WIZARDS AND WARRIORS - Unauthorized Future History  - Installment 15

by Lee Gold, 3965 Alla Road, Los Angeles, CA 90066; (310) 306-7456.          

WARNING:  do not read this installment, unless you have read installments 1-14!  

Otherwise you will get extremely confused. 

Note:  This is the third and last installment of this group of shows/writeups.  There's about a dozen more installments to go in the series.  I got a letter from one reader who hoped this future history would be infinite.  It's not.  The climax will be in June.  After that the characters (those that survive) fall into a happy ending which, heaven knows, they'll have earned by then.  

*****

SOMETHING OLD, SOMETHING NEW - Part Three 

This show starts the morning after Ariel and Geoffrey's wedding (which occurred a few hours after the end of Inst 14).


The formal wedding breakfast is being held in the dining room at Castle Baaldorf.  The bride and groom are sitting at the head of the table.  Ariel is wearing her wedding dress, an elaborately festooned creation with a pinnacled hat dripping with white lace (which falls back to veil her long blonde hair).  Queen Lattinia and King Edwin sit side by side at the other end of the table.  A number of the wedding guests are there too. 


Marko is helping himself to a second plateful of scrambled eggs at the sideboard, as Erik enters.  Erik looks over the room briefly, says hello to various people, then heads off to the far side of the room, by the windows, where Rosalyn is wishing Elyssa goodbye and reminding her to write often.  Dirk stands by the windows, a few feet away, not quite part of the conversation.    


"I was afraid you'd left already," Erik tells him.


"Oh, we wouldn't have gone without saying goodbye....I doubt if I'll be seeing you again for awhile.   Until the Games next month."


"I'll probably be pretty busy myself until then.  Practicing."


"Well, good luck.  Until the Games, of course.  I won't wish you any luck there.  You had enough last time."


"Right," says Erik.  "Good luck until the Games."


Dirk turns and tells Elyssa it's time they were going.  Rosalyn gives her friend an affectionate kiss on the cheek.  And then Ariel screams!  The four turn to find Geoffrey coming towards them, Ariel's hat in hand.  About halfway to them, Geoffrey veers towards the fireplace at the side of the room.  He looks at the decidedly non-blazing hearth (it is, after all, the middle of August) as Ariel continues her somewhat incoherent protestations.  Then he tears the hat into pieces and tosses them into the fireplace. as Ariel shrieks and her mother moans in anguish.  


The room is dead silent as Geoffrey returns to the table, calmly seats himself next to his bride, and tells her that — if she insists on wearing hats inside the castle — she'll have to get smaller ones; he nearly got a black eye when he leaned over to kiss her. 


Lattinia tells her daughter that she's got grounds for divorce.  She'll call in the family lawyers, and everyone will be witnesses.  Ariel giggles and says, "Oh, Motherrr, don't be silly....  Goodbye, Elyssa, write me too.  Geoffrey, if you're going to tear up my hats like that, then you'll have to come shopping with me and help me pick out some new ones.  It shouldn't take more than a few hours.  We can do it this afternoon."   


Dirk and Elyssa stroll out the door.  Erik offers Rosalyn his arm and escorts her back to the table.  Conversation resumes.  After awhile Rosalyn asks King Baaldorf for the loan of a dozen of his castle guards.  He looks surprised and tells her that — in spite of her unfortunate experiences of a few days ago — his kingdom isn't all that dangerous.  She's highly unlikely to run into any more Gorkins.


"But that was what I wanted to do," she says.  "Run into Gorkins.  I know things are different here, but surely you don't plan on just letting those creatures wander about at liberty after what they did."


"You want to go chasing Gorkins," asks Baaldorf.


"Well, not precisely want to.  It's just that — "


"Oh well, of course we'll make sure those monsters are taken care of.   Don't worry about it one minute more.  Now usually Erik handles this sort of thing for me.  Of course, now that I've got a son-in-law...."


Geoffrey clears his throat and says that unfortunately he'll be busy today, what with helping Ariel shop.  And Ariel says that afterwards she thought they'd show Erik and Rosalyn a clearing they found recently in the forest, with the most beautiful wildflowers.  Surely the Gorkin expedition can wait until tomorrow.


