unl ocked ny own capacity
for wath; it wiped out the inhibitions I'd built up agai nst
it."

"Still —+here were other inhibitions that thou didst | eam

8 Chri st opher Stasheff
to lay aside, also." Gmen touched his hand, hesitantly.

Rod didn't respond. "Was it worth it? Okay, so | had
been psionically invisible; nobody could read ny nind.
Wasn't that better than this rage?”

"l could al nost say the sharing of our mnds was worth
the price of thy bouts of fury," Gaen said slowy, "save
that..."

Rod wai t ed.
"Thy thoughts grow dimagain, ny lord."
Rod only sat, head bowed.

Then he | ooked up. "I'm beginning to hide nyself away
fromyou agai n?"

"Hast thou not felt it?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...ock%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (7 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:31 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%6202%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20(1).txt

He stared into her eyes; then he nodded. "Is that any
surprise? Wien | can't trust nyself not to explode into
wrat h? When |' m beginning to feel as though |I'm sone sort
of subhuman beast? Sheer shanme, woman!"

"Thou art worthy of me, ny lord." Her voice was soft,

but firm and so was her hand. "Thou art worthy of ne,

and of thy children. |I' truth, we are fortunate to have thee."
Her voice shook. "Oh, we are bl essed!"

"Thanks." He gave her hand a pat. "It's good to hear
Now convi nce ne."

"Nay," she nmurnured, "that | cannot do, an thou'lt not
credit what | say."

"Or even what you do." Rod bowed his head, and his
hand ti ghtened on hers. "Be patient, dear. Be patient."

And they sat alone in the wind, not |ooking at each other,
two people very nmuch in |ove but very nmuch separated,
clinging to a thin strand that still held themjoined, poised
over the drop that fell away to fallow | ands bel ow.

Magnus turned away fromthe wi ndow with a huge sigh
of relief. "They cone—and their hands are cl asped.”

"Let nme see, let ne see!" The other three children shot
to the wi ndow, heads jammed together, noses on the pane.

"They do not regard one another," Cordelia said du-
bi ously.

"Yet their hands are clasped,” Magnus rem nded.

"And," Cordelia added, troubled, "their thoughts are
dark."

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 9

"Yet their hands are el apsed. And if their thoughts are
dark, they are also calm™

"And not all apart," Gegory added

"Not all-—ot quite," Cordelia agreed, but with the full
frank skepticismof an eight-year-old.

"Come away, children," a deep voice bade them "and

do not | eap upon them when they enter, for | m sdoubt me
an they'd have much patience now with thy clasping and
thy pulling.”

The children turned away fromthe wi ndow, to a foot

and a half of elf, broad-shoul dered, brown-skinned, and
pug-nosed, in a forester's tunic and hose, wearing a pointed
cap with arolled brimand a feather. "Geoffrey," he warned.

The six-year-old pulled hinmself away fromthe w ndow
with a | ook of disgust. "I did but gaze upon them Robin."

"I ndeed—and | know that thou'rt anxious. Yet | bethink
me that thy parents have need of sone bit nore of room
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than thou'rt wont to accord them"

Cordelia flounced down onto a three-legged stool. "But
Papa was so angered. Puck!"

"As thou hast told ne." The elf's nmouth tightened at the
coners. "Yet thou dost know withal, that he doth | ove thee."

"l do not doubt it...." But Cordelia frowned

Puck sighed and dropped down cross-1egged beside her.
"Thou coul dst scarce do otherwise, if he did truly becone

as enraged as thou didst tell." He turned his head, taking
in all four children with one gaze. "Gentles, do not repre-
hend; if you pardon, he will nend."

They didn't | ook convinced.
"Else the Puck a liar call!" the elf cried stoutly.

The door opened, and the children |leaped to their feet.
They started to back away, but Puck murmured, "Softly,"
and they held their ground—warily.

But their father didn't ook Iike an ogre as he cane in

the door—ust a tall, dark, |lean, saturnine man with a

rough- hewn face, no |onger young; and he seened di m next

to the red-haired beauty beside him who fairly gl owed,

maki ng the question of youth irrelevant. Still, if the children
had ever stopped to think about it, they would have renmarked
how wel |l their parents | ooked together

They did not, of course; they saw only that their father's

10 Chri stopher Stasheff

face had nmellowed to its usual careworn warnth, and | eaped
to hug himin relief. "Papa!" Magnus cried, and "Daddy!"
Geoffrey piped; Cordelia only clung to his arm and sobbed,
whil e Gregory hugged the other arm and | ooked up gravely.
"Daddy, thou hast conme back again."

Rod | ooked into the sober gaze of his youngest, and
sonmehow suspected that the child wasn't just talking about
his coming through the door

"Ch, Papa," Cordelia sniffled, "I do like thee so nuch
better when thou'rt Papa, than when thou'rt Lord Kern!"

Rod felt a chill along his spine, but he clasped her shoul -
der and pressed her against his hip. "I don't blane you,
dear. I'msure his children feel the sane way." He | ooked
up over the children's heads, at Puck. "Thanks, Robin."

"Now, there's a fair word!" Puck grinned. "Yet | ms-
doubt ne an thou wilt have nore such; for there's one who
doth attend thee." He jerked his head toward the kitchen

"A messenger?" Rod | ooked up, frowning. "Waiting in-
side the house?... Toby!"
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A dapper gentleman in his md-twenties cane into the
room running a finger over a neatly trimed nustache.
Hose clung to well-turned cal ves, and his doublet was re-
spl endent with enbroidery. "Hail, Lord Warlock!"

Gren's face bl ossonmed with a smle, and even Rod had
to fight a grin, faking a groan. "Hail, harbinger! Wat's the
di saster?"

"Nay, for once, the King doth summon thee whiles it's
yet a mnor matter."

"M nor." The single word was | oaded with skepticism
Rod turned to Gaen. "Why does that worry me nore than
hi s saying, 'Emergency?" "

"Tis naught but experience," Gaen assured him "Shall

| 'conpany thee?"

"I'd appreciate it," Rod sighed. "If it's a "minor' matter,
that neans social anenities first—and you know how
Catharine and | don't get along."

"Indeed | do." OGnen | ooked quite pleased with herself.
Cat harine the Queen nmay have spread her net for Rod, but
it was Gmen who had caught him

Not that Catharine had done badly, of course. King Tuan
Loguire had spent his youth as Gramarye's nost eligible
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bachel or—and it nust be admtted that Rod had been a
very unknown quantity.

Still was, in some ways. Wy el se woul d Gaendyl on,
most powerful witch in circulation, continue to be interested
in hin?

Rod | ooked up at Puck. "Wbuld you mnd. Merry
Wander er ?"

The el f sighed and spread his arns. "What is time to an
imortal ? Nay, go about the King' s business!"

"Thanks, sprite.” Rod turned back to Gaen. "Your broom
or mne?"

Gnen bent over the hanging cradle swathed in yards of
cloth-of-gold, and her face softened into a tender snile.
"Ch, he is dear!"

Queen Cat harine beanmed down at the baby. She was a
sl ender blonde with large blue eyes and a very snall chin.
"I thank thee for thy praise... | am proud."

"As thou shoul dst be." Gaen straightened, |ooking up
at her husband with a m sty gaze.

Rod | ooked around, hopi ng she was gazi ng at soneone
el se. On second thought, naybe not....

Catharine raised a finger to her lips and noved slightly
toward the door. Rod and Gaen foll owed, |eaving the child
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to its nanny, two chanbernmaids, and two guards

Anot her two stood on either side of the outer doorway,

under the eagle eye of the proud father. One reached out to
cl ose the door softly behind them Rod | ooked up at King
Tuan, and nodded. "No worries about the succession now. "

"Aye." Onen beamed. "Two princes are a great bl ess-

ing."
"Well | can think of a few kings who woul d' ve argued
with that." Rod smled, anused. "Still, | nust admt they're

out nunbered by the kings who've been glad of the support
of their younger brothers."

"As | trust our Alain shall be." Tuan turned away. " Cone,

l et us pass into the solar." He paced down the hall and into
anot her chanmber with a wall of clerestory w ndows. Rod
followed, with the two | adies chattering behind him He

rem nded hinself that he and Gaen were being signally
honored; none of the royal couple's other subjects had ever
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been invited into their majesties' private apartnents.

On the other hand, if Gaen had been the kind to brag,
they m ght not have been invited in, either

And, of course, there was old Duke Loguire. But that

was di fferent; he came under the alias of "G andpa." And
Brom O Brien; but the Lord Privy Councillor would, of
course, have access to the privy chambers

On the other hand. Rod tried not to be too conscious of

the honor. After all, he had known Tuan when the young

King was an outlaw, exiled for courting Catharine; and

hiding out in the worst part of town, as King of the Beggars—
and unwitting party to the forming of a civil war. "As |ong

as they grow up friends," he rem nded Tuan, "or as nuch

as two brothers can."

"Aye—and if their friendship doth endure." A shadow
crossed Tuan's face, and Rod guessed he was renenbering
his own el der brother, Anselm who had rebell ed agai nst
their father, and agai nst Queen Cathari ne.

"Then nust we take great care to ensure their friendship."
Cat hari ne hooked her arm through Tuan's. "Yet | m sdoubt
me, ny lord, an our guests did cone to speak of children
only."

"I"'msure it's a nore pl easant subject than whatever he
had in mnd," Rod said quickly.

"And 'twoul d have been cause enow, | do assure thee,"
Gren added.

Cat harine answered with a silvery laugh. "For thou and
I, mayhap—but | mnisdoubt me an 'twould interest our hus-
bands overl ong."

"Do not judge us so harshly,"” Tuan protested. "Yet | nust
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own that there are matters of policy to be discussed." He
sighed, and turned away to a desk that stood beneath the
broad wi ndows, with a map beside it on a floor stand.
"Conme, Lord Warl ock—+tet us take up | ess pleasant mat-
ters."”

Rod came over, rather reassured; Tuan certainly didn't
seemto feel any urgency.

The young King tapped the map, on the Duchy of
Romanov. "Here lies our mutual interest of the hour."

"Well, as long as it's only an hour. What's our bear of
a Duke up to?"

""Tis not Hs Gace," Tuan said slowy.

Rod perked up; this was becomi ng nore interesting;

"Somet hi ng original would be wel cone. Frankly, |'ve been
getting a bit bored with the petty rebellions of your twelve
great lords."

"Art thou so? | assure thee,’
never found themtedi ous."

Tuan said grimy, "I have

"What is it, then? One of his petty barons gathering arns
and men?"

"I would it were; of that, |'ve sone experience. This,
though, is a matter of another sort; for the runors speak of
foul magics."

"Rurmors?" Rod | ooked up fromthe map. "Not reports
from agent s?"

"l have sone spies in the North," Tuan acknow edged,
"yet they only speak of these sane runors, not of events
whi ch they thensel ves have wi t nessed. "

Rod frowned. "Haven't any of themtried to track the
runor to its source?"

Tuan shrugged. "None of those who've sent word. Yet
I'"ve several who have sent me no reports, and mne em
i ssaries cannot find them"

"Not a good sign." Rod's frown darkened. "They m ght
have ridden off to check, and been taken."

"Or worse," Tuan agreed, "for the runors speak of a
mal i gnant magus, a dark and broodi ng power, who doth
send his mnions everywhere throughout the North Country."

"Worrisome, but not a problemas long as all they do
is spy. | take it they don't."

"Not if runor speaks truly. These mnions, |ook you, are
sorcerers in their own right; and with the power they own,
added to that which they gather fromtheir sorcerer-lord,
they defeat the |ocal knights ere they can even cone to
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battle. Then the sorcerers enthrall the knights, with their
wi ves and children, too, and take up lordship over all the
serfs and peasants of that district."

"Not too good a deal for the knights and their famlies,"

Rod rmused, "but probably not nmuch of a difference, to the
serfs and peasants. After all, they're used to taking orders—
what difference does it nake who's giving then?"

"Great difference, if the first master was gentle, and the
14 Chri st opher Stasheff

second was harsh," Tuan retorted. His face was grim "And
reports speak of actions nore than harsh, fromthese new

masters. These sorcerers are evil."

"And, of course, the peasants can't do nuch, agai nst
magi c. " Rod frowned. "Not nuch chance of fighting back."

Tuan shuddered. "Perish the thought! For peasants nust
never resist orders, but only obey them as is their divinely

appointed role."

What made Rod's bl ood run cold was that Tuan didn't

say it grimy or primy, or ponpously, or with the pious air

of self-justification. No, he said it very matter-of-factly, as
though it were as much a part of the world as rocks and

trees and running water, and no one could even think of

debating it. How could you argue about the existence of a
rock? Especially if it had fallen on your toe..

That was where the real danger lay, of course—not in
t he opi nions people held, but in the concepts they knew to

be true—especially when they weren't.

Rod shook off the npod. "So the chief sorcerer has been
knocki ng off the local lordlings and taking over their hol d-
ings. How far has his power spread?”

"Runor speaks of several baronets who have fallen 'neath
his sway," Tuan said, brooding, "and even Duke Romanov,

hi nsel f. "

"Romanov?" Rod stared, appalled. "One of the twelve

great |ords? How could he fall, without word of it reaching
us?"

"l could acconmplish it—and | amno wi zard." Tuan

shrugged. "'Tis sinplicity—lose a ring of iron around his
castl e under cover of night, then hurl an army 'gainst his
bar bi can, and si ege nmachi nes against his towers. Invest the
castle, and trust to thy ring of knights and nen-at-arns to
see that not a soul wins free to bear off word."

Rod shuddered at Tuan's sangfroid. "But he had a couple
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of esp- uh, witches, guesting in his tower!"

"More than 'guesting,' as | hear it," Tuan answered, with
a grimsmle. "They were thoroughly loyal to MIord Duke,
for he had saved them fromthe stake and enbers. They've
been of great service tending to the ill and injured and, |
doubt not, gathering information for him"

Rod frowned. "They nust have been very discreet about
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 15

it. We nake it a practice, in the Royal Coven, not to pry
into the mnds of anyone except your enemes."

"Or those who m ght becone so," Tuan anmended. "Who's

to say his witches did nore? Nay, once Catharine showed
themthe way of it, and thou and thy good wife did aid her
in formng that band into a battle-weapon, all the lords did
|l eam and followed suit."

"And Romanov's witches couldn't give himenough ad-

vance warni ng?" Rod pursed his lips. "This sorcerer is ef-
fective. But speaking of nmental eavesdropping, that's a way
to check on the rumors. Did you ask any of the Roya
Wtchforce to try and read Ronanov's m nd?"

"I did. They could not find him"

"So." Rod pursed his lips. "What mnds did they hear,
to the North?"

Tuan shrugged. "Only what should be. The pl owran

foll owed his oxen, the mlkmaid coaxed her swai h—aught

was there to bring alarm save that the warl ock who |istened,
could not find the mnds of any knights or barons."

"How about vile thoughts, fromevil sorcerers?"
Tuan turned his head slowy fromside to side

"So." Rod's gaze strayed back to the map. "On the face

of it, nothing's wong; it's just that the Duke of Ronmanov
seens to have taken a vacation to parts unknown, with al
his aristocratic retainers."

"Thou dost see why | do suspect.”

Rod nodded. "Sounds fishy to ne, too... not that | can't
under stand why t he nobl e Duke would want to take off for

a while, though. 1've been feeling a bit too nuch stress
|lately, myself.... Gaen?" He turned, to find Gaen standing
near. "Been |i stening?"

"l have." She smled. "And | do think thou dost make
a great coil of naught."

"Wll, | wouldn't exactly say we're making a |l ot of fuss."
Rod | ocked gazes with Tuan. "Were's the weepi ng and
wai | i ng? The yelling and hair-tearing?"

""Tis even as thou sayest,"” Tuan turned to Gaen. "I do
not see great danger here. Lady Gaendyl on—enly the abuse
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of witch-power, over those who have it not."

"And witches ganging up on nornals,"” Rod added. "But
that can all be cured by even nmore w tches—fromthe good

76 Chri st opher Stasheff

guys. After all, we have a vested interest in the public's
opi nion of witches, dear."

"In truth,” Gven said firnmy, "and we cannot have the
folk afeard that witches will seek to govern by force of

magi c, "

"Of course not," Rod numured, "especially when every

ri ght-thinking individual knows it has to be done by force
of arns."
Tuan frowned. "How di dst thou speak?"

"Uh, nothing." Rod turned to Gaen. "How about it,

dear? A family vacation, wandering toward the North?"

When Gaen hesitated, he added, "I don't really think there's
any danger—at |east, none that you and | can't handle

bet ween us."

"Nay, surely not," Gmen agreed, but her brow was stil

f ur r oned.

"What, then? The kids? | really don't think they'Il mnd."
"Ch, certes they will not! Yet hast thou considered the

trials of shepherding our four upon the road?"
"Sure." Rod frowned. "W& did it in Tir Chlis."
"I know," Gaen sighed. "Well, an thou sayest 'tis for

the best, ny husband, we shall essay it."
2

Rod turned the key in the lock, pulled it out, set it in Gmen's
pal m and w apped her hand around it. "Your office, O

Lady of the House." He studied her face for a second and

added gently, "Don't worry, dear. It'Il still be here when

you get back."

"I know," she sighed, "yet 'tis never easy to leave it."

"I know." Rod gl anced back at the house. "I'Il get half-
way down the road, and start wondering if | really did put
out the fire on the hearth."

"And thou dost, but call it out, and an elf shall bear word
to ne," Brom O Berin runbl ed beside them "Mere m nutes
after thou hast uttered it, an elf shall spring out of the
i ngel nook to douse thy hearth—f it doth need."

"I thank thee, Brom" Gmen said softly.
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The dwarf scow ed, beconming nore gruff. "Nay, have
no fear for thine house. Elves shall guard it day and night.
Il shall fare the man who doth seek to enter."

Rod shuddered. "I pity the footpad Puck catches! So

come on, dear—there's nothing to worry about. Here, any-
way. Time for the road." He grasped her waist, and hel ped
her leap to Fess's saddl e.

"May we not fly. Papa?" Cordelia pouted. Her hands
were cl asped behind her back, and a broonstick stuck out
from behi nd her shoul der

17
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Rod sm |l ed, and gl anced at Gaen. She nodded, al nost
i mperceptibly. He turned back to Cordelia. "As long as you
stay near your nother and ne-yes."

Cordelia gave a shout of joy and | eaped onto her broom
Her brothers echoed her, drifting up into the air.

"Move out. AOd Iron,"” Rod rmurmured, and the great
bl ack robot-horse anbled out toward the road. Rod fell into
step beside him and turned back to wave to Brom

"A holiday!" Geoffrey cried, swooping in front of him
"'*'Tis ages since we had one!"

"Yeah—about a year." But Rod grinned; he seened to

feel a weight Iifting off his shoul ders. He caught Gaen's
hand and | ooked up at her. "Confess it, dear—don't you
feel alittle nore free?"

She smled down at him brightening. "I do, my |ord—
though 1've brought my |ock and bars al ong."

"And |, nmy ball and chain." Rod grinned. "Keep an eye
on the links, will you?. .. Magnus! Wwen | said, 'Stay near,'
that neant altitude, too! Conme down here right now "

The tinkers strolled into the village, gay and carefree,
smudged and dirty. Their clothes were patched, and the pots
and pans hanging fromtheir horse's pack made a horrible
clattering.

"This is rather demeaning. Rod," Fess nurmnured. "Ad-
ditionally, as | have noted, no real tinker famly could afford

a horse."
"Especially not one fit for a knight. I know," Rod an-
swered. "I'Il just tell themthe last stop was a castle, and

the lord of the denesne paid us in kind."

"Rod, | think you | ack an accurate concept of the financial
worth of a war-horse in nedieval culture.”

"Hey—they had a lot of pots.” Rod grinned down at his
own primtive publicity agents. "Okay, kids, that's enough.
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I think they know we're here."

The four little Gall owgl asses sl owed their madcap danc-
ing, and gave their pots and pans one | ast clangi ng whack
with their wooden spoons. "You spoil all the fun. Papa,”
Cordelia pouted as she handed hi mthe cookware.

“No, just mpst of it. Magnus? Geoff? Turn in your weap-
ons, boys. Gegory, you, too—ah, a custoner!"”

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 19

"Canst mend this firkin, fellow?" The housew fe was
pl unp, rosy-cheeked, and anxi ous.

Rod took the little pot and whistled at the sight of the
| ong, jagged crack in the cast iron. "How d you nanage
that ki nd of break?"

"My youngest dropped it,’
"Canst mend it?"

the goodwi fe said inpatiently.

"Yeah," Rod said slowy, "but it'll cost you a ha' penny."

The woman's face blossoned in a smle. "I have one,
and "twill be well worth it. Bless thee, fellow"

Whi ch sounded a little odd, since "fellow' was a term

of sem contenpt; but Rod blithely took out a hamer and

sone charcoal, laid a small fire, and got busy faking. Magnus
and Gregory crouched on either side of him obstensibly

wat chi ng.

"This is the manner of the Grafting of it, Gegory," big
brot her Magnus said softly. "Let thy mind bear watch on
m ne. The netal's made of grains so small thou canst not

see them.."

"Ml ecul es," Rod suppli ed.

"Aye. And now I'Il make those nol ecul es nove so fast

they'll neld one to another. Yet | nust spring theminto
motion so quickly that their heat will not have time to spread

through the rest of the netal to Papa's hands, the whiles he
doth press the broken edges together—for we'd not wi sh
to bumhim"

"Definitely not," Rod nuttered.
Gregory watched intently.

So did Rod. He still couldn't quite believe it, as he saw
the metal spring into cherry-redness all along the crack,
bri ghten quickly through orange and yell ow to near white-
ness. Metal flowed.

"Now qui ckly, cool it!" Magnus hi ssed, drops of sweat
standing out on his brow, "Ere the heat can run to Papa's

hands!"
The gl ow faded faster than it had come, for Gregory

frowned at it, too; this part was sinple enough for a three-
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year - ol d.

Si npl e! When only witches were supposed to be tele-
ki netic, not warl ocks—and even the best of them could
only nove objects, not nol ecul es.

20 Christopher Stasheff

But there the pot stood, round and whol e! Rod sighed,

and started tapping it lightly with the hammer, far from
where the crack had been—ust for appearances. "Thanks,
Magnus. You're a great help."

"WIllingly, Papa." The el dest w ped his brow

"Papa," Gregory piped up, "Thou dost know that elves
do 'conpany us..."

"Yeah." Rod grinned. "Nice to know you're not alone."

"Truth. Yet |'ve thought to have them ask for word from
their fellows in the North...."

"Ch?" Rod tried not to showit, but he was inpressed.
Three years old, and he'd thought of sonething Tuan and
Rod had both overl ooked. "Wat did they say?"

"The goodwi ves no longer call warnings to the Wee Fol k

ere they enpty garbage out upon the ground," G egory's

eyes were large in his little face. "They no | onger |eave
their bows of mlk for the elves, by their doors. Each house
now hath cold iron nailed up over its door, whether it be

an horseshoe or sone other form and hearths go unswept

at eventide."

Rod felt a chill and glanced at a nearby tree, but its |eaves
were still. "Well, | guess no housewife there is going to
find sixpence in her shoe. Wat are the el ves doi ng about
it?"

“Naught. There is sone spell lies o' er the plowed |and

there, that pushes against all elfin nmagic. They have turned
away in anger, and flitted to the forests."

Rod struck the pot a few nore tinmes, in silence.

"I's this coil in the North so light as thou hast told us,
Papa?" Gregory finally asked.

Rod reflected that, for a three-year-old, the kid had one
hel| of a good vocabulary. He put down his hammrer and
faced the child squarely. "There's no real evidence, yet,
that it's anything major."

"But the signs..." Magnus murnured.

"Are not evidence," Rod answered. "Not firmevi-

dence—but |'m braced. That's why we're travelling in dis-
gui se—so we can pick up any runors, wthout letting people
know we' re the Hi gh Warl ock and Conpany."

"Thou dost not w sh our presence known, for fear the
evil folk will hide till we've gone by?" Magnus asked
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"No, because | don't want to wal k into an anmbush. Not

that | expect to, mind—+ just don't want to take any chances."
He gave the pot a last tap and held it up to admre. "You

boys did a good job."

"W shall ever do our best, for thee," Magnus responded.
"Papa... if thou dost gain this firmevidence that thou
speakest of... Wat then?"

Rod shrugged. "Depends. If it's nothing mgjor, we'll fix
what ever's wrong, and go on to the northern seacoast for a
coupl e of weeks of swi nmng and fishing. You' ve never
tried swmring in the ocean, boys. Let ne tell you, it's
very different fromthe little | ake near our house."

"l shall hope to discover it," Gregory piped. "Papa..
what if the evidence is of great wongness?"

"Then you three boys will turn right around, and take
your nother and your sister right honme," Rod said pronptly.

"And thou... ?"

"I'"'mthe H gh Warlock, aren't 1?" Rod grinned at them
"They gave ne the title. |I've got to live up to it."

Gregory and Magnus | ooked at each other, and | ocked
gazes.

"I prithee, ny lord, cal myour heart," Gaen eyed him
anxiously as she laid the campfire. " 'Twas not the forester's
fault that we may not hunt."

"Yeah—but the way he dragged Magnus in, as though

he were sonme kind of crimnal!" Rod folded a hand around
his trenbling fist. "He should only know how cl ose he cane
to disaster! Good thing Magnus renenbered his disguise.”

"Twas not the child's self-rule that troubled ne." Gaen
shuddered. "My lord, if thou coul dst have but seen thine
own face...."

"I know, | know," Rod snapped, turning away. "So it's
not surprising he reached toward his knife. But so help ne,
if he had touched it..."

"He woul d have died," Gmen said sinply, "and nen-at-
arnms woul d have caught us on the norrow "

"Ch, no, they wouldn't," Rod said grimy. "They
woul dn't' ve dared touch the Hi gh Warlock!"

"Aye—and all the | and would have known we ride north.”
She sighed. "I rejoice thou didst throttle thy tenper."

22 Chri st opher Stasheff

"No, | didn't, and you know it! If you hadn't butted in
and taken over, raining thanks and praise on the forester,
as though you were a waterfall..."
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Gren shrugged. "' Twas naught but his due. A less kind
man woul d have beaten the child, and haled himoff to his
knight's gaol ."

Rod stared, appall ed.

Gren nodded. "Ch, aye, ny lord. And the |law all ows
it. Nay, nore; for this good warden who did find our son,
m ght be censured if his lord did know of his forbearance."

Rod shuddered. "I'mglad | let himgo, then. But, ny
lord! It's not as though the boy'd been trying to bring down
a deer! Al he was after was a rabbit!"

"BEven so, the Forest Laws would say 'twas theft," Gaen
rem nded him "Every hare and goose—hay, each nouse
and sparrow-doth bel ong unto the manor's lord; and to
hunt themis to steal!"

"But how do these people live?" Rod cupped an enpty

hand. "We didn't do badly today, for tinkers—we nade a
penny and a half! But we had to spend the penny for a
chicken, and the half for bread! Wiat would we live on, if
nobody broke a pot?"

"The law..." Gaen sighed.

"Well, it won't, for long." Rod curled the hand into a
fist. "I'"'mgoing to have a few words wi th Tuan, when we
get back to Runnynede!"

"Do," Gmen said softly, "and thou'lt have proved the
worth of this journey, even an we find naught wong i' the
North."

"I"'mafraid that's not very apt to happen." Ml lified,

Rod wat ched her stare at the kindling. It burst into flaneg,
and he sighed, "lI'd better see how the kids are coning al ong
with their foraging." He stiffened at a sudden thought, star-
ing at her. "We are allowed to gather berries, aren't we?"

Rod sat bolt upright with a hissing-in of breath, staring
about him wi de-eyed.

The night breathed all around him hushed. Far away,
crickets and frogs wove counterpoint that darted harnony
with the nyriad of stars. The land | ay deep in peace.

Rod sagged against the prop of his arm relieved by
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 23

reality. Adrenalin ebbed, and his hanmmering heart began to
slow. He couldn't even renmenber the nightnmare—enly that,
vaguel y, the face was Lord Kenis.

This had to stop. Sonehow, he had to break this spell
Sonebody noaned; not surprising, the way he felt.

Then he stiffened, all his attention concentrated on his
ears. Woever had nmoaned, it hadn't been him

Then, who...?
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The sound canme again, |ouder and closer. It wasn't a
moan, really—-rnore of a grinding sound. Not noving. Rod
mur nur ed, " Pess?"

"Here, Rod." Being a robot, Fess never slept. In fact,
he scarcely ever powered down.

"Hear anything out of the ordinary?"

"Yes, Rod. The sound is that of rock nmoving agai nst
rock. When the frequency of its repetitions is accel erated,
there is a discernible Doppler shift..."

"Comi ng, or going?"
"Com ng—and rather rapidly, | should..."

Trees at the edge of the neadow trenbled, and a huge,
dark formcanme into sight. The sil houette was crudely hu-
man.

Rod was on his feet and darting over to Fess. He yanked
a light out of the pack, ained it at the dark form and pressed
the tab. "Gnen!"

Gnen rai sed her head just as the beam struck the huge
figure.

If it was female, it was a caricature. If it had breasts, it

al so had shoulders like a fullback's and arns like a gorilla's.
It did have long fingernails, though—and they glinted dan-
gerously in the actinic glare. Its face was blue. It flinched
at the sudden stab of light, |lips drawing back in a snarl —
reveal i ng fangs.

"Bl ack Annis!" Gaen gasped in horror

The nonster froze for a nonent, startled by the beam—
and Rod snapped, "Mgnus! Cordelia! Wake the babies and
get into the air!"

The el der children snapped out of sleep as though they'd
been jabbed, gal vanized by Gaen's mental alarm Ceoffrey
rolled up, sitting, knuckling his eyes and nuttering. "Not
a baby! Six!" But Gregory just shot straight into the air.
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Then the nonster roared, charging, and caught up

Geoffrey with one roundhouse swi pe. He squalled, but in

anger, not fright, and westled his dagger out of its sheath.
But Rod thundered rage, and the nonster rose into the air,
then sl ammed down onto its back. Ceoffrey jabbed the huge

hand with his dagger, and Bl ack Annis how ed, dropping

him He shot into the air, while Rod stal ked toward the
horror. Red haze blurred his vision, obscuring all but Bl ack
Annis struggling to its feet in the center of his field of view
The fam liar roaring thundered in his ears, and power thrilled
t hrough every vein. One thought filled him only one—to

see the creature torn to bits.

Behi nd him though, Gaen retreated, keeping her face
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toward the nonster, pulling Magnus and Cordelia by their
hands, along with her.

The nonster floundered to its feet and turned toward
Rod, its face contorted with hate, claws lifting to pounce;

but Rod's armwas raising, forefinger stiffened to focus his
powers.

Gren' s eyes narrowed, and her children squeezed their
eyes shut.

Bl ack Annis expl oded into a hundred wiggling frag-
nment s.

Rod roared in rage, cheated of his revenge; but Gaen
cried to her two youngest, "Rise and follow"

For the wriggling fragnents kept withing and, as they
fell to earth, ran | eaping away, |ong-eared and puff-tail ed,
fl eei ng back toward the wood.

Rod cl anped his jaw and ran after them

But Gaen was beside him pacing himon her broom

stick, gripping his armand calling to himthrough the bl ood-
haze. Distantly through the roaring, he heard her: "My |lord,
it was not real! 'Twas a phantom nade of witch-npss!"

That stung through; for 'witch-npss' was a fungus pe-

culiar to this planet, telepathically sensitive. If a projective
esper thought hard at a lunmp of it, it would turn into whatever
he or she was thinking about.

VWi ch neant there had to be a projective esper around.

Gren was tugging at his arm falling behind. "Softly,
m ne husband! Fall back, and wait! If this nobnster was
made o' purpose, 'tis toward the purposer that these conies
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we've nade fromit do flee! Yet if that villain doth take
sight of thee, he'll flee ere we can seize him"

"I''"l'l blast himinto oxides,"” Rod nmuttered, but sense
began to poke through his battl e-nadness.

"A pile of dust cannot tell us what we wish to know "
Gmen cried, and, finally, Rod began to slow The naster
who had nmade this nonster, was nothing; what nattered
was the one who'd pulled his strings. That was the ogre
who' d threatened Rod's children. "Black Annis eats ba-
bies," he nuttered, and the rage began to build again.

"Black Annis is an old wives' tale!" Gwmen's voice

whi pped, and stung through to him "In Tir Chlis she did

truly live, mayhap, but not in G anmarye! Here, she's only
crafted out of witch-noss! Here, 'tis a sorcerer who doth
scorn babes!"

Rod halted, trenbling, and nodded. "And it's the scor-
cerer we've got to catch—yes! But to find him we have
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to question the minion that sent the nonster against us!"
His lips pulled back against his teeth. "That questioning, |
think 1"l enjoy!"

Gren shuddered, and inplored, "Hold thyself in check,
| prithee! Know edge is our goal, not joy in cruelty."”

"Just tell ne where he is. Wwo's spotting?... Ch. The

kids." He stilled, listening nentally for his children's call —
and nuttering, "Fess, to ne. Wien we need to ride, we'll

need full speed."”

The great black horse drumred up beside him just as
Cordelia's cry cane, "Here!"

Rod | eaped astride Fess, and they tore off through the

ni ght. The robot's radar probed the darkened | andscape, and
Fess hurdled fallen trunks and streans as though he rode a
cl ose-clipped steepl echase course. Gmen swooped above the
trees; but Fess broke from cover as she began her downward
stri ke.

Her target was a high-walled wagon with a roof. A wonan

stood in its open door, silhouetted by candlelight. She darted
a glance at Gwven, then whirled, to stare first toward the
north, and Cordelia, then toward the east, and Gregory, then
toward Geoffrey, then Magnus. She darted back inside,

sl ammi ng the door; but she reappeared at the driver's seat,
catching up the reins. Her horses lifted their heads and
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turned out into the meadow, pulling the caravan about..

And she stared, appalled, at the horde of rabbits who
filled the neadow—and the great black horse who thun-
dered up behind them

Then both her arnms snapped out straight, fingers point-

i ng—the rabbits | eaped together, nelded, coal esced, mne-
t anmor phosed—and a lion, wolf, and bear whirled about, to
turn on Rod.

He howl ed in rage and gl ee as the bl ood-haze enfol ded

hi m agai n, obscuring all but the nonsters. They were re-

| ease; they were justification for lashing out with his power.
He woul d bl ast themy then his path would be clear, to snear
the woman over the neadow grass.

The wol f was gaunt, with eyes of fire, inpossibly huge.
The bear, shanbling upright, had a human face; and the
lion's mane was flane, its teeth and cl aws were steel

Rod haul ed on the reins and Fess dug in his hooves,
throwi ng his wei ght back, plowi ng up the nmeadow in his
halt, as Rod rose in the stirrups, stiffened arm spearing out.

The wol f expl oded.
Rod' s head pivoted deliberately.

The lion's mane expanded, flame sweeping out to en-
velop its body. But the beast didn't seemto notice; it bounded
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on toward Rod, roaring
Rod' s eyebrows drew down, his brow furrow ng.

The lion's head whipped around in a full turn and whirl ed
spi nni ng away. Fess sidestepped, and the body hurtled on
by, to collapse in a withing heap

Rod pivoted toward the bear, his sword hissing out of

its sheath; then the beast was on him A great paw sl amred
agai nst the side of Rod's head. For a nonent, he was | oose

in space, the blackness shot with tiny sparks; then the earth
slammred into his back, and his insides knotted, driving the
breath out of him But the blood-haze still filled his sight;

he saw Fess rearing up to slam forehooves into the bear's
shoul der. It stunbled, but came on, manli ke face contorted
in a snarl.

Rod cl enched his jaw, waiting for breath, and glared at
hi s sword-bl ade. Flane shot down its tip, billow ng outward
as though it were a blowmorch with a three-foot blast.

The bear halted, and backed away, snarling.
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Rod' s di aphragm unki nked, and he drew a | abored breath,
then thrust hinself to his feet, staggering toward the bear

It threwitself on himwith a roar.

He swung asi de, squinting against pain, glaring at it. It
flared like magnesium but it had barely begun its death-
how when its fires flickered, guttered, and went out. Wuere
it had stood, only ashes sifted to the ground.

Rod stood al one in the darkness, swaying, as the haze
that filled himdarkened, faded, and retreated back within
him He began to realize that a breeze was bl owi ng..

Fire.

He'd | eft a burning corpse. The breeze coul d spread that
flane over all the neadow, and into the woods.

He swung toward the remains of the |ion—and saw

Gregory floating near it, ten feet away, staring at the charred
hul k. Even as Rod watched, bits of it were breaking | oose,

and noving off through the neadow grass. He turned toward

the bear, and saw Geoffrey turning it into a herd of toy

hor ses, which galloped toward the wood.

"W cannot | eave such | arge nmasses of witch-noss whole,"
Gren' s voice said softly behind him "or the first old aunt,
telling of a frightful tale, will bring it up unwittingly, in
sone horrible guise."

"No." The last of the anger ebbed, and renorse rushed
into fill its place. Rod spoke roughly to counter it. "Of
course you couldn't. What happened to the wtch?"

"She fled," Gnven said sinply.
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Rod nodded. "You couldn't foll ow her."

"We could not |eave thee here, to fight unaided." Cordelia
clung to her nother, watching her father out of huge eyes.

"No." Rod turned to watch his two youngest di smenber

the remains of what had been horrors. "On the other hand,
if | hadn't stayed to fight them you could ve just taken
them apart, and still had tinme to follow her."

Gren didn't answer.
"Where's Magnus?" Rod si ghed.
"He did follow the witch," Cordelia answered.

Air blew outward with a bang, and Magnus stood beside
them Rod usually found his sons' appearances and di sap-
pearances unnerving, but somehow, now, it seemed renote,
i nconsequential. "She got away?"
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Magnus bowed his head. "She fled into the forest, and
I could no | onger see her fromthe air."

Rod nodded. "And it woul d've been foolish for you to
try to follow | ow enough for her to get at you. O course,
if 1'd been followi ng on Fess, it woul d' ve been anot her

matter."

Nobody answer ed.
He sighed. "How about her thoughts?"

"They ceased."

Gren stared down at Magnus. "Ceased?" She | ooked
up, eyes losing focus for a few seconds; then her gaze

cl eared, and she nodded affirmation. " "Tis even as he saith.
But how. .. ?"
"Why not ?" Rod shrugged. "I was telephathically invis-

ible for years, renmenber? Sooner or |ater, sonmebody was
bound to learn how to do that whenever they wanted."

"My lord," Gamen said softly, "I think there is nore dan-
ger in these Northern witches, than we had thought."

Rod nodded. "And, at a guess, they're better mnd read-
ers than we gave themcredit for—cause they certainly
knew we were coning."

Gren was silent, digesting that.

Rod shrugged, irritably. "Ch, sure, it's possible this one
sorceress has a hatred for tinkers, especially when they cone
in famlies—but, sonmehow, | doubt that. Conjuring up a

Bl ack Annis for the average wanderer is a bit el aborate,

No, they've spotted us."

He straightened his shoulders and cl apped his hands. "Al
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right, so nmuch for our night's adventure! Everybody back
to bed."
The children | ooked up, appall ed.

"Don't worry, Momy' 11l give you a sleep spell." Gmen's
lullabies were effective projective tel epathy; when she sang,
"Sleep, ny child,” they really did.

"My lord," Gamen said softly, "if they do know of our
presence..."

"We'd better post sentries. Yes." Rod sat down cross-
| egged. "I'Il take first watch. | haven't been sleeping well
| ately, anyway."
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When the ni ght noises prevailed again, and the only

chil d-sound was deep and even breathing. Rod said softly,
"They're being very good about it—but the fact is, | blew
it."

"But it is distinctly inprobable that you could have caught
the projective, in any event," Fess's voice answered him
"Bani shed her, certainly—possibly even destroyed her,

though that certainly woul d have been quite dangerous. But
attenpting to i nmobilize an esper, without killing her, would
be ten tines nore dangerous."

Rod frowned. "Cone to think of it, why didn't she just
hop the next broonstick?" He had a sudden, vivid vision
of Gaen in an aerial dogfight, and shuddered.

"Why | eave her caravan, if she did not have to?" Fess
count er ed.

Rod wi nced. "That hurts—that ny rage hanstringed
things so much that she didn't even have to strain to get

away!"

"Still, that is only a blowto your pride," Fess reninded
him "The object was acconplished; the danger was ban-

i shed. "

"Only tenporarily," Rod growl ed, "and the next tine, it
m ght banish us, if |I let ny rage block off ny brain again.”

"That is possible," Fess admtted. "And the danger nust
be considered greater, now that there is reason to believe
the eneny knows your identities and direction."

"And can guess our purpose,” Rod finished. "Yes, we
can be sure they' Il attack again, and as soon as possible.
Fess?"

"Yes, Rod?"
"Think it's tine yet to send Gaen and the kids home?"
The robot was silent for a noment; then he answered,

"Anal ysi s of avail able data does not indicate a degree of
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danger with which your fanmily, as a unit, cannot cope."

"Thank Heaven," Rod sighed. "I don't think they' d be
very easy to send hone, just now. "

"Your children have becone intrigued."”

"Children, ny eye! It's Grven |'mworried about —her
dander's up!"

Fess was sil ent.

T
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Rod frowned at the |lack of response; then his nouth
tightened. "All right, what am| m ssing?"

The robot hesitated, then answered, "I don't think they
trust you out alone. Rod."
3

"We're getting pretty close to the Romanov border now,
aren't we?"

"Aye, ny lord. 'Tis mayhap a day's journey further."
Gren was hol ding up bravely, but she did seemtired.

Rod frowned. "Look—they know we're com ng; there's

no point in keeping our disguise. Wiy're we still wal king?"
"To save fright. Papa," Gregory |ooked down at his fa-

ther, fromhis seat on Fess's pack. "If the good peasant folk
see us flying north, they would surely take alarm"”

Rod stared at his youngest for a nonent, then turned to
Gmen. "How ol d did you say he was? Three, going on
what ?"

But Gaen frowned suddenly, and held up a hand. "Hist!"
Rod frowned back. "The sanme to you."

"Nay, nay, ny lord! 'Tis danger! Good fol k cone, but
flee toward us in full terror!"

Rod's face went neutral. "Wat's chasing then?"

Grven shook her head. "I cannot tell. 'Tis human, for
sense the presence—yet there's a blank where m nds shoul d
be. "

Rod noted the plural. "Al'l right, let's prepare for the
worst." He put two fingers to his nouth, and bl asted out a
shrill whistle.

31
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Li ke tandem firecrackers, Magnus and Geoffrey popped
out of nowhere, and Cordelia swoped down to hover behind
them "Wy didst thou not but think for us. Papa?" Magnus

i nquired.
"Because we're up agai nst an eneny that can hear thoughts

farther than whistles. Al right, kids, we've got to set up
an anbush. | want each of you high up in a tree, doing

your best imitation of a section of bark. Your nother and
I"lI'l take the ground. Wen the eneny shows up, hit 'em
with everything you' ve got."

"What eneny. Papa?"
"Listen for yourself. Mama says it's human, but nothing
nore."

Al'l four children went gl assy-eyed for a nonent, then

cane out of their trances with one sinultaneous shudder
"Tis horrible," Cordelia whispered. "'Tis there, but—tis

not!"
"You'll know it when you see it," Rod said grimy, "and
just in case you don't, I'Il think 'Havoc!' as loudly as

can. Now, scoot!"

They di sappeared with three pops and a whoosh. Looki ng
up. Rod spotted three treetops suddenly swayi ng agai nst the
wi nd, and saw Cordelia soar into a fourth. "Which side of

the road do you want, dear?"

Gren shrugged. "Both sides are alike to me, ny lord."
"What do you think you are, a candidate? Ckay, you

di sappear to the east, and I'l|l fade into the left. | keep trying,
anyway. "
Gren nodded, and squeezed his hand qui ckly before she

sped of f the road. Leaves cl osed behind her. Rod stayed a
monent, staring north and wondering; then he turned to the
under brush, nmuttering, "Head north about ten yards, Pess."

The robot sprang into a gallop, and al nost i medi ately
turned off the road onto Rod's side.

The | eaves cl osed behind him and Rod turned to face
the roadway, peering through foliage. He knelt, and let his
body settle, breathing in a careful rhythm watching the dust

settle.

Then, around the curve of the roadway, they cane—a
dozen dusty peasants with small backpacks and haunted
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faces. They kept gl anci ng back over their shoul ders. The
tall est of them suddenly called out, jerked to a halt. The
others hurried back to him calling over their shoulders to
their wives, "Go! Flee!" But the wonmen hesitated, glancing
Il ongingly at the road south, then back at their husbands.
The men turned their backs and faced north, toward the
eneny, each holding a quarterstaff at guard position, slant-
Wi se across his body. The wonen stared at them horrified.

Then, with a wail, one young wife turned, hugging her
baby, and hurried away southward. The others stared after
her; then, one by one, they began to shoo their children
away down the road.

Then the nen-at-arms strode into sight.
Rod tensed, thinking, "Ready!"™ with all his force.

They wore brown | eggings with dark green coats down

to nmidthigh, and steel helmets. Each carried a pike, and a
saf fron badge gl eaned on every breast. It was definitely a
uni form and one Rod had never seen before.

The sol diers saw t he peasants, gave a shout, and charged,
pi kes droppi ng down | evel

Rod thought the word with all his might, as he nuttered
it to Fess: "Havoc!"

He couldn't have timed it better. Fess | eaped out of the
under brush and reared, with a whinnying scream just as

the last soldiers passed him They whirl ed about, alarned,
as did nmost of their nates—and Rod | eaped up on the

roadway between peasants and sol diers, sword flickering

out to stab through a shoul der, then | eaping back out to dart
at another footman even as the first screaned, staggering
backward. Two soldiers in the mddl e of the band shot into
the air with hows of terror, and slamred back down onto
their mates, as a shower of rocks struck steel helmets hard
enough to stagger soldiers, and send themreeling to the
ground.

Rod threw hinmself into a full lunge, skewering a third
soldier's thigh, as he shouted to the peasants, "Now Here's
your chance! Fall on 'em and beat the hell out of 'em"

Then a pi ke-butt crashed into his chin and he spun back-
ward, vision darkening and shot through with sparks; but a
roar filled his ears and, as his sight cleared, he saw the
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peasant men slanming into the soldiers, staves rising and
falling with a rhythm of mayhem

Rod gasped, and staggered back toward them there was
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no need for killing!

Then anot her thought nudged through: they needed pris-
oners, for information

He blundered in anong the peasants, took one quick
gl ance at the remains of the nelee, and gasped, "Stop
There's no need... They don't deserve..."

"Thou hast not seen what they've done,
to him grow ed.

t he peasant next

"No, but | intend to find out! Look! They're all down,
and sone of 'em may be dead al ready! Stand back, and
| eave themto ne!"

A rough hand grasped his shoul der and spun hi m around.
"I' truth? And who art thou to command, thou who hast
not | ost blood to these wol ves?"

Rod' s eyes narrowed. He straightened slowy, and knocked

the man's hand away with a sudden chop. It was ridicul ous,
and really shoul dn't have nade any difference to anybody—
but it would work; it'd get their cooperation. "I amthe High
War | ock, Rod Gallowglass, and it is due to ny magi ¢ and

my family's, that you men stand here victorious, instead of
sprawl ing as buzzard's neat!"

He didn't have to add the threat; the man's eyes wi dened,
and he dropped to one knee. "Your pardon. Lord! 1... |
had not neant..."

"No, of course you didn't. How could you tell, when
I"'mdressed as a tinker?" Rod | ooked around to find all the
peasants kneeling. "All right, that's enough! Are you nen
or pawns, that you nust kneel ? Rise, and bind these animals
for me!"

"On the instant, milord!" The peasants | eaped to their

feet, and turned to begin lashing up the soldiers with their
own belts and garters. Rod caught the belligerent one by
the shoul der. "How are you cal |l ed?"

Appr ehensi on washed his face, and he tugged at his
forel ock. "Grathum an it please thee, mlord."

Rod shrugged. "Whether or not it pleases you, is a bit
nmore inmportant. Grathum go after the wonen, and tell them
the good news, will you?"

The nan stared, realization sinking in. "At once, your
| ordshi p!" And he sped away.

Rod surveyed the knot-tying party and, satisfied every-
thing was well under way with the m ni mum of vengefu
brutality, glanced up at the trees and t hought. Wonderful,
children! I'ma very proud daddy!

The branches waved slightly in answer. Rod could have

bent his mind to it, and read their thoughts in return; but it
still involved major effort for him and he couldn't spare
the concentration just now. But he turned toward the

under brush, and thought. Thanks, dear. It was nice to see

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...ock%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (30 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:32 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%620Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%202%20-%20T he%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20( 1) .txt
you throwi ng sonebody el se's weight around for a change

"As long as 'tis not thine, my lord? Thou art nost surely
wel cone! "

Rod | ooked up, startled—that was her voice, not her

m nd. Gaen canme nmarching up, with the wonen and chil -
dren behind her. Grathum hurried on ahead, face one big
apol ogy. ""Ere | could cone unto them milord, thy wfe
had brought word, and begun their progress back."

She had obviously run the nmessage on her broonstick;

the wives were herding their children silently, with covert
gl ances at her, and the children were staring w de-eyed.

Rod turned back to Grathum "Any nore of these apes
likely to be follow ng you?"

The peasant shook his head. "Nay, m | ord—none that

we know of. There were nore bands—but they chased after
others who fled. Only these foll owed the high road, when
we who escaped to it so far as this, were so few "

"*Qhers who fled?' " Rod frowned, setting his fists on
his hips. "Let's try it fromthe begi nning. What happened,
Grathun? Start back before you knew anythi ng was wong."

"Before... ?" The peasant stared at him "Tis sone

nmont hs agone, milord!"

"We've got tinme." Rod nodded toward the north. "Just
in case you're worried, |I've got sentries out."

Grat hum darted qui ck | ooks about him then back at Rod,
fearfully. Rod found it unpleasant, but right now, it was
useful. "Several nonths back," he pronpted, "before you
knew anyt hi ng was wrong."

"Aye, mlord," Gathumsaid, with a grimce. He heaved
a sigh, and began. "Well, then! 'Twas April, and we were
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shackling our oxen to the plows for the planting, and a
fellow hailed me fromthe roadway. | nisliked his | ook—
he was a scrawny wight, with a sly | ook about hi mbut
I'"d no reason to say himnay, so | pulled in my ox and
strode up to the hedge, to have words with him

""Whose land is this? he did ask ne; and | answered,
"Way, o' course, 'tis the Duke of Ronmanov's; but ny naster,
Sir Ewing, holds it enfeoffed fromhim'

"'*'Nay,' quoth this wight, ' '"tis not his now, but the Lord
Sorcerer Alfar's—and | hold it enfeoffed fromhim'

"Well! At this | becanme angered. 'Nay, assuredly thou
dost not,' | cried. 'An thou dost speak such treason, no man
woul d blame me!" And | drew back my fist, to smite him"
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Rod's nmouth tightened. That sort of fit in with his overal
i npression of Grathumis personality. "And what'd he do
about it?"

"Why! He was gone ere | could strike—di sappear ed!

And appeared again ten feet away, on ny side of the fence!
Ah, | assure thee, then fear did seize ny bowel s—but |

ran for himanyway, with a roar of anger. Yet up he drifted
into the air, hauling a thick wand out from his cl oak, and
struck down at me with it. | nmade to catch it, but ever did
he seemto know where | woul d grasp next, and ever was

his stick el sewhere; and thus did he batter ne about the
head and shoul ders, till | fell down in a swoon. Wen

came to ny senses, he stood over ne, crow ng, 'Rejoice

that | spared thee, and used only a wooden rod—nor tossed

a ball of fire at thee, nor conjured a hedgehog into thy
belly!" ... Could he do such, mlord?"

"l doubt it highly," Rod said, with a dry snmle. "Go on
with your story."

Grat hum shrugged. "There's little nore to tell of that

broil. 'Be mindful,' quoth he, 'that thou dost serve ne now,
not that sluggard Sir Ewing.' The hot bl ood rushed to ny
face, to hear ny lord so addressed; but he saw it, and struck
me with the wand again. | did ward the blow, but he was
behind ne on the instant, and struck nme fromthe other
side—and | could not ward nyself, for that the armthat

shoul d have done it, was beneath ne. 'Be mindful,' quoth

he again, 'and fear not Sir EnMing's retribution; ere the har-
vest cones, he'll not be by to trouble thee further.' Then
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he grinned like to a broad saw, and vanished in a crack of
t hunder . "

Rod noted that all this junior w zard seened to have
done, was teleport and | evitate—but he had used themto
gi ve him an advantage in a fight!

"This worm of a warlock was fully |acking in honor,"
Gren ground out, at his el bow

"Totally unethical," Rod agreed, "and, therefore, totally
self-defeating, in the end. If witches and warl ocks went
around behaving like that, the nobs would be out after them
in an instant—and how |l ong could they |ast then?"

"Forever," Gathumsaid pronptly, "or so this Lord
Sorcerer and his sorcery-knights do believe. They fear no
force, milord, whether it cone from peasants or knights."

The fright in his tone caught at Rod. He frowned. "You
sound as though you're tal king from experi ence. \Wat hap-
pened?" Then he lifted his head as he realized what soneone
i ke Grathum m ght have done. "You did report this little
incident to Sir Ewing, didn't you?"

"I did." Gathumbit his Iip. "And | wish that | had not—
though it would have nmade little difference, for each and
every other plowran on Sir Ening's estates told himlike-
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W se.
"The same warl ock in each case?"

"Aye; his name, he said, was Mel kanth. And there was

no report of him fromany other manor; yet each had been

so visited by a different warlock or witch. Naethel ess, 'twas
our Sir Ewing who did rise up in anger and, with his dozen
men-at-arnms, rode forth to seek out this Ml kanth."

Rod cl anped his jaw. "I take it Sir BEwing found him™"
Grat hum spread his hands. "W cannot think otherw se;

for he did not come back. Yet his nen-at-arns did; but they
wore this livery thou seest on those who pursued us." He
jerked his thunb back over his shoulder at the heap of bound
sol diers. "Aye, they cane back, these nen that we'd known
since childhood; they cane back, and told us that Sir Ew ng
was no nore, and that we served Hi s Honor Warl ock

Mel kant h now. "

Rod stared, and Gwen caught at his arm That jarred
Rod back into contact with reality; he cleared his throat,
and asked, "Anything odd about 'enf? The way they | ooked?"

T
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"Aye." Grathumtapped next to his eye. '"Twas here,
mlord—n their gazes. Though |I could not say to thee what
"twas that was odd."

"But it was wrong, whatever it was." Rod nodded.
"What' d the soldiers do? Stay around to nake sure you kept
pl owi ng?"

"Nay; they but told us we |abored for Ml kanth now,

and bade us speak not of this that had happed, not to any
kni ght nor lord; yet they did not say we could not speak to
ot her peasant folk."

"So the runmpr ran?"

"Aye. It ran from peasant to peasant, till it had cone
cl oser by several manors to our |ord. Count Novgor."

Rod kept the frown. "I take it he's vassal to Duke
Romanov. "

"Aye, mlord. The Count called up his |evies—but scarce

more than a dozen knights answered his call; for the others
had all marched forth to battle the warl ocks who chal | enged
them ™"
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"Ch, really! | take it runor hadn't run fast enough."

Grat hum shrugged. "I think that it had, mlord; but such
news only angered our good kni ghts, and each nmarched out

to neet the warlock who clainmed his land, thinking his force
surely equal to the task."

"But it wasn't." Rod's lips were thin. "Because they went
out one knight at a tine; but I'll bet each one of themran
into this Lord Sorcerer and all his mnions, together."

Grathum's face darkened. "Could it be so?"

Rod tossed his head inpatiently. "You peasants have got

to stop believing everything you're told, G athum and start
trying to find out a few facts on your own!... Ch, don't

|l ook at me like that, I'mas sane as you are! \Wat happened
to Count Novgor and his understrength arny?"

Grat hum shook his head. "W know not, m | ord—for

fear overtook us, and we saw that, if the sorcerer won, we
woul d be enslaved to fell magic, and our w ves and bairns
with us. Nay, then we comon fol k packed what we coul d
carry and sin' that we would not have the chance to fight,
fled instead, through the pasture |anes to the roadway, and
down the roadway to the Hi gh Road."

"So you don't know who won?"

