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"NAY, PAPA! | AMtoo old to need one to guide and ward
me!"

Rod shook his head. "Wen you're fifteen, maybe—

maybe. But even then, you won't be old enough to take

care of an eight-year-old little brother—nor a ten-year-old,
for that matter. Not to nention a thirteen-year-old sister."”

"I amten already!" The little girl jamred her fists on
her hips and glared up at himwth a jutting chin.

Rod turned to her, suppressing a snile, but Gmen was

al ready chiding gently. "Mayhap when thou art fourteen
years aged, mnmy sweet, and thy brother Magnus is sixteen,
I"l'l dare |l eave the others in thy charge. Yet now..." She
turned to Big Brother. " thou art but twelve."

Tis a worthy age," Magnus decl ared. "Assuredly m ght
I care for myself." He turned back to Rod. "Many anot her
boy of ny age doth already aid his father in plow ng, and..

"Cther boys your age are pages, and taking squire |essons
fromthe | ocal knight." Rod nodded. "But in both cases,

pl ease notice the presence of an adult—-and those boys
aren't taking care of little brothers and sisters!"”

"Enough of such chatter!" A foot and a half of elf stepped
up beside Rod's knee, arns akinbo, frowning up at the

four children. "Be still and heed ne, or "twill be nmuch the
worse for thee!"

Rod had a fleeting vision of com ng home to four little
frogs in nightshirts and ni ghtcaps. The children fell silent.
G owering and truculent, but silent. Even though the snall -

4 Chri st opher Stasheff

est of themwas twi ce Puck's size, they all knew that the
elf's idea of fun could be nore devastating than their par-
ents' notion of punishnent.

"Thy parents do wish to take an evening to thensel ves,"
the Puck runbled, "to think of naught but one another's
company. The com ng-together that this allows themis as
much to thy benefit as to theirs—and well thou knowest
that they could not thus rejoice in one another's conpany,
an they were continually concerned over what m shaps m ght
befall thee. Yet ny biding with thee will allow them as-
surance sufficient to ease their minds fromcare, for the
space of an evening."

By this tine, four sets of eyes were cast toward the
ground. Cordelia was drawi ng inaginary circles with her
toe. Rod didn't say anything, but he eyed the elf with re-
newed respect.

"Bid them good night, then," Puck. commuanded, "and

assure themthou wilt cheerfully bide in nmy care till they
return.”
Reluctantly, and with ill grace, the children canme up,

one by one, for a quick peck on the cheek and a perfunctory
hug, for Cordelia and Gregory, and a manly handshake, for
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Magnus and Geoffrey (but with a peck on the cheek for
Manma) .

"Go thy ways, now," Puck said to Rod and Gnen, "and

concern thyselves not with the fates of thy children. | war-
rant their safety, though a full score of knights ride against
them<for a | egion of elves shall defend!"

"Not to mention that you, yourself, could easily confound
a dozen." Rod bowed in acknow edgenent. "I thank you,
Puck. "

"Bl ess thee, Robin." Gaen hid a smle.

Puck wi nced. "I prithee, |lady! Be mndful of my sen-
sibilities!”

"'Tis nyself who doth bless thee," Gmen assured him
"l did not invoke any Gther. Yet do | thank thee, too. Sprite."

"'*Tis ever ny pleasure." Puck doffed his cap with a
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flourish, and bowed. "Ever, when the |ady's so beauteous.
Go thy ways, now, free of care—and hasten, ere the gl oam
ing surrenders to Night!"

They followed his advice. Rod cl osed the door behind
them and they wal ked five steps down the path, counting
under their breaths. Then, "Six," Rod said, and, "seven..."

On cue, four snall faces filled the w ndow behind them
with cries of "God e en!" "Good night. Marma!" "Well betide
t hee! "

Rod grinned, and Gaen answered with a pursed smile.
They waved, then turned and strode off down the path.

"We're lucky," Rod rem nded her

"Indeed." Gnen sighed. "But 'twill be pleasant to have
sonme few hours to ourselves once nore."

They wandered into the twilit forest, with his arm about
her, she with a dreany, contented snile, he just contented.

"And wither wilt thou carry nme away, ny |ord?" she
mur mur ed.

Rod smled down at her. "I ran into a little old | ady who
was trying to haul sone firewbod honme on her back—and

havi ng very rough goi ng, stunbling and cursing, and need-

ing to put it down every ten feet or so. So | let her ride
Fess, and | carried the wood as far as the crossroads where
her son was going to neet her. She thanked nme a | ot and,
favor for favor, took me on a short detour and showed ne
alittle glade with a beautiful mni-pond." He heaved a sigh.
"I swear | never knew there was sonething so pretty, so

cl ose to hone—except, of course, the ones who are init."

She | ooked up at him anused; but he saw the dreani ness
behind the smle, and shook a finger at her. "Now, don't
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you dare try to tell ne it's just |like the days when we were
courting! We only got to know each other in the m ddle of
a mnor civil war." N

"Aye; yet did | bethink ne of the days thereafter.”
"Right after the war, we got married."

She snuggl ed her head up against his chest. "'Tis what
| did mind me of."
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Rod stared at her for a nmonment. Then he smled, and
rested his cheek agai nst her head.

Suddenl y the woodl and path opened out. The branches
swung away, and they found thensel ves gazing at a perfect

pool, its waters |like a gem Terraced rocks cane down to
its edge, festooned with flowers. Branches arched over it
like a sheltering done. *

Gren drew in a breath. "Ch, 'tis beautiful!"
Then she saw the unicorn

It stepped out of the shadows at the edge of the pond to
lower its dainty nuzzle to the still water, drinking.

Rod held his breath, but even under the spell of the
monent, his mnd automatically registered the fact that the
wat er nmust be extrenely pure, if a unicorn was willing to
drink it.

Then the silver beast |lifted its head, to |l ook directly at
t hem

Gren gasped in wonder. Then, slowy, she noved around
the pool, entranced.

Rod followed right behind her, scarcely daring to breathe

As Gmnen drew cl ose, the unicorn stepped back. Gaen

hesi t at ed.
"Sorry, dear," Rod nurnured
"I will never regret," she answered softly. "But, ny |ord,

there is not only wariness in those eyes—there is inploring.
Could it need our aid?"

"Sought us out, you nmean?" Rod frowned—then stiff-
ened, as alarmbells went off in the back of his mnd.
"Gmen—even on Granarye, unicorns don't exist..."

Gren shook her head. "Be m ndful of witch-npbss, ny

lord. On Granmarye, aught that an ol d aunt may inmagi ne the
whil es she doth tell a tale, can come into being, an she be
a witch unknow ng. "

But Rod didn't answer. He was gazing about himwth
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every sense open, alert for the slightest thing out of place,
hi s awareness w deni ng to enconpass the whole of the glen,
the patterns of |ight that the sunset painted on the shrubbery,

THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 7

the rustling of |eaves, the whisper of |eather, and the slight
chink of netal behind him..

He whirl ed about, sword whipping out; the pike smashed

past his shoul der and into the ground. "Look out!" he cried,
but even as Gmen turned, another cudgel cracked into her
skull. She crunpl ed, and Rod how ed with rage, full ber-
serker madness. The gl ade about him seened to darken with
the hue of blood. He bell owed as he | eaped forward, chop-
ping with a sword that burst into flame. Hi s opponent | eaped
back, eyes alight and wary, but w thout fear

H s buddies closed in fromthree sides. Rod knew there

was one behind him too, and he let a glance of his rage
dart backward. Flanme burst, and sonebody screamed. Rod
parried a blow fromthe center man while he glared at the
thug to his left. The man sl anmed back against a tree and
slunped to the ground, but the man to his right stepped in,
and swung down hard. A crack echoed through Rod's head,
filling the world with pain. Through the red nmist, he felt
hi nsel f swayi ng. He swung his armw th the novenent,

sl ashing, and the thug fell back with a howl, a red line
beginning to wi den across his cheek. But Rod had forgotten
hi s back; rope hissed and burned across his neck, and yanked
his feet out fromunder him A soft body plunmeted agai nst
him knocking the breath out of him Then they were drag-
gi ng, bumpi ng, over rough ground, and he realized, dazed,
that the body was Gaen. He howl ed and sl ashed at the net
around them but his sword caught in the ropes. He tugged
at it in fury, hearing sonebody call, "W have them Now—
heave! Two neters nore!"

Rod struggled frantically to get his feet under him What-
ever lay at the end of those two neters, he wasn't going to
l'ike.

Then, through the nmesh, he saw it—a jury-rigged thing

of telescoping legs, franing a triangular arch that showed
only a blaze of sunlight, harsh on his eyes. He recognized
the transdi nensional gate that had taken hinself and his
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famly to the alternate universe of Tir Chlis, and he bel |l owed
in rage and panic, channeling every ounce of it at the

gadget. ...
He was an instant too |late. The net cut into his back,

heaved up, and shot through, just as the contraption behind

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (4 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt
hi m burst into flane.

Si ckened, he struggl ed agai nst the ropes, got his feet
under him and surged up to stand. He thrashed the net off
him and whirled about, wild-eyed.

In every direction, as far as he could see, grassland swept
away to the horizon. The air was filled with the fragrance

of growth, and the sunshine envel oped himw th warnth.

It wasn't very far up—-which was easy to tell, because the

|l and was flat as a chesshoard. He turned, staring, amazed

at the silence, all the nore vivid for the few faint bird-calls
and the murnurings of insects. The land rolled up behind

the net, up and up to a high ridge. Everywhere, everywhere

was grass, waist-high.

It wasn't G anarye.

Rod gl ared about him powerless to do anythi ng about
it. They'd been very neatly caught, he and his wfe...

Fury transforned into horror. The anbush had been ad-

m rably planned; they'd knocked Gaen out in the first few
monents. But how far out? He dropped to one knee, claw ng

the net away fromher, cradling her head in the crook of an

el bow, patting her face, caressing it, slapping very gently.
"Gmen! Cone to! Wake up—pl ease! Are you there? Wake

up!" He poised his mouth in front of her lips, felt for breath,
and relaxed with a sigh. She was alive. Everything el se was
secondary—she was alive

Bel atedl y, he remenbered his psi powers—ot surpris-

ing, since he'd only had themfor a year or two. He stilled,
listening closely with his m nd—and heard her dream He
smled, insinuating hinself into it, asking her to wake, to
speak to hi mand she did.

"Nay, I amwell now, " she murrmured. '"Twas but a
monment's disconfort...."

THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 9

"Alittle nore than that, | think." Gently, Rod probed
the side of her head. She was still; then, suddenly, she
gasped. Rod nodded. "Goose egg al ready-—well, a rob-
in‘s—but it'll be a goose egg."

She reached up to touch the spot tenderly, then wi nced.
"What did hap, my lord? I mnd nme thou didst turn, with
a war-cry..."

"A gang of thugs junped us. They knocked you out on
the first swi ng—and they had ne out nunbered. Caught us
up in a net, and dragged us through a dinensional gate."

She sniled. "A net? Nay, | nust needs think they did
find thy skill too great for them™

"Why, thank you." Rod smled down at her. "OF course,

there's also the possibility they were under orders not to kil
us—and fighting is nore difficult when you have to knock
somebody out, but not kill him?"
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Gren frowned. "Why dost thou think they abjured slay-
i ng?"

"Because they used cudgel s, not pikes. But, when they
couldn't take us alive, they settled*for kidnapping us out of
our own time and place." Rod frowned, |ooking around.

"Wi ch nmeans there shoul d be somebody around, waiting

for a second try."

"Aye, ny lord. If they wi shed us alive, they nust needs
have had strong reason." She gazed up at him "Wat is
this 'dinensional gate' of which thou didst speak? | catch,
fromthy mnd, nmenories of Tir Chlis."

Rod nodded. "Sane type. But how d they know where
to waylay us? That gate had to be set up ahead of tine."

"The crone," Gaen mur nur ed.

Rod smacked his forehead with the heel of his hand. "O
course! The whole thing was a setup! She didn't really need
my help... she was a Futurian agent!"

"They knew thou woul dst not refuse to assist one in
need. "

Rod nodded. "So good old hel pful me gave an ol d | ady
a hand, and she bit it! Told me right where to go—and set
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up her trap." He shook his head. "Renind nme not to do
anyone any favors."

"I would never wish that," Gmen said firmy. "Yet in
future, let us beware of all gifts."

"Yeah—we' || open them under water." Rod | ooked
around, frowning. "Wnder what alternate universe they've
shanghaied us into this tinme?"

A ululating cry slashed through the air, and thirty purple-
skinned fur-kilted nen rose up out of the tall grass a hundred
yards away

Rod and Gnen st ar ed.

A spear arced through the air, to bury its head in the
earth half a nmeter fromRod's feet.

Rod snapped out of his daze. "Werever we are, we ain't
wel cone. Run, dear!"

They whirled and charged, Gaen gathering up her skirts.
"Qur abductors could at the | east have sent a broonstick!"

"Yes, very careless of them" But Rod chewed at the

inside of his lip. "Still, maybe you had the right idea there,
dear. Let's try it and see. Ready?" He slipped an arm around
her. "Up we go!"
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They leaped into the air. Rod put all his attention into
stayi ng up; the natives became secondary, dim and distant.
They rose up a good twenty feet.

"Turn,"” Gaen suggested.

Rod banked, worrying about the "why" later. Until he
got good at this gane, he'd have to |l et Gaen do the steering

She had novel ideas. They swooped back toward the
natives |ike avenging furies.

The savages screeched to a halt, partly from surprise,
mostly fromalarm Good little victinse weren't supposed to
att ack.

"Attenpt a war-cry," Gaen advi sed.

Rod grinned, and | et out a whoop that woul d have shaned
all the rebels in Dixie.

That was a mistake; it gave the savages somnething fa-

THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 11

mliar. They snapped out of their shock and cl osed ranks in
front of the flying Gall owgl asses.

"Wong tactic," Rod decided. "Hold tight." He thought
up hard, and soared way hi gh over the savages' heads,
t horoughly out of bowshot. Then they swung down.

"Wherefore so low, ny |ord?" Gaen asked
"Just in case | run out of lift."

Gren bl anched. "If we are going to strike the earth, ny
lord, I would prefer not to fly so swiftly."

"Don't worry, babe, | can stop on a dine. O course, it
doesn't do the dinme nuch good...."

The ground rose up beneath them They rose with it,

too, of course—and the whoopi ng barbari ans were grow ng
smal l er very quickly, behind them Up, and over the rise—
and t he savages di sappeared bel ow the curve of the ridge.

"Surely they nmust be the half of a nmile behind us, now,
my lord," Gnen protested. "WII| they not have given up
by now?"

Rod nodded. "If you say so, darling. | just hope they
were listening."

They sl owed, and dropped gently to the ground. Gaen
smled as her heels touched earth. "Thou dost progress
amazingly in thine use of thy powers, ny lord."

"Ch, you know—ust practice.” But Rod felt a thor-
oughly irrational glow at her praise. "I nmust say, though,
I"msurprised it didn't put nore of a shock into our hunters."”

"Aye." Gnen frowned. "What nmanner of nen were they?"
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"Ch—ust your average barbarians."
"But +they were purple!"

"The human race is amazing in its diversity," Rod said
piously. "On the other hand, you never know-the col or
m ght wash off in a good rain."

Gnen stared. "Dost'a mean they do paint thensel ves
fromhead to toe?"

Rod nodded. "Not exactly unknown. In fact, if it weren't
for the color, |I'd guess we were on the Scottish side of

12 Chri st opher Stasheff

Hadrian's Wall in a country called Great Britain, about 100
A D"

"Were there truly such?" she asked, w de-eyed

"Sure were, dear—eheck any history book, if you can

find one. Painted thenselves blue, in fact." Rod frowned.
"OfF course, that theme has been pretty well pict over by
now. ..."

Clanmoring how s drifted down the wi nd again.
Rod' s head snapped up and around.

Over the ridge they came—purpl e, waving spears, and
how i ng |i ke the Euneni des.

"Time to hit the woad!" Rod caught Gmen around the
wai st agai n.

"Not so high this time, an it please thee, ny lord."

"Anything to please, ny dear." Rod frowned, concen-
trating. The scenery seened to di mabout him and they
rose just to the tops of the grain.

"Forward," Gaen mur nmur ed.

They shot straight ahead, faster than a speedi ng spear
(just in case).

"They may not be nuch on technol ogy, but they've got
Terrans beat all hollow on perverse perseverance."

""Tis even so. How |l ong can they endure?”

Rod | ooked back, letting the natives' style percolate
through the filters of his concentration. "Let's see—they're
doing a lope, not an all-out run.... Hey, those guys aren't
even trying! Not really."

"Scandal ous. How | ong can they nmintain such a pace?"
Rod shrugged. "As long as we can, |'d guess.”
"And how long is that, my |ord?"

Rod shrugged again. "I just had dinner. Six or seven
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hours, at least." He | ooked down at Gaen. "Any particul ar
direction you wanted nme to go?"

She shook her head. "All bearings are equal, when thou
knowest not thy destination."

Rod nodded. "I can synpathize with that; | was young
once, nyself."

THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 13

She glanced up at him "Thou art not greatly anxious,
my lord."

"No, not really. These guys haven't invented anti-aircraft
guns yet.... How about you? Worried?"

"Nay." She | eaned back in his arns with a peaceful sigh

Vivid skins and violent yells erupted over the horizon in
front.

Rod stared. "How d they get around there so quickly?"

"Nay, 'tis a different band. These are stained yell ow
green.”

"Chartreuse, | think they call it—but you're right." Rod
fromed. "I don't feel l|ike attacking again. Shall we?"

Gren nodded. "Turn, an't please thee, ny lord. | have
no wi sh to shed bl ood."

They banked around in a 180-degree turn—ust as their
previ ous pursuers cane over the rise behind.

"Turn, and turn again." Rod veered ninety degrees. "Pil ot
to navigator. Setting course perpendicular to angle of pur-
suit. To the vector go the broils."

Gren gl anced back. "They do join forces in pursuit of
us, ny lord."

"Too bad." Rod scowl ed, "I was hoping they m ght take
time out to fight each other."

"United they ran," Gmen sighed. "Wy did we turn to
the left, ny |ord?"

"I"'ma liberal."
"Wher ef or e?"

"Way not? Since | don't know where |'m going... Say,
what's that coming over the rise ahead?"

"More savages," Gamen answer ed.

"That's a good reason for a turn to the right." Rod veered
through a U-tum "What col or of paint were these boys
wearing, dear?"

"Orange, ny lord."
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Rod shuddered. "What a col or scheme! Y' know, if any
nmore of them show up in front of us, we're going to be
boxed in."
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"I prithee, do not speak of it nmy lord."

"Ckay, | won't. I'Il just get ready to clinb. You sure
you can't fly?"

Gren shook her head. "Wthout a broonstick, | cannot."
"Union rules," Rod sighed.

A spear arced over his head and buried itself in the grass
ten feet ahead. Rod watched it go by. "Maybe it's just as
well you're next to nme. Wth their marksnmanship, you're
better off with the target."

Gren wat ched anot her spear arc overhead—by a good

twenty feet. "I think they do not regard us highly as enemies,
my lord. Certes, they cannot have sent picked troops to fight
us."

"Everyone here is a Pict troop. Wuld you mind alittle
nore speed, dear?"

"Certes, | would welcone it." Gmen gl anced behi nd her
"The air is clear of spears, ny lord."

"Ckay, now " Rod thought hard, and they shot ahead

through the grass as though the ghost of Caracatus were hot
on their heels. The yells dimnished behind them very

qui ckly. But they boosted to how ing |evel

"Well, we're out of the trap," Rod sighed, "unless sone-
thing cones up over the next rise."

They swung up and over the rise—and saw a cl ear,
strai ght plane sheering across the horizon

"Awall!" Gaen cried.

"It can't be!" Rod stared. Then he frowned. "How cl ose
can parallel universes get? Gaen, |'mtaking care of the
flying chores; you do a little m nd-readi ng and see what
| anguage the peopl e behind that Wall are speaking."

Gmen' s eyes lost focus for a nonent, then cleared. "They
do speak our tongue, ny lord."

Rod's frown deepened. "Odd... but the Roman con-

querers weren't the only ones to build walls. There were

the Chinese—and, cone to think of it, several of the planets
in the Terran Sphere, during their frontiering days..."

"I think I ken thy neaning...."
THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 15

"I"l'l explain it when we're not being chased. See anything
resenbling a gate?"
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"Yonder, ny lord." Gmaen pointed. "Tinbers."
A dark rectangle in the stone, lintel and | eaves.

"Yeah, that. That's where we head for. Wnder what this
place is |ike?"

"W shall discover that directly,"” Gmen nurnured.

The gate zooned up at them

"Pretend you're running." Rod started punping his |egs
like a veteran mler. Gaen gathered up her skirts and tri pped
merrily along beside him

Rod dropped the flying power and dug in his heels,
plowing to a stop right at the gate, and hamrered on the
huge oaken | eaves with his fist. "Hey! Hel p! Open up! Let
us in! Tear! Fire! Foes!' Especially the Toes' part!"

He stopped and listened. Silence, total silence—except
for the how ing behind them which was showing a definite
Doppl er shift—the approachi ng ki nd.

Rod st epped back and scanned the top of the wall. " Some-
thing's wong here. | don't see any sentries."

Gnen frowned, her eyes losing focus. "They are there,
my lord. Yet they feel great caution."

"Why? Just because they've never seen us before, and

this whole thing could be a ploy to con theminto opening
their front door." He cocked his head to the side. "Come

to think of it, |I suppose | do look a little |ike U ysses...

"Mayhap, ny lord, but canst thou not convince them of
our honesty?"

"How about the direct approach?" Rod wound up a | eg

and slamred a kick at the nmiddle of the doors. "Hey! W're
bei ng chased by wild I ndians! Open up in there! Let the
cavalry out!"

"Cease your pounding, you panicking prat!" bellowed a
voi ce over head. e

Rod st epped back and | ooked up

A scowing, fleshy man in a | oose shirt, with an unshaven
jaw, and a surly hangover gl owered down at them He pressed
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a hand to his head. "There, that's better. You were splitting
me head open." And he disappeared again. "Good idea!"

Rod yell ed. "Cone back here and let us in—er | wll split

it open, and not just by yelling!"

"You'll have to wait till we finish the hand," the voice
grow ed faintly from above. Several other voices snarled
agr eenent .

"But... but... but..." Rod gave up and turned his at-

tention to his wife. "Wiat kind of an outfit is this?"
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"W are acconpanied, ny lord," Gaen murmured.
Rod whirled and | ooked behind him

Along line of nulti-colored nen was drawn up at the
skyline, leaning on their spears, watching.

Wth a gnashing groan, the gate opened. The man who
had spoken fromthe wall above stood in the opening, grin-
ning. "Full house," he announced."My pot."

"It's considerable.” Rod eyed the man's mdriff. He | ooked
on up to a rumbl ossom nose beside a livid scar, topped

with a black thatch. The shirt was white, or had been. The
belt underscored the mdriff, holding up green uniformpants
whi ch were tucked into black boots (in crying need of a

shi ne) .

"Well," he growl ed, "don't just stand there gawking.
Cone in, if your need' s so frantic."

"Ch, yes." Rod shut his mouth and stepped through the
gateway, his armcarefully around Gaen.

The slob's eyes lit at the sight of her, but he waved a

hand in signal to soneone on top of the wall anyway. The
gate started to swing shut, and the man waved at the savages
just before it closed. A great oaken bar, about of a size to
fit the huge iron brackets on the inside of the gate, lay on
the ground nearby, but the slob ignored it. He turned back
toward them and caught sight of Gaen again. Interest

gl eaned feebly through the hangover, and he | ooked her up
and down. Gwaen flushed, and glared at him

Rod cl eared his throat |oudly.

The sl ob | ooked up at himand saw the gl are. The hang-
over struggled with lust, and |ost. The slob grunbl ed, by
way of a face-saver, "Were' d you get the fancy cl ot hes?"
"Were'd you get the booze?" Rod countered.

Caution flickered in the man's eyes, and they turned
opaque.

"Well, ye're in," he grunted, and turned away.
Rod stared. "Hey, wait a minute!"

The sl ob stopped, threw a despairing glance to the heav-
ens, and turned back. "Wat now?"

"Where are we supposed to go?"

"\Wherever you want to," the slob grunted, turning away.
Rod stood a nmonent, gaping.

He shrugged and turned back to Gmen. "M ght as well
follow him | suppose."
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"W night, indeed," she agreed, and they turned to clinb
the long, sloping ranp that led to the ranparts.

As he clinbed the ranp, he noticed that it was poured

pl asticrete. So was the Wall. Wathered, and buttressed with
props here and there, but plasticrete nonetheless. "Wll, so
much for the Romans,"” he nuttered

"My |ord?"

"This stuff is plasticrete," he explained. "It wasn't even
invented until about 2040 A.D. So we can't be in Ronan
Britai n+hat was a good si xteen hundred years earlier."

"l have no know edge of this." Gaen frowned."'Tis for
thee to say. In what world woul d we be, then?"

Rod rubbed his chin, |ooking around him "W m ght—

just m ght—be in our own universe, Gaen. No, not G a-
marye, of course—another world, circling another sun."

He | ooked down at her. "It couldn't be Terra, of course."

"What is 'Terra' ?"

For a monent, Rod was gal vani zed. That a Terran human
shoul d not even know the nane of the planet that gave birth
to her species... ! But he caught hinself, renenbering that
G amarye had never exactly been strong on history. In fact,
its inhabitants didn't even know there were any worl ds ot her
than their own.
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"Terra is the world your ancestors canme from dear—
the planet that all human beings ultimately canme from It's
the hone world of our kind."

Gren was silent for a noment, digesting that.

As she did, they cane out onto the top of the Wall. The
ranparts stretched away before them dwindling into the

di stance, a concrete channel cutting four feet down into the
pl asticrete.

A group of nmen knelt and squatted around a fire near the

top of the ranp. Like the slob, they wore white shirts, green
trousers, and bl ack boots—but npbst of them had green

jackets, too, fastened up to the throat. Their sleeves held

i nsi gni a—er patches of lighter color, where the enbl ens

had been. Uniforns, Rod realized, and right after that,

They' re sol di ers!

Gren' s eyes wi dened; she was listening to his thoughts.

They didn't seemto be very well-disciplined soldiers,
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though. Either that, or there wasn't any war going at the
moment. Rod heard the rustle of cards and the click of
chi ps.

The sol di ers | ooked up, saw Gaen, and | ooked harder
She smled, politely but firmy.

Sonething like a hungry purr arose fromthe sol diers.

The nearest, a sergeant, rose to his feet. He straightened
up to eight inches taller than Rod, and about four inches
wi der, three-quarters muscle, the rest fat. He had an ugly
face and a leering grin, and a possessive nmanner as he

st epped towards Gaen.

Rod raised a hand, palmout. It jarred against the man's
chest, jolting himto a stop. He | ooked down at Rod's arm
in surprise. He pushed against it tentatively a few tines,
then said in disbelief, "It holds!" He gave Rod a nod of
approval . "You're well enough nuscled for such a snal
fellow, ain't you?"

"Way, thank you." lrony in Rod's smile. "Now, just step
back to the ganme, why don't you?"

The ot her sol diers watched, buzzard-eyed.

The sergeant grinned w ckedly and shook his head. "Bear

ye not too rawy, lad." He took in Rod's doublet and hose.
"A juggler, belike, or a clowmn. Wll, leamthen, |ad, that
worren be property common on the Vall."

He turned away to Gmen, batting Rod's armout of the
way.

It didn't bat.

Rod tightened his hold on the man's jacket. "Now, just
go on back to the game. Sergeant. Be a good fellow "

"Poor manners for a guest,'
si del i nes.

the slob grow ed fromthe

"Poorer manners for a host," Rod retorted, "trying to
rape a guest's..."

"Rape??!!?" The big soldier stared.

He threw back his head, roaring | aughter, then doubled
over, clutching his belly. "A woman on the Wall, needing
rape!"”

"They couldn't," the slob explained. "They cone, oh,
quite willingly, yes."

Rod lifted and shoved; the big soldier staggered back a
few steps, still laughing. Rod stepped back, too, relaxing
into a crouch. "This one," he said grimy, "doesn't."

The soldier quit |aughing abruptly, and sobered into a
narr ow eyed gl are.

"Teach hi m manners. Thaler," the slob grow ed.
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My lord, Gmen's thoughts said in Rod's head, there are
| oose stones on the ground nearby. | night..

No! Rod thought back. You want to start a wi tch-hunt?

The natives could handl e seeing us fly—their culture stil
believes in magic. But these boys are civilized! They have
to kill things they don't understand! Al oud, he said, "You
can pick up the pieces with the first-aid kit."

Thal er's eyes crinkled with anusenent. He | aughed once,
twi ce, chuckled, roared |aughter, and fell to the ground,
doubl ed over, clutching his belly, howling mrth..

and shot up like a spring, still laughing, his head
crashing up under Rod's jaw.
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Rod fell back against the ranparts
Thal er waded in, fists hammeri ng.

Rod swi vel ed his head around under the man's fists and
dived to the side, flipping over onto his back

Thal er snarled, and cane after him

Rod shoved hard, his whole body I ashing out in a kick
that shoul d have caught Thal er under the jaw, heel to chin.

But Thal er ducked under the blow, then |eaned back,

| ashing out with the side of his foot at Rod's chin. Rod
si dest epped, hooked his heel behind Thaler's calf, jerked,
and saw the edge of Thaler's hand swi nging straight at the

bridge of his nose.

Rod managed to duck enough for the chop to crack across

his forehead instead, and went reeling back stunned; not

only by the blow, but also by a horrifying realization: Thal -
er's chop was the first half of a two-blow series that ended
in:

Deat h.
They really didn't |ike strangers here.

Thal er' s hand sl anmed down again, in a chop that would

have crushed Rod's larynx; but he rolled to the side at the
| ast second, and Thaler's hand cracked into the plasticrete.
He howl ed with pain, and Rod rolled up into a crouch,
punching at the solar plexus with stiffened fingers. But
Thal er saw the bl ow coning, and rolled back just enough

to take nost of the inpact out of it. Wiat was |eft was
enough to stiffen himw th agony for a nonment—-and t he
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moment was all Rod needed

He foll owed the punch with a series of quick bl ows that

Thal er just barely managed to bl ock, retreating as quickly

as he could. Rod got just a touch too confident, let his right
foot lead just a little too far—and Thal er's knee snaked
around Rod's, and a fist the size of a coned-beef brisket

slamed into Rod's ear.

The sky reeled, and the plasticrete struck under him
hard; but he tucked his chin in, and his head didn't hit too
har d.

As the world circled past, he noticed the sole of Thaler's
boot com ng down. He grabbed the foot, tw sted, and threw
Thal er hopped back, howling and flailing for bal ance.

Rod gathered hinself into a ball, rolled to his feet, and
saw t he sane damm foot comng at his face again.

Now, Thaler didn't |ook as though he were apt to win

any 1Q prizes, but he did | ook very experienced—so he
couldn't be dunb enough to try the sane trick a second
time, when it hadn't worked once already. So Rod caught

at the foot, but stayed alert for a trick—and sure enough,
there cane the fist, swi nging down at the back of Rod's
neck.

Rod let go of the foot, took a half step forward, and
strai ghtened up hard, both fists over his head.

They caught Thal er right under the jaw.
Thal er swayed, gl assy-eyed.
Rod stepped back and swung a haymaker uppercut.

Thal er' s head snapped back, and his feet snapped up,
and his whol e body sl anmed down flat on the plasticrete.

Rod stood, panting, a little wld-eyed, |ooking around
him woozy, head splitting with pain, but alert for anyone
el se to start sw nging.

But they stayed where they sat, glowering up at Gaen,
and nursing their jaws.

Rod | ooked up at her, incredul ous.

Gnen gl ared about her in indignation. They have no sense
of honor, ny lord! They would seek to nolest me whiles
thou di dst defend ne!

In spite of his aches, Rod couldn't help grinning. He
pitied any man who had tried to lay a hand on his sweet
wife. "What did you do to then?"

"Only a slap for each, ny lord."

A slap with its force multiplied by tel ekinesis. Rod
guessed. He was surprised none of the nmen were heading
for the hospital
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"Most excellently done," said a cool, anused voice

Rod | ooked up, startl ed.
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A tall, slender young man | eaned agai nst the outer wall

H's uniformwas crisply pressed, and he wore a cap with a
pol i shed bl ack visor. His sleeves were bare of insignia, but
hi s shoul der boards were decorated with tiny brass razors.

Qovi ously an officer.

He turned his head, inclining it toward the slob. "Ser-
geant . "

"Sir." Incredibly, the slob cane to attention

"You are out of uniform and what you do have is nore
fatigued than fatigues. And your personal groom ng doesn't

exist."

"Yes, sir." Then, defiantly, "At least |I'mhere."
"I ndeed you are—so you've only a dozen denerits, not

fifty."

The slob winced. "Sir! That's ne whol e next paycheck!"

"Are you paid so little? My, ny. But courage, old chap—
alittle extra spit and polish can win it back for you, over
the next few nonths." He turned away, and stepped up to
nudge Thaler with a boot-toe and a snmile. "Poor chap. But
what can you expect, really?"

At last, the officer turned to Rod. "You're really quite
skilled, you know. "

Rod shrugged. "Just a little special training. Your, ah,
discipline, is rather, shall we say, renmarkable."

The officer shrugged. "It's actually not bad at all, when
you consider that our Wl mar was a prison planet, up 'ti
nine years ago. Nearly everyone here is a convict of one

sort or another."

Rod stood stiff with shock, partly at discovering all these
soldiers were crinmnals, and partly fromthe nane of the

pl anet. He didn't know that nuch about it, but he remem
bered it fromhis history books. After all, he was an agent
for the Society for the Conversion of Extra-Terrestrial Nas-
cent Totalitarianisns, and before they'd sent himout search-
ing for Terran-col oni zed pl anets whose governments were
shaping up to becone totalitarian, they'd told hima little
about all the colonies that had been out of touch while PEST
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rul ed the Terran Sphere. Wl mar had been one of them—
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one of the furthest fromTerra. And it had stayed a prison
until PEST cut it off from contact, and supply.

VWi ch neant they were in their own universe, after all
but five hundred years before either of them had been born

Gren had been listening to his thoughts, of course. She
stepped closer to him clinging to his arm He was glad; he
needed the contact. Suddenly, their cozy little cottage seened
much, much farther away, and the wi nd of |oneliness blew

about their souls.

Thal er rolled over with a groan, opening his eyes to a

pai nful squint. The officer |ooked down at him shaking his
head and clucking his tongue. "Intol erable, sergeant! Two
unarned civilians, seeking our protection—and what do

their rescuers do? Attack them "

Thal er sat up with a groan. "He wasn't unarned. Lieu-
tenant."

The |ieutenant glanced at Rod's sword and rolled his eyes
up. "That oversized toothpick? Don't be ridicul ous, man!
Report to your quarters until your hearing!"

Thal er bl anched, but he managed to keep | ooki ng bel -
ligerent as he struggled to his feet and turned to go. As he
passed by, he gave Rod a quick glare of hatred. Rod watched
his retreating back, deciding that he al ways wanted to know
when Thal er was around.

He turned back to the lieutenant, relaxing a little. Thaler's
resent ment was what he'd have expected from any sergeant
talking to a fuzz-cheeked |ieutenant—but this |ieutenant
wasn't extremely young anynore, and he bore hinmself with

the self-confidence that can only come with experience.

There was sonet hi ng about him the way he held hinself,

that said he didn't need to rely on mlitary rank to enforce
hi s orders.

