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 "At least I'm doing something beneficial here."   

 "Oh, darling, you so undervalue your own accomplishments!"  Rose sat down on 

the bed beside him.  "You have three patents in your own name, Robin, and the firm is 

making a very handsome income from two of them!"   

 "Yes, and we could do quite well with the third."  Robin smiled ruefully.  "Too bad 

Pater chose to refuse it; Msimangu Mannikins is doing great business with it." 

 "Yes, and your father was quite right—clothing design is not what d'Armand 

Automatons is known for.  Please don't object, darling—I do like some royalties, in our own 

name."  Rose didn't count her own inheritance, or her copyrights. 

 Robin frowned.  "You don't suppose Pater did it deliberately, do you?"   

 Rose smiled, amused.  "I'm sure he had excellent business reasons, my dear." 

 "Which means he was quite aware of the leg-up he was giving me," Robin sighed. 

 "Or of allowing you to gain the repute you had earned," Rose corrected, "before 

he turned the reins over to Rupert."   

 Robin smiled, taking her hand.  "That's true, isn't it?  Rupert can't very well show 

much interest in any of my designs following in that vein now, can he?"   

 "Not really.  Your father has cleared the way for you to make your own name, my 

dear.  We really have so much to thank him for—and he is so little trouble to put up with, 

that I really feel I should be doing more for him!"   

 "Well, you do keep Elaine from worrying."   
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 "No I don't, though I try.  At least I can reassure her and allay her concerns as 

soon as they arise."  Rose shook her head.  "Why can't the woman see how much she 

owes to him?"   

 "I rather think she believes we should be grateful to her, for condescending to 

join the family."   

 Rose's mouth tightened, but she didn't quite say it.   

 "I can see the strain that it puts on you, though," Robin sighed, "especially since 

little Rollo has started trying to lord it over our boys."   

 Rose managed a wan smile.  "There isn't much danger of that; they're quick to 

put him in his place."   

 "But then you have to deal with Elaine's complaints."  Robin smiled sadly.  "You 

do it so well, my dear!"   

 "But can I for much longer?"  Rose sighed.  "There's bound to be an explosion 

between us, my dear—two women under one roof was never a sign of tranquility.  I 

think it would have happened months ago, if we hadn't all been distracted by your 

father's..."  Her eyes widened.  "Oh, Robin!  You don't suppose the old dear did this for 

us, do you?"   

 Robin smiled fondly.  "I don't really, darling.  Of course, with Pater, one never can 

tell."   

 Rose sighed and shook her head.  "Oh, if only we could just whisk him away to a 

house of our own!  I know we could abide him easily enough, if we just didn't have to be 

concerned about smoothing Rupert's and Elaine's feathers!"  

 "We have money enough, now," Robin said, his gaze steady.  "Say the word, and 
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I'll buy a plot and rent the robots to start building." 

 "No, we couldn't, I'm afraid," Rose sighed.  "Rupert and Elaine just wouldn't 

understand, and they'd be far too hurt.  Family should live in the same house, after all, 

especially when there are so few of us."   

 "Traditions," Robin sighed.  "I begin to understand why Pater slipped his 

moorings."   

 Rose stroked his hand, and hoped he wouldn't come to understand too well. 

  

 "I do wish there were some way we could have avoided the ball this year, 

Elaine."  Rupert yanked his stock into an angry knot.   

 "My dear, the d'Armands have given a Christmas ball for three hundred twenty-

two years," Elaine answered, "and I will not let it be said that I was the hostess who 

broke that tradition."   

 "Yes, I know," Rupert sighed, "but this is such an inconvenient year."   

 "Because of your father's behavior, you mean?  Why Rupert, what makes you 

think he'll be any different next year?"   

 Rupert froze, staring in the mirror.  "What a truly appalling notion!"    

 

 The Great Hall was decked in the symbols of the winter that never came to 

Maxima—frosted evergreens, holly and mistletoe, and plastic icicles.  The happy throng 

of guests trooped in, Elaine and Rupert receiving them graciously with a little cheery 

chit-chat before they went on in to pick up an intoxicant from a passing robot.   

 "Whenever I envy them, I think of this."  Robin was watching from across the hall.  
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"I would find it absolutely beastly to have to be so cheerily welcoming to people I can't 

abide."  

  "Yes, I know."  Rose's face was haunted with longing.  "But it would be so 

pleasant to be able to welcome friends into one's own home."   

 "True," Robin admitted, "but would you really want to have to 'welcome' Dame 

Hithers?"  He nodded at a skinny lady who was gliding across the floor with a hungry, 

malicious look about her.   

 "Perhaps, but I certainly would prefer not to speak with her if I can't welcome 

her."  Rose turned away and began strolling toward the punch bowl.  "Your father really 

should be in the receiving line, though."   

 "He certainly has taken the slightest excuse to step out of it."  Robin smiled.  

"Still, he does seem to be doing his share to welcome the guests he likes."  He nodded 

toward the northwest corner, where Count Rory was chatting with a middle-aged 

matron.   

