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Elric of Ml nibone by M chael Mborcock
Book One of the Elric Saga
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BOOK ONE

On the island ki ngdom of Mel nibone all the old rituals are still observed, though the
nati on's power has waned for five hundred years, and now her way of life is maintained only by her
trade with the Young Kingdons and the fact that the city of Inrryr has becone the neeting place of
merchants. Are those rituals no |onger useful; can the rituals be denied and doom avoi ded? One who
would rule in Enperor Elric's stead prefers to think not. He says that Elric will bring
destruction to Mel nibone by his refusal to honour all the rituals (Elric honours nany). And now
opens the tragedy which will close many years from now and precipitate the destruction of this
wor | d.

1

A Mel anchol y Ki ng:
A Court Strives to Honour H m

ITIS THE col our of a bleached skull, his flesh; and the lIong hair which flows below his
shoul ders is mlk-white. Fromthe tapering, beautiful head stare two slanting eyes, crinson and
nmoody, and fromthe | oose sleeves of his yell ow gown energe two sl ender hands, also the col our of
bone, resting on each arm of a seat which has been carved from a single, massive ruby.

The crinson eyes are troubled and sonetinmes one hand will rise to finger the light helm
whi ch sits upon the white locks: a hel mmade from sone dark, greenish alloy and exquisitely
nmoul ded into the |ikeness of a dragon about to take wing. And on the hand which absently caresses
the crown there is aring in which is set a single rare Actorios stone whose core sonetines shifts
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sl uggi shly and reshapes itself, as if it were sentient snmoke and as restless in its jewelled
prison as the young al bino on his Ruby Throne.

He | ooks down the long flight of quartz steps to where his court disports itself, dancing
with such delicacy and whispering grace that it mght be a court of ghosts. Mentally he debates
nmoral issues and in itself this activity divides himfromthe great najority of his subjects, for
t hese peopl e are not hunman.

These are the people of Ml nibone, the Dragon Isle, which ruled the world for ten thousand
years and has ceased to rule it for less than five hundred years. And they are cruel and clever
and to them 'norality' neans little nore than a proper respect for the traditions of a hundred
centuries.

To the young man, four hundred and twenty-eighth in direct Iine of descent fromthe first
Sorcerer Enperor of Mel nibone, their assunptions seemnot only arrogant but foolish; it is plain
that the Dragon Isle has |ost nost of her power and will soon be threatened, in another century or
two, by a direct conflict with the energi ng human nati ons whomthey call, sonmewhat patronisingly,
the Young Ki ngdons. Already pirate fleets have made unsuccessful attacks on Inrryr the Beautiful
the Dreaming City, capital of the Dragon |Isle of Ml nibone.

Yet even the enperor's closest friends refuse to discuss the prospect of Ml nibone's fall
They are not pleased when he nmentions the idea, considering his remarks not only unthinkable, but
al so a singular breach of good taste.

So, alone, the enperor broods. He mourns that his father, Sadric the Ei ghty-Sixth, did not
sire nmore children, for then a nore suitable nmonarch might have been available to take his place
on the Ruby Throne. Sadric has been dead a year; whispering a glad welcone to that which cane to
claimhis soul. Through nost of his |life Sadric had never known anot her woman than his wife, for
the Enpress had died bringing her sole thin-blooded issue into the world. But, wth Ml ni bonean
enotions (oddly different fromthose of the human newconers), Sadric had |oved his wife and had
been unable to find pleasure in any other conpany, even that of the son who had killed her and who
was all that was left of her. By magic potions and the chanting of runes, by rare herbs had her
son been nurtured, his strength sustained artificially by every art known to the Sorcerer Kings of
Mel ni bone. And he had lived--still lives--thanks to sorcery alone, for he is naturally
| assitudi nous and, wi thout his drugs, would barely be able to raise his hand fromhis side through
nost of a normal day.

If the young enperor has found any advantage in his lifelong weakness it must be in that,
perforce, he has read much. Before he was fifteen he had read every book in his father's library,
some nore than once. His sorcerous powers, learned initially from Sadric, are now greater than any
possessed by his ancestors for many a generation. H's know edge of the world beyond the shores of
Mel ni bone i s profound, though he has as yet had little direct experience of it. If he w shes he
could resurrect the Dragon Isle's forner nmight and rule both his own |and and the Young Ki ngdons
as an invulnerable tyrant. But his reading has also taught himto question the uses to which power
is put, to question his notives, to question whether his own power should be used at all, in any
cause. His reading has led himto this "nmorality', which, still, he barely understands. Thus, to
his subjects, he is an enigna and, to sone, he is a threat, for he neither thinks nor acts in
accordance with their conception of how a true Ml ni bonean (and a Mel ni bonean enperor, at that)
shoul d think and act. Hi s cousin Yyrkoon, for instance, has been heard nore than once to voice
strong doubts concerning the enperor's right to rule the people of Ml nibone. 'This feeble schol ar
will bring doomto us all,' he said one night to Dyvim Tvar, Lord of the Dragon Caves.

Dyvim Tvar is one of the enperor's few friends and he had duly reported the conversation
but the youth had dism ssed the remarks as 'only a trivial treason', whereas any of his ancestors
woul d have rewarded such sentinments with a very slow and exquisite public execution

The enperor's attitude is further conplicated by the fact that Yyrkoon, who is even now
maki ng precious little secret of his feelings that he should be enperor, is the brother of
Cynoril, a girl whomthe al bino considers the closest of his friends, and who will one day becone
hi s enpress.

Down on the nosaic floor of the court Prince Yyrkoon can be seen in all his finest silks
and furs, his jewels and his brocades, dancing with a hundred wonen, all of whom are runoured to
have been m stresses of his at one time or another. His dark features, at once handsone and
saturnine, are framed by long black hair, waved and oiled, and his expression, as ever, is
sardonic while his bearing is arrogant. The heavy brocade cloak swings this way and that, striking
ot her dancers with some force. He wears it alnost as if it is arnour or, perhaps, a weapon.

Anongst many of the courtiers there is nore than a little respect for Prince Yyrkoon. Few resent
hi s arrogance and those who do keep silent, for Yyrkoon is known to be a considerabl e sorcerer

file:/lIF|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20M...0-%20Elric%201%20-%20Elric%200f%20Melnibone.txt (2 of 61) [1/19/03 6:28:09 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20M i chael %620-%20EI ri ¢%6201%20-%20El ri %200 %20M &l nibone.txt

hinsel f. Al so his behaviour is what the court expects and wel cones in a Ml ni bonean noble; it is
what they would wel come in their enperor.

The enperor knows this. He wi shes he could please his court as it strives to honour him
with its dancing and its wit, but he cannot bring hinself to take part in what he privately
considers a wearisone and irritating sequence of ritual posturings. In this he is, perhaps,
somewhat nore arrogant than Yyrkoon who is, at |east, a conventional boor

Fromthe galleries, the nusic grows |ouder and nore conplex as the slaves; specially
trained and surgically operated upon to sing but one perfect note each, are stimulated to nore
passi onate efforts. Even the young enperor is noved by the sinister harnony of their song which in
few ways resenbl es anything previously uttered by the hunman voice. Wiy should their pain produce
such marvel | ous beauty? he wonders. O is all beauty created through pain? Is that the secret of
great art, both hunman and Mel ni bonean?

The Enmperor Elric closes his eyes.

There is a stir in the hall below The gates have opened and the dancing courtiers cease
their notion, drawi ng back and bowing | ow as soldiers enter. The soldiers are clad all in |ight
blue, their ornanental helns cast in fantastic shapes, their |ong, broad-bladed | ances decorated
with jewell ed ribbons. They surround a young wonman whose bl ue dress matches their unifornms and
whose bare arms are encircled by five or six bracelets of dianonds, sapphires and gold. Strings of
di anonds and sapphires are wound into her hair. Unlike nost of the women of the court, her face
has no designs painted upon the eyelids or cheekbones. Elric smiles. This is Cynoril. The soldiers
are her personal cerenonial guard who, according to tradition, must escort her into the court.
They ascend the steps leading to the Ruby Throne. Slowy Elric rises and stretches out his hands.

"Cynoril. | thought you had decided not to grace the court tonight?

She returns his snmile. 'My enperor, | found that | was in the nood for conversation, after
all.'

Elric is grateful. She knows that he is bored and she knows, too, that she is one of the
few peopl e of Mel ni bone whose conversation interests him If protocol allowed, he would offer her
the throne, but as it is she nmust sit on the topnost step at his feet.

'Please sit, sweet Cynoril.' He resunes his place upon the throne and | eans forward as she
seats herself and | ooks into his eyes with a m xed expressi on of humour and tenderness. She speaks
softly as her guard withdraws to nmingle at the sides of the steps with Elric's own guard. Her
voi ce can be heard only by Elric.

"Wuld you ride out to the wild region of the island with me tomorrow, ny |ord?

"There are matters to which | nust give ny attention...' He is attracted by the idea. It
is weeks since he left the city and rode with her, their escort keeping a discreet distance away.

"Are they urgent?

He shrugs. 'Wat matters are urgent in Ml nibone? After ten thousand years, nost probl ens
may be seen in a certain perspective.' His smile is alnost a grin, rather Iike that of a young
schol ar who plans to play truant fromhis tutor. "Very well--early in the norning, we'll |eave,
before the others are up.

"The air beyond Inrryr will be clear and sharp. The sun will be warmfor the season. The
sky will be blue and uncl ouded.'

Elric laughs. 'Such sorcery you nust have worked!'

Cynmoril lowers her eyes and traces a pattern on the marble of the dais. 'Wll, perhaps a
little. I amnot wthout friends anong the weakest of the elementals...'

Elric stretches down to touch her fine, fair hair. 'Does Yyrkoon know?'

"No. '

Prince Yyrkoon has forbidden his sister to neddle in nmagical matters. Prince Yyrkoon's
friends are only anong the darker of the supernatural beings and he knows that they are dangerous
to deal with; thus he assunes that all sorcerous dealings bear a sinilar elenment of danger
Besides this, he hates to think that others possess the power that he possesses. Perhaps this is
what, in Elric, he hates nost of all.

"Let us hope that all Mel nibone needs fine weather for tonorrow,' says Elric. Cynori
stares curiously at him She is still a Ml nibonean. It has not occurred to her that her sorcery
m ght prove unwel cone to sone. Then she shrugs her |ovely shoul ders and touches her lord lightly
upon t he hand.

"This "guilt",' she says. 'This searching of the conscience. Its purpose is beyond ny
sinpl e brain.
"And mine, | nust admit. It seens to have no practical function. Yet nore than one of our

ancestors predicted a change in the nature of our earth. A spiritual as well as a physical change.
Perhaps | have glimerings of this change when | think ny stranger, un-Mel ni bonean, thoughts?'
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The nusic swells. The nusic fades. The courtiers dance on, though many eyes are upon Elric
and Cynoril as they talk at the top of the dais. There is speculation. Wien will Elric announce
Cynoril as his enpress-to-be? WIIl Elric revive the customthat Sadric dism ssed, of sacrificing
twel ve brides and their bridegroons to the Lords of Chaos in order to ensure a good marriage for
the rulers of Melnibone? It was obvious that Sadric's refusal to allow the customto continue
brought m sery upon him and death upon his wife; brought hima sickly son and threatened the very
continuity of the nmonarchy. Elric must revive the custom Even Elric nmust fear a repetition of the

doom which visited his father. But sone say that Elric will do nothing in accordance with
tradition and that he threatens not only his own life, but the existence of Ml nibone itself and
all it stands for. And those who speak thus are often seen to be on good terns with Prince Yyrkoon

who dances on, seemingly unaware of their conversation or, indeed, unaware that his sister talks
quietly with the cousin who sits on the Ruby Throne; who sits on the edge of the seat, forgetfu
of his dignity, who exhibits none of the ferocious and di sdai nful pride which has, in the past,
marked virtually every-other enperor of Melnibone; who chats animatedly, forgetful that the court
is supposed to be dancing for his entertainnent.

And then suddenly Prince Yyrkoon freezes in mdpirouette and raises his dark eyes to | ook

up at his enperor. In one corner of the hall, DyvimTvar's attention is attracted by Yyrkoon's
cal cul ated and dramatic posture and the Lord of the Dragon Caves frowns. His hand falls to where
his sword would normally be, but no swords are worn at a court ball. Dyvim Tvar | ooks warily and

intently at Prince Yyrkoon as the tall nobleman begins to ascend the stairs to the Ruby Throne.
Many eyes follow the enperor's cousin and now hardly anyone dances, though the rmusic grows wil der
as the nmasters of the nusic slaves goad their charges to even greater exertions.

Elric | ooks up to see Yyrkoon standi ng one step bel ow that on which Cynoril sits. Yyrkoon
makes a bow which is subtly insulting.

"I present nyself to ny enperor,' he says.

2

An Upstart Prince:
He Confronts His Cousin

" AND HOW DO you enjoy the ball, cousin? Elric asked, aware that Yyrkoon's nel odramatic
presentation had been designed to catch himoff-guard and, if possible, humiliate him 'Is the
musi ¢ to your taste?

Yyrkoon |l owered his eyes and let his lips forma secret little smle. 'Everything is to ny
taste, my liege. But what of yourself?. Does sonething displease you? You do not join the dance.’

Elric raised one pale finger to his chin and stared at Yyrkoon's hidden eyes. '|I enjoy the
dance, cousin, nonetheless. Surely it is possible to take pleasure in the pleasure of others?

Yyrkoon seemed genui nely astoni shed. His eyes opened fully and nmet Elric's. Elric felt a
slight shock and then turned his own gaze away, indicating the nmusic galleries with a |anguid
hand. 'Or perhaps it is the pain of others which brings ne pleasure. Fear not, for ny sake,
cousin. | ampleased. | am pleased. You nay dance on, assured that your enperor enjoys the ball.’

But Yyrkoon was not to be diverted fromhis object. 'Surely, if his subjects are not to go
away saddened and troubled that they have not pleased their ruler, the enperor should denonstrate
his enjoynent...?

"I would rem nd you, cousin,' said Elric quietly, '"that the enperor has no duty to his

subjects at all, save to rule them Their duty is to him That is the tradition of Melnibone.'
Yyrkoon had not expected Elric to use such arguments against him but he rallied with his
next retort. 'l agree, ny lord. The enperor's duty is to rule his subjects. Perhaps that is why so

many of them do not, thenselves, enjoy the ball as nuch as they might.’

"I do not follow you, cousin.

Cynmoril had risen and stood with her hands cl enched on the step above her brother. She was
tense and anxi ous, worried by her brother's bantering tone, his disdainful bearing.

"Yyrkoon...' she said.

He acknowl edged her presence. 'Sister. | see you share our enperor's reluctance to dance.

"Yyrkoon,' she nurrnmured, 'you are going too far. The enperor is tolerant, but...'

"Tolerant? O is he careless? Is he careless of the traditions of our great race? Is he
contenptuous of that race's pride?

Dyvi m Tvar was now nounting the steps. It was plain that he, too, sensed that Yyrkoon had
chosen this nonment to test Elric's power.
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Cymoril was aghast. She said urgently: 'Yyrkoon. If you would live...'

"I would not care to live if the soul of Ml nibone perished. And the guardianship of our
nation's soul is the responsibility of the enmperor. And what if we should have an enperor who
failed in that responsibility? An enperor who was weak? An enperor who cared nothing for the
greatness of the Dragon Isle and its fol k?

"A hypothetical question, cousin.' Elric had recovered his conmposure and his voice was an
icy drawl. 'For such an enperor has never sat upon the Ruby Throne and such an enperor never
shal | .’

Dyvi m Tvar came up, touching Yyrkoon on the shoulder. '"Prince, if you value your dignity
and your life...'

Elric raised his hand. 'There is no need for that, Dyvim Tvar. Prince Yyrkoon nerely
entertains us with an intellectual debate. Fearing that | was bored by the nusic and the dance--
whi ch I am not--he thought he would provide the subject for a stinmulating discourse. | amcertain
that we are nost stinulated, Prince Yyrkoon.' Elric allowed a patronising warnmth to colour his
| ast sentence.

Yyrkoon flushed with anger and bit his lip.

"But go on, dear cousin Yyrkoon,' Elric said. 'l aminterested. Enlarge further on your
argument .’

Yyrkoon | ooked around him as if for support. But all his supporters were on the floor of
the hall. Only Elric's friends, Dyvim Tvar and Cynoril, were nearby. Yet Yyrkoon knew that his

supporters were hearing every word and that he would lose face if he did not retaliate. Elric
could tell that Yyrkoon would have preferred to have retired fromthis confrontati on and choose
anot her day and another ground on which to continue the battle, but that was not possible. Elric,
hi nsel f, had no wish to continue the foolish banter which was, no matter how di sguised, a little
better than the quarrelling of two little girls over who should play with the slaves first. He
decided to make an end to it.

Yyrkoon began: 'Then let me suggest that an enperor who was physically weak night al so be
weak in his will to rule as befitted...'

And Elric raised his hand. 'You have done enough, dear cousin. Mre than enough. You have
wearied yourself with this conversation when you would have preferred to dance. | amtouched by
your concern. But now I, too, feel weariness steal upon ne.' Elric signaled for his old servant
Tangl ebones who stood on the far side of the throne dais, anpbngst the soldiers: 'Tangl ebones! My
cl oak."’

Elric stood up. 'I thank you again for your thoughtful ness, cousin.' He addressed the
court in general. 'l was entertained. Now | retire.'

Tangl ebones brought the cloak of white fox fur and placed it around his master's
shoul ders. Tangl e-bones was very old and nuch taller than Elric, though his back was stooped and
all his linbs seemed knotted and twi sted back on thenselves, like the linbs of a strong, old tree.

Elric wal ked across the dais and through the door which opened onto a corridor which | ed
to his private apartnents.

Yyrkoon was |eft fuming. He whirled round on the dais and opened his nmouth as if to
address the watching courtiers. Sone, who did not support him were smiling quite openly. Yyrkoon
clenched his fists at his sides and gl owered. He glared at Dyvim Tvar and opened his thin lips to
speak. Dyvim Tvar coolly returned the glare, daring Yyrkoon to say nore.

Then Yyrkoon flung back his head so that the |ocks of his hair, all curled and oil ed,
swayed agai nst his back. And Yyrkoon | aughed.

The harsh sound filled the hall. The nusic stopped. The | aughter conti nued.

Yyrkoon stepped up so that he stood on the dais. He dragged his heavy cl oak round him so
that it engul fed his body.

Cynoril cane forward. 'Yyrkoon, please do not...' He pushed her back with a notion of his
shoul der.

Yyrkoon wal ked stiffly towards the Ruby Throne. It becane plain that he was about to seat
himself in it and thus performone of the nost traitorous actions possible in the code of
Mel ni bone. Cynoril ran the few steps to himand pulled at his arm

Yyrkoon's laughter grew. "It is Yyrkoon they would wish to see on the Ruby Throne,' he
told his sister. She gasped and | ooked in horror at Dyvim Tvar whose face was grimand angry.

Dyvi m Tvar signed to the guards and suddenly there were two ranks of arnoured nen between
Yyrkoon and the throne.

Yyrkoon gl ared back at the Lord of the Dragon Caves. 'You had best hope you perish with
your master,' he hissed.
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"This guard of honour will escort you fromthe hall,' Dyvim Tvar said evenly. 'W were al
stimul ated by your conversation this evening, Prince Yyrkoon.

Yyrkoon paused, |ooked about him then rel axed. He shrugged. 'There's tinme enough. If
Elric will not abdicate, then he nust be deposed.

Cynoril's slender body was rigid. Her eyes blazed. She said to her brother

"If you harmElric in any way, | will slay you nyself, Yyrkoon.'

He raised his tapering eyebrows and smiled. At that noment he seened to hate his sister
even nore than he hated his cousin. 'Your loyalty to that creature has ensured your own doom
Cynoril. | would rather you died than that you should give birth to any progeny of his. | wll not
have the bl ood of our house diluted, tainted--even touched--by his blood. Look to your own life,
sister, before you threaten mne.'

And he storned down the steps, pushing through those who came up to congratulate him He
knew that he had lost and the nurnurs of his sycophants only irritated himfurther

The great doors of the hall crashed together and cl osed. Yyrkoon was gone fromthe hall

Dyvim Tvar raised both his arnms. 'Dance on, courtiers. Pleasure yourselves with all that
the hall provides. It is what will please the enperor nost.'

But it was plain there would be little nore dancing done tonight. Courtiers were already
deep in conversation as, excitedly, they debated the events.

Dyvim Tvar turned to Cynoril. 'Elric refuses to understand the danger, Princess Cynoril
Yyrkoon's anbition could bring disaster to all of us.'

"I ncl udi ng Yyrkoon.' Cynoril sighed.

"Aye, including Yyrkoon. But how can we avoid this, Cynoril, if Elric will not give orders
for your brother's arrest?

'He believes that such as Yyrkoon should be allowed to say what they please. It is part of
hi s philosophy. |I can barely understand it, but it seems integral to his whole belief. If he
destroys Yyrkoon, he destroys the basis on which his logic wrks. That at any rate, Dragon Master,
is what he has tried to explain to ne.

Dyvi m Tvar sighed and he frowned. Though unable to understand Elric, he was afraid that he
coul d sonetines synpathise with Yyrkoon's viewpoint. At |east Yyrkoon's notives and argunents were
relatively straightforward. He knew Elric's character too well, however, to believe that Elric
acted from weakness or |assitude. The paradox was that Elric tolerated Yyrkoon's treachery because
he was strong, because he had the power to destroy Yyrkoon whenever he cared. And Yyrkoon's own
character was such that he must constantly be testing that strength of Elric's, for he knew
instinctively that if Elric did weaken and order himslain, then he would have won. It was a
conplicated situation and Dyvim Tvar dearly w shed that he was not enbroiled in it. But his
loyalty to the royal |ine of Melnibone was strong and his personal loyalty to Elric was great. He
consi dered the idea of having Yyrkoon secretly assassinated, but he knew that such a plan woul d
al nost certainly come to nothing. Yyrkoon was a sorcerer of inmmrense power and doubtless woul d be
forewarned of any attenpt on his life.

"Princess Cynoril,' said DyvimTvar, '|I can only pray that your brother swallows so rmuch
of his rage that it eventually poisons him'

"I will join you in that prayer, Lord of the Dragon Caves.'

Toget her, they left the hall

3

Ri di ng Through the Morning:
A Monment of Tranquillity

THE LIGHT OF the early norning touched the tall towers of Inrryr and nade them
scintillate. Each tower was of a different hue; there were a thousand soft colours. There were
rose pinks and pollen yellows, there were purples and pal e greens, mauves and browns and oranges,
hazy bl ues, whites and powdery golds, all lovely in the sunlight. Two riders left the Dreaning
City behind them and rode away fromthe walls, over the green turf towards a pine forest where,
anong the shadowy trunks, a little of the night seened to remain. Squirrels were stirring and
foxes crept honeward; birds were singing and forest flowers opened their petals and filled the air
with delicate scent. A few insects wandered sluggishly aloft. The contrast between life in the
nearby city and this lazy rusticity was very great and seenmed to nmirror some of the contrasts
existing in the nmind of at |east one of the riders who now di snounted and | ed his horse, walking
knee-deep through a nmass of blue flowers. The other rider, a girl, brought her own horse to a halt
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but did not dismunt. Instead, she | eaned casually on her: high Ml ni bonean pormel and snil ed at
the man, her |over.

"Elric? Wuld you stop so near to Inrryr?

He smled back at her, over his shoulder. 'For the nmonent. Qur flight was hasty. | would
collect nmy thoughts before we ride on.

"How did you sl eep last night?

"Vell enough, Cynoril, though | nust have dreaned without knowing it, for there were--
there were little intimations in ny head when | awoke. But then, the neeting with Yyrkoon was not
pl easant. ..’

"Do you think he plots to use sorcery agai nst you?

Elric shrugged. 'I would know if he brought a |arge sorcery against ne. And he knows ny
power, | doubt if he would dare enploy w zardry.

'He has reason to believe you mght not use your power. He has worried at your personality
for so long--is there not a danger he will begin to worry at your skills? Testing your sorcery as
he has tested your patience?

Elric frowned. 'Yes, | suppose there is that danger. But not yet, | should have thought."'

"He will not be happy until you are destroyed, Elric.

'"Or is destroyed hinmself, Cynoril.' Elric stooped and pi cked one of the flowers. He

smiled. 'Your brother is inclined to absolutes, is he not? How the weak hate weakness.

Cynoril took his meaning. She di smounted and came towards him Her thin gown matched,
al nrost perfectly, the colour of the flowers through which she noved. He handed her the flower and
she accepted it, touching its petals with her perfect lips. 'And how the strong hate strength, ny
| ove. Yyrkoon is ny kin and yet | give you this advice--use your strength against him'

"I could not slay him | have not the right.' Elric's face fell into fam liar, brooding
I'ines.

“You could exile him'

'"I's not exile the same as death to a Mel ni bonean?

"You, yourself, have talked of travelling in the | ands of the Young Ki ngdons.

Elric | aughed sonewhat bitterly. 'But perhaps | amnot a true Ml ni bonean. Yyrkoon has
said as much--and others echo his thoughts.'

'He hates you because you are contenpl ative. Your father was contenplative and no one
denied that he was a fitting enperor.

"My father chose not to put the results of his contenplation into his personal actions. He
rul ed as an enperor should. Yyrkoon, | nust admt, would also rule as an enperor should. He, too,
has the opportunity to nmake Mel ni bone great again. If he were enperor, he would enbark on a
canpai gn of conquest to restore our trade to its former volume, to extend our power across the
earth. And that is what the majority of our folk would wish. Is it ny right to deny that w sh?

"It is your right to do what you think, for you are the enperor. Al who are loyal to you
think as | do.

"Perhaps their loyalty is msguided. Perhaps Yyrkoon is right and | will betray that
|l oyalty, bring doomto the Dragon Isle?" H's noody, crinson eyes |ooked directly into hers.
"Perhaps | should have died as | left ny nother's wonb. Then Yyrkoon woul d have becone enperor.
Has Fate been thwarted?

"Fate is never thwarted. What has happened has happened because Fate willed it thus--if,

i ndeed, there is such a thing as Fate and if nmen's actions are not nerely a response to other
men' s actions.

Elric drew a deep breath and offered her an expression tinged with irony. 'Your |ogic
| eads you close to heresy, Cynoril, if we are to believe the traditions of Ml nibone. Perhaps it
woul d be better if you forgot your friendship with me.'

She | aughed. 'You begin to sound like ny brother. Are you testing my |ove for you, ny
| ord?

He began to renmpount his horse. 'No, Cynoril, but | would advise you to test your |ove
yourself, for | sense there is tragedy inplicit in our |ove.'

As she swung herself back into her saddl e she snmled and shook her head. 'You see doomin
all things, Can you not accept the good gifts granted you? They are few enough, ny lord.'

"Aye. I'Il agree with that.'

They turned in their saddl es, hearing hoofbeats behind them Sonme distance away they saw a
conpany of yellow clad horsenen riding about in confusion. It was their guard, which they had |eft
behi nd, wishing to ride al one.

"Cone!' cried Elric. 'Through the woods and over yonder hill and they'll never find us!'

They spurred their steeds through the sun-speared wood and up the steep sides of the hil
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beyond, racing down the other side and away across a plain where noidel bushes grew, their |ush,
poi son fruit glinmering a purplish blue, a night-colour which even the Iight of day could not

di sperse. There were nmany such peculiar berries and herbs on Ml nibone and it was to sone of them
that Elric owed his life. Ohers were used for sorcerous potions and had been sown generations
before by Elric's ancestors. Now few Ml ni boneans left Inmrryr even to collect these harvests. Only
slaves visited the greater part of the island, seeking the roots and the shrubs which nade nen
dream nonst rous and magni ficent dreans, for it was in their dreams that the nobles of Ml nibone
found nost of their pleasures; they had ever been a noody, inward-1looking race and it was for this
quality that Imryr had come to be naned the Dreaning City. There, even the nmeanest slaves chewed
berries to bring themoblivion and thus were easily controlled, for they cane to depend on their
dreans. Only Elric hinself refused such drugs, perhaps because he required so nmany others sinply
to ensure his remaining alive.

The yel |l owcl ad guards were | ost behind them and once across the plain where the noide
bushes grew they slowed their flight and cane at length to cliffs and then the sea.

The sea shone brightly and | anguidly washed the white beaches below the cliffs. Seabirds
wheeled in the clear sky and their cries were distant, serving only to enphasi se the sense of
peace which both Elric and Cynoril now had. In silence the |overs guided their horses down steep
paths to the shore and there they tethered the steeds and began to wal k across the sand, their
hair--his white, hers jet black--waving in the wind which blew fromthe east.

They found a great, dry cave which caught the sounds the sea made and replied in a
whi speri ng echo. They renoved their silken garments and nade | ove tenderly in the shadows of the
cave. They lay in each other's arns as the day warned and the wi nd dropped. Then they went to
bathe in the waters, filling the enpty sky with their |aughter

VWhen they were dry and were dressing thenmselves they noticed a darkening of the horizon
and Elric said: 'W shall be wet again before we return to Inmrryr. No matter how fast we ride, the
stormwi |l catch us.'

' Perhaps we should remain in the cave until it is past? she suggested, com ng cl ose and
hol di ng her soft body against him
"No," he said. 'I mnust return soon, for there are potions in Inrryr | must take if mnmy body

istoretainits strength. An hour or two |longer and | shall begin to weaken. You have seen ne
weak before, Cynoril.’'

She stroked his face and her eyes were synpathetic. 'Aye. |'ve seen you weak before,
Elric. Cone, let's find the horses.'

By the time they reached the horses the sky was grey overhead and full of boiling
bl ackness not far away in the east. They heard the grunble of thunder and the crash of I|ightning.
The sea was threshing as if infected by the sky's hysteria. The horses snorted and pawed at the
sand, anxious to return. Even as Elric and Cynoril clinbed into their saddles |arge spots of rain
began to fall on their heads and spread over their cloaks.

Then, suddenly, they were riding at full tilt back to Inmrryr while the lightning flashed

around them and the thunder roared |ike a furious giant, |ike some great old Lord of Chaos
attenpting to break through, unbidden, into the Real mof Earth.

Cynoril glanced at Elric's pale face, illunminated for a nmonent by a flash of sky-fire, and
she felt a chill cone upon her then and the chill had nothing to do with the wind or the rain, for

it seemed to her in that second that the gentle scholar she | oved had been transformed by the
elements into a hell-driven denon, into a nonster with barely a senbl ance of humanity. Hi s crinmson
eyes had flared fromthe whiteness of his skull like the very flanmes of the Higher Hell; his hair
had been whi pped upward so that it had becone the crest of a sinister warhel mand, by a trick of
the stormight, his nobuth had seened twisted in a m xture of rage and agony.