"My apologies. Sir and Madam" He bowed courteously

to Rod, and a bit nore courteously to Gaen. "I beg you to
pardon that outburst. Please be assured of your wel cone,
regardl ess of what you have wi tnessed here."

24 Christopher Stasheff

"Why, thank you." Rod inclined his head in return, won-
dering why the lieutenant hadn't stopped the fight. Mybe
because it didn't | ook as though anyone was apt to be kill ed.
"Thou art nost considerate.” Gaen dropped a small curtsy.

The lieutenant's eye held a gleam but he buried it quickly.
Rod gave him points for self-discipline—and wondered if

it was really fromself. "May | have your nanes, sir and

madan®"

"Rodney Gallowgl ass." He was tenpted to use his rea
nane, "d' Armand," but decided against it. He caught Gaen's
hand. "And this is ny wife, Gaendylon."
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Gnen | ooked up at himin surprise, and he heard her
unspoken thought: Werefore didst thou not use thy title?

O her countries, other custons, he answered silently.
People like this are as likely to resent a lord as to honor
hi m

"Li eutenant Corrigan, at your service." The young officer
clicked his heels and bobbed his head. "Now, Citizen Gal -

ti lowglass, | would appreciate your explaining to ne the
presence of our honored antagonists." He nodded toward

the outside of the nmain gate. Rod | ooked down, and saw a
crowd of Wl nen, chanting the sane word over and over

again. Wth a shock. Rod realized it was, "Justice! Justice!
Justice! Justice!l™

"Not that they're unwel cone, you understand," Stuart
expl ained, "but 1 would like to know the issue |'m going
to be discussing."”

"I'mafraid | don't really know," Rod confessed. "W

were just standing there in the nmiddle of the plain, mnding
our own busi ness, when they cane up over the ridge and
started chasing us."

"Ah." The Lieutenant nodded. "A sinple question of
remuneration, no doubt. If you'll excuse nme, |I'll go discuss
the issue with them" He bowed slightly with a click of the
heel s, and turned away.

Gren' s voi ce sounded in Rod's mind: |I's he noble, then?
No, Rod answered. / don't think anyone here is. But
THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 25

someone has to do the jobs that the I ords would do, if they
were here—and he's been given that kind of authority. About
as much as a knight.

By what right did he claimit?

Trai ni ng, Rod answered, know edge and intelligence.
Sonmet i mes even experience.

The great gates swung open, and the young officer stepped
out to confront the wild savages.

He crossed both arns, fingertips touching his shoul ders,
and bowed slightly. One of the yell ow green nen stepped
forward, and returned the gesture.

"I think it's a salute," Rod mnuttered.

The lieutenant's words carried clearly. "I greet you,
Scouti ng- Master."

The Scouting-Master returned the salute. "Have-um sun-
filled day. Lieutenant."

"The sentinments are appreciated." The lieutenant's voice
switched into crispness. "But though | am honored by your
presence, | also wonder at it. For how | ong have nobl e
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warriors been attacking civilians?"
"Them not so civil. Themflew"

"As | would, if |I saw your valiant warriors pursuing ne.
Why did they?”

The Scouting-Master grinned, and his warriors chuckl ed.
"Not for real. Just good fun."

"Fun!" Gmen gasped.

"Well, be fair." Rod shrugged. "It was, kinda, wasn't
it?"

"I ndeed?" The |ieutenant's voice had becone distinctly
chilly.

The Scouting-Master's grin wi dened. "W could see-um
was coupl e greenhorns. Wiy not have good tinme wth-unP"

The lieutenant gave a wintry smle. "No harmintended,
eh?"

"None." The Scouting-Master frowned. "But them have

no busi ness outside Wall! Them not traders!™
"A p.pint well-taken, | nust adnmit. Still, | cannot help
26 Chri st opher Stasheff

but think your node of contact was sonething | ess than
honorabl e. "
The natives scow ed, nmuttering to one another, but the

Scouti ng- Master only shngged. "Coul d' ve done nuch
worse, within-umrights. Could Shackl ar gai nsay?"

The lieutenant was silent a nonent, then heaved a sigh.
"The Ceneral - Governor would say that no |asting harm was
done, so no hard feelings should last."

Rod frowned. ' General -CGovernor?' Didn't they have that

the wong way around?

"Even so." The Scouting-Mster's forefinger stabbed up-
ward, and his smile vani shed. "Agreenents hold. Me file-
um conpl ai nt—formal! For trespassing!"

The lieutenant stood still for a nonent, then sighed,
pul l ed out a pad and began witing. "If you nust. However,
these two are civilians. That will necessitate a neeting with

t he CGeneral - Governor."

"Sound great." The Scouting-Master grinned. "H m al -
ways serve good coffee." He turned to his warriors, making
shooi ng notions. "Go patrol again!"

"Boring," one of the warriors grunbl ed.
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"Want -um sol di ers stanmp-urn all over planet?" the
Scout i ng- Mast er snhapped. "Besi des—good for-um Buil d-

um character!"

The warrior sighed, and the troops turned away. The
Scouti ng- Master turned back, a grin spreading over his face
again. "W go see Shacklar now, hnP"

The |ieutenant ushered theminto a thirty-by-thirty office
with | arge wi ndows (outside, Rod had noticed steel shut-
ters), a desk at one end, and several padded arnthairs at

the other. Al the furniture had a rough-and-ready | ook about
it, as though it had been built out of local materials by an
amat eur carpenter. But it was nade out of real wood. Rod

t hought that inplied status, until he renenbered that wood
was cheaper than plastic on a frontier world. The fl oor was
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pol i shed wood, too, nobst of it covered by a plaid carpet,
woven of orange, purple, chartreuse, and magenta fi bers.
Rod wi nced.

The nman who sat behind the desk seened out of place.

He was in full uniform bent over paperwork, but was sur-
prisingly young to be top kick; he couldn't have been much
more than forty. He was |ean, |anky, brown-haired, and the
face that | ooked up at themas they cane in was nmld and

qui zzical, with a gentle smle. There was sone indefinable
air of sophistication about him though, that nade him seem
i ncongruous with his rough surroundi ngs.

He is a lord, Gaen thought.

She just might be right. Rod realized. Maybe a younger
son of a younger son?

"Ceneral Shacklar," the lieutenant informed them "the
Governor."

Well. That explained the inverted title.

The General rose with a smle of welcome, and cane

around his desk toward them The |ieutenant snapped to
attention and saluted. The General returned his salute and
stopped in front of the native, crossing his arnms and bow ng.
"May your day be sun-filled, Scouting-Master."

"And yours," the native grinned. "Coffee?"

"OfF course! Lieutenant, will you serve, please?" But, as
the young officer turned away, the General stopped him
with an upheld palm "A nonent—ntroductions?"

"Certainly, sir." The lieutenant turned back to them
"Master Rod Gal |l owgl ass and his | ady, Gmendyl on."

"Charned." The General took Gaen's hand and bowed.
She sm | ed, pleased.

The |ieutenant stepped away toward the coffeepot.

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (21 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

"l don't renenber your arrival." The Ceneral gave Rod
a keen gl ance, =N

Rod had a notion this man knew every single person who
arrived on his planet—especially if he was, well, basically,
warden. O a planet-w de prison. And Rod and Gaen
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weren't exactly inconspicuous. "W were, uh, stranded,
General . Landed out in the middle of the plains. No way
to get back home."

Shackl ar frowned. "I don't recall any report of a distress
signal . "

"W couldn't transmt." So far. Rod hadn't really told
any lies. He hoped it would | ast.

It did. Shacklar gave himthe keen gl ance again; he was
definitely aware of the holes in the explanation; but he
wasn't about to push them "M synpathies. Just this nom
ing, was it?"
"Soon after dawn," Gmen expl ained. "We had scarcely
col |l ected oursel ves when these..."

She hesitated, and Shacklar supplied, "Wl nen. That's

what they call thenselves. Their ancestors were counter-
culture romantics, who fled Terra to live the Iife of the Noble
Savage. They invented their own version of aboriginal cul-
ture, based largely on novels and screenplays."”

Wl |. That expl ai ned sone of the nore bizarre aspects.

"I take it they discovered you al nost i mediately, and
began to chase you?"

"Aye. W did fly fromthem"
Rod stiffened. Did she have to be so literal ?

Yes, she did, now that he thought of it. Wen the Wl nan
tal ked about them flying, now, Schacklar would assume he
was speaki ng netaphorically. Very clever, his lady. He
gl owed with pride.

Fortunately, the General didn't notice. He shook his head
sadly. "Mst unfortunate! My deepest regrets. But really,
you see, by the terns of our agreenent with the Wl nen,

no colonist is supposed to be outside the Wall unless he's
on official or conmmercial business, so you can understand
why they would react in so precipitous a manner. And, truly,
they did no harm-enly enforced their rights under our
treaty."”
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"Aye, that is easily understood."” Gaen shrugged. "I
cannot truly blame them"”

"Most excellent." Shacklar beaned. "Now, if you'll ex-
cuse ne, | nust hear what the Scouting-Master wi shes to
say."

He turned away. Gaen turned to Rod, speaking softly.
"Doth he say that these people but play at being savages,
nmy |ord?"

"No—but their ancestors did, so now they're stuck with

it. But | get the feeling there was a real war when the Terran
governnent decided to use this planet for a prison. Appar-
ently they didn't consult the Wl men first—and they re-

sented it. Forcibly." He shrugged. "Can you bl ame then?"

The General had turned now, facing them again. "The
Scout i ng- Mast er under st ands your predi cament, but none-

thel ess charges you with trespassing." He sighed. "Actually,
he's shown a consi derabl e anpbunt of forbearance in this
matter. He could have taken any nunber of nore or |ess

| et hal neasures against you, rather than nerely herding you
to the Vll, as he did."

Her di ng?

Gmen, did you know we were being herded?
Nay—yet now, | can See it clearly enough
The General frowned, concerned. "Wat's the matter,
old man? Hadn't you guessed you were being driven?"

"As a matter of fact, | hadn't." Rod found hinself smling
back in spite of hinmself. "Uh, ah—General, please convey
my apol ogi es and great thanks to the Scouting-Mster."

"Ch, you nmay convey themyourself, in just a nonent!

But, ah— Shackl ar | ooked down at the carpet, rubbing the
tip of his nose with a forefinger. "I wouldn't truly recom
mend it. A sinple apol ogy and expression of thanks—no,

the Scouting-Master would take it as a sign of weakness."

"Ch." Rod pursed his lips. "I see. Exactly what form
shoul d the apol ogy take?"

"Precisely, Master Gallowglass." The Ceneral sniled
warmy. "lIt's always a pleasure to deal with a man who
under stands the true nature of diplomacy!"

"Does he want his diplomacy in gold, or Terran bills?"
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"CGold woul d be pleasant, but I'msure |I.D. E. kwaher

bills will suffice." The General smled sadly. "However,
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I"'mafraid P.E.S.T. bills would not be acceptable; the Wl -
men don't have nuch faith in them"

"l understand."” Rod smled. "Primtive cultures tend to

be conservative."

"I ndeed." The keen glance again. "Wll! In this case,

t he apol ogy shoul d consist of, ah..." Shacklar slipped a
smal | | eat her-bound pad out of his pocket and flipped it
open. " five hundred kwahers."

Rod stared. "Five... hundred..."

Is the anmobunt so great, ny |ord?

Not unl ess you don't nave it. How are you at turning
|l ead into gold, dear?

A sudden, faraway | ook cane into Gaen's eyes

The General was watching themcarefully, but with his
gentle smile. "I take it you find yourselves tenporarily
enbarrassed?" The General smiled. "W can certainly ar-
range a tenporary, interest-free | oan. Master Gall owgl ass.
There is a Bank of Wolmar, and it's solvent at the nonent."

"Ch, no! Mney's never a problemwth us. Uh—s it,

Gren?" Rod reached into the purse that hung at his belt.

It held only a few Gramarye coins. The silver in themwould

be perfectly negotiable, but it mght be alittle difficult to
explain Tuan's and Catharine's portraits.

"Nay, noney was never our care," Gmen agreed, giving
hi m a sidelong glance. "lIndeed, it hath been so | ong since
| have seen it, that | quite forget the | ook of it!"

Rod froze

He swal | owed, hugely. O course, Gaen couldn't know
what |.D.E. bills |looked |like; she had never seen any noney

but G anarye's.

Come to think of it. Rod didn't know what they | ooked

like, either. The |I.D.E. governnment had fallen five hundred
years before he was born. "On second thought, General, |
think I will take you up on that offer. Could you let me
have, say, a twenty-kwaher bill for, oh, about two m nutes?"

The General frowned, but reached for his wallet. "At
|l east the interest won't be prohibitive." He passed Rod the
bill.

"Thanks very." Rod handed it to Gaen. "Yes, nopney.
That's noney, dear."

Gnen stared, thunderstruck. "Paper, ny lord? This is
nmoney?"

"Uh, yes, dear." Gmen had never seen anything but coins,

of course, nedieval cultures having a rather el enental view
of economics. "That's nobney. Here, anyway." Rod forced
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a grin. "Unh, sorry. General. W're not used to, ah, using
cash, you know how it is."

"Credit cards." The General nodded with understanding.
Rod woul d' ve hated to shatter his illusions.

"Now, | just had sone, right here." Rod funbled in the
purse again; it was still nostly enpty.

"My lord," Gmen murnured, "I cannot..."

"That's okay, dear, just try." Rod patted her hand. "Never
know just how rmuch you can do, until you give it a try ..

I know... | had..." Rod dug in the purse as though it were
aten-mle pit, a bead of cold sweat trickling down his brow

Sonet hi ng rust| ed.
Hi s fingers touched paper. Lots of paper

He drew it out slowy, with a grin of relief. "There we
are, Ceneral, twenty-five twenty-kwaher bills." He plucked
the original from Gaen's nunbed fingers. "Ch, and the one
you | oaned us, of course."

The General's eyes wi dened slightly, but he accepted the
cash without commrent.

"I don't like to carry |large denoni nations," Rod ex-

pl ai ned.

"But | thought you said..." Shacklar clanped his lips

shut. "No, really. Not my affair at all..." He gave Rod the
keen gl ance again. "Don't you find it troublesonme to carry
so many bills about ?"

"Well, yes," Rod admitted, "but there wasn't tine to
have them changed. "
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The General squared the bills into a neat stack. "I take
it you left home in a bit of a hurry."

"You m ght say that, yes."

The General turned to step over to the lieutenant and the
Scouti ng- Master, who broke out in an ear-to-ear grin and
hurried over to seize Rod's hand, punping it. "d ad you

one of the good guys!"

"Ch, ny pleasure,” Rod nurnured. "Thanks for under-
standi ng. " /

"Sure, sure! Come outside Wall again, anytime!" The
Scouti ng- Master crossed his arns and bowed, then turned
away to the door the lieutenant was holding, licking his
thunb and counting the bills. "N ce chasing you!"
"Anytine." Rod waved, feeling slightly nunb.

The lieutenant closed the door behind himwth relief.
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Rod turned back to the CGeneral, shaking his head. "Funny
how under devel oped soci eties always | eamthe sane aspect

of our culture first, isn't it?"
"Quite." The General turned away, going back to his
desk. "Well! At least that's done!"

"Yeah. Nice to have it over with, isn't it?" Rod grabbed
Gren's arm and nmade for the door. "Thanks for straight-
ening things out for us. General. If there's anything we can

ever do for you..."

"As a matter of fact," Shacklar nurnured, "you could
answer a few questions...."

Rod's body jerked as his feet stopped and his shoul ders

tried to keep going. He glared at Gaen.

"W nust observe the rules of courtesy, ny lord."
"Next time just stop me with a word, okay?" Rod turned

back. "Wy, sure. General. What kind of questions did you
have in m nd?"

The General's nouth was pinched at the corners with

hi dden anusenent .

Rod frowned, noticing something he'd m ssed before.

He stepped up to the General's desk, peering at Shacklar's
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corps insignia. It was the staff of Aesculapius. "You're a
doctor!"

"Psychiatrist, actually.” The General snmiled. "Surely that
is an appropriate profession for the chief admnistrative of-
ficer of a former correctional col ony?"

"Uh ... yeah, | guess it is." Rod frowned. "I just wasn't
expecting anything so |ogical."

"I"'mnot certain it was, in its genesis." Shacklar's smle
hardened. "But | do think it's worked out for the best. |'ve
quite a sense of purpose here."

"Yeah, | can see that you would have." Rod strai ghtened,
clearing his throat. "Well! About those questions. Gen-
eral "

"Yes, indeed. Wuld you mind telling nme how you cane
to be shipwecked on Wl mar?"

"No, not at all.”" If |I can think of it.
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Shackl ar | ooked up over steepled fingers. "Touch of am
nesi a?"

"Ch, no, no," Rod said quickly. "Not ammesia, really;

it's just that, uh..." He took a deep breath and began

improvising at top speed. "Uh, | knowthis is going to sound
strange, but, uh ... we were on our way to a costune ball
aboard a passenger liner from uh..." He tried to renenber

a ship that had di sappeared without a trace, about the end
of the I.D.E. era. He could only think of the nobst fanous
one, and cursed nentally, then followed it with a quick

t hought - apol ogy to Gren. "We were on the, uh, Alfreda,

out bound from Fi do—you know. Beta Canis Mnor's fourth

pl anet—en our way to Tuonela, the fifth planet of 61

Cygni..."

"But you never attained your destination?"

Rod nodded. After all, the Alfreda had left Fido with a
remar kabl e nunber of fanpbus peopl e aboard, but had never
been heard from again. That gave Rod scope for consid-
erabl e poetic license. "W felt this huge |urch-horrible,
wound up with caviar all over ny doubl et—and the crew

34 Christopher Stasheff

started hollering for all of us to get into suspended-ani nmation
pods, and ained us at random hoping we'd strike Terran-
col oni zed pl anets sooner or later."

"Wich, fortunately, you did." Shacklar pulled out a pipe
and clasped it high on the stem hiding his nouth; but the
coners of his eyes crinkled.

"So here we are,” Rod finished. "Qur pod |l anded out in

the Wolmen's territory, and... uh... you... don't... be-
lieve me..."
"No, | didn't say that at all." The General |eaned forward

to prop his el bows on his desk

"But it's the best entertai nment you've had all week?"

"Al'l year, in fact." Shacklar smled warmy. "They don't
have tales |ike that on the 3DT any nore."

"Well, if you doubt my word, you can check the records.
The Alfreda did disappear en route from Beta Canis M nor
to 61 Cygni..."

"Yes, | remenber the incident well; there were so nany
politicians aboard that it was quite a scandal." Shacklar gave
himan aniable snile. "That nmuch, at least, is quite true,
I"mcertain. As to the rest of it, though... Ah, well, I'm

not one to press. Master Gallowglass. W rather nmake a

policy of not being too insistent about a nman's past, on

Wol mar. However, | do appreciate the finer aspects of nar-
rative creativity. | was especially inpressed with the piece
about the costune ball."

"Ch, yes! She's supposed to be Nell Gwnn, and I'm
uh—€yrano de Bergerac!"”
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"And |'mthe King of England," Shacklar nurnured,

fighting a smle. "But as | say, a man's past is his own
affair, on W nmar. No one is here without a reason, and it's
generally one that he'd rather weren't known." He shrugged.

"Of course, in my own instance, |I'mnot terribly concerned
about secrecy. Utimtely, |I'mhere because, in addition to
being a psychiatrist, I'malso a nasochist."

Rod stared, then caught hinself. "Ch, really?"

"Yes." Shacklar snmiled. "Quite well-adjusted—but it does
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create certain problenms within the chain of command. Here,
though, ny nen don't seemto care terribly."

Rod nodded, slowy. "I begin to understand why you
don't mnd staying."

"There is sone feeling of being appreciated."” Shackl ar

smled brightly. "But the mld exhibitionisminvolved in
telling you that is part of ny disorder, you see. | certainly
don't ask that of anyone else."

He | eaned forward to glance at his desk readout. "How
ever, |'m keeping you overlong; after so great a tine in
suspended ani mation, you nust be ravenous. You'll find an
excel lent tavern just down the street."

"Uh... thanks. General." Rod managed a snile. "You' ve
been very hel pful . "

He turned away to the door, holding it open for Gaen.
"If there's anything we can ever do for you, just give us a
yell."

"As a matter of fact, there is one snmall thing your |ady
could do for nme. Master @Gallowgl ass."”

Rod stopped in mid-stride, a sinking feeling in his belly.

He turned around again. Gwen turned with him w de-
eyed. "And how may | aid you, sir?"

"Slap ne," said the General

Rod set down a small tray, and laid a plate of boiled
sausage and buns in front of Gmen, with a tankard of ale

to flank it. "Not rmuch, ny dear, but I'mafraid that's about
the best Cholly's Tavern runs to." He sat down and took a
sip of his beer. His eyes widened in surprise. "Not bad,

t hough. "
She sipped, carefully. "lIndeed, '"tis not! Yet wherefore
is't so chill, ny lord?"

"Huh?" Rod | ooked up, surprised. "Oh, ,yh—they just

like it that way, honey. That's all." He | eaned back and

| ooked about him at the unfinished boards and the rough-
and-ready chairs and tables. "Sure not what | was planning
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Gnen smiled. "Nay, assuredly 'tis not! Yet—eh, ny
lord! Tis all so new, and marvel ous!"

"It is?"

"I ndeed." She | eaned over the table. "Yet tell nme—what
mean all these strange manners and artifacts? Wy do al
wear | eggi ngs, even though they have no arnor to cover
then? What were those odd, bul bous engi nes each nan did
wear at his hip, upon the Wall? And wherefore do they not
wear themin this place? How do the lights within this inn
come to glow? And where are the kegs from which they

draw their ale?"

Rod held up a hand. "Hold it, dear. One at a tine." He

hadn't realized how strange and new the technol ogical world

woul d seemto Gmen—but she did cone froma nedi eva

culture, after all. Secretly, he blessed the fate that had brought
themto a frontier planet, instead of one of the overly-
civilized, total -technol ogy worlds nearer Terra.

How to explain it all to her? He took a deep breath,
wonderi ng where to start. "Let's begin with power."

"There's naught so new in that." She shrugged. "Once

thou hadst told ne there were no nobles, it was truly clear
the peasant fol k must needs set up orders within their own
ranks, even as those Wl nmen, who did chase us this nom
have done. O the wild folk, who do war upon the cities—
even as the Beastnen did to our Isle of Gramarye, ten years

agone."

The tine-lapse hit Rod |ike a shockwave. "My lord! Was

it really ten years ago?" He took a shuddering breath. "But
of course. We only had one child then, and we have four
now—and Magnus is twelve." He studied her face intently.
"You don't | ook any ol der."

She bl ushed, | owering her eyes. "'Tis good of thee to
say it, nmy lord—yet | do see the winkles, here and there,
and the odd strand of gray in mne hair."

"What's odd about it, with our four? But they certainly
must be rare; | haven't noticed one yet! And as to wrinkles,
I'"ve always had ny share of those."
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"Yet thou art not a woman," Gaen mur nmur ed.

"So sweet of you to notice... But back to the ins and
outs of this world we're on. Governnent wasn't exactly the
kind of '"power' 1'd had in mnd, dear."

"I ndeed?" She | ooked up, surprised. "Yet assuredly thou
di dst not speak of magicks!"

"No, no. Definitely not. | was tal king about force—the

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (29 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt
ki nd that makes things nove."
Gren frowned, not understandi ng.

Rod took a deep breath. "Look. In G amarye, there are

four kinds of power that can do work for us: nuscles, our
own or our animals'; w nd, which pushes ships and turns
windmlls; water power, which turns mll wheels; and fire,
whi ch heats our houses, boils our water, and cooks our food.
And that's about all."

Gren frowned. "But what of the power of a crossbow,
that speeds a bolt to slay a nman?"

Rod shook his head. "Just nuscle power, stored. Wen

a crossbowran pulls a bowstring, see, he's just transferring
power from his arm and shoul der into the springy wood of

the bow. But the crossbowran takes several mnutes to put

that power in, by wi nding the bowstring back. Then, when

he pulls the trigger that releases the string, all that energy
is released in one quick burst—and that's what throws the
arrow so nuch harder than an ordi nary bow can."

Gren nodded slowy, followi ng every word. "And 'tis
thus, too, that a comon archer's bow can throw an arrow
so nmuch farther than a man-at-arns can hurl a spear?"

"Wiy, yes." Rod sat up straighter, surprised at how quickly
she had understood. "OF course, the arrow s lighter than the
spear, too. That hel ps."

Gmven frowned. "And 'tis also that the ends of the bow

are longer than the spearman's arns, is't not? For | do note
that the | onger (he bow, the farther it doth hurl the arrow "
"Why... yes," Rod said, startled. "The |onger the |ever,

the more it multiplies the force—and the two ends of a

bow, and a spearman's arm are all levers."
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"And the | onger bow can therefore be stiffer, but can
still be bent?"

"Uh... yeah." Rod felt a faint chill along his back. She
was under standi ng too quickly. "And the crossbow is nore
powerful, because it's so nmuch stiffer."

"But the man who doth shoot it, can bend it by w nding."
Gren nodded, seening al nbst angry in the intensity of her

concentration.

"Right." Rod swallowed heavily. "Well. Uh... in this

worl d, there're other sources of power—but the nost im
portant one is the kind called "electricity." It's like..." He
groped, trying to find an explanation. "It's invisible, but it
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flows Iike water. Only through netals, though. It's..."

Then inspiration struck. "lIt's like the force you w eld when
you nmaeke things nove with your mnd." He waved a hand.

"Even though you can't see it, you can feel it, if you touch
the wire it's flowi ng through. Boy, can you feel it!" He
frowned. "Though | shouldn't say you can't see it, really.
Have you ever |ooked at a lightning bolt, darling? No, of
course you have! What's the matter with ne?" He could
renenber one occasion especially vividl y—they had hud-

dl ed inside a cave, watching the Iightning slamthe thunder
about the skies. And when the stormis fury had thoroughly
dazzled them.. He cleared his throat. "Lightning s el ec-
tricity—ene kind of electricity, anyway."

"Thou dost not say it," she breathed, w de-eyed. "Have
t hese peopl e chained the Iightning, then?"

Rod nodded, thrilled (and chilled) by her quickness.
"They' ve figured out howto make it do all sorts of tricks,

darling."
Her eyes were huge. "This glow, then, is |lightning
| eashed?"

"That's one way to look at it." Rod nodded slowy. "But

they use it for other things, too. Those bul bous things on
their hips—they call them'blasters,' and they use electricity
to tickle a ruby into making a sword of light."

Gren stared, aghast. Rod nodded again. "And there are

other things they can nake it do—tots of other things. Think
of any job, darling, and the odds are these fol k have figured
out a way to rmake electricity do it."

"Caring for others," said the nother, imediately.

Rod sat still for a nmonent, just staring at her.
Then he snmiled, and reached out to take her hand. "O
course. | should have known you'd think of the one thing

they can't do. Ch, don't get ne wong—they do have

machi nes that can take care of people's bodies-~ all their
physi cal needs; Electricity runs machi nes that can wash

cl ot hes, cook food, clean houses. But to give the feeling
that sonebody cares about you, that another human bei ng

is taking care of you?" He shook his head. "No. They m ght
be able to come up with a convincing illusi on—but

deep inside, everyone knows it's not real. Only people can
really care for people. They haven't invented a substitute
yet."

She gazed into his eyes for a |l ong nonent—and hers
were filled with excitenment, but warned with her prine
preoccupati on —hi m

Maybe that was why her eyes were so nesnerizing. They
seenmed to fill Rod's whole field of view, inviting, crav-
ing ... "I remenber the story about the nonkey and the
pyt hon," he said softly.

"In truth?" she nurnured.
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"Yeah. | just can't figure out which one I am.."

A shaggy figure noved into his range of vision, far away.
Rod stared, stiffening. "Wio's that, who just cane in the
door ?"

Gren heaved a martyred sigh and turned to | ook. "The
soldier with the thatch of brown hair?" Her eyes wi dened.
"My lord! It cannot be!"

"Wy not? We know he's a tine traveller.—-and don't
tell me there ain't no such thing, when | am one!"

"1 woul d not have dreaned of it. But how doth he come
to be here?"

Rod shrugged. "As good a place as any, | expect. After
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all, he resigned as Viceroy of Beastland two years ago."
"Aye, though Tuan cried he still had need of him"

"Yeah, that was really fun news for the Viceroy-elect.
Too bad it didn't reach his ears.”

"How could it?" Gamen asked. "He had quite sinply

di sappeared. "

The goblin face was scanning the roomslowy, a nassive

frown of its beetling brows. It saw Rod and broke into a
grin. Then its owner was hurrying across the room hand

outstretched. "M lord!"
Hal f the roomturned to | ook, and Rod thought fast to

cover. He plastered on a grin of his own and rose to the
occasion to grasp the proffered hand. "My lord, Yorick!"

he echoed. "It's good to see you!"

The rest of the patrons turned back to their beers with
di sgruntled nmutters—no nobility, just profanity.

Rod sl apped Yorick's shoul der and nodded toward a chair.
"Sit down! Have a beer! Tell us what you're doing here!"

"Way, thank you! Don't mind if |I do." The caveman
pulled up a chair. "I'lIl bet you're surprised to see ne here."

Rod sat down slowy to give hinself a chance to recover
Then he smiled. "Wll, yes, now that you mention it. |
mean, this is a good five hundred years before you disap-
peared." He frowned at a sudden thought. "On the other
hand, it's about forty thousand years since your whol e spe-
cies died off."

Yorick nodded. "So why not here, as well as there?"
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"Aye, wherefore?" Gaen cocked her head to the side.
"How does it come that thou'rt in this place?"

"Wth difficulty," Yorick answered, "quite a bit of it. |
mean, when you didn't come back that night, your Kkids got
wor ri ed—but Puck managed to get 'emall to bed and to

sl eep, anyway. Wen you hadn't shown up by m d-nomn ng,

t hough, even he got worried—so he told his boss.™

Inwardly, Rod quailed. Brom O Berin, in addition to
bei ng King of the Elves, was al so Gaxen's father—though
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nobody knew about it except hinself and Rod. If Brom had
found out his daughter was mssing, it was amazing that he
didn't have the whole elfin arny in this tavern, instead of
one addl epat ed Neandert hal

Gren smiled. "And Brom did order the hue and cry?"

Yorick nodded. "Sent out a scout party of elves. Wth a
hundred or so of the little blighters going at it, they picked
up your trail in no tine. They tracked you to a little pond,
where they found sone pretty clear signs of a fight that
seenmed to end with a couple of bodies being dragged somne-

pl ace, and just disappearing."”

Rod smiled, with sour satisfaction. "Nice to know the
Futurian boys hadn't had sense enough to erase their tracks.
Over confi dence works wonders. "

"No, they did erase "em" Yorick turned toward Rod.

"Strai ghtened up the grass, and everything. Can you bl ane
"emif they didn't stop to think how good elves are at
tracki ng?"

"Quite unfair," Gamen agreed.

Yorick nodded. "I swear a fly couldn't |land on a bl ade
of grass without them being able to tell it."

Rod renenbered how i nsistent Puck was about sipping

only fromthe flowers where the wild bee sucked—after

the bee had left, of course. "That's fantastic. But how d
they figure out where we'd di sappeared to?"

"The tracks just |ooked too nuch like the ones you |eft
the last tine you vanished into thin air."

Rod nodded, remenbering their involuntary trip to Tir
Chlis. "I always keep underestimating Brom Wat'd he do
about it?"

"Same thing as last tine—alled ne."

Rod frowned. "But you had di sappeared, too.

Yorick shrugged. "So he told Korig. You remenber him
the big guy with the heavy jaw?"

"Your deputy." Rod nodded. "He knew how to get a hold
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of you?"
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"Ch, you just bet he did! Didn't think I'd | eave the poor
guy conpletely on his own, did you? I nmean, what woul d
happen if SPITE or VETO tried to nake trouble in the

Neandert hal col ony agai n?"
"The Futurian time-travel departnents." Rod nodded,

and made a nmental note that there was still a time machine
in Beastland. One belonging to GRIPE, the denocrats' tine-
travel conpany—but a time machi ne nonet hel ess. M ght

conme in handy, sone tine. "So Korig called you?"

Yorick nodded. "And 1 called Doc Angus. Actually, Doc
got the nessage first; | wasn't in at the tinme. Alittle problem
with King Louis the Bald trying to becone a despot."

"What' d you do about it?... NO Strike that! Let's stay
with the business at hand."

Yorick shrugged. "Any way you want. So Doc Angus

did alittle research.™

Rod renmenbered his fleeting glinpse of the white-nmaned,
hawk- nosed, deforned little scientist—the head of GRI PE
"What ki nd of research?"

"He cane, he saw-and he figured you'd been con-

quered. At |east |ong enough to kidnap you. O course, you
coul d have been dead—but Doc likes to ook on the bright
side. So he assuned you'd been abducted back into the

past."

Rod frowned. "Wy not the future? O an alternate uni-
verse?"

"Or even just a matter-transmtter." Yorick shrugged.

"Al'l possible, but he checked out the tine nmachi ne hy-
pot hesis first, since that was the easiest for him"

Rod shook his head slowy, staring. "He had ei ght thou-
sand years of human history to cover, not to nmention a good
hundred t housand of pre-history—and, for all he knew, a
billion years or so before that! How d he do it?"

Yorick shrugged. "Sinple. He just told his agents, al
up and down the tinme-line, to be on the | ookout for the two
of you—and sure enough, we just happen to have an agent
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here on Wl mar, and he'd noticed that a pack of Wl nen
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had chased in a couple of greenhorns in Tudor costunes.

So he called for help right anay—and as soon as | was
done with that French job. Doc sent me to this tinme-Iocus.
So here | am™"

"Whoa." Rod held up a hand. "One problemat a tine

here. First—here? Wl mar? This insignificant little planet,
out in the Marches? Wiy would Dr. MAran go to the

trouble of putting an agent here?"

"Because it's pivotal to the rebirth of denocracy," Yorick
expl ai ned. "General Shacklar knows that the only way for
anybody to survive on this planet is to get the Wl nen and
the col oni sts working together."

"I'd begun to get an inkling of that." Rod nodded. "Cet-
ting two groups of people who're so different to |live peace-
fully—that's an anmazi ng acconpl i shment."

"Especially considering that they were at each other's
throats only about ten years ago."

Rod and Gaen both stared.

Yorick nodded. "Ch yes, mlord. It was all-out war, and
very bl oody, too. It went on for a dozen years before Shack-
| ar came, without the slightest trace of nercy on either side."

"How d he manage to stop it?"'

"Wel |, he had an advantage." Yorick shrugged. "Both

sides were heartily sick of it. All he had to do was find
them a good excuse, and they were both ready to stop
shooting. O course, he didn't try to get themto |lay down
their weapons—that woul d've been asking too much."

Gren frowned. "Then this war could begin anew, at a
monent's notice."

Yorick nodded. "All that prevents it is the system Shack-
lar's worked out for resolving disputes.”

"Yeah—we kind of had a taste of that earlier today."
Rod exchanged gl ances with Gaen. "It does seem ki nd of
fragile, though.”

"Definitely. Shacklar still has a long way to go before
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both sides are safe fromeach other. He's got to weld them
together into a single political entity, fully equal, and re-
specting each other."

"Dot h he nean that Wl nen and sol diers both, nust have
common courts of justice?"
"Well, having themjoin together in a single judiciary

woul d certainly help." Rod pursed his lips. "But he'd al so
need sone way of making themjoin in a single |egislative
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body. "
Gren frowned. "What nean these words, m |l ord?"

"That's right, you're a loyal subject of Their Mjes-
ties ... Well, dear, it's possible for people to make their own

| aws.
"Thou dost not say it!"

