
    
    



    
            
                
                    
                        
                            
                                
                                    
                                    Jo Clayton - SQ 02 - Shadowspeer.pdf

                                    (1064 KB)
                                    
                                        Pobierz
                                

                                
                                    
                                    
                                        








	
		
			
				
					
						Shadowspeer
					
				

				
					
						Shadith’s Quest, Book 2
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						SHADOW TRAPPED—
					
				

				
					
						Shadith woke to the smell of  leather  and  herbs.  She  was  kneeling  on  a  rough  plank  floor,  held  there
					
				

				
					
						by men standing close to her. A  light  came  on  over  her  head.  Blinding.  A  hand  grabbed  her  hair,  jerked
					
				

				
					
						her head up.
					
				

				
					
						Someone came round a tall pile of crates. He bent over her. One hand slid down the side of her  face,
					
				

				
					
						the side with the fauxskin covering  the  hawk  acid-etched  into  her  cheek.  “Clever,”  he  mur-mured.  “You
					
				

				
					
						lie fluently, child. Don’t lie to me. Where is your partner?”
					
				

				
					
						“I don’t know.”
					
				

				
					
						“I said don’t lie.” Without straightening from  his  semi-crouch,  he  turned  his  head,  spoke  to  someone
					
				

				
					
						in the darkness. “Get the probe, Kase-doc.”
					
				

				
					
						“It’s not a lie, it’s not. He’s somewhere around, but I don’t know where. That’s his gift. People don’t
					
				

				
					
						see  him.  Or  if  they  do,  they  forget  what  they  saw.  He  doesn’t  trust  anyone  any  more.  Not  us.  Not
					
				

				
					
						anyone.”
					
				

				
					
						He  heard  the  terror  in  her  voice,  felt  her  des-perate  trembling,  and  believed  her.  He  took  his  hand
					
				

				
					
						from  her  neck  and  stood  erect.  “Then  there  is  nothing  more  I  need  from  you.”  He  stepped  into  the
					
				

				
					
						darkness beyond the cone of light. 
					
					
						– 
					
					
						Keep her here  until  sundown.  If  I  haven’t  counter-manded  the  order
					
				

				
					
						by then, shoot her....”
					
				

				
					
						 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Jo Clayton has written:
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The Diadem Series
					
				

				
					
						Diadem From The Stars 
					
				

				
					
						Lamarchos
					
				

				
					
						Irsud
					
				

				
					
						Maeve
					
				

				
					
						Star Hunters
					
				

				
					
						The Nowhere Hunt 
					
				

				
					
						Ghosthunt
					
				

				
					
						The Snares Of Ibex
					
				

				
					
						Quester’s Endgame
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Shadow of the Warmaster 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Duel Of Sorcery
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						Moongather 
					
				

				
					
						Moonscatter 
					
				

				
					
						Changer’s Moon
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The Dancer Trilogy
					
				

				
					
						Dancer’s Rise
					
				

				
					
						Serpent Waltz
					
				

				
					
						Dance Down The Stars
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The Skeen Trilogy
					
				

				
					
						Skeen’s Leap
					
				

				
					
						Skeen’s Return
					
				

				
					
						Skeen’s Search
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The Soul Drinker Trilogy
					
				

				
					
						Drinker Of Souls
					
				

				
					
						Blue Magic
					
				

				
					
						A Gathering Of Stones
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The Wild Magic Series
					
				

				
					
						Wild Magic
					
				

				
					
						Wildfire
					
				

				
					
						The Magic Wars
					
				

			

			
				
					
						and
					
				

				
					
						A Bait Of Dreams 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Speer: To trace, to ask about, to make tracks
					
				

			

			
				
					
						I. Opening Moves
					
				

				
					
						(Ginny wins on points)
					
				

			

			
				
					
						TARGET VOALLTS KORLATCH 
					
				

				
					
						TZAYL 7
					
				

				
					