And suddenly Cynoril knew.

She knew, profoundly, that their norning's ride was the | ast nmonent of peace the two of
them woul d ever experience again. The stormwas a sign fromthe gods thensel ves--a warni ng of
stornms to cone.

She | ooked again at her lover. Elric was | aughing. He had turned his face upward so that
the warmrain fell upon it, so that the water splashed into his open mouth. The |aughter was the
easy, unsophisticated |aughter of a happy child.

Cymoril tried to | augh back, but then she had to turn her face away so that he shoul d not
see it. For Cynoril had begun to weep.

She was weeping still when Inrryr came in sight a black and grotesque sil houette against a
l'ine of brightness which was the as yet untai nted western horizon
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4

Pri soners:
Their Secrets Are Taken from Them

THE MEN I N yel l ow arnmour saw Elric and Cynoril as the two approached the smallest of the
eastern gates.

' They have found us at last,' smiled Elric through the rain, 'but sonewhat belatedly, eh
Cynoril ?

Cynmoril, still enbattled with her sense of doom nerely nodded and tried to snile in
reply.

Elric took this as an expression of disappointnment, nothing nore, and called to his
guards: 'Ho, nmen! Soon we shall all be dry again!

But the captain of the guard rode up urgently, crying: 'My lord enperor is needed at
Monshanj i k

Tower where spies are held.'

' Spi es?"

"Aye, ny lord.' The man's face was pale. Water cascaded from his hel mand darkened his
thin cloak. His horse was hard to control and kept sidestepping through pools of water, which had
gat hered wherever the road was in disrepair. 'Caught in the maze this norning. Southern
bar bari ans, by their chequered dress. W are holding themuntil the enperor hinself can question
them'

Elric waved his hand. 'Then | ead on, captain. Let's see the brave fools who dare
Mel ni bone' s sea- naze.'

The Tower of Monshanjik had been named for the w zard-architect who had designed the sea-
maze nillennia before. The naze was the only nmeans of reaching the great harbour of Inrryr and its
secrets had been carefully guarded, for it was their greatest protection against sudden attack
The nmaze was conplicated and pilots had to be specially trained to steer ships through it. Before
the maze had been built, the harbour had been a kind of 'inland | agoon, fed by the sea which swept
in through a system of natural caverns in the towering cliff which rose between | agoon and ocean
There were five separate routes through the sea-maze and any individual pilot knew but one. In the
outer wall of the cliff there were five entrances. Here Young Ki ngdom ships waited until a pil ot
came aboard. Then one of the gates to one of the entrances would be lifted, all aboard the ship
woul d be blindfol ded and sent bel ow save for the oar-nmaster and the steersman who woul d al so be
masked in heavy steel helns so that they could see nothing, do nothing but obey the conplicated
instructions of the pilot. And if a Young Ki ngdom ship should fail to obey any of those
i nstructions and should crush itself against the rock walls, well Ml nibone did not mourn for it
and any survivors fromthe crew woul d be taken as slaves. Al who sought to trade with the
Dreaming City understood the risks, but scores of nerchants came every nonth to dare the dangers
of the naze and trade their own poor goods for the splendid riches of Ml nibone.

The Tower of Monshanjik stood overl ooki ng the harbour and the nassive nole which jutted
out into the mddle of the Iagoon. It was a sea-green tower and was squat conpared w th nost of
those in Inrryr, though still a beautiful and tapering construction, with wi de wi ndows so that the
whol e of the harbour could be seen fromit. From Monshanjik Tower nost of the business of the
har bour was done and in its |lower cellars were kept any prisoners who had broken any of the nyriad
rul es governing the functioning of the harbour. Leaving Cynoril to return to the palace with a
guard, Elric entered the tower, riding through the great archway at the base, scattering not a few
mer chants who were waiting for permssion to begin their bartering, for the whole of the ground
floor was full of sailors, nmerchants and Mel ni bonean officials engaged in the business of trade,
though it was not here that the actual wares were displayed. The great echoing babble of a
t housand voi ces engaged in a thousand separate aspects of bargaining slowy stilled as Elric and
his guard rode arrogantly through to another dark arch at the far end of the hall. This arch
opened onto a ranp which sloped and curved down into the bowels of the tower.

Down this ranp clattered the horsenen, passing slaves, servants and officials who stepped
hastily aside, bowing | ow as they recogni sed the enperor. Geat brands illuninated the tunnel
guttering and snoking and casting distorted shadows onto the snmooth, obsidian walls. A chill was
in the air now, and a danpness, for water washed about the outer walls bel ow the quays of Inrryr.
And still the enperor rode on and still the ranp struck |ower through the glassy rock. And then a
wave of heat rose to neet them and shifting light could be seen ahead and they passed into a
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chanmber that was full of snoke and the scent of fear. Fromthe | ow ceiling hung chains and from
ei ght of the chains, swinging by their feet, hung four people. Their clothes had been torn from
them but their bodies were clothed in blood fromtiny wounds, precise but severe, nade by the
artist who stood, scal pel in hand, surveying his handi worKk.

The artist was tail and very thin, alnost |like a skeleton in his stained, white garnents.
Hs lips were thin, his eyes were slits, his fingers were thin, his hair was thin and the scal pe
he held was thin, too, alnost invisible save when it flashed in the light fromthe fire which
erupted froma pit on the far side of the cavern. The artist was naned Doctor Jest and the art he
practised was a performing art rather than a creative one (though he could argue otherw se with
some conviction): the art of drawing secrets fromthose who kept them Doctor Jest was the Chief
I nterrogator of Ml nibone. He turned sinuously as Elric entered, the scal pel held between the thin
thunb and the thin forefinger of his fight hand; he stood poi sed and expectant, alnost like a
dancer, and then bowed from the wai st.

"My sweet enperor!' His voice was thin. It rushed fromhis thin throat as if bent on
escape and one was inclined to wonder if one had heard the words at all, so quickly had they cone
and gone.

"Doctor. Are these the southlanders caught this norning?

"Indeed they are, ny lord.' Another sinuous bow. 'For your pleasure.’

Coldly Elric inspected the prisoners. He felt no synpathy for them They were spies. Their
actions had led themto this pass. They had known what woul d happen to themif caught. But one of
them was a boy and another a wonan, it appeared, though they withed so in their chains it was
quite difficult to tell at first. It seened a shanme. Then the woman snapped what renai ned of her
teeth at himand hissed: 'Denpn!' And Elric stepped back, saying:

"Have they informed you of what they were doing in our naze, doctor?

"They still tantalise me with hints. They have a fine sense of drama. | appreciate that.
They are here, | would say, to nap a route through the maze which a force of raiders night then
follow But they have so far withheld the details. That is the game. W ail understand how it must
be pl ayed."

"And when will they tell you, Doctor Jest?
"Ch, very soon, ny lord.'
"I't would be best to knowif we are to expect attackers. The sooner we know, the less tine

we shall |lose dealing with the attack when it comes. Do you not agree, doctor?
"I do, ny lord.'
"Very well.' Elric was irritated by this break in his day. It had spoiled the pleasure of

the ride, it had brought himface to face with his duties too quickly.

Doctor Jest returned to his charges and, reaching out with his free hand, expertly seized
the genitals of one of the nale prisoners. The scal pel flashed. There was a groan. Doctor Jest
tossed sonething onto the fire. Elric sat in the chair prepared for him He was bored rather than
di sgusted by the rituals attendant upon the gathering of information and the discordant screans,
the clash of the chains, the thin whisperings of Doctor Jest, all served to ruin the feeling of
wel | - bei ng he had retained even as he reached the chanber. But it was one of his kingly duties to
attend such rituals and attend this one he nmust until the information was presented to himand he
could congratulate his Chief Interrogator and issue orders as to the neans of dealing with any
attack and even when that was over he nust confer with admirals and with generals, probably
through the rest of the night, choosing between argunents, deciding on the deposition of nen and
ships. Wth a poorly disguised yawmm he | eaned back and wat ched as Doctor Jest ran fingers and
scal pel, tongue, tongs and pincers over the bodies. He was soon thinking' of other matters:
phi | osophi cal probl ens which he had still failed to resolve.

It was not that Elric was inhumane; it was that he was, still, a Ml nibonean. He had been
used to such sights since childhood. He could not have saved the prisoners, even if he had
desired, without going against every tradition of the Dragon Isle. And in this case it was a
simple matter of a threat being net by the best nethods avail able. He had becone used to shutting
of f those feelings which conflicted with his duties as enperor. |If there had been any point in
freeing the four who danced now at Doctor Jest's pleasure he woul d have freed them but there was
no point and the four woul d have been astonished if they had received any other treatnent than
this. Were noral decisions were concerned Elric was, by and |arge, practical. He would nake his
decision in the context of what action he could take. In this case, he could take no action. Such
a reaction had becone second nature to him H's desire was not to reform Mel ni bone but to reform
hinself, not to initiate action but to know the best way of responding to the actions of others.
Here, the decision was easy to make. A spy was an aggressor. One defended onesel f agai nst
aggressors in the best possible way. The net hods enpl oyed by Doctor Jest were the best methods.
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"My lord?

Absently, Elric |ooked up

"W have the information now, ny lord.' Doctor Jest's thin voice whispered across the
chamber. Two sets of chains were now enpty and sl aves were gathering things up fromthe floor and
flinging themon the fire. The two remaini ng shapel ess |lunps reminded Elric of meat carefully
prepared by a chef.

One of the lunps still quivered a little, but the other was still.

Doctor Jest slid his instruments into a thin case he carried in a pouch at his belt. Hs
white garnents were al nost conpletely covered in stains.

"It seens there have been other spies before these,' Doctor Jest told his nmaster. 'These
came merely to confirmthe route. If they do not return in tinme, the barbarians will still sail.’

"But surely they will know that we expect then?' Elric said.

"Probably not, ny lord. Runoburs have been spread anongst the Young Ki ngdom nerchants and
sailors that four spies were seen in the naze and were speared--slain whilst trying to escape.’

"I see.' Elric frowned. 'Then our best plan will be to lay a trap for the raiders.'

"Aye, ny lord.’
" You know the route they have chosen?
"Aye, ny lord.’

Elric turned to one of his guards. 'Have nessages sent to all our generals and admrals.
What's the hour?'

' The hour of sunset is just past, ny liege.'

"Tell themto assenble before the Ruby Throne at two hours past sunset.'

Wearily, Elric rose. 'You have done well, as usual, Doctor Jest.

The thin artist bowed |ow, seeming to fold hinself in twd. A thin and somewhat unctuous
sigh was his reply.

5

A Battle: The King Proves His
War - Ski |

YYRKOON WAS THE first to arrive, all clad in martial finery, acconpani ed by two nassive
guards, each hol ding one of the prince's ornate war-banners.

"My enperor!' Yyrkoon's shout was proud and disdainful. 'Wuld you | et ne command the
warriors? It will relieve you of that care when, doubtless, you have many other concerns with
whi ch to occupy your tine.'

Elric replied inpatiently: 'You are nost thoughtful, Prince Yyrkoon, but fear not for ne.
| shall command the arm es and the navies of Ml nibone, for that is the duty of the enperor.'

Yyrkoon gl owered and stepped to one side as Dyvim Tvar, Lord of the Dragon Caves, entered.
He had no guard whatsoever with himand it seened he had dressed hastily. He carried his hel net
under his arm

"My enperor--1 bring news of the dragons...'

"l thank you, Dyvim Tvar, but wait until all my comuanders are assenbl ed and inpart that
news to them too.'

Dyvi m Tvar bowed and went to stand on the opposite side of the hall to that on which
Prince Yyrkoon stood.

Gradually the warriors arrived until a score of great captains waited at the foot of the
steps which led to the Ruby Throne where Elric sat. Elric hinself still wore the clothes in which
he had gone riding that nmorning. He had not had time to change and had until a little while before
been consulting nmaps of the nmazes-maps which only he could read and which, at normal tines, were
hi dden by magi cal nmeans from any who might attenpt to find them

' Sout hl anders woul d steal Inrryr's wealth and slay us all,' Elric began. 'They believe
they have found a way through our sea-maze. A fleet of a hundred warships sails on Ml ni bone even
now. Tonorrow it will wait below the horizon until dusk, then it will sail to the naze and enter.
By midnight it expects to reach the harbour and to have taken the Dreaning City before dawn. Is
that possible, | wonder?

"No!' Many spoke the single word.

"No." Elric snmled. 'But how shall we best enjoy this little war they offer us?

Yyrkoon, as ever, was first to shout. 'Let us go to neet themnow, with dragons and with
battl e-barges. Let us pursue themto their own |and and take their war to them Let us attack
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their nations and burn their cities! Let us conquer them and thus ensure our own security!'’

Dyvi m Tvar spoke up again:

'No dragons,' he said.

"What ?' Yyrkoon whirled. 'Wat?

'"No dragons, prince. They will not be awakened. The dragons sleep in their caverns,
exhausted by their |ast engagenent on your behal f.

"M ne?

"You woul d use themin our conflict with the Vilmrian pirates. | told you that | would
prefer to save themfor a | arger engagenent. But you flew them agai nst the pirates and you burned
their little boats and now the dragons sl eep."'

Yyrkoon gl owered. He | ooked up at Elric. 'l did not expect...'

Elric raised his hand. 'W need not use our dragons until such a tinme as we really need
them This attack fromthe southlander fleet is nothing. But we will conserve our strength if we
bide our time. Let themthink we are unready. Let thementer the maze. Once the whol e hundred are
through, we close in, blocking off all routes in or out of the nmaze. Trapped, they will be crushed
by us.'

Yyrkoon | ooked pettishly at his feet, evidently wi shing he could think of sone flawin the

plan. Tall, old Admral Magum Colimin his sea-green arnour stepped forward and bowed. 'The gol den
battl e-barges of Imrryr are ready to defend their city, my liege. It will take time, however, to
manoeuvre theminto position. It is doubtful if all will fit into the maze at once.'

" Then sail sone of them out now and hide them around the coast, so that they can wait for
any survivors that nay escape our attack,' Elric instructed him

"A useful plan, ny liege.' Magum Col i m bowed and sank back into the crowd of his peers.

The debate continued for sonme tinme and then they were ready and about to | eave. But then
Prince Yyrkoon bel | owed once nore:

"I repeat ny offer to the enperor. H's person is too valuable to risk in battle. My person-
-it is worthless. Let me command the warriors of both [and and sea while the enperor may remain at
the pal ace, untroubled by the battle, confident that it will be won and the southl anders trounced--
perhaps there is a book he w shes to finish?

Elric smled. '"Again | thank you for your concern, Prince Yyrkoon. But an enperor nust
exerci se his body as well as his mnd. | will command the warriors tonorrow. '

When Elric arrived back at his apartnents it was to discover that Tangl ebones had al ready
| aid out his heavy, black wargear. Here was the armour which had served a hundred Mel ni bonean
enperors; an arnour which was forged by sorcery to give it a strength unequall ed on the Real m of
Earth, which could, so runour went, even withstand the bite of the mythical runebl ades,

St or mbri nger and Mour nbl ade, whi ch had been wi el ded by the wi ckedest of Mel ni bone's many w cked
rulers before being seized by the Lords of the H gher Wrlds and hidden forever in a real mwhere
even those Lords might rarely venture.

The face of the tangled man was full of joy as he touched each piece of armour, each
finely bal anced weapon, with his long, gnarled fingers. H's seaned face | ooked up to regard
Elric's care-ravaged features. '"Ch, ny lord! Oh, ny king! Soon you will know the joy of the
fight!'

' Aye, Tangl ebones--and let us hope it will be a joy.'

"l taught you all the skills--the art of the sword and the poignard--the art of the bow--
the art of the spear, both nounted and on foot. And you learned well, for all they say you are
weak. Save one, there's no better swordsman in Mel nibone.’

"Prince Yyrkoon could be better than ne,' Elric said reflectively. 'Could he not?

'l said "save one", ny lord.

"And Yyrkoon is that one. Wll, one day perhaps we'll be able to test the natter. |'lI
bat he before | don all that netal.’

' Best nmake speed, nmaster. Fromwhat | hear, there is nmuch to do.'

"And I'll sleep after |I've bathed.' Elric smled at his old friend's consternation. "It
will be better thus, for | cannot personally direct the barges into position. | amneeded to
command the fray--and that | will do better when |'ve rested.

"If you think it good, lord king, then it is good."'

"And you are astonished. You are too eager, Tangl ebones, to get nme into all that stuff and
see ne strut about in it as if | were Arioch hinself...'

Tangl ebones's hand flew to his nouth as if he had spoken the words, not his master, and he
was trying to block them Hi s eyes w dened.

Elric |aughed. 'You think | speak bold heresies, eh? Well, |'ve spoken worse wi thout any
ill befalling me. On Mel ni bone, Tangl ebones, the enperors control the denons, not the reverse.'
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'So you say, ny liege.'
"It is the truth.' Elric swept fromthe room calling for his slaves. The war-fever filled
hi m and he was jubil ant.

Now he was in all his black gear: the massive breastplate, the padded jerkin, the |ong
greaves, the mail gauntlets. At his side was a five-foot broadsword which, it was said, had
bel onged to a human hero call ed Aubec. Resting on the deck against the golden rail of the bridge
was the great round warboard, his shield, bearing the sign of the swooping dragon. And a hel m was
on his head; a black helm wth a dragon's head crani ng over the peak, and dragon's wi ngs flaring
backward above it, and a dragon's tail curling down the back. Al the hel mwas bl ack, but within
the hel mthere was a white shadow from which glared two crinson orbs, and fromthe sides of the
hel m strayed wi sps of nmilk-white hair, alnost |ike snobke escaping froma burning building. And, as
the helmturned in what little light came fromthe | antern hangi ng at the base of the mai nmast,
the white shadow sharpened to reveal features--fine, handsone features--a straight nose, curved
lips, up-slanting eyes. The face O Enperor Elric of Ml nibone peered into the gl oomof the maze
as he listened for the first sounds of the sea-raider's approach.

He stood on the high bridge of the great golden battle-barge which, like all its kind,
resenbled a floating ziggurat equipped with masts and sails and oars and catapults. The ship was
called The Son of the Pyaray and it was the flagship of the fleet. The Grand Admral Magum Col i m
stood beside Elric. Like DyvimTvar, the admral was one of Elric's few close friends. He had
known Elric all his life and had encouraged himto learn all he could concerning the running of
fighting ships and fighting fleets. Privately Magum Coli mm ght fear that Elric was too scholarly
and introspective to rule Ml nibone, but he accepted Elric's right to rule and was made angry and
i mpatient by the talk of the likes of Yyrkoon. Prince Yyrkoon was al so aboard the flagship, though
at this nmonent he was bel ow, inspecting the war-engines.

The Son of the Pyaray lay at anchor in a huge grotto, one of hundreds built into the walls
of the naze when the nmaze itself was built, and designed for just this purpose--to hide a battle-
barge. There was just enough height for the masts and enough width for the oars to nove freely.
Each of the golden battl e-barges was equi pped with banks of oars, each bank contai ni ng between
twenty and thirty oars on either side. The banks were four, five or six decks high and, as in the
case of The Son of the Pyaray, m ght have three independent steering systems, fore and aft. Being
armoured all in gold, the ships were virtually indestructible, and, for all their massive size,
they could nove swiftly and nanoeuvre delicately when occasion denanded. It was not the first tine
they had waited for their enemes in these grottoes. It would not be the |last (though when next
they waited it would be in greatly different circunstances).

The battl e-barges of Ml nibone were rarely seen on the open seas these days, but once they
had sailed the oceans of the world |ike fearsone floating nmountains of gold and .they had brought
terror whenever they were sighted. The fleet had been | arger then, conprising hundreds of craft.
Now there were less than forty ships. But forty would suffice. Now, in danp darkness, they awaited
their enem es.

Listening to the hollow slap of the water against the sides of the ship, Elric w shed that
he had been able to conceive a better plan than this. He was sure that this one woul d work, but he
regretted the waste of lives, both Ml nibonean and barbarian. It would have been better if sone
way coul d have been devised of frightening the barbarians away rather than trapping themin the
sea-nmaze. The southlander fleet was not the first to have been attracted by Inrryr's fabul ous
weal th. The sout hl ander crews were not the first to entertain the belief that the Mel ni boneans,
because they never now ventured far fromthe Dreanming City, had becone decadent and unable to
defend their treasures. And so the southlanders nust be destroyed in order to make the | esson
clear. Mel nibone was still strong. She was strong enough, in Yyrkoon's view, to resune her fornmer
dom nance of the world--strong in sorcery if not in soldiery.

"Hist!" Admral Magum Col i m craned forward.

'Was that the sound of an oar?

Elric nodded. 'l think so.'

Now t hey heard regul ar splashes, as of rows of oars dipping in and out of the water, and
they heard the creak of tinbers. The southlanders were corning. The Son of the Pyaray was the ship
nearest to the entrance and it would be the first to nove out, but only when the | ast of the
sout hl anders' shi ps had passed them Admral Magum Col i m bent and extingui shed the | antern, then
qui ckly, quietly, he descended to informhis crew of the raiders' com ng

Not |ong before, Yyrkoon had used his sorcery to sumon a peculiar mst, which hid the
gol den barges fromview, but through which those on the Ml ni bonean ships could peer. Now Elric
saw torches burning in the channel ahead as carefully the reavers negotiated the naze. Wthin the
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space of a few mnutes ten of the galleys had passed the grotto. Admiral Magum Col i mrejoi ned
Elric on the bridge and now Prince Yyrkoon was with him Yyrkoon, too, wore a dragon helm though
Il ess magnificent than Elric's, for Elric was chief of the few surviving Dragon Princes of
Mel ni bone. Yyrkoon was grinning through the gl oomand his eyes gleaned in anticipation of the

bl oodl etting to cone. Elric wi shed that Prince Yyrkoon had chosen another ship than this, but it
was Yyrkoon's right to be aboard the flagship and he could not deny it.

Now hal f the hundred vessel s had gone past.

Yyrkoon's arnour creaked as, inpatiently, he waited, pacing the bridge, his gauntletted
hand on the hilt of his broadsword. 'Soon' he kept saying to hinself. 'Soon.'

And then their anchor was groaning upwards and their oars were plunging into the water as
the | ast southland ship went by and they shot fromthe grotto into the channel ranm ng the eneny
gal l ey am dshi ps and smashing it in two.

A great yell went up fromthe barbarian crew Men were flung in all directions. Torches
danced erratically on the remains of the deck as nmen tried to save thenselves fromslipping into
the dark, chill waters of the channel. A few brave spears rattled against the sides of the
Mel ni bonean flag-galley as it began to turn anongst the debris it had created. But Inrryrian
archers returned the shots and the few survivors went down.

The sound of this swift conflict was the signal to the other battle-barges. In perfect
order they canme fromboth sides of the high rock walls and it nust have seened to the astonished
barbarians that the great golden ships had actually enmerged fromsolid stone--ghost ships filled
with demons who rained spears, arrows and brands upon them Now the whole of the tw sting channel
was confusion and a nedl ey of war-shouts echoed and boormed and the clash of steel upon steel was
Ii ke the savage hissing of sone nonstrous snake, and the raiding fleet itself resenbled a snake
whi ch had been broken into a hundred pieces by the tall, inplacable golden ships of Ml nibone.
These ships seened al nost serene as they noved against their enenies, their grappling irons
flashing out to catch wooden decks and rails and draw the gall eys nearer so that they m ght be
destroyed

But the southlanders were brave and they kept their heads after their initial
astoni shnent. Three of their galleys headed directly for The Son of the Pyaray, recognising it as
the flagship. Fire arrows sailed high and dropped down into the decks which were wooden and not

protected by the golden arnmour, starting fires wherever they fell, or else bringing blazing death
to the men they struck

Elric raised his shield above his head and two arrows struck it, bouncing, still flaring,
to a |l ower deck. He |l eapt over the rail, following the arrows, junmping down to the w dest and nost

exposed deck where his warriors were grouping, ready to deal with the attacking galleys. Catapults
t hudded and balls of blue fire swi shed through the blackness, narrowly missing all three galleys.
Anot her volley foll owed and one nmass of flame struck the far galley's mast and then burst upon the
deck, scattering huge flames wherever it touched. G apples snaked out and seized the first galley,
dragging it close and Elric was anmongst the first to | eap down onto the deck, rushing forward to
where he saw the southland captain, dressed all in crude, chequered arnour, a chequered surcoat
over that, a big sword in both his huge hands, bellowing at his men to resist the Ml ni bonean
dogs.

As Elric approached the bridge three barbarians armed with curved swords and snall, oblong
shields ran at him Their faces were full of fear, but there was deternmination there as well, as
if they knew they nust die but planned to weak as nmuch destruction as they could before their
soul s were taken

Shifting his war-board onto his arm Elric took his own broadsword in both hands and
Charged the sailors, knocking one off his feet with the Iip of the-shield and smashing the collar-
bone of another. The renmining barbarian skipped aside and thrust his curved sword at Elric's
face. Elric barely escaped the thrust and the sharp edge of the sword grazed his cheek, bringing
out a drop or two of blood. Elric swng the broadsword like a scythe and it bit deep into the
barbarian's wai st, alnbst cutting himin two. He struggled for a nonent, unable to believe that he
was dead but then, as Elric yanked the sword free, he closed his eyes and dropped. The nman who had
been struck by Elric's shield was staggering to his feet as Elric whirled, saw him and snmashed
the broadsword into his skull. Now the way was clear to the bridge. Elric began to clinb the
| adder, noting that the captain had seen himand was waiting for himat the top

Elric raised his shield to take the captain's first blow Through all the noise he thought
he heard the man shouting at him

"Die, you white-faced denon! Die! You have no place in this earth any | onger!

Elric was al nost diverted fromdefending hinmself by these words. They rang true to him
Perhaps he really had no place on the earth, perhaps that was why Ml ni bone was slowy coll apsing,
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why fewer children were born every year, why the dragons thensel ves were no | onger breeding. He

l et the captain strike another blow at the shield, then he reached under it and swng at the man's
|l egs. But the captain had anticipated the nove and junped backwards. This, however, gave Elric
time to run up the few remaining steps and stand on the deck, facing the captain.

The nan's face was alnpst as pale as Elric's. He was sweating and he was panting and his
eyes had misery in themas well as a wild fear

"You shoul d [ eave us alone,' Elric heard hinself saying. 'W offer you no harm barbarian
When did Mel ni bone | ast sail against the Young Ki ngdons?'

"You offer us harm by your very presence, Witeface. There is your sorcery. There are your
custons. And there is your arrogance.

"I's that why you came here? Was your attack notivated by disgust for us? O would you help
yourselves to our wealth? Admit it, captain--greed brought you to Mel nibone.'

"At least greed is an honest quality, an understandable one. But you creatures are not
human. Wirse--you are not gods, though you behave as if you were. Your day is over and you must be
wi ped

out, your city destroyed, your sorceries forgotten.'

Elric nodded. 'Perhaps you are right, captain.'

"I amright. Qur holy men say so. Qur seers predict your downfall. The Chaos Lords whom
you serve will thenselves bring about that downfall.'

' The Chaos Lords no longer have any interest in the affairs of Ml ni bone. They took away
their power nearly a thousand years since.' Elric watched the captain carefully, judging the
di stance between them 'Perhaps that is why our own power waned. O perhaps we nerely becane tired
of power.'

'"Be that as it may,' the captain said, wiping his sweating brow, 'your tine is over. You
must be destroyed once and for all.' And then he groaned, for Elric's broadsword had come under
hi s chequered breastplate and gone up through his stomach and into his |ungs.

One knee bent, one leg stretched behind him Elric began to withdraw the | ong sword,
| ooking up into the barbarian's face which had now assuned an expression of reconciliation. 'That
was unfair, Witeface. We had barely begun to talk and you cut the conversation short. You are
nmost skillful. May you withe forever in the Higher Hell. Farewell.'

Elric hardly knew why, after the captain had fallen face down on the deck, he hacked twice
at the neck until the head rolled off the body, rolled to the side of the bridge and was then
ki cked over the side so that it sank into the cold, deep water

And then Yyrkoon canme up behind Elric and he was still grinning.

"You fight fiercely and well, ny lord enperor. That dead nan was right."'

"Right?" Elric glared at his cousin. 'Right?

"Aye--in his assessment of your prowess.' And, chuckling, Yyrkoon went to supervise his
men who were finishing off the few renaining raiders.

Elric did not know why he had refused to hate Yyrkoon before. But now he did hate Yyrkoon
At that nonent he would gladly have slain him It was as if Yyrkoon had | ooked deeply into Elric's
soul and expressed contenpt for what he had seen there.

Suddenly Elric was overwhel med by an angry nmisery and he wished with all his heart that he
was not a Mel ni bonean, that he was not an enperor and that Yyrkoon had never been born

6

Pursui t:
A Del i berate Treachery

LI KE HAUGHTY Levi at hans the great gol den battl e-barges swamthrough the weckage of the
reaver fleet. A few ships burned and a few were still sinking, but nost had sunk into the
unpl unbabl e dept hs of the channel. The burning ships sent strange shadows danci ng agai nst the dank
wal | s of the sea-caverns, as if the ghosts of the slain offered a | ast salute before departing to
the sea-depths where, it was said, a Chaos king still ruled, crewing his eerie fleets with the
souls of all who died in conflict upon the oceans of the world. O perhaps they went to a gentler
doom serving Straasha, Lord of the Water Elenentals, who ruled the upper reaches of the sea.

But a few had escaped. Sonehow the southland sail ors had got past the nmssive battle-
barges, sailed back through the channel and must even now have reached the open sea. This was
reported to the flagship where Elric, Magum Coli mand Prince Yyrkoon now stood together again on
the bridge, surveying the destruction they had w eaked.
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' Then we rmust pursue themand finish them 'said Yyrkoon. He was sweating and his dark
face glistened; his eyes were alight with fever. 'W nust follow them'

Elric shrugged. He was weak. He had brought no extra drugs with himto replenish his
strength. He wished to go back to Inrryr and rest. He was tired of bloodletting, tired of Yyrkoon
and tired, nost of all, of hinself. The hatred he felt for his cousin was draining himstil
further--and he hated the hatred; that was the worst part. 'No,' he said. 'Let them go.

"Let them go? Unpuni shed? Come now, ny lord king! That is not our way!' Prince Yyrkoon
turned to the aging admiral. 'Is that our way, Adnmiral Magum Coli n®?'

Magum Col i m shrugged. He, too, was tired, but privately he agreed with Prince Yyrkoon. An
eneny of Mel ni bone shoul d be punished for daring even to think of attacking the Dreaming City. Yet
he said: 'The enperor nust decide.'’

"Let themgo,' said Elric again. He leant heavily against the rail. 'Let themcarry the
news back to their own barbarian | and. Let them say how the Dragon Princes defeated them The news
will spread. | believe we shall not be troubled by raiders again for sonme tine.'

