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Аннотация
Play has always been a way of teaching things people need in real life�and if one changes, so must the other.


Warrior�s Honor
by Uncle River


[image: ]
Illustration by Dell Harris

Smooth-browed in full flush of youth, Xenon, the mighty hunter, stood proud and tall before King Filander�s throne of mastodon tusks. Last moon, the Kronx had raided his Plune people. Now the Plune would have vengeance.
�You would join our raiding party?� asked King Filander. He shifted his gristly buttocks�mastodon tusks made a seat more impressive than comfortable.
�I will,� Xenon replied. His bow of mastodon-hide-wrapped yerry wood stood as tall as he and nearly as thick as his sinewy wrist. No one else could string that bow, let alone draw it.
�Very well,� said the king, broad chest still hard under skin a bit loose from forty years of weather. �You�ve proven yourself a hunter. We�ll see if you make a warrior.�
Xenon felt the mingled confidence and doubt of the other Plune warriors. He knew none was stronger than he. Most had hunted with him. Xenon it was who had taken the great beast, twice his height with legs thick as a mighty man�s chest, on whose tusks King Filander now sat. Surely the warriors and the king could not doubt Xenon�s courage.
The raiding party set out for the Kronx village. Spikey perrius bushes studded rugged hillsides. Xenon felt strong sun through pollution-free prehistoric skies on his broad, bronze shoulders. Rocks gleamed purple and orange.
It was a robust life the Plune and Kronx and other tribes of their world lived. King Filander trotted up and down the steep hillsides right along with his warriors; most, like Xenon, half his age, but two gray and stringy and half again as old. It was a world where you were strong or dead and not much in between.
The raiding party was a large one: Thirty men loped up and down the hard, vital hills. Ravens skrawked. Pteranodons swooped. Xenon smelled fragrant pine in the sunshine and the stink of a skunk-bear.
Then the Plune raiding party crested the ridge above the Kronx village. They crouched behind mica-sparkling gray and tan boulders, undetected, so it seemed, by Kronx lookouts.
Kronx women worked skins by the doors of their lodges, or ground the sweet, nourishing pulp from fibrous sendor roots. Naked children scampered here and there in the bright sunshine.
Half a dozen Kronx warriors stood to one side of the village, palavering. Did they gloat at last moon�s raid? Did they parley preparing the next? Well, the Plune had a surprise in store for them.
Silently, Xenon pulled down one end of his bow, the other resting against his instep. His beefy arm flexed with smooth, young power as the wood bowed to allow Xenon to slip the mastodon gut string onto his bow. Xenon plucked an arrow, fletched with bright orange fli feathers, from the otter hide quiver that hung behind his hard left shoulder nearly to his right knee. He nocked the arrow and drew his bow. Xenon felt the strain across his chest. Vitality coursed through his body. He held the bow as steady as the boulder he peered around. He knew no other Plune warrior could hold that bow at full draw without hands shivering from the strain.
Xenon took careful aim. He let go. His arrow arced through the blazing blue sky. The point struck a Kronx warrior right in the chest. The shaft penetrated. The enemy fell, clutching his breast. The arrow had pierced all the way through. Only the feathered end stood out over the Kronx warrior�s heart. Nearly as long as the Kronx warrior was tall, the arrow�s point stopped his fall when it struck the ground. He teetered, then tipped slowly to the right and toppled.
Xenon raised his arms above his head, bow in his left hand, another arrow in the other, ready to draw and shoot again. His fellow Plune raiders stood to both sides on the rugged ridge. Xenon knew all his companions had seen how true his arrow flew. But instead of the exultation he expected, Xenon felt shame!
Xenon felt abject mortification. He had been overcome by intoxication of the hunt. How could a would-be Plune warrior act in such cowardice as to kill another human being at a distance, where the other warrior did not know he was there, could not fight back, where he, Xenon, did not have to look his adversary in the eyes?

