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STORM
BRI NCER

Pr ol ogue

There canme a tinme when there was great novenent upon the
Earth and above it, when the destiny of Men and Gods was
hamrer ed out upon'the forge of Fate, when nonstrous wars
were brewed and m ghty deeds were designed. And there rose
up in this time, which was called the Age of the Young King-
dons, heroes. Geatest of these heroes was a doomdriven ad-
venturer who bore a crooning rune bl ade that he | oathed.

H s name was Brie of Ml nibone, king of ruins, lord of a
scattered race that had once ruled the ancient world. Eiric.
sorcerer and swordsman, slayer of kin, despoiler of his hone
I and, white-faced al bino, last of his line.

Eiric, who had conme to Kariaak by the Weping Waste
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and had married a wife in whom he found sone peace, sone
surcease fromthe tornment in him

And Eiric, who had within hima greater destiny than he

knew, now dwelt in Kariaak with Zarozinia, his wife. and his
sl eep was troubl ed, his dream dark, one brooding night in the
Mont h of the Anenpne.. -«

BOOK ONE
Dead God's Honecomi ng

la which, at long last, Eric's fate begins to be revealed to
hhn as the forces of Law and Chaos gather strength for the
final battle which will decide the future of Eiric's world..

One

Above the rolling earth great clouds tunbled down and bolts
of l'ightning charged groundwards to slash the m dnight bl ack,
split trees in twain and sear through roofs that cracked and
br oke.

The dark mass of forest trembled with the shock and out

of it crept six hunched, unhuman figures who paused to stare
beyood the low hills towards the outline of a city. It was a
city of squat walls and slender spires, of graceful towers and
dones; and it bad a nane which the | eader of the creatures
knew. Kariaak by the Weeping Waste it was call ed.

Not of natural origin, the stormwas omnous. |t groaned
around the city of Kariaak as the creatures skul ked past the
open gates and nmade their way through shadows towards the

el egant pal ace where Eiric slept. The | eader rai sed an axe of
black iron in its clawed hand. The group cane to a stealthy
halt and regarded the sprawling pal ace which lay on a hil

eurrounded by | anguorousl y-scented gardens. The earth shook
as lightning lashed it and thunder prow ed across the turbu-
| ent sky.

"Chaos has aided us in this matter," the | eader grunted.

**Sec—al ready the guards fall in magic slunber and our en-
trance is thus made sinple. The Lords of Chaos are good to
their servants."

He spoke the truth. Some supernatural force had been at

work and the warriors guarding Eiric's palace had dropped to
tee ground, their snores echoing the thunder. The servants of
Chaos crept past the prone guards, into the nain courtyard
and fromthere into the darkened pal ace. Unerringly they
clinmbed twi sting staircases, noved softly al ong gl oony cor-
ridors, to arrive at length outside the roomwhere Eiric and
his wife lay in uneasy sl eep.

As the |l eader laid a hand upon the door, a voice cried out
13
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fromwithin the room "What's this? What things of heU dis-
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"He sees list" sharply whispered one of the creatures.
"No," the | eader said, "he sleeps—but such a sorcerer as
this Eiric is not so easily lulled into a stupor. W had best

make speed and do our work, for if be wakes it will be the
harder!"

He twi sted the handl e and eased the door open, his axe

hal f rai sed. Beyond the bed, heaped with tunbled furs and

sil ks, lightning gashed the night again, showi ng the white face
of the albino close to that of his dark-haired wfe

Even as they entered, he rose stiffly in the bed and his
crimson eyes opened, staring out at them For a nonent the
eyes were gl azed and then the al bino forced hinsel f awake,
shouting: "Begone, you creatures of my dreans!"”

The | eader cursed and | eaped forward, but he had been in-
structed not to slay this man. He rai sed the axe threateningly.

"Si | ence—your guards cannot aid you!"

Eiric junped fromthe bed and grasped the thing' s wist,

his face close to the fanged nuzzl e. Because of his al bnmism
he was physically weak and required magic to give him
strength. But so quickly did he nove, that he had wested the
axe fromthe creature's hand and snmashed the shaft between
its eyes. Snarling, it fell back, but its conrades junped for-
ward. There were five of them huge nuscles noving beneath
their furred skins.

Eiric clove the skull of the first as others grappled with
him H's body was spattered with the thing's blood and brains
and he gasped in disgust at the fetid stuff. He nanaged to
wench his armaway and bring the axe up and down into the
col | arbone of another. But then be felt his | egs gripped and
he fell, confused but still battling. Then there cane a great
bl ow on bis head and pain blazed through him He nade an
effort to rise, failed and fell back insensible.

Thunder and lightning still disturbed the night when, with
t hr obbi ng head, he awoke and got slowy to his feet using a
bedpost as support He stared dazedly around him

Zarozinia was gone. The only other figure in the room was

the stiff corpse of the beast be had killed. H s bl ack-haired
girl-w fe had been abduct ed.

Shaki ng, he went to the door and flung it open, calling for
hi s guards, but none answered him

Hi s runesword Stonnbnnger hung in the city's arnoury
STORMB RI NGER 15

and woul d take time to get His throat tight with pain and
nwf, he ran down the corridors and stairways, dazed with

anxiety, trying to grasp the inplications of his wfe's disap-
pear ance.
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Above (he pal ace, thunder still crashed, eddying about in
the noi sy night The pal ace seemed deserted and he had the
sodden feeling that he was conpletely alone, mat he had
been abandoned. But as be ran out into the main courtyard
and saw e insensible guards he realised at once that their

el unmber could not be natural. Realisation was coning even as
he ran through the gardens, through the gates and down to
tihe city, but mere was no sign of bis wife's abductors.

Where bad they gone?

He raised his eyes to the shouting sky, his white face stark
and twisted with frustrated anger. There was no sense to it
Why had they taken her? He had enem es, he knew, but none
who coul d summon such supernatural hel p. Who, apart from

hi nsel f, could work this mghty sorcery that made the skies
t hensel ves shake and a city sl eep?

To the house of Lord Voashoon. Chief Senator, of Kariaak

eod father of Zarozinia, Eiric ran panting like a wolf. He
banged with his fists upon the door, yelling at the astonished
servants within.

"Cpenl It is Eiric. HurryF

The doors gaped back and he was through them Lord
Voashoon cane stunbling down the stair into the chanber
his face heavy with sl eep

"What is if Eiric?**

"Summon your warriors. Zarozinia has been abduct ed.
Thoee who took her were denons and may be far from here
by nowbut we nmust search in case they escaped by land."

Lord Voashoon's face becane instantly alert and he
shouted terse orders to his servants between listening to El -
ite's explanation of what had happened.

"And | must have entrance into the arnoury," Eiric con-
cluded. 'T nust have Stonnbringeri"

"But you renounced the blade for fear of its evil power
over you!" Lord Voashoon rem nded him quietly.

Eiric replied inpatiently. "Aye—but | renounced the bl ade

tar Zarozinia's sake, too. | nust have Stonnbringcr if | amto
bring her back. The logic is sinmple. Quickly, give ne the
key."

In silence Lord Voashoon fetched the key and led Eiric to
16
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the armoury where the weapons and armour of his ancestors
was hel d, unused for centuries. Through the dusty pl ace
strode Eiric to a dark al cove that seened to contain sone-
thing which lived.
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He heard a soft npaning cone fromthe great black battle

bl ade as he reached out a slimfingered white hand to take it
It was heavy, yet perfectly balanced, a two-handed broad-
sword of prodigious size, with its wide crosspiece and its

bl ade snooth and broad, stretching for over five feet from
the hilt Near the hilt, nystic runes were engraved and even
Brie did not know what they fully signified.

"Again | nust nake use of you, Storrobringer," he said as
he buckl ed the sheath about his waist, "and | nust concl ude

(hat we are too closely linked now for | ess than death to sep-
arate us.**

Wth that he was striding fromthe arnoury and back to
the courtyard where nounted guards were already sitting ner-
vous steeds, awaiting his instructions.

St andi ng before them he drew Stonnbringer so that the

sword' s strange, black radiance flickered around him his

white face, as pallid as bl eached bone, staring out of it at the
hor semen.

"You go to chase denopns this night Search the country-

side, scour forest and plain for those who have done this
thing to our princess! Though it's likely that her -ibdnctors
used supernatural means to make their escape, we cannot be
sure. So search—and search wel|!"*

Al'l through the ragi ng night they searched but could find
no trace of either the creatures or Eiric's wife. And when
dawn came, a snear of blood in the morning sky, his nmen re-
turned to Karlaak where Elric awaited them now filled with
the nigromantic vitality which his sword supplied.

"Lord Elric—shall we retrace our trail and see if daylight
yields a clue?" cried one.

"He does not hear you," another nurnured as Elric gave
no sign.

But then Elric turned his pain-racked head and he said
bl eakly, "Search no nmore. | have had tine to nedi ate and

must seek my wife with the aid of sorcery. Disperse. You can
do nothing further.”

Then he left them and went back towards his pal ace,
knowi ng that there was still ooc way of |earning where Zaro-
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xfal a had been taken. It was a nmethod which he U -I|flced. yet
jt woul d have to be enpl oyed.

Curtly, upon returning, Elric ordered everyone fromhis
dunber, barred the door and stared down at the dead thing.
to congeal ed bl ood was still on him but the axe with which
be had stain it had been taken away by hs conrades.

Elric prepared the body, stretching out its linbs on the
floor. He drew the shutters of the wi ndows so that no tight fil-
tered into the room and lit a brazier in one corner. It swayed
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on its chains as me oil-soaked rushes flared. He went to a
emai | chest by the w ndow and took out a pouch. Fromthia

he renoved a bunch of dried herbs and with a hasty gesture
flung themon the brazier so that it gave off a sickly odour
and die roombegan to fill with snmoke. Then he stood over

the corpse, his body rigid, and began to sing an incantation in
the ol d | anguage of his forefathers, the sorcerer enperors of
Mini bone. The song seened scarcely akin to human speech,

riling and falling froma deep groan to a high-pitched shriek

The brazier spread flaring red light over Elric's face and
grot esque shadows ski pped about the room On the floor the
dead corpse began to stir, its ruined head noving from side
to ride. Elric drew his runesword and placed it before him
his two hands on the hilt "Arise, soulless one!" he com
manded.

Slowmy, with jerky novenents, the creature raised itself
stiffly upright and pointed a clawed finger at Elric, its glazed
eyes staring as if beyond him

"An mis,*" it whispered, "was pre-ordai ned. Think not that
you can escape your fate, Elric of Ml nibone. You have tam
pered with nmy corpse and 1 ama creature of Chaos. My
masters win avenge ne. **

"Your destiny is already laid down. You win know soon
enough. "

"Tell ne. dead one, why did you cone to abduct ny wife?
Who sent you hither? Were has ny wife been taken?"

"Three questions. Lord Elric. Requiring three answers. You
know t hat the dead who have been raised by sorcery can an-
swer nothing directly."'*

"Aye—that | know. So answer as you can.**

"Then listen well for | may recite only once ny reed and
18
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then nust return to the nether-regi ons where ny being may
peacefully rot to nothing. Listen;

"Beyond the ocean brews a baffle;

Beyond the battle bl ood shall faU
If Elfins kinsman ventures with him
(Bearing a twin of that he bears)
To a place where, nman-forsaken.
Dwel | s the one who should not Iive,
Then a bargain shall be entered®
Bine's wife shall be restored."

Wth this, die dung fell to die floor and did not stir
thereafter.

Eiric went to die wi ndow and opened the shutters. Used as

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...0-%20EIlric%206%20-%20The%20Storm%20Bringer.txt (6 of 164) [1/19/03 6:35:46 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20El ri c%6206%620-%20T he%620Storm%20Bringer.txt

be was to enigmatic verse-onens, this one was difficult to uo-
raveL As daylight entered the room the rushes spluttered and

di e snoke faded. Beyond the ocean . . . There were many
oceans.

He resheathed his runesword and clinbed on to the disor-
dered bed to lie down and contenplate die reed. At |ast, af-
ter long mnutes of this contenplation, he renenbered

sonet hing he had heard froma traveller who bad cone to

Kari aak. from Tarkesh. a nation of ne Western Continent,
beyond the Pal e Sea.

The traveller had told himhow diere was troubl e brew ng
between ne | and of Dharijor and nme other nations of ne

west Dharijor had contravened treaties she had signed with
her nei ghbouring ki ngdons and had signed a new one with

me Theocrat of Pan Tang. Pan Tang was an unholy island

dom nated by its dark aristocracy of warrior-w zards. It was
fromhere mat Bine's old eneny, Theleb K aarna, had cone.
Its capital of Hwangaari was called the City of Scream ng
Statues and until recently its residents had had little contact
with the folk of die outside world. Jagreen Lern was ne new
Theocrat and an anbitious man. His alliance with Dharijor
could only nean mat be sought nobre power over the nations

of the Young Kingdons. The traveller bad said dial strife
was sure to break out at any nonent since diere was anple

evi dence that Dharijor and Pan Tang had entered a war al -
|'iance.

Now. as his menory inproved, Eiric related ms infornma-
tion with me news he had had recently that Queen Yiabana
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of I barkor, a neighbouring kingdomto Dharijor, had recruit-
ed tfae aid of Dyvim Slormand his Inrryrian nercenaries.
And Dyvim Slormwas Eiric's only kinsman. This nmeant that
Jharkor nust be preparing for battle against Dharijor. The

two facts were too closely linked with die prophecy to be ig-
nor ed.

Even as he thought upon it, be was gathering his clothes
together and preparing for a journey. There was nothing for

ft but to go to Jharkor and speed ily, for diere he was sure to
meet his kinsman. Aod diere, also, diere would soon be a

battle if all die evidence were true

Yet the prospect of die journey, which would take nany
days, caused a cold ache to growin his heart as be thought

of me weeks to cone in which be woul d not know how his
w fe fared.

"No tinme for that," he told hinself as he laced up bis
black quilted jacket. "Action is all mat's required of ne
now—and speedy action."

He hel d ne sheat hed runebl ade before him staring beyond

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...0-%20EIlric%206%20-%20The%20Storm%20Bringer.txt (7 of 164) [1/19/03 6:35:46 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20El ri c%6206%620-%20T he%620Storm%20Bringer.txt

it into space. "1 swear by Arioch diat tfiose who have done
m s, whedier diey be man or imortal, shall suffer fromtheir
deed. Hear me, Arioch! That is ny oadi!"

But his words found no answer and be sensed diat Arioch,
bi s patron demon, had either not heard himor el se heard bis
«ath and was unnoved.

Then he was striding fromnme death-heavy chanber, yell-
ing for bis horse.

Two

Where the Sighing Desert gave way to the borders of Il mora,
between the coasts of the Eastern continent and the | ands of
Tarkesh, Dharijor and Shazar, there lay the Pal e Sea.

It was a cold sea, a norose and chilling sea, but ships pre-
ferred to cross fromllmora to Dharijor by neans of it,

rat her than chance the weirder dangers of the Straits of
Chaos whi ch were | ashed by eternal storns and inhabited by
mal evol ent sea-creatures

On the deck of an Um oran schooner, Eiric of Ml nibone
stood wrapped in his cloak, shivering and staring gloonily at
t he cl oud-covered sky.