' The Young Kingdons are full of fools,' Yyrkoon replied. 'They will not believe the news.
There will always be raiders. The best way to warn themw ||l be to nake sure that not one
sout hl ander remains alive or uncaptured.'

Elric drew a deep breath and tried to fight the faintness which threatened to overwhel m
him 'Prince Yyrkoon, you are trying ny patience...'

"But, mny enperor, | think only of the good of Ml nibone. Surely you do not want your
people to say that you are weak, that you fear a fight with but five southland galleys?

This tinme Elric's anger brought himstrength. 'Wo will say that Elric is weak? WII it be
you, Yyrkoon?' He knew that his next statenent was sensel ess, but there was nothing he could do to
stop it. "Very well, let us pursue these poor little boats and sink them And |et us make haste. |
amweary of it all.'

There was a nysterious light in Yyrkoon's eyes as he turned away to relay the orders.

The sky was turning fromblack to grey when the Ml ni bonean fleet reached the open sea and
turned its prows south towards the Boiling Sea and the southern continent beyond. The barbarian
shi ps woul d not sail through the Boiling Sea--no nortal ship could do that, it was said--but would
sail around it. Not that the barbarian ships would even reach the edges of the Boiling Sea, for
the huge battl e-barges were fast-sailing vessels. The slaves who pulled the oars were full of a
drug which increased their speed and their strength for a score or so of hours, before it slew
them And now the sails billowed out, catching the breeze. Gol den nountains, skinmng rapidly over
the sea, these ships; their nmethod of construction was a secret |ost even to the Ml ni boneans (who
had forgotten so nuch of their lore). It was easy to imagi ne how nen of the Young Ki ngdons hated
Mel ni bone and its inventions, for it did seemthat the battl e-barges bel onged to an ol der, alien
age, as they bore down upon the fleeing galleys now sighted on the horizon.

The Son of the Pyaray was in the lead of the rest of the fleet and was primng its
catapults well before any of its fellow had seen the eneny. Perspiring slaves gingerly manhandl ed
the viscous stuff of the fireballs, getting theminto the bronze cups of the catapults by nmeans of
| ong, spoon-ended tongs. It flickered in the pre-dawn gl oom

Now sl aves clinbed the steps to the bridge and brought wi ne and food on platinumplatters
for the three Dragon Princes who had renai ned there since the pursuit had begun. Elric could not
sunmon the strength to eat, but he seized a tall cup of yellow wine and drained it. The stuff was
strong and revived hima trifle. He had another cup poured and drank that as swiftly as the other
He peered ahead. It was al nost dawn. There was a |line of purple light on the horizon. 'At the
first sign of the sun's disc,' Elric said, 'let loose the fireballs.'

"I will give the order,' said Magum Colim wi ping his lips and putting down the neat bone
on whi ch he had been chewing. He left the bridge. Elric heard his feet striking the steps heavily.
Al'l at once the albino felt surrounded by enenies. There had been sonething strange in Magum
Colims manner during the argunent with Prince Yyrkoon. Elric tried to shake off such foolish
t houghts. But the weariness, the self-doubt, the open nockery of his cousin, all succeeded in
increasing the feeling that he was alone and without friends in the world. Even Cynoril and Dyvim
Tvar were, finally, Melniboneans and coul d not understand the peculiar concerns which noved him
and dictated his actions. Perhaps it would be wise to renounce everything Mel ni bonean and wander
the world as an anonynous sol di er of fortune, serving whoever needed his aid?

The dull red semicircle of the sun showed above the black line of the distant water. There
came a series of boom ng sounds fromthe forward decks of the flagship as the catapults rel eased
their fiery shot; there was a whistling scream fading away, and it seened that a dozen neteors
| eapt through the sky, hurtling towards the five galleys which Were now little nore than thirty
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shi p-1 engt hs away.

Elric saw two galleys flare, but the remaining three began to sail a zig-zag course and
avoi ded the fireballs which landed on the water and burned fitfully for a while before sinking
(still burning) into the depths.

More fireballs were prepared and Elric heard Yyrkoon shout fromthe other side of the
bridge, ordering the slaves to greater exertions. Then the fleeing vessels changed their tactics,
evidently realising that they could not save thenselves for long, and, spreading out, sailed
towards The Son of the Pyaray, just as the other ships had done in the sea-naze. It was not nerely
their courage that Elric admired but their manoeuvring skill and the speed at which they had
arrived at this logical, if hopel ess, decision.

The sun was behind the southland ships as they turned. Three brave sil houettes drew nearer
to the Mel ni bonean flagship as scarlet stained the sea, as if in anticipation of the bloodletting
to cone.

Anot her volley of fireballs was flung fromthe flagship and the leading galley tried to
tack round and avoid it, but two of the fiery globes spattered directly on its deck and soon the
whol e ship was alive with flame. Burning nmen |eapt into the water. Burning nen shot arrows at the
flagship. Burning men fell slowly fromtheir Positions in the rigging. The burning nen died, but
the burning ship came on; soneone had | ashed the steering armand directed the galley at The Son
of the Pyaray. It crashed into the golden side of the battle-barge and sone of the fire splashed
on the deck where the main catapults were in position. A cauldron containing the fire-stuff caught
and i mredi ately men were running fromall quarters of the ship to try to douse the flanme. Elric
grinned as he saw what the barbarians had done. Perhaps that ship had deliberately allowed itself
to be fired. Now the majority of the flagship's conplenent was engaged with putting out the blaze--
whil e the southland shi ps drew al ongside, threw up their own grapples, and began to board.

"Ware boarders!' Elric shouted, long after he night have warned his crew 'Barbarians
attack."'

He saw Yyrkoon whirl round, see the situation, and rush down the steps fromthe bridge.
"You stay there, ny lord king,' he flung at Elric as he disappeared. 'You are plainly too weary to
fight.'

And Elric summoned all that was left of his strength and stunbled after his cousin, to
help in the defense of the ship.

The barbarians were not fighting for their lives--they knew those to be taken al ready.
They were fighting for their pride. They wanted to take one Ml ni bonean ship down with them and
that ship nust be the flagship itself. It was hard to be contenptuous of such nen. They knew t hat
even if they took the flagship the other ships of the golden fleet would soon overwhel mthem

But the other ships were still sone distance away. Many |lives would be | ost before they
reached the flagship.

On the | owest deck Elric found hinself facing a pair of tall barbarians, each arnmed with a
curved bl ade and a small, oblong shield. He lunged forward, but his arnour seened to drag at his
linmbs, his own shield and sword were so heavy that he could barely lift them Two swords struck
his helm al nost sinultaneously. He |unged back and caught a man in the arm rammed the other with
his shield. A curved bl ade clanged on his backplate and he all but lost his footing. There was
choki ng snoke everywhere, and heat, and the tumult of battle. Desperately he swung about hi m and
felt his broadsword bite deep into flesh. One of his opponents fell, gurgling, with bl ood spouting
fromhis nouth and nose. The other lunged. Elric stepped backwards, fell over the corpse of the
man he had slain, and went down, his broadsword held out before himin one hand. And as the
triunphant barbarian |leapt forward to finish the albino, Elric caught himon the point of the
br oadsword, running himthrough. The dead man fell towards Elric who did not feel the inpact, for
he had already fainted. Not for the first tine had his deficient blood, no | onger enriched by
drugs, betrayed him

He tasted salt and thought at first it was blood. But it was sea water. A wave had risen
over the deck and nonentarily revived him He struggled to crawl from under the dead man and then
he heard a voice he recognised. He twi sted his head and | ooked up

Prince Yyrkoon stood there. He was grinning. He was full of glee at Elric's plight. Black
oily smoke still drifted everywhere, but the sounds of the fight had died.

"Are--are we victorious, cousin? Elric spoke painfully.

'"Aye. The barbarians are all dead now. W are about to sail for Inrryr.’

Elric was relieved. He would begin to die soon if he could not get to his store of
poti ons.

Hs relief nust have been evident, for Yyrkoon laughed. 'It is as well the battle did not
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| ast longer, ny lord, or we should have been w thout our |eader.'
"Help me up, cousin.' Elric hated to ask Prince Yyrkoon any favour, but he had no choice

He stretched out his enpty hand. 'I amfit enough to inspect the ship.'

Yyrkoon came forward as if to take the hand, but then he hesitated, still grinning. 'But,
my lord, | disagree. You will be dead by the time this ship turns eastward again.'

' Nonsense. Even without the drugs | can live for a considerable tinme, though novenent is
difficult. Help ne up, Yyrkoon, | command you.'

"You cannot command me, Elric. | am enperor now, you see.'

'Be wary, cousin. | can overl ook such treachery, but others will not. | shall be forced
to...'

Yyrkoon swung his legs over Elric's body and went to the rail. Here were bolts which fixed
one section of the rail in place when it was not used for the gangpl ank. Yyrkoon slowy rel eased
the bolts and kicked the section of rail into the water

Now Elric's efforts to free hinself became nore desperate. But he could hardly nove at
all.

Yyrkoon, on the other hand, seened possessed of unnatural strength. He bent and easily
flung the corpse away fromElric.

"Yyrkoon,' said Elric, '"this is unw se of you.'

"I was never a cautious nman, cousin, as well as you know. ' Yyrkoon placed a booted foot
against Elric's ribs and began to shove. Elric slid towards the gap in the rail. He could see the
bl ack sea heaving below. 'Farewell, Elric. Now a true Ml nibonean shall sit upon the Ruby Throne
And, who knows, m ght even make Cynoril his queen? It has not been unheard of...'

And Elric felt hinself rolling, felt hinself fall, felt hinself strike the water, felt his
arnmour pulling himbel ow the surface. And Yyrkoon's last words drumed in Elric's ears like the
persi stent boomnmi ng of the waves against the sides of the gol den battl e-barge.

BOOK TWO

Less certain of hinmself or his destiny than ever, the al bino king nust perforce bring his
powers of sorcery into play, conscious that he has enbarked upon a course of action by no neans at
one with his original conception of the way he wished to live his life. And now matters nust be
settled. He nust begin to rule. He nmust become cruel. But even in this he will find hinself
t hwar t ed.

1
The Caverns of the Sea King

ELRI C SANK RAPIDLY, desperately trying to keep the last of his breath in his body. He had
no strength to swimand the wei ght of the arnour denied any hope of his rising to the surface and
bei ng sighted by Magum Colimor one of the others still loyal to him

The roaring in his ears gradually faded to a whisper so that it sounded as if little
voi ces were speaking to him the voices of the water elenentals with whom in his youth, he had
had a kind of friendship. And the pain in his lungs faded; the red m st cleared fromhis eyes and
he thought he saw the face of his father, Sadric, of Cynoril and, fleetingly, of Yyrkoon. Stupid
Yyrkoon: for all that he prided hinmself that he was a Mel ni bonean, he | acked the Mel ni bonean
subtlety. He was as brutal and direct as sone of the Young Ki ngdom barbarians he so nmuch despi sed.
And now Elric began to feel alnmost grateful to his cousin. His life was over. The conflicts which
tore his mind would no I onger trouble him H's fears, his tornents, his |oves and his hatreds all
lay in the past and only oblivion lay before him As the last of his breath left his body, he gave
hinself wholly to the sea; to Straasha, Lord of all the Water Elenentals, once the conrade of the
Mel ni bonean fol k. And as he did this he remenbered the ol d spell which his ancestors had used to
sunmon Straasha. The spell canme unbidden into his dying brain.

Waters of the sea, thou gave us birth
And were our mlk and nother both

I n days when skies were overcast

You who were first shall be the |ast.
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Sea-rul ers, fathers of our blood,

Thine aid is sought, thine aid is sought,
Your salt is blood, our blood your salt,
Your bl ood the bl ood of Man.

Straasha, eternal king, eternal sea
Thine aid is sought by ne;

For enemnies of thine and mine

Seek to defeat our destiny, and drain
away our sea

Ei ther the words had an old, synbolic neaning or they referred to sone incident in
Mel ni bonean hi story which even Elric had not read about. The words nmeant very little to him and
yet they continued to repeat thenselves as his body sank deeper and deeper into the green waters.
Even when bl ackness overwhel ned himand his lungs filled with water, the words continued to
whi sper through the corridors of his brain. It was strange that he should be dead and still hear
the incantation.

It seened a long while later that his eyes opened and reveal ed swirling water and, through
it, huge, indistinct figures gliding towards him Death, it appeared, took a long tinme to cone
and, while he died, he dreamed. The | eading figure had a turquoi se beard and hair, pale green skin
that seenmed made of the sea itself and, when he spoke, a voice that was like a rushing tide. He
smiled at Elric.

Straasha answers thy sumons, nortal. Qur destinies are bound together. How may | aid
thee, and, in aiding thee, aid nmyself?

Elric's nouth was filled with water and yet he still seenmed capable of speech (thus
provi ng he dreaned).

He sai d:

"King Straasha. The paintings in the Tower of D a' rputna--in the library. Wen | was a boy
| saw them King Straasha.

The sea-king stretched out his sea-green hands. 'Aye. You sent the sunmons. You need our
aid. W honour our ancient pact with your folk.'

"No. | did not nean to summon you. The sunmmons cane unbi dden to ny dying mnd. | am happy
to drown, King Straasha.

' That cannot be. |If your mind summned us it nmeans you wish to live. We will aid you.'
King Straasha's beard streaned in the tide and his deep, green eyes were gentle, alnpbst tender, as
they regarded the al bino.

Elric closed his own eyes again. 'I dream' he said. '|I deceive nyself with fantasies of
hope.' He felt the water in his lungs and he knew he no | onger breathed. It stood to reason
therefore, that he was dead. 'But if you were real, old friend, and you wished to aid ne, you
woul d return me to Mel nibone so that | might deal with the usurper, Yyrkoon, and save Cynoril,
before it is too late. That is nmy only regret--the tornent which Cynmoril will suffer if her
br ot her becones Enperor of Mel ni bone.

"Is that all you ask of the water elenentals? King Straasha seened al nost di sappoi nted.

"I do not even ask that of you. | only voice what | would have w shed, had this been
reality and | was speaking, which | know is inpossible. Now | shall die.'

' That cannot be, Lord Elric, for our destinies are truly intertwined and | know that it is
not yet your destiny to perish. Therefore | will aid you as you have suggested.'

Elric was surprised at the sharpness of detail of this fantasy. He said to hinself. 'What
a cruel tornent | subject nyself to. Now | nust set about admitting ny death...’

"You cannot die. Not yet.'

Now it was as if the sea-king's gentle hands had picked himup and bore himthrough
twisting corridors of a delicate coral pink texture, slightly shadowed, no |longer in water. And
Elric felt the water vanish fromhis lungs and stomach and he breathed. Could it be that he had
actual |y been brought to the | egendary plane of the elemental fol k--a plane which intersected that
of the earth and in which they dwelled, for the nost part?

In a huge, circular cavern, which shone with pink and bl ue nother-of-pearl, they cane to
rest at last. The sea-king laid Elric down upon the floor of the cavern, which seened to be
covered with fine, white sand which was yet not sand for it yielded and then sprang back when he
noved.
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When King Straasha noved, it was with a sound like the tide drawing itself back over
shi ngl e. The sea-king crossed the white sand, wal king towards a large throne of milky jade. He
seated hinself upon this throne and placed his green head on his green fist, regarding Elric with
puzzl ed, yet conpassi onate eyes.

Elric was still physically weak, but he could breathe. It was as if the sea water had
filled himand then cleansed himwhen it was driven out. He felt clear-headed. And now he was much
| ess sure that he dreamed.

"I still find it hard to know why you saved ne, King Straasha,' he rmurrmured from where he
lay on the sand.

"The rune. We heard it on this plane and we cane. That is all."’

"Aye. But there is nore to sorcery-working than that. There are chants, synbols, rituals
of all sorts. Previously that has al ways been true.'

'"Perhaps the rituals take the place of urgent need of the kind which sent out your sunmons
to us. Though you say you wished to die, it was evident you did not really want to die or the
sumoni ng woul d not have been so clear and have reached us so swiftly. Forget all this now. Wen
you have rested, we shall do what you have requested of us.'

Painfully, Elric raised hinself into a sitting position. 'You spoke earlier of
"intertwi ned destinies". Do you, then, know something of my destiny?

"Alittle, | think. Qur world grows old. Once the elenentals were powerful on your plane
and the people of Ml nibone all shared that power. But now our power wanes, as does yours.

Sonet hing is changing. There are intimations that the Lords of the H gher Wrlds are again taking
an interest in your world. Perhaps they fear that the folk of the Young Ki ngdons have forgotten
them Perhaps the folk of the Young Kingdons threaten to bring in a new age, where gods and bei ngs
such as nyself no |onger shall have a place. | suspect there is a certain unease upon the planes
of the H gher Wrlds.'

" You know no nore?

King Straasha raised his head and | ooked directly into Elric's eyes. 'There is no nore
can tell you, son of ny old friends, save that you would be happier if you gave yourself up
entirely to your destiny when you understand it.

Elric sighed. 'l think I know of what you speak, King Straasha. | shall try to follow your
advi ce."'

"And now that you have rested, it is time to return.'

The sea-king rose fromhis throne of mlky jade and flowed towards Elric, lifting himup
in strong, green arns.

"W shall neet again before your life ends, Elric. | hope that | shall be able to aid you

once nore. And renenber that our brothers of the air and of fire will try to aid you also. And
remenber the beasts--they, too, can be of service to you. There is no need to suspect their help.
But beware of gods, Elric. Beware of the Lords of the Hi gher Wrlds and renenber that their aid
and their gifts must always be paid for.'

These were the last words Elric heard the sea-king speak before they rushed again through
the sinuous tunnels of this other plane, nmoving at such a speed that Elric could distinguish no
details and, at times, did not know whether they remained in King Straasha's ki ngdom or had
returned to the depths of his own world's sea.

2

A New Enperor and an Enperor
Renewed

STRANGE CLOUDS FI LLED the sky and the sun hung heavy and huge and red behind them and the
ocean was bl ack as the gol den galleys swept homeward before their battered flagship The Son of the
Pyaray which noved slowy with dead slaves at her oars and her tattered sails linp at their nasts
and snoke- begrined men on her decks and a new enperor upon her war-w ecked bridge. The new enperor
was the only jubilant man in the fleet and he was jubilant indeed. It was his banner now, not
Elric's, which took pride of place on the flagmast, for he had lost no time in proclaining Elric
slain and hinself ruler of Ml nibone.

To Yyrkoon, the peculiar sky was an onen of change, of a return to the old ways and the
old power of the Dragon Isle. Wen he issued orders, his voice was a veritable croon of pleasure,
and Admiral Magum Colim who had ever been wary of Elric but who now had to obey Yyrkoon's orders,
wondered if, perhaps, it would not have been preferable to have dealt with Yyrkoon in the manner
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in which (he suspected) Yyrkoon had dealt with Elric.

Dyvi m Tvar | eaned on the rail of his own ship,

Terhali's Particular Satisfaction, and he also paid attention to the sky, though he saw
onens of doom for he nourned for Elric and considered how he nmi ght take vengeance on Prince
Yyrkoon; should it energe that Yyrkoon had nurdered his cousin for possession of the Ruby Throne

Mel ni bone appeared on the horizon, a brooding silhouette of crags, a dark nonster
squatting in the sea, calling her owm back to the heated pl easures of her wonb, the Dreaning City
of Inrryr. The great cliffs loomed, the central gate to the sea-maze opened, water slapped and
gasped as the golden prows disturbed it and the gol den ships were swallowed into the nurky
dankness of the tunnels where bits of weckage still floated fromthe previous night's encounter
where white, bloated corpses could still be Seen when the brandlight touch them The prows nosed
arrogantly through the rermains of their prey, but there was no joy aboard the gol den battle-
barges, for they brought news of their old enperor's death in battle (Yyrkoon had told them what
had happened). Next night and for seven nights in all the WId Dance of Ml ni bone would fill the
streets. Potions and petty spells would ensure that no one slept, for sleep was forbidden to any
Mel ni bonean, old or young, while a dead enperor was nourned. Naked, the Dragon Princes would prow
the city, taking any young woman they found and filling her with their seed for it was traditiona
that if an enperor died then the nobles of Ml nibone nust create as many children of aristocratic
bl ood as was possible. Misic-slaves would howl fromthe top of every tower. O her slaves would be
slain and sone eaten. It was a dreadful dance, the Dance of Msery, and it took as many lives as
it created. A tower would be pulled down and a new one erected during those seven days and the
tower would be called for Elric VIII, the Al bino Enperor, slain upon the sea, defending Ml nibone
agai nst the southland pirates.

Sl ain upon the sea and his body taken by the waves. That was not a good portent, for it
meant that Elric had gone to serve Pyaray, the Tentacl ed Wi sperer of |npossible Secrets, the
Chaos Lord who commanded the Chaos Fl eet--dead ships, dead sailors, forever in his thrall--and it
was not fitting that such a fate should befall one of the Royal Line of Ml nibone. Ah, but the
mour ni ng woul d be | ong, thought Dyvim Tvar. He had loved Elric, for all that he had sonetines
di sapproved of his nethods of ruling the Dragon Isle. Secretly he would go to the Dragon Caves
that night and spend the period of mourning with the sleeping dragons who, now that Elric was
dead, were all he had left to | ove. And Dyvim Tvar then thought of Cynoril, awaiting Elric's
return.

The ships began to energe into the half-light of the evening. Torches and braziers already
burned on the quays of Inrryr which were deserted save for a small group of figures who stood
around a chari ot which had been driven out to the end of the central nole. A cold wind blew. Dyvim
Tvar knew that it was the Princess Cynoril who waited, with her guards, for the fleet.

Though the flagship was the | ast to pass through the maze, the rest of the ships had to
wait until it could be towed into position and dock first. If this had not been the required
tradition, Dyvim Tvar would have left his ship and gone to speak to Cynoril, escort her fromthe
quay and tell her what he knew of the circunstances of Elric's death. But it was inpossible. Even
before Terhali's Particular Satisfaction had dropped anchor, the main gangpl ank of The Son of the
Pyaray had been | owered and t he Enperor Yyrkoon, all swaggering pride, had stepped down it, his
arns raised in triunphant salute to his sister who could be seen, even now, searching the decks of
the ships for a sign of her bel oved al bi no.

Suddenly Cymoril knew that Elric was dead and she suspected that Yyrkoon had, in some way,
been responsible for Elric's death. Either Yyrkoon had allowed Elric to be borne down by a group
of southland reavers or else he had nmanaged to slay Elric hinself. She knew her brother and she
recogni sed his expression. He was pleased with hinself as he al ways had been when successful in
some form of treachery or another. Anger flashed in her tear-filled eyes and she threw back her
head and shouted at the shifting, oninous sky:

" Ch! Yyrkoon has destroyed him

Her guards were startled. The captain spoke solicitously. 'Mdan?

"He is dead--and that brother slew him Take Prince Yyrkoon, captain. Kill Prince Yyrkoon
captain.'

Unhappily, the captain put his right hand on the hilt of his sword. A young warrior, nore
i npetuous, drew his blade, murnuring: 'I will slay him princess, if that is your desire.' The

young warrior loved Cynoril with considerable and unthinking intensity.

The captain offered the warrior a cautionary glance, but the warrior was blind to it. Now
two others slid swords from scabbards as Yyrkoon, a red cl oak wound about him his dragon crest
catching the light fromthe brands guttering in the wind, stalked forward and cri ed:

"Yyrkoon is enmperor now'
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"No!" shrieked Yyrkoon's sister. "Elric! Elric! Wwere are you?

'Serving his new nmaster, Pyaray of Chaos. H s dead hands pull at the sweep of a Chaos
ship, sister. Hs dead eyes see nothing at all. His dead ears hear only the crack of Pyaray's
whi ps and his dead flesh cringes, feeling nought but that unearthly scourge. Elric sank in his
arnmour to the bottomof the sea.'

"Murderer! Traitor!' Cynoril began to sob

The captain, who was a practical nman, said to his warriors in a | ow voice: 'Sheath your
weapons and sal ute your new enperor.

Only the young guardsnman who | oved Cynoril disobeyed. 'But he slew the enperor! My | ady
Cynoril said so!'

"What of it? He is enperor now. Kneel or you'll be dead within the mnute.'

The young warrior gave a wild shout and | eapt towards Yyrkoon, who stepped back, trying to
free his arns fromthe folds of his cloak. He had not expected this.

But it was the captain who | eapt forward, his own sword drawn; and hacked down the
youngster so that he gasped, half-turned, then fell at Yyrkoon's feet.

Thi s denonstration of the captain's was confirmation of his real power and Yyrkoon al nost
smrked with satisfaction as he | ooked down at the corpse. The captain fell to one knee, the
bl oody sword still in his hand. 'My enperor,' he said.

"You show a proper |oyalty, captain.'

"My loyalty is to the Ruby Throne.'

"Quite so.’

Cynoril shook with grief and rage, but her rage was inpotent. She knew now t hat she had no
friends.

Leering, the Enperor Yyrkoon presented hinmself before her. He reached out his hand and he
caressed her neck, her cheek, her mouth. He let his hand fall so that it grazed her breast.
"Sister,' he said, 'thou art mine entirely now.'

And Cynoril was the second to fall at his feet, for she had fainted.

"Pick her up,' Yyrkoon said to the guard. 'Take her back to her own tower and there be
sure she renmains. Two guards will be with her at all tines, in even her nost private nonents they
nmust observe her, for she may plan treachery against the Ruby Throne.'

The captain bowed and signed to his nmen to obey the enperor. 'Aye, ny lord. It shall be
done.'

Yyrkoon | ooked back at the corpse of the young warrior. 'And feed that to her sl aves
tonight, so that he can continue serving her.' He sml ed.

The captain smled, too, appreciating the joke. He felt it was good to have a proper
enperor in Ml nibone again. An enperor who knew how to behave, who knew how to treat his enem es
and who accepted unswerving loyalty as his right. The captain fancied that fine, martial tinmes |ay
ahead for Mel ni bone. The golden battle-barges and the warriors of Inrryr could go a-spoiling again
and instil in the barbarians of the Young Kingdons a sweet and satisfactory sense of fear.
Already, in his mnd, the captain helped hinmself to the treasures of Lornyr, Argimliar and
Pi karayd, of Il mora and Jadmar. He night even be nade governor, say, of the Isle of the Purple
Towns. What |uxuries of tornent would he bring to those upstart sealords, particularly Count
Smi or gan Bal dhead who was even now beginning to try to nake the isle a rival to Melnibone as a
trading port. As he escorted the linp body of the Princess Cynoril back to her tower, the captain
| ooked on that body and felt the swellings of lust within him Yyrkoon would reward his loyalty,
there was no doubt of that. Despite the cold wind, the captain began to sweat in his anticipation
He, hinself, would guard the Princess Cynoril. He would relish it.

Marching at the head of his arny, Yyrkoon strutted for the Tower of D arputna, the Tower
of Enperors, and the Ruby Throne within. He preferred to ignore the litter which had been brought
for himand to go on foot, so that he m ght savour every small nmonent of his triunph. He
approached the tower, tall anmong its fellows at the very centre of Inrryr, as he m ght approach a
bel oved wonman. He approached it with a sense of delicacy and w thout haste, for he knew that it
was hi s.

He | ooked about him His arny nmarched behind him Magum Colimand Dyvim Tvar |ed the arnmny.
People lined the twisting streets and bowed low to him Sl aves prostrated thensel ves. Even the
beasts of burden were made to kneel as he strode by. Yyrkoon could al nbst taste the power as one
m ght taste a luscious fruit. He drew deep breaths of the air. Even the air was his. Al Imryr
was his. Al Melnibone, Soon would all the world be his. And he would squander it all. How he
woul d squander it! Such a grand terror would he bring back to the earth; such a nunificence of
fear! In ecstasy, alnost blindly, did the Enperor Yyrkoon enter the tower. He hesitated at the
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great doors of the throne room He signed for the doors to be opened and as they opened he
deliberately took in the scene tiny bit by tiny bit. The walls, the banners, the trophies, the
galleries, all were his. The throne roomwas enpty now, but soon he would fill it with colour and
cel ebration and true, Mel nibonean entertai nnents. It had been too | ong since blood had sweetened
the air of this hall. Now he let his eyes |inger upon the steps |eading up to the Ruby Throne
itself, but, before he | ooked at the throne, he heard Dyvim Tvar gasp behind himand his gaze went
suddenly to the Ruby Throne and his jaw sl ackened at what he saw. Hi s eyes widened in incredulity.

"An illusion!'

"An apparition, said Dyvim Tvar with sone satisfaction

"Heresy!' cried the Enperor Yyrkoon, staggering forward, finger pointing at the robed and
cow ed figure which sat so still upon the Ruby Throne. 'Mne! M ne!’

The figure nade no reply.

"M ne! Begone! The throne belongs to Yyrkoon. Yyrkoon is enperor now What are you? Wy
woul d you thwart ne thus?

The cowl fell back and a bone-white face was reveal ed, surrounded by flowi ng, mlk-white
hair. Crinson eyes |ooked coolly down at the shrieking, stunbling thing which cane towards them

"You are dead, Elric! | know that you are dead!'’

The apparition nade no reply, but a thin snmile touched the white I|ips.

"You could not have survived. You drowned. You cannot cone back. Pyaray owns your soul !’

"There are others who rule in the sea, 'said the figure on the Ruby Throne. 'Wy did you
slay ne, cousin?

Yyrkoon's guile had deserted him making way for terror and confusion. 'Because it is ny
right to rule! Because you were not strong enough, nor cruel enough, nor hunorous enough...'

'"I's this not a good joke, cousin?

' Begone! Begone! Begone! | shall not be ousted by a spectre! A dead enperor cannot rule
Mel ni bone!"’

"W shall see,' said Elric, signing to Dyvim Tvar and his sol diers.

3
A Traditional Justice

"NOW I NDEED | shall rule as you would have had nme rule, cousin.' Elric watched as Dyvim
Tvar's sol di ers surrounded the woul d-be usurper and seized his arms, relieving himof his weapons.

Yyrkoon panted |ike a captured wolf. He glared around himas if hoping to find support
fromthe assenbled warriors, but they stared back at himeither neutrally or with open contenpt.

"And you, Prince Yyrkoon, will be the first to benefit fromthis new rule of mne. Are you
pl eased?’

Yyrkoon | owered his head. He was trenbling now Elric |aughed, 'Speak up, cousin.'

‘"May Arioch and all the Dukes of Hell torment you for eternity,' grow ed Yyrkoon. He flung
back his head, his wild eyes rolling, his lips curling: 'Arioch! Arioch! Curse this feeble albino!
Arioch! Destroy himor see Ml nibone fall!’

Elric continued to | augh. 'Arioch does not hear you. Chaos is weak upon the earth now. It
needs a greater sorcery than yours to bring the Chaos Lords back to aid you as they aided our
ancestors. And now, Yyrkoon, tell ne--where is the Lady Cynoril ?