�It worked!� Jack Sproul emerged from the gameworld filled with all the triumph his game surrogate could not feel. Gameworlds had grown in sophistication by increments, of course. Rock-strewn hills� or mastodon tusk throne, skrawk of raven: Sight and sound reached a convincing level of verisimilitude first. The feel of flexing arms drawing a bow, the scent of skunk-bear, the knowledge of creatures and things in the gameworld that didn�t exist in the player�s physical reality, were more recent. Now, Jack had achieved a new level of gameworld reality. The world conveyed its own emotional context. Xenon felt shame because the culture of that gameworld would react so.
The game psychology was still a little rough, a little simplistic. Jack would work on that. Why didn�t Xenon remember that he should know better? Why didn�t King Filander tell him the moral rules? Jack felt certain it made sense in context. He had the beginnings of why: A young man intoxicated with his own physical abilities. A primitive society where it had not occurred to people to articulate their own standards. Jack could refine the game later. He had achieved the breakthrough: Context conveyed relevant emotions which could even take an individual player�s character by surprise. Xenon felt shame at the cowardice of killing another warrior he had not had to look in the eyes, rather than the triumph he expected. Jack, in the gameworld, felt Xenon�s emotions, and Xenon�s surprise.
The mechanism derived from basic studies of the psychology of delinquency: People whose behavior society called delinquent tended to perceive expressions of those around them as disgust or otherwise disapproving, while less-alienated people experienced the same expressions as neutral or even approving. Everyone responded to nonverbal cues. Further study illuminated how self-image and context combined� not to determine response, but to shade it in one direction or another.
This led to investigation of the archaic concept of omens and portents: A cloud passes in front of the Sun at a crucial moment. Birds burst into song. Individual sensitivity to feedback varied. But argument over �truth� or superstition in no way affected psychological effectiveness of synchronous juxtaposition of events. Emotionally relevant feedback, subtle or blatant, could be built into the game.
Xenon did not need to be aware that when he released his arrow the temperature dropped a couple degrees, that the Sun shone slightly less bright, that a Kronx baby whimpered just as his arrow struck. He did not even need to notice the stiffened stance nor the disapproving expressions of his fellow Plune warriors. Better they should be in his peripheral vision than in his face. Better a slightly stale aroma intrude his nostrils than a blast of decaying corpses.
Jack e-mailed Sheila Grijalva, his agent and dear friend: �I�ve done it! Let�s celebrate.� Jack didn�t say what he�d done. Sheila knew Jack was working on emotions of context. Neither of them was about to let some cyberthief steal Jack�s breakthrough.
Sheila e-mailed Jack back an hour later: �That�s great. How about the Rimrock tonight at seven?�
Jack confirmed, then called the Rimrock Cafe to make reservations. Though called a cafe, the Rimrock was actually a quite-classy restaurant. Elegant decor. Excellent kitchen. Not cheap� but not extravagant either. Jack and Sheila both knew Jack�s achievement might really take off, might bring fame and fortune. They�d celebrate that when and if it happened.
But they did have something to celebrate now, and Jack knew it, as he dressed for dinner� which meant just clean new jeans, polished boots, and a dress shirt. A faster-paced reality had infected Jack�s world the past few years, but this was still informal, small town New Mexico. Funny thing, too, the reality of gameworlds these days: Some players lived vicariously in cyberspace, their bodies the color and consistency of dead fish. Others, Jack Sproul among them, reacted the opposite way. After feeling Xenon�s smooth muscles drawing that bow, Jack couldn�t live in too blobby a body himself.
Even if he were twenty again rather than forty-three, he would never have a body like Xenon�s, but living in bodies such as Xenon�s in his gameworlds had given Jack the impetus to get into better shape at forty-three than he actually was at twenty� That was a good deal of what gave him the idea to include the older warriors or King Filander�s firm muscles behind slightly stretched-out skin. If kids who bought his game didn�t care about older characters in the gameworld, they probably wouldn�t mind. It added to verisimilitude of atmosphere, which the kids would appreciate as much as any older player.
Jack felt good, physically as well as emotionally, as he brushed his still-thick hair, sprinkled with just enough gray to look distinguished. But then he thought: Gratification. Positive resolution. Egads!