						Capture crew on ground—Vivalyn the Zadys (Capture Chief)
					
				

				
					
						Capture ship in orbit—Rosshyn the Szajes (Ship’s Captain)
					
				

			

			
				
					
						1
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The  camp  was  set  up  in  scrub  and  red  dust  on  an  oval  undulant  plain,  half  a  dozen  matte-surfaced
					
				

				
					
						shelterdomes  huddled  together,  raised  alongside  a  brown  and  bleached  local  village,  stick-and-mud
					
				

				
					
						domes  inside  a  dessicated  brush-and-stick  fence  connected  to  other  fence  circles  where  the  local
					
				

				
					
						livestock slept off the tag end of night. In the  distance,  faded  and  abraded  purple-brown  hills  gummed  at
					
				

				
					
						a sky that during the day was red with con-tinually circling dust clouds. The dawn wind was begin-ning  to
					
				

				
					
						rise  as  it  did  every  morning  at  this  season,  sweeping  across  the  scrub  plain,  lifting  more  of  the  dust  into
					
				

				
					
						traveling devils dancing in staggers across the flats.
					
				

				
					
						A sled hummed from  the  mountains,  cut  a  jigging  devil  in  half  and  nosed  through  a  dustpeller  screen
					
				

				
					
						into an enclosed berth in the side of the workdome.
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						Yawning  and  scratching  at  her  sleek  silver-gray  head-fur,  Vivalyn  the  Zadys  strolled  into  the
					
				

				
					
						comcenter. “Servoos, Maskay.”
					
				

				
					
						The  young  Dyslaerin  tilted  the  swivel  chair  back,  bend-ing  her  neck  until  she  was  looking  upside
					
				

				
					
						down at the newcomer. “Servoos, Viv. How’s it go?”
					
				

				
					
						“It stinks. Nothing in those hills worth putting psalt on  its  tail.  Unless  the  other  team  comes  up  with  a
					
				

				
					
						poss, I say we undust and try the next system on the list.”
					
				

				
					
						Maskay let the chair squeak upright. “Rosshyn up  in  the  Hajautka,  she’d  agree,  she’s  been  paitshing
					
				

				
					
						at  me  the  past  hour,  she  thinks  this  world’s  on  a  par  with  toxic  waste,  she  says  why  don’t  you  find
					
				

				
					
						somewhere with pretty beaches. Just once, huh?”
					
				

				
					
						“Never satisfied, is she? I gave her beaches last time.”
					
				

				
					
						Maskay giggled. “Yeh, I remember. Very nice they were, with sandworms all mouth  and  carnivorous
					
				

				
					
						crabs the size of young houses.”
					
				

				
					
						Vivalyn  strolled  over  and  scanned  the  instrumentation.  “Report  time  again.  Ondue.  I  see  you’ve  set
					
				

				
					
						the line for us.”
					
				

				
					
						“Right. Two hours on. I thought I’d lay in a hiatus for a confa.”
					
				

				
					
						“Practicing for your own team, huh?”
					
				

				
					
						“Why not? I notice you came up comside, cousin.”
					
				

				
					
						Vivalyn slicked her  hand  over  the  girl’s  hot-copper  headfur.  “Why  not,  indeed.”  She  stepped  back.
					
				

				
					
						“Put  me  through  to  Sotarys,  May.  Likely  she’s  in  by  now  since  she’s  working  daylight,  should  be  near
					
				

				
					
						sunset that side the world.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						2
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The red sun crept up and the whine of the wind grew louder.
					
				

				
					
						The  village  woke  and  the  locals  began  moving  through  their  day  lives;  they  were  a  sullen  stolid  lot,
					
				

				
					
						built for endurance rather  than  beauty,  stubbornly  peaceful  and  self-enclosed,  not  so  much  tolerating  the
					
				

				
					
						offworlders as ignoring them.
					
