WIZARDS AND WARRIORS — Unauthorized Future History — Installment 14 by Lee Gold  

WARNING:  IF YOU HAVE NOT READ INSTALLMENTS 1-13, DO NOT READ THIS ONE! 

It will only confuse you horribly (or worse)!  Get hold of the earlier installments and read them in order. 

Note:  This show includes some multi-layered sequences.  For reading ease, memory flashes will be shown indented.  If the memory flash is a clip from an Episode or previous Installment, the reference will be given at the end in square brackets [Ep # or Inst #].  

**********

SOMETHING OLD, SOMETHING NEW — Part Two  

The same evening as the end of Inst 13.  


Rosalyn and Elyssa are in their guest room at Castle Baaldorf.  (This is much like a medieval version of a good motel room.  There are twin beds on one wall; between them is a nightstand with a silver candelabra.  On the other wall is a table with another, larger candelabra — and two matching wood chairs.)  Rosalyn wears a silver peignoir; Elyssa is still in her party dress. 


Rosalyn remarks that it's a good thing they got back from being kidnapped by the Gorkins in time for dinner.  Queen Lattinia would have been quite upset if the wedding rehearsal had had to be postponed.  She turns down her blanket and gets into bed. "It's almost midnight," she tells her cousin. "Aren't you ever coming to bed?"  Elyssa suddenly comes to a decision and says that no, she isn't; she'll see Rosalyn tomorrow, and leaves the room.


And dissolve to Elyssa looking at an ornate Guest Book that sits on a reading stand, indicating (presumably for the family archives, not to mention the servants' benefit) which guests are in which rooms.  She studies it briefly, then walks briskly to a door at the far end of the corridor, and kneels down to one side of it.  


A few moments go by.  Elyssa smothers a yawn and squirms into a slightly more comfortable position.  And a few moments later still, the door is suddenly thrown wide open.  Dirk Blackpool stands there, sword drawn.  He looks up and down the corridor, then down by his feet and sees her there.


"Elyssa!  What are you doing here?" he exclaims (and sheathes the sword).


"I wanted to talk to you in the morning,...before things started happening.  I hadn't meant to waken you."  She stands up.  "I'm sorry."


"I wasn't asleep....What did you want to talk about?"


"It's rather complicated.  It might take awhile."


He gives her a half bow and motions her to come inside.  


His room is much as the same as the one seen earlier but decorated in different colors.  The candelabra on the table is lit, and one of the chairs is pulled out.  Dirk's leather armor hangs on the other chair.  He picks it up and throws it on the bed, then offers the chair to Elyssa. They both sit down, facing one another.  There's silence.  Dirk asks her again what she wanted to talk to him about.


"It just doesn't seem to make sense," she tells him.  "As far back as I can remember, the Blackpools were — not just the enemy, but the monsters.  And you — I've heard stories...."


"They were probably true."


"Certainly the people who told them thought they were true....I've this thing, you see.  In the Isles, they call it a Blessing....And part of it is that I feel lies."


Dirk tells her it sounds like a useful talent.         


"Not hear them.  Feel them.  Like fire running along my fingers.  It hurts...."  She dismisses the subject from further consideration with a wave  of her hand.  "Anyway...."         


"I'm a monster," Dirk prompts her. "I killed your father, and drove your people off the mainland."


"And then tortured your own general to death because he let the prisoners escape instead of having them slaughtered."


"That's right."  


She stares at him, then shakes her head in confusion. "Anyway, I thought I knew what you'd be like....Only now I've met you, and you're not like that at all....And everyone tells lies.  If nothing else, then to themselves....Only you don't.  And when I held your hand, it felt like sunshine....And I don't understand."


"I changed," Dirk tells her blandly.


"Yes, of course; that's obvious.  But just saying it isn't an explanation.  I like the world to make sense!"


He laughs abruptly, then asks, "And if I told you the truth, you'd actually believe me?  No matter how incredible it was?"  She nods.  


He's silent a moment, not looking at her but beyond her, then says, "All right then; I'll tell you." 


"It was nine months ago....Funny, it seems longer somehow.  Vector.... The wizard Vector had been at Castle Blackpool on and off since I was three. But he'd left because one of his plots to kill me and get his Monocle back had been exposed to the Council.  He took the Book with him.  We still don't know where he hid it....And then, a few weeks later, I found out that if Vector died, it meant that my father would die too.