"Ch, but | do. O course, you have to be sure ahead of
time that everybody will agree to those laws, or they'll be

awfully hard to enforce.”

""No prince may govern w thout the consent of the gov-
erned,'" Yorick quoted.

Rod threw hima glance of irritation. "Thank you. N ck
Machi avel I'i . "

"He wasn't so bad a guy. Just trying to be realistic, that's

all.
"Ch? When was the last tine you tal ked to hinP"
Yorick opened his nmouth to answer.

"NO | don't want to know " Rod held up a palm "Well
dear, the best way to nake sure the people won't object to
any new laws is to have them choose their own | awrakers."

Gnen just stared at him

"It's possible,"” Yorick murmured. "I know it sounds far-
fetched, but it's possible."

Grven turned to him "Didst thou, then, have to becone
thus accustomed to such strangeness?"

"Who, ne?" The Neanderthal spread his hands. "My
peopl e didn't even have | aws. Everybody just sort of agreed
on everything...."
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"So, then." Gmen turned back to Rod. "This planet hath
no king."

Rod shook his head. "Just GCeneral Shacklar, on the col -
onists' side. | assune the Wl nen have sone kind of a

| eader, too—but | don't think they've decided to get roya
about it yet."

"Yet they do govern thensel ves?"

"Well, that's what Shacklar's working on. But it's been
done in other places—quite a few of them Basically, they
choose their own king—but all he gets to do is carry out
the | awrakers' decisions. He doesn't even get to judge
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peopl e charged of crinmes, or resolve disputes. There's a
system of courts and judges for that."

"So, then." Gmen gazed off into space, and Rod coul d

hear her thoughts—a train of logic tripping over bit by bit
in along chain. "Before it could |l ead to revolution," she
sai d gently.

"Yes, dear. That's what I'mtrying to bring about on
G amarye. "

She stared, and he saw understandi ng cone into her eyes.
"Thou dost take long enow in the doing of it!"

"Have to." Rod shook his head. "There's no shortcut. It

has to devel op out of the people thenselves, or it won't

|l ast. There're a thousand different ways of doing it, one for
each society that has devel oped sel f-gover nnent -because

it has to grow, like atree. It can't be grafted onto a people.”

"The grafts never take," Yorick murnured.

"Or they take graft, but that happens in every system
when it starts to die. In fact, that's part of what kills it."

"But we're in at the beginning." Yorick grinned. "It can't
be corrupted yet, because it hasn't quite begun.”

"Amazi ng how much Shackl ar has done, though." Rod
turned to the Neanderthal. "How s he going to wield them
into one conplete political unit?" "

"How d he do this nmuch?" Yorick shrugged. "Sorry, M-

jor—+ didn't have tinme for a full briefing; | had to just grab
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what few facts | could, before | junped into the tine ma-

chine. But he will manage it, say our boys fromup the
time-line, if we can fight off the SPITE and VETO agents
who're trying to do himin, and his systemwith him"

Rod stared. The Society for the Prevention of Integration
of Telepathic Entities was the Anarchists' time-travel de-
partnent, as the Vigilant Externinators of Telepathic O -
gani sms was the Totalitarians'. The two of them were the
banes of his existence on Ganmarye. "They're after him

too?"

"Sure. Your world isn't the only one that's crucial to the
future of denobcracy, mlord."

"But why is Wl mar so important?”

"Mostly because it's one of the few pockets of denocracy
that's going to keep going all through the PEST centuries;

at least it'll keep the idea alive. But al so because it's going
to be the headquarters for the educational effort."

Rod stared. Then he closed his eyes, gave his head a
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qui ck shake, and | ooked agai n.

Yorick nodded. "That's why we have to have an agent
stationed here—+o make sure the SPI TE and VETO boys
don't get to sabotage Shacklar's system”

"You bet you have to!"

"Yet an there be one of thy folk here," said Gaen, "where-
fore can he not care for us?"
"Who said it was a he?"

"Why..." Gmen | ooked at Rod. "I would ha' thought..."
Yorick shook his head. "All we ask is that an agent be

capable.”
"Then thine agent here is fenale?"

"Now, | didn't say that." Yorick held up a palm "And
I'"mnot about to, either. The whole point is that our agent
has managed to establish a very good cover, and we don't
want to blowit. Stop and think about it—ean you figure

out who it is?"

Rod stared at the ape-man for a nonent, then shook his
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head. "You're right—+ can't."

Gren turned to gaze about them her eyes |osing focus.

"Uh-uh, mlady!" Yorick wagged a forefinger at her. "No

fair reading mnds. It's better for us all if you don't know
who it is! After all, what you don't know, you can't |et
slip.”

"So they sent in a special agent,"” Rod said, "you. After
all, if your cover's blown, it won't be any nmjor tragedy."

"I wasn't planning to use it again, anyway." Yorick nod-
ded.

"Thus thou'rt come in aiding us to return to our hone!"

Yorick kept nodding. "Going to try, anyway. |'ve got a

ti me-beacon with ne. All | have to do is push the button,
and it'll send a teeny ripple going through the time-stream
When that ripple hits the receiver in Doc Angus' head-
quarters, he'll know exactly when and where we are, so

he'll be able to shoot us all the spare parts for nmaking a
time machine. And I'Il put themtogether, press the button—
and voila! You'll be hone!"

Rod frowned. "But why can't he just press a button and
pi ck us up? 1 nmean, he shot you here without a tinme machine
to receive you, didn't he?"

"Yeah, but it doesn't work both ways." Yorick shrugged.
"Don't ask me why—+'mjust the bullet. | don't understand
the gun, mlord."
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"Uh, can the '"mlord business." Rod darted nervous
gl ances around the room "I don't think they'd understand
it here."

"Suits." Yorick shrugged again. "Wat do you want mne
to call you?"

"How about, uh—major?" They'd recognize that, and
it's legit; I"'mjust not in the sane arny, that's all."

"Any way you want it. Mjor."

"Thanks." Rod hunched forward, frowning. "Now, about
time-travel. Why does it only work one way?"

"l said not to ask ne that!" Yorick wi nced. "What do |
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know? |'mjust a dunmb caveman. But | think it's sorta |ike—
well, you can throw a spear, but you can't make it fly back

to you. Understand?"

"You can tie a rope to it." Rod renenbered readi ng every
ot her chapter of Mby D ck.

"A rope five hundred years long? Gets a little weak in
the mddle. Major. And five hundred is a short haul, where

| come from"

Rod felt an attack of stubbornness coming on. "It should
be possible, though."

"Ckay, so maybe it is, but Doc Angus just hasn't figured
out howto do it yet. And | get the inpression that no one
ever will."

"Watch out for the absolutes.” Rod raised a cautioning
finger. "The boys up the tine-line mght just not have told
you yet."

"Possible," Yorick admitted, "but not probable. W're

both fighting the sane enem es—and if SPI TE saw a chance
to get the junp on VETO vyou can bet they'd leap at it—
especially a jump like that! And if the VETO boys thought
they could get an edge on SPITE, they'd grab it, too."

"And they would both rejoice to gain advantage over thy
GRI PE," OGmen added.

"Ch, you betcha, lady!"

"Well, | guess we all have to take McAran's word for
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it." Rod pushed back his chair and stood up. "M ght as well
get noving on it, eh? It's going to be kind of hard, trying
to find a place in this colony where we can be alone for a

coupl e of hours.”

"Well, nore like sixteen, really." Yorick stood up, too.

"It takes a little time, getting the conponents through. Not
to nention putting themtogether." He turned to Gnen. "If

you'll excuse us, mlady..."

"Nay, | will not." Gaen was already coning around the

tabl e. "Whither mne husband goeth, | go.

"Ch, Don't think | can take care of myself yet, eh?" Rod
grinned. "Or don't you trust me out of your sight?"
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"Somewhat of both, mayhap." Gwmen tucked her arm
through his. "Yet whate' er the cause, thou shalt not |eave
me. Lead on. Master Yorick."

"Any way you want it, mlady." The ape-man |aid sone
IDE bills on the table and turned to the door.

Rod eyed the nbney with appreciation. "You do cone
prepared, don't you?"

"Huh?" Yorick turned back and saw where Rod was
| ooki ng. "Ch! Just the basic survival kit. Mjor. W have
one ready for every tine and cline."

Rod turned away to the door with him "Y' know, it's

kind of funny that this outlying planet would still use |IDE
paper noney, even after the government that printed it has
died."

"Why? It's not really paper, y' know, it's a very tough

plastic. It'lIl last forever—er a couple of centuries, at least."
"Well, yeah, but it doesn't have any value in itself. It's

only as good as the governnent that printed it."

"Yeah, but it still works just fine. if everybody believes
init—and they do. Helps that it's based on energy—their
basic nonetary unit was the BTU. So many BTUs equal a
kwaher —a kil owatt-hour—and so nmany kwahers equal a

therm So the noney supply only gets increased when there's
more energy available within the interplanetary system as

a whole."

"Yeah, if the government doesn't rev up the printers!”

"Ah, but the governnent doesn't exist anynore." Yorick
held up a finger. "It can't inflate the currency now. "

"Nice bit of irony." Rod smiled. "The IDE's currency is
more sound now that the governnent that made it has dis-
appeared, than it was while that governnment was alive and
ki cking."
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"Mostly kicking, at |east toward the end. | mean, they
were even doing everything they could to bump"off Cholly,
over there, just because he cane up with sone wild theo-
ries."

"Chol ly?" Rod turned to stare at the barkeeper. "M . N ce
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@uy hinsel f? Wiy would the IDE want to kill himoff?"

"Well, not the IDE, really—ust the LORDS, the ma-

jority party that engineered the big coup d etat, and set up
the Proletarian Eclectic State of Terra."

"Before they even came to power?"

Yorick nodded. "And SPI TE and VETO are still trying

to finish the job. That's one of our agent's main jobs—
protecting Cholly and his establishnent.”

"What's so inportant about a tavern?"

"Ch, the tavern's just a front. His real establishment is
just an idea and a nethod, with a set of tried-and-true tech-
ni ques. People who need a reason for living take his nethod
and go out and do the sane kind of work, all on their own."
Yorick grinned. "Drives PEST crazy. They keep trying to

find out how his organi zati on wor ks—who gi ves the orders,
and how they're transmtted—but there isn't any organi-
zation! Just ideas..."

"Sounds fabul ous. Wat's his real work?"
"Mass education—w thout the masses realizing they're
bei ng educated. Cholly is Charles T. Barman, Major."

Rod froze, staring at the cheery tavenkeeper. "That!?!
That is the man who created the educational systemthat
gave birth to the Decentralized Denocratic Tribunal ?"

"Yeah, but he's only just now doing the creating, so the

DDT's very vulnerable right at this tinme-locus, five centuries
before it'll be bom If anything happens to Cholly, the DDT
"revolution' mght never happen. You see why we don't

want to conpronise our agent here. Don't stare, Mjor—

it makes you conspi cuous. Shall we go?"

"Uh—yeah." Rod turned away, feeling nunb. "Yeah,
sure. Let's go."
"Nar, let's not," runbled the sergeant.

He wasn't all that big himself, but the troops behind him
filled the doorway. Rod stared, shocked—t was the slob
fromthe Wall that norning. Thal er's buddy. But he'd gone
through a conpl et e netanorphosis, and nmaybe even a
shower. Hi s uniformwas neat and crisp, his cheeks were
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shaven, and his hair was conbed. "Anmazing," he nur-
mur ed.
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Behi nd the bar, Cholly | ooked up and saw. "Here, now "

he cried, and the whole tavern fell silent. "We'Ill have no
viol ence in this house!"

"That's up to him" the forner slob grow ed. "Cone

along to the General nice and peaceabl elike, and there won't
be no trouble.”

Rod frowned. "The General ?"

"Aye. You're under arrest."

Rod stood very still. The sergeant grinned

"Not quite what | had in mnd," Yorick nmuttered

"Wherefore are we arrested?” Gaen asked.

The sergeant shrugged. "That's for the general to say.

Are you com ng peaceably, or not?" The glint in his eye
sai d he hoped "not."

Rod sighed and capitulated. "Sure. | always cooperate
with the authorities.”

"Wel |, alnpst always," Yorick nuttered

"Converse with the General was enjoyable," Gmen agreed.

Behi nd her, nost of the soldiers' faces broke into slow,
sly grins.

"A wonman can't say anything around here without being
suspect," Rod sighed. "O course, they didn't stop to think
what kind of a woman woul d find a masochistic general to

be pl easant conpany."

The grins vani shed; the soldiers stared in horror.
Rod nodded, satisfied. "I don't think you'll have any

troubl e around here, dear. Now we can go."

They might have been the dregs of military society, but
they marched very nicely—all the way down the street,

into the headquarters building. They canme to a halt while

t he sergeant knocked on Shackl ar's door, and' "the recep-
tionist (human—t was a frontier planet; and nal e—+t was

a mlitary prison) officially told himhe could enter. Then
they marched right into the office, and came to a stanping
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halt in front of Shacklar's desk
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The General |ooked up fromhis paperwork and snil ed
warmy. "Very good. Sergeant." He saluted. "Dismssed."

The ex-slob stared. "But, Ceneral... these people,
they're..."

"Very pl easant conversationalists," the General assured
him "I've spoken with themalready this nobrning. |'msure
there won't be any probl emespecially with the Chief

Chi ef available." He nodded toward a purple Wl nman who

st ood beside his desk

The sergeant | ooked the Wl man up and down, and did
not seemassured. "If'n it's all the same to you, sir...

"But I'mafraid it's not." Shacklar's tone was crisp, but
polite. "That will be all. Sergeant. | thank you for your
concern.”

The sergeant and all his troops eyed the Wl man, Rod,

and Yorick warily—and Gwen alnmost with alarm But the
sergeant barked, "About/are/ For'ard harch!" dutifully. The
squad pivoted with a multiple stanp, and marched out. The
sergeant lingered in the doorway for One nore gl ower, but
Shackl ar nmet his gaze, and the nman turned and di sappeared.

On the other hand, he didn't cl ose the door.

Shackl ar ignored it. He turned to the Gall owgl asses,

beam ng. "A pleasure to see you again. Master Gall owgl ass,
M stress Gl lowglass." He turned an inquiring glance to
Yorick. "I don't believe |I've had the pl easure?"

Rod gestured toward the ape-man. "Ch, this is..."

But Yorick cut himoff. "Ander Thai, General. But | used
to be a comic actor with a two-bit rep company, so they
call me..."

"... Yorick," Rod finished. He swall owed. "Unh, Gen-
eral —-has it occurred to you that you mght be in a rather
danger ous position?"

"Qut nunbered, you nean? And both of you with weap-

ons?" Shackl ar nodded. "I'maware of it, yes."
"I't... doesn't bother you."
"Not particularly. I"'mtrusting to your honor, old boy."

Rod stared. Then he said, just by way of information,
"You're a fool, you know. "

"I"'maware of that, too." Shacklar smled up at him
Yorick | ocked gl ances with Rod, and his thoughts were
loud. This man is vital to the future of denocracy, Mjor.

If you so nuch as lay a finger on him.. At which point
the mental signal deteriorated into some rather gruesome
gr aphi cs.

Not that Rod needed the urging. He gazed at Shacklar's
warm open countenance, and sighed. "I never kill fools
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before dinner-time; it's bad for the digestion." Ruefully, he
was remenbering a few occasi ons when he' d played the

sane ganbit hinself; but it had worked, he had gai ned
trust. ..

and it was working again, now.
Shackl ar wasn't the only fool in the room he decided.
A faint smle touched the coners of the General's nouth;

he rel axed. "I don't believe you' ve net this gentl eman—
Chi ef Hwun, of the Purple tribe—and accl ai med as Chi ef
of all the Wl man tribes.”

"No, | don't believe |I've had the pleasure."” Rod tried to
renenber how the sal ute went—erossed arns, fingers
touchi ng the shoul ders..

Before he could try it, the big Wl man said, "Them do-
umit—his man and worman in-um funny cl othes."

Rod st ared.
Then he said, "Not nmuch on courtesy, is he?"

"Uh— Yorick glanced about, then at the General. "I
know it's none of ny business, but... what does the Chief
think M.. M. Gallowglass did?"

Rod caught the near slip, and gave Yorick points; he'd
realized the hazards of having Shackl ar think he night be
entitled to give Rod orders. "Wy, trespassing® of course,
on Wl man | and." He turned back to Shacklar. "But we
cleared that up a couple of hours ago."

"Wel |, yes—but the Chief's now charging you with an
addi tional transgression."
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Rod frowned. "lIsn't that 'double jeopardy,' or sone-

t hi ng?"

"Not at all, since it's a crime you weren't charged with
before. ™

"What crime?"
"Murder."

Rod set a nug of ale down in front of Gaen, then turned
back to the bar. "Two of whatever passes for whiskey here.

Doubl es. "

"Done." Cholly thunped two heavy gl asses down on the
bar, and upended a bottle of vaguely brownish fluid over
them "So he let you | oose on your own recogni zance?"

"Yeah." Rod shrugged. "W just prom sed not to kil
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anybody before dawn tonorrow, and he said, 'Excellent.
Wiy don't you have a | ook around the town, while you're
here?' ... That's enough!"

"As you will." Cholly waited a second | onger, till the
browni sh fluid was alnmost up to the rins, then set the bottle
down. "Yer trial's tonorrow at sunrise, then?"

"If you can call it that." Rod frowned. "Isn't that a little
| enient, for a couple of suspected rurderers?"

Cholly nodded. "Even here. |'d guess the General doesn't

think you're guilty."

Rod nodded. "Is he hoping we'll escape, or sonething?"
"Where to?"
"A good point." Rod pursed his lips. "So we're just

supposed to relax and enjoy life, huh?"

"That —er find evidence to clear yourselves. Hard to do
that inside a cell. yer know"

Rod frowned. "It is, now that you nention it. W were
pl anning to do sonething of that sort, anyway."

"Well, then." Cholly beamed. "The General knows his
man, don't he? Let me know where | can help."

"Thanks. W will." Rod turned back to the table, set one
of the glasses down in front of Yorick, sat hinself down
across from Gwven, and took a hefty swallow. Then he sat
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very still for a fewmnutes, waiting till the top of his head
settled back on and the room canme back into focus. Wen

it did, he exhaled sharply. "Wat do they make that out

of ?"

"Sonet hi ng al nost conpatible with Terran bi ochenistry,
I"msure." Yorick |ooked a little defocused hinself.

Rod took a deep breath, then a very cautious sip. He set
the gl ass down gingerly, exhaled carefully, and sat back
"Now " He | ooked from Yorick to Gmen and back. "You

were both there; you heard everything | did. Wat was al
t hat about ?"

Gren shrugged. "We chanced to be in a position suspect
at a time when a nman was slain, ny lord."

"Yeah, but | highly doubt we were anywhere near this
"Sun-Greeting Place,' or whatever it is. Also, | don't believe
in coincidences, especially not when they're so convenient."

Gren frowned. "In what way dost thou think them op-
portune?"

"For our enemes."

"I''"ll drink to that." Yorick lifted his nug, also his glass.

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (45 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

"You'll drink to anything." But Rod clinked gl asses with
him anyway. "Here's to the eneny—nmay he be con-
f ounded. "

"Whoever he is." Yorick drank, then set his glass down
and | eaned forward. "But |1'll agree with you. Mjor, sorme-
body's definitely out to get you."

Rod stared. "Wen did | say that?"

"On our way fromthe castle,"” Gmen expl ai ned.

"Ch." Rod frowned. "Yeah, | did say sonething of the
sort then, didn't 1?"

"Does he get this way often?"

"OFf 'n" on," Rod answered; but Gamen assured Yorick,
"*Tis only when matters of great nonent preoccupy him™"

"Ch." Yorick turned back to Rod. "Is that when you get
par anoi d, too?"

Gren frowned. "What is the nmeaning of that word?"

"Suspi ci ous," Rod explained. "He nmeans that | feel as
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t hough everybody's out to get me."

"Ch!" Gmen turned back to Yorick. "Nay; he is always
in that condition."

"But this tine, he's right."
They turned in surprise; that voice hadn't been one of

theirs.
The newconer was sl ender, and wore the sane uniform

as all the other troopers, but she made it look totally fem
inine. It couldn't have been deliberate: her blond hair was
shorter than nost of the nen's, cropped cl ose and show ng
her ears; but there was sonmething in its styling, sonething
about the way she held herself, sonething in the delicacy

of her features that made her very clearly female.

"That's a professional opinion," she added. "They're out
to get you."

"Who?" Rod demanded; but Yorick said, softly, "What
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pr of essi on?"

"Secret agent," she snapped, "spy." And to Rod, "You

should be able to say better than | can. Who' d rather see

you dead than alive? Not that it matters much; on this planet,
anybody who's getting hassled is nmy friend."

Rod just stared at her, but Gaen pushed a chair out. "Sit,
an it please thee."

The wonman sat, scowing. "You ve got a funny way of

tal king."

Rod said, "I hate to be blunt, but-who are you?"

"I''"'m Chonoi Shershay—and you'd better hear the whole

of it. | was a government spy, up until about five years
ago. "

"Five years." Rod frowned. "That was just about the

time of the PEST coup, if | remenber..." He managed to

bite off the sentence just before he said, " my history
rightly."
"Yeah." Chonpi nodded. "I was a secret agent for the

LORDS party, digging up information for them and hel pi ng
set up assassinations on sone of their nore outspoken ene-
mes. | knew | was helping kill people, but | never saw it

happen, so it didn't bother ne nmuch. | didn't think it would,
either." Her face | ost expression. "But after the coup, |
suddenly found out | was part of the secret police, and the
bosses ordered ny squad to go hunt down a professor." Her
mouth twisted. "He was a gentle old duffer, quiet and hum
bl e, and you could see fromhis house that he and his wife
took good care of each other. We yanked himout of bed in
the mddle of the night, and kicked himout of his house
into a darkened floater—and he was terrified, scared stiff
but he never blaned us. Not a curse, not a word of anger,
just stared at us with those wide, frightened eyes that knew,
and understood..." She shuddered. "So they laid into him
harder, of course. Even on the way to HQ they were work-

ing himover. It was cruel, vicious beating until he was out
cold. I was lucky—+ only had to drive. But | still had to
hear it....

"Then we | anded on top of Base Building, and | had to

help carry himinside. H s face was so bl oody and swol |l en
that | wouldn't have recognized him W laid himout on

the table, ready for the sadists." Her face worked, then was
still. "Ch, they try to pretty it up by calling it '"interrogation,'
but it's still just plain torture. They clip electrodes on to
them instead of thunbscrews, but agony is agony. | didn't
have to stay and watch it, but | felt soiled and debased
anyway, as though |'d been turned into sonmething |ess than
human. They told nme | could go back to quarters, but |

went straight to the Boss, and told him | quit.

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (47 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

"He sat back in that plastic-walled office behind his stain-
| ess steel desk, and just |aughed at me. Then he said, 'You
can't quit the Secret Security, Shershay. The only way you

go out, is feet-first.' "It's a deal,' | said, and | slanmed out
of his office. But | headed for the portal as fast as | could
wal k. 1 didn't run—that woul d have been adverti si ng—but

I wal ked very fast. He was as good as his word, though; I
saw a gunman running to intercept me as | canme in sight

of the main portal. | just kept going while he pulled up and
aimed at ne, then | jerked to the side at the | ast second.
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He wasted time trying to track ne with the gun, then he
squeezed of f a shot, but the bolt didn't come anywhere near

me. | lashed out with a kick, and caught himright under
the chin with ny heel. H s head snapped back, and some-
thing made a cracking sound, but | |anded on the other side

of his body, and | |anded running. Ri ght out the door."

She paused for breath, trenmbling, and Yorick said softly,
"How far did you get?"

"About a kil onmeter. Because there was a courier in a

floater, just comng in. 1 kicked himout at gunpoint and

took off—but 1 just went over the parapet, and down into

the city, before they could get an intercepter after nme. | was
in the Ad Towmn—the part where the streets go this way

and t hat—erganic, yoO know? | ducked in there, and was

gone. "
"You knew better than to stay there, though," Rod said

softly.

"OfF course." Chornoi shrugged. "Not that it made mnuch

di fference. They had the cordon out by dawn, and a SecSec
force behind ne, tracking. | stepped up to a food-counter,
to put down a bowl of soy-neal —and when 1 cane out,

they junped ne."

"Hard?" Yorick asked.
Chonoi glared at him "Very."

She turned to Rod. "But 1 healed. Oh, | was still bleeding
here and there when they hauled ne up in front of the
judge—that was only a couple of hours later. And, of course,
SecSec had six witnesses who swore they'd seen ne kil

that gunman; they'd never been anywhere near him of

course. | think one of themhad watched it on a security
moni tor, though. Wiich didn't matter, 'cause they played
the recordi ng—and the judge said, 'Re-formher.""
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Gren frowned, not understandi ng; but Rod pal ed. "They
were going to wipe your brain and install a new personal -
ity?"

Chonpi nodded. "And if | didn't |live, what difference

did it make? But | didn't even get that far. They sl ammed

me into the floater, to go to the re-formcenter—but we
never even lifted. There was a courier there, with a docu-
ment. Seens the whole tine |'d been in front of the judge,
SecSec had been going to the Secretary -Ceneral, convincing
himthat secret police were mlitary personnel —so they
didn't bother re-formng; they just |oaded ne into a convict
barge, and shipped us all out to Wl nar." Her nouth tight-
ened. "It wasn't a pleasant trip. It lasted two weeks, and
only three of us convicts were wonen. The rest of the
soldiers tried to take turns on us." She glared at Rod. "But
three is just enough to guard each other's backs. After we
killed a couple, they held off. They tried to get the ship's
brass to tie us down, but they told us they just steered the
damm thing and nmade it go; we convicts were each other's
probl ens. " She shivered. "W had to take turns sl eeping,

but we got here intact."

"And here?" Gmen's eyes were huge.

Chonoi shrugged. "It's a little easier now Oh, the other
two—when they found out how nmuch they coul d rmake,

once the convicts were getting paychecks agai n—+they set
up shop. They own their own houses now, and each of them
is richer than any man on the planet."

Gren was pal e now, and her hand trenbled as she lifted
her glass, then put it down. "Yet thou didst not—-how didst
thou say it..."

"CGo into business." Chompbi nodded, eyes glittering. "But

I had to fight "emoff every day, at first—+two or three in
any twenty-four hours, till | got a reputation. Now it's just
two or three a week. The ones who survive out here are

smart, though—they back off when it starts getting dan-
gerous, so |'ve never had to kill one."

"Yet do they not cone at thee in conpany?"~Gmen whis-
per ed.

"That's why | was sitting back there." Chonoi jerked
her head toward a table in a back conmer. "I can see the
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door, and the whole room but nobody can cone at me from
behi nd. They haven't tried, though.” She took a sip of her
ale, but grimaced as though it were bitter. "CGotta say that
much for mal e chauvini smwhen there're so few of us,

each one is pretty precious. Any one of them m ght cone

at me by hinself, but he doesn't want any of his mates to
see himtrying."
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"They'd string himup by his toes," Yorick said quietly.

"Probably for target practice.'
himthan nme."

Chonoi shrugged. "Better

She lifted her nug for a long swallow, then slamed it

down. "So, there you have it. | can't wal k through this burg
wi thout getting razzed, so anybody who's getting hassl ed,
I"'mon their side. Especially wonen." She nodded to Gnen.
"And | think | can trust your nan, because he's with you—
so why woul d he want nme?" Her nouth twisted in self-
contenpt. "Ch, don't give nme that synpathetic | ook! | know
I"ma hot enough item" She turned and gl owered at Rod.
"Maybe too hot. | want to get off this planet, so badly that
I can't think of anything el se—and you fol ks haven't been
here before, which neans you haven't been sentenced; so

you mght get to | eave. You might be able to spring ne."

Rod frowned. "I thought this was a nmilitary prison
Shackl ar's just the warden. How can he have the authority
to let you go?"

"He can do anythi ng he wants—ow, " Chonpi said,

with a mirthless smle. "PEST cut us off four years ago—
right after I got here, in fact. They claimed trade to the
outlying planets was a | osing proposition—+eal losing, tril-
lions of therms' worth. And a prison planet was all |oss—
it was nuch cheaper to kill the crimnals. So they just
stopped trade. The next freighter in brought us the news."

Rod frowned. "How cone there was a 'next' freighter?
I thought they stopped trade."

"W had a little trade going on our own, with sone of
the other outlying planets—but we had no nore supplies
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comng in fromTerra, no new machi nery or spare parts
The good General - Governor nmade peace with the natives
just in tine."

"Thou canst sustain thy selves?"

Chonoi nodded. "The Wbl nen bring in the food and

fiber, and our men do the m ning and manufacturing. But
the end result is, we're not a prison planet anynore—we're
a colony. And Shacklar's the Governor as well as the Gen-
eral, so he can do anything he damm wel|l pleases with us.
If he wants to |l et us go, we can go—but where to?" She
waved an arm "There's nothing out beyond that Wall but
grass—and Wl nen. "

"He won't let you |l eave the planet?"

"Ch, sure, if he thinks one of us should be allowed to—
and if we can afford it." She shrugged. "He can't give away
free spaceshi ps, you know. "

Rod exchanged gl ances with Yorick. "Well, when the
time comes, we'll find some way to get the cash."

Yorick nodded. "I think the | ady could be useful, Mjor.
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Real useful."

"Vacuum your brain," Chornoi snapped. "I offered to
hel p you, not service you."

"Wasn't even thinking of it,"” Yorick said virtuously. "I
meant know edge-hel p. | know the basics about this planet,
and about PEST..."

Chornoi"s nmouth tw sted. "Wo doesn't?"

"Yeah, but, well, uh—about Wl mar. You've been here
a few years, you know the lay of the land. It always hel ps
to have a local on your side."

Chonoi shrugged. "lI'mas |ocal as they cone around

here. At least | know who's who, and where the bodies are
buri ed—sone of them anyway. And |'ve spent tine with

the Wol men. "

Gren frowned. "How di dst thou cone to that?"

"They | ooked safer than the sol di ers—and they were,
while | was on probation. But probation with each tribe
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gave ne a year to get ny feet under me, and tuck mny
enotions into place." Chonoi shrugged. "Wat can | tel

you? It worked."
"So," Rod nused, "you're willing to hel p—+f we help

you.

"Yeah, if you'll help ne get off the planet."

"I'f we can."

"Well, sure—f you can." Chompi tossed her head im
patiently.

"Of course,” Rod nused, "if we do manage to get off

this planet, you'll make us a marked crew. | mean, PEST
has to have at |east one agent here and if you | eave, he'l
bl ow the whistle. Then you'll have an assassin hot on your

trail before you get past the first light-year."

"l understand that." Chonoi's tone was brittle. "I couldn't
bl ame you if you didn't want to take the chance."

Rod shrugged. "I'mnot too worried about it." Especially
since we're planning to leave via time machine. "After all
there's no danger from assassins as long as we're on Wl -
mar—and w t hout your help, we mght not live to get off

the planet."

Chonoi nodded. "l'd say that's true. You said it your-
sel f—+that Wl man's nurder was too nicely tined. It had
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to be designed to put you and your wi fe behind bars—er
into an early grave."

"W do have enemes," Rod admitted, "and | think they
woul d be nmore interested in the 'early grave' option."

"W will rejoice in thine assistance," Gaen assured.

Chonoi gave her a peculiar |ook, but said, "Thanks,
lady." And to Rod, "So what've we got?"

Rod shrugged. "A Purple corpse." He added a bl eak
smle. "Even though all Purples are present and accounted

for.
Yorick spread his hands. "That's about all the information
we have. Not exactly what you'd call a lot."

"Nowher e near enough," Chonoi agreed. "W've got to
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| earn nore before we can make any guesses about who really
didit."

Yorick | eaned back, fingers |aced across his belly, thunbs
twiddling. "Well, you're the |ocal expert. Tell us—where
do we get nore information?"

"At the scene of the crine," Chonpi answered.

"Certes, 'tis no great need," Gmen protested. "Thou hast
affairs of thine own to be about."

Maybe it was the word "affairs" that nmade the young

private redouble his efforts. "Aw, cone on, Ma'am |'m
from Braxa! W used to nmake our own broons there, all

the tinme." He gave her a quick grin over his shoul der. "How
el se'd our mamas keep the houses cl ean?" He turned back

to Grven's broonstick. "See, it's just this little rope here
that's come untied. Al it needs is a proper square knot.
Now, you just put your finger on it, right there..."

Grven did. OF course, that necessitated bendi ng over, and
swayi ng closer to the young man. He swal | owed hard, and
gave the knot a jerk that al nost broke the cord.

Behi nd his back. Rod was tossing a |loop of rope up to

catch around one of the inch-thick spikes that studded the

top of the Wall, and beckoni ng. Chornoi clanbered up it,

hand over hand, with Yorick right behind her. Rod cane

| ast, and tossed the rope over the far side of the Wall. Yorick
slipped down first, then Chornoi. Rod gl owered down at

the young sentry's back, then turned to | eap, catch the rope,
and glide down. He | anded lightly, and Chornoi stared.

"How did you do that? Wthout breaking your arches, |

mean. "

"Practice," Yorick grunted. "Cone on, let's get out of
here." He bolted across the open stretch of brightly-lit |and,
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into the shadow of a copse fifty feet away. No al arns went
of f; the sentry was | ooking at something el se at the-nonent.
Rod held his breath, feeling the jealousy clinb up to con-
sunme him Then a whisper and a rustle, and he whirled
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about to see Gaen gliding in for a | anding on her broom
sti ck.

Chonoi turned around, did a double take. "How did you
get here?"

"I trust that young man will count hinself anply repaid

for his kindness." Rod snapped.

"Husband, | prithee.”" Gmven laid a gentle hand on his
forearm "What choice was there? He'd ne'er ha' trusted

Denpi sel | e Chonoi . "

"True enough." Rod clipped off the words. "May | con-
gratul ate you on a successful flirtation—+ nean, diversion.
And 1'Il cut out that kid's liver and lights if | ever bunp

into himagain."

"Truly, husband, 'tis unworthy of thee." Gaen's eyes
were large with reproach. "Be mindful that the |ad spoke
to a Ganmarye witch, and, noreover, one who can cast

t houghts and feelings. Truly, the |ad had no chance."

"I'n nore ways than one," Rod sighed, "and you don't
need to mention your powers to explain it. | suppose | don't
have any right to be angry with him do |?"

"Nay, certes," OGnen breathed, swaying close to him
"But we tarry."

"How t he hell does she know where to go?" Rod muttered
to Yorick. "Okay, so the planet has a nmoon or two, so we've
had |ight alnost all the way, and when the big noon set,

she just had us wait twenty minutes till the other one rose.
But even with it, | can scarcely see twenty feet in front of
nme! "

"Well, / can see fine." Yorick grinned. "You Sapiens

have just gone soft, that's all. Too many nillennia of |ighted
streets.”

"What's she?" Rod grunbl ed. "A Neanderthal ette?"

Yorick shook his head. "Not a good enough build. Kinda
scrawny, y' know? And the face is kinda flat and angul ar.
But | think she's a nice kid underneath it all."

Actual Iy, Rod had been thinking that Chonbi was a cl as-
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sical beauty—er woul d have been, if her face hadn't been
constantly pinched with hostility. And her body was any-
thing but "scrawny." However, he coul d understand why

she woul dn't neasure up to the Neanderthal ideal of fem
ininity. The conment on her interior self, though, he doubted.
"You nust be seeing deeper than | am"”

Yorick shrugged. "You Saps nust be damm near blind."

