WIZARDS AND WARRIORS Unauthorized Future History  —  Installment 20

by Lee Gold, 3965 Alla Road, Los Angeles, CA 90066; leeway@mediaone.net; http://theStarport.com/xeno/leegold.html

Warning  DO NOT READ THIS INSTALLMENT unless you have read installments 1-19!  

Otherwise you will be extremely confused.  Get the earlier installments and read them in order.

Note:  For years I’ve denounced authors who went back to their earlier worlds.  I said that Heinlein should never have taken up Lazarus Long again, let alone the rolling Stones.  I said that Asimov should have ended the Foundation series with the third book.  


Now, I’ve let myself be persuaded to go back and write down the rest of this unauthorized future history.  My one justification is that I’m not making up anything new, just finally writing down the rest of the saga I dreamed up during a drive from Los Angeles to the Redwoods, after watching the first six episodes.

*******

A TIME TO REMEMBER

DECEMBER (a little before the Winter Solstice, the same weather as this time last year in Installment 4)


Belldonna's lovely face appears on an off-white background.  "I am sorry," she says, "but the Archives of the Lost have been shut down and cannot be accessed unless authorized by both a Council-approved wizard and a Royal family member.  This is a recording."

   
Pull back as her voice repeats the message to show her face on the page of a scroll.

     
Pull back farther as Zagan lets the scroll wind up, puts it down on a table, and turns to face Traquill.  "So much for my attempt to balance the ecology by introducing lightning hawks," he says.  He's in a large, brightly-lit hall, its walls made of shining crystal pillars with mirrors and tapestries set in between them.

     
"I still think there are better ways to control mosquitoes," says Traquill.  "Flamefish, for instance.  Or maybe a chain of garlic pizza stands."

     
"The Council's decision was to use lightning hawks," says Zagan.  "We all agreed to abide by that, just as we all agreed to separate the functions of Wizards and Royalty.  As long as Dirk Blackpool chooses to play wizardling, no Council-approved Wizard will aid him.  That's what we all swore.  And you swore a special oath, Wizard:  on the eve of November, you gave your word that you'd have no further dealings with Dirk Blackpool as long as I was head of the Council."

     
"I gave my word that I wouldn't seek Dirk Blackpool out nor speak to him nor stay in his presence if it was in my power to leave — as long as you were head of the Council," corrects Traquill.  "I swear by the Book that I haven't broken that oath."

     
"The Forest of Doom was sealed so it could only be entered by a Wizard in service to royalty  —  or by representatives of both the Graystone and  Blackpool royal families.  Are you saying that Dirk Blackpool just happened to stroll over there and shut down the Archives without any advice from you?"

     
"I have no idea what Dirk's been up to lately.  I haven’t seen him, remember.  But the Archives were shut down by Erik Graystone accompanied by Geoffrey Blackpool.  You remember Geoffrey, don't you?"

   
"Oh yes," says Zagan darkly, "I remember Geoffrey."

***


And turn the page to Castle Baaldorf:  Ariel and Geoffrey stand in a room littered with partially packed suitcases, heaps of still unpacked clothes (hers), and rolls of giftwrap. An ornate wall mirror leans against one wall.  Ariel walks over to the mirror, sticks out her tongue at it, and says, "I still think it's yucky."  


"But it's all gold and mother-of-pearl," says Geoffrey.  "I thought you liked gold."


"I didn't say ugly," says Ariel; "I said yucky!  Just like that yucky wizard!  I suppose it's enchanted to do something awful to Dirk and Elyssa."


"Probably," says Geoffrey.  He starts wrapping up the mirror, first with tissue paper, then with silver giftwrap.


"Is that all you can say?!  He's your brother, and she's one of my two best friends.  We've got to do something!"


"We also have to make sure we don't wind up marble statues in the yucky wizard's flower garden," says Geoffrey.  He ties the package up with silver string, puts a greeting card on it, then turns back to his wife.  

