Marc A Fellow of Great Wealth

Carefully Marc slipped the satiny, pale blue shirt over his head. The barefoot teenager had made his way to stand once again in the capacious alcove housing the cupboard bed where he had spent his previous nite. Marc had been mildly surprised to discover that what he had at first believed to be a type of stiff, semi-opaque paper covering the parcel Jono had handed to him soon after the Val and his master had arrived at his front doorstep, was not. He found what he had thought to be paper actually was a thin, soft hide. 'What an intriguing world this is.' Marc pondered. He turned the vellum over and over in his hand.

Upon entering the niche the adolescent had quickly untied slender leather thongs and opened the parchment packet. Inside the neatly bound bundle Marc discovered were a pair of trousers, two shirts, long slender, hand knitted stockings, boots, a leather bag caught with a leather thong drawstring, smallish, wicked looking knife and long narrow indigo blue ... hmmm, 'perhaps it is a belt.'

The teenager marveled anew at the softness of the shirt. He did not recognize the woven material used to make this portion of his new apparel. The garment was cut unlike any he had ever worn before. The billowy sleeves, collared yoke and lack of buttons were reminiscent of garb Marc had seen worn by minstrels in pictures depicting the Middle Ages. The young human tucked the soft, voluminous blue garment into the waist of his newly acquired black pants. Puzzling over it's use, the youth picked up the long, narrow sash.

"Hey kid. So, do y need a hand?" Whistling merrily the spirited squirrel suddenly came bouncing into the dressing area on the left of the alcove. Grinning cheerfully at Marc's confusion as the latter continued turning the long, narrow sash over and over in his hand, Jono actively offered assistance. The young human's puzzled eyes met his own. Both teens chuckled at Marc's confusion. The teen aged Val deftly wrapped the unfamiliar, dark leather item twice around Marc's waist before knotting the cinch securely.

Helping Marc attach both to the sash, the squirrel explained how the rough leather pouch, as well as the sharp, shiny dirk also included in the vellum packet, were all considered to be part of a well dressed young man's attire. A well dressed young man's attire here in InnerLand, that is, the two grinned in a silent, companionable agreement.

Uncertainty marked his face as Marc next eyed the exotic footwear included in the parcel for a moment before pulling the long woollen stockings and pliant, black, leather boots onto his feet. He was gratified to find both fit perfectly.

Jono knelt as he helped Marc turn the boot tops down so each cuff reached to just below the knee. As the teens reentered the sitting area, the light-hearted squirrel winked and gave a cheery 'thumbs up' in greeting to the rather impatient Tvek and Jula waiting in the sitting area.

Grinning a delighted, impish grin, Jono winked at Marc before proceeding on to the eating niche where the always hungry youngster began rummaging through the covered containers Jula had placed in the larder. A somewhat abashed Marc presented himself self consciously to the critical eye's of Tvek and Jula for their inspection and approval.

"Ummm, Hmmmm. Now Lad," said Tvek eyeing Marc for any sign of OuterWorld appearance. Nodding gravely, mumbling in part to himself, the owl paced a slow, deliberate gait around the tall youth. "Nowt will gi' notice to y a'tall. Nowt a'tall. Y'will fit in fine wi' the other students or holiday folks as are minglin' hereabout." Tvek continued his piercing scrutiny of Marc through the wire framed, heavy round lenses he wore perched upon his beak.

"Tis best, least 'til we know exact the purpose for yr visit, y'see. Best that y seem to be just another lad here to Tral City for lecture or on holiday. No need just as yet to bandy all about that y be from The OuterWorld."

Shifting uncomfortably from his growing embarrassment, a most reluctant Marc occupied the center of the room. He listened as Tvek and Jula chatted to one another about his appearance. Chatted to each other as though he was not even present. Ordering him to "Stand Still. Stop that infernal wigglin' and all, do," the pair of sharp eyed birds surveyed the discomfited teen critically, from all sides, and at some length, before each pronounced their agreement, their great satisfaction for his present appearance.

As always, the bubbly Kiwi bobbed and giggled, fluttered and fussed. Clucking and burbling with happiness she hurried to readjust, "just once more Laddie" Marc's collar. Using the tip of a wing, the short round bird bloused his shirt just a wee bit more, then placed the soft, dark leather pouch just a touch more to the right side. She straighted the somewhat rumpled knot in his navy sash.