Jack plunged back into his game-world. He had less than an hour before he needed to leave for dinner. Never mind refining background psychology for now. Why Xenon didn�t know better before he shot his arrow and no one stopped him could come later. What Jack needed for Sheila now was some way for a game character to readily resolve a negative emotional situation to a positive one.
The scenario was still rough when Jack shut down and dashed out to his elderly Datsun, hair more disheveled than distinguished, dress shirt rumpled and a bit sweaty� Jack wondered, but had never really investigated, if mental effort caused him to sweat or if physical exertion of his game surrogate somehow bled through� The scenario was rough, but he had something, at least, to show Sheila.
The game did not now end with Xenon�s shame. Now what happened, when shame unexpectedly overtook Xenon, was that the game announced: �Congratulations. You have just found one of the keys to this gameworld. You are now ready to enter the next level of Warrior s Honor.� Lots of possibilities followed. But the player�as Xenon�now consciously knew that to win at the game he could only defeat another warrior who knowingly fought him, and that both must look the other in the eyes.
Rough, but Sheila would be much happier. Truth to tell, Jack liked it better this way too. The game conveyed emotional context, but it also gave the player positive reward to strive for.
Jack dodged traffic, only recently become so thick and fast in Ace High, New Mexico, through crisp early winter evening. Even with the lights of the small city of ten thousand, stars sparkled overhead nearly as bright, it seemed to Jack, as in the pristine skies of his gameworld.

Sheila met Jack in the lobby of the Rimrock. Her thick, black hair had about as much gray in it as Jack�s, but lay neat on the fresh, green, cotton blouse she wore this evening.
�Hope I didn�t keep you waiting?� Jack greeted Sheila.
�I�ve only been here a minute,� Sheila replied. �Been hunting mastodons again?�
�That bad, huh?� Jack grinned, and ran a hand through his fly-away hair.
�Not bad at all,� said Sheila. �You just look like you�ve been up to your eyebrows in inspiration.�
�Thanks. You look great, as always. How�s the family?�
�Fine.�
Jack caught Alice Merriweather�s eye. The Rimrock�s efficient manager, Alice, knew them both. �Got your table all set for you,� Alice smiled. �The rellenos are top notch tonight.�
�Thanks.� Jack and Sheila followed Alice to the table Sheila customarily preferred when meeting with clients� Jack had seen Sheila at the same table with another client, at a different one with her husband, Sam, and their four-year-old daughter.
Aida. Jack was impressed that Alice remembered them among so many customers.
Frances, their waitress, knew both Jack and Sheila, too. She brought their chips and salsa and remembered that Sheila preferred her water without ice. Sheila did order the chiles rellenos. Jack ordered a combination plate, which included a relleno. They ordered a carafe of the house red wine. They didn�t even ask what it was. They knew Alice, as a matter of course, served a wine of miraculous quality for its price.
�Well, what have you got for me?� Sheila asked, as Frances headed for the kitchen with their order. Sheila dipped a warm, crisp tortilla chip in the salsa. The Rimrock made its own salsa, fresh daily. Jack could smell the cilantro.
Jack told Sheila about his breakthrough: �Emotions of context: I�ve done it. The game conveys feelings your character would have in its world, whether or not it would occur to you� or even to your character.�
Jack told Sheila about Xenon and his bow and how he felt the difference between shame when he shot the Kronx warrior at a distance, unseen, and honor in fighting another brave warrior face to face.
�King Filander!� Sheila laughed. �Really!�
�I�ll change it,� Jack grinned and blushed simultaneously. �There�s a lot to refine.�
�No,� said Sheila. �Keep it. Most players won�t get it. Those who do will get a kick out of it.�
Jack smiled a bit sheepishly. He continued telling Sheila about the emotional reality of the game.
Frances brought their wine.