The captain, a stocky man with blue, hunorous eyes, came
struggling along the deck towards him He had a cup of hot
wine in his hands. He steadied hinself by clinging to a piece
of rigging and gave the cup to Eiric.

"Thanks, ** said the albino gratefully. He sipped the wi ne.
"How soon before we nmake the port of Banarva, captain?"

The captain pulled the collar of his |eather jerkin about his
unshaven face. **We're sailing slow, but we should sight the
Tarkesh peninsul a well before sunset" Banarva was in

Tarkesh* one of its chief trading posts. The captain | eaned on
the rail. "I wonder how | ong these waters wifl be free for

shi ps now that war's broken out between the ki ngdons of the

west. Both Dharijor and Pan Tang have been notorious in the

past for their piratical activities. They'll soon extend them un-
der the guise of war, ITlI warrant.**

Eiric nodded vaguely, his mnd on other things than the
prospect of piracy.

Di senbarking in me chilly evening at the port of Banarva,
Eiric soon saw anpl e evidence that war darkened the | ands
of the Young Kingdons. There were runours rife, talk of
not hing but battles gained and warriors |ost Fromthe con-
20

STORMBRI NGER 21

fined gossip, he could get no dear inpression of how the war
went, save that the decisive battle was yet to be fought

Loquaci ous Banarvans told himthat all over the Wstern
Continent nmen were marching. From Myyrrhn, he heard, the

wi nged nmen were flying. From Jharkor, the Wite Leopards,
Queen Yishana's personal guard, ran towards Dharijor, while
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Dyvim Sl onn and his nercenaries pressed northwards to neet
t hem

Dharijor was the strongest nation of me west and Pan

Tang was a form dable ally, nmore for her people's occult

know edge man for her nunbers. Next in power to Dharijor

came Jharkor, who, with her allies Tarkesh, Myyrrhn and

Shazar, was still not as strong as those who threatened the se-
curity of the Young Ki ngdomns.

For sonme years Dharijor had sought an opportunity for
conquest and the hasty alliance against her had been made in
an effort to stop her before she had fully prepared for con-
quest Wiether this effort would succeed, Eiric did not know,
and t hose who spoketo himwere equally uncertain.

The streets of Banarva were packed with soldiers and sup-

ply trains of horses and oxen. The harbour was filled with

war ships and it was difficult to find | odgi ngs since nost inns
and nany private houses had been requisitioned by the arny.
And it was the sane all over the Western Continent Every-
where, nen strapped netal about them bestrode heavy charg-
ers, sharpened their arms, and rode beneath bright silken
banners to slay and to despoil

Here, w thout doubt, Eiric reflected, he would find the

battle of uie prophecy. He tried to forget his tormented | ong-

ing for news of Zarozinia and turned bis npody eyes towards

the west Stornbringer hung Iike an anchor at his side and ho
fingered it constantly, hating it even as it fed himhis vitality.

He spent the night in Banarva and by norning had hired a
good horse and was riding through the sparse grassl and
t owar ds Jharkor.

Across a war-torn world rode Eiric, his crinson eyes burn-

ing with a fierce anger at the sights of wanton destruction he
wi t nessed. Al though be had hinself lived by his sword for

many years and had committed acts of nurder, robbery and
urbicide, he disliked the sensel essness of wars such as this, of
men who killed one another for only the vaguest of reasons.

It was not that he pitied the slain or hated the slayers; he was
too renote fromordinary nmen to care greatly about what

22
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they did. Yet, in bis owm tortured way, he was an i dea&t

who, because be | acked peace and security hinmself, resulted

- the sights of strife which this war brought to him H's ances-
tors, he knew, had al so been renote, yet they had delighted
in the conflicts of the nmen of the Young Ki ngdons, observing
mem from a di stance and judgi ng thensel ves above nidi ac-
tivities; above the norass of sentinent and enotion in which
these new nmen struggl ed. For ten thousand years ne sor-
cerer-enperors of Meni bone had ruled this world, a race

wi t hout consci ence or noral creed, unneedful of reasons for
their acts of conquest, seeking no excuses for their natura
mal i ci ous tendencies. But Hic, the last in the direct |ine of
enperors, was not |like them He was capable of cruelty and

mal evol ent sorcery, had little pity, yet could I ove and hate
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nmore violently than ever his ancestors. And these strong pas-
sions, perhaps, had been the cause of his breaking with his
honmel and and travelling ne world to conpare hinself

agai nst these new nmen since be could find none in Menibone
who shared his feelings. And it was because of these twn
forces of love and hate that be had returned to have ven-
geance on his cousin Yyrkoon who had put Cynmorfl, Elric'9
betrothed, into a nmagi ¢ slunber and usurped me kingship of
Mel ni bone, the Dragon Isle, last territory of the fallen Bright
Empire. Wth the aid of a fleet of reavers, Eric had razed
Inuryr in his vengeance-taking, destroyed the Dreaming City
and scattered forever the race who had founded h so that the
| ast survivors were now nercenaries roanmng the worid to seQ
their arns to whonmever bid highest. Love and bate; they had
led himto kill Yyrkoon who deserved death and, inadver-
tenfly, Cynoril, who did not Love and hate. They welled in

hi m now as bitter snoke stung his throat and be passed a
straggling group of townspeople who were fleeing, wthout
know edge of their direction, fromne | atest depredation of
the roving Dharijorian troops who had struck far into this
part of Tarkesh and had net little hindrance fromthe armes
of King Hilran of Tarkesh whose nmain force was concen-
trated further north, readying itself for the major battle.

Now Eiric rode close to ne Western Marches, near the
Jharkorian border. Here lived sturdy foresters and harvesters
in better tinmes. But now the forests were bl ackened and burnt
and the crops of the field were m ned.

Hi s journey, which was speedy for he wasted 06 tinme. took
hi m t hrough one of the stark forests where remants of trees
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cast cold sil houettes against ne grey, seething sky. He raised
the hood of his cloak over his bead so that the heavy bl ack
fabric completely hid his face, and rode on as rain rushed
suddenly down and beat through the skeleton trees, sweeping
across the distant plains beyond so that all the world seened
grey and black with the hiss of the rain a constant and de-
pressi ng sound.

Then, as he passed a rui ned hovel which was half cottage
and half hole in the earth, a cawi ng voice called out:

"Lord Eiricr

Ast oni shed that he should be recogni sed, he turned his

bl eak face in the direction of the voice, pushing his hood
back as he did so. A ragged figure appeared in the hole's
opening. It beckoned himcloser. Puzzled, he wal ked his horse
towards the figure and saw that it was an old man, or per-
haps a worman, he couldn't tell.

**You know ny nane. How?"

**Thou art a | egend throughout the Young Ki ngdons. Wo
could not recognise that white face and heavy bl ade thou art
carrying?**

True, perhaps, but | have a notion there is nmore to this
than chance recognition. Wio are you and how do you know
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the Hi gh Speech of Mem bone?" Eiric deliberately used the
coarse Conmon Speech.

**Thou shoul dst know mat all who practise dark sorcery use
the H gh Tongue of those who are pastnasters in its arts.
Woul dst thou guest with ne a while?"

Eiric | ooked at the hovel and shook his head. He was fas-
tidious at the best of tines. The wetch smled and nmade a
nmock bow, restoring to the Common Speech and saying: "So
the mghty lord disdains to grace ny poor hone. But does he
not perhaps wonder why the fire which raged through this
forest a while ago did not, in fact, harm ne?"

"Aye,** said Eiric thoughtfully, **that is an interesting
riddle. **

The hag took a step towards him "Soldiers cane not a

mont h gone—from Pan Tang they were. Devil Riders with

weir hunting tigers running with mem They despoiled the
harvest and burnt even the forests that those who fled them
m ght not eat game or berries here. | lived in this forest all
my life, doing alittle sinple magi c and prophecy for ny
needs. But when | saw the walls of flane soon to engulf ne,

24

| cried the nane of ¢ demon | knew—a thinf from ChftM
which, latterly. | had dared not SUBUDO L It cune.

"*Savc me,' cried |, 'And what would ye do in return?*

caid the denon. 'Anything,' | quoth. Then bear this nmessage

for my masters,' it said. 'Wen the fcinslayer known as Eiric
of Mel ni booe shall pass this way, tell himthat there is one

ki nsman he shall not slay and be will be found in Sequal oris.

If Brie loves his wife. he will play his role. If be plays it
well, his wife shall be returned.’ So | fixed the nessage in mny

m nd and now give it thee as | swore."

"Thanks," said Eiric, **and what did you give in the first
pl ace for the power to summon such a denon?"

"Why, ny soul, of course. But it was an old one and not
of much worth. Hell could be no worse nan this existence."

"Then why did you not let yourself burn, your soul unbar-

tered?"

"I wishtolive," said ne wetch, smling again. "Ch, life is
good. My owmn life, perhaps, is squalid, yet the |ife around ne
that is what | love. But let ne not keep you, ny lord, for you

have wei ghtier matters on your mnd." Once nore the wetch

gave a nock bow as Eiric rode off, puzzled, but encouraged.
Hs wife still lived and was safe. But what bargain nust he
stri ke before be could get her back?

Savagel y he goaded his horse into a gallop, heading for Se-
qualoris in Jbarkor. Behind him faintly through die beating
rain, he heard a cackling at once nocking aod m serabl e.

Now his directi on was not so vague, and be rode at great
speed. - but cautiously, avoiding the roving bands of invaders,
imil at length the arid plains gave way to the | usher wheat -
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| ands of the Sequa province of Jharfcor. Another day's ride
and Eiric entered the small walled city of Sequal oris which
had so far not suffered attack. Here, he discovered prepara-
tions for war and learnt news that was of greater interest to
hi m

The I nuTyriao nercenaries, led by Dyvim Storm Eiric's
cousin and son of Dyvim Tvar, Eiric's old friend, were due to
arrive next day in Sequal oris.

There had been a certain enmty between Eiric and the

I nuryrians since the al bino had been the direct cause of their
need to |l eave the ruins of the Dreaming City and |ive as ner-
cenaries. But those tines were past, |long since, and on two
previ ous occasions he and the Inrryrians had fought on the
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same side. He wu their |eader by right and the tics of tradi-
tion were strong in the elder race. Eiric prayed to Arioch that
Dyvi m Sl orm woul d have aome due to his wife's where-

about s.

At noon of the next day the nercenary arny rode swag-

gering into the city. Eiric met themdose to the city gate. The
hnrryrian warriors were obviously weary froma long ride

and were | oaded with booty since, before Yishana sent for

mem they had been raiding in Shazar dose to the Marshes

of the Mst. They were different fromany other race, these
Inrryrians, with their tapering faces, slanting eyes and high
cheekbones. They were pale and slimwth |Iong, soft hair
drifting to their shoulders. The finery they wore was not

stol en, but definitely Meinibonean in design; shinmmering
cloths of gold, blue and green, netals of delicate workman-
ship and intricately patterned. They carried |ances with |ong.
sweepi ng heads and there were slender swords at their sides.
They sat arrogantly in their saddl es, convinced of their supe-
riority over other nortals, and were, as Eiric, not quite hu-
man in their unearthly beauty.

He rode up to neet Dyvim Slorm his own sonbre clothes
contrasting with theirs. He wore a tall-collared jacket of quilt-
ed |l eather, black and buckled in by a broad, plain belt at

whi ch hung a poignard and Stonnbringer. His mlk-white hair

was held fromhis eyes by a fillet of black bronze and his
breeks and boots were also black. Al ms black set off sharp-

Iy his white skin and crinson, glow ng eyes.

Dyvim Sl orm bowed in his saddle, showi ng only slight sur-
pri se.

"Cousin Eiric. So the onmen was true."'*

"What omen, Dyvim S| orn®?' *

"A fal con's—your nane bird if |I renenber."

It bad been customary for Ml ni boneans to identify new

born children with birds of their choice; thus Eiric's was a
fal con, hunting bird of prey.

"What did it tell you, cousin?" Eiric asked eagerly.

"It gave a puzzling nmessage. Wiile we had barely gone
fromthe Marshes of the Mst, it cane and perched on ny
shoul der, and spoke in human tongue. It told ne to cone to
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Sequal oris and there | would neet ny king. From Sequal oris
we were to journey together to join Yishana*s army and the
battl e, whether won or lost, would resolve the direction of
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our linked destinies thereafter. Do you nake sense of that,
cousi n?"

"Some™ Eiric frowned. "But come—+ haw a pl ace

reserved for you at the inn. | will tell you all | know over
wi ne—+f we can find decent wine in this forsaken haml et |
need hel p, cousin; as much help as | can obtain* for Zaro-
zinia has been abducted by supernatural agents and | have a
feeling that this and the wars are but two elements in a
greater play.**

"Then quickly, to the inn. My curiosity is further piqued.
This matter increases in interest for ne. First fal cons and
onmens, now abductions and strife!l What else. | wonder, are
we to neet!**

Wth the Imrryrians straggling after di emthrough the

cobbl ed streets, scarcely a hundred warriors but hardened by
their outlawed lift, Eiric and Dyvim Sl orm made their way to
the inn and there, in haste, Eiric outlined all he had | earned.

Before replying, his cousin sipped bis wine and carefully

pl aced the cup upon the board, pursing his lips. "I have a
feeling in ny bones that we are puppets in sone struggle be-
tween the gods. For all our blood and flesh and wul, we can

see none of the bigger conflict save for a few scarcely rel ated
details."

"That may be so," said Eiric inpatiently, "but Fmgreatly
angered at being involved and require ny wife's rel ease. |
have no notion why we, together, nmust make the bargain for
her return, neither can | guess what h is we have that those
who captured her want But, if the onens are sent by the

same agents, then we had best do as we are told, for the
meantime, until we can see matters nore clearty. Then, per-
haps, we can act upon our own volition.**

"That's wise," Dyviro Slormnodded, "and Fmwi th you in
it" He snued slightly and- added: "Whether 1 like it or not.
fancy. "

Eiric said: "Where lies the main army of Dharijor and Pan
Tang? | heard it was gathering."

"I't has gat hered—and marches cl oser. The inpendi ng

battle will decide who rules the western lands. |I'mconmitted
to Yishana's aide, not only because she has enployed us to
aid her, but because | felt that if the warped |ords of Pan
Tang dom nate these nations, then tyranny will come upon
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themand they will threaten the security of the whole world.
It i» a sad thing when a Ml ni bonean has to consider such
problens." He sniled ironically. "Aside fromthat, | like

ui em not these aorcerou* upstarts—they seek to ermulate the
Bright Enpire."
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"Aye." Eiric said. They are an island culture, as ours was.
They are sorcerers and warriors as our ancestors were. But
their sorcery is less healthy than ever ours was. Qur ancestors
committed frightful deeds, yet it was natural to them These
newconers, nore human than we, have perverted their hu-

mani ty whereas we never possessed it in the sane degree.
There will never be another Bright Enpire, nor can their
power |ast nore than ten thousand years. This is a fresh age,
Dyvim Slorm in nore man one way. The tine of subtle sor-
cery is on the wane. Men an finding new nmeans of har-

nessing natural power."

"Qur know edge is ancient," Dyvim Sl orm agreed, "yet, so
old is it that it has little relation to present events, | think
Qur logic and learning are suited to the past..."