"Nay; but early the next norning, when we'd begun to

march again, word ran through our nunbers—for it was
hundreds of people on the road by then, mlord; we folk of
Sir Eming's were not alone in seeing our only chance to
stay free—and word ran fromthe folk at the rear of the
troupe, to us near the van, that green-coated soldiers pur-
sued. W& qui ckened our pace, but word cane, anon, that a
band of peasants had been caught up by soldiers, and taken
away in chains. At that word, nany folk split away, village
by village, down side roads toward hiding. But when we

canme to high ground, we |ooked back, and saw squadrons

of soldiers breaking off fromthe main host, to march down
the side roads; so we turned our faces to the South, and
hurried with Death speedi ng our heel s—for word reached
those of us in the van, that the soldiers had begun sl aying
those who fought their capture. Then did we take to a byway
oursel ves; but we hid, with our hands o'er our children's
mout hs, till the soldiers had trooped by, and were gone from
sight; then back we darted onto the H gh Road, and down
toward the South again. Through the night we cane, bearing
the wee ones on litters, hoping that the soldiers would sleep
the whiles we marched; and thus we cane into this norning,
where thou hast found us."

Rod | ooked up at the sky. "Let's see, today... yesterday
This would be the third day since the battle."

"Aye, mlord."

"And you, just this little band of you, are the only ones
who nmade it far enough south to cross the border?"

G at hum spread his hands. "The only ones on the High
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Road, milord. If there be others, we know not of them..
and had it not been for thee and thy fanmly, we would not
be here, either." He shuddered. "Qur poor Count Novgor

We can only pray that he lives."

Air cracked outward, and Gregory floated at Rod's eye
| evel, noored to his shoul der by a chubby hand.

The peasants stared, and shrank back, muttering in hor-
ror.

"Peace." Rod held up a hand. "This child hel ped save
you fromthe sorcerer's soldiers." He turned to G egory,
nettled. "What is it, son? This wasn't exactly a good tine."

"Papa," the boy said, eyes huge, "I have listened, and..."
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Rod shrugged. "Wasn't exactly a private conversation
What about it?"

"If this Count Novgor had won, these soldiers in the
sorcerer's livery would not have been marching after these
peasant fol k. "

The folk in question gasped, and one worman cried, "But
the bai mcan scarcely be weaned!"

Rod turned to them unable to resist a proud smirk. "You
shoul d see himthink up excuses not to eat his vegetabl es.
I"'mafraid he's got a point, though; I wouldn't have any
great hopes for Count Novgor's victory."

The peasants sagged visibly.

"But it should be possible to get a definite answer." Rod
strode forward.

The peasants | eaped asi de.

Rod stepped up to the bound soldiers. He noticed that

one or two were struggling against their ties. "They're be-
ginning to come to. | think they m ght know who won."

He reached out to yank a soldier onto his feet, then turned
to the peasants. "Anybody recogni ze hin®"

The peasants stared and, one after another, shook their

heads. Then, suddenly, one woman's finger darted out, to
point at the soldier on top of the third pile. "But yonder is
Gavin Arlinson, who followed good Sir Ewing into battle!

How comes he to fight in the service of his lord s foe?"

"Or any of them for that matter? Still, he'll do nicely

as a representative sanple." Rod gave the sol dier he was

hol ding, a slight push; the man teetered, then fell back down
onto his conrades. Rod caught himat the | ast second, of
course, and lowered himthe final inch; then he waded

through the bound nen, to pull Gavin Arlinson onto his
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feet. He slapped the nman's face gently, until the eyelids
fluttered; then he called, "Mugnus, the brandy—t's in Fess's
pack."

Hi s el dest el bowed his way through to his father, holding
up a flask. Rod took it, noting that nobody seenmed to wonder
where Magnus had cone from He pressed the flask to
Arlinson's lips and tilted, then yanked it back out quickly.
The sol di er coughed, spraying the inmedi ate area, choked,
then swal | owed. He squinted up at Rod, frowning.

Just the | ook of the eyes nade Rod shiver. Admittedly,
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the gl assiness of that stare could be due to the head knock
he'd received; but the unwavering, unblinking col dness was
another matter.

Rod pulled his nerve back up and denanded, "What
happened to Sir Ew ng?"

"He died," the soldier answered, his tone flat. "He died,
as nmust any who conme up against the mght of the Lord
Sorcerer Alfar."

Rod heard indi gnant gasps and nuttering behind him
but he didn't turn to look. "Tell us the manner of it."

"'Tis easily said," the soldier answered, with full con-
tenmpt. "He and his nen marched forth to seek the warl ock
Mel kanth. They took the old track through the forest, and
in a meadow, they met him But not Ml kanth al one—his

brot her warl ocks and sister witches, all four together, with
their venerable Lord, the Sorcerer A far. Then did the war-
| ocks and witches cause divers nonsters to spring out upon
Sir Ewing and his nmen, while the witches cast fireballs. A
war | ock appeared hard by Sir Ewing, in mdair, to stab
through his visor and hale himoff his nount. Then woul d
his soldiers have fled, but the Lord Sorcerer cried out a
summoni ng, and all eyes turned toward him Wth one gl ance,
he held themall. Then did he explain to them who he was,
and why he had cone."

“I''l'l bite." Rod gave hima sour snmle. "W is he?"

"A man bomwi th Talent, and therefore noble by birth,”

the sol dier answered tightly, "who hath cone to free us al
fromthe chains in which the twelve Lords, and their |ackeys,
do hold us bound."

"What chains are these?" Rod denmanded. "Wy do you
need freeing?"

The soldier's nouth twisted with contenpt. "The 'why'
of it matters not; only the fact of enslavenment's of inport."

"That, | can agree with—but not quite the way you neant
it." Rod turned to his wife. "I call it hypnosi s—+nstant
style. What's your diagnosis?”

"The same, ny lord," she said slowy. ""Tis like to the
Evil Eye with which we dealt, these ten years gone."
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Rod wi nced. "Please! Don't remnd ne howlong it's
been." He submitted to a brief but intense wave of nostal gia,
suddenly feeling again the days when he and Gaen had

42 Christopher Stasheff THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 43

only had to worry about one baby warl ock. And, of course,
a thousand or so naraudi ng beastnen....

He shook off the nmood. "Can you do anything about it?"

"Why... assuredly, ny lord." Gaen stepped up to him
| ooking directly into his eyes. "But dost thou not wish to
attenpt it thysel f?"

Rod shook his head, jaw clanped tight. "No, thanks. |
managed to nmake it through this skirnmish without rousing
my tenper—how, |'mnot sure; but I'd just as soon not
tenpt fate. See what you can do with him wll you?"

"dadly," she answered, and turned to stare into the sol -
dier's eyes.

After a mnute, his lips withed back fromhis teeth. Rod

gl anced quickly at the thongs that held his wists, then down
to his lashed ankles. His nuscles strained agai nst the |eather,
and it cut into his flesh, but there was no sign it might break.
He | ooked back up at the soldier's face. It had pal ed, and
beads of sweat stood out on his forehead.

Suddenly, he stiffened, his eyes bulging, and his whole
body shuddered so violently that it seemed it would fal
apart. Then he went |inp, darting pani cked gl ances about
him panting as though he'd run a nile. "How. .. Wo..."

Gnen pressed her hands over her eyes and turned away.

Rod | ooked from her to the sol dier and back. Then he
grabbed Grat hum and shoved the soldier into his arnmns.
"Here! Hold himup!" He | eaped after his w fe, and caught

her in his arns. "It's over, dear. It's not there anynore."
"Nay... | amwell, husband," she nuttered into his
doublet. "Yet that was... distasteful."

"What ? The feel of his mnd?"
She nodded, mnute,

"What was it?" Rod pressed. "The sense of w ongness?
The twisting of the nind that had hynotized hinP"

"Nay—twas the lack of it."

"Lack?"

"Aye." OGnen | ooked up into his eyes, a furrow between

her eyebrows. "There was no trace of any other mind within
his, my lord. Even with the beastmen's Evil Eye, there was
ever the sense of some other presence behind it—but here,
t here was naught."

Rod frowned, puzzled. "You mean he was hypnoti zed
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and brai nwashed, but whoever did it was so skillful, he
didn't even | eave a trace?"

Gren was still; then she shrugged. "Wat else could it
be?"

"But why take the troubl e?" Rod nused. "I nean, any

wi tch who knows nore than the basics, would recognize
that spell in a nonent."

Gren shook her head, and pushed away fromhim " "'Tis

a mystery. Leave it for the nonce; there are others who nust
be wakened. Cordelia! Ceoffrey, Magnus, G egory! Hear-

ken to ny thoughts; |eamwhat | do!" And she went to knee
by the bound soldiers. Her children gathered about her.

Rod wat ched her for a nmonent, then turned back to
Ariinson, shaking his head. He | ooked up into the nan's
eyes, and found t hem haunt ed.

The sol di er | ooked away.

"Don't blame yourself,"” Rod said softly. "You were un-
der a spell; your mnd wasn't your own."

The sol dier |ooked up at him hungrily.

"I't's nothing but the truth." Rod gazed deeply into the
man' s eyes, as though staring could convince himby itself.
"Tel | nme—how nmuch do you renenber?"

Ariinson shuddered. "Al'l of it, mlord—€ount Novgor's
death, the first spell laid on us, the march to the castle, the
deepening of the spell..."

Rod waited, but the soldier only hung his head, shud-
dering. "Go on," Rod pressed. "Wat happened after the
deepeni ng of the spell?"

Arlinson's head snapped up, eyes w de. "Wat nore was
there!™

Rod stared at hima nmonment, then said slowy, "Nothing.
Not hi ng that you coul d have done anythi ng about, sol dier.
Not hing to trouble your heart." He watched the fear begin
to fade fromthe man's eyes, then said, "Let's back it up a
bit. They—the warl ocks, | nean—narched you all to the
castle, right?"

Ariinson nodded. "Baron Strogol's castle it had been,
mlord." He shuddered. "Eh, but none woul d have known

it, once they'd passed the gate house. 'Twas grown dank
and sour. The rushes in the hall had not been changed in a
month at the | east, mayhap not since the fall, and each
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wi ndow and arrow slit was shuttered, barring the daylight."

Rod stored it all away, and asked, "Wat of the Count?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...ock%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (38 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:32 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%6202%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20(1).txt

Arlinson only shook his head slowly, eyes never |eaving
Rod' s.

Rod | eaned back on one hip, fingering his dagger. "How
did they deepen the spell?"

Arlinson | ooked away, shivering.

"I know it's painful to remenber," Rod said softly, "but
we can't fight this sorcerer if we don't know anythi ng about
him Try, won't you?"

Arlinson's gaze snapped back to Rod's. "Dost thou think
thou canst fight him then?"

Rod shrugged inpatiently. "OfF course we can—but |'d
like to have a chance of winning, too. Tell nme how they
deepened the spell."

The soldier only stared at himfor a time. Then, slowy,

he nodded. '"Twas done in this nmanner: They housed us

in the dungeon, seest thou, and took us out from our cage,
one al one each tine. Wen ny turn came, they brought ne

into a roomthat was so dark, | could not tell thee the size
of it. Alighted candle stood on a table, next to the chair
they sat me in, and they bade me stare at the flame." H s
mout h twi sted. "What el se was there?"

Rod nodded. "So you sat and stared at the flanme. Any-
thing el se?"

"Aye; some unseen nusicians played a sort of nusic |
never had heard aforetine. 'Twas a sort of a drone, seest
thou, like unto that of a bagpi pe—yet had nore the sound
of a viol. And another unseen beat on a tanbour..."

"Tap it out," Rod said softly.
The sol dier stared, surprised. Then he began to slap his
thigh, never taking his eyes from Rod's.

Rod recogni zed the rhythm; it was that of a heartbeat.
"What el se?"

"Then one who sat across from ne—but 'twas so dark

I could tell his presence only by the sound of his voice—
one across fromme began to speak of weariness, and sl eep
M ne eyelids began to grow heavy; | renmenber that they
drooped, and | fought agai nst drowsiness, yet | gave into
it, finally, and slept—until now " He glanced down at his
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body, seeming to see his clothing for the first tinme. "Wat
is this livery?"

"We'll tell you after you' ve taken it off," Rod said shortly.
He sl apped the man on the shoul der. "Be brave, soldier.
You' Il need your greatest courage when you find out what's
been happening while you were, uh... while you '"slept.""

He turned to G athum "Rel ease hi m-he's on our side
again."” And he turned back to Gmen, just in tine to see
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the children, as a team wake the last soldier, while Gmen
supervi sed closely. "Gently, Mgnus, gently-his m nd

sl eeps. And Geoffrey, nove slow y—nay, pull back! Re-

treat! If thou dost wake himtoo quickly, thou'lt risk driving
hi m back into the depths of his own mnd, in shock of his
waking so far fromhis bed."

The soldier in question blinked painfully, then | evered

hi nsel f up on one el bow. He | ooked down and stared at his
bound wists. Then he | ooked up, wldly—but even as he

began to struggle up, his eyes lost their wildness. In a few
seconds, he sank back onto one el bow, breathing deeply.

"Wel | done, ny daughter,” Gaen nurnured approvingly.
"Thou di dst soothe himnost aptly."

Rod wat ched the man growi ng calner. Finally, he | ooked
about him wide-eyed. H s gaze anchored on Gaen, then
took in the children—then, slowy, tilted up toward Rod.

"Al'l are awake now, husband, and ready." Gaen's voice
was low. "Tell themthy condition, and thy nane."

"I am nanmed Rod Gal |l owgl ass, and | amthe H gh Warl ock

of this Isle of Gamarye." Rod tried to match Geven's pitch
and tone. "Beside ne is ny |ady, Gsendylon, and ny

children. They have just broken an evil and vile spell that
held you in thrall." He waited, glancing fromface to face,
letting themtake it in and adjust to it. Wen he thought
they' d managed, he went on. "You have been 'asleep' for

three days, and during that tinme, you have fought as soldiers
in the arny of the Lord Sorcerer, Afar."

They stared at him appalled. Then they all began to fire
questions, one after another, barking demands, al nost how -
ing in disbelief.

They were building toward hysteria. It had to be stopped.
Rod hel d up his hands, and bell owed, "Silence!"
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The soldiers fell silent, as mlitary discipline dug its
hooks into their synapses. But they were prined, and ready
to expl ode, so Rod spoke quickly. "Wat you did during
those days was not truly your doing—t was the 'Lord
Sorcerer's and his mnions. They used your bodi es—and
parts of your minds." He saw the | ook that washed over the
sol diers' faces, and agreed, "Yes. It was foul. But renenber
that what you did was their crinme, not yours; there is no
fault of yours in it, and you cannot rightly be blanmed for
it." He saw their foreboding. Well, good—at |east they'd
be braced, when Grathum and his peasants told t hem what
had been happeni ng. He gl anced fromface to face again,
hol di ng each set of eyes for a nonent, then breathed, "But
you can seek justice."

Every eye | ocked onto him

"You have pursued these goodfol k, here..." Rod jerked
his head toward t he peasants. " sout hward. You have
passed the border of Romanov, and are cone into Earl
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Tudor's land. Wend your way on to the South, now, with
the folk you did chase—enly now, be their protectors."

He saw resolve firmthe soldiers' faces.

Rod nodded with satisfaction. Southward you go, all in

one body, to King Tuan at Runny nede. Kneel to himthere,
and say the High Warl ock bade you come. Then tell him

your tale, from beginning to end, even as Gavin Arlinson
has told it to ne. He will hear you, and shelter you—and,
if you wishit, | doubt not he will take you into his arny,
so that, when he marches North against this tyrant sorcerer
you may help in tearing himdown."

Rod gl anced fromface to face again. He hadn't said

anyt hing about guilt or expiation, but he could see renorse
turn into fanaticismin their expressions. He turned to
Gathum "W can trust them Strike off their bonds."

Grat hum eyed hi muncertainly, but noved to obey.
Rod felt a tug at his belt, and | ooked down.

"Papa," said Gregory,
speak to the King?"

will the guards allow themto

"I''"l'l have to see if | can get you a job as nmy nenory."
Rod turned away to funble in Fess's pack, nunbling, "W
did bring a stylus and sone paper, didn't we?"

"We did," the robot's voice answered, "but it is at the
bottom under the hardtack."

"Well, of course! | wasn't expecting a boom ng corre-
spondence on this jaunt." Rod dug deep, came up with
witing materials, and wote out a rather informal note,
asking that the bearer be allowed to speak with Their

Maj esties. He folded it, tucked the stylus away, and turned
to Cordelia. "Seal, please."

The witchlet stared at it, brow puckering in furious con-
centration. Then she beaned, and nodded.

"Al'l done?" Rod tested it; the paper was sealed all around
the edges; nol ecules fromeach half of the sheet had wan-
dered in among the other half's. Rod grinned. "Thanks,
cabbage." He turned to Grathum handing himthe letter
"Present this to the sentry. Not being able to read, he'll cal
the captain of the guard, who'll call for Sir Maris, who'l
probably allow only two of you to cone before Their

Maj esti es—and even then, only when you're surrounded

by ten of the Queen's Om Bodyguard. Don't let them

bot her you—they'll just be decoration.” He pursed his I|ips.
"Though | woul dn't make any sudden noves, when you're

in the throne room.."

Grat hum bobbed his head, wi de-eyed. "E en as thou dost
say, mlord." Then he frowned. "But... mlord..."

"CGo ahead." Rod waved an expansive gesture.
Grathumstill hesitated, then blurted, "Wy dost thou

call thy lass a 'cabbage? "
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"' Cause she's got a head on her shoul ders," Rod ex-

pl ai ned. "Of with you, now. "

4

The fam |y watched the little conpany nmarch of f sout hward
When they had di sappeared into the woodl and. Rod turned
back to his famly. "Thank you, children. | was very proud
of you."

They bl ossoned under his praise. Cordelia caught his
hand and returned, "And / was proud of thee. Papa, that
thou didst not |lose thy tenper!”

Rod fought to keep his smle and said only, "Yes. Well,
every little inprovenment counts, doesn't it?"

He turned to sit on a convenient rock. "W could use a
little rest, after all that excitenment."”

"And food!" Geoffrey plopped hinself down on the grass
in front of Rod. "May | hunt. Papa?”

“No," Rod said slowy, "there are those | aws agai nst
poaching, and this tinker disguise still seens to be useful."

"But it doth not deceive the sorcerer and his coven,"”
Magnus said, folding hinself down beside Ceoffrey.

"True, but it does seemto make the fol k we encounter
more willing to talk. Gathumsaid things to the tinker, that
he was careful to hold back fromthe Lord Hi gh Warl ock."

"I ndeed, " Gaen confirnmed. "He was .so overawed that
his true feelings did not even cone into his mnd, when he -
knew t hou wert noble."

48
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"Which | still don't believe,” Rod noted, "but he did.

That's what's inportant. So we remain a tinker famly, on
the surface."

"Then, no hunting?" Geoffrey pouted.
"Yes," Rod nodded. "No."
"But we're hungry!" Cordelia conpl ai ned.

"There is an answer to that." Gmen opened a bundl e and
spread it out. "Biscuits, cheese, apples—and good spring
wat er, which Magnus may fetch."

Magnus heaved a martyred sigh and went to fetch the
bucket .

"I know," Rod commiserated. "It's not easy, being the
el dest . "
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Magnus set the bucket down in the center of the famly
ring and scowed at it. Wth a sudden slosh, it filled with
wat er .

Rod gazed at it, then lifted his eyes to his eldest. "I take
it you renenbered the | ast brook we crossed?"

Magnus nodded, fol ding hinmself down cross-I|egged.
"Though nmilk woul d be better."

"You may not teleport it out," Rod said sternly. "How
do you think the poor cow would feel ? Besides, it'd take
too long to cool, after Mama pasteurized it."

"She could heat it in the cow," Cordelia offered.

"Haven't we done that poor beast enough neanness al -
ready?"

"Rabbit woul d be better,"” Geoffrey groused.

Gren shook her head. "There is not tinme to roast it. W
must yet march northward a whiles this day, children.”

Geoffrey sighed, and laid a slice of cheese on a biscuit.

"WIIl we cross into Romanov this night. Papa?" Magnus
asked.

"Not if | can help it. That's one border crossing | want
to nmake in daylight."

"There are surprises enough, under the sun," Gaen
agreed. "W need not those of the noon, also.”

Cordelia shrugged. "W know t he range of w tch-powers.
VWhat new thing could they snmite us wthal ?"

"An we knew of it," Gaen advised her, "'twould not be
surprise."
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"Besides," Rod said thoughtfully, "I don't Iike what your
Mama sai d, about that depth-hypnosis not having any fee
of the mind that did it."

The children all stared up at him Magnus voiced for
them "What dost thou think it may be. Papa?”

But Rod shook his head. "There are too nany factors
we don't know about."

"W do know that the Tyrant Sorcerer is aged," Gegory
pi ped up.

The others stared at him "Wat nakes thee say so?"
Cordel i a denanded

"l heard the sol dier speak thus, when he told Papa of the
battle with Count Novgor."

"Such as it was." Rod searched his nenory, and realized
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Gregory was right. But it was such a slight reference! And
"venerabl e" didn't necessarily mean "old." He gl anced at
Gmen, and found her eyes on him He turned back to G egory.
"Very good, son. \Wat el se do we know?"

"That he has gathered other w tches and warl ocks about
him" Cordelia said quickly.

"That they are younger than he," Magnus added, "for
Grathum did not nention age when he spoke of the warl ock
Mel kant h. "

"He did not say Mel kanth was young, though," G egory
obj ected, "and neither he nor the soldier said aught of the
ot her sorcery folk."

Magnus cl anped his jaw, and reddened. "Qher than that
there were nore than a few of them-and enough to defeat
a dozen arned nen!"

"Well, he did use the plural," Rod tenporized, "and
Grathum and Arlinson both probably woul d' ve nentioned
it, if they'd been old."

Magnus gl anced up at his father gratefully.

"Still..." Rod glanced at Gregory, whose face was dark-
ening into obstinacy. "... that is something we've guessed,
not something we know. We've got to be ready to change
that opinion in a hurry."

Gregory's expression |ightened

"We know there is a crafter of w tch-npss among them"
Gmven said slowy, "and | would presume 'tis the one we
met with two nights agone.™
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"Probably,"” Rod agreed, "and at |east one of their witches
i s good enough at telekinesis, to cone up with fireballs."

"That doth take skill," noted Gmen, who could Iight both
a match and a bama nmle off.

"And a projective who can manage a qui ck hypnotic
trance that's good enough to hold a dozen denoralized sol -
diers," Rod nused. "Presumably, that's the tyrant hinself."

"Thou dost guess. Papa," G egory reni nded

Rod grinned. "Good boy! You caught it.

"And one anong them can plan the use of all these
powers, in such wise as to easily defeat an arned force,"
Geoffrey said suddenly.

Rod nodded. "Good poi nt—and easy to m ss. Wat was
their strategy?"

"To gobble up first the peasants, then the knights,"
Geoffrey's eyes glowed. "They began with the snall and
built theminto strength, then used themto catch sonething
| arger. They should therefore attack Duke Romanov and,
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after him sonme others of the Geat Lords—Hapsburg and

Tudor, nost likely, sin' that they are nearest nei ghbors. Then
they might chance attack on the King and Queen, sin' that
they'll have the Royal Lands encircled—er, if they doubt

their own strength, they m ght swall ow up Bourbon,

D Medici, and G oucester ere they do essay King Tuan."

The famly was silent, staring at the six-year-old. Rod
reflected that this was the child who hadn't wanted to | eam
how to read, until Rod had told himthe letters were march-
ing. "That's very good," he said softly, "very good—es-
pecially since there wasn't nuch information to go on. And

I did say strategy, when | really neant tactics."

"Ch! The wi nning of that one battle?" Geoffrey shrugged.
"They sent witch-npss nonsters against the armed band,

to busy them and afright them Then, the whiles the non-
sters held their attention, the other warl ocks and w tches
rai ned blows on themfromall sides. 'Twas sinpl e—but
"twas enow, it did suffice.”

"Hm " Rod | ooked directly into the boy's eyes. "So you
don't think much of their tactician?"

"Eh, | did not say that. Papa! |ndeed, he did just as he
shoul d have—dsed only as much force as was needed, and
when and where it was needed. | doubt not, had Count
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Novgor proved stronger than he'd guessed, he'd have had

magi cal reserves to call upon." Geoffrey shook his head.

"Nay, | could not fault him H s battle plan in this skirmsh
may have been, as thou hast said, sinple—but he may al so

be quite able to lay out excellent plans for el aborate battles."
He shrugged. "There is no telling, as yet."

Rod nodded slowy. "Sounds right. Any idea on the num
ber of subordi nate warl ocks and w t ches?"

"Four, at the l|east—ene to craft witch-noss, and direct

her constructs; one to fly above, and drop rocks; two, at

| east, who did appear and di sappear, junping from place to
pl ace within the nel ee, weaking havoc and confusion. There
may be a fifth, who threw fireballs; and al so a sixth, who
did cast the trance spell."

"Hypnosis," Rod corrected.

"Hi p-no-siss." Geoffrey nodded, with intense concentra-

tion. "As thou sayest. And, of course, there was the Tyrant-
Sorcerer, this Alfar; it nmay have been he who cast the trance
spel I, which woul d nake his | esser warl ocks and witches

only the five."

Rod nodded. "So. W can be sure there're Alfar, and
four subordinates—but there may be nore." He checked
his menmories of Gavin Arlinson's account, but while he
was checking, Gegory confirmed, "'Tis even as Ceoffrey
doth say. Word for word, he hath counted them™

Geoffrey cast hima | ook of annoyance. "Wo did ask
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t hee, babe?"
Gregory's face darkened

"Children!"™ Gnen chided. "Canst thou not allow one
anot her each his due share of notice?"

Cordelia sat up a little straighter, and | ooked virtuous.

Rod | eaned back on his hands, staring up at the sky.

"Well! | didn't know we knew all that much! | expected

you children to help out on the odd jobs—but |I didn't expect
this!" He | ooked down at his brood, gloating. "But—f
they've got all that going for themwhy did they worry

about some escapi ng peasants? Wiy did they send their
brand-new arny to chase them down?"

"Way, 'tis sinply said!'" Geoffrey |ooked up, startled.
"' Twas done so that they might not bear word to Duke
Hapsburg, or Earl Tudor—er e'en Their Majesties!"”
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They were quiet again, all staring at him
Geoffrey | ooked fromface to face. "But—tis plain! Is't

not ?"

"Yes, now that you've told us," Rod answered. "But
what bothers ne, is-why doesn't Alfar want anyone to
know what he's doi ng?"

"Way, 'tis even plainer! He means to conquer the Duke,

and doth not wi sh any other Lord to send himaid!"
H s brothers and sister watched him silent.
Rod nodded, slowy. "Yes. That's what | was afraid you

were going to say."

Count Drulane and his lady rose, and all their folk rose
with them At the farthest end fromtheir dais, the famly
of tinkers rose, too—though Gwven had to prod Ceof frey

into putting down his trencher |ong enough to remenber

hi s manners.

"A good night to you all, then," the Count intoned. "My
your dreams be pl easant—-and may you wake in the nom

ing."

The habi tual phrase fell rather sonberly on their ears,
considering the tenor of the table conversation. The Count
may have realized it; certainly, his departure through the
door behind the dais, with his lady, was a bit brusque.

Gaen | eaned over to Rod and nurnured, "lIs such fear
born only of silence?"

Rod shrugged. "You heard what they said. The peasants
are used to neeting Ronanov peasants at the markets, and
suddenly, they're not there. And the Count and Countess
are used to the occasional social call—-but there haven't
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been any for two. weeks, and the |ast one before that brought
runors of the Romanov peasants being upset about evi
witches."

"/ would fear,"
suddenl y. "

said Magnus, "if such visits stopped so

"Especially if you had relatives up there," Rod agreed,
"whi ch nmost of themseemto. | mean, who else are the

kni ghts' daughters going to neet and nmarry?" He cl asped
Magnus' s shoul der. "Cone on, son. Let's help themclean

up. "
"Geoffrey, now" Gmen said firnmy and the six-year-old
54 Christopher Stasheff

wol fed the |ast of his huge slice of bread as he stepped back
fromthe table. Then he reached out and caught his wooden

cup just as Rod and Magnus |ifted the board off its trestles
and turned it sideways, to dunmp the scraps onto the rushes.

"Tis not very cleanly. Papa," Cordelia ren nded.

"l know, dear—but when you' re a guest, you do what

your hosts do. And nake no nistake—the Count and

Countess are being very kind, to let a famly of poor tinkers
spend the night in their castle.”

"Especially sin'" that their own smth doth nend their
pots," Magnus added, as he turned to carry the board over
to the wall. Rod followed, and they waited their turn to
drop their board onto the grow ng stack

"I't nmust be that the witches have done it," the serf in
front of themwas saying to his mate. "Wen |last | saw
Hort h—ni nd thou, he that is anbng Sir Olan's hostlers?—
he did say an evil warl ock had conme anpbng t he peasants,
demandi ng that they pay himeach a penny ere M dsumrer."

"And M dsummer hath cone, and gone." The ot her peas-
ant shook his head. "What greater mschief ha' such war-
| ocks brewed, ere now?"

As they dropped their board, Magnus | ooked up at Rod.
"Such words strike greater fear into ny breast than doth the
silence itself. Papa."

"Yes," Rod agreed, "because it threatens us, personally.
That's the real danger, son—and not just to us." He cl asped
Magnus around the shoul der as they went back. "The peas-

ant reaction. Your nother and |, and Queen Catharine, with
Tuan's help, were beginning to build up the idea that espers
coul d be good guys—but one power-grabber can undo al

that, and send the peasants out on witch-hunts again." He
broke off, grinning at the sight of Cordelia and Geoffrey,
struggling toward himwi th one of the trestles between them
"Hold it, you two! You're just not big enough to handl e one
of those things, yet—with just your hands, anyway!"

Cordelia dropped her end and glared up at him fists on
her hips. "I'ma big | ass. Papa!"
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"Not yet, you're not—and you won't be, for at |east five
nmore years." Under his breath. Rod added. God willing.

"But you're a real sweetheart, to try and hel p. Manma needs
you, though, to help clean a spot for our blankets."
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Cordel i a shuddered, and Geoffrey pointed out, "It'd be
nore pl easant outside. Papa."

"We're after gossip, not confort." Rod turned himaround
and patted himon his way. "Go hel p Manm; she needs
soneone to talk a cat into staying near us all night."

Geof frey bal ked.
"Cats fight rats," Rod reni nded

Geoffrey's eyes gl eaned, and he scurried back toward
Gnen.

Rod picked up his end of the trestle. "Ckay, up!"

Magnus hoi sted his end, and turned toward the wall.

"E'en an witches could conquer all of Gamarye, Papa, they
could not hold it—against such peasant fear and hate." He
shrugged. "We nunber too few "

"Watch the personal references." Rod gl anced quickly

about, but none of the peasants were cl ose enough to have
heard. "Good thing none of themwants to be seen near a
tinker.... No, son, an evil esper, such as this Afar, could
hol d power—but only by a very harsh, cruel, absolute rule."

Magnus scowl ed. "'Tis as bad as witch-hunts."”

"Worse, for ny purposes—because it'd stifle any chance

of denocracy on this planet. And | want Granarye's tele-
paths to be the communi cations systemfor an interstellar
denocracy, sone day." Rod straightened, eyes wi dening.
"So that's it!"

Magnus | ooked up, startled. "Wat, Papa?"

"Where the futurians come i n—you know, the villains
who ki dnapped us all to Tir Chlis?"

Magnus's face darkened. "I mnd nme of them-and of

the peril they placed us in. But what sign of themis there
inthis coil. Papa? | see naught but an aged w zard, who

hath at long last struck out in bitterness and sense of being
wr onged. "

"That's what they want you to see. Ckay, son, up onto

the stack—heave!" They swung the sawhorse up onto the

top of the stack, and turned away to go get the other one.
"But if there's the likelihood of a repressive governnent
showi ng up, there's a high probability of totalitarians from
the future, being behind it."

Behi nd his ear, a nethodical voice intoned, "General-
i zing frominadequate data..."
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"But surely that is not enough sign of their presence,"
Magnus protested, "only the harshness of Alfar's rule!"

"You' ve been talking to Fess again," Rod accused. "But

keep your eyes open, and you'll see nore signs of their

hand behind Alfar. Myself, |'ve been wondering about what
your nother said-that there's no trace of a mnd, behind
that 'instant' hypnosis spell A far used on these soldiers."”

Magnus stared in consternation. "But... Papa... how
could that..."

"Up with the trestle,"” Rod rem nded, and they bent to

pick it up, and started toward the wall again. "Think, son—
what doesn't? Think, that is. Wat can do things, but doesn't
t hi nk?"

Magnus was silent as they hoisted the trestle to the top
of the stack. As they turned away, he guessed, "A machi ne?"

"You have been talking to Fess, haven't you?" There was
a brief, nasty buzz behind his ear. "I'd call that a good
guess. "

"But only a guess," Magnus rem nded him

"OF course." They strolled up to Gven where she knelt,
just finishing spreading their blankets out over the rushes.
"Managed to bani sh the vermn, dear?"

"Indeed." She glanced at him "Cordelia and | did think
to gather fresh rushes the whiles we were on our way here,
so we'll sleep sweetly enow. "

Sonet hi ng about the phrase caught Rod's attention. He
stared down at the blanket, then lifted his gaze slowy to
| ook deeply into Gaen's eyes.

She tilted her chin up and turned to her sons. "And bear
thy manners in mnd, for we sleep in conpany, here."

The children stared at her, then frowned at one anot her
in puzzlenment, then turned back to her. "Wy woul dst thou
think we mght not?" Magnus asked. Geoffrey piped in,
"W're good boys. Mama!"

"Aye," Gnen answered, turning to Rod, "and so nust
thou all be."

In the mddle of the night a | ow groan began, swelling
in volune and bounci ng back and forth between the stone
wall's, until it filled the whole hall.

Rod shot bolt upright, panic clanmoring up inside him
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jarring his brain. Rage answered, and struggled against it.

A bluish white light filled the hall, showing all the serv-
ants shocked upright, staring in fear and horror. Cordelia
screamed, burying her face in Rod's nidsection, and G egory
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burrowed into Gren's skirts

Magnus and Geoffrey glared truculently upward, even
as they backed away agai nst the wall

Above themall, the great hall was filled with a throng
of pale, glow ng spectres in antique gowns and anci ent
arnor, all blue-white, and translucent.

And facing the Gallowglass famly.

The male closest to themlifted an armw th the wei ght

of centuries, and his voice rolled out, thundering, "Thou
"Tis thou who dost disturb our rest, thou and thy get! Nane
thysel f, and step forth fromthy craven guise!"

Gren laid a restraining hand on Rod's arm but the rage

was buil di ng, and he shrugged her off, incensed that she
shoul d dare to renonstrate with him He glared up at the
ghost, throw ng his shoul ders back and issuing his words
one by one. "I am Rodney Lord Gal |l owgl ass, Hi gh Warl ock

of G amarye! And who are you, who dares so address me?"

"I am Arendel, first Count of Drulane!" the ghost bel -
lowed. ""Tis in nmy hall thou dost stand! \Werefore hast
thou cone, and why hast thou disturbed ny rest—ine,
and all of ny line's! Speak, sirrah! Now "

The rage surged higher. "Speak with respect to thy bet-
ters, feeble ghost! O fromthis place |I shall banish thee,
to leave thy waith wailing in the void between worlds!"

The ghost stared a noment, with the enpty darkness of

its eyes. Then its face creased, and broke open, and |aughter
spi |l I ed out—-harsh, nocking | aughter, that all the ghosts
echoed, ringing fromone to another, clanoring and sound-

ing |like brazen gongs, until all the Great Hall rang with it,
whil e spectral fingers pointed at Rod.

And the rage built to fill him striving to master hinm but
he held hinself rigid against it and, in a last attenpt to
avoid it, cried, "Fess! To ne, now In the great hall!"

"Wy, then, mannikin, work thy will!" the ghost sneered.
"Hal e ne down, and grind nme under! Work thy wonders!
Show us this power thou canst enploy, against ghosts!"

St eel hooves rang on stone, and the great black horse
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charged into the hall, rearing to a halt bare inches froma
peasant coupl e, who scranmbled away in panic.

Arendel turned his wathful gaze on Fess, staring in out-
raged anger. "What beast is this thou dost summon! Hast
thou no shred of courtesy within thee, that thou woul dst
bring thine horse into a lord's hall?"

"Fess," Rod bell owed in agony, "What are they?"

"Rrr... Rrrodd... th-they awmwmr..." Suddenly, Fess's
whol e body heaved in one great convul sion, neck whipl ash-
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ing; then his head plumeted down to swi ng between his
fetlocks. He stood spraddl e-1egged, each knee | ocked stiff.

"Sei zure," Rod snapped. "They're real!"

Arendel stared in disbelief for a monent; then he threw
back his head, and his | aughter rocked the hall. "El f-shot!
He summmons his great aid, his nodel of all that is powerful
and perfect—and '"tis elf-shot!" And his nerrinent rolled
forth, to batter against Rod's ears.

Then Rod's own natural fury broke | oose, his indignation

that anyone shoul d nock disability, nmake a joke of the truest
conpani on he had known from earliest nemory—and that

fury poured into the building rage to boil it over the dam
of Rod's willed control. The red haze envel oped him and

the icy, insane clarity stilled his thoughts, ringing one clear
i dea: Chosts could be exorcised. Rod bent his brows, eyes
narrow ng, and a thundercl ap expl oded through the hall
crashing outward froma short, bal ding man wearing spec-
tacles and a green chasuble over a white robe. He blinked
about him stupefied. "I was ... Wuat... How. .."

"Wl cone, Father," Rod breathed, in a voice of dry ice.

The priest blinked, seeking Rod out with watery eyes.
"But | was even now saying Matins, in the nonastery chapel
How canme | here?"

"Through ny magic," Rod grated, "in response to the

ill manners of this churlish dead | ord! Exorcise him Fa-
ther—for his soul's barred from Heaven whiles he lingers
here! "

The ghost roared with rage, and his fellows all echoed
him w th screechings and roarings that made the priest
wi nce and cry, '"Tis a foretaste of Hell!"

"Banish them" Rod cried, "ere they linger to damm them

sel ves!™
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The priest's face firmed with resolve. '""Tis even as thou
sayest." And he held up one pal mtoward the ghosts while

he funbled in a pocket with the other, beginning a sonorous
Latin prayer.

Lord Arendel shrieked, and di sappear ed.
Wth a wave of wailing despair, the other ghosts faded.

In the sudden, soft darkness, Magnus cried, "There!
Agai nst the eastern wall! Nay, stop her, seize her! Mbther,
alight, | prithee!"

Sudden |i ght slashed the darkness—a warm yellow gl ow
froma great ball of fire that hung just bel ow the ceiling,
and Magnus and Geoffrey were diving toward a wonan in

a bl ue, hooded cl oak, who haul ed out a broonstick and

| eaped onto it, soaring up through the air to | eave themin
a wake of nocking |laughter. Magnus shouted in anger, and
banked to foll ow her, but she arrowed strai ght toward the
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wi ndow, whi ch was opened wide to the sumer's night.

She trilled | aughter, crying, "Fools! Dost not know the

wi tches are everywhere? Thou canst not escape Atfar's power,
nor hope to end it! Hail the Lord Sorcerer as thy naster,
ere he doth conquer thee—for Alfar shall rule!"

Wth a firecracker-pop, Gegory appeared, directly in

front of her, thrusting a stick toward her face. It burst into
flane at its tip. The witch shrieked and veered to the side,

pl utmmeting toward the open door, but Cordelia swirled in

on her broonstick to cross the witch's path, hurling a
bucketful of water. The fluid stretched out into a | ong,

sl ender arrow, and splattered into the witch's face. She how ed
with rage and swirled up and around the great hall while

she dashed the water from her eyes with one sw pe of her

hand. Magnus and CGeoffrey shot after her, closing in from
either side. At the last second, the witch clutched at a great
whorl of an anulet that hung on her breast, cried, "Hail,

Al far," and di sappeared in a clap of thunder.

The hall was silent and still.

Then a | ow npan began, and spread around the outside
of the chanber. It rolled, building toward a wail

Magnus hung in the center of the hall, beneath the great
fireball, his eyes like steel. Slowy, his mouth stretched
wi de.

Gren's voice cut like a knife blade. "Nay, Magnus! Such
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words are forbidden thee, for no gentleman may use them "

For an instant, shocked stillness fell again. Then one
worman began to giggle incredul ously. Another gave a little
| augh, but another |aughed with her, then another, and an-
other, and the horror in the hall turned into full-throated
| aughter—ith an hysterical edge to it, perhaps, but |augh-
ter nonet hel ess.

Then the Count of Drulane stood on the dais with his
quaki ng wi fe behind him gazing out about his hall silently.

One by one, his servants and thralls saw him and fel
silent.

When the whole hall was quiet, the Count turned to a
wai ting servant. "Light fires, that we may thank this |ady
for her good services, and be done with her flamng light."

The servant turned to the task, and others | eaped to join
hi m

The Count turned to the priest and said gravely, "I nust
thank thee, reverend Father, for thy good offices."

The priest bowed. "My office it was, and there was snall
need to thank ne."

"Naet hel ess, | do. Still, Father, | own to sone concern,
for these were the spirits of mine ancestors. Are their souls
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"Nay, mlord." The priest smled. "I' troth, | m sdoubt

me an a soul can be annihilated. Yet even an 'twere, 'twould
not be now, for I saw no need for exorcism Nay, | nerely
did bless this hall, and pray for the souls of all who have
dwelt here, that they mght find rest—which they did."

"And | had feared thou woul dst attenpt to blast them
with power of thine own," Gaen said softly to her husband.
"How is't thou didst think of the clergy?"

But the rage had ebbed, and Rod was filled with guilt
and renorse. He shrugged inpatiently. "Just an odd fact."

"It was, i' truth, for thou hast never been greatly pious.
Where didst thou learn it?"

The question poked through Rod's miasm; he frowned.
Where hod he | earned that ghosts could be bani shed by
clergy? "Comon know edge, isn't it?" He glowered at her
"Just canme to ne, out of the blue."

"Nay," said little Gegory, reaching up to catch his hand.
" '"Tis not fromthe blue..."
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"Who asked you?"

Gregory flinched away, and sel f-disgust drowned Rod's
irritation. He reached out to catch the child around the
shoul ders and jam him against a hip. "Ch, |'msorry, son
You didn't deserve that!"

The priest was still reassuring the Count. "They have
fled back to their graves, nmlord—and, | hope, to their
wel | -earned afterlives."

"For some, that will be a blessing," the Count said non-

comttally.

Rod | ooked up fromthe shane filled ashes of his wath.
"Shall | send you home now. Father?"

The priest |ooked up, appalled, and the Count said quickly,
"Or, an thou dost wish it. Father, we can offer thee hos-
pitality and, when thou art rested, guardsmen and a horse,
to escort thee south, to thy nonastery.”

"I thank thee, mlord," the priest said, not nmanaging to
hide his relief.

The Count inclined his head. Then, slowy, he turned to
Rod; and he spoke softly, but his words cut like fire.
ungent |l emanly of thee. Lord Warlock, to come, unan-
nounced and di sgui sed, into nmine household."

" Twas

Rod met his gaze, despite the shame that perneated him
He'd lost his head in fear and panic, and ained at the w ong
eneny—and now, to top it off, the Count was right.

How dare he be
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It worked; he summoned up enough indignation to raise
his chin. "Deeply do | regret the need for such deception,
m | ord Count—but need there was."

"What ?" The Count frowned. "Need to wake nine an-
cestors fromtheir sleep?"

Rod answered frown for frown. "Be mindful, mlord—
that raising was no work of ours. 'Twas the doing of a vile
wi - uh, sorceress."”

"Aye." The Count seenmed enbarrassed. "'Tis even so,
mlord; | had forgot."

"But the witch would not ha' been here," Geoffrey whis-
pered, "had we not been."

"Shut up, kid," Rod muttered.

"I prithee, judge not all us witches by her," Gmen pl eaded.
"There be only a few such w cked ones. And, as thou hast
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seen, ever will they flee the m ght of the Royal Coven."
The peasants didn't seemall that rmuch reassured.

"Make no m stake," Rod advised. "The Tyrant Sorcerer,

Al far, does send his agents out to prepare his conquests—
and, as you've seen, he has cone this far to the South

al ready." He turned back to Count Drulane. "That is why
we have cone in disguise—to leamall we can of Afar's

doi ngs. "

The Count gazed at himfor several seconds, then nodded
slowy. "Aye, | am captain enough to understand the need
of that."

"I thank you for your understanding," Rod gave hima

slight bow "But we must not trouble your keep further this
night. The witch has fled, and we have |l earned all that we
can." Especially now that our cover's blown. "W will thank
you for your hospitality, and take our |eave."

The count returned the bow, not quite nanaging to hide
his relief.

Rod smled, turned, and nmarched toward the door.

Magnus bl inked, then junped to follow his father, shoul -
ders squared and chin high.

The ot her children | ooked about them startled, then hur-
ried after Magnus, with Gaen shooi ng them al ong.

The peasants pressed back, naking way for them

Rod stopped by Fess and reached under the saddle for

the reset switch. He threwit, and the robot's head canme up
slowy. Rod caught the reins and | ed the black horse away
with them
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They came out into the open air, and CGeoffrey heaved a
sigh of relief.

"Cl ean!" Cordelia gasped.

Rod was silent for two paces; then he nodded. "Yes. You
did want to sleep outdoors, didn't you?"

"Crickets be nore nusical than snores,
hi m

Magnus assured

"And if | must needs sleep with aninmals, | had liefer
they be | arge enough to see clearly." Gaen brushed at her
skirts. "Faugh!"

"No argunent there," Rod assured her. "Conme on; we'll
just go a quarter-mle or so past the gate, and bed down for
the rest of the night."
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They passed through the gatehouse, across the draw
bridge, and out into the night.

After a few paces. Rod let a sigh explode out. "Now
Next tinme you disagree with ne, Gregory, please wait unti
we' re al one! Because you never know, | might be right."

"Yes, Papa,"” the little boy said, inalittle voice.

Rod frowned. "I don't nmean to be hard, son—but there's

a very good chance that, if that witch hadn't been there to
harry us, there night've been another one of Alfar's crew,
totry to spy out the territory and spread runors that'd worry

the folk. | mean, all that worried dinner-table talk was
probably genui ne—but it is strangely convenient for Alfar,
isn't it?"

Gregory was silent.

To cover his guilt feelings, Rod turned to Fess, muttering,
"Recovered, Circuit Rider?"

"Nearly," answered the robot's voice. "I had never en-
count ered convi nci ng evi dence of the existence of a me-
dium before this night."

"Wel |, maybe you still haven't," Rod nused.

"Who hath not what?" Magnus | ooked up with a frown.
"Ch! Thou didst speak with Fess." He nodded, satisfi ed;

the children had | ong ago | earned that they could not hear
Pess's thoughts, unless he wanted themto.

"Mayhap he still hath not what?" Cordelia asked.

"Seen a nmedium " Rod expl ai ned, "a person who can
talk to ghosts, or nmake them appear.”

"Ch." Cordelia nodded. "Thou speakest aright. Papa. He
hath not."

"Ch, really? Those ghosts | ooked genuine, to ne.
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"They were not," Magnus assured him "They had no
greater thought than a mrror."

Rod frowned. "Odd simle."

"Yet '"tis apt," Onen affirnmed. "They had no true thoughts
of their own; they m m cked what was there laid down for
t hem "

"Laid down?" Rod still frowned. "By whon®"

"By the witch," Magnus explained. "She did call up the
menories laid in the stones, and throw themout to us."

Rod stared. After a few seconds, he said, "What?"
"Some witches there be, mlord," Gmen expl ained, "who
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can lay a hand on a ring, and gain the full sense of the
person who wore it, even to the pattern of his or her thoughts."

Rod gazed off into space. "Yeah... | think |I've heard
of that. They call it 'psychonetery,' don't they?"

Gnen shrugged. "1 know not, ny lord; such are the words
of thy folk, not ours."

""Tis all one," Cordelia added.

"Thanks for the lesson," Rod said sourly. "But how did
you know about this, Magnhus?"

The boy reddened. "I did not wish to trouble thee. Papa..."

"Ch, really?" Rod | ooked the question at Gaen; she

shook her head. "Didn't want to worry Manma either, |

gather. Which is fine, until we find out about it. From now
on, we'll always be worried—that you've di scovered a new
way to use your power, and are trying dangerous experi -
ments without letting us know "

Magnus | ooked up, startled. "I had not neant..."

"I know. So don't. Worry ne, son—that's what |'mhere
for." For a second, he wondered if that was truer than he
knew.

Magnus si ghed. "Well enough, then. | have found thoughts
in things people have used. Papa."

Rod nodded. "Let Mama be near next tine you experi-
ment with it, okay? So much for the 'calling up' part. | take
it the "throwing out' is talking about projective tel epathy?"

"By that," Gaen explained to the children, "he doth nean
a witch or warl ock who can send their thoughts out to folk
who have not witch power."

"Ch!" Cordelia nodded. "Such she was. Papa. Wat she
saw in her mnd, she could nake others see, also."
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Rod nodded. "So we weren't seeing real ghosts—ust
reflections of the nenories 'recorded’ in the rocks of that
hal |l ... uh, Ganen?"

"Aye, ny |lord?"

"Renmenber those ghosts we net, way back when, in
Castl e Loguire?"

"Aye, ny lord. Mayhap they were, at first, raised in just
such a manner."

"Wy the 'at first'?"

"Why, for that they endured after the witch who raised
them+4ong after, by accounts.”
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"Ch, yeah." Rod nodded. "That's right—that castle was
supposed to have been haunted for a century or two, wasn't
it?" He glared at the sudden gleamin Magnus's eye. "Don't
go trying any surprise visits. Those ghosts weren't harm
| ess.”

"Save for thy father." Gaen couldn't resist it.

Rod gave her a glower. "That was dipl omacy, not nec-
romancy. And, come to think of it, this witch of Alfar's
wasn't too bad at persuasion, herself."

"Aye," Onen agreed. "Her words, when we had un-
masked her, were neant nore for Count Drul ane and his
folk, than they were for us."

"Trying to boil up all the old fears of witches, to boost
their Reign of Terror,"” Rod growl ed. "Never m nd what the
peasants mght do to the witches in the rest of the kingdom™

"Nay, do mind it!" Gegory cried. "For if they take fright,
and are hurted enough to becone bitter and hateful, m ght
they not flee to Alfar, and swell his strength?"

Rod t hought about it, then slowy nodded. "I hate to

admit it, son, but you're right." He turned a sonber gaze
on Gaen, then dropped his gaze to |l ook at his children, one
at a tine.

"What thoughts dost thou engender, husband?" Gaen
asked softly.

Rod lifted his gaze to her again. "This m ssion has def-
initely turned dangerous, darling. Time for you and the
children to go hone."

The night was silent for a noment. Then: " 'Tis not fair!"
Cordelia cried.

"Only now doth it gain interest!" Gegory protested

"Nonet hel ess..." Rod began

"'Tis the tactics of magic!" Ceoffrey cried. "Assuredly,
Papa, thou'lt not deny ne the chance to w tness such!"
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"You're apt to get hurt!" Rod snapped. "And preventing
that, is my main job in life!"

"Then wi t her woul dst thou be, without us?" Magnus
demanded, catching at his sleeve.

"Lonely," Rod snapped, "but effective. Alot nore ef-
fective than if |'mworrying about you while I"'min the
mddle of a fight!"

"Yet thou hast no need to fear for us!" Cordelia cried.
66 Christopher Stasheff

"Send an arny 'gainst us, ere thou dost fear!" Ceoffrey
how ed.

"Yeah." Rod's jaw tightened. "You'd just |ove to have
an arnmy to box with, wouldn't you? Unfortunately, it just
m ght have a stronger armthan you, and..."

"Husband." Gaen's | ow voice bored through his building
anger. "Thou didst say, even now, that thou didst protect
them "

Rod's head snapped up, indignation flaring. "Are you
i mplying... ?"

But Gaen was already talking to the children, rapidly.

"Thy father has said there is danger in this; and if thou dost
bel i eve thysel ves strong, only think—how woul dst thou

fare if thou didst confront a grown warl ock, at the height

of his powers, an thou wert alone? If thou hadst been split
away fromthy brothers and sister—how t hen?"

Geoffrey started to answer.

Gmen pressed a hand over his nmouth. "Nay, do think

carefully ere thou dost speak! There is a thrill of pleasure
init, aye—but only till thou dost truly fear! Then all of
thy joy in it doth die a-boning." Her gaze cane up to neet
Rod's. "'Tis even as thy father doth know, for he hath been
in peril. Nay, if he saith 'tis dangerous, then assuredly the
danger could strike deepest fear in thee, could kill thee."

The children stared up at her gravely, thinking they under-
st ood.

"Yet, husband, be mindful." Gnen | ooked straight into

Rod's eyes. "The foes Al far hath sent against us thus far,
have scarce begun to tax our powers. Were Alfar to send

all his force against us, 'twould be great danger, aye; but I
m sdoubt nme an he would risk nore than a noiety of his

force, when he knoweth not the true depth or breadth of

our power. Were he to send an arny, in truth, we ought

then to flee; yet if he sends only w tches, the Hi gh Warl ock
and his famly have little to fear."

"Only enough to make it fun, eh?" Rod nanaged a harsh
smle.

"I could not deny it," Gmnen adnmitted. " 'Tis but exercise,
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for a brood such as ours."

"Yes..." Rod frowned. "He's testing us, isn't he?"

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 67

Geof frey spun around, wi de-eyed. "Papa! Werefore did
I not see that?"

"Experience," Rod assured him "But that means the

attacks will becone stronger, until he thinks he knows our
limts. Then he'll hit us with twice the force he thinks he
needs, just to nake sure.”

Geoffrey had a faraway | ook in his eyes. "Therefore..
it doth behoove us to use as little power as we nust, to
defeat them"

Rod nodded. "Wich we haven't exactly been doing, so
far."

"W may stay then?" Cordelia cried, junping up and
down.

Rod fixed themall with a glare.

They pulled thenselves into |ine, hands clasped in front
of them heads bowed a little—but |ooking up at him

"Do | have your absolute prom se that you'll all go right
honme, w thout any argument, the next tine | say to?"

"Ch, yes. Papa, yes!" they cried. "W will flee, we wll
fly!" Cordelia avowed.

"W wouldn't want to stay, if this sorcerer really were
dangerous. Papa," Magnhus assured him

"But you don't believe he could be, eh?" Rod fixed his
el dest with a glare.

"Well..."

"That's all right." Rod held up a palm "I've got your
promises. It's okay—you're still on board, at |east until the
next attack. And if it's too close to being dangerous, hone
you go!"

"Horme, " they averred.

"Still don't believe nme, eh?" Rod | ooked up at Gwen.
"How about you? Prom se?"

"I shall heed thee as strongly as ever | have done, ny
lord," she said firmy

"That's what | was afraid of," Rod sighed. "Well, | sup-
pose I'll have to be content with that. C non kids, let's set
up canp."”

Gnen threw her head back with a happy sigh. "Ah, 'tis
good to be aloft again."
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"I"'mglad for you." Rod gripped the broonstick tighter

and swal | owed heavily. H s idea of flying was inside a nice,
war m spaceship, with a | ounge chair and an autobar. "This
shooting around on a broonstick is strictly for the birds.
On second thought, strike that—even the birds woul dn't

touch it."

"Ch, certes, they would. Papa." Cordelia shot up al ong-
side, matching velocities. A robin sat on the tip of her
broonstick, chirping cheerily.

Rod gave the bird a jaundiced glance. "Odd friends you're
maki ng, up here."

Gregory shot past them flipping over onto his back to
| ook back and wave bye- bye.

"Show of f," Rod growl ed, but his heart sang at the sight
of a smle on the face of his sober little son. It was good
to see himbe a child again.

"Regard thy way," OGaen called after him G egory nod-
ded cheerfully and flipped over onto his tumry again.

Magnus swung up al ongside. "I thank thee. Papa! W
are free again!"

"Delighted.” Rod tried to nean it. "Mght as well, since
Al far knows who we really are, anyway."

"Yonder." Magnus pointed ahead. Rod | ooked up, and
saw a line of hills, blued by distance. Magnus inforned
him "'Tis the Titans' Ranpart."

"The Romanov boundary." Rod felt his stomach suddenly
grow hol l ow. "Sormehow, | find nyself |ess than eager to
cross it."

"But "twill be exciting. Papa!" Geoffrey cried, flying up
on his port side.

"That's a kind of excitenent | think | can live without.
Besi des, |'m hungry. Darling, what do you say we find a
town | arge enough to have an inn, this side of the boundary?"

"I m sdoubt nme an they'd wel cone folk so poorly dressed
as we, my lord."

"Yeah, but they'd let us sit in the innyard, if we buy our
food with real silver."

"Hot sausage!" Geoffrey cried.
"Stewl " Magnus carol ed.

"Toasted cheese!" Cordelia exulted
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"Hungry children,"” Gaen sighed. "Well, husband, an
thou dost wish it."