�Frances,� Sheila asked, �where�s Gary tonight?�
Jack knew one reason Sheila liked that particular table was that she and a client could talk there well. Quiet, private, out of the way, at the same time it was comfortable with a pleasant view of the Rimrock�s tasteful decor�wood trim. Just the right amount of light. Good quality paintings by (albeit only recently) local artists, mostly of people in local, Southwestern settings. The other reason Sheila and Jack liked this table was that it gave them a good view of Gary Cummins, who had played classical guitar at the Rimrock from October to April, Wednesday through Saturday evenings, the past four years. The distance was just right: close enough to hear the music, far enough for discussion.
�Oh, it�s awful,� said Frances. �He had to quit. He walks over, you know. Gang kids have been hassling him. They beat him up on his way over last Friday. It was dark, but it was only five-thirty. They broke his guitar.�
�That�s obscene!� said Sheila. �Despicable little cowards!�
Jack agreed. It was also shocking.
Ten years ago, Ace High was a sleepy mining town. Four years ago, it had a nice little local arts scene. Three years ago it got discovered. Four galleries mushroomed to forty. From zero, there suddenly were six espresso shops. New upscale Toyotas and Volvos would outnumber old Ford and Chevy pickups any day. Several of the latter now sported a bumper sticker which read: �Kill a yuppie for Jesus.�
Businesses that struggled for five years to keep Main Street alive after the Wal-Mart came in on the highway�just half a mile beyond the Ace High city limits, where it didn�t pay city taxes�got swept right out of locations some of them had been in for three generations this last year, when rents sextupled.
The patriarch of a long-time local Hispanic family was now in jail, awaiting trial for assaulting a city zoning inspector with a mortar trowel. The old man had been building a two-foot rock wall along the lower side of his yard to keep Southwest summer monsoon rains from washing out the soil. The city zoning inspector had delivered a cease-and-desist order on the stone wall and a citation, for failure to obtain a permit.
Four years ago, no one in Ace High, New Mexico, had ever thought of needing a permit to maintain their own home and property. Wages were low Living costs were low. Neighbors were friendly. Any violence in the streets, of which there was little, was between people who knew each other, almost always when all participants were drunk. Two years ago there were a total of two gang-related incidents. In the last six months there had been so many stabbings, shootings, robberies, and arbitrary assaults on persons and property that no one could even keep track any more.
It was scary.
Ace High had seemed an ideal retreat from a civilization going nuts when Jack Sproul settled there fifteen years ago. As civilization went more nuts and Jack became sufficiently established to earn a living at his work, Ace High only seemed better. Jack hated the way life had speeded up the past few years. He hated seeing neighbors and friends� businesses squeezed out by rising costs as much as by Wal-Mart. At the same time, some pretty interesting cultural doings had come to town, and some interesting people with them, not to mention good restaurants. For all that long-time cultural refugees like Jack Sproul joined other Ace High old timers in grumbling about �Californicators,� Jack was one of many who found stimulating friends among the newcomers, as well as increased opportunity, in their arrival. Sheila Grijalva, who did, indeed, move to Ace High, New Mexico, from California, had provided Jack�s greatest new access to opportunity. Now!
Jack felt outrage. He felt fear. But Sheila was right! What was the matter with those punks? They were cowards!
Gary Cummins was older than Jack or Sheila, and he looked it. Jack knew a little of Gary�s history: nominated to West Point by a then-freshman senator, now running for president as it happened; captain in the army in Vietnam�came back disillusioned and disgusted. �The military leaders of our country honored the principle that America�s freedom requires the military services to be subservient to the civilian government,� Gary once said to Jack. �I still respect that integrity, but when the politicians get as cor-nipt as they were behind Vietnam� I couldn�t serve any more.�
Gary didn�t elaborate, but Jack knew he�d quit as soon after Vietnam as he could. Took LSD. Grew pot. Didn�t see another human being for months at a time for several years in the seventies. Played guitar a lot. Now Gary was probably in his early fifties, but looked older. His hair was not only a lot grayer than Jack�s would probably be by that age, but it lay limp and unhealthy. Gary was visibly missing several teeth�Jack recalled his Grandma Sproul speaking of toothless old people when reminiscing of the world in which she was young. When Jack was a kid, he never saw people with missing teeth. If they lost teeth, they got dentures. Not anymore.