Rose followed his nod—then stopped, staring.  "Yes, he certainly is, though I 

think he may be going beyond mere welcome.  A pinch on the cheek is one thing, but a 

hand on the shoulder is entirely another.  We might wish to be closer, Robin."  She 

turned toward Rory.  

 As they came up, they heard Lady Copious tittering, "O, la, my lord!  Certainly I 

am far too ample for such compliments!"   

 "Not a bit, milady, not a bit!  Why, the more there is of a woman, the more there 

is to admire!"   

 "Admiration befits publicity."  Lady Copious deftly deflected a low hand.  "But you 
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have always been the soul of propriety, Count Rory."   

 "Its letter, perhaps, milady, but never its soul..."   

 "Why, you have always been an example of propriety, Beau-Papa!"  Rose 

burbled.  "Surely you do not wish to retire from so illustrious a career?"   

 "Oh, do I not?"  Rory turned to them with easy grace, withdrawing his hand.  

"Lady Copious, my son and daughter-in-law."   

 "Charmed, my dear."  In fact, Lady Copious was looking both nettled and 

relieved.  "Robin, I trust you will emulate your father?"   

 "I solemnly assure you."  Robin inclined his head.  "I only flirt with my wife in 

private." 

 Rose darted him a mock-venomed glance, but Lady Copious tittered.  "So good 

of you!  But I prefer my flirtations to be public.  If you will excuse me, I'll seek out my 

husband."  And she glided off before Rory could object.   

 "For shame, Beau-Papa!"  But Rose couldn't quite hide her smile.  "Will no 

woman be safe from you?"   

 "Only insofar as she wishes to be."  Rory gave her a roguish glance out of the 

corner of his eye.   

 "Come, Pater!"  Robin throttled a grin down to a smile.  "Must I repeat all the rules 

of conduct you taught me?"   

 "Of course not, son—I don't wish to examine you at the moment."  Rory tracked a 

new arrival, a gleam in his eye.  "Lady Spriteleigh, however, is another matter.  If you will 

excuse me?"  And he sauntered away so quickly that they had no chance to protest.   

 "I fear no lady will be safe from him tonight."  Rose looked after him, worried.  
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 "True, so long as she's over forty and well-married."  Robin turned her toward the 

nearest champagne-bearing robot.  "The old gentleman still has some notion of 

courtesy, after all—he'd never flirt with a lady who wouldn't enjoy it."   

 "True," Rose sighed.  "I shouldn't worry.  But Robin, what will happen if one of 

them flirts back?"   

 "That," Robin admitted, "could prove difficult."    

 They were right to worry.  Rory was the life of the ball, though perhaps not in the 

best of fashions.  In fact, he made quite a spectacle of himself, flirting with all the married 

ladies, and even going so far as to pat the bottoms of the serving-robots.  

 "How dare he!"  Elaine's face flamed scarlet.  "In public!"     

 There was no point in telling her there was no harm in it; the harm, so far as she 

was concerned, was to herself.   

 "Fess is trying to moderate his behavior," Robin pointed out.   

 "But he needn't heed a robot, need he?  Oh, Rupert, you must talk with him."  

 "I suppose I must."  Rupert turned toward his father, visibly bracing himself for 

the task.   

 But Duchess Hidalgo reached Rory first.  Unfortunately, she was in excellent 

voice.  "My lord Count!  How dare you commit such improprieties in front of us all!"   

 Rory turned to her with a wicked gleam.  "'In front' is scarcely where I have been 

improper, Duchess."   

 "Oh!  And you boast of it!  What has possessed you, Rory?  You have always 

been such a gentleman!"   

 "Yes, and it's been damned dull, if you really want to know."  Rory was getting 
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louder, matching her decibel for decibel.  "Come, Duchess!  Surely you cannot object to 

a bit of life in our dotage!"   

 "Dotage!  How dare you, sir!  I'll have you know I'm in the prime of my life!"   

 "Your 'prime,' Duchess, was..."   

 "Sir!" she bellowed, outshouting him.  "Mind your manners!  What a boor you've 

become!  You are no longer fit company for any lady of..."   

 "Avaunt!"  Rory staggered backward.  "A rescue!  The lady has transformed!  She 

has become a fire-breathing dragon!  Fess!  My sword!"   

 'Dragon!" the Duchess howled.  "How dare you so insult me, sir!"   

 But Robin, at least, realized it was no mere insult.  He hurried forward as Rory 

managed to wrestle one of the prop swords down from the wall.  It was only rolled iron, 

of course, and had no edge, but it could still do damage.   

 Robin got to the duchess first.  He took her elbow and turned her away by main 

force, then slipped an arm around her waist and virtually hauled her away.  "Come, 

Duchess, it's time to dine!  May I have the honor of bringing you in?"   

 Behind him, Fess had deftly caught the blade, and was saying, quite firmly, "No, 

boss milord master.  It is not fitting for a knight to take up his own weapons when he is 

attended."   

 "Was I attended?  Did you give me my sword when I demanded it?"   

 "No, sahib, because you bade me leave it in your chamber.  Do you not 

remember?"   

 "Oh." Rory frowned.  "Yes, I do recall you recommending something of the sort.  