"Now you understand that...logically...my father's death lost me nothing and gained me everything.  He'd been in a coma for nine years.  And I despised him, because towards the end he'd been thinking of stopping the War, making peace with the South.   Which was why Vector had arranged to put him out of the way — and give the power of the kingdom to me.  And of course, once Father was dead, I'd be king in my own right.  Not just a prince.  Full power."  


(The scene gradually dissolves from the present back to the past:  see Inst Three aka "The Alliance."  Dirk's speech becomes a voiceover.)


("Anyway, I made an agreement with Erik.  A temporary truce.  We'd go up to the Mountains of Madness together and kill Vector.  Erik would bring his magic sword and a talisman from Traquill for protection from Vector's spells.  I'd bring Vector's Monocle so we could locate him.  We had him trapped.  And then — ") 


Erik and Dirk advance on Vector.  Erik draws his sword.   Vector attempts a spell, which fails (as a golden aura blazes up, shield-like around Erik). Erik circles around the wizard, attempting to trap him between himself and Dirk.  Vector turns to wave his staff at Dirk, and Dirk edges closer to Erik.


And then suddenly Dirk attacks Erik, wounding him in the shoulder as Erik dodges.  Vector laughs sardonically as the two turn to fight one another  —  and finally teleports away.  The fight continues.  And gradually  —  despite his wound  —  Erik takes the offensive.  


Dirk retreats and slips away into a nearby shadowed opening — a cave.  From behind him he hears Erik calling that there are runes carved by the entrance. "You're in the Labyrinth of Horror, Dirk!  It's not a myth after all — it's real!  Come on back and let's fight it out!  If you stay in there much longer, you'll never get out again!"  


Dirk smiles and walks onward, resheathing his sword.  Gradually the scene darkens to the grey of twilight.  And then suddenly there's a burst of light, and a memory flash shimmers into existence (half real, half unreal, like the appearance of Belldonna in Eps 1 and 2).  And Dirk stops in mid-stride, confronting Erik — and hearing his own voice.  


"We're not back at school any more, Erik; this is war!  There isn't a referee.  The only thing that counts is who's alive at the end of the fight."  

Dirk laughs.  The scene fades away, and Dirk walks onwards — and then stops as Vector's image flashes into existence before him.  Dirk's hand falls to his sword hilt.  And then he hears his own voice again.          


"I remember when I roasted General Rankoor on a spit... alive.  I  enjoyed that!"[Ep 4]   And the scene dissolves into blazing flames.    


Vector's image is lost momentarily in fire — and then forms once again  — with a different background.  


"There are only two sorts of people in this world: the strong and the weak, the smart and the stupid; the powerful and the powerless.  Honor and love and justice and nonsense like that are lies told by the weak to trap the strong....You were born to power, Dirk.  Don't let anyone trap you."  


The scene fades away, and Dirk walks forward, cautiously.  Then there's another flash, and King Saris Blackpool appears.  He holds a letter which he reads, then crumples it and throws to his feet.  


"Edwin Baaldorf's turned on me — and allied with Greystone!  You can't trust anyone, Dirk.  They'll always betray you.”  

Dirk starts forward while his father's image is still speaking.  He puts out his hand, but it passes through the scene, affecting nothing.  The scene fades away into darkness, and Dirk stands there, hand still stretched out uselessly.


And then there's another flash and Bethel stands there before him, holding her Monocle.  "Bethel!" he exclaims.  "Can you get me out of here?" — and then realizes gradually as she speaks that it's only another scene from the past.  

 
"I'd do almost anything for you, Dirk, if you asked me nicely," she says.  "I could make your dreams come true."      


And Dirk's voice says, "There's been a dream I've had for a long time.  Erik Greystone....I'd like to break through that naivete of his and show him reality.  I'd like to hear him scream and beg for mercy.  I want to see him die!"


 "I could summon up a vision of that — and let you see it," says Bethel.  "And eventually perhaps we could see it for real.  Together."   


And the scene dissolves to Erik in the torture chamber chained and screaming, as Dirk stands by and laughs.  [Inst 10]  


Dirk waits till the scene fades out, then starts forward again, slowly. And stops almost immediately, seeing his own face....          

"This is war!  There isn't a referee.  The only thing that counts is who's alive at the end of the fight.”// And the scene dissolves into flames, which reform into Dirk's face, saying, "...when I roasted General Rankoor on a spit...alive..."//And the flames continue to burn, as Vector's voice says,  "Honor and love and justice...nonsense...lies told by the weak to trap the strong....Don't let anyone trap you." //And the flames burn on as Saris's voice says, "You can't trust anyone....They'll always betray you." //And Dirk's face appears again, saying, "Erik Greystone....I'd like to hear him scream and beg for mercy.  I want to see him die!"  And dissolve to Erik's face, screaming in agony. //And then hold on Erik's face, with Dirk's voice saying, "This is war!"// [This sequence will continue to spin through the rest of this scene.]  