"I think you are right** said Eiric, whose mngled enptions
were suited neither to past present nor future. "Aye, it is fit-
ting that we shoul d be wanderers, for we have no place in

this world."

They drank in silence, moodily, their mnds on matters of

phi | osophy. Yef for all this, Eiric's thoughts were forever
turning to Zarozinia and the fear of what night have befallen
her. The very innocence of this girl, her vulnerability and her
yout h had been, to sone degree at |east his salvation. Hs
protective love for her had hel ped to keep himfrom broodi ng
too deeply on his owmn doomfilled |life and her conpany had
eased bis nel ancholy. The strange reed of the dead creature
lingered in his nmenory. Undoubtedly the reed had referred to
a battle, and the fal con which Dyvin Sl ormhad seen had spo-
ken of one also The battle was sure to be the forthcom ng

one between Yishana's forces and those of Sarosto of Dhari -
Jor and Jagreen Lem of Pan Tang. |If he was to find Zaro-
zinia then be nust go with Dyvim Slonn and there take part

in UK conflict- Though he m ght perish, he reasoned that he
had best do as the onens ordered—etherw se he coul d | ose

even the slight chance of ever seeing Zarozinia again. He
turned to his cousin.
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"111 make ny way with you tonorrow, and use ny bl ade
in the battle. Watever else, | have the feeling that Yisbana
will need every warrior against the Theocrat and his allies.”

Dyvi m Sl orm agreed. "Not only our doom but the doom of
nations will be at stake in this ..."

Thr ee

Tea.terrible nmen drove their yellow chariots down a bl ack
- mountain which vomted blue and scarlet fire and shook in a
spasm of destruction.

In such a manner, all over the gl obe, the forces of nature
were disrupted and rebellious. Though fewrealised it, the
earth was changi ng. The Ten knew why, and they knew of
Eiric and how their know edge |inked with him
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The ni ght was pale purple and the sun hung a bl oody gl obe
over the nountains, for it was late sunmer. In the valleys,
cottages were burning as snoking | ava smacked agai nst the
straw roofs.

Sepiriz, in the leading chariot, saw the villagers running, a
confused rabbl e—+i ke ants whose hills had been scattered. He
turned to the blue-arnmoured man behind himand he smled

al nost gaily.

"See themrun,** he said. "See themrun, brother. GCh, the
joy of it—such forces there are at work!"

Tia good to have woken at this time," his brother agreed,
abouting over the rumbling noise of the vol cano.

Then the smile left Sepiriz and his eyes narrowed: He

| ashed at his twin horses with a bull-hide whip, so that bl ood
| aced the flanks of the great black steeds and they gal |l oped
even faster down the steep nountain.

In the village, one nman saw the Ten in the distance. He
eorieked, voicing his fear in a warning:

"The fire has driven themout of the nountain. H de—es-

cape t The nmen fromthe vol cano have awakened—they are

com ng. The Ten have awakened according to the

prophecy—+t is the end of the world!" Then the mountain

gushed a fresh spewi ng of hot rock and flaming |lava and the
man was struck down, screaned as he burned and died. He

di ed needl essly, for the Ten had no interest in himor his fel-
| ows.
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Sepiriz and his brothers rode straight through the vill age,
their chariot wheels rattling on the coarse street, the hooves
of their horses poundi ng.

Behind them the mountain bellowed. "To N hrainr cried
Sepiriz. "Speedily, brethren, for there is nmuch work to do. A
bl ade rmust be brought from Li nbo and a pair of nmen nust
befcund to carry it to Xanyaw "

Joy filled himas he saw the earth shuddering about him

and heard the gushing of fire and rock behind him H s bl ack
body glistened, reflecting the flames of the burning houses.
The horses | eaned in their harness, dragging the bucking
chariot at wild speed, their hooves blurred novenent over
the ground so that it often seened they flew.

Perhaps they did, for the steeds of N hrain were known to
be different from ordi nary beasts.

Now t hey flung thensel ves al ong a gorge, now up a noun-
tain path, naking their speedy way towards the Chasm of

Ni hrai n, the ancient hone of the Ten who had not returned
there for two thousand years.

Again, Sepiriz laughed. He and his brothers bore a terrible

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...0-%20Elric%206%20-%20The%20Storm%20Bringer.txt (15 of 164) [1/19/03 6:35:46 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20El ri c%6206%620-%20T he%620Storm%20Bringer.txt

responsibility, for though they had no loyalty to nen or gods,
they were Fate's spokesnmen and thus bore an awfu
knowl edge within their imortal skulls.

For centuries they had slept in their nountain chanber,
dwel Iing dose to the dormant heart of die volcano since ex'
trenmes of heat and cold bothered themlittle. Now the spew
ing rock had awakened them and they knew that their tine
bad come—+the tine for which they had been waiting for nfl-
| eni a.

This was why Sepriz sang in Joy. At |last he and his broth-
ers were to be allowed to performtheir ultimte functioo.
And this involved two Mel ni boneans, the two surviving mem
bers of the Royal Line of the Bright Enpire

Sepiriz knew they |lived—they had to be alive, for without
them Fate's schene was inpossible. But there were thorn
upon the earth, Sepiriz knew, who were capabl e of cheating
Fate, so powerful were they. Their niaions |ay everywhere,
particularly among the new race of nen, but ghouls and
denons were al so their tools.

This made his chosen task the harder.

But now—+to Ni hrain! To the hewn city and there to draw
the threads of destiny into a finer net There was still alittle
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time, but it was running short; and Time the unknown* was
master of all...

The pavilions of Queen Yishaoa and her allies were grouped
thickly about a series of small, wooded hills. The trees

af forded cover froma distance and DO canpfires burned to
give away their position. Al so the sounds of the great arny
were as nuted as possible. Qutriders went to and fro, report-
ing die eneny's positions and keepi ng wary eyes open for

spi es.

But Eiric and his Inrryrians were unchall enged as they
rode in, for the albino and his men were easily recognisabl e
and it was well-known that the feared Mel ni bonean nerco-
caries had elected to aid Yishana.

Eiric said to Dyvim Slorm "I bad best pay ny respects to
Queen Yi sbana, on account of our old bond, but |I do not
want her to know of ny wife's di sappearance—et herw se she
may try to hinder me. W shall just say that | have cone to
aid her, out of friendship."

Dyvi m Sl orm nodded, and Brie left his cousin to tend to
maki ng canp, while he went at once to Yishana's tent where
the tall queen awaited himinpatiently.

The l ook in her eyes was shielded as he entered. She had a
heavy, sensuous face that was begi nning to show signs of age-
ing. Her long hair was black and shone around her head. Her
breasts were | arge and her hips broader than Eiric remem
bered. She was sitting in a padded chair and the table before
her was scattered with battle-maps and witing naterials,
parchrent, ink and quills.
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"Good norning, wolf,*" said she with a half-smile that was
at ooce sardonic and provocative. "My scoots reported that
you were riding with your countrynmen. This is pleasant Have
you forsaken your new wife to return to subtler pleasures?"
"No, *' he said.

He stripped off his heavy riding cloak and flung it on a
bench. "Good norning, Yishana. You do not change. Fve

hal f a suspicion that Thel eb K aama gave you a draught of
the waters of Eternal Life before | killed him**

"Per haps he did. How goes your marriage?"

**WeU, " be said as she noved closer and he felt the warnth
of her body.

"And now Tm di sappoi nted." she smiled ironically and
shrugged. They bad been | overs on different occasions, in

32 M chael Moorcock

spite of the fact that Eiric had been partially responsible for
her brother's death during the raid on Inrryr. Darnmit of
Jharkor*s death had put her on tee throne and, being an am

bi ti ous woman, she had not taken the news with too nuch
sadness. Eiric bad no wish to resunme the rel ati onship, how
ever.

He turned imediately to the matter of the forthcom ng
battl e.

"l see you're preparing for nmore man a skirmsh,** he said.
*"What forces have you and what are your chances of w n-
ni ng?**

There are my own Wite Leopards,** she told him "five
hundred picked warriors who run as swiftly as horses, are as
strong as mountain cats and as ferocious as bl ood-rmad
sharks—they are trained to kin and killing is all they know.
Then there are my other troops—nfantry and cavalry, sone
eighty Lords in command. The best cavalry are from Shazar,
wild riders but clever fighters and well-disciplined. Tarkesh
has sent fewer nen since | understand King Hilran needed to
defend his southern borders agai nst a heavy attack. However,
there are alnost a thousand and fifty foot-soldiers and sone
two hundred nmounted nmen from Tarkesh. In all we can put

per haps six thousand trained warriors on the field. Serfs,
slaves and the like are also fighting, but they will of course
serve only to neet ne initial onslaught and will die in the
early part of the battle."

Eiric nodded. These were standard nmilitary tactics. "And
what of the eneny?"

"W have nore nunbers—but they have Dcva Riders and
hunting tigers. There are al so sone beasts they keep in
cages—but we cannot guess what they are since ne cages are
covered."

"I heard mat me nmen of Mynhn are flying hither. The im
port must be great for themto | eave their eyries.**

**|f we lose ms battle," she said gravely, "Chaos could eas-
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ily engulf the earth and rule over ft. Every oracle from here
to Shazar says the sane thing, that Jagreen Lern is but the
tool of less natural nmasters, that he is aided by the Lords of
Chaos. W we not only fighting for our lands, Eric, we are
fighting for ne human race!"

"Then | et us hope we win," he said.

Eiric stood anbng the captains as they surveyed the nobi -
lising anny. Tall Dyvim Slonu was by his side, his golden
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shirt |l oose on his slimbody and his manner confident, arro-
gant Al so here were hardened sol diers of many smaller cam

pai gns; short, dark-faced nmen from Tarkesh with thick ar-
mour and bl ack, oiled hair and beards. The hal f-naked w nged
men from Myynhn had arrived, with their broodi ng eyes,
hawk-|i ke faces, their great wings folded on their backs,

qui et, dignified, sel dom speaking. The Shazari ao comranders
were there also, in jackets of grey. brown and black, in rust-
col oured bronze arnmour. Wth them stood the captain of

Yi shana*s Wiite Leopards, a |ong-I|egged, thick-bodied man
with blond hair tied in a knot at the back of his bull-necked
head, silver arnour bearing the enblazon of a |eopard, albino
like Eiric, ranmpant and snarling.

The tine of the battle was drawing close.. -

Now, in ne grey dawn, tee two arm es advanced upon
each other* com ng fromopposite ends of a w de vall ey.
Banked by | ow, wooded, hills.

The arny of Pan Tang and Dhariior noved, a tide of dark
metal, up the shallow valley to neet them Eiric, still unar-
rooured, watched as they approached, his horse stanping tho
turf. Dyvim Slonn, beside him pointed and said: "Look—s

mere are the plotters—Sarosto on the left and Jagreen Lern
on the rightl**

The | eaders headed their arny, banners of daik silk rus-
tling above their helns. King Sarosto and his thin ally,
aqui l i ne Jagreen Lena m gl owi ng scarl et arnmour that seemned
to be red hot and may have been. On his hel mwas the Mer-
man Crest of Pan Tang, for the clainmed kinship with the
sea- people. Sarosto's armour was dull, murky yellow, enbla-
zoned with nme Star of Dharijor upon which was the deft
Sword which history said was home by Sarosto's ancestor
Atarn the City-Buil der.

Behi nd them instantly observable, canme the Devil Riders

of Pan Tang on their six-legged reptilian nmounts, bred by sor-
cery it was said. Swarthy and with introspective expressions
on their sharp faces, they carried | ong, curved sabres, naked
at their belts. Prowl ing anong them came over a hundred
hunting tigers, trained |ike dogs, with tusk-like teeth and
claws that could rend a roan to the bone with a single sweep.
Beyond the rolling arny as it noved towards them Eiric

could just see the tops of ne nysterious cage-wagons. Wat

wei rd beasts did they contain, he wondered.
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Then Yi shana shouted a command.
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The archers' arrows spread a rattling black cloud above
themas Eiric led the first wave of infantry down the hill to
meet the van of the eneny arny. That he should be forced to
risk his life enbittered him but if he was ever to discover
Zarozm a's whereabouts he had to play out his ordered part
and pray that he lived.

The main force of cavalry followed the infantry, flanking it
with orders to encircle the eneny if possible. Brightly dad
Irorryrians and bronze-arnoured Shazarians were to one side.

Bl ue- armoured Tarkeshites with brilliant plunes of red,

purple and white, long | ances |evelled, and gol d-arnoured

Jhar kori ans, |ongswords al ready unscabbarded, gall oped on

the other side. In the centre of Eiric's advance phal anx | oped
Yi shana's White Leopards and the queen herself rode beneath
her banner, behind the first phal anx, |eading a battalion of
kni ght s.

Down they rushed towards the enenmy whose own arrows
rose upwards and then swept down to clash agai nst hel nets
or thud into flesh

Now t he sound ot war-shouts smashed through the stil
dawn as they streaked down the slopes and cl ashed.

Eiric found hinself confronting | ean Jagreen Lern. and the
snarling Theocrat nmet Stonnbringer's swing with a flane-red
buckl er which successfully protected hi mproving the shield
to be treated agai nst sorceroua weapons.

Jagreen Lemis features winkled into a malicious snmle as
he recognised Eiric. "I was told you'd be here, Wiiteface. |
know you Eiric and | know your doom "

*Too many men appear to know ny destiny better than I,"
said the al bino. "But perhaps if | slay you, Theocrat, | may
force the secret fromyou before you die?"

"Ch, no! That is not ny nmasters' plan at all."
"Well, mayhap 'tis mne!"

He struck again at Jagreen Lem but again the bl ade was
turned, screaming its anger. He felt it nmove in his hand, felt
it throb with chagrin, for normally the hell-forged bl ade
could slice through nmetal however finely tenpered.

In Jagreen Lena's gauntleted right hand was a huge war -

axe which he now swung at the unprotected head of Eiric's
horse. This was odd since he was in a position to strike at Ei-
ric himself. The albino jerked his steed's head to one side,
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avoi ded the bl ow and drove again point firet at Jagreen
Lcro's mdriff. The runebl ade shrieked as it failed to pierce
the arnour. The war-axe swung again and Eiric brought up

his sword as protection but, in astonishment, was driven back
in his saddle by the force of the blow, barely able to contro
bis horse, one foot slipping fromthe stirrup

Jagreen Lern struck again and successfully split the skul
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of Elric*s horse which crunpled to its knees, blood and brains
gushing, great eyes rolling as it died.

Flung fromthe beast, Eiric rose painfully and readied

hi nsel f for Jagreen Lern's next blow. But to his surprise,
the sorcerer-king turned away and noved into the thick of
the battle.

"Sadly your life is not mine to take, Witeface! That is the
prerogative of other powers. If you live and we are the vic-
tors—+ wll seek you out, perhaps."”

Unable, in his dazed condition, to nmake sense of this, Eiric

| ooked desperately around for another horse and saw a Dhar -
ijorian mount, its head and foreparts well protected by dented
bl ack armour, running | oose and away fromthe fight

Swiftly, he leapt for its harness and caught a dangling rein,
steadi ed the beast, got a foot into a stirrup and swung hi nsel f
up in the saddl e which was unconfortable for an unar-

moured man. Standing in the stirrups, Eiric rode it back into
the battle.