But the dragon, Fess!"   
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 "Certainly the lady cannot be blamed for the evil enchantment placed upon her, 

boss man."   

 "True."  Rory's grip on the sword slackened.  "Her mother was something  

of a witch..." 

 Fortunately, the Duchess couldn't hear the remark, mostly because she was 

herself making too much noise to hear it.  "I shall not retreat from the field of battle!" she 

protested, "no matter how gallantly you attempt it, sir!"   

 "I must ask your indulgence," Robin answered, puffing.  "My father still suffers 

from his bereavement."   

 The Duchess's resistance lessened.  "But it's more than a year, now..."   

 "Some take longer to heal than others, Duchess, and my father was extremely 

attached to my mother."   

 "You don't have to tell me that!" the Duchess sniffed.  After all, she had 

propositioned Rory three times down through the years, and he had never once shown 

the slightest inkling of infidelity.   

 Robin reflected that his father probably could have avoided the whole conflict if 

he had just flirted a bit with the Duchess, too.  On the other hand, he might have had to 

do more than flirt.  "But the dinner gong really is sounding, Duchess."  He gave the 

nearest robot a meaningful glare, and it flashed a radio message to the domo-bot, which 

promptly rolled over to strike the gong.  "And I really do wish to take you in to dinner."   

 "Well, if you insist," the Duchess muttered, and began to move of her own 

accord, while Robin reflected that the sins of the fathers might not be visited upon the 

heads of the sons, but their penances certainly were.   
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 But the climax of the evening came when Rory sat down next to Lady Prone 

against the wall in the ballroom, about two in the morning.  Exactly what passed 

between them, nobody knew, but they could hear her gay peals of laughter, and could 

see his hand on her knee.  Robin hurried toward them, and saw Baron Prone closing 

from another direction, but Rory was saying, "You cannot blame me, when you persist 

in being so tempting, Madame!"   

 "La, sir!  I'm far too ripened for such talk, and I'll never..."   

 "Never see twenty again?  No you won't, but you've come into your prime now, 

Veronica.  Your hair is so rich an auburn, your lips as sweet as cherries!  Your eyes are 

the night sky, and I wish to become your astronaut!"   

 "Oh, do you, sir?"  Lady Prone swayed closer to him.  "I have always preferred 

older men!  Come, can your velocity match my ardor?"   

 But before the Count could start matching velocities, Robin came up, caroling, 

"Ah, Lady Prone!  So there you are!"   

 The lady started, then glared up at him.  "I am as I have always been, sir!"   

 "Indeed, and the very picture of loveliness..." Rory began, but Robin turned to 

him with a firm smile. "Pater, you have wronged your squire."   

 Rory stiffened, glaring at him.  "Wronged!  Why, how say you, sirrah?"   

 "You have left him to the mercies of the maidservants, milord, and they are 

making sport of him."   

 Fess had extremely good hearing.  He ambled a few steps away to place himself 

strategically between two servitors.  

  "The devil you say!"  Rory looked up, glaring, and saw the tableau.  "Why, the 
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shameless hussies!  Know they not the obligations of chivalry?"  Thus reminding himself, he 

turned back to Lady Prone.  "Your pardon, milady, but duty calls." 

 "What?  Why..."  But by the time the lady figured it out, Rory was already halfway 

across the room.  She could only turn her indignation on Robin. "How rude of you to 

interfere, sir!  You have spoiled the most delightful encounter I have had in years!"   

 "I am truly sorry, milady."  Robin bowed low.  "But the obligations of propriety..." 

 "Obligations of nonsense!  What was this fluff about 'maidservants?'"   

 "It was, um, a sort of family code," Robin improvised.  Fortunately, young Baron 

Prone came up just them, saying cheerfully, "Did you know it's two in the morning?  

Really, I'm afraid we must be off home! ...So good of you to intervene, d'Armand.  

...Now, really, you'll take a chill; we must fetch our cloaks..."   

 And he bustled away with his grandmother, taking her home unmolested, if 

disgusted. 

 Rose came up just in time to prop Robin up as the air went out of him in a sigh of 

relief.    

  

 "A little to the left, there... yes, that's it." Rupert relaxed with a soft moan as the 

robot placed the icebag just right.   

 "What was that wretched stuff you forced down my throat, Robin?"   

 "Just the old family remedy, Rupert.  I should think you'd recognize the flavor by 

now."   

 "I've never had it before," Elaine groaned.  "You could have warned me, Rose!" 

 "Ah, but if I had, you might not have taken it, Elaine—and you did need it."   
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 "Certainly I did!  What was left for me but intoxication, after the Count made such 

a shambles of my ball?"  

  "Oh, the last hour was really quite pleasant," Rose assured her.   

 "Only because the old maniac went to bed.  Really, Rupert, we must do 

something!"   

 "Absolutely!"  Rupert winced at his own loudness.  More quietly, he went on, "His 

delusion has inconveniences we've only begun to realize."   

 "It does seem to be a bit more than we can just quietly live with," Robin admitted.   

 "'Ignore' is the term you need, I believe, brother.  And we certainly cannot 

continue to ignore it!"   