				

				
					
						Inside the workdome Vivalyn the Zadys comtalked with Rosshyn the Szajes,  setting  up  the  outline  of
					
				

				
					
						the  next  day’s  departure  while  she  waited  for  the  CaIltime  to  Spotchals.  “...  to  zeta  Hyronix,  then  that
					
				

				
					
						stargroup  in  the  Aradica  Arm,  then  over  to  Shavonari  Pit  where  we  transfer  cargo,  if  any—let’s  hope
					
				

				
					
						Luck won’t be quite so stingy on our next dips—and treat ourselves to a few days
					
				

				
					
						R&R, sorry Ross, no beaches at a Pit unless you count the sensi shows.”
					
				

				
					
						The monitor showed Rosshyn the Szajes pulling an in-verted grin and twitching her ears. “We’ll make
					
				

				
					
						do, Viv. I got a inventive crew. When do you want....”
					
				

				
					
						The monitor went blank, the speaker crackled with a sudden burst of noise.
					
				

				
					
						“What.... May?”
					
				

				
					
						“I  don’t  know....”  Maskay  swore.  “Incoming  some....”  she  stabbed  her  hand  at  the  domeshield
					
				

				
					
						ac-tivator, but it was too little, too late.
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						After they buried their own dead, the locals gathered  to  stare  into  the  blackened  glassy  crater  where
					
				

				
					
						the strangers’ camp had been.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						TARGET VOALLTS KORLATCH
					
				

			

			
				
					
						PILLACARIODA PIT
					
				

				
					
						Capture Crew at R&R
					
				

				
					
						Nightcrawler Cobben from Helvetia
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						To the Coryfe, Cobben Nerlkyss/HIT LIST
					
				

				
					
						1.
					
					
						      
					
					
						Capture Chief: Dyslaeror, has a weakness for sensi, dangerous at  other  times.  Wait  until  he  is  under;
					
				

				
					
						take first if possible.
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						2.
					
					
						      
					
					
						Capture  Specialist:  this  particular  Crew  has  three—A  Dyslaeror  too  good  at  his  job  to  be  trapped
					
				

				
					
						easily.  ?Sniper?  If  so,  take  last  to  avoid  alarming  the  oth-ers.—Two  Grydeggins,  these  being  lanky
					
				

				
					
						canids,  six  limbed,  highly  developed  noses,  taste.  Unpredictable  and  dangerous,  hard  to  drug  but
					
				

				
					
						susceptible  to  alco-hol.  Minimum  of  two  operatives—if  necessary  to  work  through  surrogates,
					
				

				
					
						remove surrogates before depar-ture.
					
				

				
					
						3.
					
					
						      
					
					
						Xenobiologist:  From  one  of  the  cousin  races,  standard  type,  reticent  about  the  world  of  his  origin,
					
				

				
					
						physiol-ogy unknown, poison therefore uncertain, mechanical means necessary, what is  known  about
					
				

				
					
						him suggests considerable care in approach. ?Net-and-electrocute?
					
				

				
					
						4.
					
					
						      
					
					
						Ecologist:  Spotchallix,  should  offer  little  difficulty,  known  to  like  variety  and  change  in  female
					
				

				
					
						compan-ionship during R&R.
					
				

				
					
						5.
					
					
						      
					
					
						Logistics  Specialist:  This  Crew  has  a  Master  (Javi-tand)  and  four  Apprentices  (Hallgats),  all  young
					
				

				
					
						Dyslaeror.
					
				

				
					
						The Javitand is a cranky ancient, an adoptee from  the  Foglala  clan  of  Csilldys  4/Dysstrael;  take  care
					
				

				
					
						around  him,  word  is  he  is  a  bloody  old  monster  capable  of  ripping  the  guts  out  of  anyone  foolish
					
				

				
					
						enough  to  get  close  when  he  is  smoking  geezert  which  he  starts  the  minute  he  hits  a  Pit.  Since  he
					
				

				
					
						won’t let anyone near him, you’ll have to work at a distance.
					