"Great. Land us in a nice little copse, about half a mle
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out, will you? Tinkers they might accept in the innyard, but
not if they use it for a landing strip." He stared ahead
hungrily. "Terra firma!"

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 71
5

As they came into the town, Cordelia gave a happy little
sigh. "Tis so nice that the nasty old sorcerer knows we
cone toward him"

"Ch, indeed yes," Rod nuttered. "This way, he can have
a wonderful reception all ready for us! Wiy do you like it,
dear? Because you can fly?"

"Ch, aye!"

"I dislike disguise. Papa," Geoffrey explained.

Rod gave his son a measuring stare. "Yes, | suppose you
woul d—even when you see it's necessary."

"As 'tis, | know, " the little boy sighed. "Yet doth it
trouble ne. Papa."

"l understand." Rod frowned. "Wat bothers ne, is trying
to figure out how Al far saw through our disguises."

The fam |y wal ked on in brooding silence—for a few
seconds. Then Gaen said,” 'Tis w dely known that the High
War | ock doth have a wife, and four bai ns—and that one

is alass, and the other three |l ads."

Rod scowl ed. "What are you suggesti ng—that they had

their illusionist attack every famly who came North?" His
gaze wandered. "OF course, | suppose there aren't that many
famlies coming North... and the kids' ages are pretty nuch

a matter of public record..."
70
"It doth seemunlikely,” Grven admitted.

"And therefore nmust be seriously considered. But we
woul d have heard about it, wouldn't we? Mnsters, attack-
ing famlies..."

"Not if the witch and her nonsters won out," Ceoffrey
poi nted out.

"But no sooner would they have attacked, than the witch
woul d have seen the famlies had no magi cal powers!"”
Cordelia protested. "Surely she would then have cal |l ed off
her nonsters."

Geoffrey's eyes turned to steel. "She would not—f she
wi shed to be certain no word reached the King."

"That does seemto be their strategy," Rod agreed.

"But—to kill bairns?" Cordelia gasped
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"They are not nice people," Rod grated.

The children were silent for a few m nutes, digesting an
unpl easant realization. Finally, Gegory pointed out, "W
do not know that. Papa."

"No, but | wouldn't put it past them Still, it does seem
alittle extravagant."

"Mayhap they did post sentries," Geoffrey suggested.

Rod nodded. "Yes, well, that's the nost likely way—

but what kind of sentries? | mean, we haven't seen any

sol diers standing around in Alfar's livery. So his sentries
must be disguised, if he has them And | suppose they'd
have to know what we | ooked like...."

"Eh, no!" Magnus cried, grabbing Rod's wist. "They
need only be..."

"Tel epat hs! " Rod knocked his forehead with the heel of

his hand. "Of course! Just station mind readers on each of
the mai n roads—and maybe even out in the pastures, if

you' re the suspicious type—and they'd be al nost inpos-

sible to spot! They coul d be anybody—the farnmer who

passes in his cart, the varlet in the kitchens, the merchant
and his draynen..."

The chil dren | ooked around them suddenly alert.

and they'd be al nost inpossible to spot,"” Rod fin-
i shed, "since all they have to do is sit there, with their n nds
wi de open for every stray thought!"

"We coul d have masked our minds," Geoffrey mnused.
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"Yes, but we didn't." Rod shook his head. "Besides, it's
not as easy as it sounds. You're all beginning to get pretty

good at it..." He caught Gmen's gl ance. " every tine
you' re doi ng sonething you don't want Mama and ne to
know about . "

The chil dren exchanged quick, guilty gl ances.

"Of course. Manma and | are getting even better at probing
behi nd the masks,"” Rod went on, "so | suppose it's very
good training for all of us. In fact... that m ght not be a
bad idea.”" He flashed a grin at each of them "Start poking
around inside mnds here and there, kids."

Instantly, all four faces turned blank, their eyes |osing
focus.

"No, no! Not now | nean, if they have been |istening

to us, they'll have heard us, and just wi ped their mnds and
started thinking disguise thoughts! You've got to catch them
when they're not ready, take them by surprise. Listen and
probe for them whenever you just happen to think of it, at
odd nonents."
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"But will they not always be masked to us. Papa?"
Cordel i a protested.

"Not when they're trying to listen to your thoughts,"” Rod
expl ai ned. "They can't do both at the sane tinme—aask
and listen. You've tried it yourselves—you know "

This time, the glance the kids exchanged was startl ed—
and worried. Just how nmuch did Daddy know, that they
didn't know he knew?

"Try to catch them unaware," Rod urged.
The chil dren sighed phil osophically.

"I know, | know," Rod growl ed, "this unpredictable

Daddy! First he tells you to do it, then he tells you not to!
So bal ance it—sonetines you do it, and sonetinmes you

don't." He | ooked up. "Gee, that's a nice |ooking horse,

up there. | think I'll steal it."

The children gasped with shock, and | ooked—and gave
their father a | ook of disgust. "Thou canst not steal him
Papa," Gregory said sternly. "He is already thine."

"Makes it nmore convenient that way, doesn't it?" Under
his breath. Rod nmuttered, "N ce of you to cone ahead to
meet us. Ad lron. How about | ride you, on the next |eg
of the trip?"
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"Mbtion sickness. Rod?"

But it was Gaen and Cordelia who rode, at |least as far
as the inn, and the innkeeper was very obligi ng—ence Rod
caught his attention

It wasn't easy. Rod left the famly at the door and stepped
i nside, bracing hinself for an unpl easant scene. He saw a
tall, wiry nan with a stained apron tied around his wai st,
setting a double handful of mugs on a table and collecting
coppers fromthe diners. As he turned away fromthe table,
his gaze fell on Rod. "Be off with you," he ordered, but

he didn't even stop turning. "W've no alms to give." By

the tinme he finished the sentence, he was facing the kitchen
agai n, and had started wal ki ng.

"I'"ve got noney!" Rod call ed.
The man kept on wal ki ng.

Rod dodged around himand | eaped into his path, shoving
his purse under the innkeeper's nose and yanking it open
The man stopped, frowning. Slowy, his eyes focused on

t he purse.

Rod shook a few coins out onto his palm "See? Silver
The real thing."

The i nnkeeper scowl ed at the coins as though they were
verm n. Then his expression lightened to nusing, and he
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pi nched up one of the coins, held it in front of his nose to
stare at it as though it were sonme new variety of bug, then
met hodically set it between his teeth and bit.

Rod couldn't resist. "Hors d' oeuvres?"

""Tis silver." The innkeeper seened puzzl ed.

"Genui ne," Rod agreed.

The man focused on Rod. "What of it?"

Rod just stared at himfor a second. "We'd |ike sonething
to eat."”

"We?" The innkeeper turned his head fromside to side,
i nspecting the walls and coners.

"My wife and children,"” Rod explained. "I didn't think
you'd want us inside."

The i nnkeeper thought that one over for a while, then
nodded, frowni ng. Rod wondered how the nman ever man-

aged to make a profit. Finally, the innkeeper spoke. "Wse."
He kept nodding. "Wse." Then he focused on Rod again.

"And what food dost thou wi sh?"
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"Ch, we're not choosy. A big bow of stew, a platefu

of sausage, a couple of |oaves of bread, a pitcher of mlk,
and a pitcher of ale should do us. Ch, and of course, six
enpty bow s. And six spoons."

The i nnkeeper nodded judiciously. "Stew, sausage, bread,
mlk, and ale." He turned away, still nodding. "Stew, sau-
sage, bread, mlk, and ale." He headed for the kitchens,
repeating the fornmula again and agai n.

Rod wat ched hi m go, shaking his head. Then he turned
away to find Gaen and the kids.

He found themsitting under an old, wide oak tree with
a huge spread of |eaves. "WII| they have us, husband?"
Gren didn't really sound as though she cared.

"Ch, yeah." Rod folded a | eg under himand sat down

besi de her, |eaning back against the trunk. "He was very
obliging, once he tasted our silver and found out it wasn't
pewter."

"What troubles thee, then?"

"Frankly, my dear, he didn't really give a d-" Rod gl anced
at the eager faces around him and finished, " dam "

"Assuredly, Tudor doth lack in gallantry,"’
man, wal king into the inn with a conpani on.

said a large

"Aye; it doth pain ne to say it, but our noble Earl hath
ever been clutch-fisted," answered his conpanion. "This
sorcerer Alfar, now-all one doth hear of him doth confirm
his generosity."
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They passed on into the inn. Rod sat frozen, staring into
space.

Magnus put it into words for him "Do they speak agai nst
their own | ord?"

"They do," Gaen whi spered, eyes huge.

"And in public!" Rod was flabbergasted. "I nean, peas-
ants have spoken against their rulers before—but never out
in the open, where a spy mght overhear them For all they
know, we could be..." He ran out of words.

"Yet the lord would have to be greatly w cked, for his
own folk to conplain of him" Cordelia cried. "Could they
break faith with himso easily?"

"Not ordinarily," Rod said grimy. "But we didn't cone
up here because things were normal."

A maid came anbling up to them bearing a tray of food.
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Her face was snudged, and her apron was greasy—from

the scullery. Rod guessed. He braced hinself for the con-
tenmpt he'd grown used to fromthe peasants, and reni nded
hi nsel f that everybody had to have sonebody they could

| ook down on. Maybe that was what they really needed
tinkers for.

But the nmaid only held the tray down where they could
reach it, shaking her head and marvelling, "Tinkers! Wy
doth the naster spare good food for tinkers?"

Rod took a plate warily, and sniffed at it. A delighted
grin spread over his face. "Hey! It is good!"

"May | ?" Magnus sat still, with his hands in his lap. So
did the other children, but their eyes fairly devoured the
tray.

"Why... certes." The scullery naid seened surprised
by their politeness.

Magnus seized a bowl. "May |1 ?" Cordelia cried, and the
younger two chorused, "My |1?" after her.

"Certes," the wench said, blinking, and three little hands
snatched at bow s.

Rod handed the plate to Gwen and lifted down a huge
bow of stew, then the pitchers. "Take your cups, children."
Gren scooped up the remai ning two flagons, and the spoons.

The kitchen wench straightened, letting one edge of the
tray fall. A furrow winkled between her eyebrows. "Strange
tinkers ye be."

She was trying to think. Rod realized—and she'd have

been trying very hard, if sone nental |ethargy hadn't pre-
vented her. "Still wondering why your master is serving us
nore than kitchen scraps?”
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Enl i ght enment crept over her face. "Aye. That is what
I be thinking."

"Best of reasons," Rod assured her. "W paid in silver."

She lifted her head slowy, nouth opening into a round.
"Ch. Aye, | see." And she turned away, still nodding, as
she began to anble back to the kitchen

"Why doth she not ask how nmere tinkers came by silver
money. Papa?" Magnus wat ched her go.

"l expect she'll think that one up just as she gets to the
kitchen...."

"Why is she so slow. Papa?" Cordelia seened concerned.
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Rod shook his head. "Not just her, honey. That's what
the i nnkeeper was like, too." He gazed after the scullery
mai d, frowning.

Two nen in brocaded surcoats with grayed tenples

strolled past themtoward the inn door. "Nay, but our Earl
doth seek to rule all our trade," the one protested. "Mark
my words, ere long he will tell to us which goods we may
not sell, for that he doth grant patents on themto those
mer chants who toady to him"

"Aye, and will belike tax the half of our profit," the other
agreed, but he spoke wi thout heat, alnmobst without caring.

They passed on into the inn, leaving Rod rigid in their
wake. "That is the nost blatant lie |'ve heard since | cane
here! Earl Tudor is so |aissez-faire-mded, you'd al nost
think he just doesn't care!"

"Folk will believe any runor," Gaen offered.

"Yeah, but businessnen check them out—-and those two
were nmerchants. If they stray too far fromthe facts, they
go bankrupt."

A string of donkeys plodded into the innyard, heads

hanging I ow, weary fromtheir heavy packs. Their drovers
bawl ed the last few orders at them as the inn's hostlers
strolled past the Gallowgl ass fam |y toward the donkeys,
chatting. "They say the sorcerer Alfar is a fair-mnded man.

"Aye, and generous withal. Those who come under his
sway, | hear, need never be anxious for food or drink."

The first shook his head, sadly. "Qur Earl Tudor doth
care little for the poor folk."

"Are they crazy?" Rod hissed. "Tudor is practically a
wel fare state!™

""Tis e en as thou dost say," the second nmused. "Yet at

the least, our Earl doth not tax his peasants into rags and
naught for fare but bread and water, as Duke Ronanhov

doth."
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"Ch, come on, now" Rod funed. "Nobody ever clained
Romanov was a wal ki ng charity—but at |east he realizes
the peasants can't produce if they're starving."

But Gregory had a faraway look in his eyes. "Papa—+
mslike the feel of their mnds."

Gnen stopped | adling stew and gazed off into space. She
nodded, slowy. "There is summat there..." Then her eyes

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 77

wi dened. "Husband—t doth press on me, within mne
head! "

Instantly, the children all gazed off into space.

"Hey!" Rod barked in alarm He clapped his hands and
snapped, "Wake up! If there is sonething nessing with
people's minds here, it could be dangerous!"

They all started, blinking, then focused on their father.
""Tis as Mama doth say. Papa," Magnus reported. "Sone-
thing doth press upon the mnds of all the people here—
and at ours, too. Only, with us, it cannot enter."

"Then it knows all it really needs to know about us,

doesn't it?" Rod growl ed. He frowned, and shrugged. "On

the other hand, it already did. Here, |I've got to have a fee
of this."

It wasn't as easy for himas it was for Gmen and the
kids. They'd grown up with extrasensory power; they could
read mnds as easily as they listened for birdsongs. But
Rod' s dormant powers had just been unlocked three years
ago. He had to close his eyes, concentrating on the inage
of a blank, gray wall, letting his thoughts die down, and
cease. Then, when other people's thoughts had begun to
come into his mnd, he could open his eyes again, and see
whil e he m nd read.

But he didn't have to | ook about himthis tine. He could
feel it, before he even heard another person's thoughts.
When he did, he realized that the thoughts resonated per-
fectly with the pressure-current. It was a flow ng wave,
rocki ng, soothing, lulling; but nodul ated on that |ethargic
ment al nassage was a feeling of vague unease and suspi -
cion—and riding within that nmodul ation, as a sort of har-
nmoni ¢, was the central conviction that the sorcerer Alfar
could nmake all things right.

Rod opened his eyes, to find his whole famly staring at
himand for the first time on this trip, fear shadowed the
children's faces.

Rage hit, hot and strong. Rod's whol e nervous system
flaned with it, and his hands twi tched, aching for the throat
of whatever it was that had threatened his children

"Nay, husband." Gaen reached out and caught his hand.
"W need thy wi sdom now, not thy mayhem"
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He resented her touch; it pushed his anger higher. But
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he heeded her words, and concentrated on the feel of that
bel oved hand, whose caresses had brought himso nmuch of
confort and delight. He let it anchor him renenbering

how his rage had nmade hi mdo fool hardy things, how his

w ath had played into the hands of the eneny. He took sl ow,
deep breaths, trying to renmenber that he was really nore
danger ous when he was calm trying to regain the harnony

of his enotions. He concentrated on his shoul ders, rel axing
them deli berately, then his back, then his upper arns, then
his forearns, then his hands. Anger woul dn't hel p anybody
now, anger would only destroy—everything but the eneny.

He shivered as he felt the rage | ocosen, and drain away; then
he swal | owed, and cl osed his eyes, nodding. "I'm.. al
right, now. Thanks, darling. Just... be careful about grab-
bing me when I'mlike that, okay?"

"I will, my lord." She released him but held his gaze
with her own.

"Ckay." He took a deep breath, and | ooked up at the
children. "You know what hypnosis is."

"Aye, Papa." They stared at him round-eyed.

"Well, that's what we're facing." Rod's |ips drew back

into a thin, tight line. "Sonebody's sending out a nental
broadcast that's putting everybody's consci ous m nds asl eep
This whole town is in the early stages of mass hypnosis."

The chil dren stared, appall ed.

Rod nodded. "Soneone, or sonething, up there, is a
heck of a lot nore powerful a projective telepath, than we've
ever dreanmed of."

"But it hath not the feel of a person's nmind, ny lord!"
Gnen protested. "Oh, aye, the thoughts thensel ves do—

but that lulling, that pressure that doth soothe into m nd-
| essness—tis only power, without a nind to engender it!"

Rod had a brief, lurid nenory of the genetically altered

chi npanzee he'd had to fight some years ago. Actually, it

was its power he'd had to fight; the poor beast had no m nd
of its own. The futurians, who were continually trying to
conquer Gramarye, had just used it as a converter, trans-
formng mnute currents of electricity into psionic power-

bl asts that could stun a whole arny. Wen they'd finally
found the chinp, it had been one of the ugliest, nost obscene
things he'd ever seen—and one of the nost pitiable. Rod
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shuddered, and | ooked into his wife's eyes. "I don't know
what it is—but | don't like the climte. Cone on—eat up,
and let's go."

They turned back to their food, with relief. But after a
bit, Cordelia | ooked up. "Not hungry. Papa.”
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"I know the feeling," Rod grow ed, "but you will be.
Choke down at |east one bow ful, will you?" He turned to
Gmen. "Let's take the bread and sausage al ong."

She nodded, and began to wap the food in his hand-
kerchi ef .

Rod turned back to his children—and frowned. There
was sonet hing wong, sonme flaw in their disguise..

Then he found it. "Don't forget to bicker a little, children
It's not normal, to go through a whole [unch w thout being
naughty. "

They passed the | ast house at the edge of the village.
Rod muttered, "Not yet, kids. Another hundred yards; then
we're safe.”

For a nonent, Geoffrey | ooked as though he were going

to protest. Then he squared his shoulders |ike his siblings,
gritted his teeth, and plowed on for another three hundred
feet. Then Rod stopped. "Ckay. Now "

Wth one voice, the whole family expelled a huge sigh
of relief. Cordelia began to trenble. "Papa—tis horrid!"

Gnen reached to catch her up, but Rod beat her to it.

He swept the little girl into his arms, stopping her shuddering
with a bear hug. "I know, | know, baby. But be brave—

there'll be worse than this, before we're done with Alfar."

O he's done with us; the thought fleeted through his m nd,

but he helped it fleet on out; a father whose children could
read m nds couldn't afford defeatist thinking. Tal k about
thought control.... Rod cast an appealing gl ance over
Cordelia's shoulder, at Gaen. "Don't you think it's tine

for you folks to go hone now?"

Grven's chin firned and lifted. Bel ow her, three smaller
chins repeated the novenment. "Nay, ny lord," she said
firmy. ""Tis eerie, and doth nake one's flesh to creep—
yet for us, there is, as yet, no greater danger than we saw
| ast night, and thou nmayest yet have need of our nagics."

"I can't deny that last part," Rod sighed, "and | suppose
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you're right—that village may have been nasty, but it wasn't
any nore dangerous than it was |ast night. Ckay—we go
on as a famly."

The boys broke into broad sniles, and Cordelia sat up

in Rod's arnms and cl apped her hands together. Rod set her
down, set his fists on his hips, and surveyed his children
with a stemeye. "You do realize what's going on back
there, don't you?"

They all nodded, and Magnus said, "Aye, Papa." Ceoffrey
expl ai ned, "Alfar doth prepare the town for conquest."”

Rod nodded, his gaze on his second son. "How will he
t ake then"
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The boy shrugged. "In peace. He will march in, and they
will acclaimhimas their friend and naster, and bow to
hi mand all of this without a ever a drop of blood shed."

There was a definite note of admiration in his voice. Rod
shook his head. "Good anal ysi s—but be careful, son. Don't
start thinking that ability inplies goodness."

"Ch, nay. Papa! Ne'er could | think so! He is a worthy
eneny—but that's just to say, he would not be worthy an
he were not able; but he would not be an eneny were he
not evil."

Rod took a deep breath and stilled, with his mouth open,

before he said, "We-e-e-11... there are enem es who m ght
not be really evil—+they'd just be trying to get the sane
thing you're trying to get."

But Ceof frey shook his head firmy. "Nay, Papa. Such
be rivals, not enemes."

Rod stilled with his nouth open again. Then he shrugged.
"Ckay—as |l ong as you make the distinction." He took a

deep breath, |ooking around at his famly. "So. | think we've
got a better idea, now, about how Al far works. First he

takes over npbst of the population with |ong-range hypnosis.
Then he sends his minions in to intimdate anybody who

didn't hypnotize easily."

"There be such. Papa?" Cordelia asked in surprise.

Rod nodded. "Ch, yes, dear. That particular kind of

magic isn't exactly fool proof; there' Il always be a few peo-
ple who aren't terribly open to letting somebody el se take
over their mnds—+ hope."
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"And there be those who will not bow to himfrom fear
either," Ceoffrey said stoutly.

"Ch, yes. And if any of those happen to be knights, or

|l ords, and march against himw th their men-at-arns—by

the tinme they get to Alfar, he'll have nost of the soldiers
convinced they don't want to win."

"Aye. 'Tis the way of it." Geoffrey |ooked up at his
father with a glow of pride

"Thanks, son." Rod sniled, anused. "Just adding things

up." Then his snile faded. "But what the heck kind of
projective tel epath does he have, that can reach out over a
hundred niles to hypnotize a whole village?"

They set up canp, with trenches for beds and pi ne boughs
for mattresses. The kids rolled up in their blankets, and
were instantly asleep—at. least, as far as Rod coul d see.

He didn't trust them "Wat child is this who, laid to
rest, sleeps?" he asked Gwen.

She gazed off into space for a nonent, listening with
her mind. He decided to try it, hinself, so he closed his
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eyes and bl anked his mind, envying the ease with which

she did it. After a few seconds, he began to hear the chil-
dren's | ow, excited, nmental conversation. He rolled his eyes
up in exasperation and started to get up—but Gaen caught

his arm "Nay, ny lord. Let them speak with one another,

| prithee; "twill lull themto sleep."”
"Well..." Rod glanced back at her.
"Yet what will lull us?" she nurnmnured.

He stared down at her, drinking in her beauty. Her fem
ininity hit himw th physical force, and he dropped back
down beside her, one armspread out in return invitation
"I'"'msure I'Il think of something, dear—but it takes sone
creativity, when the kids are watching."

She turned her head to the side, watching himout of the
comers of her eyes. "Their lids are closed."

"But not their mnds." Rod pressed a finger over her |ips.
"Hush up, tenmptress, or I'll put you back in your teapot."

"And what wilt thou do with nme, once thou hast ne
there?" she purred, nestling up against him

The contact sent a current coursing through him H s
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breath hissed in. "I said a teapot, not a punpkin shell!"
He reached out to caress her gently, and it was her turn
to gasp. He breathed into her ear, "Just wait till they fal
asleep...."

"Beshrew ne! But they have only now waked from sev-

eral hours' rest!" Gmen gazed up at himforlornly.

"Hrm " Rod frowned. "Hadn't thought of that..."

"Aye di me!" Gwen sighed, snuggling a little closer.

"E'en so, the confort of thy presence will aid me greatly,
my lord."

"Fi ne—aow that you've nade sure / won't sleep!"
"Yet nust not a husbandman be ever vigilant?" she nur-
mur ed.

"Yeah—waiting for my chance!" He rested his cheek
agai nst her head. "Now | know why they call you a witch...."

"Papa-a-a-a!"

Rod waked instantly; there'd been tears in that little voice.
He opened his eyes and saw Gregory | eaning over him

clutching his arm shaking him "Papa, Papa!" Tears were
running down the little boy's cheeks. Rod reached up an
armto snake around himand pull himdown, cradling him
against his side. The little body stayed stiff, resisting com
fort. Rod crooned, "What's the matter, little fella? Bad

dr ean?"

Gregory gul ped, and nodded.

"What was it about?"
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"Nasty man," Gegory sniffled
"Nasty?" For some reason. Rod was suddenly on his
guard. "What was he doi ng?"

"He did creep upon us." G egory |ooked up at his father,
eyes wide. "Creeping up, to hurl things at us."

Rod stared into his eyes for a second, then began to pat

his back gently. "Don't worry about it. Even if the nasty
man di d sneak up on us, your brothers and sister would

gang up on himbefore he could do much damage." He

smled, and saw a tentative, quivering lift at the coners of
Gregory's mouth. He tousled the boy's hair and turned to

|l ook at his wife. He saw a |l arge pair of eyes staring back
at him "Kind of thought you' d wake up, if one of the kids
had a problem"”
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"I did hear him" Gaen said softly. "I did see his dream
And, ny lord..."

Rod couldn't help feeling that being on his guard was
just the thing for the occasion. "Wat's wong?"

"Gregory's mnd would not conjure up so mld a phan-
tasm nor one so threatening.”

The tension was building inside Rod. Anger began to

boil up under it. Rod tried to hold it down, rem nding

hi nsel f that he and Gaen coul d probably handl e any attenpt

to hurt them But the nmere thought that anyone woul d dare

to attack his children, to plant nightmares in their sleeping
m nds. ..

Magnus, Cordelia, and CGeoffrey suddenly sat bolt-upright.
"Papa," Cordelia gasped, "what dost thou?"

"Is it that bad already? I"'mtrying to hold nmy tenper."

"Thou dost amazingly." Magnus blinked the sleep out of

his eyes and | eaned cl oser, on hands and knees, to peer at
his father. "In truth, thou dost anmazingly. | would never
guess thy rage, to |l ook at thee. Papa, what..."

The night seermed to thicken a few feet away fromthe

chil dren. Somethi ng hazy appeared, coal esced, hardened,

and shot to earth, slanmng into the ground a few feet from
Magnus's hand. Hi s head snapped around; he stared at a
six-inch rock. Cordelia's gaze was rivetted to it, too, in
horror; but Ceoffrey leaped to his feet. "Anmbush!”

The ni ght thickened again, just over Magnus's head.
Sonet hi ng hazy appeared..

and began to coal esce..
"Heads up!" Rod dove for his son. His shoul der knocked

Magnus sprawl i ng, and a foot-thick rock crashed down,
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grazing Rod's hip. He bellowed with pai n—and anger at
the nonster who dared attack his children. His full rage cut
| oose.

"Ware!" Magnus cried. The children were al ready | ook-

ing up, as their father had bade them so they saw the rocks
mat eri alizing—+two, three, all plumreting to earth as they
became real

"Dodge ball!" Magnus shouted. Instantly, he and his
brothers and sister were boundi ng and bobbi ng back and
forth, Cordelia weaving an aerial dance that woul d' ve given
a conputer tracker a blown fuse, the boys appearing and
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di sappearing here, there, yonder, like signal lights in a storm
Through their flickering pavane, Magnus called in sup-
pressed rage, "Art thou hurted. Papa?"

"Nothing that a little nmurder won't cure," Rod yelled
back. "Children—seek! Discover and destroy!"

The children seened to focus nore sharply, and stayed
visible for |longer intervals.

Gren was on her feet, still, her eyes warily probing the
ni ght above them

Then Geoffrey hopped to his left, just as a small boul der
mat eri alized right where his chest had been

Rod stood rigid with horror. If the boy hadn't happened
to junp aside, just at that instant... "Sonebody's trying to
teleport rocks into the kids' bodies!"

"*Twoul d be instant death." Gaen's face was pal e, but
taut with prom sed mayhem

Rod stood tree-still, his eyes wi de open; but the night
blurred around himinto a fornm ess void as his m nd opened,
seeking. ...

Cordelia seized her broomstick and shot up into the sky.

For a nmonent, all three boys di sappeared. Then Magnus
reappeared, far across the neadow, dinmy seen in the noon-
light. He disappeared again just as Geoffrey reappeared ten
feet away, twenty feet in the air. Air shot outward with a
pi stol -crack, inward with firecracker-pop. The neadow re-
sounded with reports, like niniature machine gun fire.

Geof frey di sappeared with a dull boom and a treetop nearhby
swayed with a bul | whi p-crack as Gregory appeared in the
topnost | i nbs.

And stones kept falling, all over the nmeadow.

"Husband!" Gaen's voice was taut. "This eneny will
mark us, too, ere long."

That jolted Rod. "I suppose so—f he doesn't just pick
on little kids. Better split up."

Gnen sei zed her broonstick and di sappeared into the
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dark sky.

That left Rod feeling like a sitting duck. He supposed

he woul d be able to float up into the sky hinself, if he just
t hought about it—but he'd never done it, and didn't want

to have to pay attention to trying to keep hinself up while
he was trying to find and anni hil ate an enemy. Capture, he
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rem nded hinsel f—apture, if you can.
But he hoped he'd find he couldn't.

Magnus appeared ten feet away, shaking his head. "He

doth cloak his thoughts well. Papa. | cannot..." Suddenly,
his eyes |lost focus. Geoffrey's |laugh carolled over the
meadow, clear and filled with gl ee. Magnus di sappeared
with a pistol-crack. Rod | eaped for Fess's back and shot
across the neadow, a living mssile with a doubl e warhead.

He was just intinme to see Geoffrey and Magnus shoot

up out of the trees, carrying a young nman stretched like a
tug-of -war rope between them He struggled and cursed,

ki cki ng and whi pl ashi ng about with his I egs and torso, but
the boys stretched his arns tight, laughing with delight, and
pulling with far nore strength than their little bodies could
account for.

The young man shut his mouth, and gl ared at Magnus.

For ebodi ng struck, and Rod sprang from Fess's back in
a flying tackle.

He smacked into the young nman's | egs so hard they
brui sed his shoul der. Above him the warlock yow ed in
pai n.

Then it was daytine, suddenly full noon. The glare stung
Rod's eyes, and he squinted against it. He could nake out
fern | eaves cl osely packed above, and a huge l|izardlike
monstrosity staring at themfromfive feet away. Then its
mouth | olled open in a needl e-fanged grin, and it waddl ed
toward themw th amazi ng speed. Panic clawed its way up
Rod's throat, and he alnost let go to snatch out his knife—
but the eneny warl ock panicked first.

It was night again, total night. No, that was noonlight,
wasn't it? And it showed Rod water, endl ess waves heavi ng

bel ow him One reached up to slap at his heels, and its

impact travelled on up to hit his stomach with chilling dread.
He coul d just picture hinself falling, sinking beneath those
undul ating fluid hills, rising to thrash about in panic, claw
ing for land, for wood, for sonething that floated.... In-
stinctively, he tightened his hug on the ankles.

Then sunlight seared his eyes, the sunlight of dawn, and
bitter cold stabbed his lungs. Beyond the | egs he clung to,
the world spread out below himlike a map, an i mensity

of green. Jagged rocks stabbed up, only a few yards bel ow
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his heels. It had to be a nobuntai n peak, sonmewhere on the
mai nl and.

Dar kness agai n, bl ackness—but not quite total, for

moonl i ght filtered through a high, grated w ndow, show ng

hi m bl ocks of granite that dripped with nmoisture, and niter
webbi ng the high coners of the cranped chanber. Huge

rusty staples held iron chains to the walls. A skeleton | ounged
inthe fetters at the end of a pair of those chains. Another
hel d a thick-bodied man with a bushy black beard. His
brocade doubl et was torn and crusted with dried bl ood, and

a griny bandage w apped his head. He stared at themin

total amazenent. Then relief flooded his face, and his nouth
opened. ..

Li nbo. Not hi ngness. Total void.

There wasn't any light, but there wasn't any darkness,
either—ust a gray, form ess nothingness. Rod felt an in-
stant conviction that he wasn't seeing with his eyes—es-
peci ally when col ors began to twi st through the void in
writhing streaks, and a hiss of white noise murnmured in the
di stance. They floated, adrift, and the body in Rod's arns
suddenly began to withe and heave again. A nasal voice
cursed, "Thou vile recreants! | will rend thee, | will tear
thee! Monstrous, perverse beasts, who..."

Geoffrey cried out, "Abandon!"

Suddenly Rod was huggi ng nothing; the | egs were gone.

He stared bl ankly at the space where they'd been. Then
pani ¢ surged up within him and he flailed about, trying to
grasp sonething solid, anything, the old prinmate fear of
falling skewering his innards.

Then a small hand caught his, and CGeoffrey's voice cried,
"Gregory! Art there, lad? Hold thou, and pull!"

Gentl e breeze kissed Rod's cheek, and the scents of pine
and neadow grass filled his head with a sweetness he didn't
remenber them ever having, before. Mponlight showed him
the meadow where they'd canped, and Gaen darting for-

ward, to throw her arns about himand the two boys who
clung to him "Onh, ny lord! My bairns! Ch, thou naughty

| ads, to throw thyselves into such danger! Praise Heaven
thou' rt home!"

Cordelia was huggi ng Rod's neck hard enough to gag
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 87

him head pressed against his and sobbing, "Papa! | feared
we had | ost theel™

Rod wrapped his arns around her, grateful to have sone-
thing solid to hold on to. He | ooked up to see Geoffrey
peeking at himover Gmen's shoul der. Rod nodded. "I don't
know how you did it, son—but you did."

6

"'"Twas not so hard as that."

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...ock%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (75 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:32 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%6202%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20(1).txt

The bl ankets were around their shoul ders now, and a

smal | canpfire danced in the center of the fanmly circle.
Cordelia turned a spit over the fire fromtime to tinme, roast-
ing a slow rabbit for breakfast.

""Not so hard?'" Rod frowned at Ceoffrey. "How coul d

it have been anything but hard? That young villain had to

be one of the best teleporters in the land! | nean, aside from
you boys, the only warl ock we've got who can tel eport

anything but himself, is old Gal en—and nobody ever sees

him "

"Save old Agatha," Gaen nurnured

"Nobody ever sees her either," Rod retorted.

"Save old Galen," Cordelia rem nded him

"He's going to need it," Rod agreed. He turned back to

the boys. "Toby's the best of our young warl ocks, and he's
just beginning to leamhow to tel eport other objects. He's

al nost thirty, too. So Alfar's sidekick has to be better than
Toby. "

"Nay, not so excellent as that." Magnus shook his head.
"And he was a very poor marksman."

"For which, praise Heaven." Rod shuddered. "But he
was too good at teleporting hinmsel f—even over his weight
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all owance! | didn't begin to recognize nost of the places

he took us to!"

"Any child could do the sane,
noyed.

Magnus answer ed, an-

"I keep telling you, son—don't judge others by yourself.
Way didn't he just disappear, though?"

"He could not," Ceoffrey grinned. "W could tell where
he would flee to, and fled there but a fraction of a second
behind him"

"How could you tell where he was goi ng?"

"They held his hands,” Gmen rem nded. "Thoughts trave
nmore readily, by touch."

Magnus nodded. "We could feel, through his skin, where
he meant to go next."

Rod stared at himfor a nonent, then sat back, shaking
hi s head. "Beyond ny conprehension. Thoughts can't trave
any FESSter just by touching—an they?"

"No," Fess's voice nurnured through the earphone im
planted in the bone behind Rod's right ear. "But there would
be less signal-loss than with a radi ated waveform"

Cordelia sighed, striving for patience with her dullard
father. "'Tis not that one doth hear faster, Papa—enly that
one doth hear nore. Wth touch, even tinges of thought
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speak clearly."

"I bow to the guest expert." Rod managed to keep the
fond anuserment out of his tone, giving the words a sour
tw st.

Fess pl owed on. "The neurons in the warlock's hand did,
in all probability, induce the signal directly into the neurons
in the boys' hands."

"He couldn't hide his thought-traces fromyou." Rod
turned back to CGeoffrey. "So you al ways had just enough
clues to follow him But how did you nanage to bring ne
al ong?"

Gregory shook his head, eyes round. "That, Papa, we
cannot say."

"W t hought thou coul dst," Magnus added.

Rod scowl ed. "No... can't say that | did. Except that |
was bound and deternined that | wasn't going to let go of
him..."
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The children stared at one another, then at their npther

"What's the matter?" Rod demanded. "Wat am | —a
nonst er ?"

"Nay, Papa," Cordelia said softly, "thou'rt only a war-
| ock—yet a nost pui ssant one."

"You nean it was just ny determination that took ne
wher ever he went ?"

Magnus nodded. "Thy nmagic followed all el se that was
needful . "

Rod was still, gazing at the fire for a few m nutes while

he tried to absorb that. It was unnerving to think that he
was beginning to be able to work magic the way his wfe

and children did—ust by thinking of it. Now he was going

to have to watch his step, to make sure he didn't do it
accidentally. He could just hear a casual passerby asking,
"How do you think the weather's going to be today, M.
War | ock?" "Well, to tell you the truth, | think it's going to
rain...." and, sploosh! They'd be drenched...

He shook off the npod, and | ooked up to find the chil-
dren's gazes glued to him They | ooked worried; he won-
dered what they'd been up to. "So. Finally, he took us into
a dungeon. "

"'*Twas the sorcerer Alfar's dungeon," Geoffrey ex-
pl ai ned, and Cordelia gasped.

Rod nodded. "Convenient. |If he could just have figured

out sone way to get rid of us, we'd be right there to hand
for the jailers. But how did he figure he was going to be
abl e to keep you there? How coul d he prevent you from

tel eporting out?"
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"l do not think he had thought that far," Magnus said
sl ow y.

Rod was still nodding. "Makes sense. | wouldn't be too
good at the details, if | was trying to run fromthe eneny,
but he was com ng right along.”

"He was not attenpting that," Geoffrey said, with con-
viction. "He neant only to take us to a place in which we
woul d be unwilling to stay."

Rod smled slowmy. "Cever kid. Chose a nice one, didn't
he?"

"Aye." Magnus shivered. "I was well relieved, to be quit
of that place."
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"But how re you so sure?" Rod asked Geoffrey.

"Because we tried to hale himout, and he woul d not
cone. "

Rod stared. Then he took a deep breath and said, deli-
cately, "Little chancey, wasn't it?"

"Nay. W sought to bring himto Mama."

Gnen' s eyes gl eaned. Rod gl anced at her, and turned
back to the boys with a shudder. "That's what put us into
Li nbo?"

"Where?" Magnus frowned. "Oh! Thou dost speak of
the Void!"

Rod didn't like the famliarity with which he spoke of
it. "Been there before, have you?"

Magnus caught the | ook, and realized its significance.
"Nay, not so often..... "Tis only that..."

"Spells go awy sonetines. Papa," CGeoffrey expl ai ned.
"Assuredly thou nmust needs realize that."

"That," Rod said tightly, "is why you' re supposed to wait
till Mama can supervise."

"She did, the first tine."
"First... time?"

"Peace, husband." Gaen touched his arm "'Tis naught
so dangerous as that."

"Aye," Magnus said quickly. "Wien thou dost arrive in
that place that is not a place, thou hast but to think of where
thou dost wish to be, and I o! Thou art there indeed!"

"Il try to remenber that," Rod said grimy. He noticed
that Cordelia was managing to hold her tongue, but she
| ooked chartreuse with envy. He caught her hand, and she
squeezed back. "So," he said to Geoffrey, "how did we
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wind up in Linbo this time?"

"Wy, because we wished to bear himto Mama, and he
did not wish to go."

"l don't blame him when she's in that nood. So you
were trying to go, and he was trying to stay, so..

"W went nowhere." Ceoffrey nodded. "I saw, then, that
we could not win, so | sought safety."

"What was so tough about it?" Rod frowned. "I thought
you only needed to think yourselves home!"

"We did need sone aid," Geoffrey adnmitted, and he
reached out to clap his three-year-old brother on the shoul -

92 Chri st opher Stasheff

der. "This one had followed us with his mind, where e'er
we had gone. | had but to call out to him and he hel ped
pull us, and showed us the road to hone."

"Yes..." Rod's gaze fastened on his youngest. "He's
had sonme experience doing that."

Gregory | ooked totally blank

"Not that he'd renenber it," Rod explained. "He was a
little young, at the tine—el even nonths ol d.

"But! Here you are, safe at hone—prai se Heaven!" He
gathered themall into his arns, and squeezed. They gave
nock yells of dismay, and Rod rel axed, | ooking down into
their faces. "And now—you can go hone."

They let |oose a squall that nust've waked villagers for
m | es around.

"Nay, Papa, not so soon!"

"It was just beginning to be fun!"

"W're not ready. Papa!"

"Boys get to do all the fun stuff,"” Cordelia pouted.

Geoffrey | ooked straight into Rod's eyes. "There is no
danger. Papa."

"No danger!" Rod expl oded. "You have a maverick war-

| ock raining cannonballs on you, and you tell ne there's no
danger? You have a nonster nagus trying to conjure rock
chunks into your bodies, and you tell nme it's safe? You

have a fel on enchanter, straight fromthe gl ass house, throw
ing stones at you, and you tell ne it's tame?"

"But we are whol e," Magnus spread his hands. "Naught
save a bruise or two."

"Chance! Sheer, freakish good fortune! You're just |ucky
that sorcerer was a | ousy shot!"

"Yet we outnunber him Papa!"
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"He outwei ghs you! And that's just the human danger!
What's going to happen the next tine you get into a tug-
of -war with one of those sorcerer interns? You m ght be
stranded out in that void with no way to get hone!"

"Surely not, Papa!" Geoffrey protested. '"Tis as |'ve
sai d—+thou hast but to think of..."

"Yeah, if you' ve got sonebody tuned in to act as your
safety line!"

"But Gegory..."
"Gregory nmight be with you!" Rod baw ed.
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"Yet that doth not afright ne. Papa,"” the three-year-old
cried. "That gray place doth please nme! 'Tis conforting,
and..."

"Makes you feel right at hone, does it?" Rod felt a bitter
stab of guilt. "You should; your mnd spent enough tine
searching there, when you were a baby, trying to find out
where Mama and | had gone."

"An thou sayest it. Therefore do | know ny way. There
is truly no dange-"

"Now | say NO" Rod roared, slamming his fist into the

turf. Pain shot up his forearm but his rage shoved it aside.
"VWhat the hell do you think you' re doing, talking back to
your father!" He snatched Magnus's collar, and yanked the
boy's face up to his. "Think you' re getting big, do you?

Let me tell you, you will never be old enough to argue with
me!" He threw Magnus back, and whirled to catch at

Geoffrey. The six-year-old ducked aside, automatically
bringing his armup to bl ock, managing to knock Rod's arm
asi de.

Rod froze, eyes bulging, staring dowmn at the boy, rigid
as a board, white with rage, nostrils pinching in.

Geoffrey flinched away. "Papa—+ did not nean..."

"l know what you neant!" Rod strode forward. "I know
damed wel |l what you..."

But he bunped into sonething, and Gmen's eyes were

| ooking directly into his. Her voice bored through his fury,
droni ng, demandi ng, "Cone out! | know thee. Rod

Gal | owgl ass, born Rodney d' Armand. | know thee for ny

| over and husband, and know that thou art there, beneath
this beastliness that overcones thee. Cone out. Rod

Gal | owgl ass! Let not this shell of anger overwhel m and
overnaster thee. Ever hast thou been a caring husband, and
a gentle father to ny children. Thou art of Gamarye, not
Tir Chlis! Thou art ny treasure, and ny children thy gens!
Husband, turn! Conme out to ne, Rod Gl l owgl ass!"

Rod stared at her, fury mounting higher, but held by the
truth of her words. An evil spell... He shuddered, and his
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rage fell into slivers, and ebbed. He sagged, his knees giving
way for a nmonment, and stunbl ed—and Magnus was there

besi de him shoul der under his father's arm staring up at

Rod in fright and concern

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED
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Concern for his father's safety—even after Rod had been

so cruel! This son could not only forgive—he could even I
run to hel p! Renorse charged his angui sh, and nade him

harsh. He recovered his bal ance and stood, stiffening. "Thank
you." But he clasped the boy's shoulder firmy.

Magnus wi nced, but stood steadfast.
Rod hel d the boy's shoulders with both hands, but his
gaze held Onen's. "That was foolish, you know. Very risky.

Li kely to get you slugged."

Answering anger flared in her eyes—flared, and was
snot hered. "' Twas worth the risk, ny lord."

He gave her a brief, tight nod. "Yes. Thank you. Very

much. " He shook his head. "Don't do it again. It won't
wor k, again. Wien it hits ne, just.. .go. Anywhere, as

fast as you can. Just go."

"That, also, would be foolish," she cried, alnost in de-
spair. "If we do flee, thou wilt pursue—and then thou wlt
not hear, no matter what appeal | plead."

He stared at her, inmobile.
Finally, he closed his eyes, clenching his fists so tightly

that they hurt. He took three slow, deep, even breaths, then

| ooked up at her and said, "But you nust. Not when I'm

angry—o, you're right, that would be dangerous." He

forced hinself to say it: "For both of us." It left an astringent
taste behind. "But now. Now. It's getting too wild up here.

Al far and his henchnen aren't playing ganes. They're too
dangerous. |'mtoo dangerous. And if | don't hurt the chil-

dren, he will."

She stared at himfor a long noment. The children were
very silent.
Then, slowy, Gmaen said, "An thou dost wish it, ny

lord, we will go. Yet | prithee, think again—for we are
safer if we are with thee, as thou'lt be. For then can we
ward one another's backs. Yet if we are apart fromthee—
if we dwell back in Runny nmede—then nmay thine enenies
seek to strike at thee by hurting us—and thou wilt not be

by us, to defend.”
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It was an excuse. It was a rationalization. It was specious
and holl ow, and Rod knew it.
But he was scared. He was very scared of what m ght

happen, inside him if he started arguing with her. He was
afraid for her, afraid for the children...

But he was also afraid for themif Alfar ever realized

that none of his henchmen coul d handl e the Gal |l owgl asses

al one. When he did, he'd probably do the sensible thing—
gang up on them all his sorcerers together. And the children
were powerful espers already, but they were still children

But he was nore afraid of what m ght happen to them
if he lost his tenper again.

Abruptly, he bowed his head. "All right. Stay."

The chil dren cheered.

Their raucous clanor bounced off Rod's ears. He stood
in the mdst of the rain of their sound, swearing under his
breath that he would not let his tenper turn agai nst them

agai n.

He was still swearing the next day, inside his head, and
searching frantically for a way to ensure their safety. Cher
than sendi ng them hone—he wasn't going to argue with

them about that, again. Argunents turned into rages.

"WIt thou not ride now, ny |ord?" Gmen sat up on Fess's
saddle, with Cordelia in front of her.

Rod shook his head, mute, and pl owed on.

The children glanced at their nother, then back at him
and followed himsilently.

Around the curve ahead of them a husky peasant and

his equally husky wife came into view, with five children
trudging wearily beside themwearily, even though it was
early in the norning. The husband pushed a handcart piled
hi gh wi th sacks and househol d bel ongi ngs.

"More refugees,"” Rod grated. "How many is that, Delia?"
"Fourteen, Papa."

Rod nodded. "Fourteen in how | ong?"

"An hour and a half. Papa," Gegory answered, glancing
at the sun.

Rod shook his head. "That's real evil happening up there,

children. People don't |eave their hones for nmild Iikes and
di sli kes—not even for hates. They flee because of fear."
"W do not fear. Papa," Maghus said stoutly.
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"l know," Rod returned. "That's what worries ne."
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They pl odded on toward the peasant famly. Then Geoffrey
took a chance and said, "The sorcerer's guards grow care-
| ess, Papa."

"Why?" Rod frowned. "You nean because they |et these

peopl e pass?" He shook his head. "That's not where they're
coming from Here, I'll show you." He stepped over to the
side of the road as the big peasant and his fam ly canme up.
The man | ooked up at him surprised, and scow ed. Then
weari ness overcane him and he rel axed, hunbling hinself

to talk to soneone who was below his station. "Hail, tinker

Dost thou travel north, then?"

"Aye," Rod answered. "Poor folk nust seek their living
where they can. Wy, what noves in the North?"

The peasant shook his head. "W know only what Runor
speaks. VW& oursel ves have not seen it."

Rod frowned. "So fearsone? What doth Runor say?"

"That an evil sorcerer hath risen," the peasant answered.
"He hath overcome the Sire de Ml adroit, the Baron de

G at eci eux, and even the Count Lagornmne."

Rod stared, incredul ous. "Wy? Wo doth speak so?"
Geoffrey | ooked unbelieving, too, at the idea that Alfar's
men coul d have 1st someone slip out to bear word

The bi g peasant shrugged wearily. "Runor flies, tinker—
and well thou shouldst knowit, for '"tis thy tradesnen that
do carry such tidings, nore often than not."

"Is it that, then?" Rod's eyebrows lifted. "Only that a
cousin told a neighbor, who told a gossip, who told an uncle,

who told..."
"Aye, belike." The big peasant shrugged. "I know only

what ny god-sib Hugh son of Marl told unto nme—and that
the whiles he packed a barrow like to this, and set packs
to the backs of his wife and sons. 'Wither comes this
word?' quoth I; and spake he, 'From Piers Thatcher...""
Rod interrupted. "Lives he on the Count's estates?"

The peasant shook his head. "Nay, nor on G atecieux's, *
nor on Maladroit's. Yet he hath a cousin whose god-sib's
nephew hath a brother-in-law whose cousin hath a niece
who doth live hard by the good Count's manor—and thus

the word doth run."

"Is't so?" Rod glanced back at Geoffrey, then back to
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t he peasant, bobbing his head and tugging a forel ock. "I
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thank thee, goodnman. W shall wend our way a little farther
nort h—but we shall ponder well thy words."

"Do," the big peasant advised, "and turn back toward
the South."

"These things are not certain,"” Gmen protested.

"Nay," the peasant's wife agreed. "Yet we have heard

this word again and, aye, again, for all these nonths of
spring. First Runor spoke of the Sire—but then of the
Baron, and now of the Count. If Runor doth begin to speak
of the Duke, belike we'll find we can not flee." She shook
her head. "Nay, an thou lovest thy little ones, chance not
the truth of Runor."

"Mayhap thou hast the right of it," Gaen said, with a
pensive frown. "I thank thee—and farewel|."

"God be with thee, goodman." Rod tugged at his forel ock
agai n.

"God be," the man returned, and took up the handl es of
his cart again.

As the peasant and his fanmily slogged away toward the

Sout h, Geoffrey spun toward his father and fairly expl oded

in a hissing whisper. "So easily. Papa! Is all the work of so
many guards and sentries brought |ow so easily, by naught

but gossi p?"
"Indeed it is," Rod answered sourly. "Renenber that
when you conmand. The fence isn't nade, that can stop a
runor."

Geoffrey threw up his hands in exasperation. "Then why
mount a watch at all?"

"Proof." Rod grimaced. "If none of the |ords have proof,
they won't go to the expense of sending an arny northward.
After all, what did the King hinself do, when he heard the
unconfirmed word? Sent us!"

"All this, to hold back proof?"

Rod nodded. "Wthout that, anybody who wants to be-
lieve the news is false, can."

"Until the sorcerer and his mnions overun them" the
boy said darkly.

"Yes," Rod agreed, with a bleak smle. "That is the idea,
isn't it?"
"Papa," said Cordelia, "I beginto fear."

"Good." Rod nodded. " Good."
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Hal f an hour later, they saw a small coach in the distance,
hurtling toward them As it canme closer, they saw that the
horses were foam ng and weary. But the wonman who sat

on the coachman's box flogged themon, with fearful glances
over her shoulder at the troop of nen-at-arns who gall oped
after her on snmall, tough Northern ponies, and the arnored
kni ght who thundered at their head on a huge, dark war-
horse that woul d have nmade two of the ponies.

"What churiishness is this,” Gaen cried, "that armned
men pursue a wonan shorn of defense?"

"Don't blanme 'emtoo hard," Rod snapped. "I don't think
they're terribly nmuch aware of what they're doing."

"Thou nust needs aid her, nmy lord!"

"Yes," Rod agreed. "It isn't too hard to tell who the bad
guys are, is it? Especially since we've seen their livery
before. Anmbush stations, kids."

"Magnus and Gregory, guard the left,"” Gmen instructed
"Cordelia and Geoffrey, do thou ward the right. Flit toward
them as far as thou canst." She turned to Rod. "How woul dst
thou have themfell their foes, husband?"

"One by one. Unhorse them" Rod felt a warm gl ow at
her support.
Del i a caught up her broonstick with a shout of gl ee.

"How shall we fell them Mma?" CGeoffrey grinned.
"Throw rocks at then®"

Gren nodded. "Aye—but take thou also thy belts of
rope, and di scover how t hou mayst make use of them"”

They all quickly untied the | engths of henp that were
| ashed about their waists. "Mama," said Magnus, "I think
that | could nmake the nails to disappear fromthe horses

shoes. "

Rod nodded sl ow approval. "I pity the poor horses—but
they shoul dn't be damaged. They will stop, though."

"Naught of these will avail against the knight," Gegory
poi nted out.

Rod gave hima wolfish grin. "He's nmine."

"Begone from sight now, quickly!" Gaen cl apped her

hands.

The chil dren dodged of f the roadside into the underbrush,

and di sappear ed.
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Gren hopped down from Fess's back, and caught her
broonstick fromits sling alongside the saddle. "WIt thou
need thine horse, ny |ord?"

"'Fraid so, dear. Can you nmnage without hin®"

"Why, certes." She dinpled, and dropped hima quick
curtsy. "Godspeed, husband." Then she turned away to dive
into the underbrush after her children

Rod sighed, jamming a foot into the stirrup. "Quite a
worman |'ve got there, Fess."

"Sonmetimes | wonder if you truly appreciate her. Rod."

"Ch, | think | do." Rod swung up into the saddl e and
pulled on the reins. "W'd better imtate them Of the road,
Steel Stallion.™”

Fess trotted off the shoul der and down into the under-
brush. "What did you have in mnd for the knight. Rod?"

"About 120 volts. Got a spare battery?"

Fess's answer was |ost in the racket, as the coach thun-
dered by them

Rod | ooked up at the nounted squad. "A hundred yards
and cl osing. Got sone cabl e?"

"Forward port conpartnent. Rod." A small door sprang
open under Fess's withers.

Rod reached in and pulled out a length of wire. He drew
out his dagger and stripped the insulation off in a few quick
strokes. "Were do | plug it in?"

The horsehead turned back to look at him "Sinply place
it inm nouth. Rod. | will route current to it. But are you
certain this is ethical ?"

"I's the sword he's carrying?" Rod shrugged. "A weapon
is a weapon, Fess. And this one won't do hi many permanent
damage—+ hope. kay, now "

They darted up out of the roadside as the squad pounded

up. Rod swerved in alongside the knight. The hel met visor
turned toward him but the knight raised neither sword nor
shield, no doubt flabbergasted at seeing a tinker riding up
al ongsi de himon a horse that woul d've done credit to a

| ord. Besides, what need was there to defend agai nst a piece
of rope?

Rod jabbed the end of the wire at him and a fat bl ue
spark snapped across the gap; then the wire was in contact
with the arnor, and the knight threw up his arns, stiffened.
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Rod | ashed out a kick, and the knight crashed off his horse
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into the dust of the road.
Soneone gave a shout of horror, behind him Rod whirled

Fess around, then darted off to the side of the road before
the sergeant could get his thoughts together enough to start

atry for retribution.
Along the side of the road, three soldiers lay spraw ed,

one every hundred feet or so. Another four |lined the verge

on the far side. Sone of the horses were grazing, very
contentedly, next to their fallen masters. A few of the others,
obviously nore intelligent, were galloping away into the

di st ance.
As Rod watched, a small figure exploded into existence

right in front of one of the remaining riders. Startled, the
horseman flinched back, and his nount reared, whinnying.
Geoffrey lashed out a kick to the man's shoul der, and the
sol di er overbal anced, tipped, and fell. The child sl apped
the horse's runp, and the beast turned to gallop away with

a whi nny.
On the other side of the road, a |l ength of rope shot flying

through the air |ike a wi nged serpent, and wapped itself
around another soldier's neck. He grabbed at it with both
hands, then suddenly jolted backward, and sl amred down
onto the road, still struggling with the coil. Wth a gun-
crack, Magnus appeared beside him stick in hand. He swung
downward, and the soldier went |linp. The rope uncoil ed

and flew off to |l ook for a new victim Pocket thunder nade

a boom et, and Magnus di sappear ed.

Rod wi nced. "Bloodthirsty brood |I've got, here."
"They are only doing as you told them Rod—and taught

them "

"Maybe 1'd better revise the curriculum?”
"Do not be overly hasty," the robot murmured. "That

soldier still breathes.”
"I hope it's wi despread. Well, back to work." Rod turned

the horse back onto the road—and saw all the soldiers |lying
in the dust, unconscious. Already, Gaen knelt by the near-
est, gazing intently at his face. Cordelia arrowed in to | and
besi de her, and the boys began to appear, |ike serial thunder
"They work fast, too," Rod nuttered. He trotted up be-
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side the fam ly grouping, and | eaned down to touch Magnus
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on the shoul der. The boy's head snapped up in surprise. He
saw his father, and relaxed, with a sigh of relief.

"You did wonderfully." Rod beanmed with pride. "All of
you. But keep an eye on the soldiers, son. A few of them

m ght come to while you're still trying to overhaul their
m nds. "

Magnus nodded, glowing with his father's praise. "I wll
ward themwel|l. Papa.”