Dirk stands there motionless; then — as the scenes begin their second spin —  he says quietly, "Everything they told me — I never thought to question it.  I wonder...."  


And then another voice is heard (Zagan's?) saying, "Don't let yourself get drawn into what you see.  You'll get trapped in the past.  Trapped by your guilt and fear and dead dreams."


"Guilt?"  Dirk laughs.  "I never felt guilty for anything in my life....But I could have done things differently.  I didn’t need to....  There were other ways of getting what I wanted.  Why didn't I see them?"


"Just trust me," says the voice, "and let me help you.  I can get you out of here.”


And Dirk yells, "NO!  I don't need anyone's help!"  And then adds more quietly, "I got myself into this; I'll get myself out of it."


"You'll die if I don't save you.  I nearly died here once.  It was supposed to increase my power, but instead it nearly killed me."         


"I won't die!  And I won't run!  I'm Dirk Blackpool.  I'm smart and strong and powerful — and I'll have my own way.  I won't be trapped or used! Not by you, whoever you are!  Not by anyone!"  


Dirk falls silent, but the voice is heard no more.  He listens to the scenes as they continue to spin before him — and then starts to talk back to them. 


"You had me trapped in your web, didn't you Vector," he asks. "'Lies told by the weak to trap the strong.' I never thought to doubt it. And you used me for your own purposes — and laughed at me.  


“'Never trust anyone,' you said, Father — and I trusted you and believed it....


“And I called Erik a naive fool! At least he was never naive enough to believe contradictory nonsense like that....


"'Honor and love and justice — all lies and nonsense'?  I wonder. And are they any worse nonsense than the lies you fed me?"  He walks forward, and the scene in front of him shivers into pieces, then reforms but dimmer, quieter. He continues walking, and the scene dissolves again and does not reform.


"I'll do what I want!  What I want...."  Dirk stops a moment and laughs grimly.  "What do I want?  Well, there's at least one thing I'm sure of.  I want Vector dead!  Oh yes, and I'll never run from Erik Greystone again.  Somehow he still respects me enough to be willing to fight me.  I don't want to lose that."  

***


And dissolve back to the present.  The candles have burned out.  Grey light streams through an uncurtained window.  Nothing else seems to have changed.    

   
"And that's how it happened," Dirk tells Elyssa. "You do understand that I've only changed my methods, don't you?  Nothing else.  The goal's still the same."


"Power?"


"Power.  My own way.  Freedom.  Starting with the right to be happy.  Even...the right to have a friend, if I feel reckless enough to risk it...."  He stares at her a moment, then asks, "Well, any more questions?"


"No, no more questions...."  Then she shakes her head and says, "Yes, one more....Dirk, I seem to be falling in love with you.  Do you mind?  Because I think I can still stop it."


He's silent a moment, choosing his words, then says, "It only seems fair ...that we should feel the same way towards each other."  


Dirk reaches over and grasps Elyssa's hand and stands up, pulling her to her feet.  The camera pulls back as he looks down at her face. "It's dawn," he says. "Are you sleepy?" She shakes her head. "The wedding's not till tonight, after sunset.  And I've been asked to keep my presence to a minimum."


"Queen Lattinia will probably think of something for me to do once she sees me.  She thinks it’s a reflection on her as a hostess if she lets anyone alone."


"Then we'd better get an early start."


Dirk grips his sword hilt reflexively and turns to look back at the armor lying on his bed, then turns forward to Elyssa.  They leave the room hand in hand.  


And dissolve to a shot of Dirk and Elyssa riding off....

***


And turn the page to find the horses quietly grazing in a woods, and pan over to find the two sitting a little off.  Elyssa is speaking.


"And so, after Father's funeral, we all came back home to the castle.  And my stepbrother Phillip said he was castle lord now — and sat down on the throne.  Father's old hound, Blaze, growled at him, and Phillip had one of the men-at-arms kill her, and said he wouldn't have anyone in his castle who wasn't loyal to him.         


"So I left home that night.  Stole a sailboat and crossed the channel to the mainland.  I was thirteen, but I looked younger.  I spent the winter in the woods near Unicorn Bay in the south.  No one bothered me there.  Well, except for once, and then the unicorns came and chased them away.  And it turned out the woods were near the Royal Finishing School.