He hewed his way through the eneny knights, slaying now

a Devil Rider, now a hunting tiger that |ashed at himwth
bared fangs, now a gorgeously arnoured Dharijorian com

mander, now two foot-soldiers who struck at himw th hal -
berds. H's horse reared like a nonster and. desperately, he
forced it closer to the standard of Yishana until be could see
one of the heralds.

Yi shana's armnmy was fighting bravely, but its discipline was
lost It nmust regroup if it was to be nost effective.

"Recall the cavalryF Eiric yelled. "Recall the cflvafryF

The young heral d | ooked up. He was badly pressed by two
Devil Riders. His attention diverted, he was skewered on a
Devil Rider's blade and shrieked as the two nmen butchered
hi m

Cursing. Eiric rode closer and struck one of the attackers
in the side of the head. The man toppled and fell into the
churned rmud of the field. The other Rider turned, only to
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meet howl ing Stornbringer'a point, and he died yelling, —the
runebl ade dranic his soul

The herald, still nmounted, was dead in the saddle, his body

a mass of cuts. Eiric |eaned forward, tearing toe bloody horn
fromaround the corpse's neck. Placing it to his lips, he
sounded the' Cavalry Recall and caught a glinpse of horse-

men turning. Now he saw the standard itself begin to fan and
realised that the standard-bearer was slain. He rose in the
saddl e and grasped the pole which bore the bright flag of
Jharkor and, with this in one band, the horn at his Ups, at-
tenpted to rally his forces.

Slowmy, the remmants of the battered armny gat hered around
him Then Eiric, taking control of the battle, did the only
thing he coul d+ook the sole course of action which m ght
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save the day.

He sounded a long, wailing note on the bom In response
to this. he heard the beating of heavy wi ngs as the nmen of
Myyrrhn rose into the air.

Qoserving this, the eneny released the traps of the nysteri-
ous cages.

Eiric groaned with despair.

A weird hooting preceded the sight of giant ows, thought
extinct even in Myyrrhn the land of their origin, circling sky-
war d.

The eneny had prepared against a threat fromthe air and,
by some neans, had produced the age-old enem es of the
men of Myyrrhn.

Only slightly daunted by this unexpected sight, the men of
Myyrrhn, armed with |ong spears, attacked the great birds.
The enbattled warriors on the ground were showered with

bl ood and feathers. Corpses of nen and birds began to flop
downwar ds, crushing infantry and cavalry beneath them

Through this confusion, Eiric and the Wite Leopards of

Yi shana cut their way into the eneny to join up with Dyvim
Slormand his Inrryrians, the remants of the Tarkeshite
caval ry/ and about a hundred Shazarians. who had survived.
Looki ng upward. Eiric saw that nost of the great owls were
destroyed, but only a handful of the men of Myyrrhn had sur-
vived the fight in the air. These, having done what they could
against the ows, were thenselves circling about preparing to

| eave the battle. Obviously they realised the hopel essness of it
au.
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Eiric cried to Dyvim Slormas their forces joined: "The
battle's | ost—Sarosto and Jagreen Lern rule here now "

Dyvim Sl orm hefted hL |l ongsword in his hand and gave
Eiric a | ook of assent "If we're to live to keep our destiny.
we' d best make speed away from here!** he cried.

There was little nore they could do.

"Zarozinia's life is nore inportant to nme than anything
else!" Eiric yelled. "Let's | ook to our own predicanent!"

But the weight of the eneny forces was |ike a vice, crush-

ing Eiric and his nen. Blood covered Eiric's face froma

bl ow he had received on the forehead. It clogged his eyes so
that he had to keep raising his left hand to his face to get rid
of the stuff.

His right armached as he lifted Stornbringer again and
agai n, hacki ng and stabbi ng about him desperate now, for al-
t hough the dreadful blade had a |ife, alnobst an intelligence,
of its own, even it could not supply the vitality which Eiric
needed to remain entirely fresh. In a way he was glad, for be
hated the runesword, (hough he had to depend on the force
which flowed fromit to him
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Stornbringer nmore than slew Elric*s attackers—t drank
(heir souls, and sonme of that life force was passed on to (he
Mel ni boneao nonarch ..

Now the ranks or the eneny fell back and seened to open.
Through this sel f-nmade breech, animals came running. Ani-
mals with gleam ng eyes and red, fang-filled jaws. Aninals
with claws.

The hunting tigers of Pan Tang.

Horses screanmed as the tigers |leapt and rended them tear-

i ng down nmount and man and sl ashing at the throats of their
victims. The tigers raised bl oody snouts and stared around for
a new prey. Terrified, many of Eiric's small force fell back
shouting. Most of the Tarkeshite knights broke and fled the
field, precipitating the flight of the Jharkorians whose mad-
dened horses bore them away and were soon followed by the

few remai ni ng Shazarians still nmounted. Soon only Eiric, his
Inmrryrians and about forty Wiite Leopards stood agai nst the

m ght of DhariJor and Pan Tang.

Eiric raised his horn and sounded the Retreat, wheeled his
bl ack steed about and raced up the valley. Inrryrians behind
him But nme White Leopards fought on to the | ast- Yishana
had said that they knew nothing but howto kill. Evidently
they al so knew how to die.
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Eiric and Dyvim Slormled the Inrryrians up the valley,

hal f -t hankful that the white Leopards covered their retreat
The Mel ni bonean had seen not hing of Yishana since he had

cl ashed with Jagreen Lera. He wondered what had becone of
her .

As they turned a bend in the valley. Brie understood the

foil battle-plan of Jagreen Lern and his ally—for a strong,
fresh force of foot-soldiers and cavalry had assenbl ed at the
other end of the valley, for the purpose of cutting off any re-
treat nmade by bis arny.

Scarcely thinking. Eiric urged his horse up the slopes of
the hills, his nmen follow ng, ducking beneath the | ow
branches of the birch trees as the Dharijoriana rushed
towards them spreading out to cut off their escape.

Eiric fumed his horse about and saw that the Wite Leop-
ards were still fighting around the standard of Jharkor and
he headed back in that direction, keeping to the hills. Over
the crest of the hills he rode, Dyvim Sl orm and a handful of
Inmrryrians with him and then they were galloping for open
countryside while the knights of Dharijor and Pan Tang gave
chase. They had obviously recognised Eiric and w shed either
to kill or to capture him

Ahead Eiric could see that the Tarkeshites, Shazarians and
Jhar kori ans who had earlier fled had taken the sane route

out as he had. But they no |onger rode together, were scatter-
ing away.

Eiric and Dyvim Slorm fl ed westwards across unknown
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country while the other Inrryrians. to take attention off their
| eaders, rode to the north east towards Tarkesh and perhaps a
few days of safety.

The battle was won. The ninions of evil were the victors
and an age of terror had settled on the |ands of the Young
Ki ngdons in the west

Sone days later, Eiric. DyvimSlorm two hnrryrians. a

Tar keshite commander cal |l ed Yeda- pad-Jui zev, badly wound-

ed in the side, and a Shazarian foot-soldier, Oion, who had
taken a horse away fromthe battle, were tenmporarily safe
frompursuit and were trudging their horses wearily towards
a range of slim peaked mountai ns which | oomed bl ack

agai nst the red eveni ng sky.

They had not spoken for sone hours. Yedn-pad-Juizev was
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obvi ously dyine and they could do nothing for him He knew
this also and expected nothing, nerely rode with them for
company. He was very tall for a Tarkeshite, his scarlet pli'nme
still bobbing on his dented blue-metal helnet, his breastplate
scarred and sneared with his own blood and others*. His

beard was bl ack and shiny with oil. his nose a juttin? crag on
the rock of his soldier's face, his eyes half-gazed- He was
bearing the pain well. Though they were inpatient to reich

the commarative safety of the mountain range, the others

mat ched their pace to his, half in respect and half in fascina-
tion that a man could cling to life for so | ong-

Ni ght cane and a great yellow nmoon hung in the sky over

the mountains. The sky was conpletely clear of cloud and

stars shone brightly. The warriors w shed that the ni ght had
been dark. stormcovered, for they could have then soneht

more security in the shadows- As it was the night was |ieMd
and they could only hope that they reached the nountains
soon—before the hunting tigers of Pan Tang di scovered their
tracks and they died under the rending claws of those dread-
ful beasts.

Eiric was in a grimand thoughtful nood. For a while the
Dhariiorian and Pin Tane conauerors woul d be busy consoli -
dating their newwon enpire. Perhaps there would be quar-

rel s between them when this was done. perhaps not. But

soon, anyway, they would be very powerful and threatening

the security of other nations on the Southern and Eastern
Conti nent s-

But all this, however nmuch it overshadowed the fate of the
whole world, neant little to Eiric for he still could not clearly
see his way to Zarozinia. He renenbered the dead creature's
prophecy, part of which had now come about But still it

meant little. He felt as if he were being driven constantly
westwards, as if he nust go further and further into the
sparsel y-settl ed | ands beyond Jharkor. Was it here his destiny
lay? Was it here that Zarozinia' s captors were? Beyond the
ocean brews a battle; Beyond the battle blood shall fall..

Well, had the blood fallen, or was it yet to fall? Wat waa
the *twin' that Elric's kinsman, Dyvim Slorm bore? Wo was
the one who should not live?
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Per haps the secret lay in the nountains ahead of then?
Beneath the noon they rode, and at |ast came to a gorge.
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Hal f-way along It they l|located a cave and |ay down inside to
rest.

In the nmorning, Brie was awakened by a sound outside the
cave. Instantly he drew Stonnbringer and crept to the nouth
of the cave. What he saw caused himto sheat he the bl ade

and call in a soft voice to the battered nan who was ridi ng
up the gorge towards the cave. "Here, herald! W are
friends!"

The man was one of Yishana's heralds. H's surcoat was in
ri bbons, bis arnour crunpled on his body. He was swordl esa
and without a helnet, a young nan with bis face nade gaunt
by weariness and despair. He | ooked up and relief came
when he recognised Eiric.

"My lord Eiric—they said you were slain on the field."

"I"'mglad they did, since that nmakes pursuit |ess likely.
Cone inside."

The ot hers were awake now-all but one. Yedn-pad-Juizev

had died, sleeping, in the night Orozn yawned and jerked a
thunb at the corpse. "If we do not find food soon. 111 be
tenpted to eat our dead friend."

The man | ooked at Brie for response to this jest, but
seeing the al bino's expression be was abashed and retreated to
the depths of the cave grunbling and kicking at | oose stones.

Eiric |l eant against the wall of the cave near the opening.
"What news have you?" he asked.

"Dark news, ny lord. From Shazar to Tarkesh bl ack

m sery prevails and iron and fire beat across nations |ike an
unholy storm W are fully conquered. Only small bands of

men carry on a hopel ess struggl e agai nst the eneny. Sone of
our folk are already tal king of turning bandit and preying on
each other, so desperate have tinmes becone. **

Eiric nodded. "Such is what happens when foreign allies
are beaten on friendly soil. What of Queen Yishana?"

"She fared ill, nmy lord. Cad in nmetal, she battled against a
score of nen before expiring—her body torn asunder by the
force of their attack. Sarosto took her bead for a keepsake
and added it to other trophies including the hands of Kamari,
hi s hal f-brother who opposed himover the Pan Tang alliance,
the eyes of Peoi k of Nargesser, who raised an arny agai nst
himin that province. Theocrat Jagreen Lero ordered that al
other prisoners be tortured to death and hanged in chains
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through the I ands as warni ng agai nst insurrection. They are
an unholy pair, ny lordt*

Eiric's nouth grew tight when he heard this. Already h
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was becoming clear to himthat his only route was westwards,
for the conquerors woul d soon search himout if he went
back. He turned to Dyvim Slonn. The Inrryrian's shirt was
inraffs and his left armcovered in dried bl ood.

"Qur destiny appears to lie in the west," he said quietly.
"Then | et us nmake speed,” said his cousin, "for | ami npa-
tient to get it over and at |east |earn whether we live or per-
ish in this enterprise. W gai ned nothing by our encounter

with the eneny, but wasted tine."

"l pained sonmething." Eiric said, remenbering his fight

with Jagreen Lern. "I gained the know edge that Jagreen
Lern is connected in some way with the kidnapping of ny
wife—and if he had aught to do with it, I'Il claimny ven-

geance no nmatter what."

"Now, " said Dyvim Slonn. "Let us make haste to the
west "

Four

They drove deeper into the mountains that day, avoiding the
few hunting parties sent out by the conquerors, but the two
Inrryriaas. recognising that their | eaders were on a speci al
journey, left to go in another direction. The herald was gone
southward to spread his gloonmy news so that only Eiric,
Dyvim Sl orm and Orozn were |eft. They did not wel cone

Orozn's conpany, but bore with it for the nmeanwhile.

Then, after a day, Orozn disappeared and Eiric and Dyvim
Sl orm ranged deeper into the black crags, riding through tow
ering. oppressive canyons or al ong narrow pat hs.

Snow | ay on the nountains, bright white against sharp

black, filling gorges, making paths slippery and dangerous.
Then one evening they cane to a place where the nountains
opened out into a wide valley and they rode, with difficulty
down the foothills of the nountains, their tracks making

great black scars in the snow and their horses steamng, their
breath billowing white in the cold air.

They observed a rider com ng across the valley floor

towards them One rider they did not fear, so they waited for
himto approach. To their surprise it was Orozn, clad in fresh
garments of wol fskin and deer hide. He greeted themin a

friendly manner.

"l have cone seeking you both. You nust have taken a
more difficult route than mne."

"From where have you cone?" Eiric asked; his face was

drawn, his cheek-bones enphasi sed by the sunken skin. He

| ooked nore like a wolf than ever with his red eyes gl eam ng.
Zarozinia's fate wei ghed heavily on his mnd.

"There is a settlement nearby. Cone, | will take you to it"

They followed Orozn for some way and it was getting near
nightfall, the setting sun staining the nountains scarlet, when
they reached the opposite side of the valley, dotted with a
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few birch trees and, further up, a cluster of firs.
42
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Orozn led theminto this grove.
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They came scream ng out of the dark. a dozen swarthy
men. possessed by hatred—and sonet hing el se. \WWapons
were raised in nmailed hands. By their arnour, these nen
were from Pan Tang. Orozn nust have been captured and
persuaded to lead Eiric and his cousin into anmbush.

Eiric turned his horse, rearing.
"Orozn! You betrayed us!"

But Orozn was riding. .He | ooked back once, his pale face
tortured with guilt. Then his eyes darted away fromEiric and
Dyvim Sl orm and he frowned, rode down the nobss-wet hil

back into the how ing darkness of the night

Eiric lifted Stornbringer fromhis belt, gripped the hut,
bl ocked a bl ow froma brass-studded mace, slid his sword
down the handl e and sheared off his attacker's fingers. He
and Dyvim Sl orm were soon surrounded, yet he fought on,
Stornbringer shrilling a wild, | awl ess song of death.