But Yyrkoon had | apsed, again, into a sullen silence.

"She is at her own tower, ny enperor,' said Magum Col i m

"A creature of Yyrkoon's took her there,' said Dyvim Tvar. 'The captain of Cynoril's own
guard, he slew a warrior who tried to defend his m stress agai nst Yyrkoon. It could be that
Princess Cynoril is in danger, ny lord."'

"Then go quickly to the tower. Take a force of nen. Bring both Cynoril and the captain of
her guard to ne.

"And Yyrkoon, ny lord?" asked Dyvim Tvar.

"Let himremain here until his sister returns.'

Dyvi m Tvar bowed and, selecting a body of warriors, left the throne room Al noticed that
Dyvim Tvar's step was lighter and his expression |less grimthan when he had first approached the
throne roomat Prince Yyrkoon's back

Yyrkoon strai ghtened his head and | ooked about the court. For a monent he seemed |like a
pathetic and bewi ldered child. Al the Iines of hate and anger had di sappeared and Elric felt
synpathy for his cousin growing again within him But this time Elric quelled the feeling.
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'"Be grateful, cousin, that for a few hours you were totally powerful, that you enjoyed
dom nation over all the folk of Ml nibone."’

Yyrkoon said in a snmall, puzzled voice: 'How did you escape? You had no tine for nmeking a
sorcery, no strength for it. You could barely nove your |inbs and your arnour nust have dragged
you deep to the bottom of the sea so that you should have drowned. It is unfair, Elric. You should
have drowned.'

Elric shrugged, 'I have friends in the sea. They recognise nmy royal blood and ny right to
rule if you do not.'

Yyrkoon tried to disguise the astonishnment he felt. Evidently his respect for Elric had
i ncreased, as had his hatred for the al bino enperor. 'Friends.

"Aye,' said Elric with a thin grin.

"I--1 thought, too, you had vowed not to use your powers of sorcery.'

"But you thought that a vow which was unbefitting for a Ml ni bonean nonarch to make, did
you not? Well, | agree with you. You see, Yyrkoon, you have won a victory, after all.

Yyrkoon stared narrowWy at Elric, as if trying to divine a secret neaning behind Elric's
words. 'You will bring back the Chaos Lords?

'"No sorcerer, however powerful, can summon the Chaos Lords or, for that nmatter, the Lords
of Law, if they do not wish to be sumoned. That you know. You must know it, Yyrkoon. Have you
not, yourself, tried. And Arioch did not cone, did he? Did he bring you the gift you sought--the
gift of the two bl ack swords?

" You know t hat ?

"I did not. | guessed. Now I know. '

Yyrkoon tried to speak but his voice would not formwords, so angry was he. Instead, a
strangl ed grow escaped his throat and for a few nonments he struggled in the grip of his guards.

Dyvim Tvar returned with Cynoril. The girl was pale but she was smling. She ran into the
throne room 'Elric!'

"Cynoril! Are you harned?

Cynoril glanced at the crestfallen captain of her guard who had been brought with her. A
| ook of disgust crossed her fine face. Then she shook her head. 'No. | am not harnmed."'

The captain of Cynoril's guard was shaking with terror. He | ooked pl eadingly at Yyrkoon as
if hoping that his fell ow prisoner could help him But Yyrkoon continued to stare at the fl oor

'Have that one brought closer.' Elric pointed at the captain of the guard. The nman was
dragged to the foot of the steps leading to the Ruby Throne. He npaned. '\Wat a petty traitor you
are,' said Elric. 'At least Yyrkoon had the courage to attenpt to slay me. And his anbitions were
hi gh. Your anmbition was nerely to becone one of his pet curs. So you betrayed your mistress and
sl ew one of your own nmen. \Wat is your nane?

The man had difficulty speaking, but at last he murmured, 'It is Val harik, my nane. Wat
could I do? | serve the Ruby Throne, whoever sits upon it.'

"So the traitor clainms that loyalty notivated him | think not.'

"It was, nmy lord. It was.' The captain began to whine. He fell to his knees. 'Slay ne
swiftly. Do not punish ne nore.'

Elric's imulse was to heed the man's request, but he | ooked at Yyrkoon and then
remenbered the expression on Cynoril's face when she had | ooked at the guard. He knew that he rmnust
make a point now, whilst maki ng an exanple of Captain Val harik. So he shook his head. 'No. | will
puni sh you nore. Tonight you will die here according to the traditions of Ml nibone, while ny
nobl es feast to celebrate this new era of ny rule.

Val hari k began to sob. Then he stopped hinself and got slowy to his feet, a Ml ni bonean
again. He bowed | ow and stepped backward, giving hinself into the grip of his guards.

"I must consider a way in which your fate may be shared with the one you wi shed to serve,
Elric went on. 'How did you slay the young warrior who sought to obey Cynoril?'

"Wth nmy sword. | cut himdown. It was a clean stroke. But one.'

" And what becane of the corpse.’

"Prince Yyrkoon told ne to feed it to Princess Cynoril's slaves.'

"I understand. Very well, Prince Yyrkoon, you may join us at the feast tonight while
Captain Val harik entertains us with his dying.'

Yyrkoon's face was alnost as pale as Elric's. 'Wat do you nmean?

"The little pieces of Captain Valharik's flesh which our Doctor Jest will carve fromhis
linbs will be the neat on which you feast. You may give instructions as to how you w sh the
captain's flesh prepared. W should not expect you to eat it raw, cousin.

Even Dyvi m Tvar | ooked astonished at Elric's decision. Certainly it was in the spirit of
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Mel ni bone and a clever irony inproving on Prince Yyrkoon's own idea, but it was unlike Elric-- or,
at least, it was unlike the Elric he had known up until a day earlier.

As he heard his fate, Captain Val harik gave a great screamof terror and glared at Prince
Yyrkoon as if the woul d-be usurper were already tasting his flesh. Yyrkoon tried to turn away, his
shoul der s shaki ng.

"And that will be the beginning of it," said Elric. 'The feast will start at m dnight.
Until that tine, confine Yyrkoon to his own tower.'

After Prince Yyrkoon and Captain Val harik had been | ed away, Dyvim Tvar and Princess
Cynoril canme and stood beside Elric who had sunk back in his great throne and was staring bitterly
into the middl e-di stance.

'That was a clever cruelty,' Dyvim Tvar said. Cynoril said: 'It is what they both
deserve.'

"Aye,' nmurmured Elric. "It is what ny father woul d have done. It is what Yyrkoon would
have done had our positions been reversed. | but followthe traditions. | no longer pretend that |
ammy own nman. Here | shall stay until | die, trapped upon the Ruby Throne--serving the Ruby
Throne as Val harik clained to serve it,"'

"Could you not kill them both quickly? Cynoril asked. 'You know that | do not plead for
my brother because he is my brother. | hate himnmost of all. But it mght destroy you, Elric, to
follow through with your plan.'

"What if it does? Let ne be destroyed. Let ne nerely becone an unthinking extension of ny
ancestors. The puppet of ghosts and nenories, dancing to strings which extend back through tine
for ten thousand years.'

"Perhaps if you slept...' Dyvim Tvar suggest ed.

"I shall not sleep, | feel, for many nights after this. But your brother is not going to
die, Cynoril. After his punishnment--after he has eaten the flesh of Captain Valharik--1 intend to
send himinto exile. He will go alone into the Young Kingdons and he will not be allowed to take
his grinbires with him He nust make his way as best he can in the |ands of the barbarian. That is
not too severe a punishrment, | think.

"It is too lenient,' said Cynoril. 'You would be best advised to slay him Send soldiers
now. Gve himno tine to consider counterplots.'

"I do not fear his counterplots.' Elric rose wearily. "Now | should like it if you would
both [ eave nme, until an hour or so before the feasting begins. | nust think.'

"I will return to nmy tower and prepare nyself for tonight,' said Cynoril. She kissed Elric
lightly upon his pale forehead. He | ooked up, filled with | ove and tenderness for her. He reached
out and touched her hair and her cheek. 'Remenber that | |love you, Elric,' she said.

"I will see that you are safely escorted honeward,' Dyvim Tvar said to her. 'And you nust
choose a new conmander of your guard. Can | assist in that?

"l should be grateful, Dyvim Tvar.'

They left Elric still upon the Ruby Throne, still staring into space. The hand that he
lifted fromtinme to time to his pale head shook a little and now the torment showed in his
strange, crimnson eyes.

Later, he rose up fromthe Ruby Throne and wal ked sl ow y, head bowed, to his own
apartnents, followed by his guards. He hesitated at the door which I ed onto the steps going up to
the library. Instinctively he sought the consolation and forgetful ness of a certain kind of
know edge, but at that noment he suddenly hated his scrolls and his books. He blanmed themfor his
ridi cul ous concerns regarding 'norality' and 'justice'; he blamed themfor the feelings of guilt
and despair which now filled himas a result of his decision to behave as a Mel ni bonean nmonarch
was expected to behave. So he passed the door to the library and went on to his apartnments, but
even his apartnments displeased hi mnow. They were austere. They were not furnished according to
the luxurious tastes of all Melniboneans (save for his father) with their delight in lush m xtures
of col our and bizarre design. He woul d have them changed as soon as possible. He would give
himsel f up to those ghosts who ruled him For some time he stalked fromroomto room trying to
push back that part of himwhich denmanded he be nmerciful to Valharik and to Yyrkoon--at very | east
to slay them and be done with it or, better, to send themboth into exile. But it was inpossible
to reverse his decision now

At last he lowered hinself to a couch which rested beside a wi ndow | ooki ng out over the
whol e of the city. The sky was still full of turbulent cloud, but now the noon shone through, |ike
the yell ow eye of an unhealthy beast. It seenmed to stare with a certain triunphant irony at him
as if relishing the defeat of his conscience. Elric sank his head into his arns.

Later the servants came to tell himthat the courtiers were assenbling for the cel ebration
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feast. He allowed themto dress himin his yellow robes of state and to place the dragon crown
upon his head and then he returned to the throne roomto be greeted by a mighty cheer, nore

whol ehearted than any he had ever received before. He acknow edged the greeting and then seated
hinself in the Ruby Throne, | ooking out over the banqueting tables which now filled the hall. A
tabl e was brought and set before himand two extra seats were brought, for Dyvim Tvar and Cynori l
woul d sit beside him But Dyvim Tvar and Cynoril were not yet here and neither had the renegade
Val hari k been brought. And where was Yyrkoon? They shoul d, even now, be at the centre of the hall--
Val harik in chains and Yyrkoon seated beneath him Doctor Jest was there, heating his brazier on
whi ch rested his cooking pans, testing and sharpening his knives. The hall was filled with excited
talk as the court waited to be entertained. Already the food was being brought in, though no one
m ght eat until the enperor ate first.

Elric signed to the conmander of his own guard. 'Has the Princess Cynoril or Lord Dyvim
Tvar arrived at the tower yet?

"No, ny lord."'

Cynoril was rarely late and Dyvim Tvar never. Elric frowned. Perhaps they did not relish
the entertainment.

" And what of the prisoners?

' They have been sent for, ny lord.'

Doctor Jest | ooked up expectantly, his thin body tensed in anticipation

And then Elric heard a sound above the din of the conversation. A groaning sound which
seened to conme fromall around the tower. He bent his head and |istened closely.

QO hers were hearing it now They stopped talking and also listened intently. Soon the
whol e hall was in silence and the groaning increased.

Then, all at once, the doors of the throne room burst open and there was Dyvi m Tvar
gaspi ng and bl oody, his clothes slashed and his flesh gashed. And following himin came a nist--a
swirling mst of dark purples and unpl easant blues and it was this m st that groaned.

Elric sprang fromhis throne and knocked the table aside. He | eapt down the steps towards
his friend. The groaning m st began to creep further into the throne room as if reaching out for
Dyvi m Tvar.

Elric took his friend in his arms. 'Dyvim Tvar! Wat is this sorcery?

Dyvim Tvar's face was full of horror and his |lips seened frozen until at |ast he said:

"It is Yyrkoon's sorcery. He conjured the groaning mst to aid himin his escape. | tried
to follow himfromthe city but the mst engulfed ne and | lost ny senses. | went to his tower to
bring himand his accessory here, but the sorcery had al ready been acconplished.’

"Cynoril? Where is she?

'"He took her, Elric. She is with him Valharik is with himand so are a hundred warriors
who renmai ned secretly loyal to him'

"Then we must pursue him W shall soon capture him'

"You can do nothing against the groaning nmist. Ah! It cones!’

And sure enough the mist was beginning to surround them Elric tried to disperse it by
waving his arns, but then it had gathered thickly around himand its nelancholy groaning filled
his ears, its hideous colours blinded his eyes. He tried to rush through it, but it remained with
him And now he thought he heard words anongst the groans. '"Elric is weak. Elric is foolish. Elric
nmust die!’

"Stop this!' he cried. He bunped into another body and fell to his knees. He began to
crawl, desperately trying to peer through the mst. Now faces fornmed in the mst--frightful faces,
nore terrifying than any he had ever seen, even in his worst nightnmares.

"Cynoril!' he cried. 'Cynoril!

And one of the faces becane the face of Cynoril--a Cynoril who | eered at himand nocked
hi m and whose face slowy aged until he saw a filthy crone and, ultinmately, a skull on which the
flesh rotted. He closed his eyes, but the image renained.

"Cynoril,' whispered the voices. 'Cynoril,

And Elric grew weaker as he becane nore desperate. He cried out for Dyvim Tvar, but heard
only a nocking echo of the nane, as he had heard Cynoril's. He shut his |lips and he shut his eyes
and, still crawing, tried to free hinself fromthe groaning mst. But hours seened to pass before
t he groans becane whi nes and the whi nes becane faint strands of sound and he tried to rise,
opening his eyes to see the mist fading, but then his | egs buckled and he fell down against the
first step which led to the Ruby Throne. Again he had ignored Cynoril's advice concerning her
brot her--and again she was in danger. Elric's |ast thought was a sinple one:

"I amnot fit to live,' he thought.
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4
To Call the Chaos Lord

AS SOON AS he recovered fromthe bl ow which had knocked hi m unconsci ous and thus wasted
even nore tine, Elric sent for Dyvim Tvar. He was eager for news. But Dyvim Tvar could report
not hi ng. Yyrkoon had sumoned sorcerous aid to free him sorcerous aid to effect his escape. 'He
must have had sone magi cal neans of |eaving the island, for he could not have gone by ship,' said
Dyvi m Tvar.

"You nust send out expeditions,' said Elric. 'Send a thousand detachnents if you nust.
Send every man in Melnibone. Strive to wake the dragons that they might be used. Equip the gol den
battl e-barges. Cover the world with our men if you nust, but find Cynoril.

"All those things | have already done,' said Dyvim Tvar, 'save that | have not yet found
Cynoril.'

A nonth passed and Inrryrian warriors nmarched and rode through the Young Ki ngdons seeking
news of their renegade countrynen.

"I worried nore for nyself than for Cynoril and | called that "norality",' thought the
albino. 'l tested ny sensibilities, not nmy conscience."'

A second nonth passed and Inrryrian dragons sailed the skies to South and East, Wst and
Nort h, but though they flew across nmountains, and seas, and forests and plains and, unw ttingly,
brought terror to many a city, they found no sign of Yyrkoon and his band.

"For, finally, one can only judge oneself by one's actions,' thought Elric. 'l have | ooked
at what | have done, not at what | meant to do or thought | would like to do, and what | have done
has, in the main, been foolish, destructive and with little point. Yyrkoon was right to despise ne
and that was why | hated himso.'

A fourth nonth cane and Inrryrian ships stopped in renpote ports and Inrryrian sailors
questioned other travelers and explorers for news of Yyrkoon. But Yyrkoon's sorcery had been
strong and none had seen him (or renmenbered seeing him.

"I nmust now consider the inplications of all these thoughts,' said Elric to hinself.

Wearily, the swiftest of the soldiers began to return to Mel ni bone, bearing their useless
news. And as faith di sappeared and hope faded, Elric's determ nation increased. He made hinself
strong, both physically and nmentally. He experinmented with new drugs which would increase his
energy rather than replenish the energy he did not share with other men. He read nuch in the
library, though this time he read only certain grinoires and he read those over and over again

These grinbires were witten in the Hi gh Speech of Ml ni bone--the anci ent |anguage of
sorcery with which Elric's ancestors had been able to comruni cate with the supernatural beings
t hey had summoned. And at last Elric was satisfied that he understood them fully, though what he
read sonetinmes threatened to stop himin his present course of action

And when he was satisfied--for the dangers of mi sunderstanding the inplications of the
things described in the grinoires were catastrophic--he slept for three nights in a drugged
sl unber.

And then Elric was ready. He ordered all slaves and servants fromhis quarters. He placed
guards at the doors with instructions to adnmit no one, no nmatter how urgent their business. He
cl eared one great chanber of all furniture so that it was conpletely enpty save for one grimire
whi ch he had placed in the very centre of the room Then he seated hinsel f beside the book and
began to think.

When he had nmeditated for nore than five hours Elric took a brush and a jar of ink and
began to paint both walls and floor with conplicated synbols, sonme of which were so intricate,
that they seened to di sappear at an angle to the surface on which they had been laid. At last this
was done and Elric spreadeagl ed hinself in the very centre of his huge rune, face down, one hand
upon his grinoire, the other (with the Actorios upon it) stretched pal m down. The nobon was full. A
shaft of its light fell directly upon Elric's head, turning the hair to silver. And then the
Summoni ng began.

Elric sent his mind into twisting tunnels of |ogic, across endl ess plains of ideas,

t hrough nount ai ns of synbolism and endl ess universes of alternate truths; he sent his nmind out
further and further and as it went he sent with it the words which issued fromhis withing |ips--
words that few of his contenporaries would understand, though their very sound would chill the
bl ood of any listener. And his body heaved as he forced it to remain in its original position and
fromtinme to time a groan woul d escape him And through all this a few words cane again and again
One of these words was a nanme. 'Arioch'
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Arioch, the patron denon of Elric's ancestors; one of the nost powerful of all the Dukes
of Hell, who was called Knight of the Swords, Lord of the Seven Darks, Lord of the Hi gher Hell and
many nore names besi des.

"Arioch!'

It was on Arioch whom Yyrkoon had call ed, asking the Lord of Chaos to curse Elric. It was
Arioch whom Yyrkoon had sought to summon to aid himin his attenpt upon the Ruby Throne. It was
Arioch who was known as the Keeper of the Two Bl ack Swords--the swords of unearthly manufacture
and infinite power which had once been w el ded by enperors of Mel nibone.

"Arioch! | sunmon thee.’

Runes, both rhythm c and fragnented, how ed now fromElric's throat. His brain had reached
the plane on which Arioch dwelt. Now it sought Arioch hinself.

"Arioch! It is Elric of Melnibone who summons thee."'

Elric glinpsed an eye staring down at him The eye floated, joined another. The two eyes
regarded him

"Arioch! My Lord of Chaos! Aid ne!'’

The eyes blinked--and vani shed.

"Ch, Arioch! Cone to ne! Conme to ne! Aid me and | will serve you!

A silhouette that was not a human form turned slowy until a black, facel ess head | ooked
down upon Elric. A halo of red |light gl eanmed behind the head.

Then that, too, vani shed.

Exhausted, Elric let the inmage fade. Hi s m nd raced back through plane upon plane. Hs
lips no |l onger chanted the runes and the nanes. He | ay exhausted upon the floor of his chanber,
unabl e to nove, in silence.

He was certain that he had fail ed.

There was a small sound. Painfully he raised his weary head.

A fly had conme into the chanber. It buzzed about erratically, seemng alnost to follow the
lines of the runes Elric had so recently painted.

The fly settled first upon one rune and then on anot her

It nust have come in through the wi ndow, thought Elric. He was annoyed by the distraction
but still fascinated by it.

The fly settled on Elric's forehead. It was a large, black fly and its buzz was | oud,
obscene. It rubbed its forelegs together, and it seenmed to be taking a particular interest in
Elric's face as it noved over it. Elric shuddered, but he did not have the strength to swat it.
VWhen it cane into his field of vision, he watched it. Wwen it was not visible he felt its |egs
covering every inch of his face. Then it flew up and, still buzzing Ioudly, hovered a short
di stance fromElric's nose. And then Elric could see the fly's eyes and recogni se sonething in
them They were the eyes--and yet not the eyes--he had seen on that other plane.

It began to dawn on himthat this fly was no ordinary creature. It had features that were
in sone way faintly human

The fly smled at him

From hi s hoarse throat and through his parched lips Elric was able to utter but one word.:
"Arioch?

And a beautiful youth stood where the fly had hovered. The beautiful youth spoke in a
beautiful voice--soft and synpathetic and yet nmanly. He was clad in a robe that was like a liquid
jewel and yet which did not dazzle Elric, for in sone way no light seemed to cone fromit. There
was a slender sword at the youth's belt and he wore no helm but a circlet of red fire. H s eyes
were wi se and his eyes were old and when they were | ooked at closely they could be seen to contain
an ancient and confident evil.

"Elric.'

That was all the youth said, but it revived the albino so that he could raise hinself to
hi s knees.

"Elric.'

And Elric could stand. He was filled with energy.

The youth was taller, now, than Elric. He | ooked down at the Enperor of Mel nibone and he
smiled the snmile that the fly had sniled. 'You alone are fit to serve Arioch. It is long since
was invited to this plane, but nowthat | amhere | shall aid you, Elric. | shall becone your
patron. | shall protect you and give you strength and the source of strength, though master | be
and sl ave you be.'

"How nust | serve you, Duke Arioch?' Elric asked, having nade a nonstrous effort of self-
control, for he was filled with terror by the inplications of Arioch's words.

"You will serve nme by serving yourself for the nonent. Later a tine will conme when | shal
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call upon you to serve ne in specific ways, but (for the nmonent) | ask little of you, save that
you swear to serve ne.'

Elric hesitated.

"You nust swear that,' said Arioch reasonably,
cousin Yyrkoon or his sister Cynoril.

"I swear to serve you,' said Elric. And his body was flooded with ecstatic fire and he
trembled with joy and he fell to his knees.

"Then | can tell you that, fromtime to time, you can call on ny aid and I will cone if
your need is truly desperate. | will come in whichever formis appropriate, or no format all if
that shoul d prove appropriate. And now you nmay ask nme one question before | depart.'

"I need the answers to two questions.'

"Your first question | cannot answer. | will not answer. You nust accept that you have now
sworn to serve ne. | will not tell you what the future holds. But you need not fear, if you serve
me well.'

"Then ny second question is this: Were is Prince Yyrkoon.'

"Prince Yyrkoon is in the south, in a land of barbarians. By sorcery and by superior
weapons and intelligence he has effected the conquest of two nean nations, one of which is called
O n and the other of which is called Yu. Even now he trains the men of G n and the nen of Yu to
mar ch upon Mel ni bone, for he knows that your forces are spread thinly across the earth, searching
for him'

' How has he hi dden?

'He has not. But he has gai ned possession of the Mrror of Menory--a nmagi cal device whose
hi di ng pl ace he di scovered by his sorceries. Those who ook into this mrror have their nenories
taken. The mirror contains a mllion nmenories: the menories of all who have | ooked into it. Thus
anyone who ventures into Gn or Yu or travels by sea to the capital which serves both is
confronted by the mirror and forgets that he has seen Prince Yyrkoon and his Imryrians in those
lands. It is the best way of remaining undi scovered.'

"It is.' Elric drew his brows together. 'Therefore it mght be wi se to consider destroying
the mrror. But what woul d happen then, | wonder?

Arioch raised his beautiful hand. 'Al though | have answered further questions which are,
one could argue, part of the same question, | will answer no nore. It could be in your interest to
destroy the mirror, but it mght be better to consider other nmeans of countering its effects, for
it does, | rem nd you, contain many menories, sonme of which have been inprisoned for thousands of
years. Now | must go. And you nust go--to the |ands of G n and Yu which |ie several nonths'
journey fromhere, to the south and well beyond Lornyr. They are best reached by the Ship Wich
Sails Over Both Land and Sea. Farewell, Elric.'

And a fly buzzed for a nonent upon the wall before vani shing.

Elric rushed fromthe room shouting for his slaves.

or | cannot help you in the matter of your

5

The Ship Which Sails Over
Land and Sea

" AND HOWN MANY dragons still sleep in the caverns?' Elric paced the gallery overlooking the
city. It was norning, but no sun cane through the dull clouds which hung | ow upon the towers of
the Dreaning CGity. Inrryr's life continued unchanged in the streets bel ow, save for the absence of
the majority of her soldiers who had not yet returned home fromtheir fruitless quests and woul d
not be home for many nonths to come.

Dyvim Tvar | eaned on the parapet of the gallery and stared unseeingly into the streets.
H's face was tired and his arns were folded on his chest as if he sought to contain what was |eft
of his strength.

"Two perhaps. It would take a great deal to wake them and even then | doubt if they'd be
useful to us. What is this "Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea" which Arioch spoke of ?

"I'"ve read of it before--in the Silver Ginoire and in other tomes. A magic ship. Used by
a Mel ni bonean hero even before there was Ml ni bone and the enpire. But where it exists, and if it
exists, | do not know '

"Who woul d know?' Dyvim Tvar strai ghtened his back and turned it on the scene bel ow

"Arioch?" Elric shrugged. 'But he would not tell ne.'

"What of your friends the Water El enentals. Have they not pronised you aid? And woul d t hey
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not be know edgeable in the matter of ships?

Elric frowned, deepening the lines which now marked his face. 'Aye--Straasha night know.
But I"'mloath to call on his aid again. The Water Elenentals are not the powerful creatures that
the Lords of Chaos are. Their strength is limted and, noreover, they are inclined to be
capricious, in the manner of the elenents. Wat is nore, Dyvim Tvar, | hesitate to use sorcery,
save where absolutely inperative...'

"You are a sorcerer, Elric. You have but lately proved your greatness in that respect,
i nvol ving the nost powerful of all sorceries, the summoni ng of a Chaos Lord--and you still hold
back? I would suggest, ny lord king, that you consider such | ogic and that you judge it unsound.
You decided to use sorcery in your pursuit of Prince Yyrkoon. The die is already cast. It would be
wi se to use sorcery now.'

"You cannot conceive of the mental and physical effort involved...

"l can conceive of it, nmy lord. | amyour friend. |I do not wish to see you pained--and
yet. ..

"There is also the difficulty, Dyvim Tvar, of ny physical weakness,' Elric reninded his
friend. '"How long can | continue in the use of these overstrong potions that now sustain ne? They
supply ne with energy, aye--but they do so by using up nmy few resources. | might die before I find
Cynoril.'

"l stand rebuked.

But Elric came forward and put his white hand on Dyvim Tvar's butter-col oured cl oak. 'But

what have | to lose, eh? No. You are right. | ama coward to hesitate when Cynoril's life is at
stake. | repeat ny stupidities--the stupidities which first brought this pass upon us all. I'll do
it. WIl you cone with ne to the ocean?'

" Aye.'

Dyvi m Tvar began to feel the burden of Elric's conscience settling upon himalso. It was a
peculiar feeling to come to a Mel ni bonean and Dyvi m Tvar knew very well that he liked it not at
all.

Elric had last ridden these paths when he and Cynoril were happy. It seened a | ong age
ago. He had been a fool to trust that happiness. He turned his white stallion's head towards the
cliffs and the sea beyond them A light rain fell. Wnter was descending swiftly on Mel ni bone.

They left their horses on the cliffs, lest they be disturbed by Elric's sorcery-working,
and cl anbered down to the shore. The rain fell into the sea. A m st hung over the water little
nmore than five ship lengths fromthe beach. It was deathly still and, with the tall, dark cliffs
behi nd them and the wall of nist before them it seened to Dyvim Tvar that they had entered a
silent netherworld where night easily be encountered the nel ancholy souls of those who, in |egend,
had comm tted suicide by a process of slow self-mutilation. The sound of the two men's boots on
shingle was | oud and yet was at once nuffled by the m st which seenmed to suck at noi se and swal | ow
it greedily as if it sustained its |ife on sound.

"Now,' Elric nurnured. He seened not to notice the broodi ng and depressive surroundi ngs.
"Now | nust recall the rune which came so easily, unsummoned, to ny brain not nany nonths since.'
He left Dyvim Tvar's side and went down to the place where the chill water |apped the | and and
there, carefully, he seated hinmsel f, cross-legged. H s eyes stared, unseeingly, into the nist.

To Dyvim Tvar the tall al bino appeared to shrink as he sat down. He seened to becone |ike
a vulnerable child and Dyvim Tvar's heart went out to Elric as it mght go out to a brave, nervous
boy, and Dyvim Tvar had it in nind to suggest that the sorcery be done with and they seek the
I ands of O n and Yu by ordi nary neans.

But Elric was already lifting his head as a dog lifts its head to the noon. And strange,
thrilling words began to tunble fromhis lips and it became plain that, even if Dyvim Tvar did
speak now, Elric would not hear him

Dyvi m Tvar was no stranger to the H gh Speech--as a Ml ni bonean nobl e he had been taught
it as a matter of course--but the words seened nonethel ess strange to him for Elric used peculiar
i nfl ections and enphases, giving the words a special and secret weight and chanting themin a
voi ce which ranged from bass groan to falsetto shriek. It was not pleasant to listen to such
noi ses coming froma nortal throat and now Dyvi m Tvar had sone cl ear understanding of why Elric
was reluctant to use sorcery. The Lord of the Dragon Caves, Ml ni bonean though he was, found
himsel f inclined to step backward a pace or two, even to retire to the cliff-tops and watch over
Elric fromthere, and he had to force hinself to hold his ground as the sumoni ng conti nued.

For a good space of tine the rune-chanting went on. The rain beat harder upon the pebbl es
of the shore and made themglisten. It dashed nost ferociously into the still, dark sea, |ashed
about the fragile head of the chanting, pale-haired figure, and caused Dyvim Tvar to shiver and
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draw his cloak nore closely about his shoul ders.

' Straasha- - Straasha- - Straasha. . .

The words mingled with the sound of the rain. They were now barely words at all but sounds
whi ch the wind m ght make or a | anguage which the sea m ght speak.

' Straasha . '

Again Dyvim Tvar had the inmpulse to nove, but this tine he desired to go to Elric and tel
himto stop, to consider some other nmeans of reaching the lands of G n and Yu

' Straashal’

There was a cryptic agony in the shout.

' Straasha!

Elric's name forned on Dyvim Tvar's |lips, but he found that he could not speak it.
"Straasha!"’

The cross-1egged figure swayed. The word becane the calling of the wind through the
Caverns of Tine
" Straasha!’