"That spring Ariel decided she wanted to go look for a unicorn. And Rosalyn went with her...on general principles.  We ran into each other.  Ariel was just a little condescending , so I told her that her clothes were certainly better than mine, but our ancestors were equally respectable.  I was the daughter of Princess Alexandra, only sister to King DaMarris of the Eastern Isles.  And then Rosalyn recognized me and explained we were first cousins, and I went back to school with them, and I taught her how to take care of her unicorn.


"They didn't quite know what to make of me at Finishing School, though they were happy enough to let me stay, once Ariel gave me some of her spare dresses and Rosalyn told them her father would pay for my stay there.  Only they told me that I didn't behave like a true lady.  I wasn't feminine enough.  No man would ever like me."


"They probably didn't have anyone like me in mind," Dirk says.


"No, probably not."  She looks up at him, away from her memories. "But you're the sort of man I've always had in mind.  Strong enough not to mind if I didn't play silly and passive.  And honest.  And good to talk to...and to look at."  


He kisses her.  It lasts awhile, then he releases her and tells her that he'll be leaving tomorrow morning, back to the north. "What are your plans?"


"Originally, Rosalyn and I planned on going back to the Isles a day or so after the wedding.  Now Rosalyn's decided to stay, at least until after the Games next month, and help Ariel train herself a riding horse. And get better acquainted with Erik."


"And you?"


"I can't stay here.  I'd end up being rude to Ariel's parents."


"So you're going back to the Isles?"


"No, not without Rosalyn.  That wouldn't work either....I could always live in the woods again, I suppose.  At least for awhile.  I want to be indoors by snowfall.  It's not the cold; there are ways of keeping a fire going.  It's the blasted damp.  There were times that winter I thought I'd never feel dry again....What are the woods like in the north?"


"Wilder than this.  More chance of predators.  Some with four legs, some with two.  Can you defend yourself?"         


"I can run.  And climb trees.  I've never shed blood.  More of the same stupid Blessing.  In the Isles, they call in a wise woman to give one to the child if the mother dies in childbirth.  The wise woman said mine —  and then she died too — or so they told me.  Anyway, it came true enough." She quotes,


"'Know every virtue of every flower


But shed blood in anger and lose the power.


Yet whether your hands be white or red,


Feel fire flame when a lie is said.' 

Wonderful poetry, isn't it?"


"I could show you a grove a little farther off from Castle Baaldorf you might like," Dirk tells her.  "I could come down occasionally, and we could talk....Or you could come north with me.  There are guest rooms in Castle Blackpool, even if they're not used much."


She smiles suddenly.  "I'd like that."


"It's a deal then....Meanwhile, perhaps, we'd best head back.  It's getting late."  


They stand up, stroll over towards the horses.  "I'll race you," says Elyssa. "That should bring us back earlier."


"All right....But not all the way.  No matter who's ahead, people would probably get the wrong idea....To that river we forded coming here."


"Near or far side of the river," asks Elyssa as they mount up.


Dirk gives her an appraising look and says, "The far side."  Then he counts to three — and the race starts.  


The camera follows the horses as they gallop out of the woods, across the plain and towards the river — and leap across it.  The riders rein back the horses to a walk.  And Elyssa says that it looked like a tie to her; what did Dirk think?


"Definitely a tie....And if I'd said I'd won?"


"I don't contradict people who believe things, even if I think they're wrong.  I do have some manners these days.  Once — no matter." She shakes her head.


"Once,..." he prompts her.


"My father and I had a race.  To celebrate my being old enough to ride a real horse, not just a pony.  It was...a very close finish.  It all ended up with his slapping my face and saying I was a poor loser and a disgrace to the family.  And I never saw the horse again."


"We both grew up in hell, didn't we," says Dirk.  "Only you ran away  —  and I stayed and tried my best to be one of the demons.  Well, today we'll go back and be polite to people.  And tomorrow, you'll come north with me and we'll set up our own standards of politeness.... Including honesty.  And we'll look down on people who don't measure up to them."  


He studies her face a moment. "What's the matter, Elyssa?  Worried about what the Baaldorfs will think if you move in with me?"


"No.  That would be silly.  I hardly know them; why should I worry about what they think?  It just — I'm not used to being this happy."


"Neither am I.  We'll just have to learn to stand it, I suppose."  

and fade out with the words, "To Be Concluded Next Week."