But Eiric and Dyvim Slormwere still weak fromthe

rigours of their past adventures. Not even Stornbringer's evi
strength was sufficient fully to revitalise Eiric's deficient veins
and he was filled with fear—sot of the attackers, but of the

fact that he was dooned to die or be captured. And he had

the feeling that these warriors had no know edge of their

master's pan in the matter of the prophecy, did not realise

that, perhaps, he was not neant to die at that nonent

In fact he deci ded, as he battled, a great nistake was
about to be perpetrated ..

"Ariochl" he cried in his fear to the denon-god of Ml ni-
bone. "Arioch! Aid nme! Blood and souls for thine aidi"

But that intractable entity sent no aid.

Dyvim Slorm s | ong bl ade caught a man Just bel ow bis gor-
get and pierced himthrough the throat The other Pan Tang
horsenen threw t hensel ves at him but were driven back by

hi s sweepi ng sword. Dyvim Sl orm shouted: "Wy do we wor-

ship such a god when whi m deci des him so often?"

"Perhaps he thinks our tinme has conme!" Eiric yelled back
as his runebl ade drank another foe's |ife-force.

Tiring fast, they fought on until a new sound broke above
the clash of arms—the sound of chariots and | ow, npani ng
cries.

Then they were sweeping into the md 6e black nmen with
handsome features and thin, proud nouths, their magnificent
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bodi es hal f-naked as their cloaks of white fox fur streamed
behing themand their javelins were flung with terrible a&
curacy at the bew | dered nmen of Pan Tang.

Eiric sheathed his sword and renai ned ready to fight or

flee. "This is the one—the white-faced one!" cried a bl ack
charioteer as he saw Eiric. The chariots rolled to a halt, tal
horses stanping and snorting. Eiric rode up to the |eader.'

"I amgrateful,"” he said, half falling fromhis saddle in
weari ness. He turned the droop of his shoulders into a bow.
"You appear to know me—you are the third I've net while

on this quest who recogni ses nme without ny being able to re-
turn the conplinent.”

The | eader tugged the fox cape about his naked chest and
smled with his thin lips. "I'"mnamed Sepiriz and you wl|
know me soon enough. As for you, we have known of you

for thousands of years. Eiric are you not—ast king of Melni-
bone?"

"That is true."

"And you," Sepiriz addressed Dyvhn Slorm "are Eiric's
cousin. Together you represent the |ast of the pure |line of
Mel ni bone. **

"Aye," Dyvim Slorm agreed, curiosity in his eyes.
"Then we have been waiting for you to pass this way.
There was a prophecy..."

"You are the captors of Zarozinia?** Eiric reached for his
swor d.

Sepiriz shook his head. "No, but we can tell you where she

is. Calmyourself. Though | realise the agony of mnd you

must be suffering, | will be better able to explain all | know
back in our own donamin."

"First tell us who you are," Eiric demanded.

Sepiriz snmiled slightly. "You know us. | think—er at |east
you know of us. There was a certain friendship between your
ancestors and our folk in the early years of the Bright Em
pire." He paused a nonment before continuing: "Have you

ever heard legends, in lrorryr perhaps, of the Ten fromthe
nmount ai n? The ten who sleep in the nountain of fire?"

"Many times." Eiric drewin his breath. "Now I recognise

you by description. But it is said that you sleep for centuries
in the nountain of fire. Wiy are you roamng abroad in this
manner ?"

"W were driven by an eruption fromour vol cano hone
whi ch had been dormant for two thousand years. Such nove-
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menta of nature have been taking place an over the earth of
late. Qur tine, we knew, had cone to awaken again. W
were servants of Fate—and our mission is strongly bound up
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with your destiny. W bear a nessage for you from Zaro-
zinia's captor—and another froma different source. Wuld
you return now, with us, to the Chasmof N hrain xnd | earn
alt we can tell you?"

Eiric pondered for a nonent, then he lifted his white face

and said: "I amin haste to clai mvengeance, Sepiriz. But if
what you can tell me will lead me closer to claimng it. 111
come. "

«Then cone!" The bl ack giant Jerked the reins of his horse
and turned the chariot about

It was a journey of a day and a night to the Chasm of

Ni hrain, a huge gaping fissure high in the nountains, a place
avoided by all; it had supernatural significance for those who
dwelt near the nountains.

The lordly N hrain conversed little on the Journey and at
| ast they were above the Chasm driving their chariots down
the steep path which wound into its dark depths.

About half a mle down no |light penetrated, but they saw
ahead of themflickering torches that illumnated part of the
carved outline of an unearthly nural or betrayed a gaping
opening in the solid rock. Then, as they guided their horses
down further, they saw, in detail, the awe-inspiring city of
Ni hrai n which outsiders had not glinpsed for many centuri es.
The last of the Nihrain now lived here; ten imortal nmen of

a race ol der even than that of Mem bone which had a history
of twenty thousand years.

Huge col utms rose above nmem hewn ages before fromthe
living rock, giant statues and wi de bal conies, nmany-tiered.
W ndows a hundred feet high and sweeping steps cut into the
face of the chasm The Ten drove their yellow chariots
through a mighty gate and into the caverns of N hrain.

carved to their entire extent with strange synbols and
Uranger nurals. Here slaves, wakened froma sleep of cen-
turies to tend their nasters, ran forward. Even these did not
fully bear resenblance to the men that Eiric knew.

Sepiriz gave the reins to a slave as Eiric and Dyvim Sl orm
di smount ed, staring about themin awe-
He said: "Nowto ny own chanbers and there I Tl in-

46 M chael Mborcock
formyou of what you wi sh to know-and what you nust
do. "

Led by Sepiriz, the kinsmen stal ked inpatiently through
galleries and into a |large chanber full of dark scul pture. A
nunber of fires burned behind this hall, in big grates. Sepiriz
folded his great body into a chair and bade themsit in two
simlar chairs, carved fromsolid bl ocks of ebony. Wen they
were all seated before one of the fires, Sepiriz took a |ong
breath, staring around the hall, perhaps renenbering its ear-
lier history.

Sonewhat angered by this show of casualness, Eiric said
i mpatiently: "Forgive ne, Sepiriz—but you prom sed to pass
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on your nmessage to us."

"Yes," Sepiriz said, "but so nuch do | have to tell you that
I nust pause one nonment to collect ny thoughts." He settled
hinself in the chair before continuing.

"W know where your wife, is," he said at last, "and know
al so that she is safe. She will not be harned since she is to be
bar gai ned for sonething which you possess.”

"Then tell nme the whole story," Eiric demanded bl eakly.

"W were friendly with your ancestors. Eiric. And we were
friendly with those they superseded, the ones who forged that
bl ade you bear."

Eiric was interested in spite of his anxiety. For years he
had attenpted to rid hinself of the runesword, but had never
succeeded. All his efforts had failed and he still needed to
carry it, although drugs now gave hi mnost of his strength.

"Wbul d you be rid of your sword, Eiric?" Sepiriz said.
"Aye—+t's well known."
"Then listen to this tale.

"We know for whom and for what the blade—and its

twi n—were forged. They were nade for a special purpose
and for special nmen. Only Mel ni boneans nmay carry them
and of those only the bl ood of the royal line."

"There is no hint of any special purpose for the swords in
Mel ni bonean history or legend," Eiric said |eaning forward.

"Some secrets are best kept fully guarded,” Sepiriz said
calmy. "Those bl ades were forged to destroy a group of very
power ful beings. Anmobng them are the Dead Gods."

The Dead Gods—but, by their very nane, you nust
know t hat they perished | ong ages ago."

"They 'perished* as you say. In human terns they are
dead. But they chose to die, chose to rid thensel ves of
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mat eri al shape and hurled their life-stuff into the blackness of
eternity, for in those days they were full of fear."

Eiric had DO real conception of what Sepiriz described but
he accepted what the Nihrainian said and |istened on

"One of them has returned," Sepiriz said
 \Whyr

"To get, at any cost, two things which endanger hi mand
his fell ow gods—wherever they may be they can still be
harmed by these things.'*

"They are... ?"

They have the earthly appearance of two swords, rune-
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carved and sorcerous—bunbl ade and St ornbringer."

Thisr Eiric touched his blade. "Wy should the gods fear
this? And the other went to Linmbo with ny cousin Yyrkoon
whom | killed many years ago. It is lost"

"That is not true. W recovered it—that was part of Fate's
purpose for us. We have it here in N hrain. The bl ades were
forged for your ancestors who drove the Dead Gods away by
means of them They were nmade by ot her uohuman snmiths

who were al so enem es of the Dead Gods. These sniths were
conpelled to conbat evil with evil, although they, thenselves,
were not pledged to Chaos, but to Law. They forged the

swords for several reasons—idding the world of the Dead

Gods was but one!"

The ot her reasons?"

Those you shall learn in tines to come—for our relation-
ship will not be ended until the whole destiny has been
wor ked out We are obliged not to reveal the other reasons
until the proper time. You have a dangerous destiny, Eiric,
and | do not envy it"

"But what is the nessage you have?" Eiric said inpa-
tiently.

"Due to the disturbance created by Jagreen Lern, one of

the Dead Gods has been enabled to return to earth, as | told
you. He has gat hered acol ytes about him They ki dnapped

your wife."

Eiric felt a nobod of deep despair creep over him Mist he
defy such power as this?

"Way... ?" he whi spered.

"Darni zhaan is aware that Zarozinia is inportant to you

He wi shes to barter her for the two swords. W, in this mat-
ter, are nmerely nessengers. W nust give up the sword we
keep at the request of you or DyvimSlorm for they right-
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folly belong to any of the royal line. Dam zhaan's terns are
sinmple. He will dispatch Zarozinia to Linbo unles» you give
hi mthe bl ades which threaten bis existence. Her death, it
woul d not be death as we know it, would be unpl easant and
eternal ."

"And if | agreed to do that, what woul d happen?"

"Al'l the Dead Gods would return. Only the power of the
swords keeps them from doi ng so now "

"And what woul d happen if the Dead Gods cane back?"

"Even wi thout the Dead Gods, Chaos threatens to conquer

the planet, but with themit would be utterly invincible, its
effect imediate. Evil would sweep the worid. Chaos woul d
plunge this earth into a stinking inferno of terror and destruc-
tion. You have already had a taste of what is happening, and
Dam zhaan has only been back for a short tine."
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"You nean the defeat of Yishana's arm es and the con-
quest by Sarosto and Jagreeo Lero?"

"Exactly. Jagreen Lem has a pact with Chaos—all the

Lords of Chaos, not nerely the Dead Gods—for Chaos fears
Fate's plan for earth's future and would attenpt to tanper
with it by gaining dom nation of our planet The Lords of
Chaos are strong enough w thout the help of the Dead Gods.
Dam zhaan nust be destroyed. **

"l have an inpossible choice, Sepiriz. If | give up

St onnbringer | can probably survive on herbs and the like.
But if | do give it up for Zarozinia, then Chaos will be un-
| eashed to its full extent and | will have a nonstrous crine
upon ny consci ence. **

"The choice is yours alone to nake.**

Eiric deliberated but could think of no way of solving the
probl em

"Bring the other Made," he said at |ast.

Sepiriz rejoined thema while later, with a scabbarded
sword that seened little different from Stornbriager.

"So, Eiric—s the prophecy expl ai ned?" he asked, still
keepi ng hold of Mounbl ade.

"Aye—here is the twin of that | bear. But the |ast part—
where are we to go?"

"I wiBtell you in a nmoment Though the Dead CGods, and

the powers of Chaos, are aware that we possess the sister
bl ade, they do not know whom we really serve. Pate, as |
told you, is our master, and Fate has wought a fabric for
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this earth which would be hard to alter. But it could be al-
tered and we are entrusted to see that Fate is not cheated.
You are about to undergo a test How you fare in it, what

your decision is, will decide what we nust tell you upon your
return to Nihrain."

"You wish ne to return here?"
"Yes. **

"G ve nme Munblade," Eiric said quickly.

Sepiriz handed himthe sword and Eiric stood there with
one twin blade in each hand, as if wei ghing sonething be-
tween them

Bot h bl ades seenmed to noan in recognition aod their pow
ers swam t hrough his body so that he seened to be built of
steel-hard fire.

"I remenber now that | hold themboth that their powers

are greater than | realise. There is one quality they possess
when paired, a quality we may be able to use against this
Dead God." He frowned. "But nore of that in a nmonent."

He stared sharply at Sepiriz. "Now tell me, where is Dam
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i zhaan?"
"The Val e of Xanyaw in Myyrrhn!"

Eiri c handed Mounbl ade to Dyvim Sl orm who accepted it
gi ngerly.

"What will your choice be?" Sepiriz asked.
"Who knows?" Eiric said with bitter gaiety. "Perhaps there
is away to beat this Dead God ..

"But | tell you this, Sepiriz—given the opportunity | shal
make that God rue his homeconing, for he has done the one
thing that can nove nme to real anger. And the anger of Eiric
of Mel ni bone and his sword Stonnbringer can destroy the
wor | d!'"

Sepiriz rose fromhis chair, his eyebrows lifting
"And gods, Eiric, can it destroy gods?"

Fi ve

Eiric rode like a giant scarecrow, gaunt and rigid on the mas-
sive back of the Nihrami an steed. His grimface was set fast

in a mask that hid enotion and his crinson eyes burned |ike
coals in their sunken socket*. The wi nd whi pped his hair this
way and that, but he sat straight, staring ahead, one |ong-fin-
gered hand gripping Stonnbringer's hilt.

Cccasionally Dyvim Sl onn, who bore Munbl ade both

proudly and warily, heard the blade nban to its sister and felt
it shudder at his side. Only later did he begin to ask hinself
what the blade m ght nmake him what it would give himand
demand of him After that, he kept his hand away fromit as
much as possi bl e.

Close to the borders of Myyrrhn, a pack of Dharijorian

hi reli ngs—ative Jharkorians in the livery of their con-
quer ors—ame upon them Unsavoury |louts they were, who
shoul d have known better than to ride across Elric's path.
They steered their horses towards the pair, grinning. The
bl ack plunmes of their hel mets nodded, armour straps creaked
and netal clanked. The | eader, a squint-eyed bully with an
axe at his belt, pulled his mount short in front of Eiric.

At a direction fromits nmaster, the albino's horse cane to a
stop. Hi s expression unchanged, Eiric drew Stonnbringer in

an economc, catlike gesture. Dyvim Sl onn copied him eye-
ing the silently |aughing men. He was surprised at how easily
the bl ade sprang fromits scabbard.

Then, with no challenges, Eiric began to fight

He fought |ike an automaton, quickly, efficiently, ex-

pressionl essly, cleaving the | eader's shoulder plate in a stroke
that cut through the man from shoul der to stonmach in one

raki ng novenent which peel ed back arnour and fl esh, rup-

turing the body so that a great scarlet gash appeared in the

bl ack metal and the | eader wept as he slowy died, sprawing
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for a moment over his horse before slumping fromthe
mount one | eg high. caught in a stirrup strap.

Stonnbringer let out a great metallic purr of pleasure and
Eiric directed arm and bl ade about him enofionlessly slaving
the horsemen as if they were unarnmed and chained, so little
chance did they have.

Dyvi m Sl onn unused to the sem -sentient Munbl ade,

tried to wield her Iike an ordinary sword but she noved in

hi s hand, making cleverer strokes than he. A peculiar sense

of power, at once sensual and cool poured into himand he

heard his voice veiling exultantly, realised what his ancestors
must have been like in war.

