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THE RAINBOW MAN

 


Dedicated
to Megan Powell

 


1

"The truth of my story is not found in facts and records, but
in the veracity of my lies."

 


THE PROPHECY

THE
Rainbow Man clutched his chin in his third left hand and wondered
aloud, "What is this prophecy you have here in Partush?"

The Lord
High Chancellor and Officer of the Petty Court cleared his throat
and offered the wizard another cup of chima. "Tis a strange tale
told on wintry nights – to travelers for a copper. A child's fable
really –"

"I would
hear it," declared the Rainbow Man, his green cloak tucked
comfortably over his knee.

The
wizard's host blushed, stuttered, and then said, "Well, the upshot
of it is, simply, that a great treasure lies in Hargon Castle in
the hills. The last owner placed a curse upon on the place. Only
one person would ever possess his riches. A person named
'Kazawada'."

"Hm,"
nodded the sorcerer, playing with the fringes on his blue cloak. "I
see. I will be going to this place."

"Now?"
cried the official.

"Yes,
why not?"

"No
reason I suppose, except that it is dark of night and leaking rain
like an old man's bladder."

"Pff,"
pffed the Rainbow Man. "Tis but weather."

"B-but
the curse?"

"Yes,
there is that. But no matter. I will return soon."

With
that the Rainbow Man left fluttering his purple cloak behind
him.

 


* * *
*

 


THE
Rainbow Man was as good as his word. He returned next morning
around breakfast time. He rode in a chariot of solid gold followed
by six wagons filled with treasure.

The Lord
High Chancellor's jaw hung open allowing his breakfast of egg to
fall all over his vestments. "You – you –"

" – have
returned!" finished the wizard.

"How did
you do it?"

"Quite
simple. I just walked in and took the treasure. You see, nobody had
ever tried that. You don't have to be called 'Kazawada' to get the
treasure. Though I rather think people are going to call me that
now, don't you?"

 


 


THE BOX OF AGES

IN a
cave, in a forest, in a valley, buried in a range of serpent-backed
mountains lived a god named Balus. He was an old god. Since the
beginning of Time, it had been Balus' boon to guard the Box of
Ages, wherein all the days, hours, minutes and seconds of life were
stored. Balus gave these precious moments back to no
one.

The
Rainbow Man came to the serpent-backed mountains. He traveled to
the valley. He navigated the forest. He located the cave. He found
Balus and the Box of Ages.

"I have
come to see my hours and minutes and seconds," said the
wizard.

"You
can't have them," answered Balus who towered over the odd little
man.

"I have
not come to take them back, merely to see if you have taken good
care of them."

Balus
scratched his thick head, then agreed to open the Box of Ages.
Inside the Rainbow Man found his hours and minutes and seconds
amongst those of all the other people in the world, even Balus'.
The old god watched him closely, watching for a trick to steal the
contents of the Box of Ages.

"Here,
look at this," offered the wizard, holding up one of his days and
one of Balus'. "Look and compare."

The god
did as he was instructed, seeing the wizard reveling and wenching
and casting curious magic. In his own day, there was only sitting
and staring at the wide valley.

"Doesn't
seem fair, does it?" sighed the strange four-armed wizard. "Still,
we all have our lot in life."

Balus
had an odd look pass over his massive face, and then he stood up
suddenly. "I am going, wizard. I do not want all my days to be
exactly as those in the Box of Ages. You may stay and watch over it
if you wish." With that Balus was gone, striding off in the
direction of the wide, wide world.

The
Rainbow Man opened the Box of Ages, took back all his days, all his
hours, minutes and seconds. And that is why he never
dies.

 


 


NEKRONOMIKON

"HAVE
you brought it?" asked the rich man, who not unlike many wealthy
men was a dabbler in magic.