 Robin stiffened. "I didn't think I had, Rupert!"   

 "No, certainly you didn't," Elaine said quickly. "The two of you were wonderful, 

Robin.  You prevented a major disaster from becoming a total debacle."   

 "What's the difference?" Rupert moaned.   

 "That at least we will continue to be invited," Elaine answered, "though I doubt 

anyone will accept our hospitality again!"   

 "Perhaps we could persuade Pater to stay in his rooms?" Robin ventured.   

 "Perhaps you could," Elaine retorted.  "Really, you have an amazing talent for 

calming the old man, Robin—both of you.  It really surpasses understanding."   

 "'Understanding' is the vital term," Rose answered, with a glance at Robin.   

 Rupert peered up around his ice-pack.  "You really do understand him, don't 

you?  How he feels, I mean."   

 "You don't need to hammer the point home, brother," Robin sighed.  "I plead 
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guilty."   

 "We do, I'm afraid," Rose agreed.  "He gave up everything to stay with his wife, 

and fulfill his responsibilities to his family—but with her gone, he must feel so alone..."   

 "And so absurd," Robin agreed, "so much without purpose, as though all his life, 

all his sacrifice, was for nothing.  He wanted to leave, you know—he wanted adventure, 

excitement.  He treasured his few trips to Terra, how he delighted in seeing Paris, 

Lisbon, London, Vienna, New York, at last..."   

 "Quite like a child," Rupert muttered.  "He all but clapped his hands and danced."   

 "He wanted to live there," Robin explained, "but now the chance is gone."   

 "He wanted to go away," Rose added.   

 Elaine frowned, not understanding.   

 "So he has," Rose finished.   

 "Not really," Elaine answered, "and I wish he had.  And taken that hideous old 

robot with him."   

 "But Fess is wonderfully loyal," Robin protested, "and still most remarkably deft!  I 

certainly couldn't have calmed Pater without his help!"   

 "Oh, I'll admit it functions well enough," Elaine said quickly, "and it surely proved 

its worth last night, managing to get that sword away from the old Count."   

 "He is still in excellent operating condition," Rose pointed out.   

 "Rory?  You can't mean it!"   

 "No—Fess!"   

 "Oh."  Elaine leaned back and closed her eyes.  "Yes, I suppose so—but chacun 

a son gout, my dear.  For myself, I find that the only antiques acceptable in a household 
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are furniture."   

 "Antique!" Robin cried.  "He's a virtual heirloom!"  

  "Then you're quite welcome to inherit him," Rupert said drily, reaching for an 

analgesic, then paused in the act.  "You know, perhaps that's it."   

 Robin frowned.  "What?"   

 "The solution to the problem!  Listen, you two seem to be able to tolerate the old 

man..."   

 "Tolerate!" Robin spluttered. 

"I should certainly think so!" Rose said. 

 "Chacun a son gout," Elaine muttered again. 

Rupert went on.  "And you seem to think old Fess is some sort of marvel.  And, 

well, you know there's the Grange..."   

 Robin frowned.  "You mean that house Great-Grandmother had built, because 

she couldn't abide living with Grandmother?"   

 "Yes, that's the one!  Look, I know it hasn't been used for nearly a century—but it 

has room enough for a family, and a good contingent of robots, though they're none of 

them new..."   

 "Yes, yes, I know the house."  Robin frowned.  "We went there to explore often 

enough when we were boys.  What of it, Rupert?"   

 "Well, I could have it tidied and updated a bit, don't you know, and you could 

toddle off over there and live on your own—just the two of you, your boys, Pater, and 

Fess!"   

 Rose darted a look of astonishment at her husband.  Robin's eyes widened in 



Christopher Stasheff, THE WARLOCK’S GRANDFATHER 38 

hope. 

"What a splendid idea!" Elaine cried. 

"I'll deed it over to you, make it your own property, as soon as I inherit," Rupert 

assured them, "if you'll just take Pater with it, and take care of him there."   

 "We would be delighted," Rose declared, before her husband could be self-

effacing.  "But don't bother updating it—just have the robots dusted, and make sure it's 

in good repair."   

 "You are fond of antiques, aren't you?" Elaine muttered.   

 But Robin thrust out his chin.  "But see here, it won't do, you know!  

It won't do at all!" 

 "Robin!" both women cried. 

"Why not?" Rupert said querulously.  

 "Well, he's the Count!  Don't you see?  And the Count has to live in the castle!"   

 Rupert scowled, thinking. 

 "Oh, what a bothersome point!" Elaine cried.   

 "Still, he's right, you know," Rupert said heavily.  "Not for us to say where Pater 

will go or not go, is it?  He is the Count!"   

"But he doesn't have to remain Count, does he?" Rose asked, a gleam in her 

eye.   

 Rupert frowned, lifting an eyebrow.  "As long as he lives, he does."   

 "No, she's right!"  Robin caught her enthusiasm.  "If Pater chose to abdicate in 

your favor, he certainly could, couldn't he?"   