It was plain to Dyvim Tvar that the rune was, for some reason, not working and that Elric
was using up all his strength to no effect. And yet there was nothing the Lord of the Dragon Caves
could do. His tongue was frozen. H s feet seened frozen. His feet seemed frozen to the ground.

He | ooked at the mist. Had it crept closer to the shore? Had it taken on a strange, al npst
| um nous, green tinge? He peered closely.

There was a massive di sturbance of the water. The sea rushed up the beach. The shingle
crackl ed. The mist retreated. Vague lights flickered in the air and Dyvim Tvar thought he saw the
shining silhouette of a gigantic figure emerging fromthe sea and he realised that Elric's chant
had ceased.

"King Straasha,' Elric was saying in sonething approaching his normal tone. 'You have
cone. | thank you.'

The sil houette spoke and the voice rem nded Dyvi m Tvar of slow, heavy waves rolling
beneath a friendly sun

"W elenentals are concerned, Elric, for there are runours that you have invited Chaos
Lords back to your plane and the el enental s have never |oved the Lords of Chaos. Yet | know that
if you have done this it is because you are fated to do it and therefore we hold no enmty agai nst
you.'

' The deci sion was forced upon ne, King Straasha. There was no other decision | could make.

If you are therefore reluctant to aid me, | shall understand that and call on you no nore.'
"I will help you, though hel ping you is harder now, not for what happens in the inmmediate
future but what is hinted will happen in years to come. Now you nust tell me quickly how we of the

wat er can be of service to you.'

'"Do you know ought of the Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea? | need to find that ship if
I amto fulfil my vowto find ny love, Cynoril.'

"I know nuch of that ship, for it is mine. Gone also lays claimto it. But it is nine
Fairly, it is nmine.'

"Gone of the Earth?

"Gronme of the Land Bel ow the Roots. Grone of the Ground and all that |ives, under it. My
brother. Grone. Long since, even as we elenentals count time, Gone and | built that ship so that
we could travel between the realns of Earth and Water whenever we chose. But we quarrelled (may we
be cursed for such foolishness) and we fought. There were earthquakes, tidal waves, vol canic
eruptions, typhoons and battles in which all the elementals joined, with the result that new
continents were flung up and ol d ones drowned. It was not the first tine we had fought each ot her,
but it was the last. And finally, |lest we destroy each other conpletely, we nmade a peace. | gave
G one part of nmy domain and he gave nme the Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea. But he gave it
somewhat unwillingly and thus it sails the sea better than it sails the land, for Gone thwarts

its progress whenever he can. Still, if the ship is of use to you, you shall have it.

"I thank you, King Straasha. Were shall | find it?

"It will come. And now | grow weary, for the further fromm own realml venture, the
harder it is to sustain ny nortal form Farewell, Elric--and be cautious. You have a greater power
than you know and many woul d make use of it to their own ends,

"Shall | wait here for the Ship Wich Sails Over Land and sea?

"No..."'" the Sea King's voice was fading as his formfaded. Grey nist drifted back where
the silhouette and the green |lights had been. The sea again was still. "Wait. Wait in your
tower... It will come...’
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A few wavel ets | apped the shore and then it was as if the king of the Water El enental s had
never been there at all. Dyvim Tvar rubbed his eyes. Slowy at first he began to nove to where
Elric still sat. Gently he bent down and offered the albino his hand. Elric | ooked up in some
surprise. 'Ah, Dyvim Tvar. How nuch tinme has passed?'

"Sonme hours, Elric. It will soon be night. What little light there is begins to wane. W
had best ride back for Inrryr.'

Stiffly Elric rose to his feet, with Dyvim Tvar's assistance. 'Aye..."' he murnured
absently. 'The Sea King said...'

"I heard the Sea King, Elric. | heard his advice and | heard his warning. You mnust
renenber to heed both. | like too little the sound of this magic boat. Like nost things of
sorcerous origin, the ship appears to have vices as well as virtues, |ike a doubl e-bladed knife

whi ch you raise to stab your enenmy and which, instead, stabs you...'

' That nust be expected where sorcery is concerned. It was you who urged nme on, ny friend.

"Aye,' said Dyvim Tvar alnmpst to hinself as he led the way up the cliff-path towards the
horses. 'Aye. | have not forgotten that, ny lord king.'

Elric smiled wanly and touched Dyvim Tvar's arm 'Worry not. The sunmmoning is over and now
we have the vessel we need to take us swiftly to Prince Yyrkoon and the lands of G n and Yu.'

"Let us hope so.' Dyvim Tvar was privately sceptical about the benefits they would gain
fromthe Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea. They reached the horses and he began to wi pe the
wat er off the flanks of his own roan. '|I regret,' he said, 'that we have once again allowed the
dragons to expend their energy on a usel ess endeavour. Wth a squadron of ny beasts, we could do
much agai nst Prince Yyrkoon. And it would be fine and wild, ny friend, to ride the skies again,
side by side, as we used to.'

"When all this is done and Princess Cynoril brought hone, we shall do that,' said Elric,
haul ing hinself wearily into the saddle of his white stallion. 'You shall blow the Dragon Horn and
our dragon brothers will hear it and you and |I shall sing the Song of the Dragon Masters and our
goads shall flash as we straddl e Flanefang and his nate Sweetclaw. Ah, that will be |like the days
of old Mel ni bone, when we no | onger equate freedomw th power, but let the Young Kingdons go their
own way and be certain that they let us go ours!

Dyvim Tvar pulled on his horse's reins. Hs brow was clouded. 'Let us pray that day wll
come, ny lord. But | cannot help this naggi ng thought which tells nme that Imryr's days are
nunbered and that ny own life nears its close...

' Nonsense, Dyvim Tvar. You'll survive nme. There's little doubt of that, though you be ny
el der .’

Dyvi m Tvar said, as they gall oped back through the closing day: 'l have two sons. Did you
know that, Elric?

"You have never nentioned them'

'"They are by old mistresses.

"I am happy for you.'

' They are fine Ml ni boneans.

"Way do you nmention this, DyvimTvar?' Elric tried to read his friend' s expression

"It is that | |love themand woul d have them enjoy the pleasures of the Dragon Isle.'

" And why shoul d t hey not?'

"I do not know.' Dyvim Tvar |ooked hard at Elric. 'l could suggest that it is your
responsibility, the fate of nmy sons, Elric.'

"M ne?

"It seens to ne, fromwhat | gathered fromthe Water El enental's words, that your
deci sions could decide the fate of the Dragon Isle. | ask you to renenber ny sons, Elric.'

"I shall, DyvimTvar. | amcertain they shall grow into superb Dragon Masters and that one

of them shall succeed you as Lord of the Dragon Caves.'

"I think you nmiss ny neaning, ny |lord enperor.'

And Elric | ooked solemly at his friend and shook his head. '|I do not miss your neaning,
old friend. But | think you judge ne harshly if you fear 1'l|l do ought to threaten Ml ni bone and
all she is.'

"Forgive me, then.' Dyvim Tvar |owered his head. But the expression in his eyes did not
change.

In Inrryr they changed their clothes and drank hot w ne and had spiced food brought.
Elric, for all his weariness, was in better spirits than he had been for nmany a nonth. And yet
there was still a tinge of something behind his surface nood which suggested he encouraged hinsel f
to speak gaily and put vitality into his nmovenents. Adnmittedly, thought Dyvim Tvar, the prospects
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had i nproved and soon they would be confronting Prince Yyrkoon. But the dangers ahead of them were
unknown, the pitfalls probably considerable. Still, he did not, out of synpathy for his friend,
want to dispel Elric's nood. He was glad, in fact, that Elric seenmed in a nore positive frame of

m nd. There was tal k of the equi pment they would need in their expedition to the nmysterious |ands
of Yu and G n, speculation concerning the capacity of the Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea--how
many nen it woul d take, what provisions they should put aboard and so on.

When Elric went to his bed, he did not walk with the dragging tiredness which had
previ ously acconpani ed his step and agai n, biddi ng hi m goodni ght, Dyvim Tvar was struck by the
same enotion which had filled himon the beach, watching Elric begin his rune. Perhaps it was not
by chance that he had used the exanple of his sons when speaking to Elric earlier that day, for he
had a feeling that was al nost protective, as if Elric were a boy |ooking forward to sone treat
whi ch m ght not bring himthe joy he expected.

Dyvi m Tvar di snissed the thoughts, as best he could, and went to his own bed. Elric might
bl ame hinself for all that had occurred in the question of Yyrkoon and Cynoril, but Dyvim Tvar
wondered if he, too, were not to blane in sone part. Perhaps he should have offered his advice
nore cogently--nore vehenently, even--earlier and nade a stronger attenpt to influence the young
enperor. And then, in the Ml nibonean manner, he di sm ssed such doubts and questions as pointl ess.
There was only one rul e--seek pleasure however you woul d. But had that al ways been the Ml ni bonean
way? Dyvim Tvar wondered suddenly if Elric mght not have regressive rather than deficient blood
Could Elric be a reincarnation of one of their nmpst distant ancestors? Had it always been in the
Mel ni bonean character to think only of oneself and one's own gratification?

And again Dyvim Tvar dism ssed the questions. Wat use was there in questions, after all?
The world was the world. A man was a nan. Before he sought his own bed he went to visit both his
old mstresses, waking themup and insisting that he see his sons, Dyvim Sl ormand Dyvi m Mav and
when his sons, sleepy-eyed, bew |l dered, had been brought to him he stared at themfor a |ong
whi |l e before sending them back. He had said nothing to either, but he had brought his brows
toget her frequently and rubbed at his face and shaken his head and, when they had gone, had said
to Niopal and Saranmal, his mistresses, who were as bew | dered as their offspring, 'Let them be
taken to the Dragon Caves tonorrow and begin their |earning.'

'So soon, Dyvim Tvar?' said N opal

"Aye. There's little tinme left, | fear.'

He woul d not anplify on this remark because he could not. It was nmerely a feeling he had
But it was a feeling that was growi ng alnost to the point where it was beconi ng an obsession with
hi m

In the nmorning Dyvim Tvar returned to Elric's tower and found the enperor pacing the
gallery above the city, asking eagerly for any news of a ship sighted off the coast of the island.
But no such ship had been seen. Servants answered earnestly that if their enperor could describe
the ship, it would be easier for themto know for what to | ook, but he could not describe the
ship, and could only hint that it might not be seen on water at all, but night appear on |and. He
was all dressed up in his black war gear and it was plain to Dyvim Tvar that Elric was indul gi ng
in even larger quantities of the potions which replenished his blood. The crinson eyes gl eaned
with a hot vitality, the speech was rapid and the bone-white hands noved with unnatural speed when
Elric nade even the |ightest gesture.

"Are you well this norning, ny lord?" asked the Dragon Master.

"In excellent spirits, thank you, Dyvim Tvar.' Elric grinned. 'Though |I'd feel even better
if the Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea were here now.' He went to the balustrade and | eaned
upon it, peering over the towers and beyond the city walls, looking first to the sea and then to
the land. 'Where can it be? | wish that King Straasha had been able to be nore specific.'

"I'l'l agree with that.' Dyvim Tvar, who had not breakfasted, hel ped hinmself fromthe
vari ety of succulent foods laid upon the table. It was evident that Elric had eaten nothing.

Dyvi m Tvar began to wonder if the volune of potions had not affected his old friend's
brai n; perhaps madness, brought about by his involvenent with conplicated sorcery, his anxiety for
Cynoril, his hatred of Yyrkoon, had begun to overwhelmElric.

"Wuld it not be better to rest and to wait until the ship is sighted? he suggested
quietly as he wiped his |ips.

"Aye--there's reason in that,' Elric agreed. 'But | cannot. | have an urge to be off,
Dyvim Tvar, to cone face to face with Yyrkoon, to have ny revenge on him to be united with
Cynoril again.'

"l understand that. Yet, still...'

Elric's laugh was | oud and ragged. 'You fret |ike Tangl ebones over nmy well-being. | do not
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need two nursenmids, Lord of the Dragon Caves.'

Wth an effort Dyvim Tvar smiled. 'You are right. Well, | pray that this magi cal vessel--
what is that?' He pointed out across the island. 'A novenent in yonder forest. As if the w nd
passes through it. But there is no sign of wind el sewhere.'

Elric followed his gaze. 'You are right. | wonder...'

And then they saw sonething enmerge fromthe forest and the land itself seenmed to ripple.
It was sonething which glinted white and blue and bl ack. It came cl oser

"Asail,' said DyvimTvar. "It is your ship, | think, ny lord."'

"Aye,' Elric whispered, craning forward. 'My ship. Mke yourself ready, Dyvim Tvar. By
m dday we shall be gone fromlInrryr.

6
What the Earth God Desired

THE SH P WAS tall and slender and she was delicate. Her rails, masts and bul warks were
exqui sitely carved and obviously not the work of a nortal craftsman. Though built of wood, the
wood was not painted but naturally shone blue and bl ack and green and a kind of deep snoky red,
and her rigging was the col our of sea-weed and there were veins in the planks of her polished
deck, like the roots of trees, and the sails on her three tapering masts were as fat and white and
light as clouds on a fine sunmer day. The ship was everything that was |lovely in nature; few could
| ook upon her and not feel delighted, as they night be delighted upon sighting a perfect view In
a word, the ship radiated harnony, and Elric could think of no finer vessel in which to sai
agai nst Prince Yyrkoon and the dangers of the lands of G n and Yu

The ship sailed gently in the ground as if upon the surface of a river and the earth
beneath the keel rippled as if turned nonentarily to water. Werever the keel of the ship touched,
and a few feet around it, this effect becane evident, though, after the ship had passed, the
ground would return to its usual stable state. This was why the trees of the forest had swayed as
the ship passed through them parting before the keel as the ship sailed towards Inrryr.

The Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea was not particularly large. Certainly she was
considerably smaller than a Mel ni bonean battl e-barge and only a little bigger than a southern
galley. But the grace of her; the curve of her line; the pride of her bearing--in these, she had
no rival at all.

Al ready her gangpl anks had been | owered down to the ground and she was being made ready
for her journey. Elric, hands on his slimhips, stood |ooking up at King Straasha's gift. Fromthe
gates of the city wall slaves were bearing provisions and arnms and carrying them up the gangways.
Meanwhi | e Dyvi m Tvar was assenbling the Inrryrian warriors and assigning themtheir ranks and
duties while on the expedition. There were not nany warriors. Only half the available strength
could cone with the ship, for the other half nust renmain behind under the conmand of Adniral Magum
Colimand protect the city. It was unlikely that there would be any |arge attack on Ml ni bone
after the punishnent meted out to the barbarian fleet, but it was wise to take precautions,
particularly since Prince Yyrkoon had vowed to conquer Inrryr. Also, for some strange reason that
none of the onl ookers could divine, Dyvim Tvar had called for volunteers--veterans who shared a
comon disability--and nade up a special detachnment of these nmen who, so the onl ookers thought,
could be of no use at all on the expedition. Still, neither were they of use when it cane to
defending the city, so they might as well go. These veterans were | ed aboard first.

Last to clinb the gangway was Elric hinself. He wal ked slowy, heavily, a proud figure in
his black armour, until he reached the deck. Then he turned, saluted his city, and ordered the
gangpl ank rai sed.

Dyvim Tvar was waiting for himon the poop-deck. The Lord of the Dragon Caves had stri pped
of f one of his gauntlets and was running his naked hand over the oddly col oured wood of the rail
"This is not a ship made for war, Elric,' he said. 'I should not like to see it harned.'

"How can it be harnmed?' Elric asked lightly as Inrryian's began to clinb the rigging and
adjust the sails. '"Wuld Straasha let it be destroyed? Wuld G one? Fear not for the Ship Wich
Sails Over Land and Sea, Dyvim Tvar. Fear only for our own safety and the success of our
expedition. Now, let us consult the charts. Renenbering Straasha's warning concerning his brother
G one, | suggest we travel by sea for as far as possible, calling in here...' he pointed to a sea-
port on the western coast of Lornyr--'to get our bearings and | earn what we can of the |ands of
G n and Yu and how those | ands are defended.'

'"Few travel |l ers have ever ventured beyond Lornmyr. It is said that the edge of the world
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lies not far fromthat country's nost southerly borders.' Dyvim Tvar frowned. 'Could not this
whol e mi ssion be a trap, | wonder? Arioch's trap? Wat if he is in | eague with Prince Yyrkoon and
we have been conpl etely deceived into enbarking upon an expedition which will destroy us?

"l have considered that,' said Elric. 'But there is no other choice. W nust trust
Arioch.'

"l suppose we nust.' Dyvim Tvar smiled ironically. 'Another natter now occurs to nme. How
does the ship nove? | saw no anchors we could raise and there are no tides that | know of that

sweep across the land. The wind fills the sails--see.' It was true. The sails were billow ng and
the masts creaked slightly as they took the strain.
Elric shrugged and spread his hands. '| suppose we nust tell the ship,' he suggested.

"Ship--we are ready to sail.'

Elric took sone pleasure in Dyvim Tvar's expression of astonishment as, with a lurch, the
ship began to nove. It sailed snoothly, as over a calmsea, and Dyvim Tvar instinctively clutched
the rail, shouting: 'But we are heading directly for the city wall!’

Elric crossed quickly to the centre of the poop where a large |ever lay, horizontally
attached to a ratchet which in turn was attached to a spindle. This was al nost certainly the
steering gear. Elric grasped the |lever as one nmight grasp an oar and pushed it round a notch or
two. Inmediately the ship responded--and turned towards another part of the wall! Elric haul ed
back on the lever and the ship |l eaned, protesting a little as she yawed around and began to head
out across the island. Elric laughed in delight. 'You see, DyvimTvar, it is easy? A slight effort
of logic was all it took!

' Nonet hel ess,' said Dyvim Tvar suspiciously, 'I'd rather we rode dragons. At |east they
are beasts and nmay be understood. But this sorcery, it troubles ne.'

'Those are not fitting words for a noble of. Melnibone!'" Elric shouted above the sound of
the wind in the rigging, the creaking of the ship's tinbers, the slap of the great white sails.

"Perhaps not,' said Dyvim Tvar. 'Perhaps that explains why | stand beside you now, nmny
lord."

Elric darted his friend a puzzled | ook before he went belowto find a hel mrseman whom he
could teach how to steer the ship

The ship sped swiftly over rocky slopes and up gorse-covered hills; she cut her way
through forests and sailed grandly over grassy plains. She noved like a | owflying hawk which
keeps close to the ground but progresses with incredible speed and accuracy as it searches for its
prey, altering its course with an inperceptible flick of a wing. The soldiers of Inrryr crowded
her decks, gasping in amazenent at the ship's progress over the land, and many of the nmen had to
be clouted back to their positions at the sails or el sewhere about the ship. The huge warrior who
acted as bosun seened the only nenber of the crew unaffected by the mracle of the ship. He was
behavi ng as he woul d nornal |y behave aboard one of the golden battl e-barges; going solidly about
his duties and seeing to it that all was done in a proper seamanly manner. The hel msman Elric had
sel ected was, on the other hand, w de-eyed and somewhat nervous of the ship he handl ed. You could
see that he felt he was, at any nonent, going to be dashed against a slab of rock or smash the
ship apart in a tangle of thick-trunked pines. He was forever wetting his |lips and w ping sweat
fromhis brow, even though the air was sharp and his breath steaned as it left his throat. Yet he
was a good hel nsman and gradual |y he becane used to handling the ship, though his novenents were,
perforce, nore rapid, for there was little tinme to deliberate upon a decision, the ship travelled
with such speed over the |and. The speed was breathtaking; they sped nore swiftly than any horse--
were swifter, even, than Dyvim Tvar's bel oved dragons. Yet the notion was exhilarating, too, as
the expressions on the faces of all the Imryrians told.

Elric's delighted | aughter rang through the ship and infected many anot her menber of the
Ccrew.

"Wll, if Gone of the Roots is trying to block our progress, | hesitate to guess how fast
we shall travel when we reach water!' he called to Dyvim Tvar.

Dyvim Tvar had | ost sone of his earlier nmood. H's long, fine hair streamed around his face
as he sniled at his friend. 'Aye--we shall all be whisked off the deck and into the sea!'’

And then, as if in answer to their words, the ship began suddenly to buck and at the sane
time sway fromside to side, like a ship caught in powerful cross-currents. The hel nsman went
white and clung to his lever, trying to get the ship back under control. There came a brief,
terrified yell and a sailor fell fromthe highest cross-tree in the main mast and crashed onto the
deck, breaking every bone in his body. And then the ship swayed once or twice and the turbul ence
was behind them and they continued on their course.

Elric stared at the body of the fallen sailor. Suddenly the nood of gaiety left him
completely and he gripped the rail in his black gauntleted hands and he gritted his strong teeth
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and his crinmson eyes glowed and his lips curled in self-nockery. 'Wiat a fool I am Wat a fool
amto tenpt the gods so!
Still, though the ship noved alnbost as swiftly as it had done, there seermed to be

sonet hing dragging at it, as if Gome's ninions clung on to the bottomas barnacles mght cling in
the sea. And Elric sensed sonething around himin the air, sonething in the rustling of the trees
t hrough which they passed, sonmething in the novenent of the grass and the bushes and the flowers
over which they crossed, sonething in the weight of the rocks, of the angle of the hills. And he
knew t hat what he sensed was the presence of Grone of the G ound--Gone of the Land Bel ow t he
Root s-- Grone, who desired to own what he and his brother Straasha had once owned jointly, what
they had had nade as a sign of the unity between them and over which they had then fought. G one
want ed very nmuch to take back the Ship Wich Sails Over Land and Sea. And Elric, staring down at
the bl ack earth, becane afraid.

7
King Grone

BUT AT LAST, with the land tugging at their keel, they reached the sea, sliding into the
wat er and gathering speed with every nonment, until Mel ni bone was gone behind them and they were
sighting the thick clouds of steam which hung forever over the Boiling Sea. Elric thought it
unwi se to risk even this nmagical vessel in those peculiar waters, so the vessel was turned and
headed for the coast of Lornyr, sweetest and nost tranquil of the Young Kingdom nations, and the
port of Ramasaz on Lormyr's western shore. |If the southern barbarians with whomthey had so
recently fought had been from Lornmyr, Elric would have considered nmaking for sone other port, but
the barbarians had al nost certainly been fromthe South-East on the far side of the continent,
beyond Pi karayd. The Lornyrians, under their fat, cautious King Fadan, were not likely to join a
raid unless its success were conpletely assured. Sailing slowy into Ramasaz, Elric gave
instructions that their ship be noored in a conventional way and treated |ike any ordinary ship
It attracted attention, nonetheless, for its beauty, and the inhabitants of the port were
ast oni shed to find Mel ni boneans crewi ng the vessel. Though Mel ni boneans were disliked throughout
the Young Ki ngdons, they were also feared. Thus, outwardly at any rate, Elric and his nen were
treated with respect and were served reasonably good food and wine in the hostelries they entered.

In the largest of the waterfront inns, a place called Heading Qutward and Coni ng Safely
Home Again, Elric found a garrul ous host who had, until he bought the inn, been a prosperous
fi sherman and who knew t he sout hernnost shores reasonably well. He certainly knew the | ands of O n
and Yu, but he had no respect for themat all.

"You think they could be massing for war, nmy lord.' He raised his eyebrows at Elric before
hiding his face in his wine-mug. Wping his lips, he shook his red head. "Then they must war
agai nst sparrows. G n and Yu are barely nations at all. Their only hal fway decent city is Dhoz- Kam
-and that is shared between them half being on one side of the River Ar and half being on the
other. As for the rest of Gn and Yu--it is inhabited by peasants who are for the nost part so ill-
educated and superstition-ridden that they are poverty-striken. Not a potential soldier anmong
Cem

"You' ve heard nothing of a Ml ni bonean renegade who has conquered O n and Yu and set about
training these peasants to nake war?' Dyvim Tvar | eaned on the bar next to Elric. He sipped
fastidiously froma thick cup of wine. 'Prince Yyrkoon is the renegade' s nane.

"I's that whom you seek?' The innkeeper becane nore interested. 'A dispute between the
Dragon Princes, eh?

"That's our business,' said Elric haughtily.

'O course, ny lords.'

"You know nothing of a great mrror which steals nen's nenories? Dyvim Tvar asked.

"A magical mirror!' The innkeeper threw back his head and | aughed heartily. 'I doubt if
there's one decent mirror in the whole of Gn or Yu! No, nmy lords, |I think you are misled if you
fear danger fromthose | ands!"

' Doubt | ess you are right, said Elric, staring down into his own untasted wine. 'But it
would be wise if we were to check for ourselves--and it would be in Lormyr's interests, too, if we
were to find what we seek and warn you accordingly.'

"Fear not for Lornyr. We can deal easily with any silly attenpt to nake war fromthat
quarter. But if you' d see for yourselves, you nmust follow the coast for three days until you cone
to a great bay. The River Ar runs into that bay and on the shores of the river lies Dhoz-Kam-a
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seedy sort of city, particularly for a capital serving two nations. The inhabitants are corrupt,
dirty and di sease-ridden, but fortunately they are also lazy and thus afford little trouble,
especially if you keep a sword by you. Wien you have spent an hour in Dhoz-Kam you will realise
the inmpossibility of such folk beconming a nenace to anyone el se, unless they should get close
enough to you to infect you with one of their several plagues!' Again the innkeeper |aughed hugely
at his owmn wit. As he ceased shaking, he added: 'Or unless you fear their navy. It consists of a
dozen or so filthy fishing boats, mpbst of which are so unseaworthy they dare only fish the
shal  ows of the estuary.

Elric pushed his wi ne-cup aside. 'W thank you, landlord.' He placed a Ml ni bonean sil ver
pi ece upon the counter.

"This will be hard to change,' said the innkeeper craftily.

"There is no need to change it on our account,' Elric told him

"l thank you, masters. Wuld you stay the night at ny establishment. | can offer you the
finest beds in Ranasaz.'

"I think not," Elric told him "W shall sleep aboard out ship tonight, that we m ght be
ready to sail at dawn.'

The | andl ord wat ched the Mel ni boneans depart. Instinctively he bit at the silver piece and
t hen, suspecting he tasted sonmething odd about it, renpoved it fromhis nouth. He stared at the
coin, turning it this way and that. Coul d Mel ni bonean silver be poisonous to an ordinary nortal ?
he wondered. It was best not to take risks. He tucked the coin into his purse and collected up the
two wi ne-cups they had | eft behind. Though he hated waste, he decided it would be wi ser to throw
the cups out | est they should have becone tainted in some way.

The Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea reached the bay at noon on the follow ng day and
now it lay close inshore, hidden fromthe distant city by a short isthrmus on which grew thick
near-tropical foliage. Elric and Dyvim Tvar waded through the clear, shallow water to the beach
and entered the forest. They had decided to be cautious and not nake their presence known unti
they had determned the truth of the innkeeper's contenptuous description of Dhoz-Kam Near the

tip of the isthnus was a reasonably high hill and growing on the hill were several good-sized
trees. Elric and Dyvim Tvar used their swords to clear a path through the undergrowh and nmade
their way up the hill until they stood under the trees, picking out the one npbst easily clinmbed.

Elric selected a tree whose trunk bent and then strai ghtened out again. He sheathed his sword, got
his hands onto the trunk and haul ed hinself up, clanbering along until he reached a succession of
thi ck branches which would bear his weight. In the neantinme Dyvim Tvar clinbed another nearby tree
until at last both nen could get a good view across the bay where the city of Dhoz-Kam coul d be
clearly seen. Certainly the city itself deserved the innkeeper's description. It was squat and
grinmy and evidently poor. Doubtless this was why Yyrkoon had chosen it, for the lands of G n and
Yu could not have been hard to conquer with the help of a handful of well-trained Inrryrians and
some of Yyrkoon's sorcerous allies. Indeed, few would have bothered to conquer such a place, since
its wealth was plainly virtually non-existent and its geographical position of no strategic
i mportance. Yyrkoon had chosen well, for purposes of secrecy if nothing else. But the Iandlord had
been wrong about Dhoz-Kamis fleet. Even fromhere Elric and Dyvim Tvar could nake out a good
thirty good-sized warships in the harbour and there seemed to be nore anchored up-river. But the
ships did not interest themas nmuch as the thing which flashed and glittered above the city--
sonet hi ng whi ch had been nounted on huge pillars which supported an axle which, in turn, supported
a vast, circular mirror set in a frame whose workmanship was as plainly non-nortal as that of the
shi p which had brought the Ml ni boneans here. There was no doubt that they | ooked upon the Mrror
of Menory and that any who had sailed into t. he harbour after it had been erected nust have had
their nenmory of what they had seen stolen fromtheminstantly.

"It seens to ne, ny lord,' said Dyvim Tvar fromhis perch a yard or two away fromElric,
"that it would be unwi se of us to sail directly into the harbour of Dhoz-Kam |ndeed, we could be
in danger if we entered the bay. | think that we | ook upon the nirror, even now, only because it
is not pointed directly at us. But you notice there is machinery to turn it in any direction its
user chooses--save one. It cannot be turned inland, behind the city. There is no need for it, for
who woul d approach G n and Yu fromthe wastel ands beyond their borders and who but the inhabitants
of Gn or Yu would need to cone overland to their capital ?

"I think I take your neaning, Dyvim Tvar. You suggest that we would be wi se to nake use of
the special properties of our ship and...'

"... and go overland to Dhoz-Kam striking suddenly and making full use of those veterans
we brought with us, moving swiftly and ignoring Prince Yyrkoon's new allies--seeking the prince
hi nsel f, and his renegades. Could we do that, Elric? Dash into the city--seize Yyrkoon, rescue
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Cynoril--then speed out again and away?'

'Since we have too few men to make a direct assault, it is all we can do, though it's
dangerous. The advantage of surprise would be |lost, of course, once we had nade the attenpt. If we
failed in our first attenpt it would become much harder to attack a second tinme. The alternative
is to sneak into the city at night and hope to | ocate Yyrkoon and Cynoril al one, but then we
shoul d not be maki ng use of our one inportant weapon, the Ship Wiich Sails Over Land and Sea.
think your plan is the best one, Dyvim Tvar. Let us turn the ship inland, now, and hope that G one
takes his tinme in finding us--for | still worry lest he try seriously to west the ship from our
possession.' Elric began to clinb down towards the ground.

St andi ng once nore upon the poop-deck of the lovely ship, Elric ordered the hel nsman to
turn the vessel once again towards the |and. Under half-sail the ship noved gracefully through the
wat er and up the curve of the bank and the flowering shrubs of the forest parted before its prow
and then they were sailing through the green dark of the jungle, while startled birds cawed and
shrilled and little animals paused in astonishnment and peered down fromthe trees at the Ship
Which Sails Over Land and Sea and sone al nost | ost their bal ance as the graceful boat progressed
calmy over the floor of the forest, turning aside for only the thickest of the trees.