				

				
					
						?Sniper? If  so,  you  will  have  to  make  the  hit  at  the  same  time  as  the  one  on  the  Capture  Specialist,
					
				

				
					
						oth-erwise there will be too much Noise for safe Work.
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						SEVENTH  DAY  IN  THE  DEKADIURNE  OF  PILLA-CARIODA,  (LUCK  DAY  to  the
					
				

				
					
						superstitious):
					
				

				
					
						Vanassorn  the  Zadant  lay  sprawled  across  the  water  mattress,  his  eyes  closed,  the  sensi-net  fitting
					
				

				
					
						like a sec-ond skin  over  his  head  and  his  broad  hard-muscled  body.  His  ears  twitched,  twitches  moved
					
				

				
					
						in waves along that body as he dreamed: 
						running across a hot  yellow  plain,  the  scent  of  the  yrz  herd
					
				

				
					
						like musk in his nostrils.
					
				

				
					
						The  cell  door  opened,  a  small  wiry  man  dressed  as  an  attendant  slipped  in.  He  crossed  to  the  bed,
					
				

				
					
						took a needlenose popper from a slit in his sleeve. Working carefully, he eased  its  fine  glass  tube  through
					
				

				
					
						the net field until he had the end resting on the Dyslaeror’s inner el-bow,  then  he  triggered  the  poisonshot
					
				

				
					
						and watched for results.
					
				

				
					
						The sleeper shuddered, his breath caught in his throat, then he started a rapid panting.
					
				

				
					
						The assassin smiled with satisfaction, slid the popper back in its sheath and went quietly out.
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						She was small and sleek, dark hair, dark  eyes,  dusky  skin,  quietly  sensual.  She  touched  Tenekiloff’s
					
				

				
					
						wrist,  her  fingertips  caressing,  soft,  leaving  small  warm  spots  as  she  took  her  hand  away.  The  Ecologist
					
				

				
					
						blinked at her, smiled foolishly, then followed her into the twilight of a privacy alcove.
					
				

				
					
						When  he  reached  for  the  drink  pad,  she  stopped  him,  flattened  his  hand  on  the  table,  moved  her
					
				

				
					
						fingertips around and around his  palm.  So  suddenly  he  hadn’t  time  to  react,  she  sank  her  fingernails  into
					
				

				
					
						his  flesh;  they  were  razor  sharp,  there  was  no  pain,  only  four  small  cuts.  She  slid  from  the  banc  and
					
				

				
					
						vanished into the murk of the bar before he recovered enough to protest.
					
				

				
					
						He  sat  staring  at  the  tiny  curved  cuts  beaded  with  blood,  finally  decided  he’d  better  get  something
					
				

				
					
						done  about  them.  He  tried  to  stand;  he  couldn’t.  His  tongue  swelled  and  went  numb.  His  eyes  blurred,
					
				

				
					
						then he couldn’t see anything.
					
				

				
					
						Sometime  later,  annoyed  at  the  man  for  hogging  the  alcove,  a  bar  patron  shook  him,  then  gagged,
					
				

				
					
						jumped back and yelled for the manager.
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						The  net  came  out  of  nowhere,  whipped  around  Perdo  the  Xenobiologist’s  top  half.  He  dropped
					
				

				
					
						backward,  twisted  as  he  fell,  nearly  escaped  the  trap,  but  the  pair  holding  the  leashes  sent  a  massive
					
				

				
					
						charge through the web strands and fried his head.
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						Argao  and  Kutyoh  chased  each  other  through  the  min-iature  hills  of  the  Chassedrome,  giggling  like
					
				

				
					
						fools,  so  drunk  they  kept  losing  track  of  their  legs,  a  serious  lapse  in  a  hexapod,  and  went  tumbling  in
					
				

				
					
						knots  down  the  grassy  slopes.  It  was  very  late  in  the  Pit’s  arbitrary  Night  cycle  so  there  were  few
					
				

				
					
						patrons in the Drome, even the Gry-deggins weren’t so much hunting as playing.
					