"Stout fellow. | should be back before they wake up—
but, just in case." He straightened up, turning Fess south-
war d.

"Wt her goest thou, Papa?"

"To tell that |ady she can stop panicking." Rod kicked
his heel s agai nst Fess's sides. "Follow that coach."

The robot-horse sprang into a gallop. "Drunming your
heel s against ny sides really serves no purpose, Rod."

"Sure it does—keepi ng up appearances. You woul dn't
want people to know you weren't a real horse, would you?"

"Surely you cannot be concerned about that with your
own famly. They all know ny true nature."

"Yeah, but |1've got to stay in the habit. If |I start trying
to renmenber who knows about you and who doesn't, |'Il
start nmaking little m stakes, and..."

"l understand," the robot sighed. "The coach approaches,
Rod. "

"M ght be nore accurate to say we approach the coach.”

"I was under the inpression that you had becone a
G amaryan, not a granmarian."”

Rod wi nced. "All right, already! I'll go for the content,
and stop worrying about the form™

"Then you woul d make a very poor critic...."
"Ch, shut up and head off the coach."

Fess swerved in front of the coach horses, and the animals
reared, screaming with fright. The worman hit the brake with
frantic strength, then |l ashed out with the whip at Rod.

"Hey!" He ducked, but too late; the |l ash cracked agai nst
the side of his head. The roadway tilted and circled, blurring;

di stantly, he heard the whip crack, again and again. Then
the world levelled, and he began to see clearly. The famliar
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rage surged up in him Appalled, he tried to renmenber her
fear. The woman stood on the box, brandi shing the whip
for one nore try.
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Rod held up a palm "Woa! Hold it! I'mon your side!"
He pointed to his chest. "No uniform See?"

The wonman hesitated, but anger and fear still held her
eyes w de.

Rod was working hard to stifle a huge flood of anger of
his own; his head ached abom nably. "You wouldn't hit a
poor, wandering tinker, would you?"

"Aye, if he threatened me or mine." But sanity began to
return to the woman's eyes. "And why woul d a poor tinker
stop a noble Lady, if not to harm her?"

"To tell you, you can stop running!" Rod cried. "W
knocked out your enem es!”

The woman stood frozen, but hope flared in her eyes.

Rod poi nted back along the road. "Take a look, if you
doubt ne!"

She darted a quick gl ance back up the road, then glanced

again. She turned back to him joy beginning to flower in
her face. Then her knees gave way, and she col |l apsed onto
the box. "Praise Heaven! But how didst thou..."

"I had a little help," Rod expl ai ned.

She was instantly on her guard agai n. "From whon®"

"My wife," Rod explained, "and ny children."

She stared. Then weariness filled her face. "I see them

they pick the corpses of the soldiers. Do not lie to ne,
fellow How could a tinker and his bairns and wife, fare
agai nst an arnored knight and a dozen sol di ers?" She hefted
t he whi p again.

"Now, hold on!" Rod felt his anger nounting again, too.

He took a deep breath, and tried to renmenber that the poor
worman had been chased for nost of the ni ght—probably.

"My wife and kids aren't robbing bodies—they' re trying

to break the enchantnments that bind |iving men. Uncon-
scious, but living—+ hope. You see, we're not quite what
we seemto be."

"I ndeed, " she hi ssed between her teeth, and forced her-
self to her feet again, swinging the whip up. "So | had
t hought !

"Not that way! This tinker outfit is just a disguise!" Rod
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straightened in the saddle, squaring his shoulders. "I am
Rodney Gal | owgl ass, Lord Hi gh Warl ock of G anarye—
and that woman back there is the Lady Gmendyl on."

She stared. Then her |ips parted, and she whispered,
"Gve ne a sign."

"A sign?" Exasperated, Rod bit down on his irritation
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and forced hinself to imagi ne just how paranoid he'd be
feeling in her place. He took another deep breath, expelled
it. "Oh, all right!" Rod closed his eyes and let his nmind go
bl ank, concentrating. H s usual haze of needs and respon-
sibilities seened to ebb and clear, till he could hear his
children's voices, as though they were right next to him

He singled out the one who | ooked | east threatening and

t hought, Gregory! Cone here!

Air popped outward, and Gregory floated next to his
shoul der. "Aye, Papa?"

The worman st ar ed.

Then her knees gave way again, and she sat down, nod-
ding weakly. "Aye. Thou art the Hi gh Warl ock."

"Papa?" Gegory cocked his head to the side, frowning
up at his father. "Wy didst thou call?"

"For what you just did, son
The child stared. "Wat did | ?"

"You proved |'mwhat | said | was." He turned back to
the woman. "And whom have | the pl easure of addressing?”

Now it was her turn to pull herself together and renenber
her dignity. "I am El yena, Duchess of Ronmanov."

7

Rod steered the tottering horses off the road and into the
meadow near Gaen, hol ding up the Duchess with his left

arm As he pulled themto a halt, she raised her head, | ooking
about, then crowded closer to him "The soldiers..."

Rod turned, and saw all the soldiers gathered in a knot
under a low tree. Mst of themheld their heads in their
hands. Sone had lifted their gazes and were | ooking
around, blinking, their faces drawn and uncertain. The
knight lay by themwith his helnmet off. Gaen knelt over
hi m

"Don't worry," Rod said, trying to sound reassuring.
"They feel as though they've just awakened from a bad
dream They're on your side again." He junped down from
the box. "Just stay there."

She did, huddling into hersel f—and not | ooking at all
reassured

Rod si ghed, and thought sharply, Cordeli al

The little girl |eaped up hal fway across the neadow and
| ooked around. She |ocated her father and junped on her
broonsti ck, zoom ng straight over to him "Aye, Papa?"

Rod noticed the Duchess staring. Wll, at |east she was
distracted. "Cordelia, this |ady needs..."

But Cordelia was staring past him toward the w ndows
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of the coach, and a delighted grin curved on her lips. "Chil-
dren!”

Rod turned, suprised.

Two little faces filled one of the wi ndows, | ooking about
with frank curiousity.

Cordel i a ski pped past Rod, hands behind her back. The
Duchess's children watched her warily. Cordelia stopped
ri ght bel ow them and cocked her head to the side. "I am
hi ght Cordelia.”

They didn't answer; they just stared.

Rod touched her shoul der. "They've been havi ng sone
bad scares lately, honey."

The el der boy | ooked up in indignation. "Was not scared!"

"Yeah, sure, you were calmas a mll pond. Just go easy,
honey. "

"Ch, Papa!" she said, exasperated. "Can they not see
wi sh them no harn?" Before he coul d answer, she whirled
away to the Duchess. "May | play with then?"

The Duchess stared down at her. Then, slowy, she said,
"Why... an they wish it... certes."”

That they would wish it. Rod did not doubt; he knew his
daughter. Already, the two boys were watching her with
mar ked interest.

"Ch, good!" Cordelia spun back to the children. "I have
brothers, too. Thou nayst play with them al so, an thou dost
wishit."

The two boys still |ooked wary, but Cordelia's friendli-
ness was infectious. The younger opened the coach door,

and stepped out. "I," he said, "am Gaston."

Rod turned away, quite certain the Duchess's attention
woul d be fully occupied for a while, and went over to his
wi fe.

As he canme up, she sat back on her heels, gazing down
at the knight and shaking her head. Instantly, Rod was alert.
"What's the matter? Is the hypnosis too strong?"

Gren shook her head again. "I have broke the spell, my
lord. Yet | can bring himno closer to life than this."

Rod turned, staring down at the knight. He saw a |ined
face and bald head, with a fringe of gray hair. H's skin was
gray, and covered with a sheen of sweat. @Quilt swept through
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Rod. He knelt beside the knight. "But it was only 120 volts!
Only fifteen anperes! And | only hit himwith it for a few
seconds!"

Gnen shook her head. "It may have as easily been the
fall, ny lord. H's heart had stopped, and |I |abored to nake
it begin to beat again."

"Heart attack?" Rod took a closer look at the knight.
"He's m ddl e-aged—and he's | et hinmself sag out of shape."
He shook his head, |ooking up at Gaen. "There was no

way | could tell that. He had his hel net on, and the visor
was down. "

"In truth, thou coul dst not," she agreed, "and anything

thou hadst done to stop him m ght have hurt himthis badly."
She lifted her eyes, gazing into his. "Yet, ny lord, | ms-
doubt ne an 'twas any action of thine that did strike him
down. He had ridden too many miles in harness."

Rod nodded slowy. "Whoever sent himout to |ead a

troop in full arnor, at his age, nust've seen himonly as a
thing, not a person. Wiwo... ? No, cancel that. O course—
who el se? Alfar."

"W will tend him mlady."

Gren | ooked up, and saw the sergeant kneeling across
from her.

"Sir Verinis old, but dear to us," the soldier explained.
"How he cane to this pass, we know not. W will tend

him" He lifted his head, showi ng haunted eyes. "Lady—
what have our bodi es done, the whiles our souls slept?"

"Naught that is any fault of thine." She touched his hand,
smling gently. "Trouble not thine heart."

Geoffrey darted up beside her. "Mama! There are chil -
dren! May we go play?"

Gnen | ooked up, startled. "Wy..."
"We' ve got conpany," Rod expl ai ned.

A short while later, the parents sat around a hasty canp-

fire while the children played nearby. The Duchess sat,
shivering in spite of the sun's m dday warm h. Gaen had
fetched a bl anket from Fess's pack and w apped it around

her, but the poor lady still shivered with reaction. She gazed
at the children, who were w nding up a raucous game of

tag. "Ah, bless theml Poor nites." Tears gathered at the
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conmers of her eyes. "They know not the neani ng of what
hat h happed. "

"Thou hast not told them then?" Gwmen said softly.

The Duchess shook her head. "They know what they
have seen, and no nore." She | ooked up at Rod, a hard
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stare. "And | will not tell themuntil | know "

Rod stared back, and nodded slowy. "Wy not? Your
husband coul d still be alive. It's even possible that he's
wel . "

The Duchess nodded sl owly, naintaining the glare. But
she couldn't hold it long, and her head dropped.

Near by, the children collapsed in a panting tangle.

"Nay, but tell!" Cordelia cajoled. "Didst thou truly see
the evil sorcerer?"

"Nay," said the youngest; and "We saw naught," said the
el dest. "Naught save the inside of our keep. Mther penned
us there, and would not even let us go so far as the w ndow. "

"Yet thou didst conme in a coach," Magnus reni nded.
"Di dst thou see naught then?"

The boys shook their heads, and the youngest said, "W
knew only that Mdther bade us follow her down to the
courtyard, and placed us in the coach. Through the gate
house, we heard the clash of arns afar off; yet she drew
the curtains closely, and bade us open themnot."

The ol dest added, "W could hear the rumble of the
wheel s echoi ng about us, and knew that we passed through
t he gat ehouse. Then the portcullis did crash down behind
us, and the noi ses of war began to grow nearer."

Geoffrey's eyes glinted.

"Then they began to grow fainter, till they were | ost
behi nd us," the el dest went on, "and we heard naught but
the grating of the coach's wheels."

The youngest nodded. "Wen at last we did part the
curtains, there was naught to see but sumrer fields and
groves. "

The Duchess pressed her face into her hands, and her

shoul ders shook with nore than shivering. Gaen tucked the
bl anket more tightly around her, nurmuring soothing in-
anities. She glanced at Rod and nodded toward the children.

Rod took the cue. "Unh, kids—ould you maybe change
the subject?"

708 Christopher Stasheff

"Eh?" Cordelia | ooked up and took in the situation at a
glance. "Ch!" She was instantly contrite. "W are sorry,
Papa." She turned to the other children, catching the hands
of the Duchess's sons. "Cone, let us play at tracking."

The fatuous | ook they gave her boded well for her teen-
aged future, and ill for Rod's com ng peace of mnd. But
they darted away, calling to one another, and Magnus hid
his face against a large tree, and began to count.

The Duchess lifted her head, turning it fromside to side
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in wonder. "They so quickly forget such ill!"

"Well, yes—but you haven't really told themthe bad
parts," Rod said judiciously. "For all they know, their fa-
ther's winning the battle. And can you really say he didn't?"

"Nay," she said, as though it were forced fromher. "Yet

| did not flee till | |ooked down fromthe battlenents, and
saw that the nel ee had begun to go agai nst hi meven as

we had feared." Then she buried her face in her hands, and
her shoul ders heaved wi th sobbing. Gaen cl ucked over her,
conforting, and Rod had the good taste to keep quiet unti

the Duchess had regai ned some neasure of control over

herself. She lifted her head, gazing out over the nmeadow

wi th unseeing eyes. "Wen first the reeves began to bring

us tales of villages suborned, we dismssed themw th | augh-
ter. Who could cone to rule a village, whiles its knight
stood by to shield it? Yet the first tale was followed by a
second, and a second by a third, then a fourth, then a fifth—
and ever was it the sane: that a sorcerer had nade the people
bowto him Then it was a witch who forced the homage,

with the sorcerer's power supporting her; then a warlock."

"How d they do it?" Rod asked. "Did the reeves know?"

The Duchess shook her head. "They had heard only ru-

mors of dire threats, and of bans bursting into flanme, and
ki ne that sickened and fell. Yet for the greater part, there
had been only surliness and conpl aining fromthe peasants,
compl aining that swelled | ouder and | ouder. Then the witch
or warl ock stepped anpbngst them and they turned with

joyful will to bowto himor her, and the sorcerer whose
power lay 'neath. My lord did bid one of his knights to ride
about his own estates, and visit the villages therein. The
kni ght returned, and spoke of peasant nobs that how ed in
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fury, brandishing scythes and mattocks, and hurling stones.
When he charged, they broke and ran; yet when he turned
away, eftsoons they gathered all agai nst himonce again."
Her nout h hardened. "Thus were they bid, | doubt not."

"Sudden, rabid loyalty." Rod gl anced at Gaen. "Wuld
you say they didn't really seemto be thensel ves? The peas-
ants, | nean."

"Nay, assurdly not!" The Duchess shuddered. "They were

as unli ke what they had been, as Maytine is fromw nter.
Such reports angered mlord, but not greatly. They angered
his vassal, the Baron de Gratecieux, far nore; for, |ook you
the greater part of MIlord Duke's revenues was yielded to
hi m by his counts, who gained theirs fromtheir barons. Yet
the barons gain theirs fromtheir knights."

Rod nodded. "So a knight's village resisting paynents
is alittle nore serious to the baron than to his duke."

The Duchess nodded too. "He did inplore M1 ord Duke
for arms and nen, which ny lord did give himgladly. Then
rode the Baron 'gainst the sorcerer."
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She fell silent. Rod waited.
When she didn't go on. Rod asked, "What happened?"

The Duchess shuddered. "Eh, such reports as we had

were horrible, in truth! The Baron's force did neet with a
host of magi cs—fell creatures that did pounce fromthe air,
fireballs and rocks that appeared anong them hurtling;

arrows that sped without bows or archers, and war-axes and
maces that struck without a hand to bear them Then peasant
mobs did charge upon them howing and striking with their
sickles. Yet far worst of all was a creeping fear, a sense of
horror that overcanme the Baron's soldiers, till they broke
and ran, scream ng hoarsely in their terror."

Rod met Gmen's eyes, and her words sounded in his ears
alone: / count a witch-noss crofter, and the warl ock who
doth hurl stones 'nongst us; and there be witches who do
make the weapons fly. Yet what's this creeping horror?

Rod could only shake his head. He | ooked down at the
Duchess agai n. "Wat happened to the Baron?"

The Duchess shuddered. "He canme not hone; yet in later
battl es, he has been seen—teadi ng such soldiers as |ived,
agai nst the sorcerer's foes."
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Rod caught Gaen's eye again; she nodded. Well, they'd
met that conpul sive hypnosis already. "How many of the

sol di ers survived?"
"There were, mayhap, half a dozen that lived to flee, of
the threescore that marched to battle.”

Rod whistled softly. "Six out of sixty? This sorcerer's
efficient, isn't he? How nany of the defeated ones were
foll owing Baron de Gratecieux in the next battle?"

The Duchess shrugged. "Fromthe report we had—ray-
hap twoscore."

"Forty out of sixty, captured and brai nwashed?" Rod
shuddered. "But sonme got away—the six you nentioned."

"Aye. But a warl ock pursued them One only bore word
to us; we know not what happened to the other five."

"It's a fair guess, though.” Rod frowned. "So right from
the beginning, Alfar's made a point of trying to keep word
fromleaking out." Sonehow, that didn't smack of the ne-
dieval mnd. "You say you learned this afterwards?"

The Duchess nodded. "It took that |one soldier a week
and a day to win hone to us."

"A lot can happen in a week."

"So it did. The sorcerer and his coven marched agai nst

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...ock%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (95 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:32 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%6202%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20(1).txt

the Castle Gratecieux; nost of the househol d accl ai med

Al far their suzerain. The Baroness and sone | oyal few ob-
jected, and fought to close the gates. They could not prevail
t hough, and those who did acclaimthe sorcerer their lord,
did ope the gate, |ower the drawbridge, and raise the port-
cullis."

Rod shrugged. "Well, if they could make whol e vill ages
switch all egi ance, why not a castleful ?"

"What did the sorcerer to the Baroness?" Gwmen asked,
eyes w de.

The Duchess squeezed her eyes shut. "She doth rest in

t he dungeon, with her children—though the el dest was
wounded in the brawing."

Gwen' s face hardened.
"How did you leamthis?" Rod tried to sound gentl e.

"Servants in Gatecieux's castle have cousins in ny kitch-
ens."

"Servants' network." Rod nodded. "So Alfar just took
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 111

over the castle. O course, he went on to take over the rest
of the manor."

"Such villages as did not already bow to him aye. They
fell to his sway one by one. At last, the other barons did
take alarm and did band together to declare war upon him"

"Bad tactics." Rod shook his head. "The hell with the
decl aration; they should' ve just gone in, and nopped him

up. "
The Duchess stared, scandali zed.

"Just an idea," Rod said quickly.

The Duchess shook her head. "' Twoul d have avail ed
t hem naught. They fought a sorcerer."”

Rod lifted his head slowy, eyes wi dening, nostrils flar-
ing. He turned to Gven. "So he's got peopl e thinking they
can't win, before they even march. They're half defeated
before they begin fighting."

"Mayhap," the Duchess said, in a dull voice, "yet with

great ease did he defeat the barons. A score of sorcerer's
soldiers did grapple with the barons' outriders, on the left
flank. The scouts cried for a rescue, and soldiers ran to aid
them The sorcerer's nen withdrew, yet no sooner had they
vani shed into the forest, than another band attacked the
vanguard of the right flank. Again soldiers ran to bring aid,
and again the sorcerer's nmen withdrew, and, with greater
confidence, the barons' nen marched ahead."
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Even hearing the story. Rod felt a chill. "Too much con-
fidence."

The Duchess nodded, and bit her lip. "Wen they cane

within sight of Castle Gatecieux, a wave of soldiers broke
upon themfromthe forest. At t'other side of the road, rocks
began to appear, with thunder-crashes, and also fromthat
side came a swarm of thrown stones—yet no one was there

to throw them The soldiers recoiled upon thensel ves, then
stood to fight; yet they fell in droves. Three of the five
barons fought to the last with their men, and were |ost. The
other two rallied mayhap a score, and retreated. The sor-
cerer's army pressed themhard, but well did they defend

t hensel ves. Naethel ess, a half of the men fell, and one of
the barons with them The other half won through to the

H gh Road, whereupon they could turn and flee, faster than
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the sorcerer's nmen could follow. A warlock foll owed them
and rocks appeared all about them yet he grew carel ess
and, of a sudden, an archer whirled and let fly. The arrow
pi erced the warlock, and he tunbled fromthe sky, scream

i ng. Then away rode the baron and his poor remant—-and
thus was the word brought to us. And | assure thee, mne
husband di d honor that archer."

"So should we all," Rod said. "It always hel ps, having
a denonstration that your eneny can be beaten. Didn't your
husband t ake these runors of danger seriously before then?"

"Nay, not truly. He could not begin to believe that a band
of peasants could be any true danger to arnored knights
and soldiers, even though they were witches. Yet when the
Baron Marol e stood before himand told himthe account

of his last battle, nmy lord did rise in wath. He summoned
up his knights and nmen, and did send his fleetest courier
south, to bear word of all that had happed to Their Roya
Maj esties.”

Rod frowned. "He sent a nessenger? How | ong ago?"
The Duchess shrugged. "Five days agone."

Rod shook his head. "He should have been in Runnynede
before we left."

She stared at himfor a | ong nonent, her eyes wi dening,
haunted. "He did not cone."

"No," Rod answered, "he didn't."

The Duchess dropped her gaze. "Al as, poor w ght! Need
we guess at what hat h happed?”

"No, | think it's pretty obvious." Rod gazed north al ong
the road. "In fact, he mght even have dressed hinsel f as

a peasant, in hopes he'd be overlooked. In any case, he's
probably the reason Alfar sent his new arny out to cut down
ref ugees. "
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"Ref ugees?" The Duchess | ooked up, frowning. "What
are these?"

"Poor folk, who flee the ravages of war," Gamen ex-
pl ai ned.

Rod nodded. "Usual |y because their hones have been
destroyed. In this case, though, the only ones who' ve been
headi ng south are the ones who realized what was comi ng,
and got out while they could."

"You' ve seen such fol k, then?"
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Rod nodded. "A few. |'d say we've been running into
one every mle or so."

The Duchess shook her head slowy. "I marvel that they
'scaped the sorcerer's soldiers!"”

"They started early enough, | guess—but |I'msure the

sol diers caught up with plenty of other bands. And, of
course, we did manage to, ah, interfere, when a squad of
men-at-arns was trying to stop a famly we bunped into."

The Duchess studied his face. "Wat had this famly
seen?"

"Not a dam thing—but they'd heard runors."

"And were w se enough to heed them" The Duchess's
mout h hardened. "Yet will Their Royal Majesties send an
arnmy north, after naught but runor?"

Rod shook his head. "Not a chance."

She frowned. "Yet howis it thou dost..." Then she
broke off, eyes wi dening in surprise, then hope. "Yet thou
dost come, thou!"

Rod answered with a sardonic smle. "Quick-wtted,
see. And yes, the King sent us—to find out the truth of the
runors. "

"And thou dost lead thy wife and bains into so vile a
brew of foul ness?" the Duchess cried. She turned on Gnen.
"Ch lady, nay! If thou dost thy children | ove, spare them
this horror!™

Gnen | ooked up at Rod, startl ed.

Li ke a gentl enan. Rod declined the unexpected advan-

tage. He only said, "Well... you'll understand that ny wife
and children are a bit better equipped to deal with evi

wi tches than nost might be—so they're not really in so
great a danger."

It earned hima | ook of warnth from Gsen, but the
Duchess cried, "Danger enow Lord Warlock, do not |et
them go! Thou dost not conprehend the might of this fel
sorcerer!”
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"We've had a taste of it."

"Then |l et that taste make thee | ose thine appetite! A

fulness of his work will sicken thy soul! 'Tis one thing to
see a nere squadron of his victinms, such as these poor
folk..." She waved toward the soldiers. "Yet when thou

dost see them cone agai nst thee by the hundreds, thine heart
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shall shrink in horror! Tis not that his nmagic is so fell —
"tis the purely evil malice of his soul!"

Rod' s eyes gl eaned. "You've seen himyourself, then?"

She dropped her eyes. "Aye, though only froma dis-

tance. ' Twas enow. " She shuddered. "I could feel his hatred
washing o' er ne, as though | stood 'neath a cl oudburst of
dirtied water. Methought that | should ne'er again feel clean!"

"But how could the Duke | et you conme so near the battle!"

"He fought against it, | assure thee—yet the battle did
come nigh to me. For when he had di spatched the courier
sout hwar ds, and his knights had come up with all their men,
he donned his arnor and rode forth to neet the sorcerer."

Rod nodded. "Sounds right. | never woul d' ve accused
Duke Romanov of hesitating—er of the slightest bit of
uncertainty."

"Error, though?" The Duchess | ooked up, with a sardonic

smile. "I know mine husband. Lord Warl ock. Dearly though
I love him | cannot help but be aware of his rashness. Yet
inthis matter, | believe, even full caution would have im

pelled himto battle—for 'twas fight or flee, |ook you, and,
as Duke, he could not flee—for he was sworn to the pro-
tection of his people. 'Twas his duty, then, to fight—and

if he nmust needs fight, 'twas best to fight just then, when
the sorcerer and his forces were newly cone frombattle,

and woul d therefore be weakened with battle | osses."

"But strengthened with the nen he'd captured.” Rod
frowned. "Or didn't you realize..." He gazed at her, and
l et the words gel in his nouth.

"What ?" She frowned.

Rod cleared his throat, and shifted fromone foot to the
other. "Well, uh... where he recruited his nen from Hi s
arny, | mean."

"Ah." She smiled bitterly. "Fromthose he had def eat ed,
dost thou mean? Aye, that word was brought to us with the
news of Baron Gratecieux's lost battle. The soldier who
came back, did tell us of old friends he'd seen who, he
knew, had fought in the train of one of G atecieux's vassa

kni ghts."

"Well, at least it's not a surprise now," Rod sighed. "I
suppose it would take Alfar a little while to process his new
recruits..."”
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"To bind themunder his spell?" The Duchess shook her
head. "I know not. | know only that ny lord did march out
toward the castle that had been G atecieux's—and | went
up to the highest turret, to see themgo."

Rod lifted his head a little. "Could you see all the way
to Gratecieux's castle?"

"Aye; his towers are taller even than those of Their Roya
Maj esties. W& can see only the battl enments—yet we can
see that nuch. Not that | had need to."

Rod frowned. "You nean they didn't even get that far?"

The Duchess nodded. "The sorcerer had marched out to

meet him Even when ny lord set out, the sorcerer's forces
al ready stood, drawn up and waiting, by a ravine ni dway
betwi xt the two castles. 'Tis as though he knew aforetine
of nmy lord's comng."

"He did," Rod growed. "All witches and warl ocks here
are nmind readers."

The Duchess | ooked up, surprised. Then her nouth tight-
ened in exasperation. "Aye, certes. And | knewit. | had
but to think—and | did not."

"It matters not," Gaen said quickly.

"Truth. What aid could | provide?" The Duchess spread
her hands hel plessly. "I could but watch. Yet though the
sorcerer had nmagics, ny lord the Duke had guile."

"Ch, really? You nean he managed to escape the am
bush?"

"Aye, and drew them onto ground of his choosing. For
they waited on the road, |ook you, with a wooded slope to
the left, and a bank strewn with boulders on the right."

Rod nodded. "Good ambush country. Wat'd your hus-
band do about the roadbl ock?"

"He saw it afar off, and marched his force off the road
ere the slopes had begun to enfold it. Qut into the open
plain they went, and away toward Castle G atecieux."

"Ch, nice." Rod grinned. "Go knock on the door while
the arny's out waiting for you." His opinion of Duke
Romanov went up a notch. No matter; it had plenty of room

"The sorcerer did not appreciate his wisdom" the Duchess
assured Rod. "He nmarched his nmen posthaste out into the
plain, to once again block ny lord' s path, and nore nen
than had bestrode the road, burst fromthe trees and rock."
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"OF course. Your husband knows an anbush point when
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he sees one—and it is nice to be proven right now and
then, isn't it?"

The Duchess exchanged a wifely glance with Gnen.

Rod hurried. "I gather they did manage to cut himoff."
"They did indeed; yet ny lord' s troops were drawn up

in battle array, and fresh, whiles the sorcerer's straggl ed
hard froma chase. Then they nmet, with a fearful clash of
arms and a how ing of nen, that | could hear clearly over
the | eagues. And, at first, nmy lord' s forces bore back the
sorcerer's. Little could | see frommy tower; but the coil of
men did move away, and therefore did | know that the
sorcerer retreated, and ny lord did follow "

"Delightful! But | take it that didn't |ast?"

"Nay." She spread her hands. "l cannot tell why, or what
did hap to change the tide of battle. | only know that the
coil began to grow again, and swelled far too quickly. Thus
I knew that nmy husband's forces did flee—n truth, that I
did witness a rout. | stayed to see no nore, but flew down
to gather up ny boys, and bundle theminto the coach.

bade them keep the curtains close, and |ie upon the floor;

then turned | to old Peter, the groom and | did cry, "The
coachman hath gone to fight by ny lord' s side! Up, old

Peter, and aid us in our flight!' Yet he did not stir; he only
glowered up at ne, and spat at ny feet. 'Not I,' he grow ed.
"Ne' er again shall | serve a lordling!""

Rod didn't speak, but flint struck steel in his gaze.

Gren saw, and nodded. "' Twas even so. The sorcerer's

spells had reached out to entrap his mnd."

"What did you do?" Rod asked the Duchess.

"I fled," the Duchess said sinply. "I did not stay to seek
anot her coachman, lest old Peter's surliness turn to nalice.
I had no wish to have spell bound creatures seek to drag ne
down. Nay, | sprang up on the box nyself, and seized the
whip. | attenpted to crack it over the horses' heads, but it
only whistled past thenm yet that was enow, and they trotted
forward. Through the gates and over the drawbridge | drove,
with ny heart in ny throat, for fear the teamwould seize
the bits, and run wild away; yet they trotted obediently, and
I found that | had noved in barely anple tinme. For even

as ny coach's wheels roared onto the drawbridge, the port-
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cullis shot down behind me with a crash, and the bridge
beneath nme began to trenble. As soon as | was clear, | did
| ook back, and, surely, did see the bridge begin to rise."
"Yet thou wast free!" Gmen breathed

The Duchess shook her head. "Nay, not yet. For as

raced away fromthe castle, | did see ny lord' s soldiers
charging towards me with the sorcerer's nen-at-arnms hot

on their heels. | knew | nust pass near to their flight ere
could win free to the southward road; | prayed that our
faithful men, seeing ne, would turn to fight, and gain us
that last vital nonment in which to escape. Yet were ny
hopes dashed, for as they cane nigh ne, fire kindled in
their eyes, and a dozen of themran to catch ny horses
reins, howing for ny blood and nmy children's heads—
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they, who but mnutes before had fought in our defense!"
She buried her face in her hands, sobbing.

Gren wrapped an arm around her, and nurnured, "They

did not know. | have broke this spell fromtwo bands of

men now, and thus can tell thee howit is: Their ninds are
put to sleep, and the thoughts that float above that sl unber
are not theirs. The nmen thensel ves, who swore thee faith

and served thee well, do keep the faith they swore! If they
are waked, and |l earn what their bodies did while their m nds
slept, they will be heart-struck, even as these." She nodded
toward the sol diers gathered under the tree.

"Heart-struck, as aml!" the Duchess sobbed. "For when

they are waked fromtheir enchantnment, what shall | say to
then? "That scar upon thy cheek is ny own doing, but I

did not truly nean to do it?" For, look thee, as they threw
thensel ves at the horses' bits, | struck out with the whip,
and scored them wheresoe' er | night—en their hands, then-
arms, their chests or, aye, even their faces! And they fel
back, then they fell back..." Her voice dissolved into weep-
i ng agai n.

"You had no choice.” Rod's voice was harsh
"No choice, in truth!™ Gaen cried. "Wul dst thou have

let themdrag thine horses to a halt, wench ope thy carriage,

and drag out thy bains, to take to Al far?"

The Duchess shuddered. "'Tis even as thou dost say."

She caught her breath, swallowed, and nodded. "'Tis even
so. | could not let themtriunmph."
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"But Al far did?"

"Ch, aye, of that am| certain—and ny lord doth lie in
the sleep of death! O, if |I amblessed, only battered and

bl oody, but alive in a dungeon! Ah, how shall | look into
his eyes again, if ever he is freed, if ever we do neet again?
For whi ch, pray Heaven! Yet what shall | say? For | was

not there to hold his castle against his return!”

"He was probably in chains before he came anywhere
near hone." Rod carefully didn't nention the alternative.
"If 1 know Duke Romanov, he probably didn't even start

the return trip."

Gren nodded. "All the land doth know that thy husband
woul d sooner die than flee, nmilady. Belike they dragged
hi m down fighting, and bore himaway to prison."

"Aye." She took a deep breath, and squared her shoul -

ders. "Aye, that is nost likely. He would not have even
known his nmen had fled. And they woul d seek to capture
him no nmatter the cost—would they not? For surely, an
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i mprisoned Duke is a mghty weapon! Yet | did flee."
"And thus he woul d have bade thee do!"

Rod nodded. "Yes, he would have. If he'd thought you
m ght have stayed to fight against an eneny like that, he'd
have been in a panic—and a |l ess effective fighter for it;

his fear for you would have shackled his sword arm" He

shook his head. "No, knowi ng that you'd do everything you

could to get the children to safety, if he lost the battle, was
all that gave hima clear enough mnd to fight the battle."

The Duchess sat still, head bowed.

""Tis even as mlord doth say," Gaen nurnured, "and
thou dost know it to be true. Thou art thyself the daughter
of nobl emen. "

Slowy, then, the Duchess nodded. "Aye, 'tis true. | have
done naught but ny duty.”

"And your lord will praise you for it," Rod assured her.
"Bewai|l his |oss—but don't bewail your own conduct. You
know you did exactly as you should have."

The Duchess sighed, straightening and poising her head.

"Indeed, 'tis true—yet | did need to hear one speak it
anew. | thank thee. Lady Gall owgl ass—and thou. Lord
War | ock." But her eyes were on Gaen's when her sudden
sm | e showed.
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Rod heaved a sigh of relief. "I take it you' ve been driving
without a rest."

"Aye, the poor horses! Though | slowed to a walk as
often as | dared—yet are the poor beasts near to founder-

ing."

"They lasted." Rod turned to glance at the horses grazing.
A coupl e had al ready dozed off. "It's a wonder, though—
they nmust've been going for a whole day and night."

The Duchess nodded. "Less a few hours. W began our
flight late in the afternoon.”

Gren caught Rod's eye, with a covert snmile. He didn't
hear her thoughts, but he didn't have to; they no doubt
woul d' ve been sonething along the lines of: Subtle as a
nucl ear bl ast.

"Papa! PapaPapaPapaPapaPapa!"
Rod | ooked up, glad of the reprieve.

The children came pelting across the neadow-er at
| east, the Duchess's two did. Rod's brood behaved nore
i ke spears.

"Papa!" Javelin CGeoffrey struck into him and clung. Rod
st aggered back a step, caught his breath, and said, "Yes.
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What's so inportant that it can't wait a second?"
"Illaren's papa!" Geoffrey crowed. "We saw him"

Illaren, the elder of the Duchess's children, nodded ea-
gerly.

H s nother sat gal vani zed.

"You what?" Rod caught his son under the shoul ders

and held himat arms length. "Now, be very careful what
you say, son. Renenber, you could hurt people's feelings
very badly, if you' re making a mistake.... Now You don't
mean to tell me you just saw Duke Romanov here, do you?"

"Ch, no. Papa!" Ceoffrey cried in disgust; and Magnus
expl oded. "' Twas | ast ni ght. Papa—when we chased the
war | ock!"

v "The nasty one, who threw rocks," Gegory chinmed in.
"Art thou mindful, Papa, of when he took thee to the dun-

geon?"

"Yes, | remenber." Suddenly, vividly, in his mnd s eye,

Rod saw the prisoner shackled to the wall again. "You nean
the man in chains... ?"

"Aye! Woul dst thou not say, Papa, that he was..." He
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turned to Illaren, nose winkling. "How didst thou picture

thy father?"

"A great bear of a man," Illaren supplied.
"Aye!" Geoffrey whirled back to Rod. "Wth hair of so

dark a brown 'twas near to black. And richly clad, with
gil ded arnor!"
Rod nodded, faster and faster. "Yes... yes! Yes on the

armor, too—what there was left of it, anyway."

"But that is Father!" cried the younger boy.

"Art thou certain!" The Duchess came to her feet, stag-
gering,

Geoffrey stilled, staring at her, eyes huge. "In truth, we
are. "
"Dost thou truly nean..."

"They're right." Rod turned a grave face to her. "I didn't
recognize him at the tinme—but | should have. It was your
husband, ny |ady Duchess. |I'"msure of it."

She stood rigid, staring at him
Then her eyes rolled up, and she coll apsed.

Gnen stepped forward, and caught her in an expert grip.
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"Be not affrighted," she assured the two boys. "Thy nother
doth but swoon—and 'tis fromjoy, not grief."

"But Illaren's papa is sorely hurted. Papa!" Magnus re-
m nded Rod.
"Yes." Rod fixed his eldest with an unwavering stare.

"He was hurt—and i nprisoned. Renenber that."

Magnus stared up at him face unreadable.

"A Duke." Rod's tone was cold, neasured. "Wth all his
knights, with all his men-at-arns, with all his night, he
was sorely wounded, captured, and inprisoned." He turned
his head slowly, surveying his children. "Against a power
that could do that, what could four children do? And what

woul d happen to then?"

"But we are witches!" Cordelia cried.
"War | ocks!" Geoffrey's chin thrust forward.
"So," Rod said, "are they."

"They have cone against us," Ceoffrey cried, "and we
have triunphed!"
"Yes—when there were six of us, and one of them

What's going to happen if we neet all of themtogether?”
He stared into Geoffrey's eyes. "As the Duke did."
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"W will no? go back!" Cordelia stanped her foot.

Rod stiffened, his face paling. "You... wll... do... as
I... tell you!"

Magnus' s face darkened, and his nouth opened, but

Gren's hand slid around to cover it. "Children." Her voice
was quiet, but all four stilled at the sound. Gaen | ooked
directly into Rod's eyes. "I gave thy father ny promnise."

"VWhat prom se?" Cordelia cried.

"That if he did insist, we would go hone." She raised
a hand to still the instant tumult. "Now he doth insist.”

Rod nodded slowy, and |let his gaze warm as he | ooked
at her.

"But, Afama..."

"Hush," she commanded, "for there is this, too—these
horrors that the Duchess hath spoke of to me. Nay, children,
"tis even as thy father hath said-there is danger in the
North, horrible and ranpant. Tis no place for children."

Cordelia whirled on her. "But you. Mama..."

"Must come with thee, to see thee safely hone," Gaen
said, and her tone was iron. "Or dost thou truly say that I
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have but to bid thee 'Go,' and thou'lt return to Runnynede
strai ght away? That thou woul dst truly not seek to foll ow
thy father, and nyself, unseen?"

Cordelia clenched her fists and stanped her foot, glaring
up at her nother with incipient nmutiny, but she didn't an-
swer .

Gren nodded slowly. " "Tis even as | thought." She lifted
her gaze to Rod. "And there is this, too—+ do not believe
the Duchess and her sons are safe yet."

Rod nodded. "Very true."

Gren nodded too, and turned back to the children. "W
must needs guard them”

"But the soldiers..."

"Did lately chase them" Gaen reninded. "Wio is to

say the sorcerer's power nmay not reach down fromthe North
to ensnare them again, and turn them ' gainst the Duchess
and her boys?"

Illaren exchanged a quick, frightened | ook with his brother.

"But, Mama..." Geoffrey cried.

"Thou wilt do as thou art bid," Gmen commanded, "and
thou wilt do it presently. Thou, whose care is ever the
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ordering of battles—wilt thou truly deny that the course of
wi sdomis to guard this famly, and take themto King Tuan,
to bear witness?"

Geoffrey gl owered back up at her, then said reluctantly,
"Nay. Thou hast the right of it. Mana."

"Doesn't she al ways,"
to hear him

Rod muttered; but nobody seened

She turned to him "W shall go, husband—even as thou
dost wish."

"But Papa won't be safe!" Cordelia whirled to throw her
arns around his midriff.

Rod hugged her to him but shook his head. "I've faced
danger without you before, children. There was even a tine
when | didn't have your nother along to protect me."

Magnus shook his head, eyes wide with alarm "Never
such danger as this. Papa. Avile, evil sorcerer, with a whole
arnmy of witches behind him"

"I've gone into the niddl e of an army before—and
only had a dagger against all their swords, and worse. Mich
wor se. "

"Yet these are w tches!"

"Yes—and |'ve got nore than a nental dagger, to use
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against them" Rod held his son's eyes with a grave stare.

"I think I can match their sorcerer, spell for spell and power
for power—and pull a few tricks he hasn't even dreaned

of, since he was a child." He haul ed Magnhus i n agai nst

him too. "No, don't worry about nme this tinme. Sone day,

I"1l probably nmeet that eneny who's just a little too much
stronger than | am-but Alfar isn't it. For all his powers

and all his nastiness, he doesn't really worry nme that nuch."

"Nor should he."

Rod | ooked up to see his youngest son sitting cross-

| egged, apart fromthe huddle. "I think thou hast the right
of it. Papa. | think this sorcerer's armis thickened nore
with fear, than with strength.”

"An that is so," said Geoffrey, "thou nmust needs natch
hi m and, aye, e'en o' ermatch him Papa."

"Wll." Rod inclined his head gravely. "Thank you, ny

sons. Hearing you say it, makes ne feel a lot better." And,
illogically, it did—and not just because his children had,
when | ast came to |ast, beconme his cheering section. He
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had a strange respect for his two younger sons. He wondered
if that was a good thing.

Apparently, Cordelia and Magnus felt the same way.

They pried thensel ves away from Rod, and the el dest nod-
ded. "If Gregory doth not foresee thy doom Papa, it hath
yet to run."

"Yes." Rod nodded. "Alfar's not ny Nenesis." He turned
back to Gregory. "Wat is?"

The child gazed off into space for a mnute, his eyes
| osing focus. Then he | ooked at his father again, and an-
swered, with total certainty, "Dreans."
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The Duchess sl apped the horses with the reins, and the coach
creaked into notion as they plodded forward. They quick-
ened to a trot, and the coach rolled away. Gmen turned back
fromher seat beside the Duchess, and waved. Four snall er
hands sprouted up fromthe coach roof, and waved franti -
cally too

Rod returned the wave .until they were out of sight, feel-
ing the hollowness grow within him Slowy, he turned back
toward the North, and watched the sol diers noving away,
bearing their wounded knight on a horse-litter. They had
decided to go back into the sorcerer's arny, disguised as

| oyal automatons. Gmen had told them how to hide their
true thoughts with a surface of sinulated hypnosi s—thi nk-
ing the standardi zed thoughts that all Alfar's arny shared.
She had al so made clear their danger; Al far would not | ook
kindly on traitors. They understood her fully, every single
man jack of themy but their guilt feelings ruled them and
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they wel coned t he danger as expiation. Rod watched them
go, hoping he wouldn't nmeet any of themagain until the
whol e rebel I i on had been squel ched.

Sonmehow, he was certain that it wuld be. It was assinine
to place faith in the pronouncenents of a three-year-old—
but his little Gregory was uncanny, and very perceptive.

124

Acting on the basis of his predictions would be idiocy—
but he could let hinself feel heartened by them After all
Gregory wasn't your average preschool er

On the other hand, just because he had a ten-year-old's
vocabul ary, didn't nean he had a general's grasp of the
situation. Rod took his opinions the way he took a palm
readi ng—enotional |y satisfying, but not rmuch use for hel p-
ing decide what to do next. He turned to Fess, stuck a foot
in the stirrup, and nounted. "Come on. Alloy Aninal

Nort hward ho! "

Fess noved away after the departing squadron. "Were
are we bound. Rod?"

"To Alfar, of course. But for the imediate future, find
a large farnstead, would you?"

"A farnstead? What do you seek there, Rod?"

"The final touch in our disguise." But Rod wasn't really
payi ng attention. Hi s whol e being was focused on the dev-
astating, terrifying sensation of being alone, for the first
time in twelve years. Oh, he'd been on his own before
during that tinme—but never for very long, only a day or

two, and he'd been too busy to think about it. But he had
the time now-and he was appalled to realize how nuch

he'd cone to depend on his famly's presence. He felt shorn;

he felt as though he'd been cut off fromhis trunk and roots,
like a | opped branch. There seened to be a knot in his chest,
and a nunbing fear of the world about him For the first

time in twelve years, he faced that world al one, w thout
Gren' s nmassive support, or the gaiety of his children—not

to nention the very considerable aid of their powers.

The prospect was thoroughly daunting.

He tried to shake off the npod, throwi ng his shoul ders

back and lifting his chin. "This is ridiculous, Fess. |I'mthe
lone wolf; I'mthe man who penetrated the Prudential Net-
work and overthrew its Foreman! |I'mthe knife in the dark,

the vicious secret agent who brings down enpires!"”
"If you say so. Rod."

"l do say so, dam it! |I'mne. Rod Gal |l owgl ass—ot

just a father and a husband!... No, dam it, |'m Rodney
d' Armand! That 'Gallowglass' is just an alias | took when
I came here, to help ne ook Iike a native! And Rodney
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d' Armand nanaged wi thout Gmen and the kids for twenty-
ni ne years!"

"True," Fess agreed. "OF course, you lived in your fa-
ther's house for nineteen of them"

"All right, so | was only on ny own for ten years! But
that's alnmost as long as |'ve been married, isn't it?"

"Of course."

"Yes." Rod frowned. "On the other hand, it's only as
I ong—sn't it?"

"That, too, is true."

"Yeah." Rod scow ed. "Habit-forming little creatures,
aren't they?"

"There, perhaps, you have touched the nub of it," Jie
robot agreed. "Mst people live their lives by habit patterns,
Rod. "

"Yeah—but they're just habits." Rod squared his shoul -
ders again. "And you can always change your habits."

"Do you truly want to, Rod?"

"So when | get hone, |'ll change them back! But for the
time being, | can't have themwith me—so |'d better get
used to it again. | can rmanage without themand | will.'

"Of course you will. Rod.

Rod caught the undertone in Fess's voice and glared at
the back of his netal skull. "Wat's the "but' | hear in there,
Fess?"

"Merely that you will not be happy about it...."
"Rod, no! This is intolerable!"
"Ch, shut up and reverse your gears."

The robot heaved a nmartyred bl ast of white noi se and

st epped back a pace or two. Rod lifted the shafts of the cart
and buckled theminto the harness he'd strapped onto Fess

in place of a saddle.

"This is a severe debasenent of a thoroughbred, Rod."

"Ch, come off it!" Rod clinbed up to the single-board
seat and picked up the reins. "You used to pilot a spaceship,
Fess. That's the sanme basic concept as pulling a cart.”

"No—+t is analagous to driving a cart. And your state-
ment is otherwi se as accurate as clainming that a di anond
enbodi es the same concept as a piece of cut plastic."
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"Hairsplitting," Rod said airily, and sl apped Fess's back
with the reins.

The robot pl odded forward, sighing, "My factory did not
manuf acture ne to be a cart horse.”

"Ch, stuff it! Wien nmy ancestors nmet you, you were
piloting a miner's burro-boat in the asteroid belt around Sol
I"ve heard the famly | egends!"”

"I know;, | taught themto you nyself," Fess sighed,
again. "This is nmerely poetic justice. Northward, Rod?"

"Nort hward," Rod confirmed, "on the King's H gh Way.

Hyah!" He sl apped the synthetic horsehide with the reins
again. It chimed faintly, and Fess broke into a trot. They
swerved out of the dirt track onto the Hi gh Road in a two-
wheel ed cart, |eaving behind a ragged yeoman gazi ng hap-
pily at the gold in his palm and shaking his head at the
fooli shness of tinkers, who no sooner cane by a bit of
money, than they had to find something to spend it on

As they trotted northward, Fess observed, "About your
di scussion with your wife, Rod..."

"Grand wonan." Rod shook his head in adnmiration. "She
al ways sees the realities of a situation."

"How are we defining 'reality' in this context. Rod?"

"We don't; it defines us. But you nean she was just
letting me have ny own way, don't you?"

"Not sinmply that," Fess nused. "Not in regard to any-
thing of real inportance."

"Meani ng she usually talks ne into doing things her
way." Rod sat up straighter, frowning. "Wait a m nute! You
don't nean that's what she's done this time, too, do you?"

"No. | merely thought that you achi eved her cooperation
with remarkabl e ease. "

"When you start using so nany pol ysyllables, | know
you're trying to tell me sonething unpleasant. You nean it
was too easy?"

"l did have sonething of the sort in mnd, yes."

"Well, don't worry about it." Rod propped his el bows
on his knees. "It was short, but it wasn't really easy. Not
when you consider all the prelimnary skirmshes."

"Perhaps... Still, it does not seem her way..."
"No... If she thinks I'"'mgoing to | ose ny temper, she
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stands firm anyway—dnl ess she sees good reason to change

her mind. And | think having given ne a promise is a pretty
good reason. But at the bottomof it all, Fess, | don't think
I"mthe one who convinced her."
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"You nean the Duchess?"

Rod nodded. " Mot her-to-nother communication al ways
carries greater credibility, for a wife and nother."

"Conme, Rod! Certainly you don't believe yourself in-
capabl e of convincing your wife of your viewpoint!"

"Meaning | think she won't listen to nme?" Rod nodded.
"She won't. Unless, of course, | happen to be right....

It wasn't hard to tell when they reached the border; there
was a patrol there to remind himof it.

"Hol d!'" the sergeant snapped, as two privates brought
their pikes down with a crash to bar the road.

Rod pulled in on the reins, doing his best to think Iike
a crochety old farner—ndignant and resentful. "Aye, aye,
cal mthysen! I've held, |I've held!"

"Well for thee that thou hast," the sergeant growl ed. He
nodded to the two rankers. "Search." They nodded, and

went to the back of the cart, to begin probing through the
cabbages and bran sacks.

""Ere! 'Ere! What dost thou?" Rod cried, appalled. "Leave
my cabbages be!"

"Tis orders, gaffer." The sergeant stepped up beside

him arms akinbo. "Qur naster. Duke Al far, demands that

we search any nman who doth seek to cone within the borders
of Romanov."

Rod stared, appalled—and the enotion was real. So
Al far had pronoted hinsel f! "Duke Al far? Wat nonsense
is this? '"Tis Ivan who is Duke here!™

"Treason!" another private hissed, his pike |eaping out
level. Rod's fighting instincts inpelled himto junp for the
young nman's throat—but he belayed themsternly, and did

what a poor peasant would do: shrank back a little, but
manful ly held his ground. He stared into the boy's eyes,

and saw a | ook that was intense, but abstracted—as though
the kid wasn't quite all here, but wherever he was, he cared
about it an awful |ot.

Hypnoed into fanaticism
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The sergeant was grinning, and he had the sane sort of
shal | ow | ook behind the eyeballs. "Were hast thou been,
gaffer? Buried in thy fields, with thine head stuck in a clod?
Ivan is beaten and gaol ed, and Alfar is now Duke of Ro-
manov! "

"Nay, it cannot be!" But Rod eyed the soldiers' uniforns
warily.

The sergeant saw the gl ance, and chuckled in his throat.
"Aye. 'Tis Alfar's livery." He scow ed past Rod. "Hast thou
not done yet? 'Tis a cart, not a caravan!"

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...ck%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (111 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:33 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%6202%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20(1).txt

Rod turned to | ook, and stared in horror.

"Aye, we've done." The troopers straightened up
"Naught here, Auncient."

"Nay, not so," Rod snapped. "I've still a few turnips
| eft. Hadst thou not purses |arge enow for all on't?"

"None o' yer lip," the sergeant growl ed. "If thou hast
| ost a few cabbages, what matter? Thou hast yet nuch to
sell at the market in Korasteshev."

"Why dost thou cone North?" denanded one of the nen-
at-arns—the one with the quick pike.

Rod turned to him suddenly aware of danger. He gazed

at the trooper, his eyes glazing, as the world he saw becane
alittle less than real, and his mnd opened to receive inpres-
sions. What was really going on behind the soldier's face?

He felt a pressure, alnost as though soneone were press-

ing a finger against his brain. Mentally, he stilled, becom ng
totally passive. He sensed the differences in the nminds around
him it was like snelling, as though each nind gave off its
own ar ona.

But four of themwere all thinking the sane thought:

Stop those who flee, to make Al far stronger and greater
However, sonmeone conming into the Duchy was very boring.
He was no threat—ust nore potential, just one nore m nd
that would help magnify Alfar's glory.

But the fifth mind was alive and alert, and teeming with
suspi cion. A dozen questions jamed up at its outlet, de-
mandi ng to be asked. Underneath themlay the suspicion

that the stranger mght be a spy or, worse, an assassin. And
at the bottomof the mind withed a turmil of unvoiced
thoughts, all rising froma brew of enotions: anbition,
suspi ci on, shane, anger, hatred. Rod carefully suppressed
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a shudder, and bent all his efforts toward thinking like a
peasant fanner. He was a rough, unlettered country nan,

who | abored twelve hours a day on his lord's fields, and
four hours a day on his own—the four to raise a cash crop
that could all be fitted into one small cart. O course, he
tried hard to get the nost noney he could, for all that

wor k—the smal |, additional anpunt that woul d nake the

di f ference between poverty, and an adequate living for him
self and his fanmily during the winter. Wat did these ar-
rogant bastards nmean by trying to keep himfrom Duke
Romanov's fat market in Korasteshev! And where did they

get the idea to act so high and m ghty? Just because they
were wearing | eather arnmor and carrying pikes! Especially
when anyone coul d see that, under the green and brown

uni forms, they were dirt peasants, |ike hinself—probably

| ess. Probably nere serfs, and the sons of serfs.

The soldier shifted inpatiently. "Tell, peasant! Wy dost
thou seek to cone into—=
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"Wy, t' sell mi bran 'n' cabbages 'n' turnips," Rod
answered. "Dosta think 1'd wast m horse for a day's pl ea-
sure?"

The sentry ignored the question. "You're Earl Tudor's
man, " he growl ed. "Wiy not sell in Caernarvon? Wiy cone
North all the way to Korasteshev?"

"Tis not "all the way, Rod snorted. "I live scarce three

| eagues yon." He nodded toward the road behind him
"Korasteshev is closer for ne." He glared at the trooper—but
he et his mind dwell hungrily on the thought of the prices he
coul d get in Korasteshev. Everyone knew Duke Romanov's

barons were fighting anong thensel ves—and the nore foo

the Duke, for letting them And every peasant knew that, when
arm es fought, crops got tranpled. Nay, surely the folk in Ko-
rasteshev woul d be paying far nore for cabbages than those

in Earl Tudor's peaceful Caernarvon

The soldier's face rel axed. So, the cranky old codger's
greedy! Well and good—greed, we know how to deal wth...

Rod just barely managed to restrain a surge of indigna-
tion. Ad?!'? Codger, okay—but, old? He diverted the im
pul se into suspicious fumng: Wwo was this bare-cheeked
brat, to be asking himquestions? Wiy, he was scarcely done
suckling his nmother's m| k!
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He was gratified to see the young nman redden a little—

but the boy's suspicion wasn't quite finished yet. He ran a
trained eye over Fess. "How comes a poor dirt farmer to
have so fine a horse?"

Pani c! Anxiety! The one thing that nmen might really

bl ame himfor. Rod had been caught. And hard on the heels
of that enotion, cane a surge of shame. He gl anced at Fess.
Eh, nmy wife was beautiful, ten years agone! Small wonder
that Sir Ewing took notice of her....

He turned back to the young man. "Sir Ewi ng gave him
to ne, saying he was too old to bear an arnored knight
still."

The suspicion was still there in the young soldier's m nd;

it just changed direction. The young man was trying to find
a flawin the story. "Way would a kni ght give even a cast-
of f charger to a poor peasant?"

The shame again. Rod let it mount, burning. "Wy, for
favors... we did him me and mne." Mstly 'mne.

There was a brief, lurid inmage of a strapping, tow headed

man in bed with a vol uptuous young wonman, w th chestnut

hai r—ot that you could see nuch else of her... and the

vi sion was gone. But the shame renunined, and rage nounted

under it. "For favors." Rod's face had turned to wood. " Not

that 'tis any affair of thine."

"*Affair,' is it?" The young man | et a nocking grin spread.
"Aye, thine "affair' now, is only the selling of thy cabbages,
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I warrant." He turned to the sergeant. "Wy do we |inger,
wasting time on this peasant, Auncient?"

"Why, for that he hath not set his horse to going," the
sergeant grow ed. "Be off with thee, fellow Get thy cart
out fromour station! Get thee hence to the market!"

"Aye—and | thank thy worships," Rod said sourly. He
turned away and sl apped the reins on Fess's back—but very
gently, to avoid the netallic ring. Fess started up again,
pl oddi ng away.

Rod kept a tight rein on his thoughts. It was such a huge,
aching tenptation to indulge hinself in speculation! But he
was certainly still in range of the young tel epath, and woul d
be for several mles at |east—even if the kid' s powers were
weak. And if they were strong... No, Rod kept a steady

ment al stream of enbarrassment and anger seething. That
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the young bastard shoul d have subjected himto such per-
sonal questions! What a filthy mnd he nust have! And

where did such a | owborn serf's son get any right to be
questioning him old Oaen, about his com ngs and goi ngs?