    
"Try to understand, Ariel.  We don't want to annoy the wizard.  It's just the way it was for me when I was growing up, with Father away at the war and Dirk away at Royal School and Vector running things at the castle.  You don't ever cross a wizard!  You just do your very best to do whatever he wants.  And if sometimes maybe you're too stupid to do it,...  Well, not even a wizard stays  mad at you very long for being stupid.  Sometimes they even give up after awhile and let you alone."


Ariel whispers, "Ohhhh!" and smiles.  "It would be just awful if I did something silly or clumsy, and that wedding present got accidentally broken," she says.  "I'll try very very hard." 


"We both will," says Geoffrey. 

***


And turn the page to Castle Blackpool, as Erik and Rosalyn arrive and are welcomed by Dirk.  Rosalyn excuses herself and goes upstairs to talk with Elyssa about the details of the wedding.  Not the one tomorrow; her own, in six months time, to Erik.  


Erik gazes fondly after her, then asks Dirk if he's realized that once they're both married, they'll be relatives.  


"It's been awhile since I read an etiquette book," says Dirk dryly.  "I don't remember whether first cousin by marriage ranks third cousin by blood."  


"I had to memorize the Greystone line back to the Times of Terror," says Erik, "and there weren't any Blackpools on it."


"I had to memorize the entire Blackpool family tree, all the branches, even the Greystones.  We're related on your mother's side  —  and my great-grandfather's.  You remember King Neal Blackpool."


"The one who exchanged mementos with my grandfather's grandfather, King Charles Greystone."


Dirk nods.  "His son, King Alexander Blackpool, had two children, a son and a daughter.  The daughter married a vassal, who shortly thereafter was promoted to general and given the wardship of Crag Keep.  They founded a branch line, the Darks.  Their son, my grandfather's first cousin, held Crag Keep after them.  His only daughter, my father's second cousin, was Eleanor Dark.  She was courted by my father — and by yours.  When she chose to marry your father, her father was transferred from Crag Keep to mount guard in the Region of the Snows.  He died in a avalanche, a few days before the wedding." 

   
"Father's never wanted to talk about my mother," says Erik.  "And Justin says all he remembers is  that she was more beautiful than the picture of her he keeps face-down on his bureau.  And of course I don’t remember her at all."  He's silent briefly, then says, "So we're third cousins.  That makes you and Geoffrey my nearest relatives after Father and Justin."  His voice changes tone, with a new idea:  "If Justin and I died, you'd be the heir to Camarand."

    
"That's right," says Dirk blandly, and draws his sword  —  to lay it on a nearby table.  "It got scratched in the Vaults of Nightmare, cutting a spiderweb.  Do you know a good sword polisher?"

     
"I haven't needed one for years," says Erik, "not since I got a magic sword."  He leans over to examine the blade.  

***


And turn the page to see Lord Phillip [last seen in Inst #18 aka "The Forest of Doom"] standing on a rocky ledge, overlooking the seashore.  He kneels beside a small banked circle of embers  —  and a couple of small urns which rest on what seems to be a silver tray.  

    
"Hell-Bat pods from the Forest of Doom," he says, pouring three dark lumps from the first urn onto the embers, "and sand from the beach at Norton's Bay,"  scattering a handful of dark dust from the second urn "red with the blood of my father Stephen DaLeal and his men and black with their ashes."    

     
There's a flash of bright blue light, as the embers burst into bright blue flames, silhouetting his form.  "Remember how Dirk Blackpool massacred you.  Help me revenge you.  Help me win back what he stole from me.  Elyssa!"  

     
Three tongues of blue flame break off from the fire and fly up into the air:  three iridescently blue bats.  They circle over Phillip's head, then fly off into what their light reveals is a tunnel in the cliff-face behind him.

     
"Elyssa," Phillip repeats.  He turns over the silver object on which the urns rested  —  it's a hand mirror.  "Every day, she held you and saw her own  face," he tells it.  "She left us both behind when she ran away, but now you'll bring us together again."  He lays the hand mirror face up on the blue fire, and the flames encircle it.  "Bring us together again," he repeats, intoning it like a spell.