And thus they nade their way to the interior of the land called G n, which lay to the
north of the River Ar, which marked the border between G n and the land called Yu with which G n
shared a single capital

On was a country consisting largely of unforested jungle and infertile plains where the
i nhabitants farmed, for they feared the forest and would not go into it, even though that was
where G n's wealth mght be found.

The ship sailed well enough through the forest and out over the plain and soon they could
see a large | ake glinting ahead of them and Dyvim Tvar, glancing at the crude map with which he
had furni shed hinself in Ramasaz, suggested that they begin to turn towards the south again and
approach Dhoz-Kam by neans of a wide sem -circle. Elric agreed and the ship began to tack round.

It was then that the |land began to heave again and huge waves of grassy earth this tine
rolled around the ship and blotted out the surrounding view. The ship pitched wildly up and down
and fromside to side. Two nore Inrryrians fell fromthe rigging and were killed on the deck
bel ow. The bosun was shouting I oudly--though in fact all this upheaval was happening in silence--
and the silence made the situation seemthat much nore nenaci ng. The bosun yelled to his nen to
tie thenselves to their positions. 'And all those not doing anything--get bel ow at once!' he
added.

Elric had wound a scarf around the rail and tied the other end to his wist. Dyvim Tvar
had used a long belt for the same purpose. But still they were flung in all directions, often
losing their footing as the ship bucked this way and that, and every bone in Elric's body seened
about to crack and every inch of his flesh seemed bruised. And the ship was creaking and
protesting and threatening to break up under the awful strain of riding the heaving | and.

"Is this Gone's work, Elric?" Dyvim Tvar panted. 'Or is it some sorcery of Yyrkoon's?

Elric shook his head. 'Not Yyrkoon. It is Gome. And | know no way to placate him Not
G one, who thinks least of all the Kings of the Elenents, yet, perhaps, is the nost powerful.’

"But surely he breaks his bargain with his brother by doing this to us?

"No. | think not. King Straasha warned us this m ght happen. W can only hope that G one
expends all his energy and that the ship survives, as it mght survive a natural stormat sea.'

"This is worse than a sea-storm Elric!’

Elri c nodded his agreenent but could say nothing, for the deck was tilting at a crazy
angle and he had to cling to the rails with both hands in order to retain any kind of footing.

And now t he sil ence stopped.

Instead they heard a runbling and a roaring that seened to have sonething of the character
of laughter.

"King Gonme!' Elric shouted. 'King Grone! Let us be! W have done you no harm'

But the | aughter increased and it nmade the whol e ship quiver as the land rose and fel
around it, as trees and hills and rocks rushed towards the ship and then fell away again, never
quite engulfing them for G one doubtless wanted his ship intact.

"Grone! You have no quarrel with nortals!' Elric cried again. 'Let us be! Ask a favour of
us if you must, but grant us this favour in return!

Elric was shouting al nost anything that came into his head. Really, he had no hope of
bei ng heard by the earth god and he did not expect King Grome to bother to listen even if the
el emental did hear. But there was nothing else to do.

"Gone! Gonme! Gone! Listen to ne!’
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Elric's only response was in the |ouder |aughter which made every nerve in himtrenble.
And the earth heaved hi gher and dropped | ower and the ship spun round and round until Elric was
sure he would lose his senses entirely.

"King Gone! King Gone! Is it just to slay those who have never done you harn®

And then, slowy, the heaving earth subsided and the ship was still and a huge, brown
figure stood | ooking down at the ship. The figure was the colour of earth and | ooked Iike a vast,
old oak. His hair and his beard were the colour of |eaves and his eyes were the col our of gold ore
and his teeth were the colour of granite and his feet were |like roots and his skin seenmed covered
in tiny green shoots in place of hair and he snelled rich and nusty and good and he was King G one
of the Earth Elenentals. He sniffed and he frowned and he said in a soft, mighty voice that was

yet coarse and grunmpy: '| want ny ship.'
"It is not our ship to give, King Gone,' said Elric.
G one's tone of petulance increased. 'I want ny
ship," he said slowy. 'l want the thing. It is mne.'

"Of what use is it to you, King G one?

"Use? It is mne.'

Grone stanped and the | and ri ppl ed.

Elric said desperately: "It is your brother's ship, King Gone. It is King Straasha's
shi p. He gave you part of his domain and you allowed himto keep the ship. That was the bargain.'

"I know not hing of a bargain. The ship is nmine.'

"You know that if you take the ship then King Straasha will have to take back the | and he
gave you.'

"I want my ship.' The huge figure shifted its position and bits of earth fell fromit,
landing with distinctly heard thuds on the ground bel ow and on the deck of the ship.

"Then you nust kill us to obtain it,' Elric said.

"Kill? Gone does not kill nortals. He kills nothing. Gone builds. Gone brings to life.'

"You have already killed three of our conpany,' Elric pointed out. 'Three are dead, King
Grone, because you made the | and-storm’

Grone's great brows drew together and he scratched his great head, causing an inmense
rustling noise to sound. 'Gone does not kill,"' he said again.

"King G ome has killed,' said Elric reasonably. 'Three lives lost.'

' Grone grunted. 'But | want ny ship,’

"The ship is lent to us by your brother. W cannot give it to you. Besides, we sail init
for a purpose--a noble purpose, | think. W...'

"I know not hing of "purposes"--and care nothing for you. | want ny ship. My brother should
not have lent it to you. | had alnobst forgotten it. But now that | renenber it, | want it.'

"WIl you not accept sonething else in place of the ship, King Gome?' said Dyvim Tvar
suddenly. 'Sone other gift.'

Grome shook his nonstrous head. 'How could a nortal give ne something? It is nortals who
take fromne all the tinme. They steal ny bones and ny bl ood and ny flesh. Could you give ne back
all that your kind has taken?

"I's there not one thing?' Elric said.

G one closed his eyes.

"Precious netal s? Jewel s?' suggested Dyvim Tvar.

"W have many such in Ml ni bone."'

"I have plenty,' said King Gone.

Elric shrugged in despair. 'How can we bargain with a god, Dyvim Tvar?' He gave a bitter
smle. 'Wat can the Lord of the Soil desire? Mdre sun, nore rain? These are not ours to give.'

"I ama rough sort of god,' said Gone, 'if indeed god | am But | did not nmean to kill
your conrades. | have an idea. Gve ne the bodies of the slain. Bury themin nmy earth.’

Elric's heart leapt. 'That is all you wi sh of us.'

"It would seem nuch to ne.'

"And for that you will let us sail on?

"On water, aye,' growed Gone. 'But | do not see why | should allow you to sail over ny
land. It is too nuch to expect of me. You can go to yonder |ake, but fromnow this ship will only
possess the properties bestowed upon it by ny brother Straasha. No longer shall it cross ny
domai n. '

"But, King Grome, we need this ship. W are upon urgent business. W need to sail to the
city yonder.' Elric pointed in the direction of Dhoz-Kam

"You may go to the lake, but after that the ship will sail only on water. Now give ne what
| ask.'
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Elric called dowmn to the bosun who, for the first tine, seemed amazed by what he was
Wi tnessing. 'Bring up the bodies of the three dead nen.'

The bodi es were brought up from below. G one stretched out one of his great, earthy hands
and pi cked them up.

"I thank you,' he growl ed. 'Farewell .’

And slowy G one began to descend into the ground, his whole huge frane becomnm ng, atom by
atom absorbed with the earth until he was gone

And then the ship was noving again, slowy towards the |ake, on the |last short voyage it
woul d ever make upon the | and.

"And thus our plans are thwarted,' said Elric.

Dyvi m Tvar | ooked miserably towards the shining |ake. 'Aye. So nuch for that schene. |
hesitate to suggest this to you, Elric, but | fear we nust resort to sorcery again if we are to
stand any chance of achi eving our goal .’

Elric sighed.

"I fear we must,' he said.

8
The City and the Mrror

PRI NCE YYRKOON WAS pl eased. Hi s plans went well. He peered through the high fence which
encl osed the flat roof of his house (three storeys high and the finest in Dhoz-Kanm); he | ooked out
towards the harbour at his splendid, captured fleet. Every ship which had conme to Dhoz- Kam and
whi ch had not flown the standard of a powerful nation had been easily taken after its crew had
| ooked upon the great mirror which squatted on its pillars above the city. Denbns had built those
pillars and Prince Yyrkoon had paid themfor their work with the souls of all those in G n and Yu
who had resisted him Now there was one |last anmbition to fulfil and then he and his new foll owers
woul d be on their way to Mel nibone..

He turned and spoke to his sister. Cynoril lay on a wooden bench, staring unseeingly at
the sky, clad in the filthy tatters of the dress she had been wearing when Yyrkoon abducted her
from her tower

"See our fleet, Cynoril! Wile the golden barges are scattered we shall sail unhanpered
into Inrryr and declare the city ours. Elric cannot defend hinself against us now. He fell so
easily into ny trap. He is a fool! And you were a fool to give himyour affection!'’

Cynoril made no response. Through all the nonths she had been away, Yyrkoon had drugged
her food and drink and produced in her a lassitude which rivalled Elric's undrugged condition
Yyrkoon's own experinments with his sorcerous powers had turned himgaunt, wld-eyed and sonewhat
mangy; he ceased to take any pains with his physical appearance. But Cynoril had a wasted, haunted
| ook to her, for all that beauty remained. It was as if Dhoz-Kanlis rundown seedi ness had i nfected
them both in different ways.

'Fear not for your own future, however, ny sister,' Yyrkoon continued. He chuckled. 'You
shall still be enmpress and sit beside the enperor on his Ruby Throne. Only | shall be enperor and
Elric shall die for many days and the manner of his death will be nore inventive than anything he
thought to do to ne.'

Cynoril's voice was hollow and distant. She did not turn her head when she spoke. 'You are
i nsane, Yyrkoon.'

"I nsane? Cone now, sister, is that a word that a true Mel ni bonean shoul d use? W
Mel ni boneans judge not hing sane or insane. VWat a man is--he is. Wat he does--he does. Perhaps
you have stayed too long in the Young Kingdonms and its judgnents are beconi ng yours. But that
shall soon be righted. We shall return to the Dragon Isle in triunph and you will forget all this,
just as if you yourself had - |ooked into the Mrror of Menory.' He darted a nervous gl ance
upwards, as if he half-expected the mrror to be turned on him

Cynoril closed her eyes. Her breathing was heavy and very slow, she was bearing this
nightmare with fortitude, certain that Elric nust eventually rescue her fromit. That hope was all
that had stopped her from destroying herself. If the hope went altogether, then she would bring
about her own death and be done with Yyrkoon and all his horrors.

"Did I tell you that last night | was successful? | raised denons, Cynoril. Such powerful,
dark denons. | learned fromthemall that was left for nme to learn. And | opened the Shade Gate at
last. Soon | shall pass through it and there | shall find what | seek. | shall beconme the nost

powerful mortal on earth. Did | tell you all this, Cynoril?

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20M...0-%20Elric%201%20-%20Elric%200f%20Melnibone.txt (40 of 61) [1/19/03 6:28:09 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20M i chael %620-%20EI ri ¢%6201%20-%20El ri %200 %20M &l nibone.txt

He had, in fact, repeated hinself several tines that norning, but Cynoril had paid no nore
attention to himthan she did now. She felt so tired. She tried to sleep. She said slowy, as if
to remnd herself of something: '| hate you, Yyrkoon.'

" Ah, but you shall |ove ne soon, Cynoril. Soon." "Elric will come...'

"Elric! Ha! He sits twiddling his thunbs in his tower, waiting for news that will never
cone--save when | bring it to him'

"Elric will come,' she said.

Yyrkoon snarled. A brute-faced G nish girl brought himhis norning wi ne. Yyrkoon seized
the cup and sipped the stuff. Then he spat it at the girl who, trenbling, ducked away. Yyrkoon
took the jug and enptied it onto the white dust of the roof. 'This is Elric's thin blood. This is
how it will flow away!'

But again Cynoril was not listening, She was trying to renenber her al bino | over and the
few sweet days they had spent together since they were children

Yyrkoon hurled the enpty jug at the girl's head, but she was adept at dodging him As she
dodged, she rmurnured her standard response to all his attacks and insults. 'Thank you, Denpbn
Lord,' she said. 'Thank you, Denon Lord.'

Yyrkoon | aughed. 'Aye. Denon Lord. Your folk are right to call ne that, for | rule nore
denons than | rule nen. My power increases every day!’

The G nish girl hurried away to fetch nmore wine, for she knew he would be calling for it
in a nonent. Yyrkoon crossed the roof to stare through the slats in the fence at the proof of his
power, but as he | ooked upon his ships he heard sounds of confusion fromthe other side of the
roof. Could the Yurits and the G nish be fighting anongst thensel ves? Wiere were their Inrryrian
centurions. Wiere was Captain Val hari k?

He al nost ran across the roof, passing Cynoril who appeared to be sl eeping, and peered
down into the streets.

"Fire?" he murmured. 'Fire?

It was true that the streets appeared to be on fire. And yet it was not an ordinary fire.
Balls of fire seemed to drift about, igniting rush-thatched roofs, doors, anything which would
easily burn--as an invading arnmy might put a village to the torch

Yyrkoon scowl ed, thinking at first that he had been carel ess and sone spell of his had
turned agai nst him but then he | ooked over the burning houses at the river and he saw a strange
ship sailing there, a ship of great grace and beauty, that sonmehow seened nore a creation of
nature than of man--and he knew they were under attack. But who would attack Dhoz-Kanf? There was
no loot worth the effort. It could not be Inrryrians..

It could not be Elric.

"It must not be Elric," he growed. 'The Mrror. It must be turned upon the invaders.'

"And upon yourself, brother? Cynoril had risen unsteadily and | eaned agai nst a table. She
was smiling. 'You were too confident, Yyrkoon. Elric comes.'

"Elric! Nonsense! Merely a few barbarian raiders fromthe interior. Once they are in the
centre of the city, we shall be able to use the Mrror of Menory upon them' He ran to the
trapdoor which I ed down into his house. 'Captain Val harik! Val hari k where are you?

Val hari k appeared in the room bel ow. He was sweating. There was a blade in his gloved
hand, though he did not seemto have been in any fighting as yet.

"Make the mirror ready, Valharik. Turn it upon the attackers.'

"But, ny lord, we mght...'

"Hurry! Do as | say. W'Il soon have these barbarians added to our own strength--al ong
with their ships.'

' Barbarians, ny lord? Can barbarians conmmand the fire el enental s? These things we fight
are flane spirits. They cannot be slain any nore than fire itself can be slain.'

"Fire can be slain by water,' Prince Yyrkoon reninded his lieutenant. 'By water, Captain
Val hari k. Have you forgotten?

"But, Prince Yyrkoon, we have tried to quench the spirits with water--and the water wl|
not nmove from our buckets. Sonme powerful sorcerer conmands the invaders. He has the aid of the
spirits of fire and water.

"You are mad, Captain Val harik,' said Yyrkoon firmy. 'Mad. Prepare the mirror and let us
have no nore of these stupidities.'

Val hari k wetted his dry lips. 'Aye, ny lord.' He bowed his head and went to do his
mast er' s bi ddi ng.

Agai n Yyrkoon went to the fence and | ooked through. There were nmen in the streets now,
fighting his own warriors, but snoke obscured his view, he could not make out the identities of
any of the invaders. 'Enjoy your petty victory,' Yyrkoon chuckled, 'for soon the mrror will take
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away your ninds and you will beconme ny slaves.'

"It is Elric,' said Cynmoril quietly. She snmiled. "Elric comes to take vengeance on you,
br ot her.'

Yyrkoon sni ggered. ' Think you? Think you? Wl |, should that be the case, he'll find ne
gone, for | still have a neans of evading him-and he'll find you in a condition which will not
pl ease him (though it will cause him considerable anguish). But it is not Elric. It is some crude
shaman fromthe steppes to the east of here. He will soon be in ny power.

Cynoril, too, was peering through the fence.

"Elric,' she said. 'l can see his helm’

"What ?' Yyrkoon pushed her aside. There, in the streets, Inrryrian fought Imryrian, there
was no | onger any doubt of that. Yyrkoon's nmen--Inrryrian, QG nish and Yurit--were being pushed
back. And at the head of the attacking Inrryrians could be seen a black dragon hel m such as only
one Mel ni bonean wore. It was Elric's helm And Elric's sword, that had once bel onged to Earl Aubec
of Mal ador, rose and fell and was bright with bl ood which glistened in the nmorning sunshine.

For a nonent Yyrkoon was overwhel med with despair. He groaned. '"Elric. Elric. Elric. Ah,
how we continue to underestimate each other. Wat curse is on us?

Cynoril had flung back her head and her face had cone to |life again. 'l said he would
cone, brother!’

Yyrkoon whirled on her. 'Aye--he has conme--and the mirror will rob himof his brain and he
will turn into nmy slave, believing anything | care to put in his skull. This is even sweeter than
I planned, sister. Ha!' He | ooked up and then flung his arns across his eyes as he realised what
he had done. ' Quickly--below-into the house--the mirror begins to turn.' There came a great
creaki ng of gears and pulleys and chains as the terrible Mrror of Menory began to focus on the
streets below. 'It will be only alittle while before Elric has added hinself and his men to ny
strength. What a splendid irony!' Yyrkoon hurried his sister down the steps |eading fromthe roof
and he cl osed the trapdoor behind him 'Elric hinself will help in the attack on Inrryr. He will
destroy his own kind. He will oust hinself fromthe Ruby Throne!’

"Do you not think that Elric has anticipated the threat of the Mrror of Menory, brother?
Cynoril said with relish

"Anticipate it, aye--but resist it he cannot. He nust see to fight. He nust either be cut
down or open his eyes. No nan with eyes can be safe fromthe power of the mrror.' He gl anced
around the crudely furnished room 'Were is Val harik? Were is the cur?

Val hari k cane running in. '"The mirror is being turned, ny lord, but it will affect our own
men, too. | fear...'

'Then cease to fear. What if our own nen are drawn under its influence? W can soon feed
what they need to know back into their brains--at the same time as we feed our defeated foes. You
are too nervous, Captain Val harik.'

"But Elric | eads them..'

"And Elric's eyes are eyes--though they look like crinmson stones. He will fare no better
than his nen.

In the streets around Prince Yyrkoon's house Elric, Dyvim Tvar and their Inmryrians pushed
on, forcing back their denoralised opponents. The attackers had | ost barely a nan, whereas many
G nish and Yurits lay dead in the streets, beside a few of their renegade Inrryrian comranders.
The flame elenentals, whomElric had summoned with sone effort, were beginning to disperse, for it
cost themdear to spend so much tine entirely within Elric's plane, but the necessary advantage
had been gained and there was now little question of who would win as a hundred or nore houses
bl azed throughout the city, igniting others and requiring attention fromthe defenders |lest the
whol e squalid place burn down about their ears. In the harbour, too, ships were burning.

Dyvim Tvar was the first to notice the mrror beginning to swing into focus on the
streets. He pointed a warning finger, then turned, blowing on his war-horn and ordering forward
the troops who, up to now, had played no part in the fighting. 'Now you nust |lead us!' he cried,
and he lowered his hel mover his face. The eyehol es of the hel m had been bl ocked so that he could
not see through

Slowmy Elric lowered his own helmuntil he was in darkness. The sound of fighting
conti nued however, as the veterans who had sailed with them from Mel ni bone, set to work in their
pl ace and the other troops fell back. The leading Inrryrians had not bl ocked their eyehol es.

Elric prayed that the schenme woul d worKk.

Yyr koon, peeking cautiously through a chink in a heavy curtain, said querul ously:
"Val hari k? They fight on. Wiy is that? Is not the mrror focussed?
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"It should be, ny lord."'

' Then, see for yourself, the Inrryrians continue to forge through our defenders--and our
men are beginning to cone under the influence of the mrror. Wiat is wong, Val harik? Wiat is
wr ong?'

Val hari k drew air between his teeth and there was a certain admration in his expression
as he | ooked upon the fighting Inmrryrians.

"They are blind,' he said. 'They fight by sound and touch and snell. They are blind, ny
|l ord enmperor--and they lead Elric and his nmen whose hel ns are so designed they can see nothing.'

"Blind?" Yyrkoon spoke al nost pathetically, refusing to understand. 'Blind?

"Aye. Blind warriors--nmen wounded in earlier wars, but good fighters nonetheless. That is
how Elric defeats our mrror, ny |ord.

"Agh! No! No!' Yyrkoon beat heavily on his captain's back and the man shrank away. 'Elric
is not cunning. He is not cunning. Sonme powerful denobn gives himthese ideas.'

"Perhaps, ny lord. But are there denons nore powerful than those who have ai ded you?

"No," said Yyrkoon. 'There are none. Ch, that | could sumon sone of them now. But | have
expended ny powers in opening the Shade Gate. | should have anticipated... | could not
anticipate... Oh Elric! | shall yet destroy you, when the runebl ades are mne!' Then Yyrkoon
frowned. 'But how coul d he have been prepared? What denmon .... ? Unless he sumopned Arioch
hi nsel f? But he has not the power to sumon Arioch. | could not summon him.."

And then, as if in reply, Yyrkoon heard Elric's battle song sounding fromthe nearby
streets. And that song answered the question

"Arioch! Arioch! Blood and souls for ny lord Arioch !

"Then | must have the runebl ades. | must pass through the Shade Gate. There | still have
allies--supernatural allies who shall deal easily with Elric, if need be. But | need tine...'
Yyrkoon rmunbl ed to hinself as he paced about the room Val harik continued to watch the fighting.

'They come closer,' said the captain.

Cynoril smiled. 'doser, Yyrkoon? Wwo is the fool now? Elric? O you?

"Be still! I think. I think..." Yyrkoon fingered his |ips.

Then a light cane into his eye and he | ooked cunningly at Cynoril for a second before
turning his attention to Captain Val hari k.

"Val hari k, you nust destroy the Mrror of Menory.

"Destroy it? But it is our only weapon, ny lord?" 'Exactly--but is it not usel ess now?'

" Aye.'

"Destroy it and it will serve us again.' Yyrkoon flicked a long finger in the direction of
the door. 'Go. Destroy the mirror.’

"But, Prince Yyrkoon--enmperor, | nmean--will that not have the effect of robbing us of our
only weapon?

"Do as | say, Val harik! O perish!’

"But how shall | destroy it, ny lord?

"Your sword. You nust clinb the colum behind the face of the mirror. Then, without
looking into the mirror itself, you nust swing your sword against it and smash it. It will break
easily. You know the precautions | have had to take to make sure that it was not harned.'

"Is that all | nust do?

"Aye. Then you are free fromny service--you

nmay escape or do whatever else you wish to do.'

'"Do we not sail against Ml nibone?

"Of course not. | have devised anot her method of taking the Dragon Isle.’

Val hari k shrugged. Hi s expression showed that he had never really believed Yyrkoon's
assurances. But what else had he to do but follow Yyrkoon, when fearful torture awaited him at
Elric's hands? Wth shoul ders bowed, the captain slunk away to do his prince's work.

"And now, Cynoril...' Yyrkoon grinned Iike a ferret as he reached out to grab his sister's
soft shoul ders. 'Now to prepare you for your |over, Elric.'

One of the blind warriors cried: 'They no longer resist us, ny lord. They are linp and
al | ow t hensel ves to be cut down where they stand. Wiy is this?

"The mirror has robbed themof their nenories,' Elric called, turning his own blind head
towards the sound of the warrior's voice. 'You can lead us into a building now-where, with |uck
we shall not glinpse the mirror.'

At | ast they stood within what appeared to Elric, as he lifted his helm to be a warehouse
of sone kind. Luckily it was |arge enough to hold their entire force and when they were all inside
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Elric had the doors shut while they debated their next action

"W should find Yyrkoon,' Dyvim Tvar said. 'Let us interrogate one of those warriors...'

"There'll be little point in that, ny friend,'" Elric renminded him *'Their mnds are gone
They' || renmenber nothing at all. They do not at present renenber even what they are, |let alone
who. Go to the shutters yonder, where the mirror's influence cannot reach, and see if you can see
the building nost likely to be occupied by nmy cousin.'

Dyvim Tvar crossed swiftly to the shutters and | ooked cautiously out. 'Aye--there's a
building larger than the rest and | see sonme novenent within, as if the surviving warriors were
regrouping. It's likely that's Yyrkoon's stronghold. It should be easily taken.'

Elric joined him 'Aye. | agree with you. We'll find Yyrkoon there. But we nust hurry,
| est he decides to slay Cynoril. W nust work out the best nmeans of reaching the place and
instruct our blind warriors as to how nany streets, how many houses and so forth, we nust pass.'

"What is that strange sound?' One of the blind warriors raised his head. 'Like the distant
ringi ng of a gong.'

"I hear it too,' said another blind man.

And now Elric heard it. A sinister noise. It came fromthe air above them It shivered
t hrough t he at nosphere.

"The mirror!' Dyvim Tvar | ooked up. 'Has the mirror sone property we did not anticipate?

"Possibly..." Elric tried to remenber what Arioch had told him But Arioch had been vague.
He had said nothing of this dreadful, mghty sound, this shattering clangour as if... "He is
breaking the mirror!' he said. 'But why?' There was sonething nore now, sonething brushing at his
brain. As if the sound were, itself, sentient.

' Perhaps Yyrkoon is dead and his nmagic dies with him' Dyvim Tvar began. And then he broke
off with a groan

The noi se was | ouder, nore intense, bringing sharp pain to his ears.

And now Elric knew. He blocked his ears with his gauntleted hands. The menories in the
mrror. They were flooding into his mind. The mirror had been smashed and was rel easing all the
menories it had stolen over the centuries--the aeons, perhaps. Many of those nenories were not
nortal. Many were the menories of beasts and intelligent creatures which had existed even before
Mel ni bone. And the menories warred for a place in Elric's skull--in the skulls of all the
InTryrians--in the poor, tortured skulls of the nen outside whose pitiful screans could be heard
rising fromthe streets--and in the skull of Captain Val harik, the turncoat, as he lost his
footing on the great colum and fell with the shards fromthe mrror to the ground far bel ow

But Elric did not hear Captain Val harik scream and he did not hear Val harik's body crash
first to a roof-top and then into the street where it lay all broken beneath the broken mrror

Elric lay upon the stone floor of the warehouse and he withed, as his conrades withed,
trying to clear his head of a million nmenories that were not his own--of |oves, of hatreds, of
strange experiences and ordi nary experiences, of wars and journeys, of the faces of relatives who
were not his relatives, of nmen and wonen and children, of aninmals, of ships and cities; of fights,
of Il ovenaking, of fears and desires--and the nenories fought each other for possession of his
crowded skull, threatening to drive his own nenories (and thus his own character) fromhis head.
And as Elric withed upon the ground, clutching at his ears, he spoke a word over and over again
in an effort to cling to his own identity.

"Elric. Elric. EHric.'

And gradually, by an effort which he had experienced only once before when he had sunmoned
Arioch to the plane of the Earth, he managed to extinguish all those alien nmenories and assert his
own until, shaken and feeble, he |lowered his hands fromhis ears and no | onger shouted his own
nane. And then he stood up and | ooked about him

More than two thirds of his nmen were dead, blind or otherwi se. The big bosun was dead, his
eyes wide and staring, his lips frozen in a scream his right eye-socket raw and bl eeding from
where he had tried to drag his eye fromit. Al the corpses lay in unnatural positions, all had
their eyes open (if they had eyes) and many bore the marks of self-mutilation, while others had
vom ted and others had dashed their brains against the wall. Dyvim Tvar was alive, but curled up
in a corner, nunbling to hinself and Elric thought he m ght be nad. Sone of the other survivors
were, indeed, nmad, but they were quiet, they afforded no danger. Only five, including Elric,
seermed to have resisted the alien nenories and retained their own sanity. It seenmed to Elric, as
he stunbled fromcorpse to corpse, that nost of the nen had had their hearts fail.

"Dyvim Tvar?' Elric put his hand on his friend s shoulder. 'Dyvim Tvar?

Dyvi m Tvar took his head fromhis armand | ooked into Elric's eyes. In DyvimTvar's own
eyes was the experience of a score of mllennia and there was irony there, too. 'I live, Elric.'

'"Few of us live now'
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Alittle later they left the warehouse, no longer needing to fear the mrror, and found
that all the streets were full of the dead who had received the mirror's nenories. Stiff bodies
reached out hands to them Dead lips fornmed silent pleas for help. Elric tried not to | ook at them
as he pressed through them but his desire for vengeance upon his cousin was even stronger now.

They reached the house. The door was open and the ground floor was cranmed with corpses.
There was no sign of Prince Yyrkoon

Elric and Dyvim Tvar led the few Inrryrians who were still sane up the steps, past nore
i mpl oring corpses, until they reached the top fl oor of the house.

And here they found Cynoril.

She was |ying upon a couch and she was naked. There were runes painted on her flesh and
the runes were, in thenselves, obscene. Her eyelids were heavy and she did not at first recognise
them Elric rushed to her side and cradled her body in his arns. The body was oddly col d.

'He--he makes me--sleep...' said Cynoril. 'A sorcerous sleep--fromwhich--only he can wake
me...' She gave a great yawn. '| have stayed awake --this long--by an effort of--will--for Elric
cones...'

"Elric is here,' said her lover, softly. 'l amEric, Cynoril.'

"Elric?" She relaxed in his arms. 'You--you nmust find Yyrkoon--for only he can wake ne...

"Where has he gone?' Elric's face had hardened. His crimson eyes were fierce. 'Were?

"To find the two bl ack swords--the runeswords--of--our ancestors--NMurnbl ade. ..

"And Stornmbringer,' said Elric grimy. 'Those swords are cursed. But where has he gone,
Cynoril ? How has he escaped us?

" Thr ough- -t hr ough- -t hrough the--Shade Gate--he conjured it--he made the nost fearful pacts
with demons to go through... The--other--room. . .'

Now Cymoril slept, but there seenmed to be a certain peace on her face.

Elric watched as Dyvim Tvar crossed the room sword in hand, and flung the door open. A
dreadful stench cane fromthe next room which was in darkness. Sonething flickered on the far
si de.

"Aye--that's sorcery, right enough,' said Elric. 'And Yyrkoon has thwarted ne. He conjured

the Shade Gate and passed through it into sone nether-world. Which one, I'll never know, for there
is an infinity of them Ch, Arioch, | would give nuch to follow my cousin!

"Then follow himyou shall,' said a sweet, sardonic voice in Elric's head.

At first the albino thought it was a vestige of a nenory still fighting for possession of

his head, but then he knew that Arioch spoke to him

"Dismiss your followers that | may speak with thee,' said Arioch.

Elric hesitated. He wished to be alone--but not with Arioch. He wished to be with Cynoril,
for Cynoril was making himweep. Tears already flowed fromhis crinmson eyes.