Marc felt his burning cheeks begin to flush even more. Over Jula's bobbing head, the chuckling Jono grinned and winked in companionable mirth at the ill at ease, sheepish Marc. Quiet, glee filled chuckles wafted from the eating niche. The squirrel lolled in his heavy carved chair at the table where he sat happily observing the entire proceedings, all the while he sipped a cup of tea and continued munching from a bowl of something.

At last a hoarse, completely irritable gravelly voice rang out. "Jula. Quit wi' yr frettin' the Lad. Do. Tis enough then." The testy Tvek grouched at the warbling, fluttering Kiwi. "The lad's appearance twill more than pass." Turning his attention once more to Marc, the wizard inquired in a voice only somewhat less choleric, "Do y'ave any coinage wi'y then Lad? Y'will have need to carry a wee summat fer spendin' wi'y in yr pouch y'see. Such t'will be expected a course. If y'hadn't any, we ..."

Marc excused himself. Hurrying to his sleeping alcove, the youth silently retrieved his OuterWorld clothing from the small storage cupboard built into the wall just beyond the foot of the cot. He made a brief, fumbling search through the pockets of his battered denims.

Returning to the sitting area once again, with the bedraggled denims draped over his arm, he removed his billfold from his pant's pocket. "Here you are Sir," the adolescent said as he showed the wallet to the ancient seer. A curious Tvek eyed the driver's license with interest. Frowning a little, the wizard paid scant attention to the small wad of bills Marc carefully removed from the well worn poke.

"Here Sir, I had just been to the bank," half talking to himself, the teen smoothed the rumpled bills and lay them in a neat pile on the table in front of the ancient owl, "cashed this week's paycheck from Taco Heaven. Spent, umm about three, or four ... ah, I've got, let me see, 92, 93, yes, 94 paper dollars." Marc's mumbling continued as he offered the bills to the old fowl.

"And let me see now. What have I ...?" Once again Marc rummaged in a pocket, where this time, he located the handful of sheer plastic, 35mm film canisters he had been using to store coins he had found during his earlier library to attic cleaning chore. "...picked up quite a few coins ... No wonder my pockets were bulging ..." A small, wry chuckle could be heard as he continued pulling the small containers from his pocket. "Darn near pulled my pants off ... Good Grief," he exclaimed, "Didn't realize there were quite this many ... Umm ...sca... scattered all over that library floor and ..." his murmured ramblings at last were stilled.

Marc casually removed the top from one of the small, clear plastic canisters. He began pouring the miscellany of coins onto the table. Tvek picked up the empty, translucent canister the young human had just emptied. He studied it with unabated interest. Without looking up, Marc continued removing tops from each of the film canisters and finished pouring the accumulation of coins onto the table.

Nearly a full minute passed before Marc had emptied the last of the containers. Finally, he glanced away from the tumble of coins. To his enormous surprise, the young human discovered both Jula and Jono now stood silent, mesmerized.

The pair stared as completely awe struck, disbelieving, at the jumbled mound of coins the young human had so casually emptied onto the eating board. Even the usually noncommittal Tvek fair caught his breath upon sighting the sizeable heap of nickle, silver and copper.

"Hey Kid," gasped a breathless, astounded Jono. In a strangled overawed voice he continued, "Y didn't say y were rich." His eyes large, dark with befuddlement, the teenaged Val pushed closer to gaze at the accumulation of coins Tvek was now carefully separating into groups.

Even the nearly irrepressible Jula had suddenly become uncharacteristically quiet. She bobbed formally in deep curtsey in Marc's direction. "Please forgive our," she swallowed, "my dreadful forwardness, Sir." Embarrassment shown plainly upon her face. "I assure y, it shan't happen again." The nonplussed bird spoke crisply in a starched, formal voice. A voice devoid of any giggle or feeling. "We,

I, did not realize y to be of royalty in yr land."

Marc stared at the small, disconcerted bird for a moment before he began laughing, hooting heartily. He cackled until his face and sides hurt and he was gasping for air. "Rich," Marc chortled. Gasping brokenly, the young human attempted to catch his breath before continuing. "Royalty," he howled. His shoulder's shook, tears streamed down his face. Marc grasped the edge of the table and continued howling with laughter until his jaw was aching. Jono and Jula stared at him in complete, open mouthed, amazement.