Erik says he promised his father he'd be back home by tomorrow.  But certainly he and Marko will gladly take care of the Gorkins today.


Rosalyn says that she's quite honored to have Erik's help in the matter.  But hunting down these particular Gorkins isn't just a question of public welfare.  They laid hands on her.  It's a personal matter.  She plans on coming along.  Erik is somewhat surprised but politely agrees (as Marko makes a face).


And dissolve to the three of them riding across the hillside near the mineshaft (see Inst 13).  They pick up the Gorkins' two-days-old trail without much difficulty.  


As they ride along, Rosalyn suggests that the Gorkins might have doubled back on their trail, in order to set up an ambush.  Erik tells her that he hopes so; it would simplify things.  "Yes," says Marko, "at this rate we won't get back to Castle Baaldorf till after dinner."


And then suddenly the Gorkins jump into sight, both of them leaping at Marko.  One of them swats him off his horse, with one massive sweep of a clawed arm.  Marko falls on his feet and starts to pull out his sword, as both Gorkins bear down on him.  Rosalyn digs in her heels and draws her dagger; her horse rears up and wheels, knocking one of the Gorkins aside with its hooves. The monster rises to its knees and tries to claw her, but she beats off its flailing hands with her dagger and wounds it.  The other Gorkin engulfs Marko in a bear hug.


Meanwhile Erik has leaped off of South Wind and into the fight.  First he attacks the Gorkin wrestling Marko, giving Marko a chance to finish drawing his sword. Then he goes after the one threatening Rosalyn — and kills it about the same time that Marko disposes of his.


Once the dust has settled, Erik and Marko sheathe their swords and remount (and Rosalyn sheathes her dagger, back in the saddle).  Erik compliments her on her swordwork.  


“Not swordwork,” she says .  “All I’ve got is a dagger.  My father says a woman shouldn’t be allowed to use a sword.”


"That's silly," says Erik.  "You're not bad."


She looks at him dumbfounded, then recovers her poise and thanks him.  Coming from the top swordsman at the last Games, that's high praise indeed.


Marko breaks into the ensuing conversation and suggests it's time they turned around and headed back to Castle Baaldorf.  For one thing, there's the matter of lunch.  Erik tells him to head back by himself.  He and Rosalyn will return later.   

***


And turn the page to find Geoffrey and Ariel opening boxes of new purchases (most of them hats).  Geoffrey tells Ariel it's a shame she wasn't able to persuade Erik to stay home with them.  She says she wishes he hadn't reminded her.  She picks up an unopened box and stares at it wistfully, then says, "It's time we left.  I don't want to keep him waiting."  

***


And turn the page back to Rosalyn and Erik, riding back slowly towards Castle Baaldorf.  She tells him she likes Marko, but she's glad that the two of them have a chance to be by themselves for a little.  She'd like a chance to get to know him better.  For instance, what does he do to pass the time, when he's not attending weddings or rescuing princesses?


"Not much until lately," answers Erik.  "Last year this time, my biggest ambition was to get a week off and just sleep late.  They used to wake us up at dawn back when I was at school.  And then when I left school, there was always some crisis.  And now," he smiles ruefully, "I keep waking up at dawn, out of force of habit."


"It's the price you pay for being a hero," Rosalyn tells him.  


"Well, part of the price anyway.  What about you?  What do you do when you're not attending weddings?"                   


“I like riding.  And even only using a dagger, I have to stay in practice." Erik nods in agreement.  "And Elyssa and I used to read books — aloud, I mean — alternating chapters....What's the rest of the price of being a hero?"


"Well, there's trying to cope with people after you save them,” Erik says.  “Sometimes they say thank you.  Five or ten times to make sure I heard them.  Sometimes they just stare at me.  It feels incredibly weird trying to have a conversation with someone who just stares at you in awe and wonder, and won't say anything."  Rosalyn giggles.


"And then there's the War,” he goes on.  “All my life, there's been the War.  Only now it's over, right?  I mean I came home this spring with the news that Vector was dead — and that Dirk Blackpool wanted to stop the War — and be friends.  And do you think anybody was glad?  No, all I got was — 'Erik, he tricked you.'  'Erik, you're still off balance from having Ariel break off your engagement.'  'Erik, he must have cast some kind of spell on you.'"