The fight was quickly done with and | eaving the soul -

drai ned corpses on the ground behind them they were soon
in the land of Myyrrhn. Both bl ades had now been com
monl y bl ooded.

Eiric was now better able to think and act coherently, but

he coul d spare nothing for Dyvim Sl onn while intratenpor"”
ally asking nothing of his cousin who rode at his side, frus-
trated in that he was not called upon for his help.

Eiric let his mnd drift about in tinme, enconpassing past,
present and future and formng it into a whole—a pattern

He was suspicious of pattern, disliking shape, for he did not
trust it. To him life was chaotic, chance-dom nated, unpre-
dictable. It was a trick, an illusion of the mnd, to be able to
see a pattern to it.

He knew a few things, judged nothing.

He knew he bore a sword which physically and pyschol ogi -

cally he needed to bear. It was an unalterable adm ssion of a
weakness in him a lack of confidence in either hinmself or the
phi | osophy of cause and effect. He believed hinself a realist

Thr ough the bl eak night they rode, buffeted by a vicious
wi nd.

And as they came closer to the Vale of Xanyaw, the whol e

sky, the earth, the air becane filled wi th heavy, throbbing
musi c. Mel odi ous, sensual, great chords of sound, on and on
it rose and fell, and following it canme nme white-faced ones.

Each had a black cow and a sword which split at the end

into three curved barbs. Each grinned a fixed grin. The nusic
foll owed them as they cane running |like mad things at the

two men who reined in their horses, restraining the urge to
turn and flee. Eiric had seen horrors in his life, ,had seen
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much that woul d make ot hers insane, but for sonme reason
these shocked hi m nore deeply than any. They were nen, or-
dinary men by the | ook of them-but nen possessed by an
unholy spirit

Prepared to defend thenselves, Eiric and Dyvim Sl onn
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drew their blades and waited for the encounter, but none
cane. The nusic and the nmen rushed past them and away
beyond themin the direction fromwhich they had cone.

Over head, suddenly, they heard the beat of w ngs, a shriek
fromout of the sky and a ghastly wail. Fleeing, two wonen
rushed by and Eiric was disturbed to sec that the wonen

were fromthe wi nged race of Myyrrhn, but were wi ngless.

These, unlike a woman Eiric renenbered, had had their

wi ngs deliberately hacked off. They paid no attention to the
two riders, but disappeared, running into the night, their eyes
bl ank and their faces insane.

"What is happening, Eiric?" cried DyvimSlorm resheath-
ing bis mebl ade, his other hand striving to control the
pranci ng hor se.

"I know not What does happen in a place where the Dead
CGods' rul e has cone back?"

Al'l was rushing noi se and confusion; the night was full of
nmovement and terror.

"Cone!" Eiric slapped bis sword against his nount's runp
and sent the beast into a jerking gallop, forcing hinmself and
the steed forward into the terrible night

Then mighty | aughter greeted them as they rode between

hills into the Vale of Xanyaw. The valley was pitch-black; and
alive with nenace, the very hills seem ng sentient They

slowed theif pace as they lost their sense of direction, and Ei-
ric had to call to his unseen cousin, to nake sure he was stil

cl ose. The echoi ng | aughter sounded again, roaring from out

of the dark, so that the earth shook. It was as if the whole

pl anet laughed in ironic mrth at their efforts to control their
fears and push on through the valley.

Eiric wondered if he had been betrayed and this was a trap
set by the Dead Gods. \What proof had he that Zarozina was
here? Way had he trusted Sepiriz? Sonething slithered
against his leg as it passed himand he put his hand on the
hilt of his sword, ready to draw it

But then, shooting upwards into the dark sky, there arose,
seemingly fromthe very earth, a huge figure which barred
their way. Hands on hips, weathed in golden |ight, a face of
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an ape, sonehow bl ended with another shape to give it dig-
nity and wild grandeur, its body alive and dancing with
colour and light, its lips grinning with delight and

know edge—bam zhaan, the Dead Godt

"Fi ner

"Darni zhaan!" cried Eiric fiercely, craning his head to stare
up at the Dead God's face. He felt no fear now "I have
come for ny wifel"

Around the Dead God's heel s appeared acol ytes with w de
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lips and pale, triangular faces, conical caps on their heads
and nadness in their eyes. They giggled and shrilled and
shivered in the light of Dam zhaan*s grotesque and beauti f ul
body. They gi bbered at the two riders and nocked them but

,. they did not nove away fromthe Dead God's heels.

A Eiric sneered. "Degenerate and pitiful minions." he said.
| f "Not so pitiful as you, Eiric of Melnibon6." |aughed the
N Dead God. "Have you cone to bargain, or to give your

«f wife's soul into my custody, so that she nmay spend eternity
s dyi ng?"

" Eiric did not let his hate show on his face.

"I would destroy you; it is instinctive for me to do so.
But —x*

The Dead God smled, alnbst with pity. "You roust be
destroyed, Eiric. You are an anachronism Your Tine is
gone. ' *

"Speak for yourself, Darnizhaan!"

"l could destroy you."

"But you will not." Though passionately hating the being,
Eric also felt a disturbing sense of conradeship for the Dead
God. Both of themrepresented an age that was gone; neither
were really part of the new earth.

Then | wfll destroy her." the Dead God said. "That |
could do with inpunity."

"Zarozinial \Were is she?"

Once agai n Dam zhaan's nmighty | aughter shook the Vale

of Xanyaw. *'O0h, what have the old folk cone to? There was

a tinme when no man of Mel ni bon6, particularly of the roya

line, would admit to caring for another nortal soul, especially
if they belonged to the beast-race, the new race of the age

you call that of the Young Kingdons. Wat? Are you nating

with animals. King of Ml nibon6? Wiere is your bl ood, your

cruel and brilliant bl ood? Were the glorious malice? Were
Ac evil. Eiricr*
54
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Peculiar enotions stirred in Eiric as he renenbered hfs an-
cestors, the sorcerer enperors of the Dragon Isle. He realised
that the Dead God was deliberately awakeni ng these eno-

tions and, with an effort, be refused to |l et them dom nate
hi m

*That is past,** he shouted, "a new tine has come upon the
earth. Qur tinme wifl soon be gone—and yours is over/**

"No, Eiric. Mark ny words, whatever happens. The dawn

is over and will soon be swept away |ike dead | eaves before

the wind of norning. The earth's history has not even begun
You, your ancestors, these nen of the new races even, you

are nothing but a prelude to history. You will all be forgotten
if the real history of the world begins. But we can avert

t hat -ae can survive, conquer the earth and hold it against
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the Lords of Law, against Fate herself, against the Cosmc
Bal ance—e can continue to live, but you nust give ne the
awor ds! **

"I fail to understand you," Eiric said, his lips thin and his
teeth tight in his skull. "I amhere to bargain or do battle for
my wfe."

"You do not understand,” the Dead God guffawed, **be-

causc we are all of us, gods and nmen, but shadows pl &yi ng
puppet parts before the true play begins. You would best not
fight me—rather side with ne, for I know the truth. W

share a common destiny. W do not, any of us, exist The old
folk are dooned, you, nyself and ny brothers, unless you

give ne the swords. W nust not fight one another. Share

our frightful know edge—the know edge that turned us in-

sane. There is nothing. Eiric—o past, present, or future. W
do not exist, any of usF

Eiric shook his head quickly. "I do not understand you
still. I would not understand you if | could. | desire only the
return of ny w fe—not baffling conundruns!”

Dam zhaan | aughed again. "No! You shall not have the

worman unl ess we are given control of the swords. You do

not realise their properties. They were not only designed to
destroy us or exile us—their destiny is to destroy the world as

we know it If you retain them Eiric, you will be responsible
for wi ping out your own nenory for those who cone after
you. "

"I'd wel cone that," Eiric said,
Dyvim Slorm renmai ned silent, not altogether in synpathy
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with Eiric. The Dead God's argunment seened to contain
truth.

Dam zhaan shook his body so that the golden |ight danced
and its area wi dened nomentarily. "Keep the swords and all
of us will be as we had never existed," he said inpatiently.

"So be it," Elric*s tone was stubborn, "do you think | w sh
the menory to live on—the nenory of evil, ruin and
destruction? The nenory of a man with deficient blood in his
veins—a man cal |l ed Friendsl ayer, Wnman-sl ayer and nmany

ot her such nanes?"

Dam zhaan spoke urgently, alnost in terror. "Eiric, you

have been duped! Somewhere you have been given a con-

science. You nmust join with us. Only if the Lords of Chaos

can establish their reign will we survive. If they fail, we shal

'e be obliterated!"
N " Goodr

\ "Limbo, Eiric. Linbo! Do you understand what that
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'<- means?"
.. "1 do not care- \Where is ny wfe?"

; Eiric blocked the truth fromhis mnd, blocked out the ter-
ror in the neaning of the Dead God's words. He coul d not

afford to listen or fully to conprehend. He nust save Zaro-

Zi ni a.

"l have brought the swords,"
be returned to ne."

said he, "and wish ny wife to

"Very well,"” the Dead God smiled hugely in his relief. "At
least if we keep the blades, in their true shape, beyond the
earth, we may be able to retain control of the world. In your
hands they coul d destroy not only us but you, your world, all
that you represent. Beasts would rule the earth for mllions of
years before the age of intelligence began again. And it

woul d be a duller age than this. W do not wish it to occur.
But if you had kept the swords, it would have come about al -
nmost i nevitably!"

"Ch. be silent!" Eiric cried. "For a god, you talk too nuch.
Take the swords—and give ne back ny wife!"

At the Dead God's command, sone of the acol ytes scam

pered away. Eiric saw their gl eam ng bodi es di sappear into
the darkness. He waited nervously until they returned, carry-
ing the struggling body of Zarozinia. They set her on the
ground and Eiric saw that her face bore the blank | ook of

* hock.

"Zar ozi ni af
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The giri*s eyea roaned about before they saw Eiric. She be-
gan to nmove towards hint but the acol ytes hel d her bade, gig-

gling.
Dar ni zhaan stretched forward two gigantic, glow ng hands.
"The swords first.*'

Biric and Dyvim Sl orm put theminto his hands. The Dead

CGod straightened up, clutching his prizes and roaring his
mrth. ZarozJnia was now rel eased and she ran forward to
grasp her husband's hand, weeping and trenbling. Eiric |eant
down and stroked her hair. too disturbed to say anything.

Then he turned to Dyvim Slorffl, shouting: "Let us see if
our plan will work, cousin!"

Eiric stared up at Stornbringer withing in Darai zhaan*8
grasp. "Stornbringer! Kerana soliem o'glara . . .**

Dyvim Sl orm al so called to Munbl ade in the Ancient

Tongue of Mel ni bone, the nystic, sorcerous tongue which

had been used for rune-casting and denmon-raising all through
Mel ni bone' s twenty thousand years of history.
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Toget her, they conmanded the bl ades, as if they were ac-
tually wielding themin their hands, so that nerely by
shouting orders, Eiric and Dyviro Sl orm began their work.
This was the remenbered quality of born bl ades when paired
in a common fight The bl ades twi sted in Darnizhaan's gl ow
ing hands. He started backwards, his shape faltering, some-
times manli ke, sonetines beastlike, sometimes totally alien
But he was evidently horrified, this god.

Now t he swords w enched thensel ves fromthe cl utching

hands and turned on him He fought against them fending
them of f as they wove about io the air, whining mal evolently,
triunmphantly, attacking himw th vicious power. At Eiric's
command, Stornbringer slashed at the supernatural being

and Dyvim Sl ormis Munbl ade foll owed its example. Be-

cause the ruaebl ades were al so supernatural, Darnizhaan was
harmed dreadfully whenever they struck his form

"Eiric!" he raved, "Eiric—you do not know what you are
doing! Stop theml Stop them You should have |istened nore
carefully to what | told you. Stop them"

But Eiric in his hate and nalice urged on the bl ades, nade
them pl unge into the Dead God's being tinme after tinme so

that his shape sonetines faltered, faded, the colours of its
bri ght beauty dulling. The acolytes fled upwards into the vale,
convinced that their lord was doonmed. Their lord, also, was

so convi nced. He nade one |unge towards the nounted nen
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and then the fabric of his being began to shred before the
bl ades* attack; w sps of his body-stuff seened to break away
and drift into the air to be swallowed by the black night

Viciously and ferociously, Eiric goaded the bl ades while
Dyvim Sl orm s voice blended with his in a cruel joy to see
di e bright being destroyed.

"Fool sr he screanmed, "in destroying me, you destroy
your sel vesf *

But Eiric did not listen and at |ast there was nothing | eft of
the Dead God and the swords crept back to lie contentedly in
their masters' hands.

Quickly, with a sudden shudder, Eiric scabbarded Storm
bri nger.

He di smounted and hel ped his girl-wife on to the back of
his great stallion and then swung up into the saddle again. It
was very quiet in the Vale of Xanyaw.

Si x

Three people, bent in their saddl es with weariness, reached
the Chasm of Ni hrain days later. They rode down the tw st-
ing paths into the black depths of the nountain city and
were there wel coned by Sepiriz whose face was grave

t hough hi s words were encouragi ng.

"So you were successful, Eiric,* he said with a small snile.
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Eiric paused while he disnmbunted and ai ded Zarozinia

down. He turned to Sepriz. "I amnot altogether satisfied with
this adventure," he said grimy, "though | did what | had to
in order to save ny wife. | would speak with you privately,

Sepiriz."

The bl ack N hrainian nodded gravely. "Wen we have
eaten,” he said, "we will talk alone.”

They wal ked wearily through the galleries,, noting that

there was considerably nore activity in the city now, but
there was no sign of Sepiriz's nine brothers. He expl ai ned
their absence as he led Eiric and his conpanions towards his
own chanber. "As servants of Fate they have been called to
anot her pl ane where they can observe sonething of the

several different possible futures of the earth and thus keep
me informed of what | nust do here."

They entered the chanber and found food ready and,
when they had satisfied their hunger, Dyvim Slonn and Zar o-
zinia left the other two.

The fire fromthe great hearth blazed. Eiric and Sepiriz sat
t oget her, unspeaki og, hunched in their chairs.

At last, without preanble, Eiric told Sepiriz the story of
what had happened, what he renenbered of the Dead God's
words, how t hey had di sturbed hi meven struck him as

bei ng true.

When he had finished, Sepiriz nodded. "It is so,** he said.
"Darni zhaan spoke the truth- O, at |east, he spoke npbst of
the truth, as he understood it."

58
STORMBRI NGER 59

"You mean we win all soon cease to exist? That it will be
as if we had never breathed, or thought, or fought?"

That is likely."
"But why? It seenms unjust."
nvho told you that the worid was just?**

Eiric smled, his own suspicions confirned. "Aye, as | ex-
pected, there is no Justice."

"But there fa," Sepiriz said, -Justice of a kind—Justice
whi ch must be carved fromthe chaos of existence. Man was
not born to a world of justice. But he can create such a

wor | d! **

*Td agree to that,"” Eiric said, "but what are all our striv-
inga for if we are doonmed to die and the results of our ac-
tions with us?"