At last the giggling Marc wiped his eyes, put his arm around the flustered Kiwi's shoulders and gave her a warm hug. "Jula, this," he waved a hand toward the table, "all of these coins you see here, each and everyone of them in this entire pile," giggles threatened to overtake him once again. Only with a mighty effort was he able to stem the outburst, "why Jula, this is less than 20 dollars in my world."

Persistent chuckles continued erupting now and again, threatening to completely overtake him once more, as the youth struggled to speak. Unable to completely contain his mirth, with tears coursing down his cheeks, he continued shaking with glee. "I tell you," he said raggedly, between chortles, "with ALL of these coins, with every single one of them Jula, I tell you. I won't even be able to buy a movie ticket and have enough left to get myself a tub of popcorn AND a soda to drink."

A wry grin danced a slow pathway across his countenance as the youth shook his head. The ninety four hard earned dollars he had just received from cashing his last paycheck had been simply cast aside by Tvek. Cast away as though they were totally worthless. 'And, most likely in this strange place,' he thought to himself, 'they are.'

At the same time this muddled collection of quarters, dimes, nickels and copper pennies he had picked up simply to get them off the floor, out of drawers, and away from any other spot where they had been tossed in absent minded moments, THESE were viewed by each of his present companions as constituting great and enormous wealth. "This is really a topsy turvy world I've entered for sure." Marc reflected. Shaking his head in wonder, he continued to grin broadly at the abashed, disquieted, not as yet totally placated, Jula.

Muttering in quiet impatience to himself, Tvek finished separating the coins into piles before he again picked up one of the plastic film containers. His curiosity was altogether piqued. "What manner of thing is this Lad? Tis ingenious material." Tvek listened in amazement, he was scarce able to believe it, as Marc explained that in The OuterWorld the small, nearly opaque containers were considered to be quite useless, as nothing more than trash and completely worthless once the film itself had been removed from them.

"Truly tis a strange world y come from Lad." Tvek shook his head in solemn disbelief. "Just imagine that such a fine object would not be considered to have worth."

Marc chuckled at Tvek's gratified reaction when the old owl was offered possession of the accumulation of plastic holders. Tvek solemnly accepted two of them with many a "Thankee Lad. Thankee." The seer carefully put the small cylinders into his own pouch.

The old wizard gravely indicated a melange of 9 coins as sufficient for Marc to carry in the pouch hanging from his sash. Jono, for once rendered completely speechless, was nearly overcome at his own good fortune when Marc generously offered l silver, 2 copper and a nickle coin for the squirrel to put into HIS small pouch. After peering closely at the faces embossed upon the surface of each, he cached them quickly after Tvek nodded his assent.

The irrepressible giggly, fluttering Jula had by now quite recovered from her initial shock at seeing such an immense display of wealth. Had recovered from the shock that she had quite overstepped her bounds, as she had so thought, to behave in such a dreadful, familiar manner with one who clearly must be of royalty. For, whomever else might have been able to accumulate such a vast wealth other than a king, a prince, an emperor?

If truth be told, the small Kiwi was still not at all convinced that she truly believed Marc to be less than a royal personage. However, she was quite prepared to accept his explanations, at least for the time being. She quietly accepted responsibility for the pile of silver and copper coins Tvek instructed Marc as would be needed for the running of his household.

She was reassured by Marc's cheery good humor. Jula decided the young man, royalty or no, this laddie, Marc, surely needed someone to look after him. To look after him, and after his house, this one in which he was living during his stay here in Tral city. Willingly assuming the role as Marc's housekeeper, the bubbly Kiwi scurried to put the household coins in a 'proper' place in the storage niche.

Soon, the remainder of Marc's vast riches was carefully counted. With the total duly jotted onto the parchment pad Jono carried with him at all times, the coins were the placed in a securely stoppered vial. This vial, along with Marc's OuterWorld clothing, his paper money and the remainder of the plastic film canisters were also handed over to Jula for safe keeping. The faithful Kiwi hurried to get them all stored in a safe, protected place.