 "Why—yes, I suppose so," Rupert said.  "But why would he?"   
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 "Because he already wants to," Rose explained.  "Don't you see it?  Turning the 

factory over to you, closeting himself with his voice-writer—oh, all the signs point to it!  

He wants to retire!  All he needs is an excuse to allow himself to do it!"   

 "Perhaps," Rupert said slowly, "but can he find one?"   

 "Oh, I think he may," Rose said, with a smile.    

  

 "But I don't want to learn arithmetic," Richard grumped.  They were trooping 

through the long gallery on the way back from riding lessons.   

 "You will need to know it when you are grown, Richard," the nanny-bot 

answered.   

 "What for?"   

 The nanny-bot registered the presence of Rory, studying his ancestors at the far 

end of the gallery.  The recognition initiated the robot’s new sub-routine.  "Because, 

Richard, when you grow up, you will work in d'Armand Automatons, designing robots."   

 "Platinum!  That'll be fun!  But what do I need to know math for?"   

 "You cannot design robots without knowing mathematics."   

 Rory looked down from his studying.   

 "Will I get to design robots, too, Nanny?"   

 "Yes, Rodney.  All d'Armands grow up to..."   

 "No, Rodney."  Rory came toward them with long strides.  "You do not have to 

work in d'Armand Automatons if you do not want to!"   

 The six-year-old looked up, startled.  "I don't, Grandpa?"   

 "No!  You can travel!  You can forge out into the Galaxy for a life of high 
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adventure!"   

 "Can I go look for adventure too, Grandpa?" 

 The old man turned to Richard, and seemed to deflate a little.  "Possibly, my 

boy—though your place is rightfully here."   

 Richard stared in indignation.  "Why can't I go?"   

 "Because you are the eldest son, albeit the eldest of a second son, and as such, 

you will inherit... whatever Robin may leave." 

 "Papa doesn't have anything." 

 "No, he has some patents in his own right," Rory sighed, "and is likely to have 

many more before he dies.  You will inherit his responsibilities as well as his assets."   

 "But I want to have adventures, too!"   

 "Me, too, Grandpa!"   

 "Well, then, set your minds to it, boys, and we'll find a way, eh?"  Rory grinned.  

"After all, it's not as though you were the direct heirs!  Perhaps you shall be able to go, 

Richard—and certainly you shall, Rodney!"   

 The little boy's eyes clouded.  "But I don't want to leave Maxima, Grandpa!"   

 "Ah, but you will," Rory said softly.  "Be sure of that—you will!"   

 Suddenly, he seemed to remember himself, and stood up, stepping aside.  "But 

enough chat with a foolish old man.  If you go out among the stars, you will need 

mathematics to find your way from planet to planet—and if you stay, you'll need 

mathematics to design robots."   

 Doom hovered in Richard's face.  "You mean we'll need math no matter what?" 

 "I fear so, lad.  So go off with nanny-bot and buckle down to your lessons.  Chin 
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up, now!" 

 And, as he watched them go on down the gallery, he murmured, "No man should 

be bound against his will—even through riches!"   

 Fess had a new sub-routine of his own that was initiated by the conversation. 

"Still, boss master, some must accept such bonds, for the good of their fellows."   

 "Oh, must they?" Rory muttered, with dark sarcasm.   

 "Still," the robot went on, "there comes a time when they can lay aside such 

burdens—when someone else is willing to take them up."   

 "Or, even, eager," Rory muttered, thinking of Rupert.   

 "At such a time, effendi, a man could become free to do as he wishes again." 

 "Ah, but if he's too old, Fess—what then?"   

 "The older we grow, the more delights we may discover, boss sahib."   

 "There's some truth in that..."   

 "But only if we burst the bonds completely, O Wise and Honored Master, and 

leave them to those who wish them."   

 Rory nodded, gaze still on the boys as they went out the far door of the gallery.    

  

 Rory began to seem a bit more restless, and was often seen muttering to himself, 

with Fess in polite attendance.  Particularly, he seemed to grow impatient at dinner, and 

the more so as Elaine and Rupert exercised their prerogatives as heiress and heir, and 

dominated the conversation.   

 "I'm sure she's a good woman," he said testily, on his way to his room, "but she 

prattles on about so many inconsequentialities!"   
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 "I am sure they are matters of consequence to her, sahib."   

 "But must so many matters be of consequence?  I swear the woman would worry 

about the time of day!"   

 "She has been mentioning that dinner is perhaps too late..."   

 "There!  You see?  No pleasing her, none!  Ah, for some peace in my declining 

years, loyal squire!"   

 "You should, perhaps, seek the tranquility of a monastery, master boss."   

 "Now, there's a thought."  Rory frowned, mulling it over.  "Of course, it's a bit of a 

way to the nearest one..."  

  "Not in the realm of Dondedor, my lord.  Have you not told me there is a chapter 

house hard by the castle?"   

 "There is, now that you mention it."  Rory gazed off into space.    

 Then, abruptly, he shook his head.  "No, can't be done. I have responsibilities 

here; I can't go gallivanting off just yet." 

"That is, of course, for you to say, O wise and forbearing master."   