The camera focuses on the hand mirror, which has dark veins like a stained glass window, and then pulls back to show Ariel looking at the shattered wall mirror, its frame leaning against Elyssa's bedroom wall.   The only other people in the room are Elyssa and Geoffrey.


"Oh, dandruff!" Ariel says.  "How could I have been so clumsy?"

     
"The beautiful frame didn't break," Elyssa says comfortingly.  "I'll have the glass replaced, and it'll be as good as new."  Behind her, Geoffrey makes a face at Ariel.  

     
"And we can take home the old pieces for a jigsaw puzzle," says Geoffrey.  "It'll probably set a fashion." 

     
"Then I'd better take back the frame too," Ariel says.  "I'll get you another wedding present, Elyssa.  Is there a mall in town?"  Elyssa shakes her head.  "Okay, what shop did you get your wedding dress at?"

     
"I picked it out of a trunk in the attic.  Dirk says it was his grandmother's."

     
"Well, Geoffrey and I will leave right now and go shopping," says Ariel determinedly.  "And this time we'll get you something that won't break!"  She leads Geoffrey away, and Elyssa kneels down with her back to the mirror, picking up the shards of mirror and dropping them into a small black wastebasket.  The cracked wall mirror fills with blue flames which fade to show Phillip staring out into the room.

     
He steps through the mirror frame, and grasps Elyssa's shoulder.  She turns to look up at him and screams (while behind him the mirror shards fall from the frame, but still leave the image of blue flames burning inside the frame).

     
The camera swings to the door, which is thrown open as Ariel rushes back in, to see Phillip pulling Elyssa out of the room, through the mirror frame.  Ariel dashes forward, followed by Geoffrey,   Elyssa's hand grabs at the mirror frame, and then pulls loose just as Ariel grabs for it, not quite in time to catch it as it disappears.  

    
And Dirk enters the room  —  with Rosalyn and Erik behind him  —  to see Elyssa's image briefly linger, like a portrait in the frame, and then fade away into the blue flames.  Erik turns away from the doorway and runs off.

     
Geoffrey turns to see Dirk and says, "It's not my fault.  I — "

     
"I believe you," says Dirk.  "Now get out of my way!"  He steps around him and Ariel to the mirror frame, and puts his hand experimentally through it, beyond the wall.  "The gate's still open," he says.

     
"It's a trap!" Geoffrey cries.  Ariel screams and faints (knocking over the wastebasket, and spilling shards of mirror on the floor), and he goes to her side.

     
"I know that, little brother," Dirk says, without bothering to turn around and see what's happening.  "Princess Rosalyn, please take care of my brother and sister-in-law and keep them from doing anything especially foolish.  Erik, what's keeping you?"

     
"I was getting my sword," says Erik, entering the room.  "Or don’t you think I’ll need it?"

     
"Bring it along just in case," says Dirk, drawing his own sword   —  and steps through the mirror frame, into the blue flames, followed by Erik.


And dissolve to see Dirk and then Erik emerge onto the rocky ledge.  There's no sign of Phillip or Elyssa, just the dying flames of the blue fire.  Dirk walks toward the edge and looks down the cliff face to the deserted seashore.  

     
"He doesn't seem to have gone this way," he says and turns back.

    
Erik goes to inspect the tunnel.  A pair of heavy wooden doors stand open, flanking the entrance.  They're carved in an elaborate pattern:  a fleur de lys with a circle around its base.  "That's the — "

     
"The DaLeal arms," Dirk joins in, to chorus with him.  "Elyssa's family."  The blue fire goes out abruptly at the sound of Elyssa's name.   And the tunnel lights up with a soft blue glow.

     
"Do you want to go first or second?" asks Erik.