The Rimrock fed Gary well the nights he played. He had clean, intact clothes to wear while playing. Other than that, Jack wasn�t sure how Gary lived, but if tips at the Rimrock were his only regular income, as Jack suspected, it must be pretty minimally.
How could those kids attack someone like Gary? Jack thought. Whatever they were mad at in the world, and Jack believed they might well have plenty to be mad at, someone like Gary Cummins was surely not the cause. Nor was robbery a credible motive. Gary was on his way to work� what little money he would make. The kids who attacked him probably even knew what he was about. He walked every evening he played. The guitar those kids destroyed was likely the only possession of value Gary owned.
�What a shame,� said Sheila as Frances went to tend another table.
�Way to ruin a good meal,� said Jack, feeling his anger. Then he blushed at thinking of himself when a lot more than a good meal had been ruined for Gary Cummins.
Jack thought of the intensity of his own emotional reaction. Then Jack thought of Xenon, of his own experience as Xenon, full of the physical aggression that belonged to his character, which was an essential part of why Xenon�s electronically generated personality felt real, that Jack felt as his own in the gameworld. Oblivious to moral implication of what he did with that aggression, Xenon was susceptible to moral growth. Was that just a construct of the gameworld? Did it belong to Jack�s moral consciousness rather than any inherent potential in Xenon, let alone some other real person? Maybe. But maybe not. Jack believed the reason Xenon could make a jump in feeling from blind aggressive exultation to shame at cowardice in how he expressed that aggression was context.
There was a sort of personal bleed-through, of course. Xenon was Jack in the gameworld. He had mental capacities affected by Jack�s�just as Jack, as himself, absorbed effects of his experience as Xenon�such as feeling the need to get in shape. The more real the gameworld got, the more real the experience reflected both ways.
But those kids making the so-recently sleepy streets of Ace High a scary place were human beings, susceptible to human emotion. Jack believed cries against those kids� aggression were silly and fruitless. In many ways, it was just that aggression when, so-very-recently it seemed safely elsewhere, had inspired Jack to the warrior personalities of his game-worlds.
�There�s got to be a way,� Jack blurted.
�To what?� asked Sheila�a stranger might be mystified, but Sheila had seen Jack in the throes of inspiration before. She had moved to Ace High only three years ago, with the big yuppie influx. Sheila and Sam had moved in the belief that a small New Mexico town, like the one Sam�s parents had moved from forty years earlier when Sam was a toddler, would provide a safer environment to raise their baby daughter than Southern California. They shared their fellow city sophisticates� prejudice against backwater locals. The intensity of Jack Sproul�s inspiration had broken through that prejudice. It was a good deal of why Sheila took Jack on as a client. Both of them had been pleased with the result.
�Warrior�s honor,� Jack said. �Do they play games? What music do those kids listen to? Start a rock band. Call it The Electric Luddites. Get on MTV. But I bet they do play games, some of them anyhow� Those gang kids are warriors, like in my game. They�re not going to quit feeling how they feel, being what they are. But I bet they might quit acts they saw as cowardly. There�s got to be a way they can see� Warrior�s honor! For Gary�s sake.�
Jack didn�t even notice that Sheila refrained from interrupting his train of thought. Sheila nibbled chips and salsa and sipped wine while Jack scribbled notes on the Rimrock�s paper napkins�with the Rimrock�s stylized rock ledge logo printed on each.
Jack knew where his game scenario came from. There was a real debate in antiquity over the morality of archers in war. Many people regarded it as cowardly and dishonorable to be able to kill an enemy at a safe distance where an archer didn�t need to look his adversary in the eye. Of course, the outcome in the ancient world was that people with no such scruples conquered those who refrained from use of archers in war. But� people can learn from history, Jack thought: Chivalry. The Round Table. The Samurai Code. Counting coup as higher honor than killing an enemy.
Jack thought of the psychological study of delinquents from which the concept of emotions of context got its start. Those gang kids beat up on someone like Gary because they were too alienated to care otherwise, but equally because they were too alienated to know what to do with values they might have.