Rod wondered if he meant that to be interpreted both
ways.
"Conme on." Yorick stepped up the pace. "W've got sone
serious catching up to do."

Chonoi strode ahead of them as briskly as though she
hadn't realized she was clinmbing a thirty-degree slope. Fi-
nally she cane to a stop, and the nmen huffed and puffed

up beside her, with Gren silent at Rod's shoul der

"Here it is." Chonoi waved a hand.

They stood on top of a ridge, oriented roughly east-west.
The noonlight showed a plain stretching out for mles about
them unending grassl and broken only by the occasi ona

copse and a line of stunted trees that straggled across the
prairie, marking a watercourse

Rod took a deep breath. "Quite a view"

Chonoi nodded. "It's spectacul ar by sunlight, but | don't
think we can wait for that." She pointed. "There's the actua
Sun- G eeting Place."

A stone step rose fromthe ground a few feet in front of
them Thirty feet away, an upright slab bul ked | arge agai nst
the night. Chonoi slipped a slender flashlight out of her
jacket and ained it at the boulder. Its beam showed that the
top of the standing stone had been flattened fromfront to
back and | evel ed, then notched, eight deep gouges cut out

of the rock. The first, fourth, and eighth were very deep

"The shamen cone up here every norning to greet the

sun," Chonpi explained. "They take it in rotation. It's a
religious ritual, of course, but it has a very practical purpose,
t oo—every norning, the Shaman of the Day sees how cl ose

the sun is comng to one of the big notches. The niddle
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one is the equinox—there're sixteen nonths here; the two
nmoons revolve eight tines a year, and they rule the nonths
in alternation. Figure that the first groove is the winter
sol stice. The sun starts there, noves down to the mddle
groove for the vernal equinox, goes on to the eighth groove
for the sumrer solstice, then noves back to the middle
groove for the autumal equinox, and on back to the first

one.

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (54 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

"New Year's," Yorick said.

Chonoi nodded. "And it's up to the shaman of the Purple
tribe to keep an eye on the sun. Wen it rises behind the
fourth notch, he goes hone and tells everybody to start

pl anti ng. When he sees sunrise through the eighth notch,
he tells everybody to cel ebrate.”

"A mdsumer night's drean®"

"You could call it that," Chonoi said sourly. "Then the
sun starts to swi ng back, and when it rises behind the fourth
notch again, the shaman tells the tribe to get ready for

harvest . "
"Then back to Mdwinter, and the whole thing starts al

over again." Yorick knelt by the stone step. "Want to shine
that thing down here, Ms.?"

"Way not? But call me 'Chonoi,' all right? W' re work-
i ng together now "

The light gl eaned on the rough stone at the base of the
slab. Yorick ran a finger across the surface, and stopped at

a dark bl ot.

They all stared, silent for a nonent.
Then Yorick's finger went on to trace another drop, and

anot her.
"Bl ood," Rod said softly.

"I"'mnot quite equipped to run a chenical analysis,"
Yorick mused, "but |'d say that was a pretty good bet. Want

to scan the area, Ms. Chonoi ?"

"Well, that's an inprovenent, | guess," Chonoi grunted.
She noved the circle of light slowy over the area around
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the stone step. The grass stood about three inches high.

"Nice to find out they keep it nowed," Yorick said, "but
that's about all | see."

Rod nodded. "Not the slightest sign of a struggle. Woever
our hatchet man was, he was renarkably neat."

"Dam near inhuman," Yorick agreed.

"Not quite." Chomoi's |lips were thin. "Some of ny col -
| eagues were extrenely efficient. I wasn't too bad, nyself."

Yorick | ooked up. "But the blood on the stone does kind
of indicate that the Wl man nmet the cl eaver when he stepped
up here to greet the sun.”
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Rod frowned. "Yeah. So what... Ch!"

"Right." Yorick nodded. "Who steps up to the Sun-
Greeting Place to greet the sun?"

"A shaman, " Chonoi breathed

"But none of the shamen are missing," Rod pointed out.

"So what ?" Yorick shrugged. "None of the Wl nmen are
m ssing. So why shouldn't it be a shaman who's not m ssing,
i nstead of just an ordinary warrior?"

"More to the point," Chonpi said softly, "why shouldn't
it be Hwn? After all, he's the shaman of the Purple tribe,
and they're the ones closest to this place."

"No reason at all, except that Hmin is very nuch alive.
Far too nuch so, for ny liking." Rod frowned. "Wat is
thi s business about Hwun being the chief chief, when he's
al so the Purple shaman? |'ve heard of overl apping direc-
torates, but isn't this alittle too obvious?"

"No problemthere."” Chompi shook her head. "Wl man
governnent is basic denocracy. Major—very basic. They

just sit around in a circle and di scuss who's going to be

| eader. And when nost of them agree—well, that's who

the |l eader is. Every clan does it that way—and, once they've
decided on a |l eader, they tend to stay with him So when

the clans gather for a tribal meeting, it's the clan headnen
who sit down to elect the tribal |eader.”

Yori ck nodded. "Which nmeans that one of the tribal chiefs
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is going to be the national chief."

Chonoi frowned at him "You had experience with this
ki nd of thing?"

"W were Nunber One. So they held a tribal neeting
like that to fight the soldiers better?"

"You have been around. But it was a national neeting—
all the tribes banded together for an all-out war."

"Makes sense." Yorick agreed. "After all, it was probably
the first time in their history that they' d had sonebody to

fight besides each other."
Gnen shivered. "Miust men forever be fighting, then?"

"Sure. How el se would we get you |l adies to notice us,

i nstead of the other guys?" Yorick turned back to Chonoi.
"This woul dn't happen to have been the first tinme they'd
ever banded together for anything, would it?"
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Chonoi stared at him then nodded slowy. "Yeah. Up
until the convicts came, they'd al ways been fighting each

other, just the way you said."
Yori ck nodded. "N ce of you to help out that way."

"Yes, bringing civilization to the poor savages." Rod's
eyes glittered. "I always find unification fascinating."

Sonething in his voice nade Chonoi | ook up with a

scow . "Don't nake any m stake. Major. It was the Wl -
men's idea to get together to fight us, not the colonists'
Just a marriage of convenience, that's all."

"And as fragile as such unions usually are, |'m sure—
but one which Shackl ar and Cholly have steadily been trying

to strengthen.”

"Ch, that's deliberate enough, sure—and Shackl ar def-
initely likes having a national |eader he can deal with. But
they chose Hmin, not him"

"At a national council?"
Chonoi nodded. "The tribal |eaders got together, so of

course they chose one of their own nunber. That's how
come Hwun, the Purple chief, wound up being accl ai ned

chief Wbl man chief."
"Makes sense." Rod nodded. "But why'd they elect a
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shaman i nstead of a general —excuse ne, 'war-chief?' |
mean, how good a tactician is a phol k-physician going to
be?"

Chonoi shook her head. "Medicine's only part of it,
Maj or, only a spin-off, really. H's main function is spiritual
He's a holy man."

Rod shuddered. "I don't |like the sound of that. Religion
and politics nmake a | ousy conbination."

"But it's very useful when you're trying to keep all the
facti ons of your people together," Chompi pointed out.
"That's Hwn's main job. As to fighting when they went

to war, he had four generals, one for each tribe. They took
care of the tactics; he just had the final say on strategy."

"Neat." Rod scowed. "In fact, a little too efficient for
my liking."

"But his constituents can recall himat any mnute,"”
Yorick pointed out.

Chonoi gave himan irritated glare. "That's right, in
fact. How d you know?"
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"Y' seen one oral culture, y' seen 'emall," Yorick said.

"Not really true, but they do all have certain characteristics
in common. CGovernnent by consensus is one of 'em and

instant recall is part of that."

"Instant, yes—by the nost effective nmeans avail abl e.
At |east, sonetimes. In fact, it has occurred to ne that we
may be | ooking at an inpeachnent here.”

Yori ck shook his head. "You'd know better than | woul d,

but I find it hard to believe. This kind of a society wouldn't
understand that kind of sneaky killing. If sonebody wanted

to chall enge the head honcho, he'd just do it. In fact, the
nmore w tnesses he had for the fight, the stronger his support
woul d be. "

Rod nodded. "That sounds right. Besides, you said it

yoursel f, Chonoi —sone of your coll eagues are inhumanly

efficient. This is such a neat job that it fairly screans 'profes-
sional .""

Slow y, she nodded. "Yeah. Probably well arned, too.
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Rod frowned. "But he didn't use a blaster. If he had,
there woul dn't have been bl ood."

Chonoi shook her head. "A pro wouldn't have. Major.

This was right at dawn, renenber? A blaster bolt woul d' ve
been seen. It also mght have set a fire, and people would
have really started wondering." She shrugged. "Sonetines

t he ol dest weapons work best."

"Well, one thing's sure, then." Yorick stood up, dusting

off his hands. "It wasn't any Wl man who did this killing.

I nean, they may be pretty enthusiastic, and I'msure they're
skillful, but when you get right down to it, when it cones

to killing people, they're really amateurs." He nodded to
Chonoi. "One of the soldiers did this—and one trained for

commando work. "
"Probably." Chompi gazed at the dark spatters on the

stone. "Don't sell those Wl nmen short, though. They've
becone very conpetent warriors since they started fighting
these convict-soldiers. Very conpetent—and they' ve been
developing a lot of skill with blasters, ever since Shackl ar

took over and the truce began."

"l do not understand," Gaen murnured. "Wy doth he
gi ve Wl men his weapons, when to keep themto his own
men woul d yield himgreat advantage?"

Chonoi shrugged. "He seens to think that if it cones
to war, the colonists are going to be w ped out, sooner or
later. W're so heavily outnunbered that our only real hope

for survival is peace with the Wl nen."
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"And the only way to be sure of that," Rod said stiffly,
"is tomeld the two cultures into a single, unified society."

Chonoi nodded. "And having all the blasters on the
sol diers' side, doesn't exactly help build Wl man confi -
dence. "

"Maybe not." Yorick |ooked around. "I get the feeling

we' re nmissing sonething. There may be evidence of a strug-
gle in the area around here—er sonme ot her kind of evidence

that we won't find at night."
"True," Rod said judiciously. "Wth only a flashlight,
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we're limted to | ooking at what we al ready suspect. W'l
have to wait for daylight to get the Big Picture, and any
clues we haven't thought of."

"There's a problemwith that," Yorick pointed out.
"Aye, ny lord," Onen added. "W nust needs be at the
Governor's great hall in the nom-e'en by dawn."

Rod shrugged. "So what? We al ready ski pped town, didn't
we?"

"Aye, yet they did enlarge us upon our parole."

Chonoi stared. "Wiat is she tal king about ?"

"She neans Shacklar only let us go, because we prom sed
to cone back in the norning." Rod's nouth tightened at
the corners.

"' Twoul d be di shonorable, an we did not return."
"Well, true, but this isn't Gramarye. Honor isn't quite
so inportant here."

Gnen stared at him scandalized. Mre inmportantly. Rod
realized with a sinking feeling in his stomach, he didn't
believe it himself anynore. "All right, all right! W'Il have
to go back to town! Besides—skipping town is one thing,

but skipping the planet is entirely another!"

Gren frowned. "What is a 'planet,' ny |ord?"

Chornoi just stared at her; but Rod took a deep breath

and said, "Well. A planet is a world, darling. It's not flat,
you see—+t's round, like a ball."

"Assuredly not!" she cried.

Rod shrugged. "COkay, so don't believe nme—ust take

my word for it. | cane to Granmarye on a 'shooting star,'
renenber—and | got to see the planet fromway up. Wy
up—and it's round. Ch, believe nme, it is round!"

"He's telling you the truth." Chornoi frowned, puzzl ed.

"I'"ve seen planets fromspace, too, and they're round, al
right. Like that." She pointed at the single noon that was
still up in the sky. "It's just a very little planet. The word
means 'wanderer,' see, and you know how t he nmoon wan-

ders; it noves all over the sky."
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"Aye." OGnen frowned, trying to absorb the alien con-
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cept. "There be others, be there not? Stars that do wander."

"Right." Rod nodded. "They're worlds, too. But nobst
of the stars, the ones that stay put—well, they're suns, just
like the one that gives us light and heat during the daytine."

"Can they truly be?" Gaen breathed, eyes round. "Nay,
surely not! For they be but points of light!"

"That's because they're so far away," Chonpi expl ai ned.

"Nay, it could not be." Gaen turned to her, frowning.
"For they would have to be so far distant that..." She broke
off, her mind reeling as she realized just how far away that

woul d have to be

Chonoi watched her, nodding slowy. "Yes, nma'am

That's how far away. So far that it takes their light quite a
few years to get here."

"Yet how can that be?" Gaen asked, |ooking from Rod

to Chonoi and back. "How can |light take tine to cone to

a pl ace?"

"Wl | -+t travels," Rod said. "Believe us, honey—there's

no easy way to prove it. | nean, it has been proven, but it
was very hard to do, very conplicated. Light travels at
186, 282 nil es per second. That's about six trillion mles in

a year." OGmen's eyes |lost focus, and Rod confided, "Don't
try, dear. W can't really grasp the idea of a distance that
huge—not really, not enotionally. But we can be intim -
dated by trying." He turned to Chonpi. "The nearest star
here—t woul dn't happen to be visible, would it?"

"Ch, yeah. It's the third star in the ban-el of 'The Blaster' —
one of our homemade constellations.” Chonoi stepped up

besi de Gmen and pointed. "You see those six stars, formng

a rough parallel ogramyou know, a rectangle |eaning side-
ways?"

Gnen sighted along her arm "Aye, | see them"

"Well, that's the handgrip. And that line of four stars at
a right angle to then? That's the barrel. The third star in
fromits end is our nearest neighbor." Chonpbi shrugged.

"It doesn't really have a name—ust a nunber on the star-
charts. The soldiers call it 'The Grl Next Door."'"
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"How far away is it?" Rod asked

"Just under seven light-years."
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"Dost nean..." Gmen swallowed. ".. .that the star |
see nowis not truly the star? That 'tis but light that hath
left it seven years agone?"

"Right." Rod nodded with vigor. "W're not seeing it as

it is, but as it was seven years ago. Very right, dear. For
all we know, it could be blow ng up right nowbut we

woul dn't find out about it for seven years." Secretly, he was
i npressed with the qui ckness of Gaen's under st andi ng.

H's wife just stared up into the night sky, lost in the
i Mmensity of the concept.

"And planets," Rod nurnured, "sw ng around and around
their sun in circles that are just a little bit egg-shaped."

Gren whirled to stare at himin astoni shment. "Nay—
for surely the Sun doth go about the Earth! | do see it rise
and go across the sky daily!"

Rod shook his head. "It just |ooks that way. It's the earth
that's turning® really." He cranked with a finger. "Around
and around, like a spinning top. Stop and think about it—

if you're turning around and around, it |ooks as though
Yorick, there, is turning around you, when he's really stand-
ing still, doesn't it?"

Gren gazed at Yorick, then slowy began to turn around

in place. After two revolutions, she said, ""Tis so." She
stopped and | ooked up at Rod. "Yet nerely froml ooking,
how can | tell whether '"tis he that's noving, or |?"

Rod's breath hissed in. He'd known Gaen was intelli-

gent, but he was amazed by the quickness with which her

m nd darted on to the next question. He stared at her, as-
tounded by her nmental |eap. Then he sniled weakly. "Well,
you have to have ot her kinds of evidence, too, dear. For
exanpl e, when we | ook through telesc... uh, closely at

ot her planets, we can see their noons going around and
around them That explains why our own nmoon wanders

the way it does—+t's really revolving around us. Which
makes it a pretty good bet that we're revol ving around our
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sun, especially after we've found out that it's a heck of a
| ot bigger than any of its planets." He shrugged. "And the

bigger it is, the harder it pulls.”

She stared at himfor a long nonment, then said slowy,
"And is it for that reason that we will have such great
difficulty in leaving this 'planet? "

Rod caught his breath, staring at her. Then he opened
his mouth, breathing in, and finally said, "Yes. The pl anet
pulls things to it, just as the sun pulls the planet toward

itself."

"Then why doth the planet not fall into the sun?”
"Because it's going too fast. Like..." Inspiration hit.
"Li ke you, when you're trying to catch Geoffrey. He goes
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flying past, and you grab him but because he's going so
fast, you can't pull himin against you. On the other hand,
you're holding on tightly enough so that he can't get away,
either, so he just swings around at the end of your arm

Now, imagine that he refuses to stop, and he just goes on
swi ngi ng around and around you, forever. And it's that sane
kind of pull, like your pull on him that attracts things to
the planet. O course, fromwhere we're standing, that 'at-
tracting' looks like 'falling." W call the force '"gravity.' The
pl anet pulls on the object—+ike this." He pulled her up
against him and wapped his arns around her. "And it
doesn't want to let the object go."

Gnen smiled, her lids drooping. "Doth the object, then,

not al so draw the planet?"

"You do learn fast, don't you? Yes, the object pulls, too,
but its pull is very weak, because it's so small. You and I
now, aren't all that nmuch different in size."

"Nay," she murnured, "we are well matched."
Rod was definitely losing interest in the |lecture, but there

wer e peopl e wat ching. "Now. Your original question was,

why is it so hard for the object to get away fromthe pl anet?"
She smled up at him "Werefore should it wish to?"
"Can't think of a good reason, nyself," Rod adnmitted,
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"but just for the sake of argunent, let's assune it does. o
ahead and try."

"An thou dost wish it," she sighed, and pushed agai nst
hi m

He | oosened his arns a little, letting her nove away a
few i nches. "See—you have to be able to push really hard

to get away fromnme. And that's how peopl e | eave pl anets—

in flying ships that can push really hard agai nst the planet."

"They're called 'spaceships,' by the way,'
"Don't let himbaby-talk you, nilady."

Yorick put in.

"I would not consider it," Gmen said, with sone asperity.

"And the ship," Rod said, "has to push hard enough to

go fast enough—that's called 'escape velocity.' And when
you're up to escape velocity..." He let go, and she stum
bl ed back. "... you escape. And that's how you get off the
surface of a planet. See?"

"Indeed." She came back, straightening her hair, the
gl eam of battle in her eye. "Yet could we not build such
‘velocity," ny. lord? Thou and |, together?"

In spite of hinself. Rod took a step back. It took hima
second to realize she was tal king about telekinesis. "Wll..."

But Yorick was watching themw th grow ng apprehen-
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sion. "Unh, Mjor—nilady—don't do anything rash!"

"I't would be," Rod admitted. "W might be able to do

it if we pooled our forces, darling—but there's another little
problem " He coughed delicately and | ooked up at the stars.
"You see, we're not the only thing that the planet's holding
toitself. It's also holding the air that we breathe."

She stared, at a | oss.

"About twenty mles up..." Rod pointed. "... you run

out of atnobsphere. It's just enpty space, w thout any w nd,
not even a breath of fresh air—er a breath of anything, for
that matter. That's why Chonpi said she'd seen a pl anet
from space—because there wasn't any air there. Just enpty
space. "

Slowmy, Gwen lifted her eyes to the stars again. "So much
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bl ackness between them .. Yet how can there be 'space,"

as thou dost call it, without air to breathe? Is that not the
' space?" "

Rod shook his head. "Air is a substance, too, just like

water—enly lighter, not as dense. It covers the planet's
whol e surface, but only because gravity holds it there. The
farther you are froma planet, the weaker the pull feels,
until it can't even hold air anynore. And when that happens,
when you' ve got space with nothing in it, we call that
"vacuum' That neans there's nothing to breathe, too, of
course-so even if we could get out there, honey, we

woul dn't last long."

Slowy, Gnen | owered her gaze to himagain, but the

stars stayed in her eyes. '"Tis wondrous," she breat hed.
"Nay, | shall trust thee in this, nmy lord. But | shall trust,
al so, that together, we may find a way."

Chonoi shook her head in exasperation. "Don't you know
better than to put that nuch trust in a man?"

"Nay." Omen turned to her with a smle, catching Rod's
hand behind her back. "And | trust that | never shall."

It was nice to know that she felt so warm about it, es-
pecially since Rod was feeling a chill run down his back

and spread out to envelop his rib cage. She had learned it
all so quickly! Everything she'd heard, she'd understood
instantly, or alnost. And every single one of those concepts
was totally alien to her culture. He was beginning to dread
that she m ght be smarter than he was. It was one thing for
himto understand her culture, but it was entirely another

for her to understand his.

"Well, be that all as it nmay-space, vacuum and es-
cape," Chonoi grunbled, "but the here-and-now is that we
need to | ook at this place by daylight, and you two have to
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be back in town before norning."

"I'd say that's pretty clear. It cones down to you or nme,

Yorick said. "And, if you'll pardon my mal e chauvin-
ism..."

THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 77

"I won't," Chonoi snapped. "I told you |I've spent tine

among the Wl nmen. 1'1l be safe, believe nme, especially since

I never nade any bones about how rmuch | didn't like the
way the colonists did things. The Wl nen heard about it
and began to chumup to nme—eh, not making passes or
anything, don't worry about that; they've got their own
i deal s of beauty, and |'mnot up to their standards."

Rod bit his tongue.

"But they did cultivate ne as a possible ally w thin Shack-

lar's canp. Not that | ever woul d' ve betrayed the sol -

di ers. " A shadow crossed Chonoi's face. "... | hope

Hope even nore that | never have to find out the hard way
Anyhow! " She strai ghtened, eyes flashing. "It's enough

to guarantee that I'Il be safe, till | see you back in town."

"That's kind of odd, as diplomcy goes," Rod said,

froming. "On their part, | mean. That kind of wily statecraft
doesn't quite square with the usual concept of the unso-

phi sti cated aborigine."

"Shackl ar and Cholly have been trying very hard to so-
phisticate them thank you," Chonoi snorted. "Cholly's
traders are really teachers in disguise."

"Ch!" Rod lifted his head, a few facts suddenly colliding
and yielding solutions. "So that's why he doesn't make much
money of f his pharmaceuticals trade."

Chonoi nodded. "Sonething like that. H's traders keep

the prices |l ow and the paynents high, so that the Wl nen
will keep coming back to talk to them They've been doing
a very good job of giving the Wl nmen a nodem educati on—
including political science. And they begin it with Mchia-
vel li."

Rod saw Yorick open his mouth, and said quickly, "So
they know the realities of technol ogical culture—ncluding
back- st abbi ng. "

Chonoi nodded. "And a | ot of other things you wouldn't
expect themto know. But it has the advantage of letting
themtake the I ong view "
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"Includi ng being careful to protect a potential ally."

"Yes, as long as the truce holds, and it'll hold at |east
until your trial is over."

"And thou wilt return ere then?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (64 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

Chonoi nodded. "1'll check out this area as soon as it's
light. | should be back on the civilized side shortly after
dawn. If I"'mtoo late to catch you before the courtroom

I"1l drop in there." Her snile hardened. "I'll be back, don't
worry. |'Il be back. You folks go on now ... Wat are you

waiting for? Go on, now Go!"
Slowmy, they turned, and began to go down the hill side.
"Dosta truly believe she will be secure?" Gaen asked.

Yorick shrugged. "I dunno—these boys are savages, even
though they're synthetic ones. Wat do you think, Mjor?"

"I think they're male," Rod answered, "and | think Chor-
noi knows just how rmuch of a woman she is, regardl ess of
what she said about their standards of beauty."

"There's truth in that," Gwen agreed, "and | doubt not
she could lay | ow any warrior who sought to best her."

"Well, it'd be an even natch, at l|east."

"No, not really,” Yorick disagreed. "After all, she is a

pr of essi onal . "

Gren turned back for a last | ook, concern furrow ng her
brow-and froze, with a gasp.

Yorick and Rod turned back to | ook

Chonoi stood at the top of the rise, stripped naked and
glowing in the noonlight. As they watched, she scooped
her fingers into a flat roundel and rubbed them over her
arm The skin darkened.

"Body-paint," Yorick murnured. "Betcha it's purple,
Maj or . "

"And 1'Il bet we'll find out tonmorrow." Rod turned away,
shaki ng his head. "Come on, troops. Sonmehow, | just be-
came sure she'll be safe.™

"As the mercury said to the water, 'Pardon ny density.'
Yorick's gaze swiveled fromRod to Gven and back. "But

if we can do it this way, why that charade with the sentry
on the way out?"

"Why, for that Chonoi did not know we were wtch-
folk." Gaen tucked her armnore tightly into Yorick's.

"Yeah—you know what we are," Rod rem nded him
"but Chonpi probably doesn't even believe in ESP, |let al one
know we've got it."

"l see." Yorick nodded. "Mustn't shock the poor thing,

must we? After all, she might decide she's on the other
side."

"Wl |, her volunteering was an enornous stroke of
luck..."
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"Sure. Now | get it. Ch, I'maquick."

"Indeed thou art, in regard to nost matters,” Gmen as-
sured him

"Yeah, we all have our blind spots," Rod agreed. "Now,
as one agent to another—do you really think Chonmoi will
| earn anything nore than we al ready found out?"

Yorick shrugged. "Hard to say. | don't really think there
was any nore evidence up there at the nmurder site, but you
never know, do you?"

"True, true." Rod gazed steadily at the top of the wall.
"On the other hand, she was pretty obviously planning to
interrogate somre Wl nen."

"Well, at least Hwn," Yorick qualified. "I mean, he
does have to conme up to greet the sun tonorrow norning,
doesn't he?"

Rod shuddered. "That guy gives ne the creeping chil -
lies."

"In truth, he is cold," Gaen agreed.

"Not what you'd expect, in a Gestalt culture," Yorick
agreed. "Not quite human, y'know?"

"Look who's tal king," Rod grunted.

"Could we hold down on the racial slurs, "here?" Yorick
had the rare case of using the termcorrectly. "Besides, even

if heis M. Fishface, 1'll bet Chornoi will get every ounce
of information that he's got. | nean, nmale is male."
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"I know what you nean," Rod agreed, "and | don't doubt
it for a second. It's just that | don't expect there to be a hel
of a lot of information for her to get."

"True, true." Yorick |looked towards the Wall. "The really
important information is likely to be in there—+f we can

just figure out where to look for it. Now, |let us think. Mjor,
m | ady—who, besides you two, mght have reason to want

a Wl man dead?"

"Well, we don't have any reason to," Rod snorted. "But
the obvi ous answer is VETO .. or SPITE "

"Or both of them" Yorick grunted.

"Futurians of some kind. They tried to assassinate Gaen
and me and, when we turned out to be a little too |ethal,
ki dnapped us back in tine as a second choice."

"Not too bad, either. | nean, without help, your chances
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of getting back to the future are very slender."

"Nay! Rather, we would surely have returned, sooner or
later, to the year fromwhich we left,"” Gaen objected. " 'Tis
simply that, when we did, we'd have been five hundred

years dead...."

"That is a problem | think you'll admit. There's a definite
limt on how nuch fun you can have in that condition. But
it does bring up the question of why they sent you to this

particul ar here and now. "

"Wl mar." Rod frowned. "Right after the PEST coup
d etat." H's eyes lost focus as he gazed off into space. "N ce

question..."

"And, sin that thou didst ask it, | doubt'ne not an thou
hast an answer."

Yorick glanced sideways at Gaen. "Wiere' d you get

her. Maj or?"

"Just lucky, | guess.... Wat was your answer?"

"To nake it easy to try another assassination attenpt."

Yorick grinned. "The early PEST years are ideal for the
purpose. The interstellar totalitarian governnent is brand-
new, at its brightest strength, with plenty of agents left over
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fromits coup, but not yet tied down to the central planets
as secret police."

Rod nodded, feeling nunbed. "Yeah... that does kinda
stack the odds in their favor.... But why one of the frontier
pl anets? Why not Terra?"

"Too hard to cover up a nmurder attenpt." Yorick shook

hi s head. "Too nany people."
"Yeah, but would they really care?"

"There is that," Yorick said judiciously. "But a much

nore practical point is that, with all those people to hide
anong, it'd be too easy for you to get away. And they know
the two of you well enough to realize that you could be
very hard to hold on to."

"A point," Rod admitted, "and it is hard for us to just
di sappear here in the grassland, isn't it?"

"Or even in the town,'
it."

Yorick agreed, "what there is of

"Yet they have already attenpted nurder," Gaen pointed
out, "and failed. Wuld they not essay sunmat nore sub-
tle?"

"Such as trying to frane us for nurder?" Rod nodded.

file:/lIF|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (67 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt
"Yes, | think you've summed it up nicely, dear."

"Anice little death sentence would suit themjust fine/'
Yorick mused, "especially with a bunch of savages to insist
on it not being commuted to sonething hunmane, such as

life inprisonment."

Rod snorted

"I'f you say so," Yorick said affably. "But it's the best
theory | can conme up with. Got any other candidates in

m nd. Major? Who el se might want to create a handy little
mur der i nci dent ?"

Rod gl owered, staring at the top of the Wall, thinking it
over. Finally he said, "Shacklar."

A sentry paced by, dark against the stars. -

They fell silent, staring, eyes |ocked onto himuntil he
passed, and the curve of the wall hid himfrom sight.
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Rod hissed, "Now " and cl osed his eyes, concentrating

on the feeling of lightness. He began to drift upward out of
the shadow. Gaen mat ched his pace, rising on her broom
stick. They accel erated, noving faster and faster. Yorick
swal | owed heavily and cl anped his jaws shut.

Up, over the wall, and down the other side they glided,
Yorick slung between them Hi s feet jarred against earth,
and he let go of themas though their arnms were hot netal.
He gave hinself a shake, heaved a deep breath, and turned
to Rod with a bright smle. "Now Just why did you suspect

CGener al Shackl ar ?"
"Let's talk about it when we're a little further fromthe

Wall." Rod darted an uneasy gl ance toward the wal kway at
the top. "Cone on, let's go!"

They dashed across fifty yards of open ground, into the
shadow of an outbuilding, plowed to a halt, and propped

t hensel ves agai nst the shack, chests heaving. "After all,"”
Yorick panted, "this little murder just m ght bring all Shack-
lar's last ten years of work crashing down. He's nanaged

to get the two sides alnost to the point of joining in a single
governnent. Why woul d he take a chance on busting it up?"

"To finish the job." Rod grinned.

Yorick and Gmen stared.

"Think it over." Rod felt quite pleased with hinself.

"Gmen and | have given himthe perfect opportunity to hatch
his united government. W're totally new, so no one's going
to gripe much if we're just handed over to the Wl nen.

That would give our friendly natives a heck of a lot nore
confidence in Shacklar, with the added advantage of having
made the Wl nen negotiate with Shacklar as a nation, all
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banded together. So all the General has to do is nake it

clear that the Wl nen are just as nuch involved in deciding

this case as the colonists are, and it could be the first action
of that unified governnent he's been trying to develop."

"Very good, so far as it goes." Yorick nodded, lips pursed.
"But what if the ganble fails? What happens if you manage
to di sappear, or if you' re so inconsiderate as to prove your-
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sel ves innocent, or sonething? Then he's got a civil war
on his hands."

"Not all that civil," Rod said, scowing. "I think he could
snooth over a 'Not guilty' verdict, if he had to. He's got

the two sides getting along well enough right now They

even need each other a little. Both sides sure want what the
other has to offer. All he has to do is find thema conveni ent
excuse for forgetting the whole thing."

"Just a face-saver." Yorick said thoughtfully. "Ever con-
sider diplomacy as a career. Mjor?"

Rod opened his nouth, but Gmen spoke first. "He hath,
and he doth." She | ooked from Rod to Yorick. "Yet neither
of thee doth explain why no Wol man is nissing."

Bot h nen stood stock-still."

"Shall | tell thee?" Gaen said, smling. "It may hap that
Shackl ar hath had his assassin disguise hinself as a Wl -
man. "

"Yeah, it's possible.”" Rod kept his eyes on Yorick as he
nodded. "And, of course, the Futurians could have done
that, too."

Yorick returned the nod. "Very possible. Mjor."

"So, then." Gmen set her fists on her hips and | ooked
fromthe one to the other. "W have two schenes, either of
whi ch may serve. How are we to find out which is true,
gent | enen?"

"Or if neither is." Rod shrugged. "W've got to find
nmore information."

"Yeah, we keep conming back to that, don't we?" Yorick
rubbed his temple with a forefinger.

"And how wilt thou acconplish this finding, my |ord?"

"Go to the place where people talk, of course." Yorick

grinned. "Feel like a drink. Myjor?"

"Very much, but..." Rod exchanged gl ances with Gaen.

"I don't knowif it'd be too healthy for us to“how up in
Cholly's."

Yorick spread his hands. "So it's ny job. So what? Do
| care? Do | worry about those bl oodthirsty soldiers ms-
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taking me for a spy? No! Do | ask for honor? Do | ask for
prai se?"

"You're asking for it, period!/ Okay, we're thankful, we're

grateful! We'll praise you to the skies! W'Il even give you
a good reference! Wiat do you think you m ght hear that's
worth repeating?”

Yorick el aborated a shrug. "If | knew, | wouldn't have

to socialize. Y never know+waybe sonebody's doi ng an

awful | ot of sudden spending. If he is, three guesses where
he got the funds? Ch, you can find out all sorts of stuff you

weren't expecting!"

Rod pondered. "M ght be. But renenber, this is all just
a guess. For all we know, the Wbl man coul d have comitted
sui ci de. Qur hypothetical assassin isn't even a runor."

"Don't worry, | won't give the runor currency—-hot so

much as a farthing." Yorick flashed hima grin. "I"'moff to
the pub with the public. Major. See you in the fal se dawn."
He tugged his forelock in Gmen's direction, and turned away
to di sappear into the night.

"l trust the dawn will be all that is false,™ Gaen nur-
mur ed.

"A point," Rod adnmitted. "Wat do you say we follow
hi n? Di screetly, of course."

"Assuredly," OGaen agreed. "Who can be so discreet as

our sel ves?"

Rod proffered his arm She hooked her hand over his
el bow, and they wandered off into the night, follow ng
Yorick's nental trail.

"Yet is there not greater hazard here, ny |lord? W night,
after all, sit safe in sone shed and listen with our mnds."

"No doubt." Rod poked his nose over the wi ndowsill for

a quick peek at the inside of Cholly's Tavern. "But | can't
resi st watching that nuscl e-bound jester in action. Besides,
we're at the back of the building, and in the shadows.
Nobody's apt to see us. | nean, they do have indoor plunb-
ing here."

I nside, Yorick was gradually bringing the conversation
closer and closer to the politics of the nonent.
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"Aye, here's to our Wl man brothers!" A corpulent cor-
poral lifted his nug in a toast.

"And our Wl wonan sisters," a PFC agreed.

A trooper shrugged. "You have 'emas sisters, if you

want. Me, |'d favor closer relations.” He won a general,

| eering laugh, and a middl e-aged private called, "Relations
is what they'd be, shavetail. These Wl nen don't hold with
casual acquai ntance. Seducers go quick to the shotgun."

Yorick juggled with it, and lifted his glass. "Wll, here's
to the distaffs. May they not be disowned by distiffs."

Hi s answer was a chuckle that died a quick death. Sol -
diers fell silent, glancing at each other. "Don't know mruch,
do yer?" A sergeant snarled

Yorick frowned at him and shrugged. '"Last come, first
nunbed.' So the Wbl nen get mad at us. So what ?"

"So what, he says!" grow ed one of the older privates.

"Yer wasn't here when the battles was real, chum Yer didn't
have ter go out 'gainst them bl oody spears and see yer
buddy' s bowel s ripped out!"

"Yer didn't have an arm chopped off," grow ed a mai nmed
veteran, "and see the stunp a-punping!"”

"Yuh didn't have their devil's yowing claw ng at yuh
ears, whiles yuh pulled back tuh the Wall with a dozen,
where yuh'd gone out with a hundred," grow ed a grizzl ed
sergeant, "and them spears and arrows poking at yuh from
all sides."