"What | have to say could result in Cynoril being restored to her nornmal state,' said the
voi ce. 'And, noreover, it will help you defeat Yyrkoon and be revenged upon him Indeed, it could
make you the nost powerful nortal there has ever been.'

Elric | ooked up at Dyvim Tvar. 'Wuld you and your nen | eave nme alone for a few nonents?

"Of course.' Dyvim Tvar led his men away and shut the door behind him

Arioch stood | eaning agai nst the same door. Again he had assuned the shape and poise of a
handsonme youth. His smle was friendly and open and only the ancient eyes belied his appearance.

"It is time to seek the black swords yourself, Elric,' said Arioch. 'Lest Yyrkoon reach
themfirst. | warn you of this--with the runebl ades Yyrkoon will be so powerful he will be able to
destroy half the world without thinking of it. That is why your cousin risks the dangers of the
wor| d beyond the Shade Gate. If Yyrkoon possesses those swords before you find them it will mean

the end of you, of Cymoril, of the Young Kingdons and, quite possibly, the destruction of
Mel ni bone, too. | will help you enter the netherworld to seek for the twin runeswords.
Elric said nusingly: 'l have often been warned of the dangers of seeking the swords--and

the worse dangers of owning them | think | nust consider another plan, ny lord Arioch.

"There is no other plan. Yyrkoon desires the swords if you do not. Wth Murnblade in one
hand and Stornbringer in the other, he will be invincible, for the swords give their user power.
| mense power.' Arioch paused.

"You nust do as | say. It is to your advantage.' 'And to yours, Lord Arioch?

"Aye--to mine. | amnot entirely selfless.

Elric shook his head. '| amconfused. There has been too nuch of the supernatural about
this affair. | suspect the gods of nanipulating us...'

' The gods serve only those who are willing to serve them And the gods serve destiny,
al so."'
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"I like it not. To stop Yyrkoon is one thing, to assune his anbitions and take the swords
mysel f--that is another thing.'

"It is your destiny.'

' Cannot | change ny destiny?

Arioch shook his head. 'No nore than can |.'

Elric stroked sleeping Cynoril's hair. 'l love her. She is all | desire.’
"You shall not wake her if Yyrkoon finds the bl ades before you do.
"And how shall | find the bl ades?

"Enter the Shade Gate--1 have kept it open, though Yyrkoon thinks it closed--then you mnust
seek the Tunnel Under the Marsh which |l eads to the Pulsing Cavern. In that chanber the runeswords
are kept. They have been kept there ever since your ancestors relinquished them..

"Way were they relinquished.

" Your ancestors | acked courage.'

' Courage to face what?'

' Thensel ves.'

"You are cryptic, ny lord Arioch.'

"That is the way of the Lords of the Hi gher Worlds. Hurry. Even | cannot keep the Shade
Gate open |long.'

"Very well. | will go.'

And Arioch vani shed i mediately.

Elric called in a hoarse, cracking voice for Dyvim Tvar. Dyvim Tvar entered at once.

"Elric? What has happened in here? Is it Cynoril? You |ook...'

"I amgoing to follow Yyrkoon--alone, Dyvim Tvar.' You nust nake your way back to
Mel ni bone with those of our men who remain. Take Cynoril with you. If | do not return in
reasonabl e tine, you nust declare her enpress. If she still sleeps, then you nust rule as regent
until she wakes.'

Dyvi m Tvar said softly: 'Do you know what you do, Elric?

Elric shook his head.

'"No, Dyvim Tvar, | do not.'

He got to his feet and staggered towards the other room where the Shade Gate waited for
hi m

BOOK THREE

And now there is no turning back at all Elric's destiny has been forged and fixed as
surely as the hell swords were forged and fi xed aeons before. WAs there ever a point where he ni ght
have turned off this road to despair, damati on and destruction? O has he been dooned since
before his birth? Dooned through a thousand incarnations to know little el se but sadness and
struggle, loneliness and renorse--eternally the chanpion of sone unknown cause?

1
Through the Shade Gate

AND ELRI C STEPPED i nto a shadow and found hinself in a world of shadows. He turned, but
the shadow t hrough whi ch he had entered now faded and was gone. A d Aubec's sword was in Elric's
hand, the black hel mand the black arnour were upon his body and only these were fam liar, for the
| and was dark and gloomy as if contained in a vast cave whose walls, though invisible, were
oppressive and tangible. And Elric regretted the hysteria, the weariness of brain, which had given
himthe inmpul se to obey his patron denmon Arioch and plunge through the Shade Gate. But regret was
usel ess now, so he forgot it.

Yyrkoon was nowhere to be seen. Either Elric's cousin had had a steed awaiting himor
else, nmore likely, he had entered this world at a slightly different angle (for all the planes
were said to turn about each other) and was thus either nearer or farther fromtheir nutual goal
The air was rich with brine--so rich that Elric's nostrils felt as if they had been packed with
salt--it was alnpst |ike wal king under water and just being able to breathe the water itself.
Perhaps this explained why it was so difficult to see any great distance in any direction, why
there were so many shadows, why the sky was like a veil which hid the roof of a cavern. Elric
sheathed his sword, there being no evident danger present at that nmonment, and turned slowy,
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trying to get some kind of bearing.

It was possible that there were jagged nountains in what he judged the east, and perhaps a
forest to the west. Wthout sun, or stars, or noon, it was hard to gauge di stance or direction. He
stood on a rocky plain over which whistled a cold and sl uggi sh wi nd, which tugged at his cloak as
if it wished to possess it. There were a few stunted, leafless trees standing in a clunp about a
hundred paces away. It was all that relieved the bl eak plain, save for a |large, shapel ess slab of
rock which stood a fair way beyond the trees. It was a world which seemed to have been drained of
all life, where Law and Chaos had once battled and, in their conflict, destroyed all. Wre there
many pl anes such as this one? Elric wondered. And for a noment he was filled with a dreadfu
presenti ment concerning the fate of his own rich world. He shook this nmood off at once and began
to wal k towards the trees and the rock beyond.

He reached the trees and passed them and the touch of his cloak on a branch broke the
brittle thing which turned al nost at once to ash which was scattered on the wind. Elric drew the
cl oak cl oser about his body.

As he approached the rock he becanme conscious of a sound which seened to enanate fromit.
He sl owed his pace and put his hand upon the ponmel of his sword.

The noi se continued--a small, rhythm c noise. Through the gloomElric peered carefully at
the rock, trying to |locate the source of the sound.

And then the noise stopped and was replaced by another--a soft scuffle, a padding
footfall, and then silence. Elric took a pace backward and drew Aubec's sword. The first sound had
been that of a man sl eeping. The second sound was that of a nman waki ng and preparing hinself
either for attack or to defend hinself.

Elric said: 'Il amEric of Melnibone. | ama stranger here.'

And an arrow slid past his helmalnost at the sane nonent as a bowstring sounded. Elric
flung hinself to one side and sought about for cover, but there was no cover save the rock behind
whi ch the archer hid.

And now a voice canme frombehind the rock. It was a firm rather bleak voice. It said:

" That was not meant to harmyou but to display ny skill in case you considered harm ng ne.
I have had ny fill of denons in this world and you | ook |ike the nost dangerous denon of all
Wi t ef ace. '

"I amnortal,' said Elric, straightening up and deciding that if he nust die it would be
best to die with sone sort of dignity.

" You spoke of Mel nibone. | have heard of the place. An isle of denons.'

' Then you have not heard enough of Ml nibone. | amnortal as are all ny folk. Only the
i gnorant think us denons.

"I amnot ignorant, ny friend. | ama Warrior Priest of Phum born to that caste and the
inheritor of all its know edge and, until recently, the Lords of Chaos thenselves were ny patrons.

Then | refused to serve themlonger and was exiled to this plane by them Perhaps the sane fate
befell you, for the fol k of Ml nibone serve Chaos do they not?

"Aye. And | know of Phum-it lies in the unnapped East--beyond the Weping Waste, beyond
the Sighing Desert, beyond even Elwher. It is one of the oldest of the Young Kingdons.'

"All that is so--though | dispute that the East is unmapped, save by the savages of the
West. So you are, indeed, to share ny exile, it seens.'

"I amnot exiled. I amupon a quest. When the quest is done, | shall return to my own
worl d.'

"Return, say you? That interests ne, ny pale friend. | had thought return inpossible.’

"Perhaps it is and | have been tricked. And if your own powers have not found you a way to
anot her plane, perhaps mne will not save ne either.'

'Powers? | have none since | relinquished ny servitude to Chaos. Wll, friend, do you
intend to fight ne?

"There is only one upon this plane | would fight and it is not you, Warrior Priest of
Phum' Elric sheathed his sword and at the same nonent the speaker rose from behind the rock
replacing a scarlet-fletched arrowin a scarlet quiver.

"I am Rackhir,' said the man. 'Called the Red Archer for, as you see, | affect scarlet
dress. It is a habit of the Warrior Priests of Phumto choose but a single colour to wear. It is
the only loyalty to tradition | still possess.' He had on a scarlet jerkin, scarlet breeks,

scarl et shoes and a scarlet cap with a scarlet feather init. H's bow was scarlet and the pomel
of his sword gl owed ruby-red. His face, which was aquiline and gaunt, as if carved from fl eshl ess
bone, was weat her-beaten, and that was brown. He was tall and he was thin, but nuscles rippled on
his arns and torso. There was irony in his eyes and sonething of a smle upon his thin |lips,

t hough the face showed that it had been through nmuch experience, little of it pleasant.
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"An odd place to choose for a quest,' said the Red Archer, standing with hands on hips and

| ooking Elric up and down. 'But I'Il strike a bargain with you if you're interested.’

"If the bargain suits nme, archer, |I'I|l agree to it, for you seemto know nore of this
world than do I.'

"Wl |l --you nmust find sonmething here and then | eave, whereas | have nothing at all to do

here and wish to leave. If | help you in your quest, will you take me with you when you return to
our own pl ane?

'That seenms a fair bargain, but |I cannot promi se what | have no power to give. | will say
only this--if it is possible for nme to take you back with ne to our own plane, either before or
after | have finished ny quest, | will doit.'

"That is reasonable,' said Rackhir the Red Archer. 'Now-tell ne what you seek.'

"I seek two swords, forged nmillennia ago by imortals, used by my ancestors but then
relinqui shed by them and pl aced upon this plane. The swords are | arge and heavy and bl ack and they
have cryptic runes carved into their blades. | was told that | would find themin the Pul sing
Cavern which is reached through the Tunnel Under the Marsh. Have you heard of either of these
pl aces?'

"I have not. Nor have | heard of the two black swords.' Rackhir rubbed his bony chin.

" Though | renenber reading sonething in one of the Books of Phum and what | read disturbed ne...'

'The swords are | egendary. Many books nake sonme small reference to them-al nost al ways
mysterious. There is said to be one tone which records the history of the swords and all who have
used them-and all who will use themin the future--a tinel ess book which contains all tinme. Some
call it the Chronicle of the Black Sword and in it, it is said, nmen may read their whol e
destinies.'

"I know nothing of that, either. It is not one of the Books of Phum | fear, Conrade
Elric, that we shall have to venture to the City of Ameeron and ask your questions of the
i nhabitants there.'’

"There is a city upon this plane?

"Aye--a city. | stayed but a short tine init, preferring the wilderness. But with a
friend, it mght be possible to bear the place a little |onger.'

"Why is Ameeron unsuited to your taste?

"Its citizens are not happy, indeed, they are a nost depressed and depressing group, for
they are all, you see, exiles or refugees or travelers between the worlds who | ost their way and
never found it again. No one lives in Anmeeron by choice.’

"Averitable City of the Dammed.'

"As the poet nmight renmark, aye.' Rackhir offered Elric a sardonic wink. 'But | sonetines
think all cities are that.'

"What is the nature of this plane where are, as far as | can tell, no planets, no noon, no
sun. It has sonmething of the air of a great cavern.'

"There is, indeed, a theory that it is a sphere buried in an infinity of rock. O hers say

that it lies in the future of our owm Earth--a future where the universe has died. | heard a
thousand t heories during the short space of tinme | spend in the City of Areeron. All, it seenmed to
me, were of equal value. Al, it seemed to ne, could be correct. Wiy not? There are sone who

believe that everything is a Lie. Conversely, everything could be the Truth.'

It was Elric's turn to remark ironically: 'You are a phil osopher, then, as well as an
archer, friend Rackhir of Phun?

Rackhir laughed. '"If you like! It is such thinking that weakened ny loyalty to Chaos and

led me to this pass. | have heard that there is a city called Tanelorn which nay sonetines be
found on the shifting shores of the Sighing Desert. If | ever return to our own world, Conrade
Elric, | shall seek that city, for | have heard that peace may be found there--that such debates

as the nature of Truth are considered neaningl ess. That nmen are content nerely to exist in
Tanel orn.'

"I envy those who dwell in Tanelorn,' said Elric.

Rackhir sniffed. 'Aye. But it would probably prove a disappointnent, if found. Legends are
best left as |egends and attenpts to make themreal are rarely successful. Come--yonder |ies
Aneeron and that, sad to say, is nore typical of nost cities one cones across--on any plane."'

The two tall men, both outcasts in their different ways, began to trudge through the gl oom
of that desol ate wastel and.
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In the City of Ameeron

THE CI TY OF AMEERON cane in sight and Elric had never seen such a place before. Aneeron
made Dhoz-Kam seem |i ke the cl eanest and nost well-run settlenent there could be. The city lay
bel ow the plain of rocks, in a shallow valley over which hung perpetual snmoke: a filthy, tattered
cl oak meant to hide the place fromthe sight of nen and gods.

The buildings were nostly in a state of sem-ruin or else were wholly ruined and shacks
and tents erected in their place. The mixture of architectural styles--sone famliar, sone nost
alien--was such that Elric was hard put to see one building which resenbled anot her. There were
shanti es and castles, cottages, towers and forts, plain, square villas and wooden huts heavy wth
carved ornanentati on. Ohers seened nerely piles of rock with a jagged opening at one end for a
door. But none | ooked well--could not have | ooked well in that |andscape under that perpetually
gl oony sky.

Here and there red fires sputtered, adding to the snoke, and the snell as Elric and
Rackhir reached the outskirts was rich with a great variety of stinks.

"Arrogance, rather than pride, is the paranmount quality of nobst of Aneeron's residents,'
sai d Rackhir, winkling his hawklike nose. 'Were they have any qualities of character left at
all.'

Elric trudged through filth. Shadows scuttled anmpbngst the cl ose-packed buildings. 'Is
there an inn, perhaps, where we can enquire after the Tunnel Under the Marsh and its whereabouts?

"No inn. By and large the inhabitants keep thenselves to thenselves...'

"Acity square where fol k neet?

"This city has no centre. Each resident or group of residents built their own dwelling
where they felt like it, or where there was space, and they conme fromall planes and all ages,
thus the confusion, the decay and the ol dness of many of the places. Thus the filth, the
hopel essness, the decadence of the majority.

'How do they |ive?

'"They live off each other, by and large. They trade with denmons who occasionally visit
Aneeron from

time to time...'

' Denons?’

"Aye. And the bravest hunt the rats which dwell in the caverns below the city.

"What denons are these?

"Just creatures, mainly minor ninions of Chaos, who want sonething that the Aneeronese can
supply--a stolen soul or two, a baby, perhaps (though few are born here)--you can i magi ne what
el se, if you've know edge of what denons normally demand from sorcerers.'

"Aye. | can inmagine. So Chaos can come and go on this plane as it pleases.'

"I"'mnot sure it's quite as easy. But it is certainly easier for the denbns to travel back
and forth here than it would be for themto travel back and forth in our plane.'

'Have you seen any of these denobns?

"Aye. The usual bestial sort. Coarse, stupid and :powerful--many of them were once human
before electing to bargain with Chaos. Now they are nentally and physically warped into foul
denmon shapes.

Elric found Rackhir's words not to his taste. 'Is that ever the fate of those who bargain
with Chaos?' he said.
"You should know, if you cone from Mel ni bone. | know that in Phumit is rarely the case.

But it seens that the higher the stakes the subtler are the changes a man under goes when Chaos
agrees to trade with him'

Elric sighed. 'Were shall we enquire of our Tunnel Under the Marsh?

"There was an old man..."' Rackhir began, and

then a grunt behi nd hi m made hi m pause.

Anot her grunt.

A face with tusks in it energed froma patch of darkness formed by a fallen slab of
masonry. The face grunted again.

"Who are you?' said Elric, his sword-hand ready.

"Pig,' said the face with tusks init. Elric was not certain whether he was being insulted
or whether the creature was describing hinself.

"Pig.'

Two nore faces with tusks in themcane out of the patch of darkness. 'Pig,' said one.

'"Pig,' said another

' Snake,' said a voice behind Elric and Rackhir. Elric turned while Rackhir continued to
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watch the pigs. A tall youth stood there. Were his head woul d have been sprouted the bodi es of
about fifteen good-sized snakes. The head of each snake glared at Elric. The tongues flickered and
they all opened their nouths at exactly the sane nonent to say again:

' Snake. "

"Thing,' said another voice. Elric glanced in that direction, gasped, drew his sword and
felt nausea sweep through him

Then Pi gs, Snhake and Thing were upon them

Rackhir took one Pig before it could nove three paces. H s bow was off his back and strung
and a red-fletched arrow nocked and shot, all in a second. He had tinme to shoot one nore Pig and
then drop his bowto draw his sword. Back to back he and Elric prepared to defend thensel ves
agai nst the denons' attack. Snake was bad enough, with its fifteen darting heads hissing and
snapping with teeth which dripped venom but Thing kept changing its form-first an arm woul d
energe, then a face would appear fromthe shapel ess, heaving flesh which shuffled inplacably
cl oser.

"Thing!' it shouted. Two swords slashed at Elric who was dealing with the last Pig and
m ssed his stroke so that instead of running the Pig through the heart, he took himin a lung. Pig
st aggered backward and slunped to the ground in a pool of muck, He crawl ed for a nonment, but then
col  apsed. Thing had produced a spear and Elric barely nanaged to deflect the cast with the flat
of his sword. Now Rackhir was engaged with Snake and the two denmons cl osed on the nen, eager to
make a finish of them Half the heads of Snake lay withing on the ground and Elric had nanaged to
slice one hand off Thing, but the denon still seened to have three other hands ready. It seened to
be created not fromone creature but fromseveral. Elric wondered if, through his bargaining with
Arioch, this would ultinately be his fate, to be turned into a denon--a fornm ess nonster. But
wasn't he already sonething of a nonster? Didn't folk already mistake himfor a denon?

These thoughts gave himstrength. He yelled as he fought. "Elric!

And: 'Thing!' replied his adversary, also eager to assert what he regarded as the essence
of his being.

Anot her hand flew off as Aubec's sword bit into it. Another javelin jabbed out and was
knocked asi de; another sword appeared and canme down on Elric's helmwith a force which dazed him
and sent himreeling back agai nst Rackhir who m ssed his thrust at Snake and was al nbst bitten by
four of the heads. Elric chopped at the armand the tentacle which held the sword and saw t hem
part fromthe body but then becone reabsorbed again. The nausea returned. Elric thrust his sword
into the mass and the mass screaned: 'Thing! Thing! Thing!'

Elric thrust again and four swords and two spears waved and clashed and tried to defl ect
Aubec' s bl ade.

" Thi ng!"'

"This is Yyrkoon's work,' said Elric, 'without a doubt. He has heard that | have followed
him and seeks to stop us with his demon allies.' He gritted his teeth and spoke through t hem
"Unl ess one of these is Yyrkoon hinself! Are you ny cousin Yyrkoon, Thing?

"Thing..." The voice was al nost pathetic. The weapons waved and cl ashed but they no | onger
darted so fiercely at Elric.

"Or are you sone other old, famliar friend?

"Thing...'

Elric stabbed again and again into the mass. Thick, reeking bl ood spurted and fell upon
his armour. Elric could not understand why it had becone so easy to take the attack to the denon.

"Now ' shouted a voice fromabove Elric's head. ' Quickly!"

Elric glanced up and saw a red face, a white beard, a waving arm 'Don't | ook at nme you
fool! Now-strike!'

And Elric put his tw hands above his sword hilt and drove the bl ade deep into the
shapel ess creature which noaned and wept and said in a snall whisper

"Frank...' before it died.

Rackhir thrust at the sane nonment and his bl ade went under the remai ni ng snake heads and
pl unged into the chest and thence into the heart of the youth-body and his denon died, too.

The white-haired man cane cl anbering down fromthe ruined archway on whi ch he had been
perched. He was laughing. 'Niun's sorcery still has sone effect, even here, eh? | heard the tal
one call his denon friends and instruct themto set upon you. It did not seemfair to me that five
shoul d attack two--so | sat upon that wall and | drew the many-arned denmon's strength out of it. |

still can. | still can. And now | have his strength (or a fair part of it) and feel considerably
better than | have done for many a noon (if such a thing exists).'
"It said "Frank",' said Elric frowning. 'Was that a nane, do you think? Its nane before?
'Perhaps,' said old N un, 'perhaps. Poor creature. But still, it is dead now. You are not
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of Aneeron, you two--though |I've seen you here before, red one.

"And |'ve seen you,' said Rackhir with a smile. He wi ped Snake's bl ood from his bl ade,
usi ng one of Snake's heads for the purpose. 'You are Niun Wio Knew All."'

"Aye. Wio Knew Al but who now knows very little. Soon it will be over, when | have
forgotten everything. Then! nmay return fromthis awful exile. It is the pact | nmade with Ol and of

the Staff. | was a fool who wi shed to know everything and ny curiosity led ne into an adventure
concerning this Oland. Oland showed me the error of ny ways and sent ne here to forget. Sadly,
as you noticed, | still renenmber some of my powers and nmy know edge fromtime to time. | know you
seek the Black Swords. | know you are Elric of Ml nibone I know what will becone of you.'

"You know ny destiny?' said Elric eagerly. 'Tell nme what it is N un Wo Knew Al !’

Ni un opened his nouth as if to speak but then firmy shut it again. 'No,' he said. 'l have
forgotten.'

"No!" Elric nade as if to seize the old man. ' No!

You renenber! | can see that you remenber!

"I have forgotten.' N un | owered his head.

Rackhir took hold of Elric's arm 'He has forgotten, Elric.'

Elric nodded. 'Very well.' Then he said, 'But have you renmenbered where |ies the Tunne
Under the Marsh?

"Yes. It is only a short distance from Aneeron, the Marsh itself. You go that way. Then
you |l ook for a monument in the shape of an eagle carved in black marble. At the base of the
monument is the entrance to the tunnel.' N un repeated this information parrot-fashi on and when he
| ooked up his face was clearer. "What did | just tell you?

Elric said: 'You gave us instructions on howto reach the entrance to the Tunnel Under the
Mar sh. '

"Did 1 ?" Niun clapped his old hands. 'Splendid. | have forgotten that now, too. \Wo are
you?'

"W are best forgotten,' said Rackhir with a gentle smile. 'Farewell, N un and thanks.'

' Thanks for what?'

"Both for renenbering and for forgetting.

They wal ked on through the nmiserable City of Aneeron, away fromthe happy ol d sorcerer
sighting the odd face staring at themfroma doorway or a wi ndow, doing their best to breathe as
little of the foul air as possible.

"I think perhaps that | envy Niun alone of all the inhabitants of this desol ate place,’
sai d Rackhir.

"I pity him' said Elric.

"Why so?'

"It occurs to nme that when he has forgotten everything, he may well forget that he is
all owed to | eave Aneeron.

Rackhi r | aughed and sl apped the al bi no upon his black armoured back. 'You are a gl oony
comrade, friend Elric. Are all your thoughts so hopel ess?

"They tend in that direction, | fear,' said Elric with a shadow of a smle

3
The Tunnel Under the Marsh

AND ON THEY travelled through that sad and nmurky world until at |ast they came to the
mar sh.

The marsh was bl ack. Bl ack spiky vegetation grew in clunps here and there upon it. It was
cold and it was dank; a dark m st swirled close to the surface and through the m st sonetines
darted | ow shapes. Fromthe mist rose a solid black object which could only be the nonunent
descri bed by N un.

" The nmonunent,' said Rackhir, stopping and | eaning on his bow 'It's well out into the
marsh and there's no evident pathway leading to it. Is this a problem do you think, Conrade
Elric?

Elric waded cautiously into the edge of the marsh. He felt the cold ooze drag at his feet.
He stepped back with some difficulty.

'There nust be a path,' said Rackhir, fingering his bony nose. 'Else how would your cousin
cross?'

Elric | ooked over his shoulder at the Red Archer and he shrugged. 'Wo knows? He coul d be
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travelling with sorcerous conpani ons who have no difficulty where narshes are concerned."'

Suddenly Elric found himself sitting down upon the danp rock. The stink of brine fromthe
mar sh seened for a nonent to have overwhel med him He was feeling weak. The effectiveness of his
drugs, last taken just as he stepped through the Shade Gate, was begi nning to fade.

Rackhir came and stood by the albino. He snmiled with a certain anount of bantering
synmpathy. 'Well, Sir Sorcerer, cannot you sumon sinilar aid?

Elric shook his head. 'l know little that is practical concerning the raising of smal
denmons. Yyrkoon has all his grinmoires, his favourite spells, his introductions to the denon
worl ds. W shall have to find a path of the ordinary kind if we wish to reach yonder nonunent,
Warrior Priest of Phum'

The Warrior Priest of Phumdrew a red kerchief fromw thin his tunic and bl ew his nose for
sone tine. Wen he had finished he put down a hand, helped Elric to his feet, and began to wal k
along the rimof the marsh, keeping the black nonunent ever in sight.

It was sone tine later that they found a path at last and it was not a natural path but a
slab of black marble extending out into the gloomof the nmre, slippery to the feet and itself
covered with a filmof ooze.

"I would al nbst suspect this of being a false path--a lure to take us to our death,' said
Rackhir as he and Elric stood and | ooked at the |long slab, 'but what have we to | ose now?'

"Cone,' said Elric, setting foot on the slab and begi nning to nake his cautious way al ong
it. In his hand he now held a torch of sorts, a bundle of sputtering reeds which gave off an
unpl easant yellow |ight and a considerabl e ambunt of greeni sh snoke, but it was better than
not hi ng.

Rackhir, testing each footstep with his unstrung bow stave, followed behind, whistling a
smal |, conplicated tune as he went along. Another of his race would have recogni sed the tune as
the Song of the Son of the Hero of the High Hell who is about to Sacrifice his Life, a popular
mel ody in Phum particularly anobngst the caste of the Warrior Priest.

Elric found the tune irritating and distracting, but he said nothing, for he concentrated
every fragnment of his attention on keeping his balance upon the slippery surface of the slab
whi ch now appeared to rock slightly, as if it floated on the surface of the marsh.

And now they were halfway to the nonument whose shape could be clearly distinguished: A
great eagle with spread wi ngs and a savage beak and cl aws extended for the kill. An eagle in the
sanme bl ack marble as the slab on which they tried to keep their balance. And Elric was rem nded of
a tonb. Had sone ancient hero been buried here? O had the tonb been built to house the Bl ack
Swords--inprison themso that they m ght never enter the world of nmen again and steal nen's soul s?

The slab rocked nore violently. Elric tried to renmain upright but swayed first on one foot
and then the other, the brand waving crazily. Both feet slid fromunder himand he went flying
into the marsh

and was instantly buried up to his knees.

He began to sink.

Sormrehow he had nanaged to keep his grip on the brand and by its light he could see the red-
clad archer peering forward.

"Elric?

"1"'m here, Rackhir.'

"You' re sinking?

' The marsh seenms intent on swallow ng ne, aye.'

"Can you lie flat?

"I can lie forward, but ny legs are trapped.' Elric tried to nove his body in the ooze
whi ch pressed against it. Sonething rushed past himin front of his face, giving voice to a kind
of muted gibbering. Elric did his best to control the fear which welled up in him 'I think you
must give ne up, friend Rackhir.'

"What ? And | ose ny neans of getting out of this world? You rmust think me nore selfless
than I am Conrade Elric. Here...' Rackhir carefully |Iowered hinself to the slab and reached out
his armtowards Elric. Both nen were now covered in clinging sline; both shivered with cold.
Rackhir stretched and stretched and Elric | eaned forward as far as he could and tried to reach the
hand, but it was inpossible. And every second dragged hi mdeeper into the stinking filth of the
mar sh.

Then Rackhir took up his bow stave and pushed that out.

"Grab the bow, Elric. Can you?'

Leaning forward and stretching every bone and nmuscle in his body, Elric just managed to
get a grip on the bow stave.

"Now, | must--Ah!" Rackhir, pulling at the bow, found his own feet slipping and the slab
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beginning to rock quite wildly. He flung out one armto grab the far Iip of the slab and with his
ot her hand kept a grip on the bow, '"Hurry, Elric! Hurry!

Elric began painfully to pull hinself fromthe ooze. The slab still rocked crazily and
Rackhir's hawkli ke face was alnost as pale as Elric's own as he desperately strove to keep his
hold on both slab and bow. And then Elric, all soaked in mre, nanaged to reach the slab and craw
onto it, the brand still sputtering in his hand, and lie there gasping and gaspi ng and gaspi ng.

Rackhir, too, was short of breath, but he | aughed. 'Wat a fish |I've caught!' he said.

' The biggest yet, I'd wager!'

"I amgrateful to you, Rackhir the Red Archer. | amgrateful, Warrior Priest of Phum |
owe you ny life,' said Elric after a while. "And | swear that whether |I'm successful in ny quest
or not I'll use all ny powers to see you through the Shade Gate and back into the world from which

we have both cone.

Rackhir said quietly: 'You are a man, Elric of Melnibone. That is why | saved you. There
are few men in any world.' He shrugged and grinned. 'Now | suggest we continue towards yonder
monunent on our knees. Undignified it might be, but safer it is also. And it is but a short way to
craw .

Elric agreed.

Not rmuch nore tine had passed in that tineless darkness before they had reached a little
nmoss-grown i sland on which stood the Monunent of the Eagle, huge and heavy and towering above them
into the greater gl oomwhich was either the sky or the roof of the cavern. And at the base of the
plinth they saw a | ow doorway. And the doorway was open

"A trap? mused Rackhir.

'"Or does Yyrkoon assune us perished in Aneeron?' said Elric, wiping hinmself free of sline
as best he could. He sighed. 'Let's enter and be done with it.

And so they entered.

They found thenmselves in a small room Elric cast the faint |ight of a brand about the
pl ace and saw anot her doorway. The rest of the roomwas featurel ess-each wall nmade of the same
faintly glistening black marble. The roomwas filled with sil ence.

Nei t her nman spoke. Both wal ked unfalteringly towards the next doorway and, when they found
steps, began to descend the steps, which wound down and down into total darkness.