Marc opted to carry his wallet, driver's license and other personal papers. These OuterWorld items were safely secured in a hidden pocket deep in the bottom of his pouch.

For a long moment, Tvek eyed the wrist watch Marc wore. He looked hard at the dial, the hands, the case and the wide strap. Amulets and talismans, baubles and trinkets as well as a vast variety of such baubles were often carried or worn by those living in the InnerWorld. At last Tvek decided the watch would be accepted by any folk who might take note of it, as simply another charm, would attract little attention, thus, he gave his approval that Marc might continue wearing it and did not need to have the timepiece also hidden away in the bottom of his pouch.

Marc jingled the cache of coins he had deposited within his pouch and gave a hearty shout of laughter when Tvek had at last pronounced him ready to venture forth into his new habitat. "I've got exactly one dollar and twenty three cents in my pocket, hmm, my pouch, Jono, old pal, old buddy, old friend. Let's go to town!"

Rough, heavily laden, wooden drays drawn by stocky teams of massive critters, reptilian beasts Jono termed as 'Ithca,' lumbered along the broad, dusty road way. They grunted, pulling the ponderous wagons as teamsters whistled or called, flicked or tapped with small, slender rods to signal turns, stops and starts. Diminutive, lacquered, shiny broughams pulled by matching pairs of slender two footed Eques passed by quickly. The tinkle of many small silvery bells sounded from the leather harnesses fitting around the beasts graceful necks. Overhead chattering, singing, birds flitted. They could be seen busily darting into small, curved doorways set high within treetops.

"Of course. What else?" mused Marc. "Reckon I should have known," he said, as he had stood chuckling aloud soon after the pair of teenagers had exited the entry portal of the dwelling the OuterWorld youth now regarded as 'home.' "Round walls. Talking birds and animals. Of course, the stairs led straight down into a tree."

The bemused youth gazed enthralled, with unabashed curiosity at the lively, industrious scene before him. Tral City fair teemed with residents, students and holiday goers. Uniformed Vals, intent upon their duties, darted importantly along boardwalks or flitted overhead. Clad in the natty, colorful garb the Vals added a military air.

Marc noticed humans, and others, dressed quite as he, hair as long or longer, were everywhere. No wonder Tvek had said 'nowt t'will pay y any mind a'tall Lad.' He found he looked exactly like any other youngster his age.

Quaint, brightly hued, carriages filled to overflowing carried young sweethearts to pic nic areas, while grizzled older folk sat drinking from pewter mugs filled with amber hued mead. They gathered in groups large and small round rough hewn tables set on the board walks outside noisy pubs. Stylishly clad town's ladies in groups, or alone, some with a tot or two in tow, bustled along the walkway, greeting friends, shopping, sipping tea.

"Well Kid." Jono's effusive, merry chuckle at last broke through Marc's preoccupation. "Are y done wi'yr gally gawkin' around or do y want to stand right here rooted to this bit of plank boardwalk all of the whole entire day long, lookin' but not ever quite gettin' acquainted wi'yr newly acquired home?" Jono's black eyes danced with merriment as he stood surveying his bemused companion. "Me? I'm already acquainted y'know. I got me things to do, places to go. I know a sweet spot where the holiday goers and lecture students like to get together."

The two youths chatted companionably as they sauntered along a broad, hand hewn plank walkway under the canopy of leafy branches over head. Humans, birds and animals strolled the same course. Beyond the walkway the dusty avenue teemed with traffic. Other than an admiring glance or two from several young females, Marc attracted little attention. It seemed everyone was talking, laughing, hurrying somewhere while others sat eating, drinking and chatting. Music poured from doorways. Looking through the open doors Marc saw creatures he recognized and others that he did not.

"... Now Orgs," Jono continued his educating of his new companion, "live mostly in The Mountains. Kid, they are ugly as sin, but," he said in a positive tone, "absolutely no better companion can be found anywhere. Helpful to everyone, strong as an ox. The blue skin and orange eyes take some getting used to, but..." he stopped. "Well, well, look there. Take note now, but don't stare." The adolescent Val lowered his voice, "Ells are those pale handsome types," he indicated with a small, nearly imperceptible nod toward three tall, thin folk who were now approaching from the opposite direction, "handsome types who look so weak, so fragile, so frail," he said dryly, with a humorless chuckle. "But do not get into a match with them. They will break every single one of your bones."