"Don't sell themshort," a gnarled corporal grated. "Vi-
cious, they is, when they's fighting."

"And they isn't no cowards," another runbled. "Arrow
heads and spears can kill a man as dead as any blaster-bolt,
my lad. And y' can't duck 'em when they cone in clouds!"

"How many did we | ose?" The grizzled sergeant glared
down into his beer. "A dozen a day? Sixty in a week? A
hundr ed?"

"And for years it went on, years and years!" A fortyish
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sergeant slamred his tankard down on the bar. "We'Ill not
have t hose days back—-no, not at any cost!"

Wth a shock, Rod recognized Thal er

"Well, even | wouldn't go that far," the grizzled sergeant
mused. "1 can think of sone prices | wouldn't pay."
"For all that, so can I," the fortyish one admtted. "But

there's plenty of prices well worth it!" He glared around
him "Wat's two |ives, against the thousands that a war
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woul d cost? What's two |ives, hey?"

The roomwas silent. Finally, "Aye," grunted the grizzled
veteran, "but like as not, they' Il squirmout of it at the trial."

"Only if they're innocent," Yorick put in quickly. "Okay,
so | haven't known Shacklar as |long as you have—but |'d
have faith in his justice."

"I'nnocent or not, who cares?" Thaler turned to gl ower

at Yorick. "If they're freed, the Wlmen will expl ode and
swar m down on us again! And this tinme, every man jack

one of 'emhas a blaster!"

A mutter of apprehension ran around the bar. Mst nen
shuddered, and the room was qui et .

For a tinme. Then a voice said,

"Kill 'em
Shocked sil ence.

Then anot her voice. "Aye."

"Aye, kill "em"

"VWhat matter two lives, in place of thousands?"

"Aye! G ve the Wl nen their dead bodies in the norning,
and they' |l go away!"

The grizzled sergeant frowned. "But when Shackl ar finds
out..."

"He won't nmake no fuss," Thaler said, with a vicious
grin. "What's the dead, conpared to the |iving? Nay, Shack-
| ar may be sheet-pale, but he'll say naught."

"But they're innocent!" Yorick protested.

"So're the nen who would die in a war!" Thal er snarl ed.
"What's two i nnocents agai nst a thousand, |addie? Eh?"

"But the trial!" Yorick bleated. "Wuld you want to go
without a trial?"

"They're not ne,
us."

Thal er snarled. "They're not any of

That drew a | ow runbl e of agreement.

"But..." Yorick stabbed with a finger. "If you sell them
for peace, what's gonna happen when one of you is ac-
cused?"

"Ch, ny bleedin' heart!" the grizzled sergeant grow ed.

"What ' s-a-matter, bucko? You want war?" Thal er | ooked
Yorick up and down, as though neasuring himfor a coffin.
"Ayuh, | think that's it. You' ve never seen a battle, have
you, | addie? And you're sick with craving to be bl ooded."

"The hell | am ™" Yorick said quickly. "I saw ny share
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of scrapes before | wound up here—and calling 'em 'police
actions' didn't cut the casualty lists!"

"l don't believe a word of it." Thaler slipped off his bar
stool and stepped up very close to the Neanderthal, bl ood
in his eye. "You don't have the look of a fighter to me. But
you' d be gl ad enough to see us die in your place."

"Let's go get them" soneone grow ed.

"Aye!" "Aye, get 'emand blast 'em" "Serve 'emon a
platter!" "Ayel"

"You're init, laddie." Thaler fixed Yorick with a glit-
tering eye. "Come with us now, or we'll know you're against
us, and a traitor to the whole of the colony!"

"Wth you?" Yorick stared.

Then he | eaped off his bar stool. "I'lIl do nmore than come
with you! | saw the two of them scurrying for cover when
I was coning in here. You cone with ne, and I'lI|l show

you where to find them"
Thal er stared, then slowy grinned.

"Let's go!" Yorick shoul dered his way through the nob,
headi ng for the door. -

Rod and Gmen exchanged one quick, appalled gl ance,
then shot away fromthe building at top speed.
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Where, ny lord? Gaen's thoughts sounded inside Rod's
head.

Anywher e, Rod answered, |ooking around frantically.
There! He pointed to two huge barrels, lying on their sides,
enpty. Crouch down!"

Gnen did, clutching her broomto her, eyes squeezed

shut. Rod hefted the barrel up and lowered it gently over
her. Then he crouched down beside her, staring at the second
barrel, concentrating, blocking out the rest of the world.

The barrel lifted slowy, then descended to settle over him
He rel axed and sat back, |eaning against its side, but kept
his eyes shut, listening with his mnd, seeing through the

eyes of one of the less-intelligent soldiers back in the mddle
of the nob.

Yorick expl oded out of the tavern with the |ynch nob
behind him "Cone on! I'Il show you the last place | saw
them "
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Gren' s thoughts rang in Rod's head: How could he turn
agai nst us so thoroughly, so quickly?

I don't know, Rod answered grimy, but |I'm considering
taking up a new hobby. Say—earving ..

The sound of the nmob faded, but it still clanored inside

their mnds. The soldiers ran frantically into the night, then
slowed as the first flush of enthusiasm began to wear off.
Rod' s nmedi um sol di er began to grow resentful —-what was

he doing, out here in the nmddle of the night, running no-
wher e?

Then Yorick's voice crowed, way ahead, "There they go!
Quick, after them™

The soldier's enthusiam|eaped up again. Filled with ex-
citenment, howing with bloodlust, he ran after his conpan-
ions. They swerved to the left, dashed down a darkened
street, and ran for several minutes. The soldier's breath
began to rasp in his lungs, and sullen resentnment began
agai n.

Yorick howl ed, "There! Between those two buildings'. |
saw 'emrun! After 'em quick!"

Exci tement boiled up again, and the soldier |eaped after

his mates, the thrill of the chase poundi ng through his veins.
On down the street they ran—and on... and on... and
on. ..

Rod thought at his barrel; it lifted, and he turned to Gnen
as her barrel drifted up, then dropped down on its side.
They shared a guilty | ook

"How coul d we have doubted hin??" Gaen nur nured.

"EBasy—+ never did trust anybody who was al ways cheer -
ful. But I was wong—dead wong."

"Not 'dead,' praise Heaven!"

"But a fool." Rod's nmouth tightened. "What's going to
happen to ne if | keep doubting my real friends?"

"W shall repay him" Gmen assured, "with our safety.”

"True," Rod agreed. "That's what he wants nost right

now. And, come to think of it..." He turned toward the
tavern with a glint in his eye. "He has bought us a little
time here, hasn't he?"

Gnen | ooked startled, then sniled. "He hath indeed, ny
lord. Art thou mad as a bantam cock, thus to beard thine
enem es?"

Rod nodded. "Not a bad simle, ny lady. Y know, |'m
feeling a bit thirsty. Shall we?"

"Certes, an thou dost wish it, nmy lord." She clasped his
"After all, everyone who's out for our blood has already

left, right?"
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They turned to face the tavern, threw back their shoul -
ders, and stepped off in unison.

Wth a jaunty swagger, they sauntered into Cholly's
Tavern.

Cholly | ooked up to see who was conming in, then | ooked
agai n, w de-eyed.

The hal f-dozen patrons who were still there | ooked up,
wonderi ng what could startle Cholly—then stared, them
sel ves.

Cholly recovered right away, turning back to nop the
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bar. "Well then, now. Mster and M ssus! Wat'||l be your
pl easure?"
"Just a pint." Rod slid onto a bar stool. Gaen slid up

beside him hands fol ded on the edge of the bar, the very
pi cture of demure innocence. Rod grinned around at the

ot her patrons, and they swall owed heavily, nmanaged feeble
grins, and turned back to their drinking.

Cholly set a couple of foam ng nugs in front of them

and Rod turned his attention back to the inportant things
inlife. He took a long drink, then exhaled with satisfaction
"So! What's the news?"

Al'l of the patrons suddenly becane very concerned with
their beer and ale.

"Ch," Cholly said affably, "nothing terribly much. The

word fromthe Wall is that the Wil nen're beginning to drift
up and pitch canp, just out of blaster range.... There're
twenty or thirty people out howing fer yer blood.... The
ginral's sent the captains out t' rem nd people where their
battle stations are...."

Rod nodded. "SIl ow ni ght, huh?"
"Humdrum " Cholly agreed. "I gets runors all the tine."

"Yeah, about those runors..." Rod cocked a forefinger.
"Hear anythi ng about Shackl ar?"

Cholly | ooked up, startled. "The gin'ral ? Wiat about
lin?ll

Rod shrugged. "He seems to be taking the whole thing
very calmy, if you ask ne."

"We didn't," a young soldier rem nded him

Rod shrugged again. "Watever. |Is he always so col d-
bl ooded about crises?"

"Gnrally, yes," Cholly said slowy. "I've known him
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to get excited when he can't find his cat-o'-nine-tails, but
not hing el se seens to fash himnuch."

"Cat-0'-nine-tails?" Rod frowned. "I thought you said
he outl awed that."

"He did." Cholly fixed himwith a |level gaze. "But who's

to arrest the General - Governor, hey? Quis ipsos custodies
custodial, young nan."

""Who will police the police," huh?" Rod nodded. "A
point."

"He never does anything to anybody el se, w thout a good
reason," Cholly supplied hel pfully.

'"To anybody el se,
that."

Rod repeated. "Well, | can accept

"Yer don't have much choice,” a fiftyish ranker snarled

"He's always fair," Cholly rem nded.

"More'n fair," the ranker grow ed.

"And what he does is always for the greatest good of
al most everybody, as Jereny Bentham used to say."

Rod didn't |ike the sound of that "alnmpst." "I thought
Benthami s |ine was, 'the greatest good of the greatest num
ber."'"

"Well, that's al nost everybody, ain't it?"

"Better than Bent ham hoped for, probably," Rod admt-
ted, "but nothing to | ose his head over."

As long as there's progress,"” Cholly sighed.

"That there is," runbled the grizzled veteran, "with the
General . Every year he nmakes life a little better for every-
body. "

"Except the Wl men?"

"The Wol mren, too!" The young soldier |ooked up in

surprise. "I mean, would you believe it? He's actually trying
to ease us soldiers into getting along with those savages!

Per manent | y!"

"Way don't | have trouble believing that?" Rod won-
der ed.

"Always a skeptic," Cholly sighed.

Rod turned back to him "I'Il bet this little nprder wll
set his plans back a ways."

Cholly's eyes suddenly clicked into "wariness" node.

The young soldier said stoutly, "Don't you believe it!"
and the grizzled veteran agreed, "He'll find a way to make
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this work out for the best of all of us.”

"Col oni sts and Wl nen?" Rod said, with alift of one
eyebr ow.

"Don't you doubt it!" the ol der man conmanded.
"Ch, | don't," Rod said softly, "not one bit."

"Well." The young soldier |ooked up in surprise. "You're
won, then?"

"Total ly convinced," Rod confirned.

The grizzled veteran still glared at himw th suspicion,

and Cholly just rolled his eyes up, but the young sol dier
grinned happily. "Well! That's done, then." He set both
pal ns agai nst the edge of the bar and, with a manful push,
slid off his bar stool. "For ny part, if | don't hit my bunk
within the quarter hour, | won't make my sentry duty in the
morning. OF course, I'll have a nice, snug berth in the
stockade waiting for nme."

"Morni ng?" Rod pricked up his ears. "How early? | nean
it's only..." He glanced at the clock over the bar
" twenty-five hundred. ... Huh?"

The young sol dier grinned wickedly at Cholly, jerking
his head toward Rod. "He is new here, isn't he?"

The young al ways so enjoyed being able to feel superior.

"There're twenty-six hours in a Wl mar day, chum" he

advi sed Rod. "If | get to bed by twenty-five hundred, 1'1lI
have plenty of tinme for nmy six hours, and still nake ny
five o' clock sentry-go."

Rod shuddered appropriately. "Horrible hours. Say, uh
you didn't happen to notice anybody goi ng outside the
Wal | yesterday norning, did you?"

The young man shook his head, not quite noticing
Cholly's frantic signals. "Nobody, except for Sergeant
Thaler." He lifted his mug in a toast. "Your health, Cholly."

"Yours, Spar," the bartender sighed.

Spar downed the rest of his beer and turned away to the
door, wiping his nouth on his sleeve. He waved, and drifted
on out.

Rod turned back to Cholly. "That's strange. Thaler isn't
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one of your traders, is he?"

Chol Iy opened his mouth, but the grizzled corporal was
a phoneme ahead. "No. Not that it matters—they usually
come in around m dday, anyway."

"Ch," Rod said, with total innocence, "they do?"

"Thal er's a val uabl e noncom" Chol ly warned. "Shackl ar
trusts himdown to his boot tops."

"Yes," Rod said softly, "that's what worries ne."

"Mlord." Gaen laid a hand on his arm "I bethink ne
thou hast had ale enow, for this night."

"Hn?" Rod | ooked up in surprise. He caught the meaning

in her gaze, and said, "Oh!" He turned his attention to what
was goi ng on outside the tavern for a mnute, and heard

di sgruntled, frustrated, thirsty thoughts—the |ynch nob,
com ng back. "Uh, yeah! Probably. W should be going."

He chugged the rest of the nug, set it down. "Put it on ny
tab, will you?" Then he slipped off the stool, offered Gamen
his arm and turned to stroll out the door. "Thanks for
everything," he called back

Cholly raised a hand in farewell. "Keep the faith."

Rod wondered which one, but decided not to ask. As

soon as they were out the door, they |eaped to the side, ran
around to the back. They crouched down by the w ndow

with the bul k of the building between them and the returning

I ynch nmob, ears and m nds w de open, listening. Rod had
one eye above the windowsill. After a nonent, Gwen joined
hi m

The nob streaned in, breaking up into individual soldiers
who began to think as people again. "Ar, what a waste of
good drinking tinme!"™ "l1've had more |uck chasing extinct
species!" "Reminds me of the last time | went fishing..."
"Blinkin' witches, that's what they are!" growl ed a portly
private, bellying up to the bar

"Wtches!" Sergeant Thal er sneered. "Nay, ain't nothin'

but the natural in this!" He turned to glare at Yorick. "Natura
fow, that is! Led us a nerry chase after the wild goose,

didn't you?"
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"Who, ne?" Yorick shook his head violently, all offended
i nnocence. "You've got the wong bird. Sergeant."

"Have | really, now?" Thaler purred, sliding off his bar
stool and taking a step toward Yori ck.

The Neanderthal laid a hand over his heart. "Never chased
a wld goose inny life. Just wait till they fly by, usually.
Not bad, with a little orange sauce and a side of peas..."

"No nore of yer lip!" Thaler snarled. "Y' won't turn us
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aside with yer jestin' this tine!l" He wapped a hand in
Yorick's jacket, and jerked his head close. "You're in ca-
hoots with 'em ain'cha?"

The nearest soldiers | ooked up, startled. Then they
scow ed, and an ugly murnmur began

"I saw himin here with "emthis afternoon," a private
cal | ed.

"Aye, and right chumry he was!"

Thaler slid a knife out of his boot and rested the point
agai nst Yorick's belly. "I shave with this, so mind you tel
the truth. You're init with "em ain'cha? Up to yer eye-
brows. And all you're angling for, is helping them escape."

"Whup! Whoa! Hold it, here!" Yorick waved a hand.
"Fair trial! Let's be fair about this!"

"Nay," an ol der corporal grow ed. "Were's yer mnd?
We' ve been through that, and through! W wants dead nur-
derers, not live suspects!"”

"I"'mnot tal king about them+ust ne!"

"What shoul d you have a trial for?" Thal er snarl ed.

"You're trying to help themget away, and that'll bring a

war on us!" He shouted out to the rest of the soldiers, "He's
atraitor! Atraitor to the colony, and all of us!"

"Aye!" The sol di ers began crowdi ng around. "Wat do
you want, all of us dead?"

"Never seen the color of blood, have yuh?"
"Aye! Let's show him his own!"
"Who's got a rope here?"

"Whup! Hold it! | give!" Yorick waved both hands as
though he were erasing a blackboard. "I admt it! I'mguilty!

THE WARLCCK WANDERI NG 95

Just back off, boys!" He heaved a sigh. "You caught ne.
Al right. Anything except the rope and the knife. |I'Il show
you where they really are.”

Qut si de, Rod and Gaen exchanged appal | ed gl ances.
Then they dove for the enpty barrels again.

"This way!" Yorick bell owed, charging toward the door
The soldiers parted and |l et himthrough, taken by surprise.

He | eaped out the tavern door, bellow ng, "R ght on the
first try this time! Come on! Catch the wtches!"

The nob roared out behind him baying at full voice.
Foot st eps thundered right past the two barrels, then faded
into the distance.
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The barrels glided up. Rod and Gaen uncoil ed, and Rod
shook his head. "I've got to see this. |'ve just got to."

"Aye." Gdints danced in Gwen's eyes. "How will he turn
themthis tinme?"

"l dunno, but he'll find a way." Rod caught her hand.
"He's a man of ammzing resources. He may not be able to
mani pul at e synbol s—but people are another matter en-
tirely. Conme on; they're getting away!"

Feat her-footed and silent, they fled through the night.

They sighted the nob just as it came into a |arge, open
pl aza. Beyond it, the Wall bul ked | arge agai nst the stars.

Yorick plowed to a stop and held up a hand. "Quiet!" he
bell owed at the top of his voice. "I hear them coni ng!
Anmbush stations, quick!"

Al the soldiers froze for an instant, startled. Then they
mel ted away, as sudden as a cl oudburst and as silent as the
ni ght, di sappearing anong the | ow plasticrete buil dings
around the pl aza.

Rod felt a chill spread outward fromhis spine. These
guys are good! he thought at Gaen. We'd better be, too!
After all, we wouldn't want themto really find us, would
we?

Nay, certes! Gmnen nelted into the shadows. Fromthe
darkness that had swal | owed her cane a thought: My |ord?
WIt thou cone?
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Just a minute. Rod held up a hand. Why waste the chance?
Cone on-hone in on Sergeant Thaler's thoughts for rme!

Gnen smiled slowy, then beckoned.

They tiptoed away behind the huts and houses, drifting
silently as ghosts behind sol diers whose attention was riv-
eted to the main pathway, with the Wall at its end.

They drifted around to the side, then back in, com ng

up behind the | eaders. Rod hefted his knife, pomrel first,
but Gmen held up a hand to stop him She scow ed, glaring
at Sergeant Thal er. The man suddenly jerked stiff, eyes
bul ging out, throat swelling. Then his eyes rolled up, and
he fell back—but he didn't make any noi se, because he
didn't hit the dirt. Rod caught him heaved himup over a
shoul der, and turned to tiptoe away.

Gnen tapped Yorick on the shoul der. He | ooked up at
her, startled, then grinned. She beckoned, and he drifted

out behind her.
The plaza lay still in the noonlight.

After a while, sonmebody nuttered sonmething. Sonebody
el se nuttered an answer. Then another nuttered, and an-
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ot her, and another. The voices grew | ouder. Then, one by
one, the soldiers began to drift out into the plaza. They
| ooked about them baffled and angry.

"WWhere be they?" a corporal grow ed

"Anot her wild goose." A superannuated private turned

hi s head and spat.

"He's had us again," another snarled. Then he called out,
"Sergeant! Sergeant Thaler! Sap the bastard!"

They stilled, waiting for the sound of the blow, for
Thal er's angry oath—but silence filled the spaces of the

ni ght .
"Where's the sergeant?" a private asked

"l saw himhide over there." A corporal pointed toward
the shadow of a |ow, one-storied building.

They started toward the spot, wal king faster and faster.
The back of the building was bare, the space around it
enpty.
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"Not a sign of hinm"

"Y' don't nean Thal er woul d've run out on us!"

"That's right, | don't mean that." A staff sergeant pointed
at the dirt. "Look at that sign. There's been a scuffle here,
there has.™

"He did for him" the private cried. "That |ousy grinning
bl ockhead did for the sergeant!"

"Stove in his skull, likely." The corporal's eyes turned
very pale, very hard. "Let's find him"

"Aye! The bl oody, grinning ape!"

"Spread out, lads!" the sergeant roared. "Find the bas-
tard, and string himup!"

"What good' |l that do?" A private scratched his head.

"A world of good, for ny soul," the sergeant snapped.

Then a cunning gl eam came into his eye, and he grinned.
"Besi des, one dead body's as good as another, ain't it? W'l
just tell the Wl nmen they was wong; we did sonme clever
detectin', and found out he killed their bloomn' warrior!"

The private grinned slowy, his eyes lighting with devilish
gl ee.

"There's a sergeant'|| get another stripe for brains," called

anot her sol dier.
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The sergeant grinned wi der.

"Y' oughta be a lieutenant. Sergeant!" called a young
cor por al

The sergeant shrugged, enbarrassed. "Don't nake it nore
than it is, lads." Then he roared, "Let's go find the blighter!"

The sol diers how ed and surged after the sergeant as he
strode away between two buildings, following a trail that
he t hought he saw.

"Wl cone to the wanted list.'
t he shoul der.

Rod sl apped Yorick on

"Thanks, Mjor." Yorick heaved a sigh. "Shane to dis-
appoi nt those eager beavers out there, though."

Rod nodded, conmmiserating. "It's hard to find a trail
when your quarry has flown—titerally."
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“Yeah." Yorick turned to Gven. "Thanks for the lift,

m | ady. "

"' Twas naught." Gaen gave hima warmsnile. "Ever

shall ny broonstick be at thy bidding."

"Uh, thanks, but | don't think I could |ast through enough
flight hours to qualify." Yorick's grin turned a little queasy.
"Definitely a vivid experience, though."

"And we're in the one place where they'd really never
think to I ook for us." Rod glanced up as footsteps crossed

above his head.

Yorick | eaned back against the wall, blowi ng out a stream
of cigar snoke. "Gotta hand it to you. Major. Wen you
go to ground, you do a real job of it."

Rod shrugged. "Comes of |ong practice." He nudged the
unconsci ous body that |ay between them "Wat do you
think we ought to do with him Cholly?"

"Be gentle," the tavenkeeper advised."Fact is, if you' ve

any bl oody intentions, you can take "emright out into the
night with yer. I'mkeepin' yer down here just 'cause | don't
like to see innocent blood shed."

"Thal er is innocent?" Yorick asked, w de-eyed.

"As much as yerself." Cholly eyed himwarily.
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Yorick laid a hand on his breast. "I amin-

"l protest.'
nocent! | ampure! | am..

"... full of it,"” Cholly finished. "And I've got to be up
there behind the bar when that nmerry nob you' ve been

| eading cones in fromthis latest snipe hunt." He turned to
Rod. "How d ye work that one?"

"I didn't. Ask him" He nodded toward Yorick

Cholly's gaze swivel ed toward the Neanderthal. The
caveman spread his hands. "Just gave 'em what they wanted,
m ne host. After all, isn't that what you do?"

"Aye, along with a neasure of what they never thought
of ." He wagged a forefinger. "That's ny calling in life,
m nd—and |'ve had all the disruption of it |I can take for
one night. You lie |low, and keep quiet, now |If they hear

yer down here, there'll be naught | can do to aid yer."

"Ch, we'll be mce," Rod pronised

"Wth the cat in sight,"” Yorick agreed.

"Thou'lt hear not so nuch as a scratch in the baseboard,"
Gaen reassured him

Cholly turned to go up the stairs, but stopped to cast a
worried gl ance at Thal er.

"He won't nmmke any noise, either." Rod's smle hard-
ened. "I nean, we wouldn't be so stupid as to take that
ki nd of chance, would we?"

True," Cholly admitted. "Wat ever ye aren't, y're canny
enough. And try to catch sone sleep, for | doubt not ye' 11
need it."

He shoul dn't have said that. As he turned and went up
the stairs. Rod felt the sl eepies comng on. He yawned,

then shook his head and blinked. "Ch, we'll manage some-
how. Ri ght ?"
"Aye, ny lord. Shall | give to thee..."

a mld stinulant?" Yorick fished in his pocket and
hel d out a pillbox. "Go ahead. Major. Nothing |ethal or
addi ctive, | assure you."

Rod gave the pillbox a jaundiced glance, then sighed,
reached out, and popped one into his mouth. "Wy not?
You coul d have bunped us off at |east four tines today—
and without laying a hand on either of us, too."

Gnen stared at the caveman, startl ed.

Yorick shrugged. "I'mon your side, renenber? \Wat
do | have to do to prove it—give you a deadly illness, so
I can nurse you through it?"

"Nay." OGnen smiled, and Rod said, "Not that we m strust
your mnistrations, understand—we'd just rather not need
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t hem "

Gren gl anced at Thaler. "Yet | beg of thee, do not give
this one any lasting mal ady." "

"Ch, of course not!" Rod said, shocked.

"Nothing lasting," Yorick agreed. He reached out a boot
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toe to prod the unconsci ous sergeant. "Cone on, soldier,
up and at 'em Reveille's about to bl ow-and so are you."
He hefted and shoved, and the sergeant fl opped over, |inp
as a | eaky rainsack.

Rod si ghed, and | ooked up at his wife. "Wen you do
it to'em honey, you really do it right. Wake himup, wll

you?"

Gnen's brow furrowed as she gazed at Thaler. His eyelids
fluttered, then opened. He | ooked about him frowning and
blinking, then rolled up onto one el bow, rubbing the back
of a hand across his eyes. "How ... where..."

"l called "anbush stations,'" Yorick remnded him "I
didn't say who was going to be anbushed."

Thal er' s head snapped up. He glared at the caveman
"You are in cahoots with them™"

"No, just a cellar. And so're you."

"Yeah," Rod said, with a wolfish grin. "You're in this,
too, you know. "

Thal er darted gl ances from Rod to Gaen and back
"What ' re you tal king about? How the hell could |I be m xed
up in this? This is your..."

His voice trailed off as he saw the |l ook in Rod's eyes.

In spite of hinself, he inched away—and ran into Yorick's
toe. His head snapped up with a wild | ook, which net
Yorick's flinty gaze. The cavenan grinned. He had a | ot of
teeth. "Don't nean to inconvenience you. Sergeant. It's just
that you were tal king about altering ny collar size, and

t hought you mi ght appreciate ny returning the favor."

"You bastards'." Thaler grow ed, but his face pal ed.

There was a sl am overhead, and a thundering of feet.
Rod scowl ed up at the ceiling.

"Squire Mb," Gmen informed him She turned to Thal er
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"Thy followers return."

Thal er's face brightened. He took a deep breat h—then
swal | owed hard as he froze, eyes rolling down to | ook at
Yorick's blade, its point resting against his Adam s appl e.

"Softly, softly,"” the Neanderthal crooned. "You wouldn't
want your buddi es to know you'd been caught like the
greenest new chum woul d you? Especially caught by the

very peopl e you were hunting! Can you imagine the | ow i est
private being willing to take orders fromsuch a klutz of a
ser geant ?"

Thal er's eyes turned cal cul ating. He cl osed his nouth.

"Havi ng second thoughts?" Yorick nodded. "Wse. | al-
ways knew you were the prudent sort."

"Al ways an eye for the nmmin chance, anyway," Rod
agr eed.

"That's a nice Sergeant." The dagger backed away a
little—but only alittle. "Now+the Mjor, here, says he'd
like to get to know you better."

"Yes, indeed." Rod stepped a little closer. "It's been very
instructive neeting you. Sergeant, but 1'd like it alittle
| onger on the information, and shorter on the rhetoric."

"He neans he'd like you to answer a few questions,"”
Yorick expl ai ned.

"See? He understands."” Rod nodded at Yorick. "Now—
what were you doing at the Sun-Geeting Place yesterday
nor ni ng?"

"I wouldn't tell you the tine of day," Thaler spat, but
Rod felt the answer leap into the sergeant's mnd. He couldn't
spare time for the details, especially since Gwen's gaze was
riveted to Thaler, all her attention focused on his thoughts.

Yorick snatched Thaler's wist, whipped his armthrough
a half turn, and wenched it up behind his back. Thaler
expl oded into mad thrashing, but he couldn't budge the
Neanderthal 's grip.

"Manners, manners!" Yorick chided. "W nust be polite,
now. Tell the nice major what he wants to know. "

Thal er's eyes bul ged, but he clanped his jaw shut, ex-
udi ng a whi ni ng sound. e

"Yeah. Let's just be friendly about it all." Rod gazed up
at the ceiling, lips pursed. "Now... just what were you
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doi ng outside the Wall yesterday norning, anyway?"
"Stuff it, sniffer," Thaler grow ed through cl enched teeth.

Rod frowned. Sniffer? Odd term He'd have to find out

what it meant in local slang. "Well, you do kind of wonder,
when a sergeant takes off in the mddle of the night. | nmean,
wi t hout any sign or explanation, he just trots past the sentry,
and heads for the high hills. You can't hel p wondering:

where was he going to? What for? Wio told himto?"

Yorick twisted the wist a little harder, and Thaler's jaw
gaped open. But he groaned and panted, "No... way...
tell..."

But the answers were there, popping into his mnd, one
after another, as Rod called for them

"Yes, | suppose there is no way to tell," Rod nused,
"but you can't hel p wondering what the whol e reason was.
Way, in the middle of the night? Wiy not just wait unti
nmor ni ng?"

Yorick dangled the knife point in front of Thaler's eyes,
letting it swing back and forth. The light glinted off the
edge. Thal er gazed at it, fascinated, but he still nuttered,
"Go peddl e your product in Hell."

"I don't think it'd keep too well," Rod sighed. "Uh..
what say, dear?"

Gren was tuggi ng on his shoul der, thinking, / have
| earned all he knows. Aloud, she said, "There is no point
in tormenting himfurther, nmy lord."

"You call that tornent?" Rod scoffed, and his m nd added,
That was just a little stage dressing, dear, to convince him
we neant business. O course, we weren't planning on
conpleting the transaction. If we had..

Spare nme, Gmen thought quickly. But bind him ny Iord.

"Ah, well," Rod sighed, "why waste tinme on a know
not hi ng? Roll over and play dead. Sergeant, so we don't
have to make it real. Okay?"

Yorick et go of Thaler's armand began to rub his
shoul der solicitously. Thaler knocked his hand away and

grow ed, eyes full of apprehension

"Don't worry, we're just going to tie you up," Rod ex-

pl ai ned. "We can do it with you awake, or out cold, it's
completely up to you. Cone on, now, don't be difficult—
roll over on your stomach, there's a good fellow Hands
behi nd your back..."

Thal er glared at him

Then, suddenly, he surged to his feet, fist cutting up at
Rod, who | eaned back at the | ast second, but not far enough
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The punch clipped his cheekbone, and he staggered back,
hands snapping up to guard automatically. Fury flamed,
white-hot, but he managed to direct it toward Thal er, bl ock-
ing his next punch, |eaning aside fromthe kick, then whirl-
ing back like a spring unwi nding. Thal er bl ocked and
countered, but Rod had spun inside his guard, slammng a
fist into his belly. Thaler bent forward, eyes bul gi ng again,
the whining com ng out of his nose. Yorick flipped him

over and let himfall, face down in the dirt, dropping down
with himand pinning a knee across his back, pressing his
wists together and hol ding them whil e Rod whi pped a rope
around them "Gently, Sergeant," he soothed. "W could

have done this the nice way, you know. "

"On the other hand," Yorick pointed out, "we could have
been nuch rougher about it, too. | didn't get nmy licks in,
Maj or . "

Rod cut another length of rope fromthe coil on the shelf.
"You'd think Cholly woul d keep sone tape around here."

"What for?" Yorick shrugged. "This isn't his ordinary
line of work, you know. "

"Yeah, you've got a point." Rod reached down for

Thal er' s ankl e. The sergeant slashed a kick at him but Rod
was expecting it now He | eaped aside, caught the ankle as

it passed, and bent it on up toward Thaler's buttocks. "Cone,
come, now Do you really think I'm such an innocent? Haul
alittle on that other rope, will you, Yorick?"

The Neanderthal yanked Thaler's wists up toward his
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shoul der bl ades. The sergeant nade a whi nnyi ng sound, and
his | egs rel axed. Rod whi pped themtogether with the rope,
then ran a length fromankles to wists, pulled so that Thal -
er's legs were bent. "Now for those nifty new knots |'ve
been practicing!"

"Change! Innovation! Always gotta go for the new stuff,”
Yorick grumbled. "You Sapiens are all the same! I'Il stick
to the good old tried-and-true ones, thank you."

Rod sneaked a peek. "If that's your idea of an old knot..."

"I meant really old. You Sapiens never even | earned 'emn

There! Al neatly packaged. Roll over, pretty boy!" He
flipped Thal er onto his back. "W don't trust you not to
yell." He pinched Thal er where he had the nost flesh avail -
abl e. The sergeant opened his nouth in a bleat of sheer
surprise, and Rod jamred a handkerchief into it. Yorick
grabbed Thaler's head and held it still, while Rod w apped
anot her handkerchi ef over his nobuth and around behind his
head, tying it with a square knot. "Sorry you're going to
be feeling so dry, especially with all that beer just overhead.
But don't worry, somebody's bound to find you, right after
br eakfast."
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Yorick tucked his hands under Thal er's shoul ders and
nodded to Rod who caught Thal er's knees. They both heaved
up and carried the sergeant over under the stairs, where it
was ni ce and darKk.

Gren' s thoughts sounded in Rod's head, di sappointed:
Di dst thou truly need be so rough?

"Fraid so, dear. Rod thought back. Didn't you see what
hi s psyche was doi nhg when you woke hi m up?

Gren was silent a nmonent. Then: Aye, indeed. The
feeling of hel plessness, of being totally w thout defense.

Rod nodded. Psychol ogically, he can handle this nmuch
better than your nental knockout, with no visible neans.
This, he can conprehend; it's ordinary to him He can dea
with it. He shrugged. But we had to make it convi ncing.

An thou sayest it. Gmen sighed. Shall | tell thee, then,
what his thoughts were?

THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 105

That, I'd like to hear. Rod strolled back toward her

beckoni ng Yorick, and sat down, with the Iength of the
basement between them and Thal er. The Neanderthal settled
beside him and Rod breathed, "Al oud, but softly, so the
big guy can hear, but his victimcan't."

"What do you nean, ny victinP" Yorick snorted.

"I kind of got the gist, while we were questioning,"” Rod
went on, "but | missed the details."

"Ch, so that's what you were doing!" Yorick grinned.
"l wondered why you gave up so easily."

Gnen just stared at him

"l wasn't kidding, dear,’
gentle."

Rod said softly. "W were being

"Rel atively," Yorick agreed. "But then, everything is rel-
ative, isn't it? According to the anthropol ogists, |I'meven
a relative of yours."

"Rermoved, " Rod said quickly. "Several tines re-
nmoved—but not far enough."

"Aw, you're just a stickler about the straight |line of de-
scent," Yorick groused.

"Sure." Rod shrugged. "It's mne. W've got a common
ancest or—but you guys branched off into a dead end road
that fizzled out."

"If you can call a hundred thousand years 'fizzling out,'"
Yorick snorted. "As to its being a dead end-—well, at |east
we | eft Terra in good shape, when we ran off."

"Gentlemen!" Gaen held up her hands, one pal mtoward
each mouth. "WIIl it please thee to hear what our sergeant
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did outside the Wall, yesternon?"

"Yeah, that would be nice." Rod turned back to her, al
attention. "He never went anywhere near the Sun-Geeting
Pl ace, did he?"

"Not by a | eague,
for all that."

Gnen confirnmed, "nor a dozen | eagues,

Yorick frowned. "Spare nme the suspense. Wat was he
doi ng outside the Wall?"