 "Yes, it is, isn't it?"  Rory cocked his head to the side, thinking.    

 

 "Oh, what a deal of bother these formal clothes are!"   

"Nevertheless, it is de rigueur for a meeting of the Council, milord master."  Fess 

fastened the archaic hooks and eyes up Rory's backbone.   

 "Restricting, confining... and damned uncomfortable!  I tell you what, Fess, can't 

Rupert appear for me?"   

 "That would never do, my lord and master," Fess said severely.  "The Count 
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himself must attend!  If all the lords, or even a substantial portion of them, were to send 

surrogates, no issues could be decided!"   

 "True, true," Rory sighed.  "Nice to have you around to remind me of what I 

already know too well.  And just when I thought I was managing to bring the onerous 

aspects of this office under control.  Is there no way to shift this burden, Fess?"   

 "You might retire to that monastery, O master of wise restraint."   

 Rory pursed his lips, then frowned.  "A monastery's a bit too restrictive, but a 

quiet retreat might be pleasant.  A bit lonely, though."   

 "Sir!  You insult your family!"   

 Rory looked up, startled.  "I do?"   

 "Certainly!  At least some of them must be willing to follow you in your retirement, 

and would take such pleasure in your company as not to miss the glories of the castle!"   

 "Rose is a sweet girl, that's true, and I sometimes think Robin chafes at the 

restrictions of protocol as much as I…"   

 "And is equally adept at hiding it," Fess murmured.   

 "A point... Well!  That cummerbund, now—for the last time, eh?"  He glanced 

back at Fess with a twinkle in his eye.    

 

 "You're doing what?"   

 "Do pull your eyeballs back into your head, Rupert, there's a good chap."  Rory 

smiled, with a sly glance at Elaine's look of awe.  "'Abdicating,' I said.  Renouncing the 

office of Count.  There's no law that says I can't, is there?"   

 "No, but... but, Pater!  It's never been done!"   
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 "Only because this is the first time.  Come now, m' boy, pull yourself together.  I 

know the County's a bit of a burden, but you'll bear up, won't you?  Yes, and come to 

like it in time, I'm sure."  Rory sipped at his brandy to hide his smile.   

 So did Rose.    

 

“Oh, Robin!  Can it really be true?”  Rose clutched her husband’s arm as they 

rode through the tunnel to the Dower House. 

 “It appears that it is, my dear.”  Beside her, Robin looked equally dazed. 

 "Oh, come now, you two!” Count Rory scoffed.  “Is this any way to greet the 

season?  Or would you rather we’d put it off until after the holidays?” 

 “Oh no, Beau-Papa!”  Rose caught his arm, too.  “I couldn’t imagine a more 

wonderful present for Christmas!” 

 “Perhaps,” Count Rory mused.  “Perhaps.” 

 Fess brought the little car to a halt by the huge airlock door, 

 Fess stepped down to the end of the tube, undogged the hatch, and pulled it 

open.  He stepped through and pressed the button beside the inner hatch.  The airlock 

checked for pressure match, found it, and lit the green patch.  Fess opened the door to 

the Grange and stepped back.  "Sahibs and mem-sahib, your mansion awaits."   

Rose stepped forward, dewy-eyed, and Robin stepped after her—but Rory 

caught him by the elbow and murmured in his ear, "There is a tradition, my boy."   

 Robin stared at his wife, startled, then smiled, stepped forward, and swept her off 

her feet.  "Robin!" she shrieked.  "Whatever are you doing?"   

 "I," Robin answered, "am carrying my bride over the threshold."   
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 "Oh, you silly!  Oh, do be careful—it's such a high threshold!"   

 "It is," Robin agreed, hoisting a foot over the bottom of the hatch.  "But don't 

worry, dear—if I drop you, Fess will catch you."   

 "Oh, you beast!  Don't you dare!"   

 "I didn't."  Robin grinned down at her, safe inside the Grange.   

 Wide-eyed, Rodney and Richard clambered in, holding tight to the nanny-bot.  

Rory followed.   

 "Madame!"  Robin bowed with a flourish.  "Your domain!"   

 Rose turned, looking about her at the entry hall—and saw the huge Christmas 

tree, towering twelve feet up against the sweep of a curving staircase, decked with 

glowing lights, balls of fragile tracery, and glittering tinsel.  Her eyes widened.  "Oh, 

Robin!  Our tree!  How perfect, for Christmas Eve!  How wonderful!"   

 He lowered her feet to the floor and turned to look about him, smiling fondly.  

"Considerably brighter than when last I saw it."  He looked up at Rory with a grin.  "What 

do you say, Pater?  'A man's home is his castle,' eh?"   

 "Nay—'tis his wife's!"  Rory stepped forward to Rose and bowed, proffering a ring 

of magi-keys.  "Dame d'Armand, it is you who are chatelaine!"   

 "Oh, but—Beau-Papa, no!  It is your house!"   

 "No longer," Rory said severely.  "As of midnight last night, I am the former Count." 

 "But the deed..."   

 "Has not been executed.  There is a contract between my heir and myself, stating 

that he shall be Count, but that I shall have lifetime tenancy of the Grange in your 

company and that, after my death, you and Robin shall have tenancy as long as either 
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of you shall live."   