"That is not absolutely the case. Something wffl continue.
Those who come after us will inherit sonmething fromus."

"What is that?"
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"An earth free of the najor forces of Chaos.**
"You nmean a world free of sorcery, | presume ...7?**

"Not entirely free of sorcery, but chaos and sorcery wffl
not dominate the world of the future as it does this world.**

"Then that is worth striving for, Sepiriz," Eiric said al nost
with relief. "But what part do the runebl ades play in the
schene of things?"

"They have two functions. One, to rid this world of the
great dom nating sources of evil—=**

"But they are evil. thensel vesi"

"Just so. It takes a strong evil to battle a strong evfl. The
days mat will come will be when the forces of good can over-
cone those of evil. They are not yet strong enough. That, as
| told you, is what we nust strive for."

"And what is the other purpose of the blades?"

"That is their final purpose—your destiny. | can ten you
now. | nust ten you now, or let you live out your destiny un-
know ng. "

"Then teU nme,*' Eiric said inpatiently.
"Their ultimte purpose is to destroy this world!"

Eiric stood up. "Ah, no, Sepiriz. That | cannot believe.
ShaH | have such a crine on ny consci ence?"

"It is not acrinme, it is in the nature of wings. The era of
the Bright Enpire, even that of the Young Kingdonms, is
drawing to a close. Chaos formed ms earth and, for aeons,
Chaos ruled. Men were created to put an end to that rule."
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"But nmy ancestors worshi pped the powers of Chaoc. MWy
patron denon, Arioch, is a Duke of Hell, one of the prine
Lords of Chaos!"

"Just so. You, and your ancestors, were not true nmen at

all, but an internediary type created for a purpose. You un-
derstand Chaos as no true nen ever could understand it You
can control the forces of Chaos as no true nen ever coul d.
And, as a manifestation of the chanpion Eternal, you can
weaken die forces of Chaos—for you know the qualities of
Chaos. Waken themis what you have done. Though wor -

shi ppi ng the Lords of Chance, your race were the first to
bring sonme kind of order to the earth. The people of the
Young Ki ngdons have inherited this fromyou—and have
consolidated it. But, as yet. Chaos is still that nuch stronger
The runebl ades, Stornbringer and Murnbl ade, this nore or-
derly age, the wi sdom your race and m ne have gained, all

will go towards creating the basis for the true begi nnings of
Manki nd's history. That history wBl not begin for many thou-
sands of years, the type nay take on a lowier form becone
nmore beastlike before it re-evolves, but when it does, it wll
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re-evolve into a world bereft of the stronger forces of Chaos.
It will have a fighting chance. W are all doonmed, but they
need not be."

"So that is what Dami zhaan nmeant when be said we were
just puppets, acting out our parts before nme true play began

" Elric sighed deeply, the weight of his mghty responsi-
bnity was heavy on his soul. He did not welconme it; but he
accepted it

Sepiriz said gently: "It is your purpose, Elric of Melni-
bon6. Hitherto, your life has appeared conparatively nean*
ingless. Al through it you have been searching for sone
purpose for living, is that not true?"

"Aye,** Elric agreed with a slight snile, "Fve been restless
for many a year since nmy birth; restless the nore between the
ti me when Zarozinia was abducted and now. "

"It is fitting that you shoul d have been,** Sepiriz said, "for
there is SL purpose for you—Fate's purpose. It is this destiny
that you have sensed all your nortal days. You, the |last of
the royal line of Melnibone, nust conplete your destiny in

the tinmes which are to follow closely upon these. The world

i s darkeni ng—hature revolts and rebel s agai nst the abuses to
whi ch the Lords of Chaos put it. Oceans seethe and forests
sway, hot lava spills froma thousand nountains, w nds shriek
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their angry tornment and the skies are full of awful novenent.
Upon the face of the earth, warriors are enbattled in a
struggle which will decide the fate of the world, linked as the
struggle is, with greater conflicts anong Gods. Wnen and
little children die on a mllion funeral pyres upon this con-
tinent alone. And soon the conflict will spread to nme next
continent and the next Soon all the men of the earth will

have chosen sides and Chaos might easily win. It would win

but for one thing: you and your sword Stornbringer."

"Stornbringer. It has brought enough storms for ne. Per-
haps this time it can cal mone. And what if Law should
w n?"

"And if Law should wi n—then that, too, will mean the de-
cline and death of this world—we shall all be forgotten. But

i f Chaos should wi n—then doomw Il cloud the very air, ag-

ony will sound in the wind and foul msery will domnate a

pl ungi ng, unsettled worid of sorcery and evil hatred. But you,
Elric, with your sword and our aid, could stop this. It nust
be done. "

"Then let it be done," Elric said quietly, "and if it nust be
done—then let it be done well.**

Sepiriz said: "Annies will soon be marshalled to drive

agai nst Pan Tang's m ght These rnust be our first defence.
Thereafter, we shall call upon you to fulfil the rest of your
destiny."

"ni play ny part, willingly," Elric replied, "for. whatever
else, | have a mnd to pay the Theocrat back for his insults

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...0-%20Elric%206%20-%20The%20Storm%20Bringer.txt (41 of 164) [1/19/03 6:35:46 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20El ri c%6206%620-%20T he%620Storm%20Bringer.txt

and the inconveni ence be has caused nme. Though perhaps be
didn't instigate Zarozinia's abduction, he aided those who did,
and he shall die slowy for that"

"Go then, speedily, for each noment wasted all ows the
Theocrat to consolidate further his newwon enpire.”

"Farewel | ," said Elric, now nore than ever anxious to
leave Nihrain and return to famliar lands. "I know well
meet again, Sepiriz, but | pray it be in calner tinmes than
t hese. "

Now the three of themrode eastwards, towards the coast

of Tarkesh where they hoped to find a secret ship to take
them across the Pale Sea to luniora and thence to Karl aak by
the Weepi ng Waste. They rode their nagi cal N hrain horses,
carel ess of danger, through a war-wasted worid, strife-ruined
and niserabl e under the heel of the Theocrat
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Eiric and Zarozi ma exchanged many gl ances, but they did

not speak much, for they were both noved by a know edge

of sonething which they could not speak of, which they

dared not admt She knew t hey would not have nuch tine

toget her even when they returned to Kariaak, die saw that he
grieved and she grieved al so, unable to understand the change
that had cone upon her husband, only aware that the bl ack
sword at his side would never, now, hang in (he arnoury
again. She felt she had failed him though this was not the
case.

As they topped a hut and saw snoke drifting* black and
thick across the plains of Toraunz, once beautiful, now ru-
i ned* Dyvim Sl orm shouted from behind Eiric and his bride:

"One thing, cousin—whatever happens, we nust have ven-
geance on the Theocrat and bis ally."

Eiric pursed his Ups.

"Aye, ** he said, and gl anced again at Zarozi ma whose 'eyes
wer e downcast.

Now t he Western | ands from Tai kesh to Myyrrfm were

sundered by the servitors of Chaos. Was this truly to be the
final conflict that woul d deci de whet her Law or Chaos would
dom nate the future? The forces of Law were weak and scat -
tered. Could this possibly be the final paroxysmon earth of
the great Lords of Eva? Now, between arm es, one part of

the world's fate was bei ng deci ded. The | ands groaned in the
tornment of bl oody conflict

What other forces nust Eiric fight before he acconplished
his final destiny and destroyed the worid he knew. \Wat el se
before the horn of fate was bl own—to herald in the night?

Sepiriz, no doubt, would tell himwhen the tinme cane.

But meanwhile nore material scores had to be settled. The
|l ands to the east must be made ready for war. The seal ords
of the Purple Ports must be approached for aid, the kings of
the south marshalled for attack on the western continent. B

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...0-%20Elric%206%20-%20The%20Storm%20Bringer.txt (42 of 164) [1/19/03 6:35:46 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20El ri c%6206%620-%20T he%620Storm%20Bringer.txt
woul d take tine to do all this.
Part of Eiric's mnd welconed the tine it woul d take.

Part of himwas reluctant to continue his heavy destiny.
for it would nean the end of the Age of the Young King-
dons, the death of the nenory of the Age of the Bright Em
pire which his ancestors had dom nated for ten thousand
years.

The sea was at last in sight, rolling its troubled way
STORVMBWNGER 63

towards the horizon to neet a seething sky. He heard the cry
of gulls and snelled the tang of the salt air in his nostrils.

Wth a wild shout be clapped his steed' s flanks and raced
down towards the sea..

BOOK TWO
Bl ack Sword's Brothers

I n which Munbl ade returns to hel p deci de an i ssue between
Eiric and the Lords of Chaos ..

One

One day there cane a gathering of kings, captains, and war-
lords to the peaceful city of Karlaak in Il mora by the Wep-
i ng Waste.

They did not come in great ponp or with grandi ose ges-
tures. They cane grimfaced and hurriedly to answer the
summons of Biric, who dwelt again in Karlaak with his

| atel y-rescued wife Zarozinia. And they gathered in a great
chanmber whi ch bad once been used by the old rulers of Kar-
| aak for the planning of wars. To this same purpose Eiric
now put it

Illumnated by flaring torches, a great col oured nmap of the
wor |l d was spread behind the dais on which Eiric stood. It
showed the three major continents of the East, Wst and
Sout h. That of the West, conprising Jharkor, Dharijor, Sha-
zar, Tarkesb, Myyrrhn and the Isle of Pan Tang, was shaded
bl ack, for all these |l ands were now t he conquered Enpire of
the Pan Tang-Dharijor alliance which threatened the security
of the assenbl ed nobl es.

Sonme of the men who stood armoured before Eiric were

exiles fromthe conquered | ands—but there were few. Few

also were Eiric's Imyrian kinsnmen who had fought at the
Battl e of Sequa and had been defeated with the nmassed arny
that had sought to resist the conbined mght of me evil al-
liance. At the head of the eldritch Imryrians stood Dyvim
Slonn, Eiric's cousin. At his belt, encased in a sturdy scab-
bard, was the runesword Murnbl ade, twin to the one Eiric

wor e.

Here al so was Montan, Lord of Lornyr, standing with
fellow rulers fromthe Southlands—erned of Filkhor, Hozd
of Argimliar, and Koltbak of Pikarayd, adorned in painted
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iron, velvet, silk and wool.

The Seal ords fromthe Isle of the Purple Towns were |ess
gaudily dad with hel ms and breastpl ates of plain bronze,
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terkins, bracks and boots of unstained | eather and great
broadswords at their hips. Their faces were all but hidden by
their long shaggy hair and thick, curling beards.

Al'l these, kings and sealords alike, were inclined to stare at
Brie suspiciously, since years before he had |l ed their roya
predecessors on the raid of Inrryr—though it had | eft many
thrones clear for those who now sat on them

I n another group stood the nobles of that part of the

Eastern continent lying to the west of the Sighing Desert and
the Weepi ng Waste, Beyond these two barren stretches of

I and were the kingdonms of Eshniir, Changshai and Ckar a.

but there was no contact between Eiric's part of the world
and theirs—save for the small, red-headed nan beside hi m—
his friend Monglum of Elwhcr, an Eastern adventurer

The Regent of Vilnmir, uncle of the tcn-nmontb-old Icing.
headed this | ast group nmade up of senators fromme city-
states conprising Umiora; the red-domed archer Rackhir
representing me city of Tanel orn; and various Merchant
Princes fromtowns conming under the indirect rule of VUnmr
as protectorates.

A mghty gathering, representing the nmassed power of the
wor | d.

But would even this be sufficient, Eiric wondered, to wi pe
out ne growi ng nmenace from ne Westl anda?

H's white albino's face was stern, his red eyes troubled —
he addressed the nmen be had caused to come here.

"As you know, ny lords, ne threat of Pan Taag and

Dfaarijor is not likely to remain confined to me Wstern con-
tinent for nuch |onger. Though barely two nont hs have

passed since their victory was achi eved, they are already mar-
ahalliag a great fleet ained at crushing the power of now

ki ngs dependent, largely, on their ships for livelihood and de-
fence.'*

He gl anced at ne Seal ords of the Purple Towns and (be
ki ngs of the Southern continent.

"W of the East, it seems, are not regarded as so much of

a danger to their imrediate plans and, if we did not unite
now, they woul d have a greater chance of success by con-
quering first ne Southern sea-power and wen the scattered
cities of the East We nust forman alliance which can match
their strength.”

*' How do you know nmis is their plan, Eric?"
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The voice was that of Hozel of Argimiliar, a proud-faced
man inclined it was said to fits of insanity, the inbred off-
spring of a dozen incestuous unions.

"Spi es, refugees—and supernatural sources. They have all
reported it**

"Even wi thout these reports, we could be sure that nis is,

i ndeed, their plan," grow ed Kargan Sharpeyes. spokesman

for the Seal ords* He | ooked directly at Hozel w th sonething
akin to contenpt. "And Jagreen Lem of Pan Tang mi ght al so

ceek allies anongst the Southerners. There are sonme who
woul d rather capitulate to a foreign conqueror than |lose their

eoft lives and easily-earned treasure."

Hozel smiled coldly at Kargan. "There are sone, too,
whose ani mal suspi ci ons m ght cause themto nmake no nove
agai nst the Theocrat until it was too late.**

Eiric said hastily, aware of age-old bitternesses between me
hardy Seal ords and their softer neighbours: "But worst of all
they woul d be best aided by internal feuds in our ranks,
brothers. Hozel take it for granted that | speak truly and
mat ny information is exact”

Montan, Lord of Lormyr. his face, beard and hair al

«haded grey, said haughtily: "You of the North and Bast are
weak. We of the South are strong. Wy should we | end you

our ships to defend your coasts? | do not agree with your
logic, Eiric. It will not be me first time it has | ed good nen
astray—to their deaths!**

"I thought we bad agreed to bury old disputesrMEiric said
dose to anger, for the guilt of what he had done was still in

hi m

"Aye.** nodded Kargan. "A man who cant forget the past
is a man who cannot plan for the future. | say Eiric's logic is
good! -

"You traders were always too reckless with your ships and
too gufllible when you heard a snpot h-tongue. That's why
you now envy our riches." Young Jened of Filkhor smled in
his thin beard, his eyes on the floor.

Kargan funmed. "Too honest, perhaps, is the word yon

shoul d have used. Southerner! Belatedly our forefathers

| earned how the fat Sout hl ands were cheating them Their
forefathers raided your coasts, renenber? Maybe we shoul d
have continued their practice! Instead, we settled, traded—
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and your bellies swelled fromthe profits of our sweat! OCodst
Fd not trust the word of a Southern—

Elric |l eaned forward to interrupt, but was interrupted him
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sel f by Hozel who said inpatiently: "The fact is this. The
Thcocrat is nore likely to concentrate his first attacks on the
Eart. For these reasons: The Eastlands are weak. The East-

| ands are poorly defended. The Eastlanda are closer to hia
shores and therefore nore accessible. Wiy should he risk his
recently-united strength on the stronger Southlands, or risk a
nor e hazardous sea-crossi ng?"

"Because,** Elric said levelly, "his Ships will be magi c-aided
and distance will not count Because the South is richer and
will supply himwith netals, food—=2*

"Shi ps and nenf spat Kargan.

"Sol You think we already plan treachery*** Hozel gl anced
first at Elric and then at Kargan. "Then why summon us here
in the first place?"