"He did performthe role of a courier,"” Gmen expl ai ned.

r
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"The General - Governor had sent himto bear word to the
Chartreuse tribe." She turned to Rod, frowning. "Tis an
odd nane for a color."

"Unchartered territory,'
telling the Chief?"

Rod agreed. "So what was he

"Yeah." Yorick frowned. "Wy the hell did he have to
go out in the mddle of the night?"

"For that," Omen explained, "the Chartreuse tribe had
borrowed a great sumfromthe General's—bank,' did he
call it?"

"Savi ngs," Rod explained. "Think of enbers banked, to
be saved through the night, dear.”

"Tis an odd word, yet an odder thought." Gwaen turned

to him frowning. "Wiy do these fol k not keep their noney
thensel ves? Wherefore nmust they give it to others to save
for then"

"Too much chance of thieves," Rod explained. "This

way, instead of always worrying about robbers, they only
have to worry about the banker—and they al ways know
where Tie is.”

"Al nost always,"” Yorick qualified.

"Well, true," Rod admitted. "Anyway, it's much nore
efficient."

"An thou sayest it," OGaen sighed, "though | bethink me
I"l1l conprehend thy 'gravity' sooner than thy banks."

"Just think how the Wol nen feel. So the Chartreuse tribe
owes the Bank of Wbl mar a | ot, huh?"

"Aye, yet they did have the wherewithal to repay stored

in the bank. Naethel ess, they had sent to ask for the..."
she scowed "... for the... '"interest rate? ... on the |oan,
as it did conpare with the '"interest rate' they did receive,
on their saved noney." She frowned. "What is this "interest

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,...k%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (89 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

rate," ny lord? Doth it denote the degree of attention the
Chi ef doth pay to the Banker?"

Rod had to swallow hard. "I suppose you could say that,
dear. What it neans, though, is how much the bank is paying
the Chartreuse tribe for the use of its noney."

Gnen stared. "But why woul d the bank wish to use
noney?"

"Same reason any of us would," Yorick sighed.

"To invest, dear," Rod explained, "Say, to buy shares in

a captain's trading voyage. He wants to make the voyage
right now, not in ten years, which is howlong it would take
himto save up the nmoney by hinsel f."

"Then this bank will make nore noney fromthe cap-

tai n?"
"Alot nore, and it'll deal with Iots of captains, not just
one."

Gren frowned, eyeing himstrangely, then sighed. "An
thou sayest it. |I ken the nmeaning of the words, but | do not
ken the manner of thought that doth produce it."

Rod said "I"'mnot certain about it, nyself."

"Yet wherefore doth the bank pay the Chartreuse for the
use of their noney, whiles the tribe doth pay the bank for
the use of its noney? It doth but go about and about in a
circle, my lord" 1t maketh no sense!"

"I"'mnot sure it does to ne, either," Rod confessed. "But

I think it works this way: if the Wl men are getting twelve
percent —twel ve BTUs for every hundred—and are only

payi ng ten percent for the noney they' ve borrowed, they
make two percent profit by keeping the noney in the bank,
instead of using it to pay off their loan."

Gaen st ared.

Then she took a deep breath, and said, "Yet the bank
thereby doth lose this two percent thou speakest of! Were-
fore doth it pay nore than it doth receive?"

"l can't make sense of that one, either,"” Rod confessed.
"The only thing | can think of is that Shacklar nust run the

bank, and that he's willing to take the loss to make the
Wl nen dependent on him After all, if a man has all your
money | ocked up, you're... not... too... apt to make war

on him" He stared, his eyes huge. "My lord! O course!
He's buying themoff!"

"Yet, then, if they send to learn of their noney's interest,
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doth it not nmean..." Gaen's eyes rounded, too. "Nay,
certes! They did seek to recover their money, that they m ght

be free to make war!"

"Wthout taking a loss on it," Rod said grinmy. "Wich
is plenty of reason for Shacklar to send a courier out in the
m ddl e of the night. Just what was the nmessage he carried?"

"That the interest rate was but now increased by five
parts in a hundred."

"A five percent hike, on the spur of the nonent?" Rod
goggl ed, and Yorick whistled. "This Chartreuse chief knows
how to bargain! Nothing |like the threat of war to notivate
the General into giving thema little extra profit."

"Very sharp," Rod agreed. "Wat did the Chartreuse tribe
send back—a polite 'Yes,' or a wthdrawal slip?"

"Sergeant Thal er did bear back word | audi ng Genera
Shackl ar for his honesty, and naught nore."

"Whi ch means they left their noney on deposit." Rod

drew a deep breath. "Y know, Shacklar's not too bad a horse
trader hinself. Wat's five percent against forestalling a
war? He may just have had the right idea, trying to bring
the Wl nmen into the nodemworld." But he wasn't sure

that applied to Gaen.

"Here, then!" Cholly's voice called down the stairwell.
"Have a care, m ster and m ssus! Here's one who wants t'

talk t' yer!"

Rod | ooked up, adrenaline thrilling through him
Chonoi canme down the steps, face a bright pink

Gren smiled. "Thou dost seem newy scrubbed. "

"COf course," Chompi snapped. "Wuldn't you be?"

"Awl | thought you | ooked good in that color," Yorick

pr ot est ed.

Rod rel axed, feeling the adrenaline ebb. "Yeah, it was
the real you."

"Ch, stuff it!" she bl azed.

Rod stared, taken aback for a nmoment. "What's the mat-
ter? Didn't you |ike being a Wl man?"

"What do you think?" she snorted. "It's not easy, being
Orange. ™

Yorick pushed a crate over with his foot. "Sit. Tell us
what's happeni ng under the big open skies."

"Do not heed their inpudence," Gaen advised. "Truly,
within, they rejoice to see thee home and hale."

"They sure hide it well," Chonoi grow ed
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"Thanks." Rod nodded. "Now, tell us what happened out
there. ™

Chonoi snorted, and dropped down on the crate. "Noth-
ing. Absolutely nothing."

They stared at her for a nonent.

Then Rod sighed and | eaned back. "W couldn't really
expect anything nore, anyway. But somebody nust have
come to the Sun-Geeting Place."”

"Ch, he did—and it was Hwn, all right."

"But he snelled a rat?" Then Rod struck the heel of his
hand against his forehead. "Of course—what's the matter
with ne? He knows every menber of his tribe by sight!

Wiy didn't I..."

"Don't worry, | did." Chonpoi's mouth turned down at

the coners. "He's a Purple chief, so | was wearing O ange
paint. And | staged it well: Wen he came up in the fal se

dawn there, with the sky just beginning to glowin the east,
he found me on ny knees, weeping." Her eyes |ost focus;

she gave a slow, critical nod. "Yeah, | did it well.... He
just stood there for a few mnutes. | pretended | didn't
noti ce. Then he reached down and grabbed ny shoul der."

She wi nced. "He grabs hard! Tal k about a grip of steel..."

"l trust he did not hurt thee!" Gaen frowned, concerned.

Chornoi shook her head. "I don't think he meant to, and
| suppose he was symnpathetic, by his lights. He said,
"Wman. Wiy you weep?' "

"Wait a minute." Yorick held up a finger.-~"Didn't he
want to know your nane?"

Chornoi shook her head. "No need. | was from anot her
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tri be—that was all he needed to know. And that | wasn't
trespassi ng—because | was on sacred ground, which is open
toall. Sol told himthat | was weeping for the man who
was killed yesterday norning. And Hwn said, 'But him

not of your tribe."'"

"Ch, did he!" Rod lifted his head slowy. "That means
the corpse nust've still had his body-paint on when Hwn
found him™

"Whi ch means Hwun washed it off." Yorick frowned.

"Yeah, to hide the victims identity." Rod scow ed. "Wy
woul d he want to do that?"

But Chonpi was shaki ng her bowed head, wavi ng her
hands in front of her, palnms out. "No! Hold it! Stop! You're
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both missing the main point!"
"Wich is?" Rod asked

"That Hmwn wants to get all the tribes together, and the
dead Wol man coul d be a very powerful comon focus. But
it'll work nmuch better for that, if nobody can tell which
tribe he came from"

They sat still for a noment. Then Rod nodded slowy.
"Yeah... that could be..."

"More than 'could,'" Chonpbi snort ed.

"Then he did tell thee thou wert not of the slain man's
tri be?" Gaen said.

Chonoi nodded. "So why was | weeping? Well, | had

to think fast, | tell you! But | did, and I told himl was
weeping for all Wl nmen, that | would weep for any, who
died at the hands of the Col onists!" She frowned. "I was

waiting for himto tell ne to stand up, but he never did."

"And for himto warmtoward a weepi ng wonan?" Rod
said softly.

Chonoi glared at him "I told you, | don't fit their stan-
dards of beauty!"

Rod didn't believe it. "Even so—you were feral e, and
grieving. And you're young enough. You were waiting for
sonet hing resenbling a chival rous response, weren't you?"
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Chonoi held the glare a nonent | onger. Then her nouth
twi sted, and she adnitted, "Yes, | was. But there wasn't
any—not the ghost of a one.”

Yorick grinned. "Well, you knew the Wl nmen were a
bunch of male chauvinists.”

"Sure,"” Rod cut in. "Any primtive culture's going to be
patriarchal . "

"Not "any.'" Yorick held up a palm "But these guys are.
Cones fromimtating comrercial fiction, no doubt." He

turned back to Chonpi. "So you stood up anyway, huh?"
She shrugged, irritated. "I was getting a crick in ny
neck."

"So you stood up," Rod inferred. "Slowy, sinuously,
with a few di screet wiggles.”

Fury flared in Chonbi's eyes, but she didn't answer.
"I't didn't work?" Rod said gently.

The fury faded a bit. Reluctantly, Chonoi inclined her
head. "Al'l he did was start reasoning. He pointed out that
I shouldn't take it so hard. As a bona fide fermale, | had
more to gain' fromthe colonists than to | ose."
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Rod scowl ed. "Was he being sarcastic or sonething?"

Chonoi shook her head. "No... Fromhis tone, he was
just stating the facts of the case. As though it was a | ogica
poi nt, you know?"

"These subsi stence cultures end up preoccupied with

common sense,"” Yorick said. "So how did you answer that
one? After all, there is a surplus of Wl man wonen, with
the resulting polygany." He frowned. "Qdd, though—you

woul dn't expect a leader to be quite so carefree about one
of his people's wonen going to the nen of his enemes."

"Well, that's just where | hit it. | put on the big indignhant
scene—that no true Wl woman would want a man all to

herself, if that man wouldn't be a Wl man, just a col onist.
But Hwun just went on telling nme, in that enotionless style
of his, that it would nake nmuch nore sense for nme to have
one nman all to nyself, if | could.

r
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Rod frowned. "I thought he was trying to get the Wl nen
out of association with the colonists."

"So did . |I stepped a little closer, snapping that there
woul d' ve been plenty of Wl nmen to go around, if the col-
oni st soldiers hadn't killed off so many of our nen in the
war. But Hwmn told ne that there are always two percent
more femal e children surviving infancy than male.... |
wonder who does his statistics?"

Yorick shook his head, |ooking dazzled. "Qdd bunch of
primtives they've got here."

"Must be Cholly and his educational force." Rod
shrugged. "1'msurprised he didn't quote the |ast |DE census
at you."

"No, but he did finally get around to praising ny patri-
otism Al nobst as an afterthought. Then he fed ne sone sort
of line about how literate cultures always destroy oral cul-
tures, then swallow themup or kill off their menbers."

Rod just stared at her for a nonent. Then he said, "Not
exactly what | usually think of as a call to arms."

"Well, it could have been, if he hadn't sounded |i ke sone
damn professor!"

Rod wondered at her irritability. O course, Chompi was
al ways touchy... "So what did he say to confort you?"

"Not hing." Chonobi turned away in disgust. "Al of a
sudden, he spun around and ran over to the stone step. And
believe me, he can sprint!"

"Prinmitives stay in good physical shape," Yorick assured

her.
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"Not that good! | swear he could' ve run a horse race

wi t hout the horse!" She shook her head, exasperated. "He

got there just in time, too. He barely set foot on the stone,
and the sun cane up."

"Natural sense of timng," Yorick said.

"Wi ch sone people don't have." Rod fixed himwith a
beady eye.

Chonoi shook her head in exasperation. "Talk about a
wast ed night!"

"Ch, | don't know." Rod pursed his lips. "At |east, now
we're pretty sure he didn't want anybody to know whi ch
tribe the corpse cane from That's sonething."

"Not nmuch," Chonpi snapped, but Gaen smled with
gentl e armusenent. "Thou shoul dst not be so aggrieved,
solely for cause that he did not sway to thy charns."

Rod' s eyebrows shot up as he turned to | ook at her

Chonoi sat very still, paling. Then she heaved a sigh.
"Al'l right, so my fem nine pride's been hit. How d you
know, Ms.?"

Gnen answered with a shrug of her shoulders. "The lilt
of thy voice, the tilt of thine head. Thou art quite know -
edgeabl e in the use of thy womanhood, art thou not?"

"I've gotten pretty good at it," Chonmpi admitted, "ever
since | found out that the Wl nen have a very stiff code of
honor where wonen are concerned—especially unmarried

ones. It was such a welcone relief fromny fell ow col o-
nists!"

"Al so safer?" Rod guessed

Chornoi nodded, chagrined. "l1've always been a favorite

with them and not just because | was disaffected. Maybe

they all thought 1'd nake a nice addition to their |odges, |
don't knowbut it was nice to be treated Iike a | ady again

after all these years. And | got to be pretty good at flirting."
She sounded vaguel y surpri sed.

Rod frowned. "But if their code of honor was so stiff
that they wouldn't even try to seduce you..."

"Ch, | didn't say that!" Chornoi glared icicles at him

"They all did, always, every single one. That was what was

so nice about it. | could flirt all | wanted to, then say 'No,'
and they'd accept it. Even if they didn't want to, they'd

stop right away."

"But this Hwn did not attenpt to seduce thee?"

"Not a bit, not the tiniest flirt. Not even aTeer, |et al one
a bedroom eye."

Rod cocked his head to the side. "But it sounded as
though he was interested in you."
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"Ch, yeah! In who | was, and why | was there, but
beyond that... Well, he didn't even seemto be aware that
I was fenmale!l"

Yorick shook his head. "Odd. Definitely odd. Anona-
lous, in fact. Y' might expect that kind of thing in a civilized
culture, but..."

"Whoa! Hold it!" Chompoi's pal mwent up. "Wat nakes
you so sure the Wl nen aren't civilized?"

"Because the word neans 'citified,'" Yorick answered,
irritated. "At least pick legitimate nits, will you?"

"Yet wherefore woul dst thou | ook for such behavior in
cities, yet not in the country?" Geen asked.

"Because it takes a higher degree of technology to build
cities than to build tenmporary villages," Yorick said. "I
suppose | really should have said 'highly-technol ogical,"

instead of 'civilized.' | mean, can you really call it a 'city’
if it's only got a hundred thousand people, and not a single
factory?"

"Yes," Rod said, with conviction

Yorick shrugged. "All right, so we're down to defini-
tions. Mg, | think of industrial ugliness as a 'city' —you
know, steam engi nes, power |oons, railroads, factories..."

"No, | don't know." Rod shook his head. "I didn't study
that much archaeol ogy. But | can play strai ght man—Wy
woul d you expect a man froman industrial civilization to
not even notice that a woman was a worman?'"

Yorick frowned. "Well, maybe not 'expect', but at |east

not be surprised by. In the industrial culture. Mjor, you
make progress by putting each iteminto its own separate

pi geonhol e, so you can control it and assenble it with a | ot
of other things into whatever new gadget you want—-and

what you do with your tools, you also do with your m nds.

So the industrial man starts seeing 'enotion' as one aspect
of the mnd, and 'intellect' as another, and he puts each one
into its own separate pigeonhole in his soul, where it can't

get in the other's way. So you might not be surprised to find
that a | eader who was currently dealing with a najor prob-

Il em mght have sex safely pigeonhol ed out of the way for

the time being."

"But to the point where he wouldn't even notice that a
worman was a woman?" Chonoi stared, appall ed.

"Ch, he'd notice it, all right—but he'd ignore i>
"Even to the point of not responding as a man?"

Yorick shrugged. "What can | tell you? It's possible. But
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the Wol man culture isn't industrial—t's tribal, with a very
basi ¢ technol ogy that concentrates on whol eness and i ndi -
viduality. They see everything as weaving together into one
great big configuration—and sex as a natural part of life,

just like every other part. Feelings and thoughts are naturally
interwoven in a culture like that. The one |l eads to the other,
in an endless circle."

Rod pursed his lips. "Are you trying to tell nme that Hwn
wasn't reacting like a true tribal chieftain?"

Yorick stood still with his nouth open. Then he cl osed
it, disgruntled. "Well, yeah, sonmething like that. Right."

"Well, 1'd say you pinned that one right on the donkey.

But there's sonmething that really bothers ne about that guy's
attitude." He scow ed off into space, chewing at the thought
mentally for a few minutes, then shrugged his shoul ders

with a sigh. "I can't pin it down."

"Gve it tinme," Yorick advised. "It'I| come home."
"Wagging a tale behind it, no doubt."

The door at the top of the stairs slamed, and Rod was
on his feet, one hand on his dagger

"Nay, ny lord." Gaen laid a hand on his forearm "'Tis
more likely a friend than an eneny."

Boots appeared on the stairs, marching down, with | oose
green trousers tucked into them Then a white apron ap-
peared, tucked over an anple belly; then a barFel chest and
bull shoulders, with Cholly's grinning face on top of them
and a huge tray piled high with steam ng goodies in his
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hands. "Thought yer might like a nibble. After all, the sun's
al nost up. "

"And our tine with it?" Rod reached out to help lift the

tray down.

"Here, now Away with yer!" Cholly swng the tray up

out of his reach. "Can't |eave these things t' base amateurs,
yer know Sit down, sit down! The pleasure in a neal is as
much in the service as in the cuisine.”

Rod put his hands up, palms out. "lnnocent, sheriff.
He sat down.

"There! That's a bit better." Cholly kicked a crate into

the middle of their circle and set the tray down on it, then
pi cked up platters and began to fill themw th eggs and
sausage, nuffins, toast, steak, and fried potatoes. "It's a
| ocal bird does these eggs, now, not yer average Terran hen
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But she's a good fow, and takes pride in her work. Lower
in cholesterol, too." He set the plate on Yorick's |ap. "And
I won't tell yer what the steak was in its earlier incarnation

Just relax and enjoy it."

"Good, though," Yorick nmunbl ed around a nout hf ul
Rod eyed the sausages warily as they passed him bound
for Chonoi. "What's in the cartridges?"

"Pork." Cholly heaped a platter for him "Naught but

good ol d pork. Major. Were yer finds human fol k, yer

finds pigs. And why not?" He passed the plate to Rod and
began to | oad another. "They're tasty, portable, and thrives
on yer garbage. So what if they're onmery, and got nasty
tenpers? Just give 'emsone nmud, and they'|ll rest content."
He set the plate in front of Gven and turned to serve Yorick
and Chomoi, but found they'd served thensel ves while he
wasn't | ooking. "Ah, well-a-day!" he sighed, and fol ded

his arnms, watching the Gall owgl asses dine with enthusi asm
"Eh, it does ny old heart good to see the young' uns tuckin

into their tucker like that!"

"Couldn't be nore than a few years ol der than we are,"”
Rod mnumbl ed.

THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 117

"Don't bet onit, laddie." Cholly wagged a forefinger at
him "I"'mall of fifty."

"Why, he is ten years ny senior!" Gaen said brightly.

"A positive antique," Rod agreed. "But he cooks well,
so we won't hold it against him"

"Have it as you will, it does ny heart good to see folk
enjoy ny food." But Cholly's face puckered into a frown.
"Yer surely do seemthe carefree pair, don't yer?"

"What ?" Rod | ooked up, surprised. "Ch. Just because
we don't seemparticularly worried?" He shrugged and turned
back to his plate. "W aren't."

"\Wher ef ore ought we be?" Gmen | ooked up in w de-eyed
i nnocence.

"Well..." Cholly coughed delicately into his fist. "There
is this little natter of a mllion or so wild savages who're
thirsting fer yer blood."

"He's so clinical with his descriptions, isn't he?"
"Aye, ny lord. Dry and bare of enotion."

"It don't worry yer.'
eyebrows |ifted.

Cholly tipped his head toward them

Rod shook his head. "Wy should they? W can al ways
escape. "

"W do excel at quick disappearing,” Gaen confirned.
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""Tis nerely a matter of waiting thine opportunity."
Chol ly | ooked astounded. "Then why not escape now?"
Rod shook his head. "Don't want to create an incident."

Gren nodded. "When we do depart, we'd liefer not |eave
a war in our wake."

"I mean," Rod explained, "if we don't go to that trial,
what's going to happen to Wl man-col oni st politics here?"

Cholly was still for a nonent, gazing off into space.
Then he said, "'"Tis a point well-taken—and 'tis good of
yer to care. But ought yer not have sone concern fer yer-
sel ves?" -

"We do," Gmnen assured him

"W neant what we sai d—+f push comes to shove, we
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can al ways di sappear, fade into the woodwork. But there
woul d still be the little problemof getting off this planet,"
Rod expl ai ned.

Chol ly | eaned back on one | eg, scratching where his

si debum had been. "Aye. There'd be sonme difficulty to

that. That's why they made the whol e pl anet a prison, now
that yer mention it. Mnd yer, there's a-plenty of places to
hi de here on Wl mar; there're some patches of nountains

that not even the Wil nen would bother to go to, but as

woul d have gane enough to support just a man and his wife,
and mayhap even a famly."

Gnen shook her head and swal | owed. "Nay. "Tis this
matter of famly, even as thou sayest. | nust needs return
to them |ook thou."

Cholly just gazed at her, brooding, his lower |ip thrust
out. "Aye, | can understand that. But where be they. M ssus?"

Gnen opened her nmouth to answer, but Rod said quickly,
"On anot her planet, far away."

"Aren't they all!" Cholly sighed. He set his hands on his
hi ps and stared up at the ceiling beans. "Aye, then, 'tis
needful indeed. But | can't give yer any help if y're out to
| aunch, in a manner of speakin'. My nen only work dirt-
side."

S okay." Rod shrugged. "W weren't really expecting
anyt hing."

"Yet 'tis good of thee to offer thine aid," Ganen said
softly.

Chonoi | ooked up fromher plate and shifted a nouthfu
of food over into her cheek. "That rem nds ne, speaking
of people hiding out in Wl nman territory..."
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Cholly's attention shifted to her, with total intensity. "Say,"
he commanded.

"Strangers." Chornoi finished chewing and swal | owed.
"I'"ve spent nobst of the |ast nmonth wandering around anong

the Wl nmen..."

"That, | know." Cholly said. "And I'l|l not argue that
they're nore considerate, and nore mannerly than our col -
THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 119

onists—and if a lady says 'No,' they'll agree, and not take
exception. After all, they've plenty of wonen on hand. But

how did this bring you know edge of strangers?”

Chonoi shrugged. "It takes one to know one. |I'msure
their disguises fooled the Wl men, but | saw through them—
maybe because | was | ooking fromthe outside."

"Indeed," Cholly breathed. "And what have these fal se
Wl nen been doi ng?"

"Not hing much. Claimng a free lunch, and a place in
the shade for a few hours, which the Wl nen were glad to
suppl y—that good old primtive code of hospitality...."

"Menmbers of the sane tribe, no doubt," Cholly breathed

"Ch, sure, if they'd come froma different tribe, that
woul d have been a horse of a different color! But being of
the sane hue, if you follow nme, they had the green-carpet
treatnment...."

"The green carpet being grass?" Rod asked.

"Of course." Chompi gave himan irritated gl ance. "So
the visitors just sat down, filled up, and discussed the fate
of the world."

"For some hours, yer said?"

"Two or three. Then they drifted on. But afterwards |
heard the occasi onal Wl man tal ki ng agai nst General Shack-
| ar and us col onists."

"Not exactly what 1'd call a positive synptom" Yorick
sai d.

"Nay, certes," OGnen breathed

"What conpl aints had they?" Cholly asked. "The Wl -

men hail ed Shackl ar as the voice of reason, right fromthe
start. The only gripes about himcane from Terra, and she
was only objecting, because our good General - Gover nor
didn't need her!"

"Ever the way with wonen," Yorick sighed, and Chorno
favored himw th her skewerest gl ance. -»

"Of course, she hasn't been conplaining lately." Cholly
noted. "How can she, when she's cut us off?"
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Yorick started to answer, but Chornoi snapped, "Can it!"
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Rod shrugged. "Okay, so there are a few kvetchers out
beyond the Wall. Wiy let it bother you? There are al ways
a few nal contents. "

But Yorick | ooked doubtful now, and Cholly shook his
head. "Ml contents stay in their own villages, but M. Chor-
noi's seen several of 'em wandering about."

Chonpi nodded. "All different tribes, too."

Chol Iy shook his head again. "That snacks of organi-
zation."

"Plus a |l ot of body-paint," Rod added. "Could be the
same agents, just changing their colors each tine."

"Li ke enough." Cholly shook his head. "I'Il have to
apprise the General of it."

"If you have to." Chonpbi was suddenly as tight as a
wire. "Just don't tell himwho did the noticing, okay?"

"Be easy," Cholly assured her. "I've only to refer to
sources,' and he never questions."

nmy

"Of course." Chonobi relaxed. "All those traders. Wat
difference would it make which one brought the news?"

"None, to him" Cholly frowed. "Sone, to ne." He
turned to Rod and Gaen. "But | take her point. It's worth
tal king, fer yerselves."

"Why?" Rod | ooked up. "Because it gives us a way to
have a body, where there isn't a Wl nman mni ssing?"

Chonoi shook her head. "That body was a real Wl -
man. "

Rod frowned. "How can they tell? Tattoos?"

"That, and other tribal marks."

Cholly nodded in agreenment. "Yer wouldn't notice 'em

in the usual course of action. However, fer yerselves, yer
m ght be able to use "emto win a stay of execution, by
demandi ng that Hwmun prove none of his own peopl e was
responsible fer the nurder, nor that it wasn't committed by
no i npersonator, neither."

Rod smled slowy, and Gmven said, "They're as likely
to demand that we prove there were no false Wl nen had
a blade into this, either."

"True," Rod agreed, "but no one could expect us to have
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evi dence about real Wl nmen, could they?" He grinned at
Choraoi . "Thanks, |ady. That might win us tinme."

"I"'mnot a lady," Chonoi snapped.

Before Rod could say it, they heard the tavern door open
upstairs, and a dozen pairs of boots tranped across the floor
above their heads.

"Ah!" Cholly | ooked upward. "Yer escort's cone, | dare
say."

The troop didn't lead themto Shacklar's office. |nstead,
it took themto a giant |og cabin between the tavern and the
adm ni strative conpound.

"What is this?" Rod asked the |ieutenant. "Town Hall ?"

"Cl ose enough," the man growl ed, and he threw t he door
open. Rod and Gmen marched in, shoul ders square and chins
hi gh. Their escort foll owed.

Rod took a quick | ook around. |nside, you couldn't have
told it was built of logs. The walls were panel ed and pl as-
tered, and the furniture was so snoothly finished that, at
first glance, it |ooked |ike plastic.

There was a beautifully finished desk, too, squarely in
front of Rod, and at |east six feet high. Shacklar woul d' ve
been dwarfed behind it, if his chair hadn't been so huge
and ornate. Real |eather upholstery. Rod noted. WlIl, col-
oni sts had to nake do with what they could find.

The side desks were just as sunptuous, but a foot shorter
The one at the left had five Wl nen behind it, and the one
at the right had five soldiers, each of whom had officer's
i nsignia gleaning on his collar tabs.

Rod scanned the scene and saw the basis for a consti -
tution.

A sergeant stepped out in front of Shacklar's bench,
thunped the floor with an oaken pole tipped with chalKk,
and bell owed, "Order in the court!"

Rod bit back the traditional rejoinder, but Gmen caught
his thought, and had to suppress a smle.
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"Accused, please present yourselves,
etly.

Shackl ar said qui -
Rod | ooked at Gaen. Gaen | ooked at Rod. They

shrugged, and took a joint step forward.

"How do you pl ead?" Shackl ar inquired.

"Quilty, or not guilty?" the sergeant pronpted.

"Not guilty," Rod said firmy.
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"Proof!'" Hwmn was on his feet behind the Wl nen's
bench. "Wat proof them show? Mist give evidence that
t hem not do nurder!"

"Conme to that, | don't believe |I'd nentioned that a nur-
der had been commtted, " Shacklar nused. "Horrible over-
sight. But really, old chap, | nust request that if you intend

to prosecute the case, you renove yourself fromthe bench."
Hmin stared at him then slowy nodded. "It is sensible."

Rod stared in anmazenent as the Wl man came down

fromthe bench and around in front of it. The nove seened
completely at odds with what he knew of the intractable,

hostile Wl man chief. Wiy had he been so quick to agree?

There was a slight stirring at the back of the room near
the outer door. Qut of the coner of his eye. Rod noticed
Yorick and Chonoi slide in quietly. He bit his lip in vex-
ati on—he hadn't wanted themto get pulled in so openly.
The soldiers mght assunme guilt by association

But it was nice to feel their support.

Hmin strode up to gl ower at Rod and Gaen. "You say
you not guilty. G ve proof!"

Rod suddenly realized that he and Hwn were going to
determne, right here and now, whether Wl mar's | egal code
woul d be basically Napol eonic, or basically English. If it
were basically Napoleonic, it would assune that the accused
was guilty, and had to prove his innocence, which neant
that the rights of the individual wouldn't be the nbost im
portant elenent in the constitution about to be bom

"No," Rod said softly. "It's not our job to prove we're
i nnocent. You have to prove we're guilty!"

Hmn just stared at him and his gaze was so cold that
THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG
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Rod coul d have sworn it was giving himfrosthite.
"That's so."

The Chi ef Chief spun around to | ook at the col onists'

bench. A slender officer was on his feet. Wth a shock. Rod
recogni zed the officer who had been so courteous to them
on the Wall the norning before.

"Li eutenant Corrigan," Shackl ar acknow edged. "On what
basis do you state agreement with the accused?”

"Way not?" Corrigan answered, with an easy smle. "Still,
it's common sense, sir. We know nothing of these two peo-
pl e, except that a Wl man patrol chased themto us. If
anything, that would indicate a Wl nan bi as agai nst them

No, really, in all fairness, we nust ask that sone reason be
given for believing themguilty of a capital crine."
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"The point is well-taken." Shacklar turned to the Wl -
men' s bench. "Those of us present at the hearing yesterday
nmor ni ng have heard such reasons, but the majority of the

i ndi vidual s nmaking up this court have not. W will hear it

stated anew. "

Rod breat hed a sigh of relief—+the English concept had

won out. The | aws of Wl mar woul d assune that the accused
was innocent, and the state would have to prove his guilt,
whi ch meant that the rights of the individual would be the
nmost i nportant el enent in the enbryonic constitution. A

of a sudden, the term "founding fathers" gained a whol e

new neani ng.

Shackl ar turned back to Corrigan. "However, Lieutenant,
I nust ask that if you intend to take the part of the accused,
you al so step down from your bench."

Thereby preserving an equal nunber on each side. Rod
noted, as well as establishing the functions of prosecutor
and defense. He hoped Shacklar would be as careful in his
judgnent as he was in his establishing of precedents.

Corrigan stared blankly for a nonment, then heaved a sigh
and stepped down to the floor.

Shackl ar turned back to Hwn. "Please present your
proofs. Chief Chief, your reasons why we should believe
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these two people murdered a Wl man. "
Hmn only stared at him

Shackl ar | eaned back in his chair, fingers steepled, totally
at ease.

Finally, Hwmn said, "They were there."

Rod breathed a sigh of relief. The English concept had
triunmphed.

"Yester norning," Hwn went on, "them outside \Wall
Qutside, in mddle of plain. Wi know where before that?"

"Precisely," Corrigan agreed. "Wo does know?"

Hwmn di dn't even acknow edge him "Wl man found

dead. Dead, at Sun-Geeting Place. Me found body! Who
woul d kill hinP Only colonist!" His finger stabbed out at
Rod and Gmen. "Only them outside Wall —0 reason! So!"
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He fol ded his arns across his chest. "Themkill Wl nan."

"Ch, come now" Corrigan scoffed. "There were traders
outside the vall, too, and Wl nen fromother tribes. Even

if you assunme that no menber of his own tribe would kil
him.." He spun to the General, stabbing a forefinger.

"VWi ch point has not been established, sir!" Then back to
Hwn. "Even if, if, no nenber of his own tribe slew him
there's no reason to think a nenber of another tribe didn't!"

Hwmn kept his face turned toward Shacklar. "Wl nen
not bl oodthirsty."

Shackl ar sat very still, and the faces of the other officers
froze. Rod could al nost hear the | aughter they were hol ding
back, and really could hear themthinking. That's not how

it | ooked!

"Wbl men not slay other Wl nmen!" Hwn thundered.

The officers' faces stayed frozen. Just what the blinking
hell do you think you were doi ng when we canme here—
hol di ng community picnics?

Shackl ar nmanaged to sublinmate his feelings into a huge
sigh, and | eaned forward. "Be that as it may... Accused!"

"Uh, yes?" Rod | ooked up

"Were you, or your wife, at the Sun-Greeting Place yes-
t erday norni ng?"

Rod shook his head. "Never saw it till we went to | ook
for evidence last night."

Hmn' s head snapped around to stare at Rod, but Shack-

|l ar said, "And no one was slain last night." He turned to
the panel of Wl man chiefs. "Wuld any of you happen to
know where these two were first sighted?”

"In mddle of Horse Plain," answered the Purple chief.
"On foot?" Corrigan asked.
"On foot," the chief confirned.

"And that's a good ten kiloneters fromthe Sun-Geeting
Pl ace. At what tinme did your warriors sight the accused,
Chi ef ?"

The chi ef shrugged. "Sun not up long."

"Soon after dawn," Corrigan translated. "Was the sun
compl etely above the horizon?"

The chi ef nodded.
"How far above?"

The chi ef denpnstrated with his hands. "Two fingers
width."

"Two fingers' width, at arms length.” Corrigan held his
own fingers out, squinting at them "Perhaps a half an hour

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (105 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

after dawn." He dropped his hand, and was | ooki ng at Hwn.
"I submit that it would have been rather difficult for the

defendants to kill a man at the Sun-Greeting Place, and be
in mddle of the Horse Plain, ten kiloneters away, half an
hour |ater."

Hwn stared for a nonent, then said, "Could have kill ed
earlier.”

"I ndeed, they could have," Corrigan countered, "but did
they? Have you the slightest shred of evidence that indicates
they so nmuch as net the deceased, |et al one slew hinP"

Hmin gave hima long, cold stare. Then, turning to his
fellow Wolmen with frigid dignity, he drew hinself up and
stated, "Soldiers stalling." H s forefinger jabbed oat at Rod
and Gaen again. "These two did nmurder! Plain for all to

see!" He turned back to Shacklar. "And all can see soldiers
not deal fairly with Wol nren! Ch, with goods, cash, pipe-
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weed, soldiers deal fair—but not |ife! Then, no soldier dea
fairly!"

The other chiefs glared, then began to nmutter to one
anot her, darting hostile glances at Shacklar and the officers'
panel. The officers stiffened, their faces turning to wood.

"G ve!" Hwn thundered, holding out a hand, pal mup
"G ve these two to Wl nen! G ve nurderer of brother into
our hands, to slay in justice here, now"

"Justice! Wiy, you pious prig!" Chornoi was on her feet,
raging. "You're not |ooking for justice; you're |ooking for
a scapegoat! You know dam well that if you can't satisfy
your fellow chiefs, they'll kick you out of office! And you
can't satisfy themall, if it turns out it was a Wl man who
murdered a Wl man! Because if it was, the nurderer's tribe
will defend him and the victims tribe will charge out for
revenge! And that'll be the end of your nice little Confed-
eration!"