"Elyssa says she trusts him," Rosalyn says slowly.  "And she's never wrong about things like that.  And you trust him too — and how long have you known him?"


"Either half a year — or all my life.  Depending on how you count things...."                 


They ride in silence awhile, then Rosalyn says, "Ariel wrote me that you'd never really been engaged, just paired off by your parents when she was born. But I suppose it still — "


"It didn't hurt me," Erik tells her.  "Except maybe my vanity.  After all those years of being told I was the heir to all Camarand and a great match.  But I wasn't going to marry someone I wasn't at least a little in love with.  I used to think maybe Ariel and I would fall in love someday, but of course I didn't know then what love was like."


"Oh?  And now?"


"I think I'm beginning to learn," he says and gazes at her sincerely.


"I've got a not-quite-a-fiancé myself," she tells him.  "Or anyway I used to think I'd have to end up marrying him unless I found someone else at least as socially acceptable." 


"Oh really.  Anyone I know?"


"Probably not.  Phillip DaLeal.  He's my father's sister's husband's second wife's son," she rattles off. Erik shakes his head in confusion. "Elyssa's stepbrother.  He's lord of Haven Island.  He petitioned my father last year to grant him either Elyssa or me as his wife.  Father said he should take a year and decide just which of us he wanted — and that it was only fair to warn him that Elyssa said she'd never live under the same roof as him, let alone marry him.  So this year he sent in another petition asking to marry me.  That was one of the reasons I decided to pay Ariel a long visit."


"I'm glad," says Erik.  "Especially given what you said earlier about Elyssa's judgment."             


"Yes, that too.  And also what you said earlier.  I mean about not wanted to marry someone I wasn't in love with."  


He smiles at her, and she smiles back.  

***


And turn the page to find Geoffrey and Ariel strolling through Zagan's flower garden.  


"I hate this place," says Ariel.              


"You used to think it was pretty," says Geoffrey.


"Well, it is pretty, but that just makes it worse!  If only Rosalyn hadn't spoken up.  I bet if Erik ever does come here, he'll find some way....Things won't go the way he thinks they will."


"Dear me, what a tangle of words," observes a dry voice from off-camera. Ariel gasps and turns around (and the camera draws back) to show Zagan coming down the path.  "I take it that — despite my clear instructions — you have failed to bring Erik Greystone here with you." 


Ariel says nervously that she asked Erik to come with them but that he insisted on going hunting Gorkins with Rosalyn instead.  She starts to go into all the details, but Zagan cuts her short.  He says he's been wondering whether his garden would be improved by a lovely but silent statue.  He gestures towards her, and she is suddenly motionless, frozen.


Geoffrey's hand goes to his sword hilt, and Zagan tells him not to be silly.  He showed him weeks ago that any thought of defiance was hopeless.  Besides Ariel's state is only temporary "this time at least.  Meanwhile the two of us have more important things to discuss.  Do you think you can get Prince Erik to come here tomorrow?"


Geoffrey tells him that Erik will be returning home tomorrow morning.


"Well then," says Zagan, "I suppose I'll have to use you."


"To do what?"


"To kill your brother."


Geoffrey tells him that that's impossible.  He might someday decide to kill Dirk for his own reasons.  "But a Blackpool doesn't kill in the family for anyone else.  And besides, be realistic:  I couldn't kill Dirk even if I wanted to.  He's too fast — and too wary."


"You don't seem to understand the situation clearly, Geoffrey.  This is my command.  You have no choice — and you'll run no risk.  Unless, of course, you fail to obey me."  


Zagan pulls a small glass vial out of his robes; then picks a few blue roses from a nearby bush and squeezes them into the vial; then hands the vial to Geoffrey.  "Take this," he says, "and use it to anoint one of the swords to be used in the final contest at the Games." 


"Only one of them?"


"Only one.  I really don't care whether Greystone kills your brother or is killed by him.  If Dirk Blackpool's opponent dies by poison, the people will cry out for justice.  One way to kill him is as good as another.  You'll do it, won't you, Geoffrey?"


"Yes," says Geoffrey bitterly, "I'll do it.  And someday, I'll kill you!"


Zagan contents himself with murmuring, "Then again two statues might make an even better appearance than merely one."

And fade out.