Underneat h that surface spate, in bursts of pure thought

not encoded into words, boiled the host of questions. In-
teresting, that the ranker had asked the questions, and the
sergeant hadn't even seened to notice that his authority was
bei ng usurped. Interesting, that the sorcerer's sentries would
pose as underlings; they had, at |east, some craftiness in
their disguises. That the young warl ock was one of those

who had vol unteered to work for Alfar, conpletely wll-
ingly, Rod had no doubt; the youngster clearly had the
inferiority conplex and paranoia of the persecuted wi tchling
grown to nanhood—and the anbition that stemed from

it. Inwardly, Rod shuddered—f he'd been Al far, he'd never
have been able to sleep easily, knowing that his underlings
woul d very cheerfully have sliced himto bits and taken his

pl ace.
On the other hand, the fact that they hadn't indicated

that Alfar was either an extrenely powerful old esper, or
was surrounded by a few henchnen who were genuinely

I oyal. O both.
But the chance that tel epaths were constantly running

surveill ance over the duchy, was just too high. Rod couldn't
afford to take chances. Hi s concentration might falter at just
the nonent that one of the sentry-m nds happened to be
listening to the area he was in. He had to take nore thorough

ment al precautions.

Accordingly, he let the tension fromthe confrontation at
the border, begin to ebb away, and began to rel ax—as "ol d"
Onen, of course. What does it matter, what the fuzz-cheeked
brat said? I'min Romanov—and | can sell ny crop for
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that much greater price! But ny, it's been a |ong day! He'd
been up before dawn, Owen had—as he al ways was, of

course; but travelling was nmore wearying than threshing.

Hi s eyelids were sagging. How nice it would be, to nap for

a bit—fust alittle bit! Maybe the half of an hour, or so. In
fact, he was beginning to nod. It wasn't safe, driving when
he was so sleepy. Nay, surely he'd better nap

So he steered the cart off to the side of the road, reined
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED
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the horse to a stop, lashed the reins to the top bar of the
cart, clanbered over the seat into the back, and found him
self a small nest anong his baskets. The boards weren't too
much harder than his pallet at hone—and at |east he could

| ean back.

He et his head loll, eyes closing, letting the drowsi ness
claimhim letting his thoughts darken and grow still....

"Rod. "

Rod jolted upright, blinking, hauling his nmind out of the
fringes of the web of sleep. "Huh? Wha? Wa's'a mattuh?”

"Did you intend to doze. Rod?"

"Who, ne? Ridiculous!" Rod snorted. "Just putting on
a very good act. Well... okay, maybe | got carried away....'

"As you wish. Rod." Fess was peacefully nibbling at the
roadsi de grass. Rod nade a nmental note to dump the robot's
wast ebasket. For the time being, of course, Fess's act was
as necessary as Rod's.

O course, he did have to keep it an act. He |ay back

agai nst a bran sack, closed his eyes, and | et drowsiness
claimhimagain, let the surface of his mnd flicker with the
i mages of Omen's inmaginary day.

Underneath, he tried to remenber what had happened
i nside his head when he had first cone to Granmarye, how
it had felt.

He remenbered the shock when he had found out that

someone was reading his mnd. He had been eyei ng one of

the teenaged witches with admiration, specul ati ng about her
measur enent s, when she had gasped, and turned to glare

at him He renenbered how enbarrassed he'd been, and

the clanoring panic inside as he realized someone could
read his mnd. Wrse, that any of the G amarye "witches"
coul d—and that there were dozens of them at |east!

But by the tine he'd net Gaen, only a week or so |ater,

she hadn't been able to read his thoughts. For nine years,
that had been the one mar on an otherw se blissful marriage.
There had been spats, of course, and there had been the
constant, underlying tension that always stens fromtwo
people trying to nmake one life together; but the |oving re-
assurance she'd had every reason to |l ook forward to, the
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warnth of being able to neld her mind with her husband's,
just hadn't been there. That had put a continuing, unspoken
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strain on the marriage, with Gaen hiding feelings of having
been cheat ed-not by Rod, but by life—and Rod trying
| ess successfully to bury his feelings of inferiority.

Then, when the fanily had been ki dnapped to the | and

of Tir Chlis in an alternative universe. Rod had encountered
hi s anal og, the alternate H gh Warl ock, Lord Kem-who

was very much |ike Lord Gall owgl ass, enough so to be

Rod' s double. But there had been sonme nmjor differences
under the skin-such as Kern's roaring tenper. And huge

magi cal power s—ene of which was the ability to blend his
mnd with Rod's, to | end himKem s powers. That had

wakened Rod's own sl unbering esper powers—and af-

flicted himwith a hair-trigger tenper. Fortunately, it had
al so roused a mnd reading ability he'd never suspected he'd
had. And, suddenly, Gaen had been able to read his mnd;

he'd no | onger been telepathically invisible.

So, if he had been open to mnd readi ng when he cane

to Gramarye, but had been telepathically invisible when he'd
met Gaen, his mind had probably closed itself off in that
first panic of enbarrassnent, finding out that sonebody
could read his thoughts when he nost definitely hadn't

want ed her to.

O course, when the girl got done | ooking indignant, she
hod | ooked rat her pleased...

He tried to renmenber how he had felt at that nmonent,

and caught it—exposed, vul nerable. Being so open was
intolerable; he couldn't allow other people to know so ruch
about him that they might be able to use to hurt him He
couldn't let them have the advantage of knowi ng what he

was going to do, before he did it.

He could feel hinself pulling back, wi thdraw ng, pulling
inward, politely but firmly closing hinself off, |ocking out
the rest of the world. He would smle, he would still interact
with them-but they could not, would not, know his inner

self....

He came out of the reverie with an inward shudder. Wth

an attitude like that, it was amazing his marriage had | asted
the first nine years. On second thought, knowi ng Gaen, it

was under st andabl e; he hoped he'd nade it up to her, since

t hen.

By turning into a how ing denon whenever a few things
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went wong all at the sane tine?

Be fair, he told hinself, frowning. If she'd rather have
hi m enotional |y open, she had to accept everything that
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inplied. Could he help it if, underneath the mask, he wasn't
really a very nice guy?

Now he was being unfair to hinmself. Wasn't he? Surely
there had to be a way to be open, without going berserk
every so often.

There had to be, and he'd get busy searching for it—-as
soon as the current crisis was out of the way.

He stilled, suddenly remenbering that his techni que m ght
not have worked. He might not have nanaged to regain his

telepathic invisibility; he might still be exposed to passing
t el epat hs
So he sat very still, letting his mnd open up, eyes stil

closed in nmock slunber. He let his thoughts slunber, too,
let themidle into dreans, while his mnd opened up to all
and any inpressions.

He didn't hear a thought.

He woul d' ve believed there wasn't a thinking being for

a hundred mles—and it wasn't just human thoughts that

were m ssing, either. When he concentrated on mind readi ng
this way, he always heard a continui ng background nurnur

of animal m nds—sinple, vivid enotions: hunger, rage,

desire. Even earthworns radi ated sharp, intense little spikes
of satisfaction as they chewed their way cheerfully through
the dirt.

But not now. Either the worns had plowed into sandy

soil, or his mind was closed off fromboth directions. He
coul dn't hear anything—ot the background murnur, not

the defiance of a skylark, nothing. He felt as though a vita
part of himhad been chopped off, that he was | ess than he
had been. After three years as a telepath, this was a sudden,
devastating i nmpoveri shnent.

But it was necessary. Wthout it, he'd very quickly be
detected and, shortly thereafter, be dead.

He felt a little better, after that realization. No, he de-
cided, mental deafness was definitely preferable to per-
manent sl eep. Besides, the 'deafness' was only tenporary.

He hoped.
He shrugged of f the thought, and cranked his eyelids open
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just enough to see through the | ashes. The road was clear, as
far as he could see. O course, soneone mght be com ng up
behind him so he kept up the act: He sat up slowy, blinking
around himas though he couldn't renenber where he was.

Then he lifted his head, as though renenbering, snl ed,

yawned, and stretched. He | eaned forward, el bows on knees,

and blinked at the scenery around himwhile he waited for his
body to cone awake. Finally, Owen reached down to untie

the reins, sat up, and clucked to his horse, giving his back a
light (very light) slap. The horse lifted his head, |ooked back
to see his nmaster awake, then turned front again and | eaned
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into the horsecollar. The wagon creaked, groaned, and cl at-
tered back onto the Hi gh Road agai n.

As the wooden wheels rolled away on the paving stones,

Rod worked at fighting down a rising fear—that, when this
struggle with renegade espers was over, he m ght not be
able to come out of his shell again, mght be permanently
mai med nentally, and never again able to be fully with his
famly. "It's done, Fess. |'ve closed my mind off. The rest
of the world is telepathically invisible to me."

"And you to it?" Fess sounded surprised. "Wasn't that a
bit drastic. Rod?"

"Yes—but in a land of hostile telepaths, | think it was
necessary."

The robot was silent for a few hoofbeats, then nodded
slowmy. "It is a wise course, Rod. Indeed, | would have

counselled it, if you had asked ne."

Rod caught the inplied reproach. "l couldn't, though—
not while an eneny tel epath m ght have been able to read
my mind." He was silent for a few seconds, then added,

"It's scarey, Fess."

"l can understand that it would be, Rod, after three years
as a telepath. But | should think A far would be even nore
frightening."

"What, hin?" Rod shrugged. "Not really. | nean, if

wor st comes to worst and | don't cone back, Tuan will start
mar chi ng. "

"A rather gruesone interpretation. Wat do you fear,

Rod?"

"Bei ng stuck here, inside nyself." Rod shuddered. "And

not being able to unlock ny mnd again."

9

The sun was | ow, ahead and to the left, bathing the road,

and the dusty | eaves that bordered it, in an orange gl ow t hat
made the whol e world seem somewhat better than it really
was—and Rod began to relax as he gazed at it. It was a

magi cal road, sonehow, twi sting away through gil ded | eaves
to sone unguessabl e, wonderful faery world ahead.

Around the turn, a man cried out in alarm and a chorus
of bellow ng shouts answered him Quarterstaves cracked
wood on wood, and cl anked on iron

Rod stared, snapping out of his reverie. Then he barked
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"Charge!" and Fess sprang into a gallop. The cart rattled
and bunped behind him melons and cabbages bounci ng

out into the roadway. Rod swerved into the turn with one
wheel off the ground—and saw a gray-haired nman whirling

a quarterstaff high, low, fromside to side, blocking the
furious blows of three thick-bodied, shag-haired thugs with
five-day beards. Two of them had iron caps—which was

just as well, since they weren't very good with their staves.
Even as Rod watched, the gray-head nmanaged to crack his
staff down on one of their skulls. The man how ed and
flinched back, pressing a hand to his head; then, reassured
that he wasn't injured, he roared and | eaped back into the
fight, flailing a huge, windmlling arc of a blow that would
737
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have pul veri zed anything in its way. But the older man's
staff snapped out at an angle, blocking the bl ow-and the
thug's stick shot down the snooth wood, straight toward

the victims knuckles. The traveller's staff pushed farther,
t hough, coming around in a half circle, and the thug's stick
plowed into the ground. By that time, the other end of the
ol der man's staff was swinging up to block a short, vicious
blow fromthe thug on the other side.

Anger flared in Rod, the snoldering resentnent of in-
justice. "Anybody that good has earned hel p!" Rod snapped.
"W can't let himbe killed just because he's outnunbered!

Never!"

Pess's hooves whipped into a blur that no real horse could
have managed. Rod swung his whip back, fighting against
his own anger to withhold the blow until the right nonent.

A handful of soldiers broke through the screen of brush
at the roadside, riding into view froma woodl and track.

Rod haul ed on Fess's reins—not that the horse needed

it; but it helped Rod to force down his anger, contain the
frustration at not striking out. "Hold it, Fess! Company's
com ng. Maybe we'd better |eave this goodman to natura

processes. "

The sergeant saw the fracas, swung his armin an over-

hand circle that ended pointing toward the thugs, and shouted
as he kicked his nount into a gallop. H's troopers bell owed
an answer, and their horses | eaped into a charge.

The t hugs were maki ng too rmuch noise to hear, until the
soldiers were only thirty feet away. Then one of them | ooked
up and shouted. The other two turned, stared for one no-
ment of panic, then whirled and plunged into the underbrush

with how s of dismay.

The sergeant reined in just in front of the ol der nan.
"I thank thee, Auncient." The travel er bowed, |eaning
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on his staff. "They'd have stripped me bare and left ne for
wol f-neat! "
"Nay, certes! W could not allow such work, could we,

then?" The sergeant grinned to his nmen for a chorus of
agreenent, and turned back to the traveler. "Such goods as
wayfarers own, are ours to claim" He | eaned down, shoving
an open pal munder the traveler's nose. "Thy purse, gaffer!"
The ol der man stared at him appalled. Then he heaved
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a sigh, and untied his purse fromhis belt. He set it in the
sergeant's hand. "Take it, then—and surely, | owe thee
what | can give, for thy good offices."

"Dost thou indeed?" The sergeant straightened, opening

the purse with a sly grin. But it faded quickly to a scow
of indignation, as he |looked into the little bag. He glared
down at the traveler. "Here, now What manner of jest is

t hi s?"

"Why, naught!" the traveler said, surprised. "Wat few
coins | have, are there!"

"Few i ndeed." The sergeant upended the purse, and five

copper coins clinked into his palm He grow ed and tossed
theminto the dust. "Cone, then! None take to the road
without a few shillings at |east, to provide for thenselves."

The ol der man shook his head. "I had no nore—and
my daughter's near to termwith her first. | nust be there;

she'll have need of ne."

"She will, indeed," the sergeant grow ed, "and thou'lt

be wanting." He nodded to his nmen. "Strip him and sl ash

his clothes. We'll find shillings, though they be within his
flesh."

The travel er stepped back, horrified, as the soldiers
crowded in, chuckling. Then his face firned with resig-
nation, and his staff |ifted.

"Seize him" the sergeant barked.

"So nmuch for natural processes
freed. "Now, Fess!"

Rod' s anger surged up

The great bl ack horse sprang forward.

One of the soldiers chopped down at the traveler with

his pike; but his victims quarterstaff cracked agai nst the
pi ke-shaft, and it swerved, crashing into the shield of the
trooper next to him "Here now" the nan barked, and

swung his own axe.

"Nay, nay!" the sergeant cried in disgust. "lIs one lone..."
A bell ow of rage drowned himout, and his eyes bul ged

as Rod's whip wapped itself around his throat. Rod yanked
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back as Fess crashed into a trooper, and the sergeant shot
out of his saddle. The trooper screanmed as his horse went
flying. Fess slamed into another horse, reaching for its
rider with steel teeth, as Rod turned to catch up a club he'd
hi dden anong the grain sacks, and whirled it straight-arned
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down at the steel cap of a third trooper with a bell ow of

fury. The blow rang like the parish bell on a holy day, and
the soldier slunped to the ground, his helnet flying off.

Fess tossed his head as he let go of the second trooper's

arm and the man spun flying to slaminto a tree. Rod turned,
just as the fourth trooper hit the ground. The traveler's staff
rose, and fell with a dull thud. Rod w nced, his rage ending
as suddenly as it had begun, transmuting into | eaden chagrin.
He | ooked about himat the three fallen nmen. He fought

against it. He'd been right, damm it! And none of themwere

really hurt. Nothing permanent, anyway..

Then he turned, and saw the ol der man | ooki ng up, pant-
ing, eyes white-rimred, staff |eaping up to guard again.

Rod dropped the reins and held his hands up shoul der-
hi gh, pal ns open. "Not ne, gaffer! I'mjust here to help!"

The staff hung poised as the battle tension ebbed from
the traveler's nuscles. Finally, he |lowered his guard, and
smled. "I give thee thanks, then—though |I'm no one's

‘gaffer.'"
"Not yet, maybe—but you will be, soon." Rod forced
a weak snmile. "I couldn't help overhearing."

"Nay, | think thou didst attenpt such heari ng—and
thank thee for it." The travel er grounded the butt of his

staff, and held out his hand.

"I amcalled Sinmon, and ny village is Versclos."

"I am wuhhh..." Rod | eaned down to shake Sinobn's

hand, groping frantically to remenber the nane he'd used
for his "old farner" act. "Call nme Onen. O Armand.'
"Onen of Armand?" Sinon lifted an eyebrow. "I've not

heard of that village."

"It's far fromhere—+to the south.” Galactic south, any-
way.

"I thank thee for thy good offices, Oaen of Armand."

Si non' s handcl asp was warm and firm "Indeed, had it not
been for thee..." He broke off suddenly, staring.

Rod frowned.
Sinon lifted his head with a jolt and gave it a quick
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shake. "Nay, pardon! My mind wanders. Had it not been
for thee, these liveried bandits woul d have stripped ne

bare—and sin' that there were no shillings for themto
find..."
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 141

Rod's nmouth thinned and hardened. "They probably woul d
have stripped you down to your skin, then used their knives
to | ook for pockets."

"l do not doubt it." Sinmon turned toward the sol diers.

"Yet 'tis not their doing. They |abor under a w cked en-
chantment. Cone, we nust attend to them" And he turned
away, to kneel down by one of the troopers, |eaving Rod
with a puzzled frown. That had been rather abrupt—and,
polite though he was, Sinon had very obviously been trying
to change the subject. What had he suddenly seen in Rod,
that had so of fended hin? "Odd victimwe have, here," he
nmut t er ed.

"QOdd indeed," Fess agreed. "To judge by his vocabul ary
and bearing, one would think himtoo well-qualified to be
a road wanderer."

Rod lifted his head slowy. "Interesting point... Well
let's give hima hand." He | ashed the reins around the top
bar of the cart and swung down to the ground.

Si non was kneeling by the sergeant, hand on the man's

shoul der, but still holding to his staff with the other. He
stared into the man's face, frowning, head cocked to the
side, as though he were listening. Rod started to ask, then
saw t he abstracted glaze in Sinon's eyes, and managed to
shut his nouth in time to keep the words in. He'd seen that
same look in Gwen's face too many tinmes to nistake it—
especially since he'd seen it in all his children's faces, too,
now and then—especially Gregory's. Exactly what was

going on. Rod didn't knowbut it was certainly something
psi oni c.

The sergeant's eyes opened. He blinked, scowing against
pai n, then sat up, massaging his throat. "Wat hast thou..."
Then his eyes widened in horror. "Nay, |I! what have / done
to thee?"

Rod rel axed, reassured. The sergeant had his conscience

back.

The man's eyes | ost focus as he took a quick tour back
through nermory. "1 have... nay, | have oppressed... | have
mur der ed! Eh, poor fol k!" He squeezed his eyes shut, face
clenched in pain. "I have seen these hands cut down fl eeing
peasants, then steal what few coins they had! | have heard

m ne own voice curse at villagers, and hale forth their sons
r
742 Christopher Stasheff THE WARLOCK ENRACED 143

to serve in the sorcerer's arny! | have..."
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"Done naught." Sinobn spoke sternly, but without anger,

his voi ce pitched and hardened to pierce the sergeant's re-
nmorse. "Be of good cheer, Auncient—for thou didst |abor
under enchantment. Whilst thy mnd slunbered, ensorceled,
thy body noved at the bidding of another. Hi s commuands

were laid in thee, and thy body renenbered, and governed

its actions by his orders. Whatsoe'er thou dost recall thine
hands doi ng, or thy voice crying, 'twas not thine own doing,
but Alfar's."

The sergeant | ooked up, hope rising in his gaze.

Rod held his face carefully inpassive. Interesting, very
interesting, that Sinon knew the nature of the spell. Even
nore interesting, that he could break it.

Wi ch neant, of course, that he was a telepath. And

whi ch neant that the startled | ook he had gi ven Rod, was
because he saw a man before him but didn't sense a nind
to go with it. Rod could understand his amazenent; he'd
felt the sane way a few tinmes, hinself...

It also raised the interesting question of how Sinmon had
escaped Alfar's dragnet. O did the sorcerer routinely |eave
wi tches and warl ocks free to roam about the countryside,
even though they hadn't signed up with hinf? Sonehow,

Rod doubted it.

The sergeant gave Sinon a gl ance up fromthe depths of
despair. "Wat nonsense dost thou speak? Wen could so
vile a spell have been laid upon nme?"

"Wy, | cannot tell," the traveler answered, "for | was
not there. Yet, think—twas in all likelihood hard after a
battl e, when thou hadst been taken prisoner."

The sergeant's eyes w dened, and he turned »way, but

he was not seeing the roadside, nor the trees. "Aye, the
battle... Qur gallant Duke | ed us against the sorcerer's vile
armmy, and they fought poorly, advancing on us wth pikes

| onered, but with their gazes fixed. ' Twas daunting, for
their pikes never varied, nor the even tread of their feet;

but our Duke cried, 'Wiy, they are puppets! And they can

do only what their master wills, when he pulls their string.
Onward, brave hearts—for he cannot govern a thousand
separate fights!' And he I owered his |ance, charging straight
toward the foe. W took heart with a shout and foll owed,

and 'twas even as he said, for we had but to sidestep the
pi kes. Though the men behind them sought to follow, we
could nove faster, and step through to stab and cut. Thus
the sorcerer's army began to gi ve ground—aot through
retreat, but through being forced back bodily.

"But something vile and huge struck at us fromthe sky

with a scream and, of a sudden, the air was filled with flying
rocks. Sheets of fire envel oped our arny, and we cried out

in fear. Daunted, we gave ground, and the sorcerer's troops
strode after, to follow

"Then, of a sudden, the man in front of me turned, with
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a strange |l ook in his eye—eerie and fey. 'Turn, nan!' |

cried, and stabbed past himw th my pike, knocking aside

a bl ow that would have slain him 'Turn, and fight for thy
Duke!' 'Nay,' quoth he, 'for what hath the duke done ever,
save to take fromus as nuch, and return as little, as he
mght? | shall fight for the sorcerer now' And he raised

his pike to strike at nme. Yet whatever spell held him it had
slowed him | stared in horror at what | had heard hi m say,
then saw his pi ke sweeping down at nme. | struck it aside;

but all about me, the Duke's soldiers in the front of the
army were turning to strike at their conrades behind. In an
instant, | was hard put to defend mysel f—-yet 'twas from
men of mine own livery! Distant behind them | saw the

Duke on his tall horse, surrounded by pikes; yet those at
hi s back, that jabbed at his arnor, were held by his own
men! He turned, roaring in rage, and his sword chopped in

a half circle, reaping pike-heads |like corn; yet a dozen
sprang up for every one that fell

"Then, of a sudden, there was a fellow who floated in

m dair, above the Duke, who dropped a noose about our

|l ord and cast | oops of rope to followit, binding his arns

to his sides. He roared in anger, but the warlock shot away
fromhim jerking himfromhis horse. He crashed down
bel ow t he hedge of pikes, and | cried out in despair, striking
out with ny own pi ke, blocking the bl ades about ne; yet

a heaviness crept over nme. | struggled against it and, praise
Heaven, felt anger rise to counter; yet even so, the heaviness
grew greater and greater. | scarce seened to feel the pike

in nmy hands. Then all darkened about ne, as though | had
fallen asleep." Slowy, he lifted his head, |ooking up at
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Simon. "I recall no nore of the battle."

Si non nodded. "Belike thou, in thy turn, didst turn upon
thy conrades behind. Yet be of good cheer; for they, belike,

fell also under the spell. Wat else dost thou recall?"
"Why..." The soldier turned away again, his eyes glaz-
ing. "Only brief snatches. | ammnindful of marching in the

m dst of a troop, a thousand strong or nore. The sorcerer's
livery bounded its rim wth those of us who wore the Duke's
colors within; and in our center rode our great Duke hinself,
his hel met gone, a bloody rag tied about his head—and his
arns bound behind him" He squeezed his eyes shut, bow ng
his head. "Alas, nmy noble lord!"

"Buck up!" Rod reached out to clasp the man's shoul der.
"At least he's still alive.”

"Aye, verily! For he did glare about him cursing!" The
sergeant's eyes glittered. "Ah, gallant Duke! H mthe spel
could not entrap!"

"He's a strong-willed nman," Rod agreed. "Wat else do
you renenber?"
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"Whay ... comi ng hone." The sergeant's nouth tight-

ened. "Eh, but what manner of honecomi ng was this? For

I saw an arnmed band haling nmilord Duke away to his own
dungeons. Then, with wild cheering, all soldiers turned, to
wel cone the sorcerer Alfar as he rode through the gates in
a gilded coach—and I, | was one of them"

"What did he | ook like?" Rod demanded.

The sergeant shook his head. "lI cannot truly say. 'Twas
naught but a brief glinpse '"twixt the curtains of a rolling
coach, as he went by. A slight man, with a flow ng beard
and a velvet hat. No nore could | tell thee."

Si ron nodded. "And after that?"

"After? Why—the guardroom And those of us who

wore the Duke's livery had no weapons. Yet we played at
dice, and quaffed wi ne, the whiles they who wore the sor-
cerer's livery took us, one by one, away, and brought us
back wearing Alfar's colors."” His face worked; he spat.

"What happened when you were taken away?" Rod asked
gently.

The sergeant shrugged. "I went willingly; wherefore not?
The sorcerer was all-w se and good; assuredly his folk could
not harmne!" H s nmouth tightened, as though he'd tasted
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bitterness. "They took ne, one soldier on either side, their
pi kes in their hands, though there was no need for such.”

"And wither did these two take thee?"

"To the chanber of the Captain of the Watch; yet 'twas

not he who waited there within. And I would not have known

the place, for 'twas darkened, and filled with sweet aronas.

A candl e burned on a table, and they sat me in a chair beside
it, the whiles the door closed behind. 'Twas all dark then,

and | could see that one sat across fromme; yet | could not
tell his face nor colors, for they were lost in shadow 'Sl eep,
he bade ne, 'sleep well. Thou hast fought hard; thou hast
fought bravely. Thou hast earned thy reward of slunber.

Thus he spake; and truly, mne eyes did close, and dark-
ness fol ded about nme, and 'twas warm and conforting."

He | ooked up, blinking. "The rest, thou hast heard. | have
but now waked fromthat slunber. Wat | renenber, | recal
as though '"twere a dream™

"What was the drean?" Rod frowned, intent. "What
happened after they hyp-, uh, put your mind to sleep?”

The sergeant shrugged. "Naught, W | azed about the
guardroom for a day, mayhap two, and all the tal k was of
the excell ence of the sorcerer, and how well-suited to the
duchy woul d be his rule.

"Then, of a sudden, the captain cried, 'To horse!' and
we ran for our weapons. 'The peasant folk flee,' cried he.
' They have taken to the roads; southwards they wander, to
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bear treacherous words to Earl Tudor and King Loguire.

Qut upon them barracks scum Qut upon them and haul

t'.> mback or slay themwere they stand!' And out we rushed,
to horse and to road, and away to the South we thundered,
gal | opi ng, seeking poor folk to slaughter." He squeezed his
eyes shut, pressing his hand over his eyes. "Al as, poor soul s!
What guilt was theirs? Only that they sought to shield their
wi ves and bains fromwar and evil! Wat fault was theirs,
that earned so harsh a reward?" He lifted his gaze to the
travel er, and his eyes were wi de and haunted. "For we found
them a single fanmly; and we found a dozen such, one by

one; and one by one, we slew them Qur swords whirled,

cl eavi ng through bl ood and bone, flinging wide a spray of
crimson. Then, when all the corpses lay pooling all their
scarl et gore together in a single pond, we did disnount, slit
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their purses, and search their bodies, to carry away what
few coins they had hoarded, to bear back to Alfar the sor-
cerer." He buried his face in his hands. "Ay ne! How shal

I live, with such pictures seared upon ny brain?" He turned
to Rod. "But we have plunder—aye, booty rich indeed!

For every peasant family had a coin or two—and we have
thirty shillings! A pound, and half again! Walth indeed, to
hale home to Alfar!" He threw back his head, and how ed,

"A curse upon the man, and all his mnions! A curse upon
one who could do such evil to his fellow man! And curses,
too, upon the wi tches who do serve him-en all wtches,

for surely such evil lies in all their hearts!"

"Nay, not so!" Sinobn spoke sternly. Tis only this hand-
ful of miserable recreants who do evil to their fellow nmen
Bel i ke they are unable to gain fell owship of other nmen and
wonen, and blanme their |oneliness' not on thensel ves, but

on the other folk, who do not befriend them | doubt ne

not an they do tell thenselves the goodfolk envy themtheir
magi ¢, and therefore spurn all witches. Thus do they reason
out sone license for thenselves to steal, and lord it over
other folk."

Rod was inpressed. He hadn't expected such insight, in
an average yeoman.

Nei t her had the sergeant. He stared up at Sinobn, wi de-
eyed. "How well thou dost know them"

"As well | should." Sinpbn's nmouth tightened at the cor-
ners. "For | amnyself a warlock. But!" He held up a palm
to stop the sergeant's startled oath. "But |like the greater
number of ny fellows, | have | earned the ways of hiding

all ny powers, and deal with other folk as well as any man.
I have had a wife who was not a witch. Together, we reared
chil dren who, though they had sone Power, |earned well

to hide it, and have grown up in the liking of their fellows.
We do not seek for power; we do not seek for wealth. W
have al ready what we nost care for—the good regard of
others."

The sergeant's mouth went crooked. "An thou hast so
deep a regard for we hunbl e conmon fol k, why canst thou
not ward us fromthese evil ones?"
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"Why, so they did," Sinon answered, "those warl ocks
and wi tches who had real power. | knew one crone who
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was a heal er—any had she nended in both mind and

body; and | have known warl ocks, gentle nmen who did speak
with those whose ninds were |aboring in confusion, or

di sarranged, and led themout into the Ilight of sanity again.
But | mysel f?" He shrugged. "My powers were never so

great. | have known warl ocks who can di sappear, and appear
again sonme mles distant, and | have heard of sone who

can nake their thoughts be heard in others' m nds—aye,

even those who are not witches. But |?" He shook his head,
with a sad snmile. "I am none of these. | have power, aye;

yet it is weak and feebl e—enough to prevent ny being a

man, |ike other men, yet not enough to make ne a warl ock

like to other warlocks. Neither fish nor flesh, | know not
where to nest. Ch, | can hear what others think if they are
near to me—but that is all. | did not know | could do
more..." his smile hardened, until Alfar did bind with
his spell, boys fromnm ne own village—and they did drop

their hoes, and turn to march away toward his castle, for

his army, | doubt not. | ran after one, and caught hi m by

the arm 'Whither dost thou go?" | cried; but he turned
sneering to nme, and raised his fist, to strike me away. Yet..."
and Sinon's lips curved in a small smle, "... | have sone
skill in arms. | fended off his blow, and struck ere he could
draw his fist again, and | did stretch the poor |ad sensel ess
upon the road. And whiles he lay thus, unwillingly in slum
ber, | knelt beside him frantic in ny need, crying out to
him 'Wke! Dost'a not see thou art ensorceled? For this

was my nei ghbor's son, | ook you, who had been my chil -

dren's playfellow | could not stand aside to |l et the sorcerer
take himwhile breath yet passed within ny lungs. Wth
every grain of my poor, puny witch power, | did seek to

reach and wake his slunbering mnd, where it lay 'neath
Alfar's spell."

The sergeant stared at him round-eyed. "And did he
waken?"

Si non nodded, closing his eyes. "He did. Praise Heaven,
for he did. And when his body |ikew se woke, he sat up
bewi | dered, for he'd no notion how he'd cone to be there,

lying in the mdroad, half a | eague fromhone. | took him
back to his father; yet | bethought ne that what | could do
for one, | nmight so hap to do for others. Thus, when any
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boy fromour village did gain that far-off gaze and wander

toward the High Road in a trance, | followed, struck him

down, and woke his mnd; and when the spell began to

wap itself around ny neighbors' minds also, | waited till
night fell, and they slunbered, then passed from house to
house, standi ng agai nst the wall and seeking to wake them
fromtheir enchantnents. At length | fell ill from exhaus-

tion—but nmy village held, alone free fromthe weird
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"And so, at |ast—+two days agone—a warl ock camne

hi nsel f, a meager, pinply-faced |ad, but with soldiers at
hi s back. Then | could do naught; the boys all narched
away; yet, at the least, their parents saw they were com
pel l ed. "

"Yet did the warl ock not seek thee out?"

Si non shrugged. "He did attenpt it; for with a whole
village yet free-m nded, he knew there nust needs be a
witch or warl ock who had prevented it. Yet as |'ve told

thee, ny power's weak; | can only hear thoughts. And that
I was adept at hiding what little force | had. | was carefu
not to think of witch powers, or spell breaking; | thought

only of suspicion, and how much I did resent Alfar's do-
mnion." He shook his head slowy. "He could not find ne;

for every mind in all that ham et thought as | did."

"And this was but two days agone?" the sergeant cried.

"Two days," Sinon confirned.

"Then '"tis nonths that thou hast held thy nei ghbors
mnds 'gainst Alfar's spell!™

"It is. Yet in all conmely truth, "tis not till nowthat Alfar's
had sol diers to spare for such an errand.”

"Aye." The sergeant's face hardened again. "Yet with
the Duke captured, he could spare the nen, and the time—
for all present threats were laid."

"l doubt it not. Yet | assure thee, | did trenble with relief
when that warl ock passed fromour village

"Then | bethought me that |'d cheated Death quite |ong
enow. Nay, | reasoned that |I'd done nmy part, and had es-
caped thus far nmore by luck than skill—-and, in conely
truth, ny daughter doth draw near to her confinement. Ac-
cordingly, | sought the better part of valor, and turned mny
steps sout hward, hoping |I mght break fromhis evil-seized,
ensorceled realminto the free air of Earl Tudor's county.”

He turned to Rod. "And | have come near—so near! 'Tis
but a half day's journey now, is't not?"

Rod nodded. "Guards at the border, though. You'd have
troubl e getting across.”

Simon sm | ed, anused. "Not |

"Aye." The sol dier gave himan appraising glance. "Thou

hast sonething of the look of the wild stag about thee. |
doubt not an thou couldst find thy freedomthrough the forest
trails, where no sentry's eye doth watch."

"Just so. Yet | think | nust not go."

"Nay!" The sergeant |eaned forward. "Go thou nust!
Make good thine escape whilst thou may!"

"And if | do? WIt thou?"
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The sergeant |owered his gaze. "I must go back—for
I'"ve bl ood on mine hands, and rnust atone.”

"Stuff and nonsense!" Sinon snorted. "These deaths were

Al far's doing, and none of thine. Do thou nmake thine escape,
to join King Tuan's armny, and nmarch back to take thy ven-
geance 'gainst the sorcerer."

The sergeant shook his head. "Nay. 'Twould take too

long. And... if we journey north again, my nen and |, and
take our places amidst the sorcerer's force—then there will
be peasant |ives spared, when next they send out to sweep
the roads. And when King Tuan cones, there will be swords
to fight for him within the sorcerer's ranks."

"*Tis worthy," Sinon nused.

"And stupid!" Rod snorted. "The first warl ock who runs

a security check on the arny, listening for traitorous thoughts,
will find you out. Al you'll acconplish is an early exe-
cution."

The sergeant glared at him then turned back to Sinon.
"Canst thou not teach us the way of hiding our thoughts?"

"I can tell thee the way of it," Sinon said slowy, "yet

"tis not quickly learned. It will require constant practice—
and never mayest thou relent. Such vigilance is well-nigh

i mpossi bl e, for one who hath but newy | earned. Thou may-

est quite easily be found out."

"Then give them choice,"” the sergeant said. "Wake them
fromtheir spellbound sleep, and say to them what thou hast
said to me. | doubt me not an all of themw Il choose as |
do—to ride back North."
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Sinon snmiled, and shrugged. "Can | do less? |, who am
practiced at such dissinulation? Nay. | shall be a half day's

ri de behind thee."

"That," Rod said, "is just a formof suicide. The only
thing that's uncertain about it, is the date."

Si non | ooked up, in mld surprise. "Yet thou dost journey
nort hward. "

"Well, yes," Rod admitted, "But | have duty invol ved.
It's required of me—ever mnd why."

"As it is of me—no matter why." Sinon gave himthe
sardonic snmle and rose to his feet, standing a little taller,
alittle straighter. "Craven was |, to ever flee. My work
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remains. | rust turn back, and set ny face against the North,
that | nmay go to aid nore souls who |abor in enchanted
sl eep, the whiles their bodies wake."

"Nay, thou nust not!" The sergeant stepped forward,
alarnmed. "In truth, thou hast done all any nman shoul d ask
of thee!"

"'*Tis good of thee, to speak so." Sinon smled with

gentle warnth. "Yet |I'm beholden to themfor |ook you,
these are ny people, and have been all ny life. They have
aided ne in all the daily trials that a poor man undergoes,
and tended me and mne in illness, and consoled us in
bereavenent —as | have done for them Such bonds are not
severed only for reason that I'"'mthe only one able to give
aid now Nay, i* truth | played the craven, when that | did
flee."

"Thou didst not," the sergeant asserted. "What will it
profit them for thou to turn back? Thy spell-breaking wll
but draw the warl ock to thee agai n—and when he hath

taken thee, thy folk will rest spellbound once nore."

Sinon fairly beamed, but shook his head. "I may escape
his notice, as |I've done already. Nay, 1'll not again play
coward. "

The sergeant sighed. "Thou wast not craven to be afeared,;

for certes, thou hast nmuch to fear. Therefore, an thou wlt
wake nmy nen fromthis foul spell, we all shall conpany
t hee. "

"And meke the danger greater!" Rod stepped forward,
frowni ng. "How rmuch chance do you think you boys woul d
have agai nst a squad of twenty, Auncient?"

The sergeant hesitated, frowning.

Rod pressed the point. "One civilian, going North with
five armed nen? Alfar's witch-sentries would snell a rat,
even if they didn't have noses."

Sinon's face lit with a delighted smle. "Yet think, good-
man! They could say | was their prisoner!”

Rod gave the sergeant a jaundiced eye. "Do you have
any orders about taking prisoners?"

"Nay," the sergeant adnmitted. "W were commanded to
but slay and rob."

"You'd stand out |ike a haystack in a cornfield." Rod
shook his head. "Pleasant fellow, isn't he, this Alfar? Ef-
ficient, though. Nasty, but efficient."

"Nay; he's nost plainly evil," the sergeant grow ed.
"Yeah, but you don't fight evil by standing out in front
of a full arny and declaring war on them At |east, not
when you're only a handful ."

Si non gave the sergeant a sad nod. "Tis even so, Aun-
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cient. Thou and thy nmen were best to fare on sout hward."

The sergeant's jaw tightened; he shook his head. "I wll
not choose to go—nor, | think, will even one of ny nen."
"Well, if you' re bound and determ ned," Rod sighed,

"l et's make your |ives as expensive as possible. Even just
a handful of nmen can do an ammzi ng anount of danmge."

"I ndeed?" The sergeant turned to himeagerly. "How dost
thou nean?"

"You could be guerillas,” Rod explained. "The word

means 'little war,' and that's just what you do—weke little
wars within a big war. Mst of the tine, you see, you' d be
riding along like good little Alfarites—but whenever there's
a chance, you can turn into raiders."

The sergeant clanped his lips, turning away in exasper-
ation. "What use are bandits, 'gainst an arny?"

"Alot, if you choose the right targets. For exanple, if
you break into the arnoury and steal all the crossbow bolts,
or even break all the arrows..."

The sergeant lifted his head, eyes lighting. "Aye—that
woul d hanper an arny's fighting, would it not?"

"Sone," Rod agreed, "though there are still spears, pikes,
and swords. At this |evel of technol ogy, conmandoes have
a tougher tinme hurting the main arny. Actually, | was think-
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ing of you getting into the kitchens and pouring a few
bucketful s of salt on the food."

Slowy, the sergeant grinned.

"I't'I'l work even better if you can link up with the other
groups who've had their spells broken," Rod added.

The sergeant stared. "There be others?"
"There will be." Sinon's eye glittered.

Rod glanced at him and tried to suppress a snile. He
turned back to the sergeant. "Yes, uh, a Southern witch
yest erday—she broke the spell on another squad, |ike yours,
and they opted to go back North, too."

"Allies!" the sergeant cried, then frowned in doubt. "But
how shall we know t hen? We cannot ask every soldier in
the sorcerer's army, 'Art thou of the band whose spell is
br oke?' "

"Scarcely," Rod agreed. "But any bands Sinon frees
fromnow on, he can give secret nanes—enes you can say

al oud for everyone to hear, but that only the ones whose
spells are broken will recognize. For exanple, from now
on, you'll be, um.. Balthazar." He turned to Sinon. "And
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you can nane the auncients of the next two groups you
free, 'Melchior' and ' Casper."'"

"What use is this?" the sergeant denanded.

"Well, if another soldier comes up to you, and says he

has a nmessage from Aunci ent Mel chi or, you can exchange

i nformati on, because you'll know he's a part of the freedom
nmovenent. But you shouldn't get together, mind you. The

bi gger your force, the easier you'll be to find."

"Then what use this sending of nessages?"”

"So you can all agree to hit the sane target at the same
time. For exanple, you mght want to nake a big enough

raid to actually take over a castle, or sonething. And, of
course, when King Tuan's arny nmarches North, you can

all neet just behind the sorcerer's arny, and hit themfrom
the back while he hits "emfromthe front."

"Doth he cone, then?" The sergeant fairly pounced on
t he i dea.

"Ch, he'll cone," Rod said, with nore certainty than he
felt. "A nmessage went South, yesterday."

Si non and the sergeant both stared at him
Wth a sinking heart. Rod realized he'd nmade a bad slip.

"I couldn't hel p overhearing," he added, |anely.

"Certes, thou couldst not," Sinmon nmurnmured. "Yet | be-
think me thou'rt not the hunble yeoman farner that thou
dost seem"

"Aye," the sergeant agreed. "Thou'rt a man of arns, by
thy know edge. What rank hast thou? What is thy station?"

"Proxima Centauri Terminal," Rod answered. "And as

to ny rank, just take nmy word for it—+'ve got enough to
know what |'mtal king about. And as to the name, call ne,
uh—Kem""

Instantly, he knew it was a bad choice. |If people call you
Kern, said his id, fromits norass of superstitious fear, you'l
| ose track of who you are. You'll start thinking you are

Kern, and you'll be absorbed into him

Ri di cul ous, his ego responded. Kern's will can't reach
across universes. The nane's just a word, not a threat to
your identity.

Hi s superego surveyed the two, canme to its own concl u-
sions, and declared it a draw.

Rod swal | owed, firned his jaw, and stuck to his story.
"Kem" he said again. "That's all you need to know. Just
take it and go with it as far as you can, Auncient."

"Indeed | will. Yet why ought | not to know who it is
who doth command ne?"

"Not command," Rod pointed out. "I'mjust giving you
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advice. It was your idea to go back North, not mne. If you
want a command, I'Il tell you to go South."

"Nay," the sergeant said quickly. "Yet | thank thee for
thy good, um 'advice."'"

"My pleasure, I'msure. And, of course, if the worst
shoul d happen, and they should capture you..."

"I will not betray thee," the sergeant said firmy. "Let
thembring hot irons; let thembring their thunbscrews. |
shal | breathe no word."

"You won't have to. Al they'll have to do is read your
m nd. You nay be able to keep fromsaying it al oud, but
you can't keep fromthinking about it."

The sergeant | ooked doubt f ul

Rod nodded. "So the whole idea is to not know anything
nmore than is absolutely necessary. But—ust in case we
shoul d be able to get sonething noving, mnd you..."
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" Ayel "
"If soneone should conme to you, and say that Kem says

to attack a given place at a given tine, you'll know what
to do."

The soldier lifted his head, with a slow grin. "Aye. |
shall indeed now And | swear to thee, | will execute what

t hou dost conmand. "

"Good man." Rod sl apped himon the shoul der. "Now—

let's get to waking up your nen." He turned to Sinon. "If
you woul d, Master Sinmon? The sooner we can split up and
hit the road, the better."

Si non nodded, with a smile, and turned away to the
fallen troopers.

"Well done," Fess's voice nurnured behind Rod' s ear
"You excel as a catalyst. Rod."

"Ch, I'mgreat at knocking over the first dom no," Rod
muttered back. "Only trouble is, this time | have to set them
up, too."

10

The osprey circled above them its wings dipping as it bal -
anced in the updraft. Rod scowed up at it, wondering if its
eyes were green, like Omven's. "Sinon, how far are we from

t he coast?"

"Mayhap a day's ride." Sinon followed Rod's gaze. "Ah,
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| see. 'Tis a fish-hawk, is't not?"

"Far as | know. But if the ocean's only twenty mles off,
it's probably genuine.” Rod turned to his conpanion
"Thought you were a dirt farmer. How woul d you know

what a fish-hawk | ooks |ike?"

Si non shrugged. "As |'ve said, the ocean's not so far."

Wi ch was true enough. Rod reflected. He didn't really

have anything to be suspicious about—but in eneny ter-

ritory, he couldn't help it. He wasn't that far from suspecting
the nearest boul der might be a witch in disguise.

"Then, too," Sinpbn said, anused, "l|'ve never cl ai ned
to be a farnmer."

Rod | ooked up, surprised. "True enough,"” he said slowy.
"I did just assunme. After all, what other occupations woul d
there be, in a small village?"

""Tis hard by the King's H gh Way," Sinmon expl ai ned.
"l keep an inn."

Rod lifted his head, nouth opening before the words
755
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came. "Oh." He nodded slowy. "I see. And quality folk
stop in frequently, eh?"

"Mayhap twice in a nonth. There was ever a constant

com ng and going with the castle of Mlord Duke. | did
hearken to their speech, and did minmc it as best | could,
the better to please them"

He' d hearkened to a lot nore than their speech. Rod
reflected. The aristocrats woul d no doubt have been aghast,
if they'd known a mind reader served them And, of course,

Si non coul dn't have had too nany illusions |eft, about the
| ords.
So why was he still |oyal?

Probably because the alternative was so nuch worse. "I
don't suppose they taught you how to read?"

"Nay; ny father sent me to the vicar, for |essons. He
kept an inn before nme, and knew 'twoul d be useful for an
i nnkeeper to read and wite, and cast up sums."

So. Unwittingly, Rod had stunbled into one of the |oca
community | eaders. "An enlightened man."

"I ndeed he was. And what art thou?"

Every alarmbell in Rod's head broke into clamor. Ad-
mttedly, he'd nade a pretty big slip; but did Si non have
to be so quick on the uptake? "Wiy... I'ma farner. Do

| ook so nmuch like a knight, as to confuse you? O a Duke,
per haps?" Then his face cleared with a sudden, delighted
smle, and he turned to jab a finger at Sinon. "/ know You
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thought I was a goldsmth!"

Si mron managed to choke the [augh down into a chuckl e,

and shook his head. "Nay, goodnman. | speak not of thine
occupation, but of what thou art—that thou art there, but
thou'rt not."

Rod stared, totally taken aback. "Wat do you nean,
I''mnot here?"

"In thy thoughts."” Sinmon laid a finger against his fore-
head. "I have told thee | can hear nen's thoughts—yet |
cannot hear thine."

"Ch." Rod turned back to the road, gazing ahead, mnus-
ing—while, inside, he virtually collapsed into a shuddering
heap of relief. "Yes... |'ve been told that before...." dad
it's working..
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Simon smled, but with his brows knit. "Tis nore than
sinmply not hearing thy thoughts. Wien nmy mnd doth 'lis-

ten' for thee, there is not even a sense of thy presence. How
cones this?"

Rod shrugged. "I can guess, but that's all."
"And what is thy guess?"

"That I'mnore worried about mnd readers than your
average peasant."”

Si mon shook his head. "That would not explain it. | have
known sone filled with norbid fear their thoughts woul d
be heard—and | think they had reason, though | sought to

avoid them Still, | could have heard their thoughts, an
had wi shed to. Certes, | could sense that they were there.
Yet with thee, | can do neither. | think, conpanion, that

t hou nust needs have sonme trace of w tch power of thine
own, that thy will doth wap into a shield."

"You trying to tell me I'ma witch?" Rod did a fairly
good imtation of bristling.

Sinon only smled sadly. "Even less than | am Nay, 1'd
not fear that. Thou canst not hear thoughts, canst thou?"

"No," Rod said truthfully—at least, for the tine being

Simon smled. "Then thou' rt not a witch. Now tell me—
why dost thou cone North? Thou rmust needs know t hat
thou dost drive toward danger."

"l sure nmust, after you and the auncient finished with

me." Rod hunched his shoulders, pulling into hinself. "As

to the danger, I'Il chance it. | can get better prices for ny
produce in Korasteshev, than | can in all of Tudor's county!
And ny famly's always hungry."

"They wi Il hunger nore, an thou dost not return." Sinon's
voi ce dropped, full of sincerity. "I bid thee, friend, turn
back."
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"What's the matter? Don't |ike nmy conpany?”

Si non' s eanmestness collapsed into a smle. "Nay—thou
art a pl easant enough conpanion...."

Personal |y, Rod thought he was being rather churlish.

But Simon was very tolerant. "Yet for thine own sake,

| bid thee turn toward the South again. The sorcerer's war-
Il ocks will not take kindly to one whose mnd they cannot
sense. "
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"Ch, the warlocks won't pay any attention to a nere
peasant coming to market." At |east. Rod hoped they
woul dn' t.

"The prices in Romanov cannot be so much better than
they are in Tudor." Sinmon held Rod's eyes with a steady
gaze. It seened to bumthrough his retinas and into his
brain. "What nore is there to thine answer?"

Reluctantly, Rod admitted, "There is nore—but that's
all you're going to get."

Simon held his gaze for a minute.

Then he sighed, and turned away. "Well, it is thy fate,
and thou nust needs answer for it thyself. Yet be m ndful,
friend, that thy wife and bains do depend upon thee."

Rod was mindful of it, all right. For a sick instant, he

had a vision of Gwven and the children waiting weeks, wth-
out word of him Then he thrust the thought sternly aside,
and tried to envision the | ook on his boys' faces if he aban-
doned his m ssion and cane back to be safe. "You have
obligations to the people of your village. Master Sinon. So
have 1."

"What +o the fol k of thy town?"

"Well, to my people, anyway." Rod had t he whol e of
Gramarye in mnd, not to nention the Decentralized Dem

ocratic Tribunal. "And once you' ve accepted an obligation
of that sort, you can't put it aside just because it becones
dangerous. "

"Aye, that's so," Sinon said, frowing. '"Tis this that
I've but now conme to see."

Rod turned to him frowning too. "But you've already
done your part, taken your risks. No one would call you a
coward for going South now "

"I would," Sinon said sinply.
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Rod | ooked directly into his eyes for a nonment, then
turned away with a sigh. "Wat can | say to that, goodman?"

"Naught, save 'gee-up' to thine horse."

"Why?" Rod asked sourly. "This cart may be pulled by
a horse, but it's being driven by a pair of nules.”

Sundown caught themstill on the road, with grainfields
at either hand. "Nay," Sinon assured Rod, "there is no town
near."

"I was afraid of that," Rod sighed. "Well, the earth has
been nmy bed before this." And he drove off the road, pulling
Fess to a stop in the weeds between the track and the field.
He was cutting vegetables into a small pot before Sinon
coul d even vol unt eer.

The i nnkeeper eyed himqui zzically, then asked, "Dost
ever have a pot with thee?"

"I was a tinker once. Habits stick."

Si non smil ed, shaking his head, and | eaned back on an
el bow. "I think such travels are not wholely newto thee."

"We're even," Rod snorted. "I get the feeling spell-
breaking isn't all that newto you."

Sinon was still for a nonment, but his eyes brightened.
"Al most could | believe thou didst read m nds."

"If 1 did, I1'"d need to have yours translated. So when did
you start spell -breaking?"

Si non sat up, hooking his forearns around his shins,
resting his chin on his knees. "The nen of the village cane
oft to mne inn for drinking of beer, which they took as
part-price for the produce they brought. Anon would cone

one whose heart was heavy, with thoughts in turnmoil, to
drink and be sil ent—myhap in hopes that beer woul d qui et
his unrest."

Rod nodded. "Strange how we keep trying that solution
Especially since it never works."

"Nay; but speaking thy thoughts to a willing ear, can

help to calmthem and the troubled ones would talk, for

woul d hearken, and give what synpathy | could. Yet one

there came who seenmed like unto a wall in winter—+ike to

spring apart at the first freeze. He could not talk, but huddl ed
over his flagon. Yet the junble of his thoughts rode upon

such pain that they fairly screanmed. | could not have shut

my mind to them even had | w shed to—and broodi ng

over all was the shadow of a noose."

Rod | ooked up sharply. "The kid was suicidal ?"

"Aye. And he was no child, but in his thirties. 'Tis these
passages fromone state to another that do weak their havocs
within us, and his children all had grown."

Rod coul dn't understand the problem but he had Gaen

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...ck%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (137 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:33 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%620Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%202%20-%20T he%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20( 1) .txt
for a wife. "What could you do about it?"

"Fill another flagon, and one for nyself, and go to sit

760 Chri stopher Stasheff

by him Then, 'neath the pretext of conversing—and 'twas
very much a pretense, for | alone did speak—+ felt through
the snarl of his thoughts, found the sources of his pain and
shanme, then asked al oud the questions that did make him
speak them And 'twas not easy for himthus to speak—

yet | encouraged, and he did sumon up sufficient reso-
lution. I nmeant only to have himthus give ne pretext to

di scuss his secret fears, to tell himthey were not so fear-
some-yet | found that, once he had spoken them al oud,

and heard his own voice saying them these secrets then

lost half their power. Then could I ask a question whose
answer woul d show himthe goodness within himthat could
counter his hidden nonsters, and, when we were done, he'd
calmed tolerably well."

"You saved his |ife," Rod accused.

Sinon snmiled, flattered. "Mayhap | did. | began, then,
to give such aid to all such troubled souls that | encountered.
Nay, | even sought them out, when they did not cone into

my inn."

"Coul d be dangerous, there," Rod pointed out. "Just so

much of that hauling people back fromthe edge, before the
nei ghbors deci ded you had to be a witch to do it. Especially
since you were poaching on the parish priest's territory."

Si mon shook his head. "Who knew of it? Not even those

| aided—for | gave no advice nor exhortation. And | ook,

you, 'twas a village. W all knew one another, so there was
naught of surprise should |I encounter any one of them and
chat a while. Yet withal, the folk began to say that troubled
soul s could find a haven in nmine inn."

Definitely poaching on the priest's territory," Rod nut-
tered. "And that was an awful lot of grief to be taking on
yoursel f."

Si mon shrugged, irritated. "They were ny people. Mas-
ter Onen. Are, | should say. And there were never nore
than three in a year."

Rod didn't | ook convi nced.

Si non dropped his gaze to the canpfire. "Thus, when

Tom Shepherd | apsed into sull enness, his brothers brought
himto ny taproom In truth, they half-carried him he could
no |l onger even walk of his own." He shook his head. " ' Twas
an old friend of m ne—er should | say, an old nei ghbor."
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"What was the matter with hi n?"
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Sinon turned his head fromside to side. "H s face was

sl ack; he could not nove of his own, and did but sit, not
speaking. | drew a stool up next to his, and gazed into his
face, the whiles | asked questions, which he did not answer;

yet all the while, ny m nd was open, hearkening at its
hardest, for any thought that might slip through his mnd."

"Sounds catatonic." Rod frowned. "I shouldn't think there
woul d' ve been any thoughts.™

"There was one—but only one. And that one did fill
him consuming all his mnd and heart with a single grave-
yard knel | ."

"Sui ci dal, again?"

Si non shook his head. "Nay. 'Twas not a wish to die,
| ook thou, nor even a willingness, but a sureness, a certainty,
that he would die, was indeed that nonent dying, but slowy."

Rod sat very still.

"I labored mghtily 'gainst that conpul sion. Yet | could
but ask questions that would recall to mnd the things that
woul d make himw sh to |live—wi fe, and bains, and carefu
nei ghbors; yet naught availed." He shook his head. "One

woul d have thought he had not heard; for still throughout

himrang the brazen knell of death." Sinon sighed, turning
his head slowy fromside to side. "In the end, | could but
bid his brothers take himto the priest, but the good friar

fared no better than I." He shrugged. "I could not cast into
his mnd thoughts to counter that fell conpul sion. The power
was not in nme."

Rod nodded, understanding. Sinon was only a tel epath,
not a projective.

Si non picked up a stick, and poked at the fire. "He died,
in the end. He ate not, nor drank, and withered up like a
Novenber leaf. And |, heartsick, began to wonder how

such a doom cane to burden him For he'd ever been a
cheerful fellow, and | could see that one had laid a spel
upon him Aye, | pondered how one could be so evil as to
do so fell a deed

"So | commenced | ong wal ks t hroughout the county till

at length | found that same whol ehearted, whol e consunp-
tion of a mind—yet 'twas not one mind, but a score; for |
came into a village, and found that half the folk who Iived

762
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there were bewi tched. Onh, aye, they wal ked and spoke |ike
any normal folk—but all their mnds were filled with but
one single thought."
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"Deat h?" Rod felt the eenness creeping over the back of
his skull.