"Not so!" "Wolman lawm " "All tribes heed!" The chiefs
were on their feet, shouting.

But Hwun drowned themall out. "Justice!l Seek only
justice!™

"Justice!" Chonobi sneered, pacing up to him "How can

a tyrant seek justice? Because that's what you really want
to be, isn't it? King of all the Wl nen! Tyrant! Dictator
That's all you are—ust a power-driven nmachine!"

Rod stiffened, feeling as though his spine had turned into
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a hot wire. Facts suddenly connected in his head, and sparked
into fusion.

"Machi ne!" Chonoi spat.

Hmn's hand | ashed out so fast it seemed to blur, cracking
backhanded agai nst Chornoi's jaw. She shot back, crashing
into the col onists' bench.

Rod bel |l owed, rage erupting as he whirled toward Hwn,

whi ch brought himjust far enough to the side so that the
Chief Chief's fist hissed past his ear. An icicle stabbed Rod
as he realized the bl ow woul d have killed him He was
fighting for his life!

The hell with fighting fair!

He cane out of his crouch in a whirl, knee driving up
into Hwn's groin. It struck—

Wth a hol | ow crack.
Rod howl ed as his knee burst into fire.

Everyone in the courtroom stood frozen, gal vani zed by
t he sound.

Hmn's hand reached for Rod's throat—but Rod's | eg

gave way, and crashed to the floor. Hwn's hand cl awed
through enmpty air. Fear sizzled through Rod, opening a
channel for the scarlet wath that boiled through himin a
raging torrent. Rod focused it on his hand, shoving hinself
back up onto one knee, concentrating on the hand' s edge,
willing it into a sword, a battle-ax, slammng out in a chop
so fast that no one noticed it had turned into the shiny gray
of tungsten steel. It crashed up into Hwn's jaw. The Wbl -
man shot into the air and crashed down to the floor, right
in front of the Wl man bench

Rod knelt, armfalling linp, panting, wld-eyed, anazed
and terrified by his own action. / couldn't have hit himthat
har d!

Aye, thou coul dst.

Rod | ooked up, and saw the steel of his hand reflected
in his wife's eyes.

But Hmun was rolling to his feet..
and a searing, ruby ray skewered his head.

For a frozen nonent. Rod could see the line of I|ight
joining the Wol man chieftain to the blaster in the General's
hand, seening as much a part of himas his uniform

Then the nonent thawed, the beam of |ight w nked out,
and Hmn crashed to the ground.

The Wl men stared, appall ed.

Then they leaped to their feet, blasters whipping out from
under their cloaks. "Blood!" They how ed, "Justice!"
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"Treachery!" "Kill!"

But Shackl ar vaul ted over his bench and | anded besi de
Hmn' s body. He yanked off the chief's |oincloth. The other
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Wbl nen how ed, outraged—but the how s died, and their
eyes bul ged as they stared, frozen. For a nonment, the room
was totally silent.

Then groans welled up fromthe Wl nmen's chests, as
they gazed in horror at the snooth curve of a groin wthout
genital s.

Rod shoved hinself over to Hwun, whipping out his

dagger. He gripped the corpse's hair, and the bl ade sliced
keenly around in a single stroke. Rod peel ed back the skin.
There was no blood, no fatty tissue—enly the bland curve

of a beige skull, with four hairline cracks form ng a perfect
rect angl e.
The chiefs still stared, too stunned to nove.

Rod jamred the tip of his dagger into one of the cracks
and pried. The material resisted for a monent, then the
rect angl e popped open. Rod stared at a cluster of jewels,
gl eaning fromthe darkness inside.

"Ml ecular circuits, of course,” Rod explained. "Each
one of those 'jewels' was a conputer big enough to run al
the utilities for a small city."

He lifted his stein for a swallow, and Cholly asked, "How
did you guess he was a robot?"

"Basy," Rod said, with a wy snile. "In fact, | can't
understand why | didn't figure it out, for so long. | nean,
a Wl man had been nurdered, right? But no Wl nman was

m ssing. Which neant there was one extra Wl man." He
spread his hands. "Couldn't be. And we'd nmet Hwn. He

hadn't shown any enotion at all, except anger—but a very
cold anger, if you follow nme. That's how he was in every-
thi ng—very cold, very factual. | suppose it was his |ousy

| ogi c that sidetracked ne."

"Yeah." Yorick scratched his head. "How could a com

puter 'brain' do such sloppy thinking, as to think you two
were guilty just because you were outside the Wall that
nor ni ng?"

"Especially when there were others out, too." Rod held

up a forefinger. "Thal er—and we don't know how many
traders.”

"Right. So how cone Hwmn didn't see that suspecting
you two, didn't nake sense?"

Rod shrugged. "He could only think the way he'd been
programmed—gar bage in, garbage out.' But it really should
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have hit me when Chornoi told us that he didn't show the
slightest flicker of response to her flirting, even though every
other Wl man she'd net liked flirting so nmuch that it was

her guarantee of safety. That really should have nade Hwn

stand out in nmy mind. And the real clincher is that he broke

of f conversation with her to run over to the stone step and
greet the sun just before it rose."”

Yorick frowned. "So?"
"How coul d he have known?" Gaen breat hed
Yorick sat for a nonent. Then he lifted his head slowy.

Rod nodded. "Hi s progranm ng included a schedul e of
sunrises. Yeah, | really should have caught that. But al
those factors didn't add up and hit nme until Chonoi called
hi ma machine right there in the courtroomand | realized
that expl ai ned everything odd about him™"

"And that's when yer figured out that the robot comitted
the murder?" Cholly asked.

Rod nodded again. "Totally possible, if you programit

to be an assassin, which is why the | aws agai nst doi ng that
are so stiff. But our Futurian buddies don't care too nuch
about | aws."

"It's illegal to use blasters to kill people, too," Yorick
said, wyly. "But your average nurderer can't afford a robot
for the job. So how often do you cone across a hom ci da
andr oi d?"

"First one |'ve ever seen," Rod said. "Every other robot
was programed to protect life."

"Was't therefore thou didst not | ook for a nmurderer to be
a... 'robot,' didst thou termit?"

Rod sat still, then nodded slowy. "Yeah, darling. That's
probably why. Know ne pretty well, don't you?" He smiled
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at Gwen. "And yes, you've got the word right—robot."'

The word neans 'worker,' literally. It's a nachine nade to
| ook I'ike a human being, or to do the work a human bei ng
does. "

"Yet how was't this '"robot' did so perfectly resenble the
true Hwn?"

"Now we come to the real villain." Rod's nmouth tight-

ened. "Sonebody very obviously planned the whol e thing

ahead of tinme... carefully, too. Soneone—probably one

of those fake Wl nen Chonoi menti oned—took a picture

of Hwun, then scul pted the robot's face to | ook exactly |ike
his. And put hi mwhere he could be sure the robot would

be able to find Hwn al one.™
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"At the Sun-Greeting Place," Yorick interjected. "Then

all he had to do was make sure the robot's programm ng

i ncluded the right noves for nmaking a fuss after the nurder
was over."

"So." Chonpbi scow ed. "Hamun went up to say his nmom

ing prayers—the real Hwmn, | mean—and as he turned to
face the sun, the robot hit him" She shuddered. "At |east
it was quick."

Rod nodded. "The robot nutilated the face so nobody'd
realize he wasn't the real Hwn. Then it took the body to
the cl osest stream washed off the paint, and brought it to
the nearest tribal village, howing for vengeance. Then it
just took Hmin's place and did the best it could to nake a
huge fuss."

Yorick nodded. "Neatly done."

"Very professional,"” Chonpi agreed. "So who's the bas-
tard who programed the "robot?"

"I"'mafraid we're not to know that," a voice sighed

They turned, startled, as Shacklar stepped up to their

table. "It seens nmy shot burned out the android' s nenory,
along with its vital functions—and, of course, the program
withit."

"Not a huge surprise.”" Rod nodded. "I nean, the program

is the nost vital function."

"Precisely." Shacklar laid his hand on a chair. "My |
join you?"

"Aye, an't please thee," Gwen said.
Rod cast a stem gl ance at her.

Shackl ar pulled out the chair and sat. "M nd you, |'m

not apol ogi zi ng. The nonster had to be stopped, stopped
instantly—and there was only one way to do it. W're
fortunate that the controlling conputer was located inits
skull, where | placed ny first shot."

"Not just 'fortunate. Rod smiled. "You were pretty sure
that's where it would be, weren't you?"

Shackl ar grinned. "Tel eol ogy generally wins out. If we
make a machine in our own form we put the conmputer in

the head, sinply because that's where our brains are, even
though there's nore roomin the torso. Which, of course,
is where ny second shot woul d have gone."

"But, fortunately, it wasn't needed." Rod snmled. "Mnd
you. Ceneral, I'mglad you did it—very gl ad, considering
it Was ne the blasted thing was trying to kill."

Shackl ar acknow edged his support with a nod and a

smle. "But I'mafraid we'll never be able to tell what the
program was exactly. And, of course, there will be no neans
of guessing who programmed it, or why."
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Rod shrugged. "W can specul ate."

"True." Shacklar's smle intensified. "W can al ways
specul at e—but we ought to remenber that we're nerely
conj ecturing."

"Naet hel ess," Gaen rem nded them "we are proven in-
nocent."

"Ch, quite true," said the General. "There's absolutely
no question of that. And ny problem that of pacifying the
Wl nmen, is nicely solved."

"Yeah." Yorick grinned. "As soon as the Mjor showed
them what was inside Hwn's skull, they didn't have any
troubl e believing the robot committed the nurder."

Shackl ar nodded. "And | can turn the 'dead'" android
over to the Wl men—which | have done—so that, if they
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have any doubts at all, they can take it apart thensel ves,
to see that it really is only a machine."

"Which they will do, of course." Cholly cane up behind
them and reached across shoulders to set new nugs of ale
down for everyone. "And just think how much they'll |eam
about cybernetics!"

"Ch, | did." Shacklar contenplated his nmug with a snile.

"Moreover, by having 'slain' the android myself, | seemto
have become sonething of a celebrity anong the Wl nmen."
Yorick grinned. "'Denon-killer,' huh?"

Shackl ar nodded.

"Then you've got it all." Rod set his pal ns down on the
table. "Your Wl mar Federati on—+the prototype for your
gover nnent of col onists and Wl nmen, coming together in
two separate bodies to decide a comon problem”

Shackl ar | ooked up, surprised. "Very perceptive, really,
M. Gllowglass. Do you do this sort of thing yourself?"

Rod opened his nouth, but Gmen answered. "He hath
occasion for awareness of it. Then he hath guessed aright?"

"I ndeed, " Shackl ar answered. "In fact, |1've had the first
draft of the Constitution sitting in ny files for several years,
waiting for the right nonent."

"Whi ch we have managed to trigger for you," Rod in-
ferred.

The General nodded. "Copies are currently en route to
each of the four Wol man tribes, and the officers and rankers
of our Parlianent."”

"And with your new status," Yorick pointed out, "you
don't have to worry too nmuch about whet her or not the
Wl nmen will accept the new Constitution."
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Shackl ar snmiled. "I do seemto have gained an inpressive
anount of credibility with them yes."

"He's a demigod," Yorick expl ai ned.

"Certainly.” Cholly grinned. "It makes the Union all the
tighter, to have the whole thing both triggered and sol ved
by sonmebody who's neither Wl man nor col onist.”

Rod inclined his head. "W thank you."

Chornoi glared. "How could you know whet her or not
she does?"

Rod just stared, but Gmen said, "Be sure, he doth."
Chornoi rounded on her. "Then how come you don't
know what he thinks?"

"l do." OGaen shrugged. "In this instance, he spoke first."
"I just wish," Rod went on quickly, "that | knew whet her
or not the nasty who programred the robot was trying to
sabot age the CGeneral - Governor's budding republic, or to
assassi nate Gven and nysel f."

"Why not bot h?" Yorick spread his hands.

Chornoi nodded. "Does it really matter?"

"Well, kind of. If we knew which, we might be able to
figure out why."

"A point," the General adnmitted. "However, | think we'd
best stay with the pragmatic aspect of the situation. No

matter what their ultimte goal was, old boy, | daresay
sonmeone is attenpting to kill you."
"I... would... say that was a reasonabl e guess." Rod

gazed into Gmen's eyes as he nodded sl owy.

"Therefore," the General said, "it behooves us to get you
of f-planet as quickly as possible, before your woul d-be as-
sassins create an incident that does rip Wl mar apart."

Rod | ooked up, with a sour smile. 'To our nutual benefit,

eh?"

"Let us say, a point of intersection between our areas of
interest."

"Well, no offense, General, but we'd love to | eave. Any
i deas how to escape froma prison planet?"

"Ah, but we're no longer a prison." Shacklar held up a
forefinger. "Wen the Proletarian Eclectic State of Terra cut
us off fromthe central governnent, we becane an inde-
pendent entity by default. O course, | do understand that

| have some genuine honicidal maniacs |ivingrhere, and

woul dn't | oose them on the gal axy—or any of ny sado-

masochi sts." He shivered, took a deep breath. "Nor any of

the truly dedicated thieves. Still, you nust understand that
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we do have sone export trade in the raw materials for
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phar maceuticals..."
"He's tal king about pipeweed," Cholly expl ai ned.

"Quite. And we've discovered that we can actually make
a small profit, trading with other outlying planets."

"Enough to exchange for the few inports you really
need?"

Shackl ar nodded. "Qur main markets are Haskerville and
Granto."

"Gtranto?" Rod frowned. "That's a resort planet!" It stil
had that reputation in Rod's tine, five hundred years |ater
Then his eyes wi dened. "Ch. That kind of pharnmaceutical."

"No, not really." Shacklar smled. "It's sinply that a

great many ships berth at Oranto, with pleasure-seekers
fromall over the Terran Sphere. They also carry a bit of
cargo, especially if it's | ow bul k—so one of the pharnmaceu-
tical conpanies operates a factory there, bringing in raw
materials fromseveral of the outlying planets, extracting
their essential chenicals, and shipping themon to the centra
pl anets for further processing and distribution. Thus we've
managed to nmintain sone trade."

"The rejects have managed to stay civilized in spite of
the in-group, eh?" Rod couldn't help smling.

"If you rmust put it in the vulgar cant," Shacklar sighed.
"In fact, it was one of the freighters that brought us word
of the PEST coup."

Rod suddenly realized where the conversati on was head-
ing. "There wouldn't happen to be a freighter in port right
now, woul d there?"

Shackl ar nodded. "On our noon. You nust understand

that due to our genesis as a prison planet, it can be quite
difficult to go fromour spaceport to our nmoon. In fact, there
are sone very el aborate security procedures left over from
the PEST days, which I've seen no reason to rel ax. How

ever, since |'ve no records of any of you three being crim
inals, I've no reason to detain you."

"And every reason to help us nove on, huh?"
r
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"Thou wilt assist us in our travels, then?" Gaen asked.
"I shall be delighted." Shacklar gravely bowed his head.
Rod held his breath, screwed up his courage, and took

a chance. "OF course, we couldn't agree to go w thout our

gui de. "

Yorick | ooked surprised, then grinned. "Yeah. W think
we' re gonna need her expertise, no matter where we go."

Shackl ar gave Chonpbi a | ong, assessing gaze. Slowy,
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he nodded. "G ven her history, | don't believe she should
have been with us to begin with."

Hope flared in Chonoi's eyes.

"I certainly see no reason to detain you further, nade-
nmoi sel le." Shacklar inclined his head with grave courtesy.
"And to be certain no other officials msunderstand, |'l]l
equip you with an official pardon."”

Rod sat back with a sigh of relief. "General, your co-

operation is amazing." He frowned at a sudden thought.

"But there is the little matter of the fare. I'"'mafraid we don't
have enough noney for the tickets."

Yorick started to say sonething, but Shacklar was already

gazing off into space and nodding. "lI'mcertain that could
be managed. As | say, we do have sonething of a trade
bal ance. | believe the Bank of Wolmar will prove willing

to advance funds for the next |leg of your journey."

"Qur greatest thanks." Gaen's eyes sparkl ed.

The General held his eyes on her for a few nonments.
He may have been al ways cal mand cool, but he wasn't
i mrune.

Personal |y, Rod was amazed at just how anxi ous Shackl ar
was to be rid of them

GVWEN RELEASED HER shock webbing with a benused frown.

"Why, that was naught! O, at least, 'twas naught when

liken it to the terror of that devil's ride fromthe planet to
the nmoon." She turned to Rod, anxiety shadow ng her eyes.

"Be we truly in the sky, ny lord?"

"We be," Rod assured her

"And that bare, great hall that we came into fromthe
shi p—that was truly on the noon? Truly perched upon that
circle of light within the nighttinme sky?"

"It really was, dear. O course, that 'circle of light' was
actually a ball of rock, five hundred mles thick."

She sank back into her seat, shaking her head. "'Tis
wondrous!" Then she | ooked down at the chair beneath her

"As is this throne! How marvel ously soft it is, and how
wondrous is this cloth that covers it!" She | ooked up at Rod
"And they are not for nobility al one?"

"Well, technically, no." Rod frowned. "Though | suppose
anyone who can afford space travel has to be as rich as an
I aristocrat."

"Or acrimnal," Yorick added, fromacross the aisle. "In
whi ch case, he doesn't have to pay anything at all."

"Yeah, but the accommpdations aren't quite this classy.
And he doesn't really want to be goi ng where he's headed,
either."

"True," Yorick said judiciously. "OF course®, if you're
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going away from prison, you're not too picky about the
service."

"This isn't really all that fancy," Rod explained to Gaen.
139
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"This whole roomis just a little blip on the side of a great,
big freight-carrier, so they can carry passengers if they have
to."

"Or get a chance to," Yorick added. "We bring in a |ot
nore noney per cubic neter than cargo does."

"That is sonmewhat reassuring." OGaen | ooked up at Rod.
"But explain to nme again the nature of this nonent of
strangeness that we but now suffered, when it seenmed that
up was down and, for a nonent, | had thought we were

on the outside of this ship of the skies."

Rod shook his head. "Don't know if | really can, dear.
I know the words for it, but |I'mnot sure what they nean.”

"Then say themto ne," she urged.

"Ckay. The fastest anything can go is the speed of |ight—
about 186,280 miles per second, renenber? But the only

reason |ight goes that fast is because it's nmade of infinites-
imal little nmotes called photons..."

"There's nothing to it," Yorick confided.

Rod nodded. "Right. Nothing at all. Photons don't weigh

anyt hing, don't have any substance, any 'nmmss.' |f you or

I clinbed into a spaceship and tried to go faster and faster
until we got to the speed of light, our ship would get shorter
and shorter, and heavier and heavier, and nore and nore
massive. And the nore mass it would have, the nore power

it would take to nake it go faster."

"So there doth cone a point at which each mte nore of
power, doth make so much nore 'nass,' that the ship doth
go no faster?"

"Right!" Rod beanmed at her, delighted again by her

qui ckness of understanding. But a chill passed through his

bel | y—-how coul d she understand so qui ckly, when her cul -

ture didn't give her the necessary background concepts?
"Technically, we would be going just a fraction faster; we'd
al ways be getting a tiny bit closer to the speed of light, and
atiny bit nore, and a tiny bit nore, but we'd never quite
reach it."

"I cannot truly understand it," she sighed, sinking back

"Yet an thou dost say it, nmy lord, | will credit it.

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (115 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

"Well, that helps a little. But you'll understand it thor-
oughly soon enough, dear, or | quite mstake you. Then you
can deci de for yourself whether you believe it or not."

"Yet what is this 'other space' thou, and Yorick and
Chonoi, did say we have passed into?"

"Ch." Rod rolled his eyes to the side, pursing his |ips

for a nonent. "Well, you see, dear... uh... Oranto, the

pl anet we're going to, is about forty-five light-years from
Wol mar. The distance that light can travel in a year is about
five billion, eight hundred eighty mllion mles—and forty-
five times that is sonething like 265 trillion. And that's
roughly how far it is fromWlmr to Granto."

She turned her head fromside to side, wde-eyed. "'Tis
i nconcei vabl e. "

"Totally. We can't even inmagi ne a distance that great,
not really. It's just a string of nunbers."”

"But we do get the main point," said Yorick, "which is
that even if we could go alnbst as fast as |ight does, it'd
still take us fifty years to get to Oranto."

"And | don't know about you," Chonpi added, "but for
mysel f, | have a |ot of better things to do, than just sit
around aboard a ship playing checkers for that long a tine."

"l assure thee, so have |." Gaen shi vered.

"But we can't go any faster,"” Yorick rem nded her. "Not
if we want to stay solid. No faster than the speed of light."

"So we go around it," Rod explai ned

Gren squeezed her eyes shut, shaking her head. "I can-
not conprehend that."

"Neither can |I," Rod admitted. "But there's a gadget in
the back of the ship called an 'isonorpher,' and when the
pilot turns it on, it nmakes us isonorphic with Hspace. I'm

not sure what Hspace is, but | gather it's a kind of space
that isn't quite part of this universe." -

Grven frowned. "And we are part of that H spaee?"

"Well, no, not part of it, really." Rod sat back, staring
at the coner of the ceiling, pursing his lips. "Just identified

r
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with it—point for point, atomfor atom Which is what we
are right now." He | ooked around at the interior of the cabin.

"But | feel no differently," she cried, "nor doth aught
appear transformed!"

"W aren't." Rod shook his head. "W aren't different,

at all—relative to this ship, and relative to each other—
because we're all isonorphic with H space right now But

when the ship's conputer pulls out the pattern for what

nornmal space is like, near Granto, and when it identifies
that pattern, it'll turn off the isonorpher, and we'll go back
to being ordinary parts of the regular universe."

"Tis magic," Gaen said firmy.

"Personally, | agree," Rod sighed, "but the man who
explained it to me, assured me it was all perfectly natural,
and t horoughly understandabl e. "

"So," said Gven, "are ny witch-powers."

"Only on Granmarye, ny dear." Rod squeezed her hand.

"And | suppose all this isonmorphismand H space is nornal
and under st andabl e out here." He turned to Yorick. "I don't
suppose it's possible for Dr. MAran to shoot you the pieces
of the time machine while we're in this condition, is it?"

Yorick shook his head. "He can't lock onto us. Mjor.
However his time machines work, it ain't through H space.”

"l thought not," Rod sighed, "which is too bad, because
this is going to be at least half the tri p—tw days, at |east.
But he can do it once we're back into normal space."

"Well, he can try." Yorick frowned. "But that's what

was trying to signal you about back there at Cholly's, when
you were talking to the General - Governor. Locking onto a
movi ng object that's any smaller than a planet, is an awmfully
tricky operation. If Doc Angus nisses, the conponents he's
trying to throw at us are |lost for good, and tine nachi ne
parts cost enough to nmake even hi mwi nce."

Rod just stared at Yorick for a monent. Then he said,
"You're telling me that, even though we have a good day

or two between our break out point and Oranto, forty-eight
perfectly usable hours w thout any interruptions, you' re not

going to be able to build us a time nmachi ne?"

Yorick shook his head. "Sorry, Major. 'It ain't in the
state of the art.""

"And probably never will be," Rod sighed. "But inside
a shed back on Wl mar woul d have been a noving target,
too—and you were so sure you could manage it there!"

"Yeah, but it was a stationary target, relative to the huge
mass it was sitting on. It was only the planet that was

nmovi ng—and all that planetary mass is easy enough to | ock
onto. Then it's just a matter of aimng at a small target that
stays put, relative to the large one." Yorick shrugged. "You
know what a planet's gravitational field does to space-tineg,
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Maj or. It nakes space curve, so it does nobst of the focusing
for you. Al you have to do is lock onto the planet's rotation,
and as soon as you have that rate figured out, it's no probl em
But here..." He spread his hands, a gesture taking in the
whol e cabin and the vast ship outside it. "I nean, this whole
freighter can't be nore than half a kilometer long!"

"Wl I, what do you expect?" Chonoi snapped. "Bush-
| eague planets don't get the big ships, you know. "

Yorick ignored her. "Half a kiloneter, two kiloneters,

what difference does it nake? That's just a dust-npte on

the planetary scale. It just ain't big enough to have enough
mass to have any major effect on the curvature of space!"”

He shook his head, |ooking doleful. "Sorry, but I can't get
you out of this ness while we're in transit."”

"Ch, well, | should have known better," Rod sighed.
"All right, if we can't get a portable time machine here,
we'll just have to find sone quiet place on Granto where

we can set one up."
Yori ck nodded. "Shouldn't be any problem Myjor."

"I't shouldn't have been any problemon Wl mar, either."

Rod gave Yorick a jaundiced glance. "I don't suppose there'd
happen to be a permanent tinme nmachi ne somewhere on

Qranto, all ready and waiting, would there?"

Yorick shook his head. "Not that | know of. In fact, the
only permanent installation that | know about, at this point
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in history...
it, dam it!"

He frowned. "Well, | can't say | know about

"Where is it?" Rod expl oded.

"All right, all right!" Yorick held up both pal ns, shield-
ing hinmself. "Not so |oud, okay? W're pretty sure that the
LORDS party, the ones who are running the Proletarian
Eclectic State of Terra, had sone Futurian help in engi-
neering their coup d' etat—and they've probably stayed in
contact, all the way through their reginme. | nean, PEST
coul d have figured out which planet was going to rebel,
when—but it is kind of odd that they just happened to

al ways have a naval squadron right nearby."

"Very odd," Rod agreed. "So you're pretty sure there's
a pernmanent tine nmachi ne sonmewhere in PEST headquarters
on Terra?"

"Yeah." Yorick gave hima bleak smile. "But good | uck
getting to it. It belongs to the opposition, and it's guaranteed
to be very tightly guarded."

"Wl I, nothing ventured, nothing gained," Rod sighed.
"I always did want to visit humanity's ancestral hone, any-
way. "
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"Well, that's great! | mean, you'll love it there. Mjor,
it's..." Suddenly the Neanderthal's eyes wi dened in horror.
"My lord! Chonoi! We shouldn't be tal king about this with
her around!"

"So | thought," Gaen agreed. "The poor |ass was overly
wearied. | thought it best that she slunber awhile."

Yorick turned around, craning his neck over the back of

the seat, and saw Chonoi slunped in her recliner, head

rolled to the side, breathing deeply and evenly. "Well, that's
a relief! Thank you. Lady Gallowglass! | really gotta keep

a better eye on ny tongue!" He frowned. "That didn't sound
right..."

"W catch your meaning," Rod assured him

"Thou hast yet to tell nme of this Terra' of thine," Gaen
rem nded

"Earth," Rod answered. "The place where your ultimate

ancestors cane from-and m ne, too, of course. And every-
body's. It's the planet where humanity evol ved, the only
pl anet where our bodies really feel at hone."

"Not anynore, they don't." Yorick shook his head. "The
whol e place is concrete and steel now. " He frowned. "Well,
there are a few parks..."

"Are we to go there, then?"

"We can't. This freighter is going to Oranto. But maybe,
there, we can find a ship that's going to Terra."

"OF course, we may not need to," Yorick said. "If we

can just find a quiet place for a little while. Doc Angus can
shoot ne the spare parts | need to nake a tinme machine."

He sighed. "OF course, there is another little problem.."

Rod felt the familiar cold chill spread over his back
"Ch? What probl enP"

"The Futurians. | mean, they kidnapped you in the first

pl ace. Then they set up an el aborate little plot that had al npst
everybody on Wl mar cooperating in an attenpt to assas-

sinate you."

"Yeah, but that was Wbl mar," Rod said. "And the people

of this tinme haven't invented faster-than-light radio yet, so
their communication is still limted to couriers riding FTL
ships, like this one."

Yorick nodded. "But VETO and SPI TE have tine na-

chines. So they can send a nessage from Wl nar to Qranto,
and get it there the next day." He frowned. "Or the day
before, if it conmes to that."

Rod st ar ed.

"So it's quite possible. Major, that we mght find a re-
ception conmmittee waiting for us."
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Rod | eaned back, trying to relax. "Gve me a little while
to get used to the idea."

"Sure." Yorick | eaned back, too, and twi ddl ed his thunbs.
"You've got tine. A couple of days, at |east/'

"The waiting is driving nme crazy," Chonoi grow ed.
"Anti ci pay- hay- hay-shun,"” Yorick sang.
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The world tw sted inside out.

Then it twi sted right-side-out again, |eaving Gaven hol d-
ing her stomach. Rod cl apped a hand over his nouth. They
bot h swal |l owed, hard, then | ooked across the cabin. Chonoi
was a delicate shade of green, and Yorick was gul ping air.
"Yes," he said finally. "Wll—the wonders of nodemtravel
right?"

Rod nodded. "The price you pay for speed, and all that."

The Neanderthal heaved hinmself to his feet and waddl ed
down the aisle to the viewscreen. "As |long as we're back
where there's sonething to see, let's | ook at the outside,
i nstead of this saccharine nel odrama that nobody's been
wat chi ng anyway." He punched a button, and a vast vista
of unwi nking stars replaced the 3DT program

"Hey!" yel ped Chornoi. "How 11 | find out whether or

not Chuck will stop Allison fromnmarrying Tony, because
she's about to have Tommy's baby, but doesn't want Karen
to have Tony, even though she really wants to marry Chuck?"

Then she fell silent, awed by the majesty of the panorama
before her. The conmputer had di mred the brightness of the

sun, of course, or they wouldn't have been able to | ook
directly at it, even though it was only a very small disk in
the center of the huge screen. Blips that were planets floated
around it, brightened and col orized el ectronicall y—and t he

net inpression was gorgeous. Gaen caught her breath with
delight. "Eh, ny lord! Be this truly how a sun and its worlds
do appear?"

Rod nodded. "This is the real thing, darling. O course,

if you saw it with your naked eye, the sun would be a | ot
brighter, and the planets would be lost inits glare. They
aren't lined up so neatly that you can count them but you
can ferret "emout. Let's see—there's one, that little dot
near the sun, that's probably a planet. And, yes, there's
nunber two, a little further away, and nunber three..."

"Yet what is that one that doth grow?"
Rod frowned. "Yeah, that is kind of funny."
"Not humorous at all!" Yorick whirled and scuttl ed back

to his seat. "That swelling dot is growi ng knobs and fins!
Web in, everybody—we're about to be intercepted!"
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Rod stared. Then he whi pped about to Gaen, but her
webbi ng was still secure frombreak out. So was his, for
that matter.

"What's the troubl e?" Chonpi | ooked around at them
frowning. "So they're intercepting us. They're not going to
shoot us down, you know. "

"No," Rod grated, "we don't know. They tried to kill us
twi ce already, renenber?"

Chonoi stared at the screen, her eyes grow ng huge.
Gren frowned up at Rod. "What is it, mne husband?"

"Anot her ship," Rod explained, "and there's no way to
tell who's steering it."

Across the aisle, Yorick |ooked nervous. "I'msure the
captain is busy trying to find out that very datum"

The gl owi ng dot had swelled into the formof a spaceship,
seen head-on. It spat a bolt of light that washed the screen
with searing brightness. The ship |urched about them and
somewhere, a huge gong chi nmed

"Yoi cks!" Yorick bleated. "What a way to answer a hail!
Doesn't his radio work?"

Rod felt his stomach sliding over toward his |eft kidney.
"Everybody hold on! Qur pilot isn't waiting for a second
sent ence! "

On the screen, the attacking ship slid up to the upper
ri ght-hand comer. Another bolt of energy shot out fromit—
and off the screen.

"M ssed!" Rod squeezed his fist tight. "Way to go, skip-
per! Zig your zags!"

Hi s stomach dropped back toward his coccyx. Gaen

gasped, and Chompi npaned. On the screen, the attacker
veered toward the | ower |eft-hand coner, and the stars
wheel ed behind it. The sun slipped toward theTeft, too.

"Be brave, dear.'
some time."

Rod cl asped her hand. "It has to end
Hopeful ly, the right way...

"Tis not... entirely... unpleasant," Gaen gasped. "I
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shal | become accustonmed to it, my lord."
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"l hope you won't have tine..."

The eneny ship fired another bolt that lit up the upper
ri ght-hand comer of the screen. The sun-disc drifted off the
screen to the left.

"M ssed again." Rod nodded. "Have we got a good pilot!"

"Or a good conputer," Yorick added. "No hurman being
could react this fast. So just punch the buttons for 'evasive
action.'"

Rod gl owered at him "Just had to make a point of it,
didn't you?"

Yorick grinned. "What can | tell you? Honb sapi ens has
its limts, too."

"You don't have to be so happy about it, though..
Whoa! Hold on!"

The other ship veered into the center of the screen; the
sun-di sc di sappeared entirely.

"What is that nmaniac doi ng?" Chonobi gasped.

"Trying to get between the ship and the planet." Rod put
out an armas Gmen | eaned over against him-er tried to,
but the webbing held her tightly.

"Smart!" Chornoi's eyes glowed. "If he can get close
enough to the planet's surface, the bandit won't dare shoot,
for fear he'll fry innocent people."

"I... don't... really think that woul d nake hi m hesi -
tate.” Rod scowl ed. "But he might attract the attention of
the | ocal constabulary.”

"You nmean |' m supposed to cheer for the cops?" Chonoi
asked.

"Wy not? You were one..."

On the screen, the pirate spat another bolt. It nush-
rooned out to fill the screen with glaring whiteness, and
the whol e cabin sang as though they were inside a piano
string. Stars glared through a ragged hole in the ceiling.

"Abandon ship!" Yorick howed. "Or is it the other way
around?"

But Rod didn't answer. Hi s eyes lost focus as, frantically,

he concentrated on his psi powers, seeing the passenger

blister not as it really was, but as he wanted it to be. In his
mnd' s eye, he sawthe little bulge falling away fromthe

mai n freight ship. He pictured a thin nenbrane sliding over

the open side, where the ship had been

Yorick | ooked around, flabbergasted. "Hey! | can stil

breat he! How cone we're not drinking vacuun? How cone

our blood isn't boiling out our noses, fromsheer |lack of air
pressure?"
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Chonoi saw Rod's abstracted gaze. "Mjor, what are
you doi ng?"

To Rod, her words seenmed to cone thinly froma great
di stance. Carefully, he answered, "I'm.. holding the air
in... with us.”

Chonmpi stared. White showed around the irises of her
eyes.

" Gnen?”
"Aye, ny lord."
"We're... falling.'

"Qur ship was heading toward the planet when the pirate
shot our cabin off the freighter's side," Yorick explained,
"so we're still going toward the planet, too."

Gren | ooked fromthe one to the other. "lIs that not where
we wi sh to go?"

"Yeah, but... not so fast..." Rod answered. "Take us

down... darling... slowy..."

Gren | ooked about them and finally thought to | ook up
She gasped. "But... there is no "down,' ny lord. There is
only some great bul ge above us, a curving wall of bl ue,
with swirls of white!"

"That's ... Oranto," Rod grated.

"We're not close enough for it to seemlike 'down' yet,"
Yorick explained, "but we're noving toward it, right enough

It's just that we're noving toward what you call 'up,' just
now. "

Gren stared. "But how can one fall upward?"

"Gravity," Yorick explained.
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Gren' s eyes opened wide. "That's to say that when

toss a ball into the air and it falls, '"tis the earth that pulls

it down."

Yorick nodded. "Yeah, that's nost of it. O course, the
ball pulls, too."

Gnen smiled. "Though so small a pull, could scarce be
more than a wish."