For a long tine they descended, still w thout speaking, until eventually they reached the
bottom and saw before themthe entrance to a narrow tunnel which was irregularly shaped so that it
seened nore the work of nature than of some intelligence. Misture dripped fromthe roof of the
tunnel and fell with the regularity of heartbeats to the floor, seemng to echo a deeper sound,
far, far away, emanating from sonewhere in the tunnel itself.

Elric heard Rackhir clear his throat.

"This is without doubt a tunnel,' said the Red Archer, "and it, unquestionably |eads under
the marsh.'

Elric felt that Rackhir shared his reluctance to enter the tunnel. He stood with the
guttering brand held high, listening to the sound of the drops falling to the floor of the tunnel

trying to recogni se that other sound which cane so faintly fromthe depths

And then he forced hinmself forward, alnost running into the tunnel, his ears filled with a
sudden roaring which night have cone fromwi thin his head or fromsone other source in the tunnel
He heard Rackhir's footfalls behind him He drew his sword, the sword of the dead hero Aubec, and
he heard the hissing of his own breath echo fromthe walls of the tunnel which was now alive with
sounds of every sort.

Elric shuddered, but he did not pause.

The tunnel was warm The floor felt spongy beneath his feet, the snell of brine persisted.
And now he could see that the walls of the tunnel were snoother, that they seenmed to shiver with
qui ck, regular novenment. He heard Rackhir gasp behind himas the archer, too, noted the peculiar
nature of the tunnel

"It's like flesh,” murnmured the Warrior Priest of Phum 'Like flesh.'

Elric could not bring hinself to reply. All his attention was required to force hinself
forward. He was consuned by terror. H s whol e body shook. He sweated and his legs threatened to
buckl e under him H's grip was so weak that he could barely keep his sword fromfalling to the
floor. And there were hints of sonething in his nmenory, sonething which his brain refused to
consider. Had he been here before? His trenbling increased. H s stomach turned. But he stil
stunbl ed on, the brand held before him

And now the soft, steady thrunm ng sound grew | ouder and he saw ahead a snmll, al npst
circular aperture at the very end of the tunnel. He stopped, swaying.

'The tunnel ends,' whispered Rackhir. 'There is no way through.'
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The smal | aperture was pulsing with a swift, strong beat.

' The Pul sing Cavern,' Elric whispered. 'That is what we should find at the end of the
Tunnel Under the Marsh. That mnust be the entrance, Rackhir.’

"It is too snall for a man to enter, Elric,' said

Rackhi r reasonably.

"No...'

Elric stunbled forward until he stood close to the opening. He sheathed his sword. He
handed the brand to Rackhir and then, before the Warrior Priest of Phumcould stop him he had
flung hinself headfirst through the gap, wiggling his body through--and the walls of the aperture
parted for himand then cl osed behind him |eaving Rackhir on the other side.

Elric got slowy to his feet. A faint, pinkish Iight now cane fromthe walls and ahead of
hi m was anot her entrance, slightly larger than the other through which he had just conme. The air
was warm and thick and salty. It alnmost stifled him H s head throbbed and his body ached and he
could barely act or think, save to force hinself onward. On faltering | egs he flung hinsel f
towards the next entrance as the great, nuffled pul sing sounded | ouder and | ouder in his ears.

"Elric!'

Rackhir stood behind him pale and sweating. He had abandoned the brand and followed Elric
t hr ough.

Elric licked dry lips and tried to speak

Rackhir came cl oser.

Elric said thickly: "Rackhir. You should not be here.

"I said | would help.'

"Aye, but . . .'

"Then help I shall.’

Elric had no strength for arguing, so he nodded and with his hands forced back the soft
wal | s of the second aperture and saw that it led into a cavern whose round wall quivered to a
steady pulsing. And in the centre of the cavern, hanging in the air w thout any support at al
were two swords. Two identical swords, huge and fine and bl ack.

And standi ng beneath the swords, his expression gloating and greedy, stood Prince Yyrkoon
of Mel ni bone, reaching up for them his lips nmoving but no words escaping fromhim And Elric
hi nsel f was able to voice but one word as he clinbed through and stood upon that shuddering fl oor
"No,' he said.

Yyrkoon heard the word. He turned with terror in his face. He snarled when he saw Elric
and then he, too, voiced a word which was at once a scream of outrage.

" Nol "

Wth an effort Elric dragged Aubec's blade fromits scabbard. But it seened too heavy to
hol d upright, it tugged his armso that it rested on the floor, his armhanging straight at his
side. Elric drew deep breaths of heavy air into his lungs. H s vision was dinmng. Yyrkoon had
become a shadow. Only the two black swords, standing still and cool in the very centre of the
circul ar chanber, were in focus. Elric sensed Rackhir enter the chanber and stand beside him

"Yyrkoon,' said Elric at last, 'those swords are n ne.

Yyrkoon smiled and reached up towards the bl ades. A peculiar noaning sound seened to issue
fromthem A faint, black radiance seenmed to emanate fromthem Elric saw the runes carved into
them and he was afraid.

Rackhir fitted an arrow to his bow He drew the string back to his shoul der, sighting
along the arrow at Prince Yyrkoon. 'If he nmust die, Elric, tell ne.’

"Slay him' said Elric.

And Rackhir released the string.

But the arrow nmoved very slowy through the air and then hung hal fway between the archer
and his intended target.

Yyrkoon turned, a ghastly grin on his face. 'Mrtal weapons are usel ess here,' he said.

Elric said to Rackhir, 'He nust be right. And your life is in danger, Rackhir. Go...'

Rackhir gave hima puzzled |ook. 'No, | nust stay here and help you...'

Elric shook his head. 'You cannot help, you will only die if you stay. Go.'

Rel uctantly the Red Archer unstrung his bow, glanced suspiciously up at the two bl ack
swords, then squeezed his way through the doorway and was gone.

"Now, Yyrkoon,' said Elric, letting Aubec's sword fall to the floor. 'W nust settle this,
you and I|.'
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Two Bl ack Swords

AND THEN THE runebl ades Stornbringer and Murnbl ade were gone from where they had hung so
| ong.

And Stornbringer had settled into Elric's right hand. And Mournblade lay in Prince
Yyrkoon's right hand.

And the two nmen stood on opposite sides of the Pulsing Cavern and regarded first each
ot her and then the swords they hel d.

The swords were singing. Their voices were faint but could be heard quite plainly. Elric
lifted the huge bl ade easily and turned it this way and that, admiring its alien beauty.

"Stornbringer,' he said.

And then he felt afraid.

It was suddenly as if he had been born again and that this runesword was born with him It
was as if they had never been separate.

' St ornbri nger.’

And the sword npaned sweetly and settled even nore snoothly into his grasp.

"Stornbringer!' yelled Elric and he | eapt at his cousin.

" Stornbringer!’

And he was full of fear--so full of fear. And the fear brought a wild kind of delight--a
denonic need to fight and kill his cousin, to sink the blade deep into Yyrkoon's heart. To take
vengeance. To spill blood. To send a soul to hell

And now Prince Yyrkoon's cry could be heard above the thrum of the sword-voices, the
dr unmi ng

of the pulse of the cavern

" Mour nbl ade!"

And Mour nbl ade came up to nmeet Stornbringer's blow and turn that blow and thrust back at
Elric who swayed asi de and brought Stornbringer round and down in a sidestroke which knocked
Yyr koon and Murnbl ade backward for an instant. But Stornbringer's next thrust was met again. And
the next thrust was net. And the next. If the swordsnen were evenly matched, then so were the
bl ades, which seened possessed of their own wills, though they perfornmed the wills of their
wi el ders.

And the clang of the nmetal upon netal turned into a wild, netallic song which the swords
sang. A joyful song as if they were glad at last to be back to battling, though they battled each
ot her.

And Elric barely saw his cousin, Prince Yyrkoon, at all, save for an occasional flash of
his dark, wild face. Elric's attention was given entirely to the two black swords, for it seened
that the swords fought with the Iife of one of the swordsnen as a prize (or perhaps the lives of
both, thought Elric) and that the rivalry between Elric and Yyrkoon was nothing conpared with the
brotherly rivalry between the swords who seemed full of pleasure at the chance to engage again
after many nill ennia.

And this observation, as he fought--and fought for his soul as well as his life--gave
Elric pause to consider his hatred of Yyrkoon

Kill Yyrkoon he would, but not at the will of another power. Not to give sport to these
al i en swords.

Mour nbl ade' s point darted at his eyes and Stornbringer rose to deflect the thrust once

nor e.
Elric no longer fought his cousin. He fought the will of the two black swords.
St ormbri nger dashed for Yyrkoon's nonmentarily undefended throat. Elric clung to the sword
and dragged it back, sparing his cousin's life. Stornbringer whined al nost petulantly, |ike a dog
stopped frombiting an intruder

And Elric spoke through clenched teeth. '"I'Il not be your puppet, runeblade. If we nust be
united, let it be upon a proper understanding.'

The sword seemed to hesitate, to drop its guard, and Elric was hard put to defend hinself
agai nst the whirling attack of Mournblade which, in turn, seened to sense its advant age.

Elric felt fresh energy pour up his right armand into his body. This was what the sword
could do. Wth it, he needed no drugs, would never be Wak again. In battle he would triunph. At
peace, he could rule with pride. Wen he travelled, it could be alone and without fear. It was as
if the sword remi nded himof all these things, even as it returned Murnbl ade's attack

And what nust the sword have in return?

Elric knew. The sword told him w thout words of any sort. Stornbringer needed to fight,
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for that was its reason for existence. Stornbringer needed to kill, for that was its source of
energy, the lives and the souls of nen, denons--even gods.

And Elric hesitated, even as his cousin gave a huge, cackling yell and dashed at him so
t hat Mournbl ade gl anced of f his hel mand he was flung backwards and down and saw Yyrkoon gri ppi ng
hi s moani ng bl ack sword in both hands to plunge the runeblade into Elric's body.

And Elric knew he would do anything to resist that fate--for his soul to be drawn into
Mour nbl ade and his strength to feed Prince Yyrkoon's strength. And he rolled aside, very quickly,
and got to one knee and turned and lifted Stornbringer with one gauntleted hand upon the bl ade and
the other upon the hilt to take the great bl ow Prince Yyrkoon brought upon it. And the two bl ack
swords shrieked as if in pain, and they shivered, and bl ack radi ance poured fromthem as bl ood
m ght pour froma man pierced by many arrows. And Elric was driven, still on his knees, away from
t he radi ance, gasping and si ghing and peering here and there for sight of Yyrkoon who had
di sappear ed.

And Elric knew that Stornbringer spoke to himagain. If Elric did not wish to die by
Mour nbl ade, then Elric nust accept the bargain which the Bl ack Sword of fered.

"He nust not die!' said Elric. 'I will not slay himto nake sport for you!'

And through the bl ack radiance ran Yyrkoon, snarling and snapping and whirling his
runeswor d.

Again Stornbringer darted through an opening, and again Elric nmade the blade pull back and
Yyr koon was only grazed.

Stornbringer withed in Elric's hands.

Elric said: '"You shall not be ny master.

And St ornbringer seened to understand and beconme quieter, as if reconciled. And Elric
| aughed, thinking that he now controlled the runesword and that from now on the blade would do his
bi ddi ng.

"W shall di sarm Yyrkoon,' said Elric. 'W shall not kill him'

Elric rose to his feet.

Stornbringer noved with all the speed of a needle-thin rapier. It feinted, it parried, it
thrust. Yyrkoon, who had been grinning in triunph, snarled and staggered back, the grin dropping
fromhis sullen features

St ornbri nger now worked for Elric. It nmade the noves that Elric wi shed to nmake. Both
Yyr koon and Murnbl ade seened di sconcerted by this turn of events. Murnbl ade shouted as if in
astoni shment at its brother's behaviour. Elric struck at Yyrkoon's sword-arm pierced cloth--
pi erced fl esh--pierced sinew-pierced bone. Blood canme, soaking Yyrkoon's arm and dri ppi ng down
onto the hilt of the sword. The bl ood was slippery. It weakened Yyrkoon's grip on his runesword.
He took it in both hands, but he was unable to hold it firmy.

Elric, too, took Stornmbringer in both hands. Unearthly strength surged through him Wth a
gi gantic bl ow he dashed Stornbringer agai nst Murnbl ade where blade net hilt. The runesword few
from Yyrkoon's grasp. It sped across the Pul sing Cavern

Elric smled. He had defeated his own sword's will and, in turn, had defeated the brother
swor d.

Mour nbl ade fell against the wall of the Pulsing Cavern and for a noment was still.

A groan then seened to escape the defeated runesword. A high-pitched shriek filled the
Pul si ng Cavern. Bl ackness flooded over the eery pink Iight and extinguished it.

VWhen the light returned Elric saw that a scabbard |lay at his feet. The scabbard was bl ack
and of the sane alien craftsmanship as the runesword. Elric saw Yyrkoon. The prince was on his
knees and he was sobbing, his eyes darting about the Pul sing Cavern seeking Murnbl ade, |ooking at
Elric with fright as if he knew he nust now be sl ain.

" Mour nbl ade?' Yyrkoon said hopel essly. He knew he was to die

Mour nbl ade had vani shed fromthe Pul sing Cavern

"Your sword is gone,' said Elric quietly.

Yyrkoon whi npered and tried to crawl towards the entrance of the cavern. But the entrance
had shrunk to the size of a small coin. Yyrkoon wept.

Stornbringer trenbled, as if thirsty for Yyrkoon's soul. Elric stooped.

Yyrkoon began to speak rapidly. 'Do not slay ne, Elric--not with that runeblade. | will do
anything you wish. | will die in any other way.'

Elric said: 'W are victins, cousin, of a conspiracy--a gane played by gods, denons and
sentient swords. They wi sh one of us dead. | suspect they wi sh you dead nore than they w sh ne

dead. And that is the reason why | shall not slay you here.' He picked up the scabbard. He forced
Stornmbringer into it and at once the sword was quiet. Elric took off his old scabbard and | ooked
around for Aubec's sword, but that, too, was gone. He dropped the old scabbard and hooked t he new
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one to his belt. He rested his |left hand upon the pomrel of Stornbringer and he | ooked not wi thout
synpat hy upon the creature that was his cousin.

"You are a worm Yyrkoon. But is that your fault?

Yyrkoon gave hima puzzl ed gl ance.

"I wonder, if you had all your desire, would you cease to be a worm cousin?

Yyrkoon raised hinself to his knees. Alittle hope began to show in his eyes.

Elric smiled and drew a deep breath. 'W shall see,' he said. 'You nust agree to wake
Cynoril from her sorcerous slunber.'

"You have hunbled nme, Elric,' said Yyrkoon in a snmall, pitiful voice. "I will wake her. O
woul d. . ."'
'Can you not undo your spell?
"We cannot escape fromthe Pulsing Cavern. It is
past the tine...'
"What's this?
"I did not think you would follow nme. And then |I thought |I would easily finish you. And
now it is past the tine. One can keep the entrance open for only a little while. It will admt
anyone who cares to enter the Pulsing Cavern, but it will let no-one out after the power of the
spell dies. | gave nmuch to know that spell."’

"You have given too nuch for everything,' said Elric. He went to the entrance and peered
through. Rackhir waited on the other side. The Red Archer had an anxi ous expression. Elric said:
"Warrior Priest of Phum it seens that my cousin and | are trapped in here. The entrance will not

part for us.' Elric tested the warm noist stuff of the wall. It would not open nore than a tiny
fraction. 'It seens that you can join us or else go back. If you do join us, you share our fate.'
"It is not nuch of a fate if | go back,' said Rackhir. 'Wat chances have you?
"One,' said Elric. 'l can invoke ny patron.'
"A Lord of Chaos?' Rackhir nade a wy face. 'Exactly,' said Elric. 'I speak of Arioch.'.
"Arioch, eh? Well, he does not care for renegades from Phum'

"What do you choose to do?
Rackhir stepped forward. Elric stepped back. Through the opening canme Rackhir's head,
foll owed by his shoul ders, followed by the rest of him The entrance cl osed again i medi ately.

Rackhir stood up and untangled the string of his bow fromthe stave, snmoothing it. 'l agreed to
share your fate--to ganble all on escaping fromthis plane,' said the Red Archer. He | ooked
surpri sed when he saw Yyrkoon. 'Your eneny is still alive?

' Aye.'

"You are merciful indeed!"

"Perhaps. Or obstinate. | would not slay himnerely because sone supernatural agency used

himas a pawn, to be killed if | should win. The Lords of the higher Wrlds do not as yet contro
me conpletely-nor will they if | have any power at all to resist them

Rackhir grinned. 'l share your view-though I'mnot optimstic about its realism | see
you have one of those black swords at your belt. WII that not hack a way through the cavern?
"No,' said Yyrkoon fromhis place against the wall. 'Nothing can harmthe stuff of the

Pul si ng Cavern.'
"I'"lIl believe you,' said Elric,
I must learn howto control it first.
'"So Arioch must be sunmmpned.' Rackhir sighed.
" If that is possible,' said Elric.
"He will doubtless destroy nme,' said Rackhir, looking to Elric in the hope that the al bino
woul d deny this statenent.
Elric | ooked grave. 'I might be able to strike a bargain with him It will also test
sonet hing."'
Elric turned his back on Rackhir and on Yyrkoon. He adjusted his mnd. He sent it out
t hrough vast spaces and conplicated nazes. And he cri ed:
"Arioch! Arioch! Aid ne, Arioch!'
He had a sense of sonething listening to him 'Arioch!
Sonething shifted in the places where his nind went.

for | do not intend to draw this new sword of mne often

"Arioch..."’
And Arioch heard him He knew it was Arioch.
Rackhir gave a horrified yell. Yyrkoon screanmed. Elric turned and saw t hat sonething
di sgusting had appeared near the far wall. It was black and it was foul and it slobbered and its

shape was intolerably alien. Was this Arioch? How could it be? Arioch was beautiful. But perhaps,
thought Elric, this was Arioch's true shape. Upon this plane, in this peculiar cavern, Arioch
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coul d not deceive those who | ooked upon him

But then the shape had di sappeared and a beautiful youth with ancient eyes stood | ooking
at the three nortals.

'You have won the sword, Elric,' said Arioch, ignoring the others. '|I congratulate you
And you have spared your cousin's life. Wy so?

'"More than one reason,' said Elric. '"But let us say he nust remain alive in order to wake
Cynoril.'

Arioch's face bore a little, secret smle for a monent and Elric realised that he had
avoided a trap. If he had killed Yyrkoon, Cyrnoril would never have woken agai n.

"And what is this little traitor doing with you?' Arioch turned a cold eye on Rackhir who
did his best to stare back at the Chaos Lord.

"He is ny friend,'" said Elric. 'I nade a bargain with him If he aided nme to find the
Bl ack Sword, then | would take himback with me to our own plane."'

"That is inpossible. Rackhir is an exile here. That is his punishnent.’

"He conmes back with nme,' said Elric. And now he unhooked t he scabbard hol di ng Stornbringer
fromhis belt and he held the sword out before him '"Or | do not take the sword with ne. Failing
that, we all three remain here for eternity.'

"That is not sensible, Elric. Consider your responsibilities.'

"l have considered them That is my decision.'

Arioch's snmooth face had just a tinge of anger. 'You nust take the sword. It is your
destiny.'

'So you say. But | now know that the sword nay only be borne by me. You cannot bear it,
Arioch, or you would. Only |--or another nortal |ike ne--can take it fromthe Pul sing Cavern. Is
that not so?

"You are clever, Elric of Melnibone.' Arioch spoke with sardonic adnmiration. 'And you are
a fitting servant of Chaos. Very well--that traitor can go with you. But he woul d be best warned
to tread warily. 'The Lords of Chaos have been known to bear nalice...’

Rackhir said hoarsely: 'So | have heard, My Lord Arioch.'

Arioch ignored the archer. 'The man of Phumis not, after all, inportant. And if you w sh
to spare your cousin's life, so be it, It natters little. Destiny can contain a few extra threads
in her design and still acconplish her original ains.'

"Very well then,' said Elric. 'Take us fromthis place.

"Where to?

"Why, to Melnibone, if you please.’

Wth a smle that was al nost tender Arioch | ooked down on Elric and a silky hand stroked
Elric's cheek. Arioch had grown to twice his original size. 'Ch, you are surely the sweetest of
all my slaves,' said the Lord of Chaos.

And there was a whirling. There was a sound like the roar of the sea. There was a dreadfu
sense of nausea. And three weary men stood on the floor of the great throne roomin Inrryr. The
throne room was deserted, save that in one corner a black shape, |ike snoke, withed for a nonment
and then was gone.

Rackhir crossed the floor and seated hinself carefully upon the first step to the Ruby
Throne. Yyrkoon and Elric remained where they were, staring into each other's eyes. Then Elric
| aughed and sl apped his scabbarded sword. 'Now you nust fulfil your prom ses to me, cousin. Then
have a proposition to put to you.'

"It is |like a market place,' said Rackhir, |eaning on one el bow and inspecting the feather
in his scarlet hat. 'So many bargai ns!

5
The Pale King's Mercy

YYRKOON STEPPED BACK from his sister's bed. He was worn and his features were drawn and
there was no spirit in himas he said: "It is done.' He turned away and | ooked through the w ndow
at the towers of Inrryr, at the harbour where the returned gol den battl e-barges rode at anchor,
together with the ship which had been King Straasha's gift to Elric. 'She will wake in a nonment,"’
added Yyrkoon absently.

Dyvi m Tvar and Rackhir the Red Archer |ooked inquiringly at Elric who kneel ed by the bed,
staring into the face of Cynoril. Her face grew peaceful as he watched and for one terrible nonment
he suspected Prince Yyrkoon of tricking himand of killing Cynoril. But then the eyelids noved and
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the eyes opened and she saw himand she smiled. "Elric? The dreans... You are safe?

"I amsafe, Cynoril. As are you.'

"Yyrkoon...?'

' He woke you.'

"But you swore to slay him..'

"I was as nuch subject to sorcery as you. My mind was confused. It is still confused where
some matters are concerned. But Yyrkoon is changed now. | defeated him He does not doubt ny

power. He no longer lusts to usurp ne.
"You are nmerciful, Elric.' She brushed raven hair from her face.
Elric exchanged a gl ance w th Rackhir

"I't might not be nercy which noves ne,' said Elric. "It nmight nerely be a sense of
fellowship with Yyrkoon.
"Fel | owshi p? Surely you cannot feel... ?

"W are both nortal. W were both victinms of a gane played between the Lords of the Higher
Wrlds. My loyalty must, finally, be to ny own kind--and that is why | ceased to hate Yyrkoon.'

"And that is nercy,' said Cynoril.

Yyrkoon wal ked towards the door. 'May | |eave, ny |lord enperor?

Elric thought he detected a strange light in his defeated cousin's eyes. But perhaps it
was only humility or despair. He nodded. Yyrkoon went fromthe room closing the door softly.

Dyvi m Tvar said: 'Trust Yyrkoon not at all, Elric. He will betray you again.' The Lord of
the Dragon Caves was troubl ed.

"No," said Elric. "If he does not fear ne, he fears the sword | now carry.
"And you should fear that sword,' said Dyvim Tvar
"No,' said Elric. 'I amthe nmaster of the sword.'

Dyvi m Tvar nmade to speak again but then shook his head al nost sorrowfully, bowed and,
together with Rackhir the Red Archer, left Elric and Cynoril al one.
Cynoril took Elric in her arnms. They kissed. They wept.

There were cel ebrations in Ml nibone for a week.

Now al nost all the ships and men and dragons were hone. And Elric was home, having proved
his right to rule so well that all his strange quirks of character (this 'nercy' of his was
perhaps the strangest) were accepted by the popul ace.

In the throne roomthere was a ball and it was the nost lavish ball any of the courtiers
had ever known. Elric danced with Cynoril, taking a full part in the activities. Only Yyrkoon did
not dance, preferring to remain in a quiet corner below the gallery of the nusic-slaves; ignored
by the guests. Rackhir the Red Archer danced with several Melnibonean |adies and nade assignations
with themall, for he was a hero now i n Mel ni bone. Dyvi m Tvar danced, too, though his eyes were
of ten broodi ng when they fell upon Prince Yyrkoon

And | ater, when people ate, Elric spoke to Cynoril as they sat together on the dais of the
Ruby Throne.

"Woul d you be enpress, Cynoril?

"You know | will marry you, Elric. W have both known that for many a year, have we not?

'So you woul d be ny wife?

"Aye.' She | aughed for she thought he joked.

"And not be enpress? For a year at |east?

"What nean you, ny lord.'

"I must go away from Mel ni bone, Cynoril, for a year. What | have | earned in recent nonths
has made nme want to travel the Young Ki ngdons--see how other nations conduct their affairs. For
t hi nk Mel ni bone nmust change if she is to survive. She could becone a great force for good in the
worl d, for she still has much power.'

"For good?' Cynoril was surprised and there was a little alarmin her voice, too.

" Mel ni bone has never stood for good or for evil, but for herself and the satisfaction of her
desires.'

"I would see that changed.'

"You intend to alter everything?

"I intend to travel the world and then decide if there is any point to such a decision
The Lords of the Hi gher Wrlds have anmbitions in our world. Though they have given me aid, of
late, | fear them | should like to see if it is possible for nen to rule their own affairs.’

"And you will go?' There were tears in her eyes. 'Wen?

" Tonorr ow - when Rackhir |eaves. W will take King Straasha's ship and make for the Isle of
the Purple Towns where Rackhir has friends. WIl you cone?
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"l cannot inmagine--1 cannot. Ch, Elric, why spoil this happi ness we now have?

'Because | feel that the happiness cannot |ast unless we know conpletely what we are.'

She frowned. ' Then you nust discover that, if that is what you wish,' she said slowy.
"But it is for you to discover alone, Elric, for | have no such desire. You nust go by yourself
into those barbarian | ands.'

"You wi |l not acconpany ne?

"It is not possible. I--1 am Mel ni bonean...' She sighed. ' | love you, Elric.

"And | you, Cynoril.’

" Then we shall be married when you return. In a year.

Elric was full of sorrow, but he knew that his decision was correct. If he did not |eave,
he woul d grow restl ess soon enough and if he grew restless he mght come to regard Cynoril as an
eneny, sonmeone who had trapped him

"Then you nust rule as enpress until | return,' he said.

"No, Elric | cannot take that responsibility."’

" Then, who...? Dyvim Tvar. ..

"I know Dyvim Tvar. He will not take such power.

Magum Col i m perhaps . '

"No. '

"Then you nust stay, Elric.’

But Elric's gaze had travelled through the crowd in the throne roombelow. It stopped when
it reached a lonely figure seated by itself under the gallery of the nusic-slaves. And Elric
snmled ironically and said:

"Then it must be Yyrkoon.'

Cynmoril was horrified. '"No, Elric. He will abuse any power...'

"Not now. And it is just. He is the only one who wanted to be enperor. Now he can rule as
enperor for a year in ny stead. If he rules well, | may consider abdicating in his favour. If he
rules badly, it will prove, once and for all, that his anbitions were m sguided.’

"Elric,' said Cynoril. 'l love you. But you are a fool--a crimnal, if you trust Yyrkoon
again.'

"No," he said evenly. 'l amnot a fool. All | amis Elric. | cannot help that, Cynoril.'

"It is Elric that | love!' she cried. "But Elric is doonmed. We are all doomed unl ess you
remai n here now.'

"l cannot. Because | |ove you, Cynoril, | cannot.' - She stood up. She was weepi ng. She
was | ost.

"And | am Cynoril,' she said. 'You will destroy us both.' Her voice softened and she
stroked his hair. 'You will destroy us, Elric.'

"No," he said. "I will build sonmething that will be better. | wll discover things. Wen
return we shall marry and we shall live long and we shall be happy, Cynoril.'

And now, Elric had told three lies. The first concerned his cousin Yyrkoon. The second
concerned the Black Sword. The third concerned Cynoril. And upon those three lies was Elric's
destiny to be built, for it is only about things which concern us nost profoundly that we lie
clearly and with profound conviction.

EPI LOGUE

THERE WAS A port called Menii which was one of the hunblest and friendliest of the Purple
Towns. Like the others on the isle it was built mainly of the purple stone which gave the towns
their name. And there were red roofs on the houses and there were bright-sailed boats of all kinds
in the harbour as Elric and Rackhir the Red Archer canme ashore in the early norning when just a
few sail ors were beginning to make their way down to their ships.

King Straasha's lovely ship lay some way out beyond the harbour wall. They had used a
small boat to cross the water between it and the town. They turned and | ooked back at the ship,
They had sailed it thensel ves, without crew, and the ship had sailed well.

'So, | nust seek peace and mythic Tanelorn,' said Rackhir, with a certain amount of self-
nmockery. He stretched and yawned and the bow and t he quiver danced on his back

Elric was dressed in sinple costume that night have nmarked any sol dier-of-fortune of the
Young Ki ngdons. He | ooked fit and relaxed. He smiled into the sun. The only remarkabl e thi ng about
his garb was the great, black runesword at his side. Since he had donned the sword, he had needed
no drugs to sustain himat all.

"And | nust seek know edge in the lands | find marked upon nmy map,' said Elric. 'l mnust
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learn and | nust carry what | l[earn back to Mel nibone at the end of a year. | wish that Cynori
had acconpani ed ne, but | understand her reluctance.'

"You will go back? Rackhir said. 'Wen a year is over?

"She will draw ne back!' Elric laughed. 'My only fear is that | will weaken and return
before ny quest is finished.'

"l should like to cone with you,' said Rackhir, 'for | have travelled in nost |ands and
woul d be as good a guide as | was in the netherworld. But | amsworn to find Tanelorn, for all |
know it does not really exist.'

"I hope that you find it, Warrior Priest of Phum' said Elric.

"I shall never be that again,' said Rackhir. Then his eyes widened a little. 'Wy, |ook--
your ship!'’

And Elric | ooked and saw the ship that had once been called The Ship Wich Sails Over Land
and Sea, and he saw that slowy it was sinking. King Straasha was taking it back

"The elementals are friends, at least,' he said. "But | fear their power wanes as the
power of Mel ni bone wanes. For all that we of the Dragon Isle are considered evil by the folk of
the Young Ki ngdons, we share much in comon with the spirits of Air, Earth, Fire and Water.'

Rackhir said, as the masts of the ship di sappeared beneath the waves: '| envy you those
friends, Elric. You nay trust them'
" Aye.'

Rackhir | ooked at the runesword hanging on Elric's hip. 'But you would be wi se to trust
not hi ng el se,' he added.

Elric | aughed. 'Fear not for ne, Rackhir, for I amny own naster--for a year at |east. And
| am master of this sword now'

The sword seened to stir at his side and he took firmhold of its grip and sl apped Rackhir
on the back and he | aughed and shook his white hair so that it drifted in the air and he lifted
his strange, red eyes to the sky and he said:

"l shall be a new man when | return to Ml ni bone.’

Here ends Book One of the Elric Saga
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