     
"First," says Dirk.  "I'm the one he baited his trap for.  Maybe he won't notice you till it's too late."  He draws his sword  —  and a line of red flame shines along the blade.  He stops to examine it.  "Perhaps I won't have that scratch polished away after all."  Then he goes through the doorway, Erik following him about a dozen feet behind.


Inside, it’s not a cave but a long hall with a floor tiled in green and white, crystal chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, dark wood walls hung with empty picture frames.  The door shuts, leaving no trace of a doorway.  The chandelier candles burn blue.  Dirk takes down one frame (covered with dust and a few strands of a spider web) and holds it up to the flickering light.  A brass title plate on it says “Simon DaLeal.”


“We’re at Castle SeaFoam,” Dirk says.  “In the DaLeals’ Hall of Memories.  I had all the pictures burned after I captured the castle.  I didn’t realize it had a back door; it must’ve been built as an escape way.  No one’s lived here for years.”

    
As he speaks, three of the blue lights began to move.  The camera moves closer to show they’re the blue bats we saw earlier.  One of them swoops towards Dirk.  He waves his sword and cuts it in two (and it dissolves into blue sparks), but now the other two bats are flying towards him.  One dives at his sword, wrapping itself around the blade and then stretching up its wings to claw at Dirk’s hand.  The other bat sinks its claws into Dirk’s hair and folds its bright wings over his face.  Dirk slumps to the ground, motionless.


Erik dashes forward, sword drawn.  He kneels down and pulls out the dagger from his sword hilt and slashes quickly and expertly with it, first at the bat on Dirk’s face, then at the one on Dirk’s arm, his other hand still holding his outstretched sword.  There’s bright flashes of power at each dagger strike.  The bats dissolve into blue sparks that slowly fade away.  Erik stands up again, sword and dagger still drawn.


Then there’s silence.  “Dirk?” says Erik quietly.  “Are you all right?”  And silence again briefly.  Then Dirk’s voice at last.


“Greystone?”  Dirk struggles to his feet, sword drawn, then swiftly draws his parrying dagger.  


“Are you all right, Dirk?” Erik asks again.


“I’m fine.”  Another brief silence.  “What do you plan to try next?”


“You said you’d lead the way, remember.... “  Erik’s voice changes tone.  “Just what do you remember, Dirk?”


“We’re at truce....  We said we wouldn’t attack one another till we’d found Vector and dealt with him.”  [See Inst 3.]


“That was over a year ago.  The War’s over now!  We’re friends!”  Erik waves his arms as he speaks, then suddenly realizes he’s waving the sword and dagger at Dirk — and sheathes them.  “We’re friends,” he repeats quietly.   


“Does the sun still rise in the East, or has that changed too?” 


“The sun still rises in the East.  We’re friends!  Vector’s dead, and his Monocle’s broken.  Your father died too.  I’m sorry.... I didn’t realize when I asked you to help kill Vector that it would mean your father would die.  But the War’s over.  Ariel and Geoffrey got married.  You’re going to be married tomorrow.  But someone kidnapped Elyssa, and we followed him through the mirror—”


“Elyssa?”


And dissolve to show Lord Phillip and Elyssa on a balcony overhung by two towers and overlooking the ocean.  There’s an archway with a door at each side of the balcony, connecting the two towers.  At its edge is a stone wall about as high as Phillip’s waist, pierced with holes.  The sky is blue with a few fluffy clouds.


“He killed our father!” says Phillip.  “You can’t forgive him!”


“My father, not yours, stepbrother,” says Elyssa.  “I don’t need your permission to forgive Dirk; I’ll do as I choose.  Let me go, or I’ll never forgive you!”


 He grabs her by the arm and pushes her over the wall of the balcony.  “Do you still want me to let you go?  Stop being so arrogant.   No wonder I’m the only one who’d ever put up with you.  We’re going to get married and live happily ever after.  Tell me you love me — or I’ll drop you.”


“I hate your blasted guts!” she screams.


And dissolve to Dirk and Erik.  Dirk has fished the Monocle out from under his shirt.  “Erik, I’m loath to accuse you of lying — but I thought you said Vector’s Monocle was broken?  How do you explain this?”