"l suppose that's one way of |looking at it." Yorick sucked
in one cheek. "The ball wants to cone down."

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (123 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

"And so... do... we," Rod grated.

"The cl oser we get to each other, the planet and us,"
Yorick explained, "the stronger the pull."

Gnen stared. Then her nmouth opened in a silent "O"

Yorick nodded. "So the closer we get to the planet, m-
| ady, the faster we're gonna be going."

"Very... fast... already," Rod rem nded him

"Yeah." Yorick gave a bleak smile. "We're already trav-
eling a thousand niles per second."”

"And we will gain speed as we fall?"

Yorick nodded. "Unless you can do sonething about it.

"Well... may nap | can." Gmen | eaned back, gazing
thoughtfully up at the bul ge of the planet above them

"Do it... soon," Rod begged.

"Uh, yeah." Yorick scratched at his ear. "That's the other
thing I forgot to nmention, Lady Gallowglass. It's called
"friction." You know how when you rub your hands together,
they start feeling hot?"

Gren nodded, not taking her eyes off the planet above.

"Well, we're going so fast that just our hull pushing
through the air can be friction enough to cause a | ot of
heat," Yorick expl ained. "Enough to kill us."

"So," OGmen nused, "I rmust slow us and cool us."

Besi de her, Rod nodded. "Ml ecules... slow 'em

down. .."

"Thou hast explained that to ne oft enow, ny lord,"
Gren said, with some asperity. "I nmust own, 'twas thou
who di dst teach ne what ny mind did when | did stare at

a branch, and nade it burst into flame. Nay, | ken the

sl owi ng of these 'nol ecul es,’ as thou dost termthem And,
I think, | can slow our descent enow so that we may | and
gently." She frowned up at the planet. "Let us begin by

putting the world where it doth bel ong."

Slowy, the huge curve noved off to the side. There was
no sensation of novenent, but the sun-disc slowy slewed
into the center of the hole in the ceiling.

Yorick exhal ed sharply. "Yes. Everyday occurrence.
Ri ght."

Garen nodded, satisfied. "Now we fall downward."
Across the aisle, Chonobi stared, aghast. "Wat are they?"

"Awitch and a warlock," Yorick informed her. "But
that's just the local term where they cone from"
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"This isn't really magic?" Chonoi said hopefully.

Yorick shook his head. "Just psionics. These are two
very hi gh-powered espers."”

Chonoi sat back, going linp. "I'"'mglad to hear that's
all it is."

"Right." Yorick's smle soured. "It's so much | ess scary
when you can give it a name, isn't it?"

"The pirate is gone now," Gaen infornmed them

"Huh?" Yorick | ooked up and saw a cl ear sky. "Well
Guess once he saw he'd shot off our cabin, he figured we
wer e dead. "

"He had every right to," Chonpi said devoutly.

"Well." Yorick laced his fingers across his mdriff and
settled back into his acceleration couch. "Mght as well relax
and enjoy the ride."

"I't may be rough," Gaen warned.

'"S okay! That's just fine. Lady Gall owgl ass!" Yorick
held up a palm "No matter how you slice it, it's going to
be a hell of a lot better than | thought it was."

Actually, it was rather boring fromthat point”®on. Gnen

was very good at slow ng them down, but she had a | ot of
speed to kill, so it did take a little while. Every now and
then, things did begin to get alittle too warm and Gaen
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had to frown in deep concentration until they cool ed off.
Yorick did some exploring, and found a coupl e of emergency
oxygen generators, but even so. Rod was worried that he

m ght have to try to precipitate the carbon out of the carbon
dioxide in the air, and he wasn't exactly burning to have

bl ack dust all over the gl owi ng brocade of his new doublet.

At one point. Rod said, "Dear... the planet... is turning
under us. Match... velocities..."

"That neans matching the spin of the planet," Yorick

expl ained. "' Velocity' is how fast sonething's going in any
given direction. Just nake sure we're noving at the sane
speed as the world' s surface."

"How am | to do that?" Gmnen asked.

"Find sorme | andmark," Yorick explained. He glanced at

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (125 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

the viewscreen. "Can't do nuch with that, the power cut

of f as soon as we broke away fromthe ship. Al we've got

is alittle emergency power for lights, air, and heat, nothing
| eft over for sight-seeing."”

Gren frowned at the screen, and it burst into life. A
| andscape reel ed across it, blurred by speed, obscured by
dar kness.

Yorick stared. "How did you do that?" Then he squeezed

his eyes shut and shook his head. "Never m nd—+ don't

think I want to know. But try to pick out sonme big | andmark,
Lady Gal |l owgl ass, and slow us down until it stays put in
the middle of the screen.”

The | andscape began to slow. Mbonlight outlined ridges
that were chains of hills, showing a groove that nust have
been a vall ey.

Inits center, pricks of light glittered

"Civilization!" Chonobi cried. "That's gotta be a city!
Only peopl e nmake that kind of |ight! Quick, Lady Gal-
| owgl ass, put us down there!"

Gren concentrated harder on the screen. "I will essay
it..."

Chonpi | eaned over to Yorick. "How cone she can tal k
whil e she's doing it, and he can't?"

""Cause she's better at it than he is." Yorick spread his
hands. "What can | tell you? She's been practicing since
she was bom and he only found out he had power three
years ago."

Chonoi reared her head back, |ooking askance at him
"How come you know so nuch about thenf"

"Friend of the famly," Yorick assured her, "and if you
met their kids, you' d want to be friendly, too."

"There." Sweat beaded Gaen's brow. "Master Yori ck,
is that as thou didst wish it?"

"Beautiful," Rod nmunbl ed.

Yorick | ooked at the screen. It was as rock-still as though
someone had hung a map at the front of the cabin. He
bl i nked. "How the hell did you do that? | didn't feel a thing!"

"l slowed us folk as | slowed the vessel."

Yorick stared at her. "Right." He shook hinself. "Sure.
Inertia—what's that? just a frane of reference, right?"

"Then refer to that frame." Gaen pointed at the screen.
"That square of darkness in the center—what is it?"

Yorick | eaned forward, squinting. Then he shook his
head. "Can't tell yet. Lady Gall owgl ass. Wen we're closer,
maybe. "

The tiny square started growing. It swelled until it filled
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the screen. Moonlight silvered the dark square, revealing
t ext ures.

"Treetops!" Chompi excl ai ned.

Yorick stared. "Did you drop us |lower, or did you just
make the picture get bigger?"

Chonoi pointed. "See that silver thread straggling kitty-
conmer across it? Has to be a stream"”

"I think it's a park. Lady Gall owgl ass. "

"Then there should be few fol k about,” Gaen said, with
growi ng excitenent. "' Twill make a good | anding field."

The park swelled in the screen. They could see individua
trees, which noved off to the edges of the screen as they
grew.

Gren concentrated all of her attention on the screen
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The stream grew broader and broader, filling the center
of the screen. Then it drifted off to the right and out of the
screen entirely.

Chonoi and Yorick stared for a few seconds, hol ding

their breath. The weck jolted violently, slanmng every-
body back agai nst their acceleration couches. They all sat
still for a few ninutes.

Then Gaen spoke, her voice soft in the di mess of the
energency lights. "My apologies. | had not neant to strike
with such force.”

"Ch, that's fine!" Chonobi held up a palm

"Wonderful ." Yorick nodded, with great enthusiasm
"Believe ne. Lady Gallowglass, that's a nuch softer |anding
than we were expecting."

"Any landing is just great," Chonoi added.

Yorick | oosed his webbing and stood up. "Here, let ne
give you a hand." He hel ped Gaen di sengage her webbi ng.
She caught his armas she stood. "Granercy, Master Yor-
ick."

"Ch, it's nothing. It's... Hey! The mgjor! Is he all right?"

Rod was | eaning back in his couch, his eyes closed, chest
heavi ng.

"Aye, he is well."

Rod pried an eyelid open. "Yeah." The other eyelid
opened, too, and he rolled both eyeballs over toward Yorick
"Just a little tired."

file:/l/F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff...%203%20-%20The%20Warlock%20Wandering%20(1).txt (127 of 247) [2/3/03 12:28:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Christopher%20Stasheff/Stasheff,%20Chri sti pher%20-%20Warl ock%203%20-%20The%20Warl ock%20Wandering%20(1)..txt

"He did aid me in the noving of the vessel," Gaen
expl ai ned.

"Alittle tired." Yorick nodded. "Sure, Mjor. Uh—be-
fore we do anything el se—-how about a little nap?"

Rod shook his head, |oosening his webbing and strug-
gling to his feet. "Haven't got tine. W've got to get out
of here before dawn."

Yorick reached out to stop him saying, "No, Mjor.
You're not..." But Rod was already past him tottering
toward the hatch.

Yorick shoved himself to his feet with a shrug. "Well,

he's got a point. W landed pretty close to the term nator,
as | remenber ny last glinpse of the viewscreen."

Chonoi hurried after Rod, bleating, "But how do we
know the air is even breathable here!"

"Because approximately two mllion colonists are already
breathing it." Yorick swing into step beside her. "And, of
course, there's always the hole in our own roof. N ce try,
| ady, but you're not going to stop himw th cobbl estones
for roadbl ocks."

Rod threw his wei ght against the |ocking | ever and shoved.
The door swung open, and he went with it. He half fell
hal f junped, and felt as though he were droppi ng through
nmol asses. As his feet touched the ground, Gaen was beside
him holding onto his elbow "Gently, | prithee, ny lord!"

"Why, with you there to cushion ny falls? Thanks, though,

darling."

Gmen smil ed, and shook her head. "WIt thou not rest,
my lord? ...Nay, 'tis even as thou sayest, we nust be
gone—yet favor thine own weakness, | prithee!"

Rod smled gently at her. "You can always float ne, if
I collapse, dear. After all, | won't be able to float alone...
He | ooked around. "Hey! Not bad."

One noon was high in the sky, and another just above

the horizon. Between them they gave just enough light to
show mani cured | awns and scul pted trees all about them
Rowers rustled in fornmal beds, their petals closed agai nst
the night, and a small pond gleaned like a mirror a few
hundred yards away.

"Why... 'tis beautiful," Gwmen breathed, |ooking about.

Yorick sidled up next to Rod and nudged himw th an

el bow, pointing toward Chonoi. She was silent, her face

strai ned and eyes haunted, drinking in the |ush beauty around
her .

Rod | ooked and nodded. "Yeah. G ad we get her off that
prison planet."

"Aye, the poor lass!" Gmen said. "To have so much of
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beauty, after years of such bl eakness...."
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"W may have it again, if we don't get out of here." Rod
scanned the trees and shrubbery, feeling his fatigue shoved
into the background as adrenaline spiked him "No way to

tell which inviting piece of topiary is hiding a vision pickup
Maybe even sound."

Yorick nodded. "Sonmebody's got to have noticed we
dropped in on them"

"Well, then, let's see if we can di sappear before they
send a welconmng conmmttee.” Rod turned away. "See if
you can't wake up Chonoi, will you?"

Yorick reached out carefully, touching Chonmoi's arm
Her head jerked around, eyes w de, and Yorick stepped back

fast, just as a precaution. "I really hate to interrupt your
reverie, Ms., but we gotta get going, or we're going to have
conpany. "

Chonoi whirled, staring about her, wild-eyed.

"Right." Yorick nodded. "No telling where from Only
that they're on their way."

"W can't be sure of that." Chonmpbi swung back to him
"But we'd be fools to take the chance. Wich way did the
Maj or go?"

Yorick pointed, and Chompi set off after Rod and Gaen
at a pace that made Yorick hustle.

They came out onto cobbl estones as dawn was |i ghtening

the sky, perneating everything with a dim sourceless light,
punctuated by slivers of late noonlight. It was the tine
when night had died and day hadn't been born, a tine
between realities, when nothing is definite and everything
is possible—a tine of fantasy when anythi ng can happen

And the | andscape was right for it. Mst rose about their
knees, and its tendrils wi sped up to veil a row of half-

ti mbered houses, their second stories overhanging the street.
Shop signs creaked in the breeze. Far away, sonething

bar ked.

"Why, 'tis like home," Gnen said, w de-eyed.
"Yeah." Rod frowned. "Wbnder what's w ong?"
"Whay' re we tal king so softly?" Chonpi whispered.
THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 157

"Who could be loud in a place |ike this?" Yorick nur-
mur ed.
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"Besi des, we might wake the neighbors." Rod shoul dered
his fatigue and nustered his resolution. "And we don't want
themto see us—ust yet."

"\Wher ef ore not ?"

"Because they're going to find that capsul e that brought

us here, and we don't want sone idle bystander with a high
sense of drama telling the authorities that they saw us near
the park this norning."

"I get the point," Yorick said. "Some enthusiastic sou
m ght junp to the conclusion that we canme in on that ship."

"But wherefore ought we wi sh himnot to?" Gaen | ooked
fromman to man, puzzled. "W were aboard it."

"Yeah, dear, but whoever tried to shoot us down thinks
we're dead. W wouldn't want to disillusion him would
we?"

"Or her," Chonoi put in.

"But when they find the enpty ship, they will know we
do live!" -

"Yes, but they won't know what we | ook |ike!"

"Camoufl age, Lady Gal |l owgl ass," Yorick expl ai ned.

"Odds are that our attacker doesn't know what we | ook I|ike,
asi de froma general description. He'll know we escaped,
but not hing nore since nobody on Gtranto has seen us. But
if he can get a detail ed description froman eyew tness..."

"Hol d on!" Chonoi held her hands up |ike a footbal
referee. "Tine out! You're both assuming that pirate was
out to get us! He could have just been after the ship!"

Rod | ooked at Yorick. Yorick |ooked at Rod.

"All right, all right! | get the point!" Chonoi snarled,
yanki ng her hands down. "Conme on, let's go!" She set off
down the street, wal king fast.

Rod followed after her. "Can | help it if I'nt cynic?"
"Dost thou wish to?" Gaen nurnured.

Four bl ocks later. Rod came to a sudden halt. "Wuld
you | ook at that! You'd think a surveyor had drawn a |ine
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and a town board had declared a zone."

"Probably did," Chonoi decl ared.

"There goes the nei ghborhood," Yorick sighed.

"And the business district begins." Rod agreed.
"But what manner of business isn't?" Gaen wonder ed.

"Woman' s ol dest, " Chonoi stated.

"Ch, they're not that exclusive." Rod pursed his lips. "I
see at least three ganbling halls in there, and five sal oons.”
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"And five feelie theaters, three dance parlors, two opi um
dens, and a pawnshop." Yorick | ooked up and down the
street. "Have | m ssed anythi ng?"

"Yes. But they haven't."

As far as they could see, the street was one nass of

bl i nki ng, scranbling, withing hol ographic displays in gar-
i sh colors, advertising every form of pleasure conceived by
nmortal nman and woman.

"Wbnder what the buildings |ook |ike?" Yorick nused.

"Who can tell?" Rod shrugged. "Even if you could see

one, you couldn't be sure it was real."

Chonoi nodded. "That about sums up this whole planet,

fromwhat |'ve heard."

"I thought it was a resort."
"It is. And it's anmazing what people will resort to, if

they can find the noney."

"Gtranto," Rod said, renmenbering the planet's reputa-
tion, stronger than ever in his owm time, five hundred years
later. "lIsn't their notto, 'It's been a business doing pl easure

with you' ?"
"No, but it will be," Yorick assured him He took a deep

breath. "Well, fol ks—we gotta get through it, right?"
"Right." Rod squared his shoul ders and stepped manful |y

in. "Breathe every five steps, friends."

That wasn't as easy as it sounded. The signs weren't just

vi sual —rost of them were aural and ol factory, too. And,
occasionally, tactile. The conpany waded through a ne-

| ange of sounds and snells, their senses assaulted by every
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glamour in the state of the art. Erotic inmages gyrated and
beckoned, male and femal e; del ectable aromas wafted out

to envel op them images of riches and luxury flashed before
their eyes. Hol ographic hucksters stepped out to entice them
as real as life and twice as pungent. They gritted their teeth
and forced thensel ves to keep going, wading through every

di straction they had ever desired.

A sl eek, unbelievably handsone young nman stepped out

of a doorway, nuscles rippling underneath his evening
clothes, one armfull of |ong-stemed roses, the other dan-
gling a dianond neckl ace. Chonoi swerved after himlike

a needl e to a nagnet.

"Hold it, sister." Yorick caught her arm "Just illusion,
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remenber ? Besi des, he costs noney."

Chonoi shook herself, coming out of her trance with a
gasp. "Thanks. They alnost got me with that one.”

"Close," Yorick agreed. "Courage, |lady. You're al nost
out of it."

"How do you know?" Chonpbi wonder ed.
"l don't—but this kind of thing can't go on forever!"
"Optimst," she snorted.

However, the col ony was young yet; the cheapside didn't
|l ast nore than a quarter mle. They canme up out of aronas
and sensations with huge, rasping gasps, into clear, quiet

air.

"I don't think I could have taken much nore." Rod sagged
against a | anp post.

"And you didn't even have any noney." Yorick finally
took his hand off his hip pocket and flexed it. "I think |I've

got cranps."”

Cranps in your soul, friend? Does this nortal world pain
you, with its plethora of Philistines?"

They | ooked up, startl ed.

A nmonk stood before themthe real, genuine article,
in a browm robe and rope belt. No tonsure, though.

"Way, he is quite like those at hone," Gaen cri ed.
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"Unh, well, no, not really, dear.’
of his nose. "Just looks like it."

Rod scratched the tip

"Nay! He doth wear the badge! Dost'a not see?"

Gmen pointed, and Rod | ooked. The robe had a breast
pocket, and in it was a snall yellow handl ed screwdriver
"You' re a Cathodean."

The nonk bowed his head in greeting. "Brother Joseph
Funbl e, though ny acquai ntances generally call ne Brother
Joey. And yoursel ves?"

"Gren and Rod Gal l owgl ass.” Rod pointed at his wife.
"She's Gnen." He gestured toward the other two. "He's
Yorick, and she's Chonoi."

"Pl eased to neet you," Brother Joey said, with a snall
bow. "I don't suppose any of you would be interested in
taking up religion?"

"Unhhhh..." Rod gl anced unconfortably at Gaen. "W're,
ah, pretty well set along that line, thanks. | take it you're
a priest?"
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"No, but I"'mworking onit."

Rod eyed the nan; he wasn't all that young. "But you
are a deacon."

"Ch, yes, everything set except final vows." Brother Joey
si ghed and shook his head. "It's just that |'mnot really sure
I"mcut out for this sort of thing."

"For what? The priesthood?"

Br ot her Joey nodded. "I've got the drive, mnd you; |'ve
visited nine planets so far, but |I've had spectacularly little
success as a mssionary. Only two converts so far, and they
were both religious recidivists." He brightened. "I'm an
excel | ent engi neer, though."

"l see the problem" Rod agreed. "But isn't Oranto a
rat her odd place to be preachi ng?"

"Apparently it is, but I thought it would be an excellent,

ah, '"hunting-ground,’' if you follow me. Sort of a virgin

wi | derness of the spirit. | mean, if there's any planet where
peopl e need religion, it's Granto!"”

"Yes, but considering how much noney nost of them

have spent to come here to wallow in pleasure, and how
much nore the rest are making fromgiving it to them it's
the last place |I'd expect to find people in renorse.”

"And, apparently, your expectations are sharper than
m ne," the nonk sighed. "But it seenmed such an excellent
i dea!

"Yet not all clergynen nmust needs be m ssionaries,” Gaen
said gently. "Mayhap thou woul dst be nore suited to a
village church."

"Uh, if you two are gonna talk about it..." Rod gl anced
nervously along their back trail. "Wuld you mnd if you

keep wal king while you do? | admt it'd take a genius of a

bl oodhound to track us through that aroma heaven back

there, but we did kind of stand out, being |ive people in the

vapor-light district at this hour of the norning. | need room?"
"Well, you'll find it in this neighborhood, | assure you."
Brother Joey fell into step beside them gesturing about him

Rod had to agree with him The houses, if you could

call themthat, were far apart and far back fromthe road,
each one sitting centered on several acres of ground, wth
flawl ess lawns rolling down to the wal kway. The nearest

was a gl oony old Tudor manor house, but right next to it

was a Gothic castle. A ranmbling Georgian mansion gl owered
across fromit, and the lot after that held a nedieval ruin.

"Qdd notion of housing devel opnents they have here."
Rod frowned, |ooking about him and sniffing the air. "Snells
like rain."

"I't always does, here," Brother Joey assured him "and
it's always overcast, except for the first half-hour after dawn
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each day. Just enough so that those who |ike sunrises, can
have them"

"They' re doi ng such wonderful things with weather con-
trol these days." Rod shook his head in wonder. "But why?"

"To nmake QGtranto stand out," Brother Joey expl ai ned.
"There are only a hal f-dozen of these pleasure-planets so
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far, but that's already enough to make the conpetition
strong—after all, there are just so many really wealthy
citizens in the Terran Sphere."

Chornoi nodded. "And npbst of themwant to go to O -
| ando. "

"Orlando does seemto have the general tourist trade

| ocked up—sonet hing for everyone,' and all that. | under-
stand they have a separate continent for each amusenent
t hene. "

"More |like very large islands,” Chonoi said, "but there

are a lot of them vyes."

Br ot her Joey nodded. "So the other pleasure-planets have
to specialize. They draw only a snmal| percentage of the
custoners, but that small percentage cones to a billion a
year. They attract those custonmers by doing only one theneg,
but doing it in all the variations that a whole planet has
roomfor."

"Ch." Rod | ooked around at the ruined castle and the
gl oony manor houses, with the heavy gray sky broodi ng
over it all. "I take it OGranto opted for Gothic romance."

Br ot her Joey nodded. "They even renaned the planet for
the purpose. It used to be Zane's Star IV."

Chonoi said, "They've filled it w th haunted houses,

gl oony noors, and the nost el aborate graveyards ever to
bear bodies. The tourists get to live out their fantasies,
dressing up in full costunme and stal king around their bor-
rowed fam |y mansions, listening for clanking chains or
noani ng ghosts. "

"So," Rod said, "I can expect to see a whole pack of
decadent aristocrats haunted by fanmily spectres?”

Chonoi nodded. "And a bevy of penurious governesses,
a host of crochety country squires fairly overflowing with
Wl tschnmerz, and a veritable zooful of assorted nonsters.”

"But the biggest attractions, of course," said Brother
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Joey, "are the dreanhouses."
"Yeah." Chonoi gazed off into space with a dreany

smle. "You lie down, take a drug that puts you into a
trance..."

Rod jerked to a halt, staring in horror. "A zonbie-
drug?!!?"

"No, no! It just deadens bodily sensations, and hei ghtens
suggestibility. A zombie-drug would totally knock out the
forebrain, |eave the custonmer without any freedom of choi ce!
And choice plays a big part in it—the custoner actually
gets to react! OF course, he reacts pretty nuch in keeping
with the plot Iine, unless he's a real maverick...."

"Plot?" Rod frowned. "I thought he just dreaned!"

"Wel |, she does, but it's a dreamcomi ng out of a com

puter directly into the custonmer's brain. Conpletely pre-
scripted, of course—and the custoner plays the hero or

heroine. | hear it's the ultimte entertai nnent—exciting,
enmotion-stirring, full color, total sound-surround, full range
of aronmas and tastes—and the full sensation of touch." She
shivered. "Bodice-rippers cost extra."

Gnren was staring in disbelief.

"l understand," said Brother Joey, "that it's all consid-
erably nore vivid than reality."

"Ch, no!" Rod squeezed his eyes shut. "Wy do | sud-
denly feel sorry for anyone who's been through one of
t hose?"

"Possi bly because nost of their custoners are never able

to be satisfied with actual life, after they' ve been through
one such dream As a result, they constantly crave another
dream and another." Brother Joey shuddered. "Under such
circunstances, to claimthey're not addictive, just because
they don't build physical dependence, is sinmply weaseling
with the nmeaning of the term"”

"Never," Gnen said, with total determ nation, "shall |
ever essay such.”

"Ch, but they're not dangerous!" Chompi cried. "They
can't be, or the dreamhouses would | ose custoners.”
Rod shook his head. "Forget about the dreamitself. You're
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lying there, out cold, for a few hours, right?"

Chonoi shook her head. "Just a few minutes, real tine.
An hour, at the nost."

"An hour?" Yorick turned to her, frowning. "Just how
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much does this enotional candy cost, anyway?"

"Only a couple of hundred kwahers..."

"A coupl e of hundred? For |ess than an hour?"

"That's real tinme," Chornoi protested. "But while you're

dreanming, it seems to go on and on for weeks—aybe even
nont hs! "

"So you're really paying for weeks of entertainment."

Rod nodded, his mouth wy. "But it only costs the house a
few minutes' use of its facilities. Tal k about high turn-
over. "

"The overni ght vacation," Yorick nused, gazing off into
space. "Fun, excitenent, and romance, all in an evening' s

sleep...."

Rod shook hinself. "Wat are we, the dreanhouses
advertising bureau? The fact remains that while your mnd
is enjoying this total illusion, your body is |lying there,

totally vul nerable!"

Chornoi nodded. "That's why the dreanhouses guarant ee
your safety."

"How can they do that? | nean, while you' re asleep,

they could..." Rod stared in horror. "My lord! They could
just channel indoctrination into your brain, along with the

entertai nment!"
"No, they couldn't," Chonoi said quickly. "I nean, they

could, but it's totally illegal. The | aws saf eguardi ng dream
house patrons are very rigid."

"Rat her el aborate, too," Brother Joey agreed.

Rod shrugged. "So? As | believe | pointed out not too

|l ong ago, nurder is illegal, but people get killed anyway."
"But these | aws get enforced! Very tightly!"

"So do the laws against nurder. It doesn't help the corpse

much. "
Chonoi's jaw set. "Say what you |ike—the dreans are
THE WARLOCK WANDERI NG 165

safe. Not even the police are allowed to disturb a dreaner."

"Ch!" Rod smiled brightly. "So a dreanhouse is the
perfect hiding-place for a crook on the lam™

"As long as his nmoney holds out," Yorick qualified.

"The Church used to be able to offer a better deal than
that," Brother Joey sighed.

"You can't deny we could use a good place to rest."”
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Chonoi stabbed a finger at Rod.

Rod parried. "And you can't deny we're short on cash.
In fact, we're going to have trouble scrounging fare to
Terra."

"OF course..." Yorick pursed his I|ips. we m ght be
abl e to persuade the |l ocal governnent to want to get rid of
us, really badly, again..."

"Not too badly," Rod said quickly.

"I must ask your pardon,” said tall, dark, and bl oodl ess
as he brushed past them and hurried away, muttering to the
man beside him "W will be late for our call.”

"Aren't you getting into character a little bit early?" his
partner asked.

Chonoi 's head swiveled, tracking him "Wasn't that guy
alittle long in the tooth?"

"I do get the feeling I've seen himbefore," Yorick agreed.

"Count Dracul a?" Rod stared. "And who was that guy
wi th hinP"

"The one with the shaggy face?" Yorick asked. "For a
m nute, | thought he was a relative."

""Twas a werewol f," Gmen gasped

"More |ike one who got stuck halfway." Rod had vivid
menories of the werewolf he'd had to fight once. "Didn't
you say the customers like to dress up in costunes here?"

"Yeah, but they wouldn't be up this early in the norning!"

"Especially if the guy pretending to be the vanpire was
really going to try to get into character,"” Yorick agreed
"After all, we mght get sunshine any m nute now. "

"l gotta see where they're going." Rod started after the
pair. "Go ahead, call nme gullible, but |I gotta see!"
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Gren and Chornoi exchanged gl ances, then shrugs.
"Wherefore not?" "Can't think of a reason."

"One direction's as good as another when you don't know

where you're going," Yorick agreed.
"I'"ll come along, if you don't mind," Brother Joey said.
"After all, I'mnot doing much good where | am.."

"Who anong us is?" Yorick sighed.

They came out into a village square, surrounded by hal f-
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ti mbered shops on three sides, the fourth open to a gl oony
castle atop an artificial crag, several hundred yards away.
A rough hillside with picturesque, stunted trees led up to

its walls.

"Good | andscape architect,"” Rod not ed.

"Or set designer." Yorick pointed. "Look."

"My lord, what be these fol k?" Gaen asked.

"A group of arcane specialists, dear," Rod answered. "I

think they're making a story."

The square was littered with people, nost of themin
Bavari an peasant costumes, one or two in nineteenth century
busi ness suits. Right in anmong them were people in up-to-
date coveralls. Mst of themwere gathered around a | ong

table fairly groaning with food.

A worman in her early twenties, with a focal headband

| ow on her forehead and her hair tied up in a kerchief,
hurried past them The headband had thickened the air in
front of her eyes with twin forcefields, suggesting how she
woul d have | ooked if she were wearing spectacles, which

is what the forcefields were—energy | enses. She carried a
conmputer pad in her left hand. As she passed, she gl anced
up at them then jerked to a halt, frowning at Rod and Gaen.
"How did the costuner get you into those rigs? You're at

| east three hundred years out of period! Those outfits are
El i zabethan, if they're anything. Go back to Wardrobe and
tell themyou want nineteenth century Bavarian." She turned
to Brother Joey, |ooking himup and down. "You'll do, but

if you' ve seen one nonk, you've seen 'emall." Brother

Joey started to protest, but she held up a hand. "No, don't
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tell me—Monk, he see; nonk, he do.' I've heard it already.
I don't renenber ordering you, though."

"Maybe sonebody else...?
hugel y.

Yorick suggested, grinning

The young woman threw up her hands. "Producers! What

do they expect production secretaries to do, if they keep
bypassing 'em and ordering things on their own? Strogan-
of f!" and she was of f, careening through the crowd.

"Stroganof f?" Yorick |looked at the table. "Little odd,
for breakfast."

"I think it's sonebody's nane." Brother Joey pointed at
soneone. "See the plunmp fellow she's talking to? The one
in the gray flannel coverall?"

Yorick nodded. "Probably giving himwhat-for, about
sendi ng for a nonk when the script didn't call for it.

"You're enjoying this," Chonbi accused.
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"Why not?" Yorick couldn't stifle a chuckle. "I just |ove
ot her people's m stakes!"”

"Do you get the feeling we've wandered into a 3DT set?"
Rod asked Brother Joey.

"Ch, of course," the nonk confirnmed. "Were el se would
so many weird people seem so nornal ?"

"What is a '3DT set'?" Gmnen asked.

"An absurdity based on a fantasy derived froma reality

that never existed," Rod answered. "The abbreviation stands
for ' Three-Di nensional Tel evision' —pictures that | ook and

nmove |ike real people, but are absolutely artificial. The fol k
you see there, use 3DT for telling stories. Wll, no," he
said, correcting hinself instantly, "not telling, really—
showi ng. They show a story, as though you were right there,
wat ching it happen.™

"Yes, but this story is nuch nore interesting." Brother
Joey beaned, watching the actors mll about. "I've been
wat chi ng these people for three or four days-now. They're
fascinating, they take so nuch tinme to do sonething that
seenms so sinple!"

"Well, if they're making it | ook sinple, they nust be
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doing it really well." Rod had enough experience trying to
m an army, to be sure that nanagi ng even a hundred people

had to be a mnor nightnare
"My lord," said Gaen, "who are those nen with those
devi ces strapped on their shoul ders?"

"Canmera operators, darling. Those little plastic bul ges
are 3DT cameras. Wen they're recording, the nen wll

wear special goggl es that sense every movenent of their
eye nuscles, and transmt themto the caneras. Then the
cameras will automatically 'l ook' wherever the nen do."

Chonoi frowned. "I thought they nade all these 3DT
epi cs on Luna."
Brot her Joey | ooked up in surprise. "Oh, no! Not since

the PEST regine took over Terra and cut off the unprofitable
pl anets. The ones that still had trade operating, adapted—
qui ckly, too! And while they were at it, they devel oped

ways of making their own entertainnent. You really didn't

know about this?"

"l've been out of circulation for a while," Chonpi said,
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flustered.
"Cl oistered, you night say," Rod put in.

Chonoi gl ared daggers at him but Brother Joey nodded

with full understanding. "Ch, a retreat? Well, let nme explain
it to you, then. You see, sone of these people were nice
enough to explain it all to me. Not the young lady in the
kerchi ef and conputer tablet, of course—she's always busy,
and she never renenbers ne fromone day to the next. But

the 'extras' do—the ones who just dress up |ike peasants

and lurk in the background, bystanding."

"They get paid for that?"
Br ot her Joey nodded. "So they al ways have a great dea

of time on their hands, and they're glad to talk."

"But how can the conpany afford it?" Rod | ooked around,
frowning. "This |ooks like a pretty expensive operation."

"Ch, yes, it certainly is! So when PEST cut them off,
they had to work out ways of cutting costs. The nain one
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seens to be specialization: Each 3DT conpany works in
just one genre, and settles down on whi chever pleasure-
pl anet has its kind of settings."

"So this conpany is nmaking a Gothic epic—a horror
story," Rod observed. "But didn't PEST want to keep the
resort planets?"

"No. Pleasure costs money, so it isn't profitable.”

"For the custoners, at least." Rod gave hima dry snile.
"Never m nd how rmuch noney it nakes for the sellers.”

"PEST doesn't. They're rather puritanical."
"Most dictatorships are, during their early years."

"Al'l PEST could see was the ampbunt of nobney Ten-an
citizens were spending on those 'foreign' planets, so they
cut off trade with the resorts. They reasoned that if the
di ssolute couldn't go to the pleasure-planets, the nobney
woul d stay at hone."

Rod's smile gained real warmh. "I take it that only drove
up the price of transportation?"

"Correct. Wiich did rather hold down the nunber of
peopl e who could come here from Terra.”

"Let nme guess—npst of the ones who do are in the
PEST bureaucracy."

"Wy, how did you know? You're right, of course—the

really wealthy will keep their privileges, no matter who sits
on the throne. But it has been hard on the people who live
here; they're experiencing sone rather |ean tines."

"But not starving," Rod noted.
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Br ot her Joey shook his head. "No. They're nanaging,
on the handful of Terran patrons, and the few who cone in
fromeach of the frontier planets.”

"Whi ch makes them a nexus," Rod said softly, "one of
the few surviving links between the outlying planets and
the shrunken Terran Sphere."

"Yes." Brother Joey | ooked directly into his eyes. "Sone
trade survives. Only a trickle, perhaps, but it's there. In
both directions."
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Yorick grinned. "No wonder our freighter was bound for
Granto.”

"The resorts becone trade centers." Rod nodded slowy,

as under st andi ng dawned. He'd al ways thought the resort
pl anets of his own tinme had beconme Sin Cities to service
the nmerchants. He'd never realized it could have begun the

ot her way.

"And that," Yorick went on, "is why we're here."
"Ch." Brother Joey |looked up in surprise. "Did you want

to go to Terra?"
Rod opened his mouth, but a short, lean man with white
hair and a face with a few winkles bawl ed, "M rane!"

"Over here, Wiitey!" the girl with the conputer-pad
cal l ed back. She dived into the crowd and pl owed toward

hi m

As she came up to him he said, "About time to roll
isn't it?"

"Eight o' clock,” Mrane confirned. "And all present or
accounted for."

"' Accounted for'?" Wiitey's eyebrows |ifted. "How many
are we nissing?"

"Only a couple of extras." Mrane touched a few keys
on her pad. "A mddl e-aged peasant and a matron in a
babushka. "

"Nobody we can't shoot w thout." Witey scow ed up

at the sky. "But we can't start until the clouds cooperate.
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What is it with that weat herman? He prom sed us a | ow
overcast, with threatening thunderheads, and all we've got

is a high haze!"

"W paid enough for it." Stroganoff, the plunp man,

joined them scow ing. "Check and find out what happen