				

				
					
						After a long night of chasing each other and sparring with  other  patrons,  their  energy  levels  were  low
					
				

				
					
						and  their  flasks  were  almost  empty.  With  triplestrength  a’hi-wai  purpling  their  tongues  and  wiping  away
					
				

				
					
						any  alert-ness  they  might  still  have  possessed,  they  lay  in  a  cosy  dell,  sucking  at  the  drink  tubes  and
					
				

				
					
						watching  without  much  interest  as  a  pair  of  slight  wiry  figures  in  black  hunt  fatigues  and  leather  vizards
					
				

				
					
						came trotting along the path.
					
				

				
					
						Moving with a quickness that was too easy on the eye to register as  such,  the  newcomers  split  apart,
					
				

				
					
						dropped beside the recumbent Grydeggins and flipped Menavid-dan nooses over their heads.  o
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						In  their  fourbed  restroom,  the  Dyslaeror  apprentices  were  sleeping  with  the  fervor  of  healthy  youth,
					
				

				
					
						having exhausted their purses and their imaginations during the past seven days.
					
				

				
					
						Dressed  in  the  veils  and  glittersilk  of  Kantella  courte-sans,  two  small  dusky  females  wiped  the  lock
					
				

				
					
						without triggering the crude alarm and slipped inside the room. They worked silently, efficiently, were out,
					
				

				
					
						relocking the door, five minutes later.
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						Borszastag  the  Javitand  came  out  of  his  restroom,  banged  loudly  on  the  next  door  over,  then  went
					
				

				
					
						down the slidestair without  waiting  for  an  answer  from  his  appren-tices.  As  was  his  custom,  he  lowered
					
				

				
					
						himself into a chair  on  the  terrace  of  the  hostel’s  eating  place  and  lit  a  stib  of  geezert  as  he  sat  watching
					
				

				
					
						the official arrival of morning, a rainbow  flow  of  color  like  the  play  of  light  across  a  diffraction  grating  as
					
				

				
					
						the polarity of the Shell shifted to its Day setting.
					
				

				
					
						He blinked suddenly, stiffened, then plopped over, his face in the fruit slices, a  sniperdart  sticking  like
					
				

				
					
						a small stub from the back of his head.
					
				

				
					
						Half  the  Pit  away,  Capture  Specialist  Udvarorrn  came  from  the  Vervhus  limp  and  sore  from  his
					
				

				
					
						night’s  exer-tions;  he  stretched,  yawned.  The  yawn  sagged  into  a  wit-less  gape,  his  eyes  opened  wide,
					
				

				
					
						went  blank.  He  sprawled  on  the  walkway,  a  sniperdart  sticking  like  a  small  stub  from  the  back  of  his
					
				

				
					
						head.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						LIST CLOSED.
					
				

				
					
						SATISFACTORY.
					
				

				
					
						COBBEN RETURNED BASE (The City/Helvetia)
					
				

				
					
						 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						QUERY: NEXT OPERATION?
					
				

			

			
				
					
						TARGET VOALLTS KORLATCH
					
				

			

			
				
					
						SPOTCHALS (Jorbar 14). SPOTCH HELSPAR: world capitol
					
				

				
					
						Meeting: Transfer Station, synchronous orbit above Spotch Helspar
					
				

				
					
						Miralys, Rohant, Lissorn,
					
				

				
					
						Dyslaerin Zimaryn (eldest aunt to Miralys, chief aide)
					
				

				
					
						Dyslaror Sotabaern (uncle/cousin in third degree, Miralys’ chief bodyguard)
					
				

				
					
						Shadith, Kikun
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						Miralys tapped her claws seriatim on the brushed steel of the lokcase. The small ticks fell like hail into
					
				

				
					
						the tense silence. “Tzayl  7,”  she  said  tightly.  “Report  Ondue.  Line  cleared.  Vivalyn.  Experienced  Zadys,
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