"Yes,
the dread volume of Necros of Illianthus," answered the Rainbow
Man. "I had to wade the very River of Death to win it from Archios,
but I did it." The Rainbow Man placed the thin black tome into his
employer's lap. Rough hands rasped over the hide covering, as
legend reported, made of human skin.

"Have
you read it?" the rich man asked unnecessarily.

"I
should not be here to collect my pay if I had," the wizard hinted,
receiving his reward, a minute scarab jewel reputed to have once
belonged to Manthorn in the Age of the Patriarchs.

"I will
read this now," declared the rich man with a sigh, unable to take
his eyes from the obscene covering.

"I will
go then –"

"No,
please – stay. The legends speak of a curse that claims the reader
of this book. I would have you observe. Prove once and for all what
shadow lies over this tome."

"I would
gladly do this thing," said the Rainbow Man, taking up a seat on
the cushioned floor.

 


* * *
*

 


"I AM
done," announced the rich man, closing the book.

"Your
hair has not turned white," noted the Rainbow Man, thinking of the
stories told about the volume. "Do you feel a cosmic evil about to
engulf you – or a palpitating shiver running through your
body?"

"Nah.
None of these things. It is not what you think," said the rich man,
wiping a tear from his cheek.

"What
then?"

"It is a
book of poetry, the sweetest poems ever written. So sweet that all
life now seems a black and colorless waste. I am
doomed."

The
Rainbow Man shook his head in sad agreement. This is truly a book
of the dead, he decided, throwing it into the hearth
fire.

 


 


STICKS

THE
Contest of Macabeh consisted of a three part ritual. In the first,
sixteen contestants (males only, by law) select a thick staff of
ash wood and throw it into a pile. The second part has two
contestants facing off with one branch each, striking successive
blows on the other. The third, after the death of one opponent and
the removal of his staff, the next player (by choice) draws a staff
and on it goes...

The
winner of the Contest of Macabeh was the last of the sixteen
standing. The prize: a year free of toil in the home of the Royal
Patrician, waited on by pretty young slaves with platters of gold
filled chosen victuals. Contestants were never hard to come
by.

Once the
Rainbow Man entered the Contest of Macabeh. The savage display had
raged on for many hours. Of the fifteen (not including the wizard)
contestants – all virile young men with battle training and massive
physiques of wiry, corded muscles – only three remained.

Standing
with the wizard was an old friend. "Why do you wait so long?" asked
the on-looker.

The
Rainbow Man grinned. "If I go last then I only have to fight one
opponent. These young bucks seem to have forgotten this simple
fact."

"Yes,"
agreed the other, "but he will surely be the meanest of all, since
he will have defeated all the others. You might be better off
striking while the current champion is weak and dying."

"Only to
have to meet these fresh and deadly men afterward. Nay, my way is
better."

The
friend said nothing more as the current winner died with a staff
crushing his skull like an egg.

"Two
left," the friend said unnecessarily.

The
remaining pair of fighters squared off with massive branches (logs
really) each. The current holder had fought only one other match
and was almost as fresh as his opponent. The duo went at their task
in different ways. The newcomer fought with a raging fury, his
staff swinging in wide circles. The other was a war veteran and
remained controlled and cool, using his weapon skillfully. The
battle wore on for ten hard-fought minutes.

At the
end, the newcomer won by sheer ferocity, taking his older foe in a
mad rush, knocking him down then clubbing him viciously over and
over. The other man dispatched, the winner laughed maniacally, his
head filled with visions of soft slave girls and deep cups of
wine.

When the
Rainbow Man approached the depleted log pile, the killer laughed
harder and deeper. The only stick remaining was a small, gnarled
twig, not even as long as a man's forearm. The odd-looking wizard
and the pathetic stick brought on new peals of hysterical
chortling. "Run, wizard. I might even let you live," the warrior
boasted.

"I think
not," was all the Rainbow Man said in return.

"Go on.
Do your worst before I flatten you," the killer chortled, offering
an undefended breast. The wizard nodded quietly, laying the twig on
the large man's muscular chest.