"Nay." Sinon shook his head. "' Twas praise of Afar."

"Ch-h-h." Rod lifted his head slowy. "The sorcerer's
enchant nent team had been at work."

"They had—and, knowi ng that, | went back to mne

own village and, in chatting with ny fellow villagers, asked
a question here, and another there, and slowy built up a

pi cture of that which had occurred to Tom Shepherd. He'd

met a warlock in the fields, who had bade himkneel to

Al far. Tom spat upon the ground, and told that warl ock that
his A far was naught but a villein, who truly owed all egi ance
to Duke Romanov, even as Tom Shepherd did. The warl ock

then bade him swear loyalty to Alfar, or die; but Tom | aughed
in his face, and bade himdo his worst."

"So he did?"

"Aye, he did indeed! Then, knowing this, | went back

to the village where half had been of one thought only, and
that thought Alfar's. | found only ten of a hundred still free
in their thoughts, and those ten wal king through a living
nightmare of fear; for | spoke with sone, and heard within
their thoughts that several of them had defied the warl ocks,
and di ed as Tom Shepherd had. Even as | stood there, one

broke beneath his weight "of fear, and swore inside hinself
that he'd be Alfar's man henceforth, and be done with terror."
Si non shuddered. "I assure thee, | left that village as quickly
as | mght."

He turned to |l ook directly into Rod's eyes, and his gaze

seenmed to bore into Rod's brain. "I cannot allow such ob-
scenities of horror to exist, the whiles |I sit by and do naught."
He shook his head slowy. "Craven was |, ever to think I

could wal k away and | eave this evil be."

"No," Rod said. "No, you can't, can you? Not and stil
be who you are."

Si non frowned. "Strangely put—yet, | doubt ne not,
quite true."

The canpsite was quiet for a few ninutes, as both nen
sat watching the flanmes, each imersed in his own thoughts.

Then Rod lifted his head, to find Sinmon's gaze on him
"Now, " said the innkeeper, "'tis thy turn. Is't not?"

"For what ?"
"For honesty. Wy dost thou go North?"

Rod held his gaze for a few nonments, then, slowy, he
sai d, "Sane reason as yours, really—er one pretty nuch

like it. |I've seen some of Alfar's work, and it's sickened
me. | can't call nyself a man if | let that happen w thout
fighting it. At the very least, |I've got to help keep it from

spreadi ng—er die trying."

"As indeed thou mayest,"” Sinon breathed. "Yet that is
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not the whole of thine answer, is it?"
"No—but that's all you're going to get."

They gazed at one another for several heartbeats, the

bl ade of Rod's glare clashing off the velvet wall of Sinon's
acceptance. Finally, the innkeeper nodded. "'Tis thine af-
fair, of course." He sounded as though he neant it.

He turned back to the fire. "Thou art mine ally for this
time. | need know no nore than that the sorcerer's thine
eneny. "

"Well, that—and that the stew s ready." Rod | eaned over
to sniff the vapors. "Not bad, for field rations. Want some?"

When Sinon rolled up in his cloak to sl eep. Rod went

over to curry Fess. The job wasn't really stage dressing at
al | —Fess's horsehair may have owed nore to plastic than

to genetics, but it still collected branbles and burrs on
occasi on.

"So." Rod ran the curryconb along Fess's withers. "Alfar
started out with nothing but feelings of inferiority, and a
grudge agai nst the world."

"An ordinary paranoid personality," Fess noted.

"Yeah, except that he was an esper. And sonewhere

along the line, he all of a sudden becane a | ot nore powerful
than your average warlock." He | ooked up at Fess. "Maybe

j ust because he managed to talk sone other witches into

j oi ni ng hi nP"

"Perhaps." The robot sounded very skeptical. "I cannot
hel p but think there is nore to the nmatter than that."

"Probably right, too... So. Alfar had a sudden boost in
power, and/or got together a gang. Then he started | eaning

f64 Chri st opher Stasheff \

on the local citizenry, like any good gangster." i
"The process seens to begin with intimdation," Fess '

not ed. ;
Rod stopped currying for a mnute. "Maybe... Even the

sol di ers were scared, when they were narching agai nst
him..." He shrugged. "Hard to say. In any event, he's
finally able to mass-hypnotize whol e vill ages—though from
the soldier's account, it needs to be redone in depth, on an

i ndi vi dual basis."
"The sol diers' mamss hypnosis was done during the heat

of battle. Rod, and very quickly. The peasant villages seem
to have been done nore leisurely, by Sinon's statenent—
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over a period of days, perhaps even weeks."

"True—so it woul d be nore thorough. Though, appar-

ently, sone are harder to hypnotize than others." He | ooked
up at Fess again. "And espers appears to be imune."

"So it would seem to judge by Sinmon."

"Yes..." Briefly, Rod wondered about that. Then he

shrugged it off. "Anyhow. Wen Al far'd built enough of a
power base, one of the local knights got worried, and tried
to knock himdown before he grew too big. But he was

already too big."
"Indeed," Fess agreed. "He was al ready powerful enough
to overcome a knight with his village force."

Rod nodded. "And by the tine he was big enough to

worry the local baron, he'd absorbed the forces of severa
knights. So the baron fell, and the chain reaction began—
the baron, then the count, then finally the duke hinsel f—

and it doesn't end there, does it?"

"Certainly not, Rod. After all, he now has the resources
of a duchy to draw on."

"Yes. W all know what he's going to do now, don't

we?"

"But surely Gnendyl on and the children have al ready

borne word to Tuan and Catharine, Rod—and the Duchess's
personal account nust certainly have been very persuasive.
| doubt not that Tuan is already gathering his forces."
"Gathering them yes. But it's going to be at |east a week

or two before he can march North."
"Surely Alfar cannot consolidate his newy won forces
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with sufficient speed to enable himto carry the attack to

Tuan!"
"Ch, | don't think he would, anyway." Rod | ooked up

into Fess's imtation eyes. "All the Duke's horses and all
the Duke's nen aren't quite enough to take on the King's

army. "
"True," the robot conceded. "Therefore, he will attack
Ear| Tudor."

"You really think he'd dare strike that close to Tuan?"
"Perhaps not. Perhaps he will seek to conquer Hapsburg

first."
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"I't's just great, having outgoing neighbors ... and if he
manages to swal | ow Hapsburg, he'll have to digest him
bef ore he can take on Tudor."
"l doubt that he would try. He nmight be able to defeat

the Earl quickly, but he nmust surely need a week or two to
compl ete the indoctrination of the captured soldiers.”

"And while he's digesting, he's right next to Tuan. No,
you're right. He'd try to march through Tudor, and attack
Tuan right away. Wich neans our job is to keep himfrom
bei ng able to attack another baron, before Tuan attacks him™"

"What net hods do you propose. Rod?"
Rod shrugged. "The usual —hit and run, practical jokes,

whi speri ng canpai gns—not hi ng sensi bl e. Keep him of f -
bal ance. Which shouldn't be too hard; he's going to be

feeling pretty insecure, right about now "

"He will indeed. And, being paranoid, he will seek to
el i m nate whatever enem es he does see, before he turns his

attention to attack."

"Maybe. But a paranoid al so m ght decide to attack be-

fore the next baron can attack him and start his own secret
police to take care of internal enemies." Rod clenched a fist
in frustration. "Dam! If only you could predict what a

si ngl e human bei ng woul d do!"

"Be glad you cannot," Fess rem nded, "or VETO and its
totalitarians could easily triunmph."

"True," Rod grow ed. "Truer than | |ike. And speaking

of our proletarian pals, do you see any evidence of their
meddling in this?"

"Alfar's techniques do resenble theirs," Fess adnitted.

166 Chri st opher Stasheff

"Resenbl e? Wsh fulfillment, nore likely! He's got the
ki nd of power they dream of +ong-di stance, nass-
production brai nwashi ng! Wat wouldn't any good little
dictator give for that?"

"H s soul, perhaps?"

"Are you kidding? Totalitariani smworks the other way.
around—ever ybody el se gives their souls to the dictator!"

"Unpl easant, but probably accurate. Nonethel ess, there
is no evidence of futurian activity."

"Neither totalitarians nor anarchists, huh?"
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"Certainly not. Rod."
"Not even the sudden, huge junp in Alfar's powers?"

"That ability does bother ne," Pess adnitted. "A pro-

jective telepath, who seens to be able to take on a whol e
parish at one tine... Still, there's no reason to believe the
totalitarians would be behind it."

"Ch, yes there is," Rod countered. "From everything
Sinon's told me, and it just backed up what Gwen sai d—
the trance these people seemto wal k around in, is thoroughly

i mper sonal . "

"Al nost depersonalized, you mght say? | had, had

sonet hing of the sane thought too. Rod. | recognize the
state. "
"Yes—nechanical, isn't it?"

"True. But that is not conclusive evidence of futurian

meddl i ng. "

"No—but it does nmake you wonder." Rod gave the syn-

thetic horsehair a last swipe with the brush. "There! As new
and shiny as though you'd just conme fromthe factory. Do

you mind a long tether, just for appearances?"

"I would mind not having it. It is certainly necessary,
Rod. "
"Must keep themup, mustn't we?" Rod reached into the

cart, pulled out a length of rope, tied one end to Fess's
halter and the other to a convenient tree branch. "Besides,
you can break it easily, if you want."

"I will not hesitate to do so," Fess assured him "Sleep
while you can. Rod. You will need the rest."

"You're such an optomist." Rod pulled his cloak out of

the cart and went back to the canpfire. "I'mnot exactly in
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 167

a great nmood for enptying nmy mind of the cares of the

day. "

Try," the robot urged.

"If I try to sleep, 1'll stay awake." Rod |l ay down and

rolled up in his cloak. "How about trying to stay awake?"

"Not if you truly want to sleep. | could play soft nusic,
Rod. "

"Thanks, but | think the nightbirds are doing a pretty
good job of that."

"As you wi sh. Good night. Rod."
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"l hope so," Rod returned. "Sane to you, Fess." He
rolled over toward the fire..

and found hinself staring into Sinmon's w de-open,
calm and thoughtful eyes.

"Uh.. .hi, there." Rod forced a sickly grin. "Say, 1'lI
bet you're wondering what | was doing, ranbling on |ike
that—aren't you?"

"Not greatly," Sinon answered, "though | do find thy
conversation to be of great interest.”

"Ch, |'msure." Rod's stomach sank. "Does it, uh, bother
you, to, uh, hear nme talk to ny horse."

"Not at all." Sinon | ooked faintly surprised. "And 'tis
certainly not so desperate as talking to thyself."

"That's a point..."

""Tis also scarcely amazing." Sinmon favored himwith

a rather bleak smle. "Be mndful, |I'man innkeeper, and
many carters have stopped at my inn. Every one |'ve known,
has spoken to his horse."

"Ch." Rod hoped his surprise didn't shown in his face.
"You nean |'m not exactly unusual ?"

"Only in this: thou'rt the first |I've heard who, when he
spoke to his horse, made sense."

Rod supposed it was a conplinent.
11

They were up at first light, and on the road by dawn. Wth
the main issues out of the way, the two of themchatted
toget her easily—Si non the innkeeper, and Owen the farner.
And if, as norning wore on, Oaen's tales of his children
bore a startling resenblance to the experiences of Rod

Gal l owgl ass, it can scarcely be surprising. On the other
hand, all the stories had nothing to do with juvenile w tch
powers; Rod stayed sufficiently on his guard not to make

that particular slip.

It wasn't easy. Rod found they had a |l ot in combn—

wi ves, and children. He also found Sinbn to be surprisingly
refreshing. Instead of their usual dire predictions about the
horrors of adol escence that lay in store for the unwary father,
Simon restricted his anecdotes to chil dhood di sasters—

t hough, when pressed, he admtted that all his children were
grown, and the tale of his daughter's inpending first birth
was quite true. Rod i mmedi ately began insisting, all over
again, that Sinon turn back to the South and his daughter

the nore so because Sinmon had mentioned earlier that his

wife had died quite a few years ago; but the innkeeper nerely
informed Rod that his daughter really lived north of his

honme vill age—wherefore, he had been doubly cowardly to

flee. There wasn't nuch Rod could say to that, so he rel axed
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and enjoyed Sinon's conpany. So, by the tinme they cane
to the first village. Rod was feeling in fine formwhich
was fortunate, because they were greeted by a nob.

The peasants storned out of the village, howing and
throwi ng stones and wavi ng pitchforks—but not at Sinon
and Rod. Their target was a small nman, who sprinted nadly,
managi ng to stay a dozen yards ahead of them

"Slay the warlock!" they cried. "Stone him" "Stab him
Drain his blood!" "Burn him Bum hi m Bum H m BURN
H M "

Simon and Rod stared at each other, startled. Then Sinon
snapped, "He could not be of Alfar's brood, or soldiers
woul d even now be cutting down these peasants! Quickly,
Onent! ™

"You heard him" Rod cracked the whip over Fess's head,
keeping up the act. "Charge!"

Fess | eaped into a gallop. Cartwheels roared behind him

Rod pulled up hard as they passed the fleeing warl ock,
and Si non shouted, "Up behind, man! For thy lifebl ood' s
sake!"

The running nman | ooked up, startled, then junped into
the cart, as Sinon rose to his feet and cried out, in a voice
that seared through the crowd's shouting:

"I, too, ama nmagic worker! Two warl ocks face thee
now Dost thou still w sh wood to kindle?"

The crowd froze, the words of violence dying on their
t ongues.

Si mon stood rel axed, but his face was granite. Slowy,
he surveyed the crowd, picking out individual faces here
and there. But he didn't say a word.

Finally, a fat little man stepped forward, shaking a club
at Sinon. "Step aside, fellow Wthdraw thy cart and horse!
Qur quarrel's with this foul warlock, not with thee!"

“Nay, " Sinmon answered. "To the contrary; every war-
| ock's business is every other's, for there are few of us
i ndeed. "

"Every warl ock?" the fat man bleated in indignation. "Is
Al far's business al so thine?"

H s words set off an ugly nurmur that increased in ug-
liness as it built.
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"Al far's business ours?" Sinon's eyes w dened. "Wy

would it not be?"
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The noise cut off as the crowd stared at him frozen

Then the people began to nutter to one another, worried,
alittle fearful. One scrawny warl ock by hinsel f was one
thi ng—but two together, with Alfar's backing..

Si non's voice cut through their hubbub. "' Twoul d be
better an thou didst now go back unto thine hones."

"What dost thou speak of!" the fat little man cried. "Turn
to our hones? Nay! For we have one who nust be puni shed!
What dost thou think thyself to..."

Hi s voice ran down under Sinon's stony glare. Behind

him the crowd stared, then began to whi sper anong them

sel ves again. Rod heard snatches of "Evil Eye!" "Evil Eye!"

He did the best he could to reinforce the idea, staring at the
fat little | eader with his eyes narrowed a little, teeth show ng

in a wolfish grin.

"Thou wilt go," Sinon said, his voice |ike an icepick
Rod coul d scarcely believe the transfornmation. He
coul d' ve sworn Sinpon was at | east two inches taller and
four inches broader. Hi s eyes glowed; his face was alive
and vibrant. He fairly exuded power.

Cowed, the crowd drew in upon itself, nuttering darkly.
Si non' s voi ce rose above. "W have shown thee plainly
wherein doth lie the true power in this | and—but it need
not be turned against thee. Go, nowsgo to thine hones."
Then he smiled, and his aura seened to mnel | own-he seened
gentler, sonehow, and reassuring. "Go," he urged, "go

qui ckly."

The crowd was shaken by the transformati on. Their eno-
tions had been yanked back and forth; they didn't know
whet her to resent Sinon, or be grateful to him For a no-
ment, they stood, uncertain. Then one man turned away,
slowy. Another saw him and turned to follow. A third saw
them and turned, then a fourth. Then the whole crowd was
nmovi ng back toward the village

The fat little man gl anced at them appalled, then back
toward Sinmon. "Retribution shall follow " he cried, but fear
hol | owed his voice. "Retribution, and flanmes for all w tches!"

Rod's eyes narrowed to slits, and he gathered hinsel f;
but Sinmon laid a restraining hand on his shoul der, and said
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 171

mldly, "Go whilst thou may—er retribution there shall be
i ndeed, and |I shall not lift one finger to stay it."

The little man gl anced at Rod in sudden terror, then
whirl ed about, and hurried to follow the villagers back to-
ward the houses.

Rod, Sinmon, and the stranger only watched him frozen
in tableau till he'd di sappeared anmong the buil di ngs. Then,
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the moment he was out of sight, Sinmon heaved a | ong sigh,
going linp.

"l shoul d say,'
of ten?"

Rod agreed. "You do that kind of thing

"Nay." Sinon collapsed onto the board seat. "Never in
my life."

"Then you've got one hell of a talent for it." Privately,
Rod had a strong suspicion that Sinon was at least a little
bit of a projective, but didn't realize it.

Even with his nerves a-jangle fromfacing down a nob
for the first tine, Sinmon remenbered the fugitive. He turned,
| ooki ng back into the cart. "Art thou well, countrynman?"

"Aye," the stranger wheezed, "thanks to thee, goodnen.

And thou hadst not cone, there had been naught but a bl oody
lunp left of me. Een now !l trenble, to think of them
Fromthe depths of nmy soul | thank thee. | shall pray down
upon thee one blessing, for every star that stands in the sky!
I shall..."

"You shall live." Rod couldn't repress the grin. "And
we're glad of it. But if you' re a warlock, why didn't you
j ust di sappear?" Then a sudden thought hit him and he
turned to Simon. "Is he a warl ock?"

"Aye." Sinon nodded, his eyes on the stranger. "There

is the feeling |I've had, twice aforetine, when |'ve net
anot her warl ock and heard his thoughts—that feeling of
being in a mnd enlarged, in a greater space of soul."

Rod knew the feeling; he'd net it hinself. Wth a variant
formand intensity, it was one of the great benefits of being
married to anot her esper—and one of the curses of being

an esper hinself, when he was near another tel epath whom

he didn't |like. He'd decided sone tine ago that it was nenta
f eedback—but controll ed feedback. It nust've been, or it
woul d' ve torn both mnds apart. The bomw tch, he thought,
nmust devel op a perceptual screen in infancy, a sort of bl ock-
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i ng nechani smthat woul d reduce the recycled nmental en-
ergy to confortable |evels.

"He is a warlock," Sinon said again. "Wy, therefore,
di dst thou not di sappear, goodnan?"

"Why, for that | could not." The stranger sniled apol o-
getically, spreading his hands and cocking his head to the
side. "What can | say to thee? | ama very poor warl ock,
who can but hear others' thoughts, and that only when
they're hard by ne. E en then, | cannot hear themwell."

"I, too," Sinon said, with a sad smle. "I can but hear
one that's within the sane house as [|."
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"And |, only when they are within a few yards," the

stranger said, nodding. "But so little as that is enough, |
wot, so that, now and again, summat of others' thoughts

do conme into mine head, unknow ng—the thought cones

that so-and-so is a-love with such-and-such, or that this one
wi shes the other dead. And, again and now, | let slip an
unguarded word or two, and the one |'m speaking to doth

stare at ne, in horror, and doth cry, 'How coul dst thou know
of that? None have heard it of me; to none have | spoken

of it!""

"So they figured out what you were." Rod nodded.

"Aye; and it cost ne what few friends | had, from ny
earliest years; yet it nmade nme no enemies; for | am as |I've
said, a nost powerless warlock, and all, thankfully, knew
that | nmeant no one harm"

Rod could believe it. The stranger was short, slunp-

shoul dered and concave-ctiested, flabby, with a little pot-
belly. H's hair was dun-col ored. He had | arge, pale eyes, a
snub nose, and a perpetual hangdog | ook about him He

coul dn't have been nuch over thirty, but already his cheeks
were beginning to sag. In a year or five, he'd have jow s.
A schlem el. Rod decided, a poor soul who would never
intentionally hurt anybody, but woul d al ways be cl unsy,
bot h physically and socially. "Nobody really wanted you
around, huh? But they didn't mnd you, either."

"Aye," the stranger said, with a rueful snile.

"I know the way of it," Sinon sighed. "There was such

alad in ny village."
"There always is," Rod said. "It's a necessary soci al
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function. Everybody needs sonebody whose nane they can't
qui te renmenber."

"Well said." Sinmon sniled. "And thou dost touch ny
consci ence. How art thou call ed, goodnan?"

"Flaran," the stranger answered, with the same smle.

"Flaran," Sinon repeated, thoughtfully. "Tell ne,
Fl aran—when Al far the sorcerer began to rise to power,
did thy fell ows expect thee to hail hinP"

Plaran's smle gained warnmth. "They did that. Thou hast
endured it thyself, hast thou not?" And, when Sinbn nod-
ded, he chuckled. "So |I thought; thou hast spoke too much

of what | have seen nyself. Aye, all ny neighbors did think
that, solely because |I've a touch of the Power, | should cry
that Alfar was the greatest hope this duchy hath ever seen
Yet | did not. In truth, | said | did not trust the man."

Si non nodded. "Yet they thought thou didst give them
the lie."

"They did," Flaran agreed. "Straightaway, then, m ne
old friends—er neighbors, at |east—began to m strust ne;
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intruth, as Alfar's fane and power have grown, they have
doubted nme nore and nore."

"Still, thou'rt of them" Sinon frowned. "Wen | ast came
to last, thou wert of their clan and kind. | would think they
woul d not hound and stone thee."

"Nor did I—and still | misdoubt nme an they would have

But fol k began to pass through our village, pushing hand-
carts and bearing packs upon their backs; and, though we

did not have great store of food or ale, 'Stay.' we urged
them 'Nay,' they answered, 'for the sorcerer's arnies do
march, and we do flee them W dare not bide, for they'l

swal low up this village also.' Then they turned, and narched
on toward the South."

Rod and Si non exchanged a qui ck gl ance. Sinon nodded

in corroboration. Rod understood; Sinon had been one of

the ones who had cone marching through the village, and

had not stayed. "And this small ball of a man with the great
mout h?" Si non turned back to Flaran. "Was he of thy vil-

| age, or of the strangers?"

"Of the strangers,"” Flaran answered, "and he did cone
into our village crying doomupon all who had any powers.
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None coul d be trusted, quoth he, for all witch fol k nust
needs hate all common men, and nust needs fight them

therefore, any witch or warl ock nust needs be an agent of
Alfar's."

Simon' s eyes burned. "Indeed? Wuld | could have done
nmore than send himback to thy village."

"Nay, friend. Thou woul dst but have made my nei ghbors

certain in their hatred. Even as '"twas, he did turn ny fell ows
agai nst me—though, in all truth, the news fromthe North

had made them so wary, they needed little turning. | cane

into the inn for a pint, but when | stood near to the | andlord,
I heard his thoughts, his rage and mistrust, his secret fear
that the fat little stranger m ght be right, that mayhap all
witch folk should be stoned. Nay, | dropped ny flagon and
fled."

"And, of course, they all ran after you." Rod reflected
that the pack instinct nust have taken over

Fl aran shuddered. "Tis even as thou dost say. 'Twas

not even an hour agone. | dodged and hid, then dodged and
ran. At last they found me out, and | could hide no | onger
Nay, | fled off down the road—but | was wearied, and nust

needs fight to stay running. Heaven be praised that thou
di dst conme up the Hi gh Road then, or | had been a paste
of a person!"

Si non reached out to clap Flaran on the shoul der. " Cour-
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age, friend—this bloodlust shall fade, as it hath aforetine.
Ever and anon have they conme out hunting w tches—and
ever and anon hath it passed. This shall, also."

Fl aran braved a small smle, but he didn't | ook con-
vi nced.

Rod wasn't, either—the whole thing had too nmuch of

the deliberate about it. It was preplanned, well-organized
whi ppi ng-up of sentinent, and there was only one group
organi zed enough to do the whi ppi ng-up—but why woul d

Al far be trying to work up anti esper sentinent?

The answer hit himlike a sap, in instant balance to the
question: Al far would whip up the witch hunt to elininate
his conpetition. After all, the only force in the duchy that
coul d stand agai nst him were the wi tches who hadn't signed
up with him Left alone |ong enough, they just mght band
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together in self-defense—as Sinon and Fl aran were doing,
even now. |If they organi zed a | arge enough band of fugitive
wi tches and warl ocks, they woul d constitute a power that

m ght actually unseat him And what better way to elimnate
the i ndependents, than the tine-tried old witch hunt?

When you | ooked at it that way, it nmade excellent sense—

especially since the unaligned espers would tend to be op-
posed to him they'd be the nbst sensitive to his kind of

hypnotic tyranny. "Say, uh—did either one of you ever fee
one of Alfar's nmen trying to take over your mind?"

Bot h nen | ooked up, startled. Then Sinon nodded,
gravely. "Aye. It was..." he shuddered, "... nobst obscene,
friend Onen."

"I could barely feel it," Haran added, "yet it turned ny
stomach and nmade ny gorge to rise. And it raised such a
wave of fear in ne, that | thought it like to shake ne to

pi eces. To feel fingers of thought, stroking at thy mnd..."
He broke of f, | ooking queasy.

"Try not to think of it," Rod said, cursing his inmpul-
siveness. "Sorry | brought it up." And these two, he re-
flected, were the gentle kind. Wat woul d happen when
Alfar's men tried to take on a warl ock who had a bit nore
arrogance? Or even just one who liked to fight? He woul d
have flown into a rage, and gone hunting for Alfar.

And Rod couldn't blame him The thought of soneone

meddl ing with his mnd started the sullen flow of anger. He
recognized it, and tried to relax, let it drain away—but the
i mage of Gamen and the children rose up in his mnd, with

the instant thought of some overbearing young warl ock trying
to touch their mnds—and the rage exploded with a sud-
denness that |eft him defensel ess against it, shaking his body
with its intensity, wild and searing, searching for a target,
any target, striving to master Rod, to make himits instru-
ment. He held hinmself still, fighting to contain it, to keep
it inside hinself, to keep it fromhurting anyone el se.
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But both warl ocks were staring at him "My friend,"
Si non sai d, wi de-eyed, "art thou well?"

Such a mld question, and so well-intentioned! But it
broke the fragile nenbrane of Rod's control

He hurled hinmself away fromthe cart, off the road and
776
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into the field beside. Don't hurt them Let it blow but don't
hurt them He needed sone way to channel the anger, sone

way to let it spend itself harm essly, and running was as
good as anything el se.

A boul der | ooned up ahead of him a rock outcrop four

feet high, with smaller boul ders around the base. Rod seized
one about a foot across, hefting it up above his head with

a grunt of agony. He stood for a nonent, poised, glaring

at the boulder, then hurled his rock with all his mght,
shouting, "Blast you!"

The rock hit the boulder with a crack Iike a gunshot.
Stone chips flew, and the smaller rock split and clattered to
t he base of the boul der

"Bumin your own nmagic!" Rod screaned at it. "Fall

down a rathole, and forget howto teleport! Junp into the
sky, and don't cone back down!" He raged on and on, a
five-mnute stream of incoherent curses.

Finally, the anger ebbed. Rod sank to one knee, stil
glaring at the boulder. Then, slowy, he bowed his head,
gasping for breath, and waited for the trenbling to stop

When his heartbeat had sl owed, he stood up, swaying a
little. Then he forced hinself to turn back toward the cart,
fifty yards away—and saw Flaran staring at him

But Simon stood near him |eaning on his staff, waiting,
wat ching himwi th gentle synpat hy.

That was what stung—the synpathy. Rod wi nced at the
sight; it magnified his chagrin tenfold. He turned away,

muttering, "Sorry about that. |, uh... | don't do that too
often.” / hope.

"Thou didst only as | did feel," Sinbn assured him
"Well... thanks." That didn't really help. "I just get

outraged at the thought of someone tranpling on other peo-
pl e, w thout even thinking about them"

Si non nodded. "And when the object of thy wath is not

nigh thee, '"tis harder to forebear. Indeed, thou didst well
to seek a thing of stone unfeeling, to weak thy vengeance
on."
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"But the force of it's wasted—s that what you're think-
ing? Wiy spend all that energy, w thout hurting the thing
I'"'mangry at?"

Si non scowl ed. "I had not thought that—but aye, now
that thou dost say it. 'Tis better husbandry, to contain thine
anger till thou canst use its force to right the wong that

angers thee."

"Easy enough to say," Rod said, with a sardonic snile.

"But how do you contain your anger? | know it sounds

si mpl e—but you should try it, sonetinme! You would..."

He broke off, staring at Simon. Slowy, he said, "You have
tried it, haven't you?" Then, nodding, "Yes. | think you
have. That last line had the ring of experience behind it."

""Tis even so," Sinon adm tted

"You had a tenper? You flew into rages? You? M. N ce
GQuy hinmsel f? M. Cal nmess? M. Phlegmatic? You?"

"Indeed," Sinon adnmitted, and, for the first tinme, his
smle was tinged with irony. " '"Tis not so easy, friend Onen,
to hide thy know edge of others' thoughts. 'Tis nost tenpt-
ing, in nmonents of anger, to use those thoughts agai nst
them+to say, 'Me a coward? Wen thou didst face the

battle with panic clanoring through thy veins, and woul d
have fl ed, had thy captain not stood behind thee with his
sword?' For indeed, he had marched forward, and none

who saw hi m woul d have thought himless than brave. Yet

I knew, |I—and was fool enough to speak it aloud. Then,

to another, 'How canst thou call nme a |l echer. Father, when
thou hast thyself lusted after Tom Pl omman's wi fe?"

Rod whistled. "You don't take on the clergy!"”

"Aye, but in ny youthful pride, |I thought that | had

power o'er all—for | had but newWly learned that | could

hear other's thoughts and, in ny delight and carel ess strength,
did hearken to the thoughts of all about me. No person in
that town was free fromny thought-hearing. Wien one did
sneer at ne, | used ny hoarded know edge of his darkest
secrets and proclained his shane for all to hear! He did
swell up with rage, but durst not strike where all m ght see,
and know the truth of what I'd said. Nay, he could only

turn away with snarls—and | would gloat, rejoicing in ny

newf ound power. "

Rod frowned. "How | ong did you get away with that?"

"Thrice." Sinmon grimaced, shaking his head. "Three tines
only. For when the anger passed, the folk I'd wonged began

778 Christopher Stasheff
to ponder. They knew they'd never spoken of their secret

fears or lusts to any person living. By chance, they spoke
to one another...."
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"By chance, ny rabbit's foot! You'd insulted each one
publicly; they knew who to conpare notes with!"

"Li ke enough,"” Sinon sighed. "And once they all knew

that |'d spoken things none of them had ever said al oud,
"twas but a small step to see that | nust needs be a warl ock,
and one who woul d not hesitate to use what know edge

gai ned, fromothers thoughts to their harm They spread

that word throughout the town, of course..."

"OfF course' is right," Rod nmurnured, "especially with

the village priest in there. Wo'd doubt his word? After all
even if he did covet his neighbor's wife, at |east he didn't
do anything about it."

"Which is nore than could be said for nmost of his flock,"
Sinon said, with a tart grimce. "Aye, he too did speak of
my 'fell power'—and the rumor ran through all the town,

to harry all ny neighbors out against nme." H's face tw sted
with bitterness. "I' truth, 'twas no nore than ny desert;

yet | felt betrayed when they cane agai nst nme as a nob,
scream ng, "Thought thief!' 'Slanderer!' and 'Sorcerer!’
—betrayed, for that nost of them had gossi ped ' gai nst
me, one tinme or another—yet |'d forgiven them"”

"Yes—but you had a weapon they couldn't use."

"Aye—ot 'wouldn't,' but 'couldn't.'" Sinon's grinmace

turned sardonic. "And for that reason, they did raise the

hue and cry, and harried me fromtheir town." He shuddered,
closing his eyes. "Ah, praise Heaven that | have no powers

ot her than thought-hearing! For in mne anger, | would have
turned and hurled great stones at them fireballs, sharp knives;

I woul d have rai sed these fol k up high, and sl anmed them
to the earth!" He shuddered again, and his eyes sprang open,
stari ng.

Rod coul d see the anger rising in himagain, and spoke
qui ckly, calmy. "Easy, easy. It was a long tine ago."

"And the wrong's been righted. Aye." Sinon nanaged

to dredge up his smile again. "I did |eamthe error of ny
ways; | did repent, and did full pennance. For when | fled
nmy native village, | wandered, blind with rage, imersed

in bitterness, neither know ng nor caring whither ny steps
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progressed. Forty |eagues, fifty |eagues, an hundred—til

at last, worn out with hatred, | sank down in a cave and
slept. And in ny slunber, a soothing balmdid waft to ne,
to calmny troubled spirit. Wien | waked, | felt refreshed,
made new again. Wondering, | quested with my mnd, to

seek out the agency that had wought this mracle. | found

a well of holy thought which, in nmy slunber, | had drawn
upon, unwitting. 'Twas a conpany of holy brothers and,

by great good fortune, the cave I'd tunbled into was scarce
an hundred yards fromtheir conmunity." Sinon gazed off
into the distance. "My soul did seek their solace, and did
| ead nmy steps unto them"
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"Possible,"” Rod agreed. "But | thought there was only
one nonastery in this | and—+the Abbey of St. Vidicon,
down South."

"Nay; there's another, here in Romanov, though 'tis not
overlarge."

Rod nodded, nusing. He knew that the main nonastery

was a concl ave of espers, who knew about the outside uni-
verse and nodem t echnol ogy, and who were continually
experinmenting with their psi powers, trying to find new ways
to use them Could this northern nonastery be the sane

type of thing? Maybe not, if they hadn't noticed Sinon's
troubled spirit so close bhy.

On the other hand, maybe they had... "So just being

near the nmonks, heal ed your soul."

Si non nodded. "I ndeed, their peace pervaded ne. | made

a broom and swept the cave; | nade a bed of branch and
bracken. As the days passed, | nmade a cozy house there,

and let the friars' peace still ny rage, and fill ny soul." He
smled, gazing off into the past. "Their serenity abides within
me still, so deeply did it reach.” He turned to Rod. "After
some weeks, | did begin to ponder at their peace and cal m

ness. Wiat was its source? How did they cone by it?

hear kened nore carefully to their thoughts. And of them
all, | found nost wondrous were those that dwelt on herbs
and their effects. So | commenced to spend nuch tine
within the mnds of the nonks who | abored in the stillroom

distilling liquors and elixers. | drank up every fact, each
noti on.

As the leaves turned toward winter, | built a door to ny
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cave; | tanned furs and made a coat, then sat down by ny

fire and hearkened all the nore closely; for the nonks were
pent up for the winter. The snows |ay deep; they coul d not
venture forth. Then even friends could grate each upon the
other's nerves. The brotherhood was ripe for rifting. Quar-
rels did erupt, and | hung upon their every shout, eager to
see if they mght still be holy. Yet | was amazed; for, even
when their tenpers flared, the nonks renenbered their
devotions. They forgave each other, turned away!" Sinon

si ghed, shaking his head. "How wondrous did it seem"”

"Dam straight!" Rod croaked. "How d they do it?"

"By their devotion to their God," Sinon said, with a
beatific smle, "and by being ever mindful that He, and His
Way, were nore inportant than thenselves, or their pride—
or, aye, even their honor."

"Their honor?" Rod stiffened, staring. "Hey, now You
can't nean they thought that God wanted themto be hu-

mliatied!"
Si non shook his head. "Nay, quite the contrary! They

trusted their God to prevent such!"
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Rod felt a certain foreboding creeping over him He
turned his head to the side, watching Sinon out of the
conmers of his eyes. "How was He supposed to do that?"

"By giving themto know, within thensel ves, which deeds
were right to do, and which were wong. Then, even though

a man forebore to do some deed that other men did expect

of him he mght yet know hinmself to be worthy, even though
his fellows did jeer. Thus might he turn aside in pride,
without a trace of shame—for | ook thou, when all's said

and done, hunmiliation is within thee, not something visited
upon thee by thy fell ows."

Rod frowned. "Are you trying to tell me a man can save
face, even though everybody else is pointing the finger of

scom at hi n?"

Si mon shook his head. "There was never need to. For if

any man stepped aside froma quarrel, and another ridicul ed
himfor it, the first had but to say, 'My God doth not w sh
it," and the other would conprehend, and only respect him
for his forebearance. |Indeed, 'twas not even needful for the
first man to say aught aloud; 'twas only needful that he say
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unto hinself, in his heart, 'My God hath comanded ne

to love ny neighbor,' and he would not think | ess of hinself
for retreating." He |l ooked directly into Rod's eyes. "For
this "honor' that thou dost hold dear, this 'face' thou speakest
of, is nmobst truly but thine own opinion of thyself. W com
monly suppose that 'tis what others think of us, but 'tis not
so. 'Tis sinply that nost of us have so little regard for
ourselves, that we believe others' opinions of us to be nore
i nportant than our own. Therefore have we the need to save
our countenances—eur 'faces,' which term nmeans only what
others see of us. Yet we know that only by what they say
they think of us—so our 'faces,' when all is truly said, are
others' opinions of us. W feel we nust demand ot hers
respect, or we cannot respect ourselves." He shook his head,
smling. "But 'tis false, dost thou see."

"Surprisingly, I think I do." Rod frowned. "If any man
really has a high opinion of hinself, he won't care what
others think of him-as |long as he knows he's good."

In the cart, Flaran shifted inpatiently. He had been fol -
| owi ng the conversation froma di stance and seened di s-
pl eased by its direction.

Si non nodded, eyes glowing. "'Tis true, '"tis true! Yet

few are capable of that. Few are so sure of thenselves, that
their own opinion can matter nore to themthan all the rest
of their fellows' regard—and those few who are, be al so
frequently insufferable in their arrogance."

"VWi ch means," Rod pointed out, "that they really don't
have nuch faith in thensel ves—er they woul dn't have to
make such a show of their supposed superiority."”

"'Tis true, by all accounts. Nay, nost of us, to have any
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sure sense of worth, nmust needs rely on sone authority

that's above us all, that doth assure us we are right. It wll
suffice, whether it be |aw, phil osophy—er God. Then, should
tenpers flare, and thou dost draw back thine hand to smite

me, and |, in wath, set nine hand upon ny dagger—ene

of us nust needs retreat, or there will be mayhem sure."

"Yes," Rod agreed, "but what happens if neither of us
iswilling to? W'd | ose face, we'd | ose honor."
Si non nodded. "But if | can say, 'I will not strike, be-

cause ny Lord hath commanded nme to | ove m ne eneny' —
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why, then can | sheathe ny dagger, step back, w thdraw,
and think myself no less a man for the doing of it." His
smle gained warmh. "Thus may ny CGod be 'the salvation

of nmy count enance.
Rod nodded slowy. "I can see how that woul d wor k—
but you'd have to be a real believer."

"I ndeed." Sinon sighed, and shook his head. "'Tis the
work of a saint, friend Oen—and | amcertainly none

such. "

Well, Rod had his own opinion about that.

"Yet there was sufficient of the nonks' peace that did

invest ne so that, when the seasons turned to spring, and

a villager came to beseech ne for a cure for his cow, which
was a-cal ving, but had taken ill—-why, in ny |one-ness, |
delighted in his conpany, even for so short a while. | did
distill the herbs that he did need, and sent himon his way.
Some weeks |ater, another came—then another, and an-

other. 1 wel coned their conpany, and strove to gain their

I'i king—yet | mnded ne what | had | earned of the good

brot hers—that the fol k thensel ves were of greater inport
than their actions, or careless words. Thus did | leamto
contain mne anger, and never reveal in wath aught that |

m ght have |learned fromtheir thoughts. Eh, but there were
times it was not easy; for though their |ips spoke courteously,
their mnds could hold insults grievous about the weird
wood- hermt whose aid they sought. He smled, anused at

the menory of hinself, the staunch innkeeper, as a wld-
eyed anchorite. "Yet | was mndful that they were ny fellow
men, and of infinite worth thereby. Sorely tried |I was, from
time to time, to utter words that would have bl asted pride—
the hidden truths about thenselves that woul d have nmade

them shrink within. Yet |I forebore, and was ever nindfu

that they were for cherishing. | served themall, fromthe
poor peasant to the village priest, who first felt ne to be a
chal l enge yet finally came to respect ne."

Rod sm | ed, anused. "Yes. | suppose if you can dea
with those who wear their authority like mantles, you can
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deal with anything."

"Aye." Sinon frowned, |eaning forward. "And even as

| have done, so mayest thou do also."
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Rod stared at hima mnute, then turned away. He started
back toward the roadway, to avoid having to neet Sinon's
gaze. "What—withhold nmy anger, even agai nst such a sink
of corruption as Alfar?" He shook his head. "I can't
under st and how you can do that, w th sonmeone who's caused
so much msery to so many people!™

At the nention of Alfar's nane, Haran clinbed out of
the cart, and cane to join them wfiere they stood.

"Loose anger at the deeds," Sinon nurrured, "but wth-

hold it fromthe man."

Rod ground his teeth. "I hear your words, but | can't
compr ehend their neaning. How can you separate the man
fromhis actions?"

"By being mindful that any human creature is a precious
thing, and can turn aside fromhis own evil, if he can but
recognize it."

"Can, sure." Rod's shoul ders shook with a heave of inner
laughter. "But, will? What are the odds on that. Master
Si mon?"

"Any person may be msled."

Rod shook his head. "You're assumng that Alfar's bas-
ically good—ust an ordinary man, who's given in to the
tenptation for revenge, discovered he can actually gain
power, and been corrupted by it."

"Certes." Sinon peered up at him frowning. "Is it not
ever thus, with those who wreak wong?"

"Maybe—but you're forgetting the possibility of evil

Actual , spiritual evil." Rod | ooked up, and noted Flaran's
presence. He wei ghed what he was about to say, and decided
that he didn't mnd Flaran's hearing it. "Sure, all human
soul s have the potential for goodness—but in some, that
potential is already buried before they're two years old. And
it's buried so deeply that it's al nost inpossible to uncover
it. They grow up believing that nobody's really capabl e of
giving. They thenselves can't |ove, or give | ove—and they
assune everybody who tal ks about it is just putting on an
act." He took a deep breath, and went on. "Though it's not
really necessary to talk about that. Al you really need is
the word 'corruption.' Alfar succunbed to the tenptation

to do sonething he knows is wong, because he |oved the
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i dea of being powerful. And now that he's tasted power,
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he'll do anything rather than give it up. No matter who he
has to hurt, how many he has to kill, how nuch suffering
he causes. Anything's better than going back to bei ng what
he really is—ust an ordinary, hundrum human bei ng, who
probably isn't even very well-1liked."

Flaran's eyes were huge; he stood frozen

"Yet be mndful, he's human," Sinbn coaxed. "Hath that
no meaning for thee, friend Onen?"

Rod shook his head. "Don't let the fact that he's hunman,

make you believe that he thinks yo« are. He can't—he's
treating people as though they were bolts for a crossbhow—
sonething to use, then forget about. He tranples through
other mnds without the slightest thought. Doesn't he realize
these are real, feeling people, too?" He shook his head. "He
can't, or he wouldn't be doing it. He's got to be totally

wi thout a conscience, totally calloused—really, actually,
evil."

"Yet he is a person withal," Flaran piped up, tinidly.
"Even Alfar is not a devil. Master Onen."

"Not in body, nmaybe," Rod grunted. "I can believe he
doesn't have horns, or a barbed tail. His soul, though..."

"Yet he doth have a soul," Flaran pleaded. "Look you,
he may be an evil nman—but he's a man nonet hel ess.”

Rod drew a deep, shaky breath, then let it out slowy.

"Friend Flaran... | beg you, |leave off! |'ve seen Alfar's
wor ks, and those of his minions. Let us not speak of his
humanity. "

Fl aran was silent, but he stared at Rod, huge-eyed.

Rod steel ed hinself against the | ook and picked up the
reins. He slapped themon Fess's back, and the robot-horse
started forward.

When the silence had grown very unconfortabl e. Rod
asked, "That fat little | oudnouth, who was |eading that
mob—how did he figure out that Flaran was a warl ock?"

"Why... he heard ny nei ghbors speak of it. | would
guess...."

"Doesn't seemlikely," Rod said, frowning. "He was a
stranger, after all. How would he find out about the |oca
skel etons, so quickly?"
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"l think," Sinon said, "that Al far doth have adherents,

m nor witches and warl ocks who can do little but read m nds,
salted here and there about the duchy—and their prine duty
is to espy those of Power."

"Ch?" Rod held hinself still, kept his tone casual. "How d
you hear about that?"
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"I did not; but now and again, |'ve felt the touch of a
m nd that quested, but did not seek anything, or anyone,
of which it was certain. And, anon, |'ve caught snatches

of thought clearly between warl ocks, warning that such-
and- such had some trace of Power."

"How did they not espy thee?" Flaran asked, surprised.

Simon smled. "I am as we've said, rather weak at

war | ockery. And, too, |'ve learned to hide what poor weak
powers | have, thinking |like one who hath none at all,
keeping the surface of ny thoughts ever calm and quite
ordinary. "Tis the key to not letting slip the odd coment
that doth reveal thee—to think like an ordinary man; then

you'll speak and act |ike one."
Fl aran nodded, gaze |ocked onto Sinobn's face. "I will
hearken to that. | will heed thee."

"Do so; 'twill save thee nmuch grief. Nay, begin to think
I'i ke John Common even now, for we never know when
Alfar's spies may be |istening.”

Flaran started, darting a quick glance over each shoul der,
then huddl ed in on hinself.

"And, friend Owen, there's naught to fear for thee,"
Si non reassured Rod, "no spy would even know thou' rt
there!™

Fl aran | ooked up, astounded. "Why! How is that?"

"Ch, I'm er, uh—nvisible. To a mind reader." Rod said

it as nonchalantly as he could, and tried to throttle down a
burst of anger. How dare Sinon let slip information about
him Serves you right, he told hinself, in an attenpt at
soothing. And it was true; he should' ve known better than

to confide in a stranger. But Sinobn was so damm |ike-

abl e.

"Ah, if only | could so hide ne!" Flaran cried. "Nay,
then, tell! How dost thou do it?"

"Ni ce question," Rod grated. "I really couldn't tell you

186 Chri stopher Stasheff

But | think it has something to do with ny basic dislike of
al | human beings."

Fl aran stared at him shocked.

"When you really get down to it," Rod admtted, "I guess
I just don't really like people very well."

That rather put a danper on the conversation for a while.
They rode on northward, each inmersed in his own thoughts.

For his part. Rod couldn't help feeling that both of his
compani ons were trying to becone i mersed in his thoughts,
too. Not that they didn't both seemto be good peopl e—
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but Rod was begi nning to be very suspicious. The tal k about
mental spies had nade hi m nervous, and he found hinsel f
renmenbering that Sinon and Flaran were both strangers,
after all.

A wave of loneliness hit him and he glanced up at the

skies. In spite of the longing, he was relieved to see the air
clear, with a singular dearth of winged wildlife. At least his
famly was safe fromgetting m xed up in the ness.

(dd, though. He wasn't used to having Gaen listen to
hi m

12

He did notice the squirrel peering at himfromthe branches,
and the doves stopping their preening to watch himfrom

the roof of the inn, as they pulled the cart into an innyard.
Rod clinmbed down and stood, surprised how nmuch his joints
ached fromthe four-hour ride. He tied the reins to a hitching
post, and turned back to see Flaran clinbing down fromthe
cart also, and Sinobn stretching his | egs carefully.

"Don't worry," Rod assured him "they still work."

Si non | ooked up, and smiled. "The question is, do

wi sh t hey woul dn't?"

"Just at a guess, |'d say you're still having fun." Rod
turned into the inn. "Shall we see what the kitchens hol d?"

The question was as nmuch good busi ness as hunger; Rod

was able to trade a bushel of produce for three |unches.

Fl aran insisted on paying Rod the penny he'd been pl anning
to spend on beer, and Sinon nmatched him Rod protested,

but wound up accepti ng.

Di nner came with a |liberal supply of gossip. "Ye cone
of f the road?" the |andl ord asked, as he set their plates in
front of them "Then say—+s't true, what they say of Alfar?"

"Uh—depends on what you've heard," Rod said, feeling
wary. "Myself, |'ve heard a | ot about the man."

"Why, that he has dropped fromsight!" A peasant |eaned

787
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over from another table. "That none have seen hi m since
he took Castl e Romanov."

"Ch, really?" Rod perked up noticeably. "Now, that's
one | hadn't heard!"

Tis nost strange, if '"tis true," the peasant said. "Here's
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a man who hat h appeared from nowhere, conquered nost
of the duchy—and vani shed!"

"Ah, but there's reason, Doln," an ol der peasant grinned.
"Some say he was stole away by a denon!"

"Eh, Harl—there's sonme as says he is a denon," chirped
a grandf at her.

"Well, that would certainly explain why he appeared out
of nowhere," Rod said, judiciously.

The third peasant caught the note of skepticism and
| ooked up with a frown. "Dost'a not believe in denons?"

"Dunno, " Rod said, "I've never seen one."

"Such tal k of denpbns is nonsense, Kench," Dol n scoffed.
"Why woul d denons take hi maway, when he's doi ng good
denopns' wor k?"

"Some say he's roaming the | and, clad as a peasant,"
Har| grunt ed.

"Wher ef ore shoul d he not?" Kench grinned. "He is a
peasant, is he not?"

"Aye, but he's also a warlock," Harl rem nded, "and
they say he seeks through the land for fol k who would aid
himwell in his governing."

Dol n | ooked up, with a gleamin his eye. "That, | could
credit nmore easily."

"Thou wilt credit aught," Kench scoffed.

"Bel i ke he doth prow unseen,” Harl nused. "Wuld he
not seek out traitors?"

Fl aran and Sinon stiffened, and Rod could feel little cold
prickles running up his spine.

The peasants didn't |ike the idea, either. They gl anced

qui ckly over their shoulders, twisting their fingers into charns
against evil. "How fell it is," Harl gasped, "to think that

one could spy on thee, and thou woul dst never knowit!"

Rod t hought of nentioning that spies usually tried very
hard to nake sure nobody noticed them but decided not

to.
"Take heed of those runors, and thou dost wish it," the

| andl ord chuckl ed. "For nyself, | note only that the land is
wel |l -run."

The others turned to look at him lifting their heads slowy.

"That's so," Doln nodded. "Dost'a say, then, that Alfar's
still in his castle?"

"Belike," the |andlord shrugged. "'Tis that, or his cap-
tains govern well in their own rights."
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"That, | doubt." Rod shook his head. "I never yet heard
of a committee doing any really effective governing. There
has to be one man who al ways has the final say."

"Well, then." The landlord turned to Rod with a grin. "I
must needs think Aifar's in his castle.” And he turned away
to the kitchen, chuckling and shaking his head. "Runor!
Only fools listen to it!"

"In which case, nost people are fools," Rod said softly

to Sinmon and Plaran. "So, if there's a runor going around
that you don't want people to believe, the thing to do is to
set up a counter-runor."

"Whi ch thou dost think Al far hath done?" Sinbn had his
small smle on again.

"No doubt of it. Just |ook at the results—anybody who
m ght ' been thinking of a counter-coup while Al far was
gone, woul d be thoroughly scared off. On the other hand,
he m ght really be roanming the countryside in disguise."

"Woul d that not make witch folk loyal to hinP" Flaran
grinned. "For would he not be nbst |ikely to choose his
own kind, to aid himin his governing?"

Wth his usual unerring social grace, he had spoken a

bit too loudly. Harl | ooked up, and called out, "All wtch
folk would be Ioyal to Alfar. Werefore ought they not to
be?"

Flaran and Sinon were instantly on their guard.

Rod tried to pull the sting out of it. He turned to Harl,

del i berately casual. "For that matter, wouldn't every peasant
be loyal to hin? The runor's that he's | ooking for tal ented
people for his, uh, reign."

"Way. .. 'tis so." Harl frowned, suddenly doubtful

Dol n | ooked up, eyes alight. "Aye! He could not find

wi tches enough to do all the tasks that are needed in gov-
erning, could he?"

"No." Rod repressed a smle. "He certainly couldn't."
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Dol n grinned, and turned to discuss the possibility with
Harl and Kench. Rod reflected, with sonme surprise, that

even a Gramarye peasant coul d have anbition. Wich, of
course, was perfectly natural; he should have foreseen it.
He' d have to discuss the issue with Tuan when he went

back to Runnynmede; if it wasn't planned for, it could becone

danger ous.
He turned back to Flaran. "W can't be the only ones

who' ve figured this out. Now, watch—the common peopl e
will all of a sudden start being really loyal, to Alfar—
because they're going to think they have a chance to rise
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in the world."

"Indeed they may." Flaran grinned. "Wuld not the | ow
born have opportunity under the rule of an upstart?”

Rod frowned; the coment was a little too Marxist for
his liking. "Yeah, if they happen to be the |ucky ones out

of thousands, the ones he wanted."

"Yet | should think that he has these by him already,"
said Sinmon. "He hath chosen his people ere he began this
madcap clinb. | would not ook for himto place any great

trust in those new to his banner."

Fl aran frowned; he had definitely not wanted to hear that.
"But the hope of it could make a | ot of people like him™"
Rod pointed out. "Just the idea that a | owborn peasant's son
has come to rule a duchy, will pull an amazi ng amount of

support to him"

"Can runor truly do so nmuch?" Flaran breathed
"That, and nore,"” Rod said grimy. "Wiich is the best

reason of all for thinking Alfar's still in his castle.”
Fl aran stared. Then he cl osed his eyes, shook his head,
and opened t hem agai n.

"I, too, ampuzzled." Sinon frowned. "How can a runor
mean..." His voice trailed off as his face cleared with

under st andi ng.

Rod nodded. "All he has to do is stay inside the castle

and nake sure the runor gets started. Once it's running,
it's going to keep building peasant |oyalty on the one hand,
and nake everybody a little nore wary about thinking dis-

| oyal thoughts, or doing any plotting, on the other—for

fear Alfar hinself mght be listening in."

Fl aran shuddered, and gl anced qui ckly about the room—
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and, suddenly. Rod had a sinking feeling in his stonmach.

Al far could indeed be in that very taproom could be one

of the peasants, could be the landlord, lying in wait for one
of Tuan's agents to cone by-such as Rod hinsel f. He

could be about to spring the trap on Rod, any second...

Then chagrin hit, and hard on its heels, anger. This was
just what Alfar wanted Tuan's agents to be thinking. It was
called "denoralization,” and it had al nost worked. Rod's
respect for the sorcerer went up, as his aninpsity increased.
He was anmazed that a nedi eval peasant could be so de-

Vi ous.

On the other hand, maybe he had some hel p. ..

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...ck%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (164 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:33 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%6202%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20(1).txt

Si non | eaned over to Rod and murnured, "Do not | ook,
or disguise it if thou must—but yon wench hath kept her
eye on us, since we cane through the door."

"That is alittle odd," Rod adm tted. "None of us is
exactly what you'd call a nodel of nasculine pul chritude."”

"True enough,"” Sinbn answered, with a sardonic smle.
"Yet '"tis not with her eyes alone that she's kept watch over
us."

"Ch, really?" Al of a sudden Rod's danger sensors were
tuned to maxi num-Aot that they'd done nmuch good so

far. He pulled out a coin, flipped it—and made sure it
"accidental ly" flipped her way. As he turned to pick it up,
he managed a qui ck glance at her, and decided it wasn't
much of a surprise that he hadn't noticed her sooner. She
was average size, no heavier than she ought to be, with a
pretty enough face and dark blond hair.

Rod picked up the coin and turned back to Sinon. "Not
exactly your stereotyped witch, is she?"

Sinon frowned. "A very ordinary witch, | would say."

"That's a contradiction in terns. She's also not very
experienced at hiding her interest."

"Ch, she doth well enough,"” Sinon demurred. "Yet |'ve
nmore experience at this sort of hiding than nost, Master
Onen—and, when one of us doth say that which doth anaze
her, her shield doth slip."

Rod frowned. "Then why didn't she head for the door
as soon as we started tal king about her?"

"Because thy nmind is hid, let alone thy thoughts—and
for nyself, I'mthinking one thought and sayi ng anot her."
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He grinned at Rod's surprise. "Be not amazed-what wonen
can do, we nen may learn to do also. As for Flaran, | speak

so softly that he cannot hear."

Rod gl anced quickly at the klutz; he was |ooking rather
nettled. Rod turned back to Sinon. "Then there's no rea
danger, is there?"