Courage was a value Jack believed anyone feeling warrior energy might respect. That was someplace to start. What Jack needed to build into his game was linkage: Warrior�s honor, in context as relevant to the world of kids who might play the game, as to the fantasy of antiquity in the game�s scenario.
What was the same and what was different in ancient and modem context? Jack drew a line down his napkin. Aggression itself was the same, vitality in excitement, achievement, and courage as value. Not seeing who you attacked as being human, like yourself, was�maybe�the same. The reason why was different. Modern alienation was not the same as tribal insularity, but the effect was all too similar.
Jack thought of the positive principle in his game, of what did give a player a sense of achievement. Why did it matter to the Plune to fight an adversary they had to look in the eye? Courage, yes; honor, yes. But not just their own. To fight an adversary you could honor imparted a sense of honor and worth to a warrior. A player, and a player�s character, could understand that principle. The understanding could make the game more challenging, and thereby more fun to play.
Frances came by with the water pitcher, topped off both Jack�s and Sheila�s glasses, taking care not to drop ice cubes into Sheila�s. Sheila smiled. Jack never noticed a thing. Frances continued her rounds.
Jack�s notes began to take on form. What did Xenon�s warrior band have in common with modern gang kids? Physical aggression, of course. But also the size of the group who knew each other. Personality, Jack thought. Xenon wanted to be recognized for his warrior prowess by someone. Give the game-generated other members of the band personalities for Xenon to matter to. Start with King Fi-lander�
Nah� Jack crossed out that idea. The napkin he wrote on tore. Jack turned it over and wrote on the other side. Start with a couple of the other young warriors. Give them attributes Xenon respects: Endurance on the trail. Skill in the hunt. People in whose eyes Xenon�s honor would matter.
�Tough guy�cold,� Jack wrote. Then: �Tougher guy whose secret is self-respect.� Kids, of all people, would not tolerate preaching. Jack�s own moral sense required a distinction between learning and brainwashing. But genuine learning, including moral learning, could be its own reward. Some players would want to win this game. In a society whose civilization seemed to be crumbling on all sides, could he not carry forward the historical concept of warrior�s honor on which so many societies had built civilization? For Gary�s sake, Jack had to try.
Frances brought Jack and Sheila�s dinners.
Jack even noticed how good his chile relleno tasted.

�Warrior�s Honor, Level Two.�
Jack�s hair looked about as distinguished as a raven�s nest. He didn�t care. He knew what came next. In Level Two, Xenon had more information in his electronic personality� of a sort relevant to both his own world and Jack�s:
��You�ve proven yourself a hunter,� said King Filander. �We�ll see if you make a warrior.�
Xenon felt the mingled confidence and doubt of the other Plune warriors. Kortez, big as himself and tough as flint. Filon, thinner, and tough enough to wear Kortez right out. Xenon knew none was stronger than he. Most of the other Plune raiders had hunted with him. Xenon it was who had taken the great beast, twice his height with legs as thick as a mighty man�s chest, on whose tusks King Filander now sat. Surely the warriors and the king could not doubt Xenon�s courage.
The raiding party set out for the Kronx village�
Physical sensations remained the same in the scene at Level Two: Strong sun on Xenon�s strong shoulders. Rugged hills. Pteranodons swooping overhead. Scent of pine and of skunk-bear. But when Xenon released his arrow, he heard Filon stifle a cough. Not loud enough to alert Kronx warriors; just loud enough to inform Xenon, before his arrow struck, both that and why he did wrong.
Xenon knew why it was Filon who coughed. Not weakness. Kortez was stronger, almost as strong as Xenon himself. But on a starved and sun-blasted trail, in desiccating wind, Xenon knew Filon would outlast them all. Filon breathed the warrior Spirit of Plune honor. Xenon could feel this because Xenon knew Filon. When Filon coughed, Xenon knew what Spirit hitched breath in disapproval.
�Congratulations,� the game announced. �You have found a key to Level Three of Warrior�s Honor.�
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