 "But... you won't die!"  Rose melted against his chest, embracing the old man.  

"You'll be with us for ever and ever, Beau-Papa!"   

 "In some sense... surely..."  Rory stroked her hair and exchanged a glance with 

his son.   

 Suddenly, he smiled and winked.    

 He stepped back, holding Rose by the shoulders.  "Come, Madame!  Survey your 

domain!"  And he moved away from them, toward the great dining room. 

 But Rose stepped up closely against Robin, wiping away a tear and demanding, 

in a fierce whisper, "Have I the keys to the airlocks, here, too?"   

 "I assure you that you have, mem-sahib," Fess murmured as he brushed past 

her on his way to his master.   

 "Praise Heaven for that!" she sighed.  "Come, Robin—he's getting ahead of us!" 

 "Hasn't he always?" Robin muttered, but he followed.   

 Rose stopped in the archway, looking about her with a gasp of delight.  She saw a 

room forty feet by thirty, paneled in dark wood all the way up to the frescoed ceiling.  A long, 

polished table, inlaid with ivory, filled the center of the room, stately chairs ranked about it.  A 

marble sideboard stood against the far wall. 

 "Oh, Beau-Papa!" Rose breathed, "it is magnificent!"  Then she caught sight of 

the huge rank of clerestory windows and gasped again. 

“Spectacular, yes,” Rory said, “and quite extravagant, so many airtight portholes 

of such vast size—but Mother saw no reason to stint herself.” 

 “An excellent view of Chateau d’Armand,” Rory said with a smile, “almost as 
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though it were a painting.” 

 “Beau-Papa!  Oh, it’s beautiful!”  Tears filled Rose’s eyes.  “However did you 

manage it?” 

 “What?”  Robin came up behind his wife, then stared in disbelief.  “My word!  

Snow!”” 

 “A full fall of snow, all about the chateau!” Rose cried.  “Oh, Beau-Papa, it’s 

lovely!  But so extravagant!  Oh, you shouldn’t have!” 

 “Ah, but I didn’t!” Rory chuckled.  “Fess did.” 

 Rose couldn’t take her eyes from the sight, but murmured in disbelief, “How 

could you achieve it, Fess?” 

 “Why, according to His Lordship’s commands,” Fess answered smoothly. 

 Rose turned and flung herself at the Count, hugging him tightly, head on his 

chest. 

 “My dear, my dear,” he murmured, touching her hair, “spare me breath…” 

 She lifted eyes filled with tears.  “But you shouldn’t have, Beau-Papa!”  And she 

kissed him soundly on the cheek. 

 “Nothing is too good for the lady of the manor,” he assured her, and turned her 

gently but firmly to face the room.  “This will be your domain, my dear.” 

 “And it is magnificent!  It is all magnificent!” 

 "Aye."  Rory smiled.  "Its vaulting arches, its pillars of marble!  The brave and 

valiant banners that adorn its walls!  Yet naught, naught, can ever be of such perfect 

beauty as this Rainbow Crystal!"  In rapt fascination, he reached out toward the great 

prism that hung from the center of the chandelier.   
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 Little Rodney tugged at Rose's skirt.  "I don't see any marble pillars, Mama! 

Where are they?"   

 "Hush, dear," Rose whispered.  "Your grandfather..."   

 With a cry of despair, Rory snatched at the air below the chandelier. "'Tis 

vanished, 'tis gone!"  Then he turned slowly, looking about him, hands lifted in awe.  "It 

is not here, it is not anywhere!  'Tis vanished quite—the Rainbow Crystal of Granclarte!"   

 "But it's right there!" little Richard protested.  "Why can't he see it?"   

 "Hush," Rose said again, and Rory ranted on, unheeding.  "How cruel, to reveal 

to me such perfection, then snatch it away!  Knights, lords, ladies—what injustice is 

this?"   

 "There's just us," Rodney whispered, beginning to be frightened.  Rose pressed 

him against her, but Robin stepped forward and said, softly, "Perhaps it is no injustice, 

but a promise."   

 Slowly, Rory turned to him, a look of beatific understanding spreading across his 

features.  "Aye, it is!  A promise, and a charge—is it not?  For 'tis surely the image of the 

perfection for which every knight of Granclarte must strive!  Earls and barons!  

Noblemen of Granclarte!  Hearken and heed me!  Who will take up this quest, this 

glorious quest, for the perfect beauty of the Rainbow Crystal?"   

 Rodney started to say something, but Rose pressed a hand over his lips, and 

Rory stood, looking about him as though listening, his face expectant.  Then, slowly, he 

smiled.  "Nay, certes!"   

 "Has His Majesty appointed a champion, then?" Robin asked softly.   

 "Aye, that he has!  And who is it?  Which knight hath he chosen for this most 
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fabulous of charges?  Why, who but that most valiant of champions—Beaubras!"    

  

 Two small boys in bathrobes and slippers peeked around the doorway of the 

study. 

 "Go on, now," the nanny-bot coaxed.  "He won't bite, you know."   