"Ch, there is alarmin her." Sinon glanced at the serving-
wench, then back at Rod. "We had best be on our way,
Mast er Oaen, and quickly, ere she calls another who doth

serve Alfar."
Rod turned toward the girl, considering risks and com ng

to a quick decision. "No, | don't think that's really neces-
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sary." He beckoned to the wench. Fear |eaped in her eyes,
but she had no reason for it, and did need to keep her cover
whi |l e she studied themso she cane. Slowy, as though

she were bei ng dragged, but she canme. "What may | offer,

goodnen? Ale? Or nore neat?"

"Neither, just now" Rod plastered on a friendly smile.

"Tell nme—does it bother you that |I'm not here, when
really anf"

She stared at himin shocked surprise, and Sinmon nut-
tered, "Well done; she is quite disarned. Certes, Alfar's her

master. She holds watch for witches."

Rod' s dagger was out before Sinon finished the first
sentence, its point touching the wench's midriff. She stared

at the naked steel, horrified.

"Sit." Rod kept the smile, but it had turned vicious.

"Sir," she gasped, gaze | ocked on the blade, "I dare not."
"Dare not di sobey ne? No, you don't. Now sit."

Trenbling, she | owered herself to the enpty stool. Rod

took her hand, gave her a glowing snmile. "Sinon, dig around
and see what you can find." He let the snile turn fatuous,

cl asped both hands around hers, and | eaned forward, croon-
ing, "Now, pretty lass, sit still and try to pay no heed to
the fingers you'll feel in your mind—and if their touch

di sgusts you, be nmindful that you woul d have spoken words
with your mind, that would have sent soldiers to slay us."

He Iifted her hand to his lips, kissed it, then beaned at her
again. "I knowyou feel like nothing so nuch as |eaping

up and screaming. But if you do, ny knife is close at hand—
and do not think that you can snatch it with your mind faster
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than | can stab—for, in this case, the hand is quicker than
the mind." He saw her glance at the knife, and warned, "I
assure you, |'ve dealt with witches before." Which, he
reckoned, was his understatenent for the year

Her gaze darted back to his face, terrified. "But... why
dost thou kiss mine hand, when thou'rt mne eneny?"

"So that anyone watching... there, young Doln is staring

at me—o, don't | ook!—-and his gaze is anything but

friendly. In fact, | think he favors ny heart for the main
course. No, don't hope—+ assure you, |'ma better fighter
than he, far better." He saw the flicker of fear in her eyes,
and decided to press it. "Sit very still, now. You wouldn't
want me to hurt him would you?"

"Ch, do not!" she cried. Then, realizing she'd given away
nmore than mlitary secrets, she blushed and dropped her
eyes.
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"Aye, well done," Sinmobn purred. "Gaze at the tabletop,
there's a good | ass, and naught else; think of naught but its
grain, and its color... Now"

The girl stiffened with a gasp, head flung back, eyes
shut; then she slunped in her chair.

"Stand away fromher!" Doln was on his feet, knife out.
Rod stood slowy, his grin turning wolfish, knifepoint
circling. "Wuy, it shall be as you say—+ shall stand away
fromher. Shall | stand toward you, then?"

Harl scowl ed and stood up behind Dol n, but the youth's
eyes showed doubt. He stood his ground, though—swal -
| owi ng hard, but he stood.

"Gently, now, gently,’
she but sleeps.”

Si non soot hed. "She sl eeps, |ad—

Dol n glanced at him then at the unconscious girl, and
the white showed all around his eyes.

"Softly, lad." Rod followed Sinon's |ead. "W're not
hurting her." He darted a quick glance at Sinon. "Nay,
unless | mstake, ny friend seeks to aid her."

"What manner of aid is this, that steals away her sense?"
Dol n cri ed.

"What manner indeed!" Flaran huddl ed back in his chair,
eyes wide with terror

Kench's glare would have killed a viper, and Harl gath-
ered hinmself and stepped up behi nd Dol n.

Chri st opher Stasheff
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The girl sighed, and her head rolled back

"Ask her," Rod said softly. "She'll be awake in a mnute."
Dol n's gaze darted to her. Her eyelids fluttered, then
opened. She | ooked around her, unconprehending, then
suddenly realized where she was, and her eyes w dened;

she gasped.
"Marianne!" Dol n dropped to one knee, clasping her
hand. "What have these fellows done to thee!"

Her gaze darted down to him she shrank away. Then

she recogni zed him and relaxed a little. She | ooked around,
and her gaze centered on Rod. Slowy, it turned to Sinon,
then back at Doln, and her lips quivered with a smle. "Nay,
be not af eared for ne, good Doln. | amwel| —-aye, nore

wel | than | have been for sone weeks." She turned back to

Si non, frowning, then back to Doln. "These goodnen have

ai ded ne."

Dol n | ooked fromone to another wldly, "Wat manner
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of aidis this, that nakes thee to swoon?"

"That, thou dost not need know," Sinon advised. "Stand
away, nhow, | beg thee, for we nust have further converse

with thy Marianne."

"I amnot his," she said, with a touch of asperity, then

instantly balanced it with a dazzling smle at Doln. "I did
not know thou hadst concern of ne."

Dol n swal | oned heavily, and stood, but his eyes were
still on her. "lI... | do care for thy welfare, Marianne."

"I know it, now-and | thank thee." Her color had come

back conpletely, now. She clasped his hand, and | ooked up
at himthrough I ong | ashes. "Mst deeply do | thank thee.
Yet | prithee, do as this goodnan doth bid thee, and stand
away, good Doln, for truly nust | speak with them"

Rel uctantly, Dol n backed away fromthe tabl e—and

bunped into Harl, who nuttered a curse, and turned away

to his stool. Doln did, too, gaze flicking from Sinon to

Mari anne, then to Rod, then back to Marianne again. Then
Kench nuttered sonething, and Doln turned to him frown-

ing, then fell to muttering with Harl and the gaffer, casting

frequent glares at Rod and Si non.

He didn't notice Flaran. But then, who ever did?
Mari anne turned back to Sinobn with a happy smle,
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patting her hair into place. "I nust needs thank thee for
nmore things than one. Nay, ask what thou wilt. | wll nopst

gl adl y answer."

Rod rubbed a hand over his face to cover a smle, then
turned to Simon. "M nd telling me what went on there?"

"Only what thou hast seen aforetine,” Sinon answered.
"She | abored under a spell. | have broken it."

"A spell?" Rod stared at Marianne, appalled. "A
witch!.'2.'"

"BEven so." The girl bowed her head in shame. "I see
now that | nust have been."

Si non reached out and caught her hand. "There's no
shame in it, lass. 'Tis no fault of thine, that thou wert

enchant ed. "

"But it is!" She |ooked up at him w de-eyed. "For | hid
my witch power fromthe goodfolk, full of guilt and em
barrassnent—till | began to believe that | was better than
they, for | could read m nds and make thi ngs nove by nere
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t hought, whilst they could not. Nay, it did come to seem
to me that we witch folk were the true nobility, the new
nobility, who could and should rule the world—aye, and
better than the lords do!"

"This, thou dost count fault of thine own?" Sinpbn asked,
with a smle.

"I's't not?" She blushed, and | ooked down. "Al as, that

ever | thought so! Yet | did—and no other witch did seem
to feel as | did, no honest one; for | listened for their

t houghts, and heard them afar. Nay, none thought to | ead
the witches to their rightful place—ot even within the
Royal Coven. Thus, when Al far began to reach out for
vassal s, declaring he would lead the witch folk on to glory

and to rule, | declared himmny | eader on the instant, and
pl edged himny fealty. Al that he asked, | swore | would
do. "

"And the service that he asked of thee?"

"Only this." She gestured around at the inn in disgust.
"Here is ny glory and rule! To work as | had done, and

wat ch, then speak to them of any witchfolk I found who,

in either deed or thought, did struggle 'gainst Alfar. So |
di d—and nost joyously." She plunged her face into her

196 Chri st opher Stasheff

hands, "Eh, what a bitch | have been, what a vile, dastardly
traitor! For three witches have | delivered unto them—poor,
weak souls, who only sought to flee to safety!" She lifted
tragic eyes to gaze at Sinon. "Yet truthfully did it seemto
me that any witch who did not acclaimAl far, nust needs

be a traitor to her own kind. Therefore did |I sumon aid
fromAlfar's coven, and soldiers came, under the command

of a warlock, to take those witches away, and..." She

buried her face in her hands again. "Aiee! Wuat did they

to those poor fol k!'"
Her shoul ders shook with weeping. Sinon reached out

to touch her, clasping her shoulder. "Nay, be not so grieved!
For thou didst these things not of thine own free will and

choi ce!"
Her gaze leaped up to his, tears still coursing down her
cheeks. "Yet how could it be otherw se?"

"When first thou didst begin to think thyself greater than
thy nei ghbors, the sorcerer's folk had al ready begun their
vile work on thee." Simon's smile hardened. "These first
thoughts, that witches ought to govern by right of birth,
were not truly thine. But they were oh, npbst gently and
skillfully worked in, among thoughts of thine own, that thou

m ghtst think themso."

"Trul y?" she gasped, wi de-eyed
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Si mon nodded. "Be sure. | have nyself slipped through
thy thoughts, witch—+ nust ask they pardon—and | know. "

"Ch, the pardon is instantly given!" she cried. "How can

I thank thee, for breaking this spell?" Then her face lit up,
and she cl apped her hands. "I know! | shall wander north-
ward, and nyself seek to break spells that bind goodfol k!"

Rod darted a quick glance at Sinobn, and saw the fore-
boding in his face. He turned back to Marianne. "Uh—+
don't think that woul d be the best idea."

Her face fell. "Wuld it not? Wiat, then..."

"Well, basically the same thing—ust do it right here."
Rod managed to smle. "What Al far was having you do,

but for our side. Keep working as a servingwench, and spy
out witch folk who're going south. But when you find them
don't report themto Alfar's henchnen."

"But that is so snmall an aid!" she cried, disappointed.
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"Those whom t hou dost save will not think it so," Sinon

assured her.

"But they would be just as nmuch saved if | were not here
at all."

"Not so0." Rod shook his head. "If you left this post,
Alfar's nmen would find it out quickly enough, and they'd
send sonme other witch here to do the job. The only way

you can protect the fugitives, is to stay here and cover for
t hem "

"Assuredly there nust be work of greater inport | can
do!"

An inp pricked Rod with tenptation. He grinned, and
succunbed. "There is, now that you nention it. You can
find another witch or two, who plan to stay."

"t hers?" She stared, amazed. "How will that aid?"

"Because each of themcan find two other witches," Rod
expl ai ned, "and each of those, two nore, and so on and
on—and we can build up a network of w tches opposed to
Al far, all throughout the duchy of Romanov."

She frowned, shaking her head. "What aid will that be?"

"King Tuan will march North, sooner or later. \Wen he
does, we'll send word through the net, for the witches to
gather where the battle's going to be, to help."

"Help in a battle?" Her eyes were round. "How?"
"Wel |l send word about that, too. Just be ready to do it."

Slow y, she nodded. "I do not fully conprehend-yet |
do trust in thee. | shall do as thou dost bid."

"Good | ass! And don't worry, you'll understand plenty.
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It won't be very conplicated—ust to gather at a certain
pl ace, and attack whatever part of the sorcerer's army you're

assi gned. "
"An thou sayest it." She still seemed doubtful. "But how
shall | know what to do, or when?"

"Sonmeone will tell you. From now on, your nane is,

uh, 'Esneralda,' to anyone else in the anti-Alfar network.
So, if soneone cones in and says he has word for
Esneral da, fromKem.." Again, Rod w shed he hadn't
chosen that nane. " you'll know it's a nessage from
me. "

"But wherefore ought | not to be called Marianne?"
198 Chri st opher Stasheff

"So nobody can betray you. This way, if they tell Afar
or his men they've a traitor naned ' Esneralda,' they won't

know who it really is.”
"And 'Keml is thy fal se name?"

/ sure hope so. "It's as good a nane as any. The whol e
idea is that we don't know each other's real nanes, remem
ber. WIl you do it—be Esneral da, and watch for witches

to not report?"
Sl ow y, she nodded. "Aye—f thou dost truly believe
this is the greatest aid | can offer."

"Good | ass!" Rod clasped her hand, relieved—-she was

too young, and really too sweet, to wind up in Alfar's torture
chanbers. Better to | eave her where it was safe. "Now,

uh—woul d you pl ease go reassure your friend Doln, there?

I can't help this feeling that he's just dying to shove a knife

between my ribs."

"Certes." She flushed prettily, and stood. "I thank thee,

goodnan." She turned away, beconing shy and demure as

she neared her swain.

"I think she hath forgot thee quite," Sinbn said, with

his small smile.
"Yes. And that's the way it should be, isn't it?" Rod was

wat chi ng Dol n, whose gaze was riveted to Marianne's face.
He caught her hand, and Rod turned back to Sinon and
Flaran with a sigh. "Young love! Isn't it wonderful ?"

"In truth." Sinon watched the young couple over Rod's
shoul der. "Yet | cannot help but think, friend Oaen, that
there's some truth to her words—not that her thoughts of
overweeni ng greatness were her own, nay, but that, shal
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we say, Alfar's seeds fell on fertile ground?"
"Ch, well, sure! People can't be hypnotized if they really

don't want to be—and this particular kind of |ong-range
tel epat hic hypnosis couldn't have worked so well if she
didn't already have a bit of that resentful attitude—t's

called 'feelings of inferiority.""
"Inferiority?" Flaran stared. "Yet how can that be? Wtch

power makes us greater than other fol k!"

Rod didn't miss the 'us.' "Yeah, but they don't feel that
way. Al they know is that they stand out, that they're
different, and that if people find out just how different,

nobody' Il like them" He shrugged. "If nobody |ikes you,
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you nust be inferior. | knowit doesn't really nake sense,

but that's how our mnds work. And, since nobody can

stand to think so little of thenselves pretty soon, the warl ock
starts telling hinself that he's not really inferior—t's just
that everybody's picking on him because they're jeal ous.

And, of course, people do pick on witches—they've been

doing it, here, for hundreds of years."

"Aye!" Flaran seized the thought. "'Tis not nerely a
matter of our telling ourselves others bully us—tis true!"

"Ch, yeah, it's easy to feel persecuted, when you really
are. But that nust nean you're worse than inferior." He

made a backwards arc with his forefinger. "If people're

pi cking on you, and they're nice people, ones you ordinarily
like, and all of a sudden, they're picking on you—then you
must be worse than second-rate; you nust be evil! But who
can stand thinking they're outright evil?"

"Bvil folk," Flaran answered quickly.

"And there you have it." Rod spread his hands. "Instead
of saying, 'l'msecond-rate,' they're saying, 'l ' mevil'—
they'd rather be first-rate evil than second-rate good."

Fl aran stared, | ost.

"Or!'" Rod held up a forefinger. "Or you decide that

you're not evil, and you're not second-rate, either—they're
just picking on you because they're jealous. So their picking
on you proves that you're better than they are. They're just
afraid of the conpetition. They're out to get you because
you're a threat to them™

Flaran's head lifted slowy, and Rod coul d see his eyes
cl earing with understandi ng.

Rod shrugged. "All the witch fol k probably have that
attitude to sone degree—t's called paranoia. But they keep
it under control; they know that even if there're w sps of
truth attached to the notion, there's more truth in thinking
of their neighbors as being basically good fol k=ahich they
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are. And if the witch has even a grain of hunility, she's as
much aware of her faults as she is of her powers—so they
manage to keep their feelings of persecution under control
It's a sort of a bal ance between paranoia and reality. But it
does neke themready, even eager, victins, for Alfar's style
of brai nwashi ng—dh, persuasion."

Fl aran turned away, staring at the table. The col or had
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drai ned out of his face, and his hands trenbl ed.

Rod wat ched him shaking his head with a sad smle.

The poor kid, he thought, the poor innocent. In some ways,

Raran probably woul d have preferred to just go al ong from

day to day for the rest of his life, feeling inferior and picked-
on. And it nust've been very deneaning, to find out that

his feelings were, if not normal, at |east standard for his
conditi on—+t was bad enough being born an esper, but it

was worse finding out you weren't even exceptional

He turned away, to catch Sinon's eye. The old man had
a synpathetic | ook, and Rod smiled back, nodding. They
bot h knew—t was rough, learning the facts of life.

Back on the road. Rod and Sinon tried to strike up a

cheerful family topic conversation again; but the nood had
changed, and it was an uphill fight all the way. Wen they
each realized that the other guy was trying just as hard, they

gave it up.

O course, the anbi ance wasn't hel ped nuch by Flaran
riding along on Rod's other side sunk in gl oom glowering

at the road.
So they rode along in silence, the unease and tension

growi ng, until Rod' d had about as much as he coul d take.

"Look Flaran, | knowit's hard to accept the idea that Alfar's
turning the whol e popul ation into puppets—but that is what
he's doing. So we have to just admit it, and try to go beyond
it, to figure out what we can do about it. See? Feeling |ousy

won't do anybody any good."

Fl aran | ooked up at Rod, and his attention came back,
as though froma great distance. Slowy, his eyes focused.
"Nay. Nay, 'tis not that which hath me so berused, friend

Onen. "
Rod just |ooked at himfor a nonent.
Then he said, "Oh." And, "Really?"

He straightened in his seat and tilted his head back,
| ooking down at Flaran a little. "Wat is bothering you?"
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"These thoughts which the servingwench hath uttered."
"\What —about wi tches being naturally superior?" Rod
shook his head. "That's nonsense."
"Nay, 'tis good sense—er, if not good, at |east sense."
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 201

Raran gazed past Rod's shoul der at the sky. "Truly, witches
should rule."

"Ch, come off it! Next thing | know, you'll be telling
me how Alfar's really a good guy, and is really freeing the
peasants, not conquering them"

Raran's eyes wi dened. "Why—that is true." He began
to nod, faster and faster. "In truth, '"tis all true. He doth free
the peasants fromthe rule of the lords."

Rod turned away, his nouth working, and swal | owed
heavily. He | ooked up at Sinon. "Check him wll you?
G ve himthe once-over. He sounds as though the spell's
beginning to creep over him™"

"Ch, nay!" Raran said in scorn, but Sinon frowned,

gazing off into space for a nonent. Then he shook his head.
"l do not read even so much as he doth utter. Master Ownen—
only thoughts of how goodly seemthe fields about us, and
the face of the wench who served us." H s eyes focused on
Rod's again. "Still, those are not the thoughts of a spell-
bound mind. "

"Spel | bound? Nay, certes!" Raran cried. "Only because
| speak truth, Master Owen?"

"Trut h?" Rod snorted. "Somebody nust have war ped
your mind, if you think that's truth!"

"Nay, then—ay it out and look at it!" Raran spread his
hands. "It doth seemthe commopn peopl e nust needs have
masters..."

"l could dispute that," Rod grow ed

"But not gainsay it! Fromall that | have seen, 'tis true!"
Raran craned his neck to | ook over Rod's shoul der at Si non.
"Wbul dst thou not say so. Master Sinon?"

"Someone must govern," Sinmon adnitted reluctantly.

"And if one nmust govern—why, then, one nust be mas-

ter!" Raran sl apped his knee. "And is it not far better for
the peasant folk to have masters who were born, as they
were, peasants? Who know the pain of poverty, and the
grinding toil of the common folk? |Is that not far better for
themthan the rule of those who are born to silver plates
and ruby rings, in castles, who have never known a hard
day's work, nor a noment's want? Nay, these |lords even

| ook down fromtheir high towers, and speak of we poor
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folk as though we were chattels! Things to be owned! Cattle!
Not men and women!™"

Rod stared, horrified. "Were' d you hear that |ine of

r ubbi sh?"

Fl aran reddened. "Can there be truth in rubbish?"
"l don't know who you've been talking to," Rod said,
"but it sure wasn't a lord. Mdst of '"emdon't say things |ike

t hat -and where woul d you have had a chance to hear 'em
tal ki ng, anyway?"

"M ne ears do be large. Master Onen. | may be foolish

in nmy speaking, but | amw se in ny listening. | have spoken
with folk who serve the lords, and thus have | |earned how

they speak of us. And, too, | have hearkened to my nei gh-

bors , to their groans and cries of grief under the lords' rule —
and | cannot help but think that they do not serve the best

of masters.” Plaran shook his head. "Nay, the words of that

servi ngwench do make nost excellent sense—for who could

better know the people's wants, than those who can hear

their thoughts? And who can better guard themin their

| abors, than one who knows what it is to |abor so?"

"Excuses," Rod grow ed. He turned away, and saw, in

the distance, a party of peasants com ng out of a side road,
clad in rough honmespun and bowed under the wei ght of

huge packs. "There!" He stabbed a finger at them "That's
the kind of sense you've been nmaki ng! Poor people, wan-
dering the roads, |ost and al one, because their hones have
been destroyed in battle! Folk bereft, whose villages stil
stand, but who have packed what they can carry and have
fled, because they fear the rule of an upstart they don't

trust!”

"Yet peasants' hones do ever bumin wars," Flaran cried,

"ever and aye, when the lords do seek to resol ve sone
private quarrel with their armes! This tine, at the least, the
war may bring them sone benefit, for he who wins wll

have been born anpong them "

"Excuses," Rod said again, "rationalizations!" He turned
to |l ook squarely at Flaran. "Let me tell you what that is—
a rationalization. It's giving sonething the appearance of
rationality, of reason, when it doesn't have the reality of
it. It's finding a way to justify what you want to do, any-
way. It's finding an excuse for sonething you' ve already
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done—a way to nake it seemto be good, when it really
isn'"t. That's all you're doing here—trying to find a way to
make the wong things you want to do, seemright. Al your
argunents really boil down to, 'l want power, so |'m going
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to take it.' And the real reasons are envy and revenge!"

He noticed, out of the comer of his eye, that the peasants
had stopped, staring up at them on both sides of the cart.
Al the better—et w tnesses hear it!

"Yet how canst thou speak so?" Flaran frowned, cocking
his head to the side. "Thou hast thyself an enornous power!"

Rod froze. How had he let his cover slip? "Wat..
power... is... that?"

"Why, the talent of not being seen by the mnd! CQur
friend Sinmon hath said it—+o a thought-hearer, thou dost
not seemto be here at all!"

"Nay, then!" the younger man cried, "even | have noticed
it, weak though ny powers are!"

Rod shrugged; that was expl anati on enough, for the no-
ment .

"How great a talent that is!" Flaran cried. "Wat great
advantage must it needs give thee, if one doth seek thee
with evil intent! If thou wert of Alfar's band, he would
surely create thee Duke of Spies!"™ He snmiled, |eaning for-
ward, eyes glittering. "Wuld that not be npbst excellent,
Mast er Oanen? Woul dst thou not be delighted to be a duke?"

"I'd say it would be horrible," Rod grated. "Do you

realize what that would nean? |'d be helping to enforce one
of the harshest tyrannies humanity has ever known! Stop

and think!" He held up a forefinger. "Even under the tightest
dictatorships O d Terra ever knew, people have still been
abl e to have one thing that was theirs, alone to thensel ves—
their mnds. At |east their thoughts were free. But Alfar's
trying to change that; he's trying to set up a tyranny so
conpl ete that nobody can even call his thoughts his own!"

"How snmall a thing that is!" Flaran waved away the

obj ection. "Thoughts are naught, Master Oamen—they are
gossaner, mere spiders' webs! Wat are free thoughts agai nst
a filled belly, and an ease of grinding toil? Wat is freedom
of thought, against freedomfromwant? Wiat worth hath

the secrecy of the nmind, when wei ghed agai nst the know -

edge that the King doth hold every | east peasant to be his
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own equal ? But think!" He gazed off into space, eyes glit-
tering. "Think how sweet this |and could be, an wtches

ruled it! What an earthly paradi se we could make here for
ourselves, an folk of good heart could | abor freely with their

mnds, to build it!"

Rod stared, astounded by the younger man's enthusi asm
Then he | eaned back, letting his mouth twist to show his

skepticism "Al right—tell ne.
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"Why! What could they not do, an w tches could use

their power openly? Never would there be drought or flood,
for witches could nove the storns about so as to water al
the land! Never would murrain slay cattle or other stock,
for witches could be open in their curing! Nor, for that
matter, would folk need to die fromillness, when witch-
physi cians could be by to aid them Never would the peas-
ants go hungry, to give their substance unto their lord, that
he m ght deck hinmself with finery, or gamble through the
ni ght! Never would the people grunble in their msery,
unheard, for a warlock would hear their thoughts, and find
a means of ending that which troubled them™

"Yeah, unless those peasants were grunbling because the
ki ng-warl ock was doing sonething they didn't |ike! Then
he'd just shut themup, by hypnotisnm™

"Ch, such would be so few" Flaran gave hima | ook of
di sgust. "Wy trouble thyself for a nmere handful of mal-
contents? Ever will sone few be discontented with their

lot!"
"Right—and Alfar's one of them But it wouldn't be

just a few malcontents, if the witch folk ruled—t'd be the
vast majority, the normals, who' d be feeling Iike half-hunmans,
because they didn't have any witch power! And they'd resent

t he governi ng ones who di d—but they' d know the w tches

woul d wi pe out anybody who dared utter it! So they'd keep
quiet, but live in terror, and their whole lives woul d be one
long torture! Just ordinary people, |ike these nmen around
us!" He gestured at the peasants, who were pressing close

all about them eyes burning. "Better nobve al ong, boys.

I"'m having troubl e keeping nmy tenper; and when warl ocks
fight, bystanders may get hit with stray nmagic."

"Ah, art thou a warl ock, then?" Flaran cried.

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED 205

Rod ground his teeth in frustration, furious with hinself
for the slip he'd made; but he made a brave try at covering
"According to you, I am Didn't you just say ny invisible
m nd was a great talent?"

"Intruth | did—and if thou art a warlock, then art thou
also a traitor!" Flaran |leaped to his feet, face dark with
anger, suddenly seem ng bi gger—al nbost a genui ne threat.

Rod wasn't exactly feeling pacific, hinmself. "Watch your
tongue! I"'ma King's man, and |l oyal to the bone!"

"Then art thou a traitor to witchhood!" Flaran storned.
"Naught but a tool for hire, and the King's pay is best! Nay,
thus art thou but a tool of the lordlings, a toy in their
games—but it is we who are their pawns and noved about

the land for their nmere anusenent! And thou dost abet themn
Thou, who, by bl ood, ought to join with Alfar and oppose
them Nay, thou'rt worse than a traitor—thou'rt a shanel ess
sl ave! "

"Wat ch your tongue!" Rod sprang to his feet, and the
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cart rocked dangerously. But Flaran kept his footing easily,
and, for sone reason, that ignited Rod's anger into a bl ow
torch. "Beware who you're calling a slave! You' ve fallen

so far under Alfar's spell that you've becone nothing but
his puppet!™

"Nay—his votary!" Flaran's eyes burned with sudden

zeal . "Fool thou art, not to see his greatness! For A far wll
triunmph, and all witch folk with himA far will reign, and
those self-sold witches who do oppose him wll die in
tornents of firel Alfar is the future, and all who obstruct
himw Il be ground into dust! Kneel, fool!" he roared, |eap-
ing up onto the cart-seat, finger spearing down at Rod.

"Kneel to Alfar, and swear himthy loyalty, or a traitor's
death shalt thou die!"

The thin tissue of Rod's self-control tore, and rage erupted.
"Who the hell do you think you are, to tell me what to

swear! You idiot, you dog's-neat gull! He's ground your

ego into powder, and there's nothing left of the real you
You don't exist anynore!”

"Nay—+ exist, but thou shall not!" Flaran yanked a
quarterstaff fromthe peasant next to himand smashed a
t wo- handed bl ow down at Rod.
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Rod ducked inside the swing, comng up next to Flaran
with his dagger in his hand, but a dozen hands seized him
and yanked hi m back, the sky reel ed above him franmed by
peasant faces with burning eyes. He saw a cl ub swi ngi ng
down at hi mand, where the peasants' snocks had cone

open at the necks, chain mail and a glinpse of green-and-

brown livery.

Then pai n expl oded through Rod's forehead, and night
came early.

13

A blowtorch, set on "low," was burning its way through
Rod's brain. But it was a very poor blowtorch; it seened
to go over the same path again and again, in a regular,
pul sing rhythm He forced his eyes open, hoping to catch
the bastard who was hol ding the torch

Bl ackness.

Bl ackness everywhere, except for a trapezoid of flick-

ering orange. He frowned, peering nore closely at it, squint-
ing against the raging in his head, and figured out that it
was the reflection of a flame on a rock wall. There were
stripes up and down—the shadows of bars, no doubt. There
were a couple of other stripes, too, zigging and zaggi ng—
the trails of water droplets. Then Rod becane aware of
fragil e orange webs, higher up—gossaner niter, |lit by the
firelight.
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He added it all up, and enlightenment bl ooned—he was

in a dungeon again. The firelight was a guard's torch, out
in the hall, and the trapezoid was the shadow of the little
barred grille in the door.

He heaved a sigh and | ay back. This kept happening to
him tinme and again. There'd been the gaol in Pardope, the
Dictator's "guest chanber"” in Caerleath, the dungeon under
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the House of Covis, and the cell in the Duke's castle in Tir
Chlis, where Father Al had taught himhow to use his ESP
talents... and the Iist went on. He frowned, trying to re-

menber back to the first one, but it was too nmuch for his
poor, scranbl ed brain.

He put the list away, and very slowy, very carefully,
rolled up onto one el bow The bloworch shot out a fiery
geyser that seenmed to consune his whol e head, right down
hi s backbone, but only for a few nonents; then it subsided,
and fell into perspective as a mere headache. A real beaut,
Rod had to adnmit—those soldiers hadn't exactly been deft,
but they'd nmade up for it with enthusiasm He pressed a
hand to his throbbing forehead, renmenbering the chain mail
under the peasant tunics. It was a very neat little trap he'd
wal ked into—but he couldn't inagine a | ess appetizing bait
than Fl aran.

Not that it hadn't worked, though.

He Iifted his head slowy, |ooking around him Conpared

to the other dungeons he'd been in, this one was definitely
second-rate. But, at |least he had a couple of roonmates,
manacl ed to the wall across from hi mthough one of them

had lost quite a bit of weight over the years; he was a pure
skel eton. Well, not "pure"—he did have some nol d patches
here and there. The other one had sone patches, too, but
they were purple, shading toward maroon. It was Sinon,

and his chin was sunk on his chest.

Rod squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block out the head-
ache, trying to think. Wiy should Sinon be here? He wasn't

a spy. Rod considered the question thoroughly, till the brain-
storm struck: He could ask. So he cleared his throat, and
tried. "Uh... Sinon..."

The ot her man | ooked up, surprised. Then his face re-
|l axed into a sad smle. "Ah, thou dost wake, then!"

"Yeah—ki nd of." Rod set both pal ns against the floor

and did a very slow push-up. The headache cl anpred in

i ndignation, and he fell back against the wall with a gasp—
but victorious; he was sitting up. The headache puni shed

hi m unnmercifully, then decided to accept the situation and

| apsed into the background. Rod drew in a | ong, shuddering
breath. "What... what happened? You shouldn't be here—
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"He knew ne for what | was," Sinon sighed. "Wen

the soldiers had felled thee, young Flaran turned on ne,
raging. "Who was this 'Omven?' Thou, vile traitor, wll
speak! Wherefore did this fal se, unm nded man march nort h-
ward into our donain?"

"Qur?" Rod frowned.

Si non shrugged. "By good chance, | did not know the

answers he sought. | said as rmuch, and he whirled toward
the soldiers, pointing back at me, screaming, 'Torture him
Hal e hi m down now, and break his fingers, joint by joint!'
"Nay," | cried, 'I have naught to hide,' and | abandoned al
pretence of cloaking my mnd, casting aside all shields and
attenpts at hiding."

"What good could that do? As mind readers go, he was
barely literate."

"Ch, nay! He was a veritable scholar!" Sinon's nouth
tightened. "Thou, ny friend, wert not alone in thy decep-
tions. | felt naught, but | saw his face grow calm Then his
eyes lit with excitement—but they soon filled with disap-

poi ntrment, and he did turn away to the soldiers in disgust.
"There's naught here—aught but an old nman, with sone

talent for spell-breaking. He could have gone free but, nore's
the fool, he hath conme back North to seek to undo our

work.' Then the auncient said, 'He's a traitor, then,' and
the |1 ook that he gave me was venoned—-yet there was that
strange enptiness behind it."

Rod nodded. " Spellbound."

"I ndeed. Then the auncient said further, 'Shall we flay

hi n?' and cold nails seenmed to skewer ny belly. But Flaran
gave ne a neasuring glance, and shook his head. 'Nay. He
may yet prove useful. Only bind himand bring him' Then

he did fix his gaze upon nme, and his eyes did seemto swell,
glowing, to buminto nmy brain. 'An thou dost seek to break
spells on these soldiers,’ he swore. 'I will slay thee.'"

"So." Rod lifted his eyebrows. "Qur young klutz wasn't
quite the fool he seened to be, was he?"

"Nay. In truth, he did command. He bade the soldiers

march home, and all did turn to take up the journey. Some
hundreds of yards further, we came to tethered horses. The
sol diers untied them and nount ed—and there were pack

mul es for nyself and for thee, and a great chestnut charger
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with a saddl e adorned with silver for Raran."”

Rod wat ched Sinmon for a nonent, then said, "Not ex-
actly an accident we ran into them was it?"
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Sinon smled, with irony. "In truth, '"twas quite well -
pl anned. "

"Even to the point of rigging up a peasant nbob to be

chasing Flaran, at just the right time to run into us on the
road." Rod's mouth tightened. "He knew that was a sure

way to nmake us take himin. And he stayed with us just

| ong enough to nake sure we were what he thought we

were, before he turned us over to his bully boys."

"He did give us the opportunity to turn our coats to Alfar's

livery," Sinmon pointed out.
"Yes. CGenerous of him wasn't it?" Rod scow ed. "But

how did he catch onto us?"

Si non si ghed, and shook his head. "I can only think that
sone spy of his nust have sighted us, and foll owed unbe-
knownst . "

"Yeah—that nmakes sense." Wth a sudden stab of guilt,

Rod realized that Alfar had probably had spies watching
himfromthe nmonent he crossed the border. After all, he'd
certainly had Rod in sight before then. Rod just hadn't
counted on the sorcerer's being so thorough.

Not hing to do about it now. Rod shook hinsel f—and
instantly regretted it; the headache stabbed again. But he
thrust it all behind him and asked, "How far did they ride?"

"All the rest of the day, and far into the night," Sinon

answer ed.

"But it was only mid-nmomng." Rod frowned. "That

must have been... let ne see..." He pressed a hand agai nst
hi s aching head, and the clank of the wist-chain seenmed to
drive right through fromear to ear. But he absorbed the

pain and let it disperse through his skull, trying to think

"Si xteen hours. And | was out cold all that time?"

Si non nodded. "Wenever thou di dst show sign of wak-
eni ng, Flaran bade his soldiers strike thee again.”

"No wonder ny head's expl oding! How many tines did
they hit me?"

"More than half a dozen."

Rod shuddered. "I'mjust lucky |I don't have a fracture.

On the other hand..." He frowned, and lifted a hand to
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probe his skull, then thought better of it. "I guess I'll have

to hope. Wiy didn't he want nme awake?"
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"He did not say; yet | would conjecture that he did not
wi sh to chance discovery of the range of thy powers."

Rod felt an icicle-stab. "Powers? Wat're you talking

about? | just happen to be invisible to any listening wtches,
that's all."

"Mayhap; yet in this, | nust needs admit that, in Flaran's

pl ace, | would have done as he did. For whether thou dost

shield thy mind by chance, or by intention, truly matters
not —such shi el di ng bespeaks great witch power. Nay, thou'rt
a true warlock. Master Omen, whether thou dost know it

or not—and a nost pui ssant one, to be able to hide thy

m nd so thoroughly." Sinon | eaned back agai nst the wall.
"And there is ever, of course, the chance that thou dost
know it indeed, and dost hide thy thoughts by deliberation
And if that were the case, and if | were thine eneny, | would
not wish to ganble on the extent of thy powers. |, too,
woul d not chance thy waking."

Rod just gazed at Sinon.

Then he | ooked away, with a sigh. "Well, | can't fault
your | ogic—er his wisdom But why did he bring you
al ong?"

Si non shrugged. "Who can say? Yet | doubt not he'l

seek to force thee to answer certain questions, whether thou
dost know them or not—and if thine own pain is not enough
to nmake thee speak, mayhap he'll think that mine will."

Rod shivered. "That boy's a real charner, isn't he?"

"In truth. He did turn to me, jabbing with a finger. 'Do
not seek to hide thy thoughts,' he cried, 'nor to disguise
them or | shall bid themslay thee out of hand.' | assured
himl would not, the nore so since | saw no point in such
di sgui sing. For what could he learn frommy mnd, that's

of any inport?"

"And that he didn't learn fromtraveling with the tw of
us." Rod was glad that the light was too dimfor Sinon to
see his face burning. "O that he couldn't find out by, |et
us say, nore 'orthodox' neans? For exanple, if he's keeping
tab on your thoughts, he knows |'m awake now. "

"Aye. | doubt ne not an we'll see himpresently."
"No doubt at all; I'msure he's still in charge of our case.
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So he was giving the orders, huh? To the soldiers,

mean.

"Aye. There was no doubt of that."
Rod nodded. "Then he's probably the one who arranged

t he anmbush.”
Si non gazed at himfor a nonment, then nodded slowy.
"That would be likely."

"So he's not exactly the sinple half-telepath he clained
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to be."

Sinon's lips curved with the ghost of his smle. "Nay,
Master Onen. He is certainly not that."

"He didn't happen to let out any hints about his real self,
did he?"

Si non shook his head. "The surface of his thoughts stayed

ever as it had been. For aught that | could hear from him
hi s name was ever Flaran; yet his thoughts were all extolling
Al far, and how greatly advantaged the | and was, since he'd

taken power."

Rod frowned. "Nothing about the job at hand?"
"Aye; he did think how greatly thy capture woul d pl ease

Al far."
"I should think it would." Rod closed his eyes, |eaning

hi s head back against the wall, hoping the cold stone m ght
cool the burning. "No natter what el se we mi ght say about
our boy Plaran, we've got to adnit he was effective."

A key grated in the | ock. Rod | ooked up at a sl ab of

dungeon warder with a face that m ght have been carved

out of granite. He didn't say a word, just held the door open
and stepped aside to admt a lord, gorgeously clad in brocade
doubl et and trunk-hose, burgundy tights and shoes, fine |ace

ruff, and cloth-of-gold mantle, with a gol den coronet on his

head. H s chin was high in arrogance; he wore a | ook of

stem command. Rod had to | ook tw ce before he recognized

Fl aran. "C othes do nake the man," he rmurnured.

Plaran snmled, his lips curving with contenpt. "d ot hes,
aye—and a know edge of power."

The |l ast word echoed in Rod's head. He held his gaze
on Flaran. "So the rumor was true-Alfar was wandering
around the country, disguised as a peasant."

Flaran inclined his head i n acknow edgenent.

"Well, O Potentate Alfar." Rod | eaned back agai nst the
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wall. "l have to adnmit you did a great job of disguising
yourself as a peasant. Could it be you had experience to
draw on?"

Alfar's eyes sparked with anger, and Sinon seened to

shrink in on hinself in horror. The sorcerer snapped. "In-
deed, | was nunbered 'nongst the downtrodden till a year
agone."

"But that's all behind you now, of course."
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H's voice was a little too innocent. Alfar's gaze hardened.
"Be not mstaken. Think not that |'ma peasant still—for
thou dost lie within ny power now, and thou wilt find it
absol ute."

Rod shrugged. "So you're a powerful peasant. O did
you honestly think you could be sonething nore?"

"Greatly nore," Alfar grated, "as thou wilt discover."

"Ch?" Rod tilted his head to the side. "Wat, may |
ask?"

"A duke—Puke Alfar, of the Northern coast! And thou,
sl ave, shall address ne as such!"

"Ch." Rod kept his lips pursed fromthe word. "I'ma
sl ave now, am|?"

"Why?" Alfar's eyes kindled. "Wat el se woul dst thou
call thyself?"

Rod watched himfor a second, then smled. "I'ma
peasant, too. Aren't |?"

"Assuredly," Afar said drily. "Yet whatsoever thou art,
thou art al so a nobst excell ent thought-hearer, an thou hast
been able to probe 'neath ny thoughts to di scover who
truly am™

"Ch, that didn't take nmind reading. None at all. | nean,

just look at it logically: Wwo, in all the great North Country,
woul d be the nost likely one to go wandering around di s-

gui sed as a schl enazel peasant, supporting Alfar's policies
with great verve and enthusiasm and would have authority

to conmand his sol diers?"

"One of ny lieutenants, mayhap,"” Alfar said, through
thinned |ips.

Rod shook his head. "You never said one word about

having to refer a decision to sonmeone hi gher up—at |east,
not fromSinon's reports about what happened while | was
out cold. But you did nention 'our' domain, which neant
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that you were either one of the lieutenants, view ng hinself
as a partner—and fromwhat |'d heard of Alfar, | didn't
think he was the type to share power..."

"Thou didst think aright," Flaran grow ed.

"See? And that left the "or' to the 'either'—and the 'or’
was that the 'our' you' d used was the royal 'our.' And that
meant that Flaran was really Alfar." Rod spread his hands.

"See? Just common sense."

"Scarcely ' comon. Alfar frowned. "In truth, '"tis a

most strange nmode of thought."
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"Peopl e keep telling me that, here," Rod sighed. He'd

found that chains of reasoning were alien to the nedi eva
mnd. "But that was the royal 'our,' wasn't it? And you are
planning to try for the throne, aren't you?"

Alfar's answer was an acid smle. "Thou hast come to
the truth of it at last—though | greatly doubt thou didst

find it in such a nanner."

"Don't worry, | did." Rod smiled sourly. "Even right
now, with you right next to me, | can't read your m nd.

Not a whisper."
"Be done with thy deception!" Alfar blazed. "Only a

war | ock of great power could cloak his thoughts so com
pletely that he seenms not even to exist!"

Rod shrugged. "Have it your way. But would that mghty
war |l ock be able to read m nds when his own was cl osed

of f 2"

Al far stared.
Then he lifted his head slowy, nodding. "Wll, then."

And, "Thou wilt, at least, not deny that thou art Tuan's

spy.
"King Tuan, to you! But | agree, that nuch is pretty
obvi ous. "

"Most excellent! Thou canst now tell to Tuan every small -
est detail of ny dungeon—f ever thou dost set eyes upon

hi m agai n."
For all his bravado, a shiver of apprehension shook Rod.

He ignored it. "Tuan already knows all he needs."
"I ndeed?" Alfar's eyes glittered. "And what is that?"
"That you've taken over the duchy, by casting a spel

over all the people—and that you'll attack him if he doesn't
obliterate you first."
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"WIIl he, now Fascinating! And how much el se doth he
know?"

Rod shrugged. "None of your concern—but do let it
worry you."

Al far stood rigid, the color draining fromhis face.

Then he whirled, knife whipping out to prick Sinmon's
throat. "Again | will denmand of thee—what information
hat h Tuan?"
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Hi s gaze locked with Rod's. Sinon paled, but his eyes
hel d only cal mand understandi ng, without the slightest trace
of fear.

Rod si ghed, and capitul ated. "He knows your whol e ca-
reer, fromthe first peasant you intimdated, up to your battle
wi t h Duke Bourbon.™"

"Ah," Alfar breathed. "But he knoweth not the outcone.
Dot h he?"

"No," Rod adnitted, "but it was a pretty clear guess.”

"' Twas the Duchess, was it not? She did escape ny

hunters. Indeed, ny spies in Tudor's county, and in Runny -
mede, attacked her, but were repul sed by puissant magics."
H s gaze hardened. "Magics w el ded by a woman and four
children.”

Inwardly, Rod went linp with relief, hearing his famly's
safety confirnmed. But outwardly, he only permtted hinself
a small smle.

"Yet thou woul dst know of that, woul dst thou not?" Alfar
breat hed. "Thou didst dispatch themon that errand, didst
t hou not ?"

Rod | ooked at the drop of blood rising fromthe point of
the dagger, considered his options, and deci ded honesty
woul dn't hurt. "It was ny idea, yes."

Alfar's breath hissed out in triunph. "Then 'twas thy
wi fe and bairns who did acconpany the Duchess and her
brats, whilst yet they did live!"

Alarm shrilled through Rod. Did the bastard nean his
fam |y was dead? And the anger heaved up, rising.

olivious, Afar was still speaking. "And thou art he
who's called Rod Gall owgl ass, art thou not?"

"Yes. I'"'mthe H gh Warlock." Rod's eyes narrowed, red-
deni ng.

Si non stared, pol eaxed.
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Alfar's lips were parted, his eyes glittering. "How didst
thou do it? Tell ne the manner of it! How didst thou cease
to be, to the mnd, the whiles thou wert apparent to the

eye?"

"You shoul d know," Rod grated. "Weren't you eaves-
dr oppi ng?"

"Every mnute, | assure thee. | held thy trace the whiles
thou didst buy a can and didst drive out to the road. Then,
of a sudden, there were no thoughts but a peasant's."
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"Quite a range you've got there."
"More than thirty | eagues. How didst thou cloak thy
t hought s?"

"I didn't—Aot then." Rod throttled the rage down to a
sl ow bum keeping his mnd in control, floating on top of
the enotion. "I just started thinking |Iike a peasant."

Al far stared.

Then he frowned. "Then thou dost counterfeit nost ex-
cellently."

"l had sone acting | essons." And they were coming in

handy, hel pi ng himkeep the rage under control. "I didn't

pull the real disappearing act until | was across the border.'
Privately, he found it interesting that Al far could have been
so thoroughly deceived. Either he wasn't very good at read-
ing thoughts in depth, or Rod was even better at believing
hinsel f to be sonmebody fictitious than he had thought.

"Ah, 'twas then? Tell nme the manner of it." But his knife
hand was trenbling.

Nonet hel ess, Sinon was staring at Rod, not Al far, and
with awe, not fear

And he'd been friendly to Rod, and he was an innocent
byst ander. ..

Rod shrugged. "I withdrew, that's all. Pulled back into
my shell. Decided nobody was worth nmy trouble.”

Al far stared at him
Then he frowned. "Canst say no nore than that?"

Rod shrugged. "Details. Techniques. Renenbering tines

in nmy past when | wanted to get away from people, and
letting the feeling grow. None of it could teach you howto
do it. The first tine, it just happens."”

Al far watched him eyes narrowed.

Then he straightened, sliding the knife back into its sheath,
THE WARLOCK ENRAGED
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and Sinon al nost collapsed with a sigh of relief.

Rod felt alittle relief, too, but the anger countered it.
"Tis even as |'ve thought,"” Afar said, with grimsat-
isfaction. "From aught |1've heard of thee, thy chivalry ex-
ceeds thy sense.”

"Wul d you care to explain that?" Rod's voice was vel -
vet.

"Why, 'tis plainly seen! Wuld a sensible captain risk
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his own pain, or mayhap even life, on a perilous m ssion?
Nay! He woul d send a spy, and let the underling be racked
and torn! But thou, who dost pride thyself on thine honor..
he nmade the word an obscenity, " woul dst rat her waste
thine hours spying out the enemy thyself!"

Now Rod understood the man—and he didn't bot her
hi di ng his contenpt. "Just sit back in Runnynede and read
through intelligence reports, huh?"

"That would be wise." Alfar stood, arnms akinbo, smrk-
ing dowmn at him "O dost thou truly believe thou coul dst
acconplish nore in thine own person?"

Rod studied the sorcerer—eocky stance, chip on the

shoul der, the whole arrogant air (and didn't overl ook the
menace, or the sadistic glitter at the back of the eye) and
wondered why he didn't feel nore fear. He did know, though,
that he'd better not let Alfar know that.

So he stuck his chin out just that little bit farther, and
made his tone defiant. "I only know this: by the tine |
realized that it was really dangerous, it was too much a
hazard to | et anyone else go in my place.”

"How gallant." Alfar's scorn was w thering.

"It seems | was right." Rod held his gaze on Alfar's eyes.
"If you could catch onto ne, you could catch onto anybody
I mght send. How d you see through ny disguise?"

A slow smle spread over Alfar's face. He lifted his head,
chest swelling, and stepped toward Rod, al nbst strutting.

"l did sense danger when ny spies sent word that the High
Warl ock did journey northward. Yet sin' that thou didst cone
with thy wife and bairns, it m ght well have been naught

but a pleasure jaunt. Naetheless, he did note that thou hadst
but lately spoken with Tuan and Catharine."

Rod shrugged. "I do that all the time." But his interest
was piqued. "So your nman coul dn't eavesdrop on ny con-
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versation with Their Mjesties, huh?"
Al far flushed, glowering.
"Well." Rod | eaned back against the wall. "Nice to know

my wife's noise-shield works so well."

"I's that how thou dost manage it!" Alfar's eyes gl eaned.

"In truth, their thoughts are well-nigh inpossible to single
out fromall that buzzing hum of thoughts that doth surround
them" He nodded, with a calculating |ook. "Thy wi fe hath

talent."
Rod quailed at the threat his tone inplied—especially
since Gmwen hadn't held a shield around the royal couple.

"Just be glad | sent her back."
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"Mayhap | had ought to be. Mayhap 'tis fitting that what

my lieutenants could not acconplish, mne actions could.”
"'Lieutenants?'" Rod stared in disbelief, then let a slow
smle grow. "You nean that |ousy nmarksnan was one of

your best?"
Al far's gaze darkened. "' Twas purposely done. | bade
hi m di scourage thee, not slay thee or thine."

"Wse." Rod nodded. "If you had, 1'd've broken off the
spy nission right there, and shot back to Runnynede to tel
Tuan to call out the army. But you did a great job of warning

us you were there."
"Aye—and di d secure a gauge of the range and strength

of thy powers, and thy wife's and bairns'. Werefore did
send mine other lieutenants to afright thee a second, then a
third tine, that | nmight leamthy pattern of attack, and its
weaknesses. Nay, if thy wife and bai nms had cone north

farther, | would have known well how to deal with them"
The chill had settled around Rod's backbone, and wasn't
l eaving. "I did have sone notion that it was getting a little

too thick. So when the Duchess and her boys came al ong,
I took advantage of the excuse to send ny fam |y back

South, to safety.”

Al far nodded. "And went on northward thyself. Then

thou didst stop by a farnstead, where thou didst buy a
horsecart and peasant garb—and ny nan | ost trace of thee,
the whiles thou didst don thy snmock and buskins.™"

Very interesting! Rod hadn't gone invisible until he'd
crossed the border, "Let ne guess: that's when you deci ded
you' d better get involved on the personal |evel."
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Al far nodded. "Even as thou hadst, | did don peasant

garb, and took the southward road, afoot and unguarded."
He smiled, anused, as though to say. Wiy would Al far need
guards?

Rod resolved to take the first possible opportunity to
demonstrate exactly why. Al oud, he said, "Wy didn't you
ride to the border first? You could have intercepted ne

there."
"Ch, | was certain | would discover thee as | went! Thou
hadst, after all, no need to use aught but the Hi gh Road—

and good reason not to, for thou woul dst then have been
nost strikingly noticed, in byways where only villagers do
journey. Yet long ere | encountered thee, | did conme upon

a troop of guardsnen, and sonet hing about them caught

my notice. | did |ook deeply into their auncient's eyes and
t houghts and, 'neath the surface, discovered that he was no
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| onger spell bound! That, even though they wore my colors!"
H's smle was not pleasant. "I found occasion to journey
with them begging their protection and, as we wal ked,
wove ny spell about each one in turn. Wen only the aun-
cient renained di senchanted, | bade his troopers seize him

so they did. Then did | pose him questions, the whiles
hear kened to the answers that rose within his mnd, un-
spoken. "

Rod deci ded he'd better find a new interrogation tech-
ni que; this one was obviously so easy to invent that it boded
fair to becom ng conmon.

"Fromhis mind," Alfar went on, "I gained the imge of
the man who' d broke his spell...." He nodded toward
Sinon. "And | saw, to ny surprise, that he was accom
panied, by a nost ill-favored, surly peasant."

Rod straightened in indignation. "Hey, now "

Al far smled, satisfied that his barb had drawn bl ood.
"But 'twas easily seen that the spell-breaker nust needs be
the H gh Warl ock. Wiy, he had so great a | ook of dignity!"

Si non | ooked up, startled.

Alfar's eye glinted. "And his serving man had so churlish
a | ook!"

But Rod wasn't about to bite on the sanme bait twice. He
shrugged. "I won't argue. Wien it cones to churls, you
shoul d know what you're tal ki ng about."
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Al far flushed, and dropped a hand to his dagger.
Rod | eaned back lazily. "What did you do with the sol -
diers?" He was tense, dreading the answer.

Al far shrugged. "Wat ought | to do? | enchanted the
aunci ent too, and sent themon northward to rejoin mne
army. "

Rod lifted his head, surprised. "You didn't punish thenf
No racks, no thunbscrews? No crash diets?"

Al far | ooked equally surprised. "Dost thou punish an

arrow that has fallen to earth, if thine enemy hath picked
it up, and set it to his bowstring? Nay; thou dost catch it
when he doth loose it at thee, and restore it to thy quiver.

Oh, | sent themon northward. |I did not wish to chance their
behol di ng thee again—er, nore's to the point, thy spell-
breaker. But at the next guardpost, | showed mnmy badge

of authority..." He fingered the nedallion on his breast.

" and bade the sol diers disguise thensel ves as peasants,
to wait in ambush where a country way joined the Hi gh

Road. Then | summoned a | esser warlock to abide with

them in readiness to transmt orders to nmarch, when he
shoul d receive a thought-code-Alfar's greatness, and why
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all witches ought to join with him" He snmiled, vindictively.

Rod knew better than to w thhold ego-oil when the one
with the inferiority conplex held the knife. "So that's why

t he sudden di atri be, eh?"

"Certes." Alfar's eyes danced. "There's nethod in aught

| do. Then did |I march southward, ny thoughts rangi ng
ahead of nyself, till | heard Sinmon's. | found a village
war | ock, then, and bade himlead his people out to chase

ne. ...
"The little fat guy. But of course, you nade sure all their

rocks would miss, and they wouldn't catch you."

"Why, certes." Alfar grinned, enjoying the account of
his own cleverness. "And as | had foreknown, thou coul dst
not forebear to save a poor weakling, beset by human

wol ves. "

"Yes." Rod's nmouth twisted with the sour taste of his

own gullibility. "We fell right intoit, didn't we? Just picked
you up, and carried you right along."

"Thou wast, in truth, nbst gracious,"” Alfar said, with a
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saccharine snmle. "' Twas but a day's work to discover that
"twas Simon broke the spells, yet that he could do little
mor e—and that thou rmust needs be the Hi gh Warl ock."

"My natural greatness just shone through those peasant
rags, huh?"

"Ch, indubitably. Yet 'twas nore truthfully thy face."
"Naturally noble, eh?"

"Nay, only famliar. Mne agents had borne ne pictures

in their mnds, nore faithful than any painter could render

Oh, thou hast disguised thyself somewhat, with peasant's

snock and grine; yet | know sonething of deception ny-

sel f, and can | ook past surface features to those that underlie
them Yet | knew thee even ere |'d set eyes upon thy face;

for thou wast there to mne eyes, but not to ny mnd, and
only a nmost puissant warl ock could shield hinmself so thor-

oughly."
Rod shrugged. "I seemto have had that knack before
started doi ng any of what you call magic.... But, go on."

"Pay heed!" Alfar held up a forefinger. "Even then, |

of fered thee thine opportunity to join with ne and ni ne!

And only when thou didst refuse, and that with such force
that | knew thou coul dst not be persuaded, did | seize thee."
Hi s gaze intensified, |ocked on Rod's eyes. "E en now, an
thou dost wish to join with nme, I will rejoice, and wel cone
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t hee! "
"Providing, of course, that | can prove | nmean it."

"Of course. What use art thou, if | cannot rely on thee

to the utternost?" His eyes glittered, and his nmouth quivered
wi th suppressed glee. "Indeed, |'ve even now the neans to
insure thy loyalty."

Dread shot through Rod and, hard after it, anger. He
throttled it down and grow ed, "Wat neans?"

"Thou hast no need to know. Thou dost not, after all
wish to ally thy fortunes with mne."

The rage surged up, and Rod let it rise. "I'Il grind your
head under ny heel, if | can ever find a forked stick big
enough to hold your neck down!"

Al far went white, and sprang at Rod, his knife slipping
out. Fear shot through Rod, like a spark to gunpowder and
t he anger expl oded, shooting through his every vein and
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nerve, smashing out of himin reaction

Al far slammed back against the far wall and slid to the
floor, dazed.

Rod's chains jangled as they broke apart, and fell.