“It’s not Vector’s.  It’s yours!” Erik says earnestly, reaching out to touch Dirk’s hand.  There’s a sudden burst of light that outlines the two hands briefly, then rises to become a band of brightness from one set of eyes to the other, leaving the two men’s bodies briefly silhouetted, before dissipating.


“Friends then.  I promise,” says Dirk.  “I remember.”
[see Inst 7]


“How much?” asks Erik.


“I remember that this morning I had to tell you your own family tree,” says Dirk.  “Now let’s go find Elyssa.”


And dissolve to Phillip pulling a struggling Elyssa back up over the railing and push her up against the stone wall at the back of the balcony.  “You know I’d never really hurt you,” he says.  “You know I was lying.”


“I know you think you’re telling the truth ,” she says.  “You always do.  Please, Phillip, you’ve got to believe me.  I don’t love you.  I don’t want to marry you.”


“Not yet,” he says.  “But you will.”  He reaches toward his belt and pulls out something shining — not a dagger but the silver hand mirror, its face bright with blue flames and holds it up so they’re both facing it..  


“Look at it, Elyssa.  It was yours once.  Now a wizard’s enchanted it so it’ll show you what I can’t forget.  The Battle of Norton’s Bay.”  (As he speaks, behind his back we see first Dirk and then Erik emerge quietly through the doorway onto the balcony.   Neither Phillip nor Elyssa seem to notice them.)


“I was only fourteen but Father took me with him.  I fought at his side — till Blackpool killed him.  We lost hundreds of men.  We’d have all died if their general hadn’t drawn back and let me lead our captured men back to our ships.  And then Blackpool roasted the general on a spit to punish him for disobeying orders, for not slaughtering all our men, for letting us come home.  Look at it, Elyssa!  Look at Father and his men fallen and bleeding and dying.  


“I call sea and sand and sky to remember the blood we shed for this land.”  (As he speaks, the clouds darken and grow, covering the sky, till the only bright light is the glowing blue flames of the mirror.  Dirk draws his sword, and it shines in the light of the flames.  Elyssa glances over and sees it — and him.  Phillip doesn’t seem to notice anything.)  


“Remember our dead.  Remember how they fought to save our land from Blackpool.  Remember how they died in despair and pain.”  (There’s a flash of lightning and almost immediately a roll of thunder.)  “Don’t forget us, Father.  We haven’t forgotten you.  Come back now and take your vengeance.  In the name of the blood you shed, the blood we share...”   (The sky is dead-black.  Elyssa wriggles free from Phillip’s grip and runs toward Dirk.  Erik calls out “Sheath!” and Dirk drives his sword back into the scabbard, holds out his left arm to Elyssa and swings her behind him.  Phillip turns, hearing Erik’s shout, and sees them but doesn’t stop his invocation, just points the mirror at Dirk.)


“Stephen DaLeal, in the name of all you ever loved, come back and do JUSTICE!”  (A bolt of lightning hits the upraised mirror.  The blue flames — then the entire scene — is briefly washed out by the boiling incandescence of the lightning .  The thunder roars.  Eric, Dirk and Elyssa fall to the balcony floor and hold on — to one another, to the tower doorway) 


When it’s quiet again, the clouds begin to lighten.  Snow falls on the blackened, shattered balcony, half of it gone, the stones fallen into sea.  Phillip is nowhere to be seen..  


“Never wave a sword around during a thunderstorm,” says Erik, still sitting down.  


“I’ll try to remember that,” says Dirk, getting to his feet.  “There’s a village a little down the beach.  We can get horses there and be home by sunset.”  He turns to Elyssa, offering her a hand (as Erik stands up).  “Unless you want to stay here at your old home.”


“’Your people shall be my people, and your home my home,’” she says, obviously quoting.  “I love you.”


“I love you too.  Don’t ever let me forget that.”


And fade out....

