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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

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...ock%202%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Enraged%20(1).txt (1 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

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?"
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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! 