He thrust hinmself away fromthe wall, rising to his feet,
borrowed rage-power filling every cell of his body. The
headache throbbed through him darkening all he saw except
for an oval of light that contained Alfar, crunpled in a heap
Rod waded toward the fallen man, feeling anger envel op

him pervading him as though Lord Kem's spirit reached
across the void between the universes, to take possession

of him H's finger rose with the weight of all his man-

sl ayi ngs, pointing out to explode the sorcerer

Then Alfar's eyes cleared; he saw Rod's face, and his
eyes filled with terror. Rod reached out to touch hi mbut
t hunder rocked the cell, and the sorcerer was gone.

Rod stood staring at the enpty space where the sorcerer
had been, finger still pointing, forgotten. "Teleported," he
choked out. "Cot away."

He straightened slowy, thrusting outward with his mnd,

expl oding his nental shield, opening hinself to all and every
sense i npression about him concentrating on the human

t houghts. Nowhere was there a trace of Alfar

Rod nodded, perversely satisfied; Alfar hadn't just tele-
ported out of the cell—-he'd whi pped hinself clean out of
the castle, and so far away that he couldn't be "heard."

14
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Rod sagged back, sitting against the cell wall as the biggest
reason for his anger abated. H s enptions began to subsi de,

but still within himthere was an inpul se toward vi ol ence,

a lust for battle that kept the anger and built it, filling his
whol e body with quaking rage.

That scared Rod. He tried to force the mindl ess rage
down; and as he did, Sinon's voice bored through to him

"Onen! Onen! Lord Gallowglass! Nay, I'Il call thee as

knew thee!" A hand cl asped his wist; fingers dug in. "Mas-
ter Onen! O Rod Gal |l owgl ass, whichever thou art! Hast

thou |l ost thyself, then?"

"Yes," Rod grated, staring at the wall, unseeing. "Yes.
Dam near."

Si non groaned. "lIs there naught of the High Warl ock
left in thee?"

"Whi ch one?" Rod grow ed. "Wich Hi gh Warl ock?"
Sinmon answered in a voice filled with wonder. "Rod

Gal | owgl ass, Hi gh Warl ock of Gramarye! Wat ot her Hi gh
Warl ock is there?"

"Lord Kem" Rod nuttered, "H gh Warlock of the |and

of Tir Chlis." He rose to his feet, and stood stock-still, stood
against the humming in his mnd, the thrumming in his

veins. Then he forced the words out. "What is he |ike—

this H gh Warl ock?"
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"Whi ch one?" Sinon cried.

"Yes." Rod nodded. "That's the question. But tell ne of
this Rod Gall owgl ass. "

"But thou art he!"
"Tell me of him" Rod commanded.

Sinon stared, at a loss. But no matter what he thought
of the oddness of Rod's question, or the irrationality of what
he did, Sinon swallowed it, absorbed it, and gave what

was needed.
"Rod Gallowglass is the Lord Hi gh Warl ock."

"That doesn't help any,"” Rod growled. "Tell ne some-
thing different about him"

Sinon stared for a nonment, then began again, "He is
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somewhat taller than nost, though not overnuch..."

"No, no! Not what he | ooks |ike! That doesn't help at
all! What's he like inside?"

Si non just stared at him confounded.

"Quickly!" Rod snapped. "Tell ne! Now! | need an an-
chor, sonmething to hold to!"

"Hast thou lost thyself so truly, then?"
"Yes!"

Finally, the actuality of the energency struck hone to
Sinon. He |l eaned forward and said, earnestly, "I have not
known thee overiong. Rod Gall owgl ass, and that only in

thy guise as old Onen. Yet fromwhat |'ve seen of thee,

thou art... well, aye, thou art surly. And taciturn. Yet art
thou good-hearted withal. Aye, thou hast ever the good of
thy fellows at heart, at nearly every nonent." He frowned.
"I'"ve heard it said of thee, that thou hast a wy hunor, and
dost commonly speak with wit. Yet |'ve not seen nuch of

that in old Onen, save sone bites of sarcasmwhich are

as often turned agai nst hinself, as against any other."

"Good." Rod nodded. "Very good." He could feel the

anger |essening, feel hinmself calming. But underneath it,
there was still fury, goading himto action, any action. Lord
Kem "Tell me..." Rod nuttered, and swallowed. "Tel

me sonet hi ng about nyself, that doesn't apply to Kem—

for nost of what you' ve said mght be true of him too, |
don't know, | scarcely met the man. It might, though. Tel

me sonet hing about ne, that's definitely mne al one, that
couldn't be his!"
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"Way..." Sinon floundered, "there is thy garb. Wuld
he go about as a peasant?"

"Possible. Try again."
"There is thy horse..."

"Yes!" Rod pounced on it. "Tell ne about him"

"Tis a great black beast," Sinon said slowy, "and nost
excellent in his lines. Indeed, 'twas the one great flawin
thy guise; for any could see that he was truly a knight's
destrier, not a conmmon cart horse." He frowned, gazing off
into space. "And now | nind ne, thou dost call him'Fess."'"

"Fess." Rod smiled. "Yes. | could never forget Fess, no
matter what. And Lord Kern couldn't possibly have one

like him He's been with ne as long as |'ve been alive—
no, longer. He's served ny famly for generations, did you
know t hat ?"

"Assuredly, | did not." Sinon watched him wi de-eyed.

"He's not what he seens, you know. "

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...ck%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (194 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:34 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%620Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%202%20-%20T he%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20( 1) .txt
"Aye, certes, he's not!"

"No, not just that way." Rod frowned. "He's, uh, mag-
ical. But not your kind of magic—nine. He's not really a
horse of any kind. He could be anything."

"A pooka,
away.

Si non murnured, unable to tear his gaze

"No, not that way! He's cold iron, underneath that horse-
hair—well, an alloy really. Plus, he's got a nmind that's
really a thing apart." Rod renmenbered how easily he coul d

take the basketbal |l -sized sphere that held Fess's conputer-
brain out of the horse-body and plug it into his starship, to
astrogate and pilot. "I nmean, his brain's really a thing apart.
But he's always cal mwell, alnmost always. And su-

prenely |l ogical. And al ways has good advice for ne." The

core of anger was shrinking; it had al nost di sappeared, and
Rod could feel the last tendrils of rage withdrawing into it.
If Lord Kern really had reached across the void between

the universes in response to Rod's anger, he had lost his

grip. And if it was really just his own bl oodlust driving him
toward violence, it was under control again now. Rod's

mout h quirked into a sardonic smle. "Thank you. Ml ord.

| appreciate your assistance, and will call upon it frequently,
when there is need. But for now, | am nyself again, and

must trace this foul sorcerer in the ways which | deem best,
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inthis world in which horses may be of nmetal, w th machi nes
for brains."

Si non cocked his head, trying to hear, but not quite
catching Rod's words

Rod felt Kem s presence—er the bul k of his own anger,

whi chever it was—ebb. Wether "Kern" was real, or just

a projection of his subconscious, it was now as thoroughly
gone as it could be. He heaved a sigh, and turned to Sinon.
"Thank you. You pulled nme out of it."

"dadly," Sinon said, "though | m sdoubt me an | com
prehend. "

"It's really very sinple. You see, there's another High
War | ock, in another kingdom far, far away—extrenely far
away; there isn't even a way to neasure it. It's in another
uni verse, if you can believe that."

"Believe it, aye. Understanding it's another matter."

"Just try and drink it in," Rod advised. "W won't have

an exam nation in this course. Now, this other H gh Wrl ock
is nmy anal og. That means that he corresponds to ne in every
detail; what he does in his universe, what | do in mne.
visited his country for a while, and had occasion to borrow
his powers; he channelled themthrough ne, of course. But
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now it seens that was habit-form ng; he keeps trying to
reach across to this universe, and take up residence in ny

body. "
Si non pal ed. "Surely he cannot!"

Rod shrugged. "Maybe not. Maybe it's just ny own | ust

for violence, the tenptation to commit mayhem and |'m
labelling it '"Lord Kern' to try to separate the actions | believe
to be wong, fromny conscience." He glowered off into

space. "That doesn't really work, of course. The respon-
sibility's mine, no matter what illusion | create as an excuse.
Even if | say Lord Kemdid it, it'll really be ne who

committed the deed. It'Il still be ne, even if | try to disguise
it." He turned to Simon with a bleak smile. "But | seemto

be able to lie to nyself very convincingly. |I'mthoroughly
capabl e of persuading nyself that |'m sonebody el se, when

I want to."

"So." Sinmon frowned. "I have convinced thee that thou
art thysel f agai n?"

Rod nodded. "Mre inmportantly, you've shown ne that
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| can restore nyself to my real personality, instead of the
make- bel i eve one, welding my thoughts and ny actions

back into a whole again. It's a matter of renmenbering who

I am Fess was the key; Fess was the final thing that did

it. Because, you see..." He quirked a snile. " Fess
couldn't exist in Lord Kem s universe."
Sinon frowned. "I do not understand why not; yet will

| accept thine assurance." Then his eyes sparked, and wi d-
ened. "Yet mayhap | do conprehend. Thi ne horse doth stand
for thee, doth he not? For if he could not be, in this Lord
Kem s | and, then neither coul dst thou!"

"Not w thout being inported, no." Then Rod stiffened,
turning aside from Sinon, feeling as though an electric
current were passing through him "Yes... he does stand
for me in alot of ways, doesn't he?" The conputer mnd
in the horsehair body was rather synbolic of technol ogica
Rod in Gramarye's nedieval culture...

But of hinself...?

"I think 'tis so," Sinmon was saying. "And even as thine

horse is the key to returning thee to control of thine actions,
so thine anger is the key to sumoning this 'Lord Kern

whi ch, thou dost say, thou hast created, to take responsibility
for thine own fell deeds, that thou mayest give thyself the

lie that '"tis no fault of thine own."

Rod stood still for a noment, then nodded slowy. "Yes.

And it is alie." He dropped down, to sit on his heels. Sinon
sat by him "Ever since | cane back from Lord Kern's
universe, |'ve been flying into rages—and it's scary, very
scary."
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"So." Sinmon's eyes glinted. "Thou hast been afraid to
draw on thine own powers, for fear of summoning him"

Rod stared at himfor a while. Then, slowy, he nodded.
"Yes, that would make sense, wouldn't it? Association
Using magic for the first tine, resulted in Lord Kem s being

a house guest within nmy skull; so using them again, should
bring himback. A certain illogical sort of reason to it, isn't
t here?"

"I't doth sound so, when thou dost say it."

"Yes—but stating it also makes nme able to see that it
doesn't make sense."” Rod grinned. "I have to draw on ny
powers, though. There have been times when they canme in
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al m ghty handy. Just now, for exanple-Alfar had his dag-
ger at my throat, so | had nothing to | ose." He shuddered.
"And 'Lord Kem al nost took over conpletely, this tinme."

"Aye." Sinon smled. "Thou didst fear, didst thou not?
To use thy powers, for fear of sumoning 'Lord Kem"'"
Rod nodded, chagrined. "Even if he's just an illusion I
made up. Yeah. 1'd still be afraid of it."

"Yet thou dost wish to use these powers." Sinon raised

a forefinger. "Wiether they be Lord Kenmi's, or but thine

own nagi cs, that thine anger doth conjure up, thou dost

fear to use them lest thou shouldst yield to tenptation, and
| et thine hands do what thou dost abhor."

Rod nodded slowy. "N cely said. Separating the thought
fromthe action. Yes. | have always been a bit schizoid."

"Then contain the power thou dost conjure up," Sinon

urged. "Thus thou mayst reunite thy thoughts with thine
action, by containing thine active part within the pen thy

t houghts do nmake. Contain 'Lord Kem' even as thou dost
contain thine anger. Assuredly thou hast not forgot our con-
versation, touching on that point? 'Twas directly after
thou..."

"After | beat up on that poor, unsuspecting, defenseless
rock. Yes." Rod nodded, lips tight with chagrin. "Yeah, |
remenber it. But | still don't understand how you keep the
lid on your anger."

"Nay, | do not!" Sinon frowned, shaking a finger at

Rod. "If the anger rises, do not attenpt to bury it, nor to
pretend that it's not there. Let it be in thine awareness, and
do not seek to throttle it—but contain it."
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Rod frowned. "And how do you manage that ?"

"By distancing thyself fromthe person who doth anger

thee," Sinon answered. "'Tis not easily done, | know—

for when the folk of the village had cone to Iike ne, and
their priest had becone ny friend, | did come from out

mne hermtage, to live anong them | built nyself mne
inn~with their aid. And, in good tinme, | found nyself a
wife." Hs head |ifted, gazing off into the past again. "She
bore me bonny bairns, and together we | abored to rear

them ™"
"That's right—you do have a daughter.”

"Two—and a son. \Wo, by Heaven's grace, went for a

soldier in the last war, and remained in the South, to serve
Lord Borgia. Beshrew ne, but | love him Yet whilst he

grew, he tried nme sorely!"

"I wouldn't say | know all about that," Rod grow ed,
"but |'msure learning. How did you deal with it?"

"By holding in my mnd, and never letting go, the notion
that 'twas not nme his anger ainmed at, but at that which
stood for."

"Authority," Rod guessed. "Limts on his actions."

"Aye—and the tree from which he needed to separate

hi nsel f, the shoot, or he'd not be a being in his own right.
Yet 'twas nore than that—twas that he was not angry at

me, but at what 1'd done or said."

"That doesn't nake nuch sense." Rod frowned. "What
you're trying to say is, it was anger, not hatred."

Si non gazed off into space. "Mayhap that is the sense

of it. Yet whether it be anger or hatred, anger at thee or at
what thou hast done, be mindful that, if worst cones to

worst, thou hast but to recall that this person, this event, is
but a part of thy Iife, not the whole of it—a part with which
thou mayest have to deal but, when the dealing' s done,

canst lock out fromthy life."

"What if you can't?" Rod expl oded. "Wat if you're
tied to then? What if you have to deal with them continually,
every day? What if you | ove thenP"

Si non sat, grave and attentive. He nodded. "Aye. 'Tis

far more easy to hold thy tenper with one whom t hou dost
see for but an hour or two each day, for thou canst go to
thi ne hone, shut the door behind thee, and forget them"”

H s face eased into a gentle smle. "Be mndful that these
you | ove are people too, and deserving of as nuch respect
and care as those wi th whom thou dost deal for but an hour
or two each day. If thou dost not treat thy famly well,
pretend they're friends."

The t hought gave Rod an icy chill. "But they're not!
They're inextricable parts of ny life—parts of nyself!"
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"Nay!" Sinon's eyes blazed, and his face was the coun-
tenance of a stern patriarch. "Never nust thou believe them
so! For | ook you, no one else can be a part of thee; they
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are thenselves withal, and are apart fromthee!"

Rod just stared, astounded by the intensity of Sinon's
enot i on.

Si non shook his head slowy. "Never think that, sinply

because thou dost | ove a person, or she doth |ove thee, that
she is no longer her self, a separate thing, apart."

"But... but... but that's the goal of marriage!" Rod
sputtered. "For two to becone one!"

"Tis a foul lie!'" Sinmon retorted. '"Tis but an excuse

for one to enslave another, then nake her cease to be! Thy
wife is, withal, one person, contained within her own skin,
and is, and ought to be, one whole, of which all the parts
are fused together, a being, separate, independent—ene

who | oves thee, yet who is apart." Suddenly, he snil ed,

and his warnth was back. "For | ook you, an she were not

a separate person, thou woul dst have none to | ove thee."

"But... but, the word nmarriage! Isn't that what it neans—
two people, being welded together into a single unit?"

Si non shook his head inpatiently. "That nmay be what

the word doth mean. Yet be not deceived; two cannot be-

come one. 'Tis not possible. | confess it hath a pretty sound—
but doth its beauty suffice to make it right?"

Rod stared at Sinobn, astounded by the ol der man's words.

"What of thee?" Sinon demanded. "Wbuld it be right
for one to attenpt to nmake thee sonmeone other than thou

art?"
"No! I"'mne, damm it! If anybody tried to nmake ne
somebody el se, he'd elimnate ne!"

"Then 'tis wong for thee to attenpt to nake anot her
becone part of thee!" Sinon stabbed at himwith a fore-
finger.

Rod frowned, thinking it over.

"An two folk do wed," Sinmon said softly, "they should
take pleasure in one another's company—ot essay to be-
come one another." He smled again, gently. "For how canst
thou become a part of soneone el se, save by erasing either

t hensel ves, or thee?"
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Rod lifted his head, then slowy nodded. "I see your

point. And as it is with ny famly, so it is with Lord Kem
isn't it? He keeps trying to becone Lord Gal |l owgl ass—and

if he did. Rod Gall owgl ass woul d cease to exist."

THE WARLOCK ENRAGED
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"Ah, then!" Sinon's eyes lit. "Dost thou, then, mslike
this notion of thyself and Lord Kem mergi ng together, fus-
ing, growing, into something |arger and greater?"

"I"d kill the man who tried to wipe nme out that way!"
Rod | eaped to his feet in anger. "That's not mmking ne
bi gger and better—that's stealing nmy soul!"

Sinon only smled into Rod's wath, letting its force pass
hi m by, untouched. "Yet if the thought so repels thee with
this Lord Kern—who, thou hast told nme, is thine other

sel f—how can it be right if the "other half is thy wfe?"

Rod stared, pol eaxed, his anger evaporated.

"Isit thy wife, or thy bairns—er the fear of ceasing to
be?"

Rod dropped down to sit crosslegged again, |eaning for-
ward intently. "Then why do | only get angry when they
oppose nme? Why don't | get angry when they agree with
me?"

"For that, when they oppose thee, there is danger of thy
sel f being digested; but when they agree with thee, '"tis they
who may be nerged into thee."

Rod mulled that over. "So it's a threat. | get angry when
there's a threat."

"Certes," Sinobn said, surprised. "What else is anger's
pur pose?"

"Yes—sel f-preservation,” Rod said slowy. "It's the im
pul se to fight—+to get rid of a threat." H's nouth quirked
into a sudden smle, and his shoul ders shook with a silent,

internal laugh. "My lord! Me threatened, by ny three-year-
old son?"

"Art thou not?" Sinon said softly.

Rob sobered. "It's ridiculous. He couldn't possibly hurt
me. "

"Ch, he can," Sinon breathed, "in thy heart, in thy
soul —Apst shrewdl y. "

Rod studied his face. Then he said, "But he's so little,
so vul nerable!" Then he scow ed. "But, damm it, it is hard
to renmenber that when he's comng up with one of those
insights that make nme feel stupid!"

Si non nodded, comm serating. "Thou rust, therefore,
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be ever mindful, and tell thyself again: 'He doth not |essen
me.' For that is what we truly fear, is it not? That our selves
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will be dimnished, and, if '"tis dimnished too nuch, "twll
cease to exist. |Is that not what we resist, what anger guards

agai nst ?"

"But it's so assinine,"” Rod breathed, "to think that such
a small one could hurt big ne!"

"Aye—and therefore must thou bring it to mnd anew,

whenever thou dost feel the slightest ghost of anger." Sinon
sat back, smiling. "And as 'tis with thy baims, so 'tis with

Lord Kem ™"

Rod just sat, spellbound, then, slowy, he nodded. "So
that's the key to holding ny tenper? Just renmenbering that
I'"'mnysel f?"

"And that Lord Kern is not Rod Gall owglass. Just so."

Sinon cl osed his eyes and nodded. "Yet 'tis not so easily
done. Lord Warlock. To be mindful of thyself, thou nust
needs accept thyself—and to do that, one nust be content
with his self. Thou nust needs cone to believe that Rod

Gal l owgl ass is a good thing to be."
"Well, | think I can do that," Rod said slowy, "Especially

since I've always felt Rod Gallowgl ass is an even better
thing to be, when he's with his wife Gnen."

"Thy wi fe?" Sinon frowned. "That hath a ring of great
wongness to it. Nay, Lord Warl ock—an thou dost rely on

anot her person for thy sense of worth, thou dost not truly
bel i eve that thou hast any. Thou shoul dst enjoy her conpany
because she is herself, and is pleasing to thee, is agreeable
conpany—ot because she is a part of thee, nor because

the two of thee together nmake thy self a worthwhile thing

to be."
Rod frowned. "I suppose that makes sense, in its way.

If | depend on Gaen for my own sense of worth, then,
whenever she finds ne | ess than perfect, or finds anything
at all wong with ne, I'll believe I'"'mnot worth anything."
Si non nodded, his eyes glittering, encouraging.

"And that would feel to nme, as though she were trying
to destroy ne, nmake nme less than | amwhich'l|l nmake ne
angry, because |I'll feel that | need to fight back, for ny
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own survival."
Sinon still nodded. "'Tis even as it happed to me—ti
I realized why, with ny wife and nyself, each quarrel was
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worse than the last—for, of course, she felt even as | did—
that she must needs attack nme, to survive." He shook his
head, |ike a cautioning schoolteacher. '"Tis wong of thee,
to nmake her the custodian of thy value. That is thine own
burden, and thou nust needs accept it."

Rod nodded. "Learn to like being inside nmy own skin,
eh?"
"Aye." Sinmon smled, anused. "And do not seek to so
burden thine horse, either."

"Yeah—Fess." That jolted Rod back to the issue. "He
was the synmbol that pulled ne back to my own identity.
Does that nean |'mcloser to ny horse, than to ny wfe?"

"I think not." Sinon throttled a chuckle. "For when all's
said and done, a horse is a thing, not a person. It may have
a tenperanent all its own, and sonme quirks and snags of

nmood, just as a person hath; and each horse may be as

uni que and separate as each human is from anot her —yet

when all's said and done, it hath not an imortal soul, and
cannot therefore challenge thee in any way that will truly
make thee feel any less. It cannot |essen thy sense of self,
any nore than a shoe or a shovel can.”

Rod nodded slow y. That nade sense—npre than Sinon

knew, for Fess wasn't a living horse, but a conputer in a
body full of servo-nmechanisnms. Sure, the conputer pro-
jected a personality by its vocodered voi ce—but that per-

sonality was only an illusion, a carefully-crafted artifact,
al beit an intangi ble one. Fess was, really, only a netal
machi ne, and his identity was as nuch an illusion as his

ability to think. "My horse is like a sword, in a way," he
sai d thoughtfully.

Si non | aughed softly. "In truth, he doth seemto be sone-
what nore than a shoe or a shovel."

"No, | was thinking of nmystique. For a knight, his sword

was the synmbol of his courage, his prowess—and his honor

Each sword was a separate, unique, individual thing, to the
medi eval mind, and its owner invested it with a full-fledged
persona. He even gave it a nane. Sonetines, in the | egends,

it even had a will of its own. You couldn't think of a fanous
sword, w thout thinking of the knight who owned it. Ex-
cal i bur evoked the image of King Arthur, Durandal evoked

r
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pi ctures of Roland, Gam brought to nmind Siegried slaying
Fafnir. The sword was the synbol of the knight who bore

it."
"As thine horse is the synbol of thee?"

Rod frowned. "That doesn't quite feel right, sonehow—
but it's close. Metaphorically, | suppose Fess is nmy sword."

"Then use him" Sinmon's eyes glowed. "Draw thy bl ade,
and go to slay the nonster who ensl aves us."

Rod sat still a nmonent, feeling within himfor fear—

and, yes, it was there; but so was the courage to answer it.

But courage woul dn't do much good, really; in this case,

it'd just let himgo ahead into a situation that was too
dangerous for himto survive. How about confidence, though?
Coul d he sumon Lord Kem let hinmself fill with anger,

and not be mastered by it? He thought of Fess, and all the
qualities in hinself that Fess represented, and felt calm
certainty rising in response to the nental inmage. He nodded.
"I'mup to it. But if |I start to fall in, pull me out, will you?"

"dadly," Sinon answered, with a full, warmsmle.

"Then hold on." Rod stood, grasped Sinmon's shoul der,

and t hought of Alfar, of his arrogance, his insolence, and
the threat he represented to Rod and his children. Hot anger
surged in answer, anger building toward rage. Rod felt Lord
Kern's famliar wath—-but he was aware of it, now, as

somet hing that was a part of him truly, not inplanted from
someone el se—and, being of hinself, it was as much under

his control as his fingers, or his tongue. He opened his

m nd, concentrating on the world of thought. The world of

si ght di med, and his bl ood began to pound in his ears.

Only the thoughts were real +the darting, schem ng thoughts
of the warl ocks and witches; the dulled, mechanical plod-
di ng thoughts of the soldiers and servants—and the cease-

| ess background drone that had to be the projective tel epath,
who had hypnotized a whol e duchy. What else could it be,

that enmitted such a constant paen of praise, such a continua
pushi ng of thought agai nst m nd?

What ever it was. Rod was suddenly certain that it was

the key to all the pride and anbition that was Alfar's con-
quest. He scanned the castle till he found the direction in
which it was strongest, then willed hinself to it.

15

It was a small room a round room a room of gray stone

bl ocks with three tall, skinny wi ndows. But those w ndows
were sealed with sonme clear substance, and the air of the
chamber was unnaturally cool —linmate-controlled. Every
alarmbell in Rod's head screaned. He gl anced at Sinon
The ol der warl ock tottered, dazed. Rod held himup, grow -
ing, "Steady. That's what happens when a warl ock dis-
appears.”

"I had... ne'er had the opportunity aforetine," Sinon
gasped. He | ooked around him whites showi ng all around
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his eyes. Finally, he turned back to Rod, awe-struck. "Eh
but thou'rt truly the Lord Warl ock, thou."

"The same,"” Rod confirned, "but nonethel ess your pupi
in fathering and husbandry."

"As | amto thee, in wizardry." Sinon pointed a trenbling
finger at the metal box in the center of the room It sat on

a sl ender pedestal at chest height, and had a gray, irridescent
cylinder atop one end. The other sprouted a cable that dropped
down to the floor, ran over to the wall and up it, to a w ndow,
where it di sappeared—probably to a transnitting antenna,

Rod deci ded. "Wat," Sinmon asked, in a voice that shook,

"is that spawn of al chemy?"

"Probably," Rod agreed. "It's a machi ne of sone sort,

r
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anyway." He could feel the insistent pounding of the mes-
sage, extoling Alfar's virtues over and over again. It was
much stronger than it had been when he was in the dungeon

It bel abored him convincing, persuading by sheer repeti-
tion. Alfar was master, Alfar was great, Alfar was rightful
lord of all that was human.... "I think | know what it is,
Simon—er, at least, what it does. If I'mright, the last tine
| saw one of these, it was alive."

"How?" Sinon stared, horrified. "A living thing cannot
be a nachine.”

"No nore than a machine can be a living thing. But this
one sure seens to be. If you didn't know better, wouldn't
you swear that thing's thinking at us?"

"Wh... this?" Sinmon pointed at the contraption, features
withing with revulsion. "Assuredly it doth not!"

"Assure me again—+ could need it." Under his breath,
Rod murnured, "Fess. Were are you?"

"Here, Rod, in the castle stables," Fess's voice answered

from behind his ear.

"Cl ose your eyes," Rod grow ed, "and don't worry about

what's happening." He closed his eyes, envisioning Fess,

and the stable he was in. In excellent repair, probably, since
it had been Duke Romanov's just a week ago—but sli pping

a bit now The straw surely needed changi ng, for exanple,

and the manure needed cl earing. But he needed Fess, needed
himbadly, right here.... He nade the thought an inper-

ative, an unworded sumons, sharp, demandi ng.

Thunder rocked the little room and Fess was there,

| ooki ng about himwildly. Rod saw as he opened his eyes

again. The robot's voice cane out slurred. "Whhaddt
wherrre... | have... have |I... telllepo..." Suddenly
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hi s head whi pped up, then slamed down. Al four |egs
spraddl ed out, stiff, knees |ocked. The neck was stiff, too,
poi nting the head at the floor; then it relaxed, and the head
began to swing between the fetl ocks.

"Seizure," Rod explained. "It always happens, when he
can't avoid w tnessing nmagic."

But Sinon didn't answer. He was staring at the electronic
gi zno, and his eyes had gl azed. He took a stunbling step
toward it. O course. Rod thought. This close to the gadget
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. He grabbed Sinon by the shoul ders, and gave hima
shake. "Simon! Wake up!" He cl apped his hands sharply,
an inch in front of Sinon's nose. Sinon started, and his
eyes came back into focus. "Wat... Lord Warl ock! For
the half of a mnute, | thought... | could believe..."

"That the background noise is right, and Alfar's a good
guy." Rod nodded, nouth a thin, straight line. "Not sur-
prising. Now |'m sure what that weird device is—but let's
confirmit." He turned back to Fess, felt under the ponmel
of the saddle for an enlarged vertebra, and pushed it. It
clicked faintly. After a nonent, Fess's head lifted slowy
and turned to | ook at Rod, the great plastic eyes clearing.
"I'... had a... seizure, Rrrod."

"You did," Rod confirmed. "But |let ne show you somne-

thing you can cope with." He took a step toward the ped-
estal, pointing. "There's a background thought-nmessage,
constantly repeating, Fess. Over and over, it praises Afar
to the skies—and it's much stronger here than anywhere

el se."

The robot's head tracked him Then Fess stepped cl oser

to the nmetal box. The great horsehead lifted, |ooking at the

box fromthe top, then fromthe front, then the back. Finally
Fess opined, "There is sufficient data for a meaningful con-

clusion, Rod."

"Ch, ducky! What's it add up to?"

"That the futurian totalitarians are supporting Alfar's con-
quests. "

"Are they really,"” Rod said drily. "Care to confirmny
guess as to what it does?"

"Certainly. It's a device that converts electricity into
psionic power. | would conjecture that the large, rectangul ar
base contains some sort of aninmal brain in a nutrient so-
lution, with wires carrying power froman atomc pack into
the nmedulla, and | eads fromthe cerebrum carryi ng power

at human t hought frequencies into a nodul ator. The cyli nder
at the rear of the nmachine would seemto performthat
function. This nodul ated nessage is fed out through the
cabl e, which presunmably goes up to an antenna on the roof

of this tower."

"Thanks." Rod swal | oned agai nst a suddenly queasy
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stomach. "N ce to have ny guess confirned—+ suppose.
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Their technol ogy has inproved since we net the Kobold,
hasn't it?"

"The state of the art advances constantly, Rod."
"Rel entl essly, you might alnmost say." Rod turned to

Sinon. "It projects thoughts. Not a living thought, you
under st and—a recorded one, made as carefully as people
make chairs, or ships, or castles, but just as thoroughly
made. Then that thought is set down, as you'd wite a
message in ink, alnmost—-and sent out fromthis nachine,

to the whol e of the duchy, again and again, drumming itself
into people's heads. Warl ocks and witches can at |east realize
they' re bei ng bonbarded—but the average peasant in the
field has no idea it's happening. But warlock or witch, it
doesn't seemto matter—t converts themall."

"Who placed it here?" Sinon's voice trenbl ed

"People fromthe future." Rod's face was set, stony.
"Peopl e who want the whole universe to be ruled by one
single power." He glared around at the blank stone walls.
"Where're its builders? Hiding somewhere, out of harnis
way, while Alfar and his coven do their dirty work for them
But | nust admit |'m di sappointed—+ was hoping to find

a few of them here, keeping guard." He could feel indig-
nation spurring his anger higher; he began to trenble.

"Peace, peace." Sinon grasped his forearm "Werefor
woul d t hey? Way guard what none know of, and none need
tend?"

"Yeah—t's fully automatic, isn't it? And just because

| expected themto be here, doesn't nean they should fee
obligated to show up. But | was at |east expecting a human
witch or warl ock to be doing the thinking! Maybe hooked

up to a psionic anplifier—but nonethel ess one of Afar's
henchnen, taking it in relays! But... this is it!" He spread
hi s hands toward the machine. "This is all there is! Here's
the spectacul ar sorcerer—here's the arch-magus! Here's your
rebel warlock warlord, fantastically powerful —antil its bat-
tery runs down!"

""Twill suffice," Sinon said, beside him
"Dam straight it will!" Rod turned to rummge in Fess's
saddl ebag. "Were's that hamrer | used to carry?"

"May | suggest that it would be nore effective, and nore
i medi ate, to turn the machine off. Rod?"

Rod shrugged. "Way not? |I'mnot picky—+'Il weck it
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any way | can!" He turned to the nachine, looking it up
and down. "Where's the off swtch?"

"l detect a pressure-pad next to the cylinder," Pess said.
"Wbul d you press it, please. Rod?"

"Sure." Rod pressed the cross-hatched square. The ma-

chine clicked, whirred for a second, then pushed one end

of the cylinder toward Rod. He lifted it off, holding it warily
at arms length. "Wat is it?"

"Fromthe circuitry. Rod, | would conjecture that the
cylinder is the transducer. This disc, therefore, would be
the recorded nessage."

"Ch, is it, now" Rod whipped his arm back for a straight
pitch, ained at the wall.

"M ght | also suggest," Fess said quickly, "that we may
find a use for the disc itsel f?"

Rod scowl ed. "Al ways possible, | suppose—but not very
satisfying." He dropped it into his belt-pouch. "So we've
stopped it from mass-hypnotizing the popul ati on. Now, how
do we wake them up?"

"Why not try tel epathy?" the robot suggested. "The nes-

sage is recorded thought, placed in contact with the trans-
ducer; presumably it will function just as well, from contact
with living thought."

Rod turned to his friend with a glittering eye. "Ch, Master
Simon..."

In spite of hinself, the older man took a step backward.
But, stoutly, he said, "Wwerein my | aid. Lord Warl ock?"

"By thinking at the machine." Rod tossed his head toward
the gadget. "But you'll have to put your forehead agai nst

Sinon's eyes bulged; his face went slack in horror

"Ch, it won't hurt your mnd," Rod said quickly. "That

much, I'msure of. This end of the machine can only receive
t hought s—t can't send out anything." He turned, bow ng,
and pressed his forehead agai nst the transducer. "See? No
danger. "

"I ndeed," Sinon breathed, awestruck. "Werefore dost
thou not give it thine own thoughts?"

"Because | don't know how to break Alfar's spell." Rod
st epped back, bowi ng Simon toward the nachine. "Wuld

f
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you try it, please? Just press your forehead agai nst that round
plate, and pretend it's a soldier who's been spellbound.”

Sinon stood rigid for a few seconds. Then he took a

deep breath, and stepped forward. Rod watched hi m pl ace
his forehead agai nst the transducer, with admration. The
hunbl e country innkeeper had as much real courage as a
kni ght .

Simon closed his eyes. H s face tensed as he began his
spel | - br eaki ng t hought sequence.

Rod stiffened as the 'nmessage’ hit him full-strength. It

had no words; it was only a feeling, as though soneone

very synpathetic was listening to him |listening deeply, to
everything Rod could tell, down to his very core—then

kindly, gently, but very firmly, contradicting. Rod shook his
head and cleared his throat. "Well! He's certainly getting
across, isn't he?" He turned to Fess. "How 11 we know

whet her it works or not?"

"By Alfar's reaction. Rod. He doubtl| ess detected our
di sabling his nessage, but refrained fromattacking us, wary
of your power."

Rod's head lifted, "I... hadn't... thought of that."

"I consider it a distinct possibility," Fess nused. "Now,
however, Alfar nust realize that we are destroying the very
base of his power—that he must attack us now, or |ose all
he has conquered."

Qui ntupl e thunder roared in a long, ripping sequence,
and Alfar was there with three witches and a warlock at his
back, chopping down at Rod with a scinmitar.

Rod | eaped back with a whoop of delight. The sword's

tip hissed past him and he and Fess instantly junped into

pl ace between Sinmon and the sorcerer's band. One of the

wi tches stabbed a hand at them all five fingers stiff and
poi nting, and a dozen whirling slivers of steel darted toward
t hem

Fess took a step to his left, blocking Rod and Si non

bot h. The darts cl anged agai nst his horsehide, and he stepped
back—ust in tine to step on the witch's foot. She screaned
and careened away, hobbling as Al far |lashed at Rod with

the scimtar again. But this time. Rod | eaped high and ki cked
the sword out of his hand as Fess reared, |ashing out at the
ot her warlock and witch with his forehooves. Rod sliced a

karate chop at Alfar, and the sorcerer |eaped back, but not
qui te quickly enough—Rod's fingertips scored his collar-
bone, and Alfar howed in pain. The witch was staring at
Fess, w | d-eyed, backing away slowy, and Rod could

feel a crazy assortnent of enotions crashing through

hi manger, fear, confusion, |ove. She was the enotiona
projective, hitting Fess with everything she had, totally
confounded by his complete | ack of response.

Whi ch rem nded Rod who he was, and that the enptions
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were illusions. He managed to ignore themas Al far wound
up for a whamry. But he didn't have tine; a stone |eaped
out of the wall, and slamed straight at Rod. He side-

st epped, but the block caught himon the shoul der. Pain

shot through him and his tenper | eaped up in response.

He sl unped back against the wall, striving frantically to
reign in his tenper, trying to channel it, know ng that rage
woul d slow his reflexes; they'd get under his guard, and
chop hi mdown. Another block shot straight at himand he
dropped to a crouch, ducking his head. The bl ock cracked
into the wall behind; Another whirled tunbling and sl amred
into Fess's hindquarters. Rod gal vani zed with al ar m+f

that boul der had hit Fess in the mdriff, it mght've staved
in his arnored side, and damaged his conputer-brain!

That was just distraction enough. He saw the stone com
ing, and spun away—but not fast enough. Its coner cracked
into his hip, and agony screaned through his side, turning
his whole leg into flame. H s knee folded, and he fell

And Al far was above himw th his scimtar again, chop-
ping down with a gloating grin.

Rod rolled at the | ast second. The huge bl ade snashed

into the stone floor, and twi sted out of Al far's hands. One

of the fallen stones shot up off the floor, straight at his face.
Al far screaned in shock, and stepped back—and tri pped

over sonething, crashing down onto his back

Rod was up on one knee, trying frantically to force him

self to his feet. He stared at the obstacle Al far had stunbl ed
over, and it stared back for a fraction of a second—&eof -
frey! The boy grinned just before he | eaped to his feet, his
ei ght een-inch sword whi pping out to stab down at the fal-

| en sorcerer, who just barely managed to tw st out of the

way in tine. Hs hand flailed about the floor till it found
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the scimtar's hilt, and wapped fast around it.

A bl ock of stone smashed at CGeoffrey. He dodged, but

Rod roared with rage when he saw how cl osely the bl ock

had come. He sprang at the tel ekinetic—but Al far junped
into his path, slashing with the scinmtar again. Rod | eaped
back, letting the blow whistle past him then |unged over
it with a chop. Alfar just barely managed to tw st aside.

The tel ekinetic was surrounded by bl ocks of stone smash-
ing into each other. Her lips were drawn back in a fera
snarl, and drops of sweat beaded her forehead. Ceoffrey
ducked i n under the hedge of stone and stabbed upward.

The tel ekinetic screamed and junped back, stunbled over
Gregory, and fell. Magnus's cudgel whacked her at the base
of her skull and she went |inp.

Cordelia crouched glaring at the other w tch—but be-
tween them was a storybook witch, conplete with cone hat,
broonsti ck, hooked nose, warts, and insane cackle, hands
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clawing at the child. A ghost materialized beside her, npan-
i ng, and sonething huge, flabby, and noist, with yell ow,

bl oodshot eyes, lifted itself up off the floor, extruding pseu-
dopod tentacles toward the little girl. But Cordelia spat,
"Aroint thee, witch! Dost thou think me a babe?" and threw
her broonstick at the illusionist. It speared through the
storybook witch and arrowed toward the illusionist, who
screaned and threw up her hands to ward it off—-and the
ghost, witch, and nonster disappeared. But the broonstick
whirl ed and whi pped about, bel aboring the worman from

every side faster than she coul d bl ock, whacki ng her about
the head and shoul ders. She screaned, and darted toward

t he chanber door—and Gmen's full-sized broonstick swung
down fromthe ceiling and cracked into her forehead. Her
eyes rolled up, and she crunpl ed.

Rod twi sted aside fromAlfar's scinmitar and reached out

to brace hinself against the wall, just as his burning | eg
tried to give out under himagain. He shoved agai nst the
stone, shifting his weight onto his good | eg, and drew his
sword just in time to parry another cut. He riposted and
thrust, faster than Al far could recover. The sorcerer darted
back, just an inch farther than Rod's thrust, and saw two

of his lieutenants on the floor. He was just in time to see

Fess's hoof catch the enotional projective a glancing bl ow

on the tenple. She folded at the knees and hit the flagstones,
out cold. He shrieked, and Rod | eaped, catching the sor-
cerer's armwith his left hand to steady hinself. Alfar whirled,
saw Rod's sword choppi ng down, screaned agai nh—and

Rod caught the unspoken image of another place. He closed

his eyes and willed hinself nor there, just as Alfar tel eported
toward it. Dimy, Rod heard a thunder-boom and knew

Al far had managed to di sappear fromthe tower room His

eyes sprang open—and he found hinself still clinging to

the sorcerer's arm in the mdst of fornm ess grayness, lit

by dim sourceless light. There was nothi ng, anywhere—

not hi ng but his eneny.

Al far | ooked about him and screaned, "W are lost!"

Then he squeezed his eyes shut, and Rod caught the inpul se
toward sonepl ace he didn't recognize. He countered grimy
Thei r bodi es rocked, as though hit by a shock wave, but
stayed put. "You're in the Void," Rod grow ed, "and you're
not getting out!"

Al far screaned, hoarse with terror and rage, and whirled

to chop at himwith the scimtar. But Rod yanked hi m cl ose,
caught his sword hand, and cracked it agai nst his good knee.
Pai n shot through him al nmost maki ng himgo |inmp—but

Al far was still scream ng, in hoarse, panting caws, and the
scimtar went whirling away through enpty space. Rod

sl ammed an uppercut into the sorcerer's face. He dodged,

but the bl ow caught him al ongside the jaw. H s head rocked,
but he slamred a knee into Rod's groin. Rod doubl ed over

in agony, but clung to Alfar's armand a shred of sense; his
ri ght hand slipped the dagger out of his boot, and he shot
his |l ast ounce of strength into a sudden stab into Alfar's
belly. The bl ade jabbed up under the ribcage, and Alfar
folded over it, arnms flailing, eyes bulging in agony. Con-
sci ence snote; Rod yanked the dagger out and stabbed again,
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quickly, mercifully, into the heart. He saw Alfar's eyes

gl aze; then the body went linp in his hands. Rod held it a
second, staring, unbelieving. Then chagrin hit, and he felt
his soul quail at the reality of another manslaughter. "It was
himor me," Rod grated; but no one heard except hinself.

He I et go, shoving, and the body drifted away from him
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turning slowy, trailing an arc of blood. It swng away,
revolving, and faded into the mists, athin red line tracing
its departure

Rod turned away, sickened. For a |long, neasurel ess in-
stant, he drifted in space, nunbed, absorbing his guilt,
accepting the spiritual responsibility, knowing that it had
been justified, had been necessary—and was nonet hel ess
horri bl e.

Finally, the tide of guilt ebbed, and he opened his m nd
to other thoughts—Gaen, and the children! Had they al

conme through that nelee alive? And what the hell had they
been doing there, anyway? Never nmind the fact that if they
hadn't been, they'd be short one husband and father by
now—nonet hel ess! What were they doing where it was so
danger ous?

Hel pi ng him obviousl y—and they'd have to help him

again, or he'd never find howto get out of here. He wasn't
scared of the Void; he'd been here before, between uni-

Ver ses.

And, of course, he'd get home the same way now. He

closed his eyes, and listened with his mnd. There—
Gregory's thought, unvoiced, a frightened Ionging for his
f at her—+he sane beacon that had brought hi m home before

Rod si ghed and rel axed, letting the boy's thought fill his
m nd. Then he willed hinself back to his three-year-old
son.

"I's that all of then?" Rod ground his teeth against a
sudden stab of pain fromhis upper arm

"Be brave, ny lord," Gaen murnured. She finished

bi nding the conpress to his triceps. "Aye, every one of

t hem has conme—every witch and warl ock of the Roya

Coven. E en old Agatha and Gal en have cone fromtheir

Dark Tower, to flit fromhamet to village, speaking with
t hese poor peasants, who have waked to panic, and the |oss
of understanding."

"I don't blame "em" Rod grunted. "If | all of a sudden
came to ny senses and realized that 1'd been loyal to an
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upstart for the last few weeks while nmy duke was casually
bunped off, I'd be a little disoriented, too. In fact, |I'd be

frightened as hell." He wi nced as Gmaen bound his armto
his side. "lIs that really necessary?"

"It nmust," she answered, in a tone that brooked no ar-
gunment. "Yet 'tis but for a day or two, 'til the healing hath
begun. "

"And | didn't even notice |'d been sliced, there." Rod
| ooked down at the bandage. "Well, it was only a flesh
wound. "

Gren nodded. "Prai se Heaven it came no closer to the
bone! "

"Lord Warl ock!"
Rod | ooked up.

They were in the Great Hall of Duke Ronanov's castle.

It was a vast stone room thirty feet high, forty w de, and
eighty | ong—and enpty, for the moment, since all the boards
and trestles had been piled against the walls at the end of
the last neal, for the evening' s entertai nments. The Hi gh
Table was still up, of course, on its dais, and Rod sat in
one of the chairs, with Gaen beside hi mthough pointedly
not in the Duke's and Duchess's pl aces.

An auncient, still wearing Alfar's livery, cane striding
toward them fromthe screens passage, eyes alight with
exci tenent.

"Did you lock up the traitors?" Rod denanded.

"Aye, mlord." The auncient cane to a halt directly in

front of Rod. " 'Twas that to be said for the sorcerer's having
used our bodies for his army, the whiles he lulled our souls
into slunmber—+hat when we waked, we knew on the instant

whi ch sol diers had been loyal to the usurper of their own
wills, e en though they'd renmi ned wakeful ."

Rod nodded. "By sone strange coincidence, the ones

who had been giving the orders.” There had been a few
opportuni stic knights who had been |oyal to Al far without
benefit of hypnotism too. Rod had had to | ock themin a
dungeon hinsel f, medi eval caste rules being what they were.
One of them had resisted; but after the others saw what
happened to him they went quietly. It was just too enbar-
rassing, being defeated by a bunch of children.... A couple
of them quicker to react, had escaped as soon as peasants
started waking up all around them That was all right; Rod
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had a few thousand nortified soldiers on his hand, who
needed sonething to do to appease their consciences. A
hunt was just fine.

But the common soldiers who had allied with A far, could
be left to the tender nercies of their erstwhile conrades—

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...ck%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (212 of 218) [2/3/03 12:25:34 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%6202%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Enraged%20(1).txt

once Rod had nmade it clear that he expected themto, at
| east, survive. "So you found the deepest, darkest, dungeon,
and | ocked themin it?"

"Aye, mlord." The auncient's eyes glowed. "W |oosed

its sole tenant." He turned toward the screens passage with

a bow, and in linped the prisoner. H's doubl et and hose

were torn, and crusted with dried blood; his face was sneared
with dirt, and his hair nmatted. There was a great |ivid gash
al ong the right-hand side of his face, scabbed over, that
woul d | eave a horrible scar; and he linped heavily, his |linbs
sodden with inactivity; but his back was straight, and his
chin was high. Two knights were with him blinking, dazed,

as disoriented as any of the soldiers, but straight and proud.
Sinon foll owed after, |ooking perplexed.

Rod shoved hinself to his feet, ignoring the searing pro-
test fromhis wounded hip, and the aunci ent announced:

"Hail ny lord, the Duke of Romanov!"

Rod stepped down fromthe dais to clasp his one-time
eneny by the shoulders. "Prai se Heaven you're alive!"

"And thee, for this fair rescue!™ The Duke inclined his
head. "Well nmet. Lord Warlock! I, and all ny Iine, shal
ever be indebted to thee and thine!"

"Wl |, maybe nore the 'thine' than the '"thee.'" Rod

gl anced behind himat the children who sat, primand proper,
on the dais steps with their nmother fairly gl owi ng behind
them "Wen push cane to shove, they had to haul ny

bacon out of the fire."

"Then | thank thee mghtily. Lady Gall owgl ass, and thee,
brave children!" The Duke inclined his head again.

Bl ushing, they leaped to their feet and bowed.

When the Duke straightened, there was anxiety in his
face. "Lord Warl ock—y wife and bairns. Did they..
escape?”

"They did, and my wife and children made sure they
reached Runnymede safely."” Rod turned to Gmen. "Didn't
you?"
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"Certes, ny lord. W would not have turned aside from
what we'd promi sed thee we'd do."

"Yes—you never did pronmise to stay safe, did you? But

Al far nentioned sonething about a dire fate in store for
you...."

"I ndeed!" Gnen opened her eyes wider. "Then it was
never taken out from storage. | wonder thou wast so nercifu
in thy dealings with him"

"Well, | never did like lingering deaths."” But Rod coul dn't
help feeling better about it all
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"He also inplied that the Duchess and her boys didn't
stay safe...."

"Fal se again," OGnen said quickly, just as the Duke's
angui sh was begi nning to show anew. "W saw themto

Runnynede, where they bide safely, in the care of Their
Royal Majesties."

"Yes... what are nonarchs for?" But Rod noted the flash
of shanme that flitted across Romanov's features—no doubt
in menmory of his rebellion

"W played with them not three hours agone, Papa,"
Geof frey added.

The Duke heaved a sigh, relaxing. Then the father and

host in himboth took over. "Three hours? And thy children
have not dined in that tinme?" He spun to the auncient. "Good
Aunci ent, seek out the cooks! Rouse themfromtheir dazes,
and bid them bring neat and wi ne—and honeycakes."

The chil dren perked up nmost noticeably.

"Three hours agone." The Duke turned back to the chil -
dren with a frowm. "Was this in Runnynede?"

The chil dren nodded.

The Duke turned back to Rod. "How could they cone
to aid thee, then?"

"Ni ce question.” Rod turned to Gaen again. "It was
rat her dangerous here, dear. Just how cl ose were you, while
you were waiting for ne to need you?"

"The lads were in Runnynede, ny lord, even as thou

hast but now heard," Gwen answered. "They coul d bide
there, sin' that they may travel an hundred | eagues in the
bat of an eyel ash.”

Rod had notion that their range was farther than that,
much farther, but he didn't deemit wise to say so—es-
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pecially not where they could hear (or nind read).

"At the outset,"” Gaen continued, "Cordelia and | did

bide with them for we could attend to thy thoughts e'en
fromthat distance, and fly to thine aid if thou didst comne
near to danger. It did greatly trouble ne, therefore, when
thy thoughts did so abruptly cease."

Cordel i a nodded confirmation, her eyes huge. "She did
weep. Papa.”

"Ch, no, darling!" Rod caught Gwven's hands. "I didn't
mean to..."
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"Nay, certes." She smled. "Yet thou wilt therefore com
prehend my concern."

Rod nodded slowy. "I'd say so, yes."

"I therefore did | eave the boys in care of Their Roya
Maj esties, and Brom O Berin, and flew northward again. |
took on the guise of an osprey...."

Rod rolled his eyes up. "I knew, when | saw that bl asted
fish-hawk that far inland, that | was in trouble!" O course,
he knew that Gmen couldn't really shrink dowmn to the size

of a bird any nore than a butterfly could play mdwife to

agiraffe. It was just a projective illusion, naking people
think that they saw a bird instead of a woman. "If | hadn't
shi el ded ny thoughts, | probably woul d' ve seen through

your spell!"

"An thou hadst not shielded thy thoughts, | would not

have had to fly near enough to see thee,"” Gmen retorted.
"And though thou hadst disguised thyself, | knew thee. Rod
Gal | owgl ass. "

That, at |east, was reassuring—n its way.

"Then," Gwen finished, " '"twas but a matter of hearken-
ing to the thoughts of that goodman who did ride beside
thee." Gnven turned to Sinon. "I thank thee. Master Sinon."

The ol der man still | ooked confused, but he bowed any-
way, smiling. "I was honored to be of service, mlady—
e' en though | knew it not."

"And when thou wert taken," Gaen went on, "I did

summon Cordelia to ne, to bide in waiting, in a deserted
shepherd's croft. Then, when thou didst burst forth from

thy shield, | could not help but hear thy thoughts for nyself."

"Not that you were about to try to ignore them" Rod
mur mur ed.
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"Nay, certes!" Gnen cried in indignation. "Then, when

thou didst cone unto the tower chanber, | knew the nonent

of battle was nigh, and did sunmon Cordelia fromher croft
to fly to the tower; and when the unearthly device did cease
to conpel, and did comence to disenchant, | knew the

time of battle had cone. Then did | summon thy sons, that
the fam|ly m ght be together once again."

"Very honey," Rod grinned. "And, though | was nighty
glad to see you all, | don't mind saying |I'm even gl adder

to know the kids were safe, right down until the |last no-
ment . "

"Certes, ny lord! | would not endanger them"
Rod gave her the fish-eye. "What do you call that |ast
little fracas we went through—honewor k?"

"Ch, nay! 'Twas far too great a delight!" Ceoffrey cried
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"Homewor k' s delight," Gegory |isped

"Papa!" Cordelia cried indignantly; and Maghus's chin

jutted out a quarter-inch further. 'Twas scarce nore than

chores.”

"We'd fought each of them aforetinme," Geoffrey re-
m nded him "and knew their powers—save Al far, and we
left himto thee."

"Ni ce to know you have confidence in ne. But there
coul d' ve been accidents...."

"So there may ever be, with bains," Gaen sighed. "Here,
at least, they were under mne eye. Bethink thee, husband,

what m ght chance an | were to leave themin the kitchen
unt ended. "

Rod shuddered. "You've nade your point; please don't
try the experinment." He turned to the Duke. "Ever begin to
feel redundant?"

"Nay, Papa," Magnus cried. "W could only aid thee in
the ending of this canpaign."”

"Truly," Gregory said, round-eyed, "we knew not enough
to bring the sorcerer to bay."

But Rod had caught the sly gl ance between Magnus and
Geoffrey. Under the circunstances, though, he deened it
Wi ser not to say anything about it.

"Now, m ne husband." Gaen cl asped his hands. "In this
| ast battle, | did hear thy thoughts at all tines. Thine anger
was there, aye, but thou didst contain it. Hast thou, then,
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so much ta'en this goodman's advice to thine heart?" She
nodded at Sinon

"l have," Rod confirned. "It worked this tine, at |east."

"Dost thou mean thou wilt not becone angry again. Papa?"
Cordelia cried, and the other children | ooked up in delight.

"I can't promise that," Rod hedged, "but | think I'll have
better luck controlling it. Why-—what were you pl anni ng
to do?"

What ever they woul d have answered was forestalled by

the cooks, stunmbling in with dinner. They set down the
platters on the table, and the children leaped in with joyfu
cries. Magnus got there first, wenched off a drunstick,

and thrust it at his father. "Here, Papa! "Tis thy place of
right!"
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"Why, thank you," Rod said, armused. "Nice to know I
have sone rank around here."

"l shall have the other." Cordelia reached for the other

drunsti ck.

"Nay; thou hast never favored the legs of the fow!"
Geof frey's hand darted out, and grabbed the bone before
hers.

"Loose that!" Cordelia cried. "Twas ny claimwas first!"

"As 'twas ny hand!"

"Yet | cane to the bird before either of thee!" Magnus
| aid a hand on the bone of contention. "My renmenbrance
of our father, doth not bar me fromthis choice!"

"Uh, children,” Rod said nildly, "quiet down, please."
"'Tis mnel"

"Nay! 'Tis mne!"

"I ameldest! My claimis first!"

“Children!" Rod hiked his volune a bit. "Cut it out!"

Gren laid a restraining hand on his arm That did it; his
t enper | eaped.

Cordelia turned on her brothers. "Now, beshrew ne an
thou art not the mpbst arrogant, ungentl emanly boys the world
hath ever..."

"Wher ef ore beshrew thee? Thou art a shrew al ready!"

And the discussion disintegrated into wild shouts of ac-
cusation and counter-accusati on.

Rod stood rigid, trying to contain his soaring anger. Then
Si non caught his eye. Rod stared at the older nman's calm

| evel gaze, and felt a neasure of strength that he hadn't
known he had. He took a deep breath and rem nded hinsel f
that their bickering mght make them | ook childish (as it
shoul d), but not him+f he didn't start shouting with them
The t hought checked his anger and held it. He was hinself,
Rod Gal | owgl ass—and he wasn't any the |ess hinself, nor
any less inportant, nor any |less in any way, just because
his children didn't heed him

But he did know how to get their attention. He reached
out, grasped the last drunstick, and twisted it |oose.

The children whirled, appalled. "Papa!" "Nay! Thou hast
no need!" "Thou al ready hast one. Papa!"

"Tis not justice," little Gegory piped, chin tucked in
truculently over folded arns.

"But it does settle the argunment," Rod pointed out. He
turned to Gaen, presenting the drunstick with a flourish
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and a bow. "My dear, you saved the day. Your glory is as
great as mne."

"But, Papa!" Cordelia jamed her fists on her hips,
glowering up at him "Thou'rt supposed to be a nice daddy
now "

"Wy, " Rod murnured, "wherever did you get an idea
l'i ke that?"
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