The
spell was instantaneous. Loud crashing thunder ripped the through
the cloudless sky, turning the warrior into a blacked, smoking pile
of ash.

The
Rainbow Man threw his twig aside, brushed a clot of ash from his
robe. His slack-jawed friend came trotting up.

"How did
you know – ?"

"Simply
enough. I put that twig – magic runes and all – in the pile,
knowing no one would select it."

 


 


TIME OUT

THE
Rainbow Man knew there was something he had done badly earlier that
day. He could not quite remember what it was, but he decided he
would go back in time and tell himself not to do it. To travel back
in time he used the blackened berries of the durata plant. Popping
one of five berries in his mouth, concentrating on that early
morning, he disappeared.

When the
wizard arrived (he knew he was there because he saw the wreckage of
two carts that had collided in the street, the debris having been
cleared away by mid-day) he went directly to his workroom where he
would be copying scrolls. The mistake was coming but he still could
not recall what it was.

As the
Rainbow Man approached his study door, he saw himself standing in
front of the portal. "Ah, I caught you just in time –"

"No, you
have not. I have caught you just in time," returned the other
wizard. ""I've come to stop you from stopping yourself."

"What me
are you?"

"The
dinner time you."

"Oh, I
am the Mid-afternoon me. Well, I guess I will not be bothering
myself then."


Suddenly, a third figure appeared, shouting, "Stop, do not
listen to him. You have got to talk to yourself now."

"What me
are you?" asked the Mid-afternoon Rainbow Man.

"First
Night Watch."

"Well, I
guess I will be going in there –"

Another
Rainbow Man appeared. He needed a shave. "Do not!"

"What
time?"

"Second
Night Watch."

But
before the Mid-afternoon Rainbow Man could respond, another,
scruffier version of himself came into existence. "I'm the last
one. There are no more berries."

"What
should I do?" asked the first visitor.

"Go
in."

The
Rainbow Man pushed past himselves and knocked on the door. Another
Rainbow Man answered. The sight of five versions of himself took
him back.

"Excuse
me," Mid-afternoon said, "But you are going to make a mistake this
morning and I am here to tell you not to."

"What
mistake?" asked the earliest Rainbow Man.

"Ah –"
The visitor never finished the sentence as the durata berry ceased
to work. Mid-afternoon and all the other Rainbow Men flashed out of
early morning existence, back to their own times. The remaining
wizard shrugged and turned back to his scrolls.

A knock
at the front door drew him away. A tall apothecary stood on the
stoop. "The durata berries you ordered."

"Take
them back, my good fellow. They are a mistake I do not wish to
make." He gave the man a silver ducat for his trouble.

After
closing the door, he wondered why he had been standing in the
doorway. And above all, where was that apothecary with his damned
durata berries?

 


 


THE KISS

THE man
came into the chamber, his princely robes flowing behind him. The
sleeping princess lay undisturbed under a millennia of dust. He
swept away the cobwebs from her hair, wiped the dust from her
eyelids and washed her lips with a drop of wine.


Finished, he bent down to kiss her lips, plump and living
despite the centuries. "Don't do it," a voice said from the dark
corners.

The
prince looked up to see a man with four arms. "Who are
you?"

"They
call me The Rainbow Man, a wizard."

"Why
haven't you kissed her, and freed her from this evil
spell?"

"Some
things are more evil than sleep."


"Explain," asked the prince.

"This
princess is known as Beauty, and a beauty she is. But she enjoyed
castrating her pets, all male, preferred the touch of other women
and had even been known to bathe in blood to keep her beauty beyond
her years. Could you tame her?"

"But to
be seen with such a beauty is every man's dream. I could deal with
the rest."

"So
thought my Master, a king. He kissed her. After only a month, she
had his kingdom burning with civil war, the priesthood calling him
a worshipper of the Dark Gods and he
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