Marc sniffed hungrily. The scent of something quite delicious wafted through the open doorway and out onto the street where it hung over the boardwalk like a magnet. The teenagers were drawn straight away into the pub. A dainty, smiling, bright eyed chipmunk stylishly clad in long pink, cuffed leather knee boots and an attractive, feminine, rose colored jerkin threaded a pathway through the crowded room to the small round table far in the rear of the noisy chamber.

In a short time the petite young woman returned. Deftly dodging Jono's attempt at a kiss, she smiled as she set two filled chargers on the board before them. Jono and Marc eyed the steaming dishes for a moment before raising their tea mugs in silent toast. Hefting heavy three pronged forks and wielding their dirks the adolescents attacked the steamy, laden plates vigorously.

"Man, I don't know if I dare ask what this is Jono," exclaimed Marc at last. "It is really absolutely delicious." The half devoured plate of meat and vegetables on the table contained several pieces of carrots and potato along with unknown other stuff Marc found surprisingly tasty.

Jono grinned comradely, "Jorac Atop Roab Gatso," he pointed to each vegetable with the handle of his fork. "Oh yea and this. It's uh, Flesh." His large, dark eyes simply gleamed with good natured mischief.

Gwya returned often to refill their cups with fragrant, steaming tea. To bring more chunks of sharp, pungent cheese, more crusty rolls and a fresh bowl of creamy yellow butter. To be introduced to Marc. "Y'seem a decent sort Marc," Gwya said with a low, musical lilt in her voice. She smiled and went on in a serious tone, "Y may want to find for yrself more suitable companionship, and soon, than this, this..." Her dark eyes were large, oval, luminescent as she frowned at the irrepressible Jono. Marc realized the mock disgust was all in fun as Gwya smiled a pleased assent in response to the squirrel's invitation to stroll with he and Marc along the boardwalk later that evening.

Marc swallowed a few more bites before turning again to his companion. Jono continued his placid chewing, seemingly unaware of the question Marc's eyes held. "Well Kid," he said at last in a low, bantering voice. His eyes twinkled, his voice held more than a hint of mischief. "Are you for certain and sure that you DO want to know?" Jono asked mischievously. "Be absolutely certain now." His voice had become heavy, ominous, full of forbidding. "Now, I'm not to be held accountable y'hear, mind y well now, that is if y suddenly find yr stomach go to churnin' and such.

Aw don't worry about it, Kid" he said between chuckles as Marc, dismay settling heavily upon his countenance gazed in consternation at the squirrel. "I told y, Kid, Ithca are those heavy duty beasts out there pulling carts up and down the street. They also serve as a food creature fr us here in InnerLand. Right tasty critters don't y think? Eat up. We'll have dessert as soon as Gwya gets back to our table."

The noise in the crowded pub swirled around Marc. Gwya brought chilled green enameled bowls of plump, purply red berries swimming in thick, sweetened cream. Smiling, happy young people called to one another across the crowed gallery. They talked clamorously of Tvek's morning lecture, of what they had done and hoped yet to do while here in Tral City. The noise level increased as they laughed, sipped gallons of tea, told awful jokes, devoured everything placed in front of them, waved their arms in expansive gestures, introduced one another to new found friends. Marc felt himself being drawn comfortably into the meld. "You know, except for the, umm, appearance of some of the players, this could be the Student Union at my school Jono."

Outside the afternoon sun was dipping toward the west. Mothers could be heard all along the boardwalk, and beyond, calling to youngsters to come home. Fewer Ithca snorted their way down the street now. At present most were enjoying their reward of grains and dried grasses out in the stable area located at the outer edges of the city.

At the present moment, fewer older folk were to be seen as the evening shadows lengthened. In pairs or small groups smiling, happy young folks continued to stroll along the plank walkway. Lustrous, polished carriages and broughams, shiny, lacquered calashes, bells tinkling merrily, still moved along the dusty avenue. To be sure, a few townsfolk could be seen, but most of the conveyances were filled with excited students or were carrying happy holiday seekers.

The squirrel raised his mug. "Okay Kid shall we go see what we can find to do until Gwya gets off work?"