 Rodney and Richard didn't look at all certain of that, but they stepped through the 

doorway manfully, though with trepidation.   

 "Hm?"  Grandpa (no longer Count) Rory turned toward them.  "Richard!  Rodney!  

Come in, come in!"   

 Somewhat reassured, they stepped into the Inner Sanctum.  "Come, there's a 

knee for each of you."  Rory patted his lap.   

 They broke into grins and hopped up.   

 "Now, then." Rory drummed his heels underneath them, and they giggled.  "What 

did you want of an old ci-devant like me?"   

Rodney frowned.  "What's a seedy van?"   

 But Richard said, more loudly, "A story, Grandpa!  Another story!"   

 "Another?" Rory shook his head sadly.  "Ah, poor lads. I'm sorry, then, for I've 

only the one."   

 "Oh, Grandpa!  Stop being mean!  I mean another story inside the big story!"   

 "Oh!  Well, that's another matter.  Yes, another part of the big story... But, let me 

see, now... My memory isn't what it used to be..."   

 "You left off in the middle of the forest," Rodney said, recognizing a cue when he 

heard one, and Richard said, "Sir Beaubras had just rescued the damsel Demure."   
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 "Ah, yes!  He had saved her from the enchantment of Ulcer, the Wizard of 

Orange."  Rory gazed off into space, his smile growing dreamy.   

 The two boys snuggled down and hushed.  They knew that look.   

 "Onward they rode," Rory began, "though the bleached and leafless trees of the 

Forest Malalder reached out long, thorny branches to catch at them."   

 The boys shivered with delicious dread. 

 "Onward, past the tarn of Lobier, till they came nigh Callow Slough.  Then a roar 

like the thunder of kettledrums shook the forest, and there rose up before them a vasty, 

rotund ogre..."   

 And he was off, taking the boys with him into the land that only he could see, 

where the knight Beaubras battled and bested the ogre Pomposity, and it fell back into 

Callow Slough (though perhaps not forever), as all things must that journey not to 

Granclarte.   

 At last, his voice lilted and ended, and he sat gazing off into space, smiling at the 

vision he beheld.   

 Richard looked up at him, holding his breath, then reached over and poked 

Rodney, who lifted his head slowly, blinking, then realized Grandpa had stopped talking 

and looked up, hoping.  But the nanny-bot emitted a noise like the clearing of a throat 

and said, "It was a wonderful tale, my lord.  But the hour grows late."   

 "Yes, of course."  Rory's eyes came back into focus, and he smiled down at his 

grandsons.  "That's enough for one night, hmm?  Now off to bed with you!"   

 "Oh, but Grandpa..."   

 "Just a little more, Grandpa!"   
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 "Boys," the nanny-bot said—not loudly; but it was enough to strengthen Rory 

against temptation.  "No, bedtime is bedtime, and you're past it already.  Don’t you want 

Santa to come with his rocket-sled?” 

The boys looked at one another, startled; they had quite forgotten Christmas in 

the wonder of the story.  

“Off with you, now!  Shoo!  If I keep you up too late, your mother will forbid you to 

come here—and so will I, for that matter.  The tales of Granclarte are only for those who 

try with all their might to do what is right for all, and to be good."   

The boys hopped down with alacrity.  "Good night, Grandpa!"   

"'Night!" 

“Merry Christmas, Grandpa!” 

“Not yet, silly!” Richard corrected, with all the lofty authority of a big brother. 

"Good night, lads, and sweet dreams of sugar-plums."  Rory gazed after them, 

doting, as the nanny-bot ushered them out of the study.  He heard their voices echoing 

away down the hall. 

 "Boy, we're lucky to have him for a grandpa!"  

 "Yeah!  Daddy says Grandpa never told him stories like that."   

 Rory's eyebrows shot up, and he bowed his head in acknowledgement of guilt. 

"Ah, Robin!  Rupert!  What can I say to you, lads?  Only that I couldn't see Granclarte, 

then... Well."  He turned around toward his scriptorium.  "At least I can leave you a 

record of it, of what I have seen there, and perhaps, in your old age, you will receive its 

tale with as great a delight as your sons have... New material."   

 The enchanted parchment on the scriptorium went blank and clear as a new 
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page for a moment; then glowing letters appeared on it, showing the words that he had 

spoken to his grandsons.  "Scroll slowly," he murmured, and watched as the rows of 

words moved slowly upward.  Now and again he would say, "Pause"—and lo!  The 

wondrous foolscap would cease scrolling!  Then he would point with his miraculous quill 

which, in accordance with this Court of Granclarte, inscribed with light, not with ink; and, 

as he spoke a new word or phrase, he could see it appear where his quill indicated.  

Anon he would blot a word entire with his quill, and it would disappear as though it had 

never been, or he would change the spelling of a homonym that created a glorious, but 

ill-placed, pun.  

Sometimes, of course, he only chuckled, and let the pun stand.  

 Old Fess stood by, just behind his chair, faithful and patient, attentive and vigilant 

as ever, silently watching his old master working at the screen of the voicewriter with his 

light-pen. 

 