"I did not say that,** Elric said hastily. "Kargan spoke hia
own thoughts, not mne. Calmyoursel ves—we mnust be

uni t ed—er perish before superior arm es and supernatura

m ght!"

"Ch. no!" Hozel turned to the other Southern nonardn
"What say you. my peers? Shall we |end them our ships and
warriora to protect their shores as well as ours?"

"Not when they are so ungratefully spurned,*' Jerned nur-
mured. "Let Jagreen Lern expend his energies upon them
Wien he | ooks toward the South he will be weakened, and
we shall be ready for him"

"You are fools!" Elric cried urgently. "Stand with us or
well all perish! The Lords of Chaos are behind the TheocralL
If he succeeds in his anbitions it will nean nore than con-
quest by a human schenmer—t will nean that we shaB all be
subj ected to the horror of total anarchy, on the Earth and
above it The human race is threatened!"'*

Hozel stared hard at Elric and smled. Then |let the hu-
man race protect itself and not fight under an uohuman
leader. Tis well-known that the men of Mel ni bone are not
true nmen at all.**

**Bc that as it may,*" Elric lowered his head and lifted a
thin, white hand to point at Hozel. The king shivered and

held his ground with obvious effort. "But | know nore than
that, Hozel of Arginfliar. | know that the nmen of ne Young
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Ki ngdonms are only the gods* first noul di ngs—shadow-t hi ngs
who precede the race of real nen, even as we preceded you
And | know norel | know that if we do not vanqui sh both
Jagreea Lern and his supernatural allies, then nen will be
swept fromnme boiling fgce of a maddened pl anet, their des-
tiny unfulfilled!"

Hozel swal |l owed and spoke, his voice trenbling.

"I'"ve seen your muttering kind in the narket places, Elric.
Men who prophecy all kinds of dooms that never take
pl ace—+md- eyed nen such as you. But we do not |et them
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live in Argimliar. W fay themslowy, finger by finger, inch
by inch until they admt their onmens are fallacious! Perhaps
wel | have that opportunity, yet!"

He swung about and half-ran fromthe hall. For a no-

ment the other Southern Mnarchs stood staring irresolutely
after him

Elric said urgently: "Heed himnot, ny lords. | swear on

my life that my words are true!"

Jenmed said softly, half to himself: *That could nean little,
There are runours you're imortal."

Moongl um cane close to his friend and whi spered: "They
are unconvinced, Elric. Tis plain they' re not our nen."

Elric nodded. To the Southern nobles he said: "Know m s:

Though you foolishly reject nmy offer of an alliance, the day
wi H cone when you will regret your decision. | have been io-

catted in nmy own palace, ny friends have been insulted and
curse you for the upstart fools you are. But when the tine
conmes for you to learn the error of this decision | swear that
we shall aid you, if it is in our power. Now go!"

Di sconcerted, the Southerners straggled fromwe hall in
* Hence.

Elric turned to Kargaa Sharpcyes. "Wat have you de-
ci ded, Seal ord?"

"W stand with you.** Kargan said sinmply. "My brother

Sm organ Bal dhead al ways spoke well of you and | renem
ber his words rather than the rumours which followed hia
deat h under your | eadership. Mreover," he smiled broadly,

it is in our nature to believe that whatever a Southern weak-
ling decides nmust therefore be wong. You have the Purple

Towns as allies—and our ships, though fewer than the com

bined fleets of the south, are snooth-sailing fighting ships and
wel | - equi pped for war."
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|l must warn you that we stand little chance without
Southern aid," Elric said gravely.

"Tm doubtful if they'd have been nore than an encum
brance with their guile and squabblings,** Kargan replied.
"Besi des—have you no sorcery to help us in this?"

"I plan to seek sone tomorrow," Elric told him "Mon-

glum and nyself will be leaving nmy cousin Dyvim Sl ormin
charge here while we go to Sorcerers' Isle, beyond Ml ai bone.
There, anong the hermt practitioners of the Wiite Arts, |

-. might find neans of contacting the Lords of Law. |, as you
know, am hal f-sworn to Chaos, though |I fight it, and am
finding increasingly that my own Denon-God is somewhat

| oathe to aid nme these days. At present, the Wite Lords are
weak, beaten back, just as we are on Earth, by the increasing
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power of the Dark Ones. It is hard to contact them The her-
mts can likely help nme."

Kargan nodded. "Twould be a relief to us of the Purple
Towns to know that we were not too strongly |eagued with
dark spirits, | rmust admt"

Elric frowmed. "I agree, of course. But our position is so

weak that we nust accept any hel p—be it black or white. |
presune that there is dispute anong the Masters of Chaos as

to how far they should go—that is why some of nmy own help

still comes from Chaoa. This blade that hangs at ny side, and
the twin which Dyvim Sl orm bears, are both evil. Yet they

were forged by creatures of Chaos to bring an end, on Earth

at least, to the Masters' rule here. Just as ny bl ood-loyalties
are divided, so are the swords' l|loyalties. W haw no aupcp-
natural allies we can wholly rely upon.™

"I feel for you," Kargan said gruffly, and ft was obvious
that he did. No man could envy Eiric's position or Eiric'
desti ny.

Orgon. Kargan's cousin-in-law, said bluntly: "Well to bed
now. Has your kinsman your full confidence?**

Elric glanced at Dyvim Slormand snmled. "My full confi-
dence—he knows as nuch as | about this business. He shal
speak for nme since be knows ny basic plans.**

"Very well. WeTI confer with himtonmorrow and, if we do

not see you before you | eave, do well for us on Sorcerers*
Isle.™

The Seal ords left.
Now, for the first time, the Regent of Vilmr spoke. H's
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voi ce was clear and cool. "W, too, have confidence in you

and your kinsman, Elric. Already we know you both for

clever warriors and cunning planners. Vflinir has good cause
to know it fromyour exploits in Bakshaan and el sewhere
throughout our territories. W, | feel, have the good sense to
bury old scores.** He turned to the Merchant Princes for con-
firmati on and they nodded their agreenent

"Good, ** Elric said. He addressed the gaunt-faced archer,
Rackhir, his friend, whose | egend al nost equalled his own.

"You come as a spokesman of Tanel orn, Rackhir. This wll
not be the first time we have fought the Lords of Chaos.**

*Tni e. ** Rackhir nodded. "Mst recently we averted a
threat with certain aid fromthe Grey Lords—but Chaos had
caused the gateways to the G ey Lords to be closed to nor-
tals. We can offer you only our warriors' loyalty."

"W shall be grateful for that" Elric paced the dais. There
was no need to ask the senators of Karlaak and the other cit-
ies of nmora, for they had agreed to support him cone

what may, |long before toe other rulers were called.
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The sane was true of the bl eak-faced band who nade up

the refugees fromthe West, headed by Viri-Sek. the wi nged
youth from Myyrrhn, last of his line since all the other mem
bers of Ac ruling famly had been slain by Jagreen Lenis

m ni ons.

Just beyond the waus of Karlaak was a sea of tents and
pavilions over which the banners of many nati ons waved
sluggishly in the hot, moist wind. At this nonent, Elric
knew, the proud |lords of the South were uprooting their stan-
dards and packing their tents, not |ooking at me war-battered
warriors of Shazar, Jharkor and Tarkesh who stared at them
in puzzl ement Sight of those dun-eyed veterans shoul d have
deci ded the Southern nobles to ally thenmselves with the East,
but evidently ft bad not

Elric sighed and turned his back on ne others to contem
plate the great map of the worid with its shaded dark areas.

"Now only a quarter is black," he said softly to Mon-
glum "But the dark tide spreads farther and faster and soon
we may an be engul fed."

"Well damthe flower try to—when ft cones, ** Moon-
fhimsaid with attenpted jauntiness. "But neanwhile your
wi fe woul d spend sone tine with you before we | eave. Let's
both to bed and trust our dreams are Ughtl **

Two

Two nights later they stood on the quayside in the city of
Jadmar while a cold wind sliced its way inland.

"There she is," Eiric said, pointing dowm at the small boat
rocki ng and bunmping in the water bel ow.

"A small craft,'" Moonglum said dubiously. "She scarcely
| ooks sea-worthy.*'

"SheTl stay afloat |onger than a | arger vessel in a heavy
storm** Eiric clanbered down the iron steps. "Also,** he
added, as Moongl um put a cautious foot on the rung above

him "shell be |ess noticeable and won't draw the attention of
any eneny vessels which mght be scouting in these waters. **

He junped and the boat rocked crarily. He | eaned over,
grasped a rung and steadi ed the boat so that Mongl um
coul d di nb aboard.

The cocky little Eastl aoder pushed a hand through his
shock of red hair and stared up at the troubl ed sky.

"Bad weather for this tinme of year," he noted. 'Ifs hard to
understand. Al the way from Karl aak we*ve had every sort
of weather, freak snow storns, thunder-storns, hail and

wi nds as hot as a furnace blast Those runours were disturb-
ing, too—a rain of blood in Bakshaan, balls of fiery netal
falling in the Wst of Vilmr, unprecedented earthquakes in
Jadmar a few hours before we arrived. It seems nature has
gone insane. **

**Not far fromthe truth,” Eiric said grimy, untying the
mooring line. "Lift the sail will you, and tack into the w nd?"
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"VWhat do you nmean?** Mbongl um began to | oosen the sail
It billowed into his face and his voice was nuffled. "Jagreen
Lern's hordes haven't reached this part of the worid yet."

"Tbey haven*! needed to. | told you the forces of nature

were being di srupted by Chaos. W have only experienced

the backwash of what is going on in the West. |If you think
these weat her conditions are peculiar, you would be horrified
74
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by me effect which Chaos has on those parts of the worid
where its rule is alnost totall"

"I wonder if you havent taken on too much in this fight.**
Moongl um adj usted the sail and it filled to send the little boat
scuddi ng between the two | ong harbour walls towards the

open sea.

As they passed the beacons, guttering in Ac cold wind, Ei-

ric gripped the tiller tighter, taking a south-easterly course
past the Vilmrian peninsula. Overhead the stars were some-
tunes obscured by the tattered shreds of C ouds streani ng be-
fore the cold, unnatural blast of the wind. Spray splashed in
his face, stinging it in a thousand places, but he ignored it.
He bad not answered Mbonglum for he al so had doubts

about his ability to save the world from Chaos.

Moongl um had | earned to judge his friend s noods. For

some years before they had travelled the worid together and
had | earned to respect one another. Lately, since Eric had
near - permanent residence in his wife's city of Karl aak,
Moongl um had continued to travel and had been in com

mand of a small mercenary arny patrolling the Southern

mar ches of PDcarayd, driving back the barbarians inhabiting
the hinterland of that country. He had i mredi ately relin-

qui shed this command when Eiric's news reached hi m and

now, as the tiny ship bore themtowards a hazy and peril -
fraught destiny, savoured the famliar mxture of excitenent
and perturbation which he had felt a dozen times before

when their escapades had led theminto conflict with the un-
known supernatural forces so closely linked with Elric*s des-
tiny. He had come to accept as a fact that bis destiny was
bound to Eiric's and felt, in the deepest places of his being,
that when the tine cane they would both die together in

some m ghty adventure

Was this death imm nent! he wondered, as he concentrated

on the sail and shivered in the blasting wind. Not yet, per-
haps, but he felt, fatalistically, that it was not far away, for
the tinme was | oom ng when the only deeds of nmen woul d be

dark, desperate and great and even these m ght not serve to
forma bastion against the inrush of the creatures of Chaos.

Eiric,-hinself, contenplated nothing, kept his mnd clear
and rel axed as much as he could. His quest for the aid of the
Wiite Lords was one which could well prove fruitless, but be
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chose not to dwell oo this until he knew for certain whether
their help could be invoked or not

Dawn cane sw nming over the horizon, show ng a heaving

waste of grey water with no land in sight The wi nd had
dropped and the air was warner. Banks of purple cloud bear'
ing veins of saffron and scarlet poured into the sky line the
snoke of sone nonstrous pyre. Soon they were sweating

beneath a npbody sun and the wi nd had dropped so that ne

sail hardly noved and yet, at the same tinme, the sea began to
heave as if |ashed by a storm

The sea was noving like a living entity thrashing in night-
mare-filled sl eep. Monglum glanced at Brie fromwhere he

lay sprawmled in the prow of me boat Eiric returned ne gaze
shaking his head and rel easing his hal f-conscious grip of the
tiller. It was useless to attenpt steering the boat in conditions
Ii ke these. The boat was bei ng swept about by ne wild waves,

yet no water seened to enter it, no spray wet them Every-

thing had become unreal, dreamlike and for a white Eiric

felt that even if he had wi shed to speak he woul d not have

been able to do so.

Then, in ne distance at first, they heard a tow droning

whi ch grew to a whining shriek and suddenly the boat was

sent half-flying over the rolling waves and driven down into a
trench. Above themthe blue and silver water seened for a
monent to be a waB of netal —and men it cane crashing

down towards them

Hi s nmood broken, Eiric clung to the tiller and yell ed)
"Hang on to the boat, Mooglum Hang on or you're lost!**

Tepi d wat er groaned down and they were fl attened beneath

it as if swatted by a gigantic palm The boat dropped deeper
and deeper until it seenmed they would be crushed on the bot-
tom by nme surging Mow. Then they were flung upwards

again and down and, as he glinpsed the boiling surface, Eiric
saw three nountai ns pushing themsel ves upwards, gouting

flane and | ava. The boat wallowed, half-full of water tend
they set to frantically baling it out as the boat was swiried
back and forth, being driven nearer and nearer to the new
fornmed vol canoes.

Eiric dropped his baling pan and flung his wei ght agai nst

me tiller, forcing the boat away fromthe mountains of fire. It
responded sl uggishly, but began to drift in me opposite direc-
tion.
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Eiri c saw Moonghnn, pate-faced, attenpting to shake out

me sodden sail. He glanced upwards to try and get sonme kind
of bearing, but me sun seened to have swol |l en and broken so
that he saw a nillion fragnments of flane.

"This is the work of Chaos, Mwonglum" he shouted, "and

only a taste, | fancy, of what it can beconel”

*They must know of our plan and seek to stop usi" Mon-
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glum swept sweat fromhis eyes with the back of his hand.

"Perhaps—but | mnk not" Now he | ooked up agai n and
me sun seened al nost normal. He took a bearing and found
they were many mles off their original course.

He had planned to sail to the South of Ml ni bone, Isle of

the Dragon, and avoid the Dragon Sea lying to ne North, for

it was well-known that ne | ast great sea-nobnsters stil

roaned this stretch. But now it was obvious that they were,

in fact, north of Mehubone and being driven further north affl
the ti me—towards Pan Tangt”

There was no chance of heading for Mebubon6 itsel f—-he
wondered if the Isle of ne Dragon had even survived ne
nmonst rous upheavals. He woul d have to nake straight for
Sorcerers* Isle if he could.

The ocean was cal nmer now, but ne water had al nost

reached boiling point so that every drop mat fen on his skin
eecemed to scald him Bubbles formed on the surface and it

was as if they sailed in a gigantic witch's caul dron. Dead fish
and hal f-reptilian forns drifted about, as thick as sea-weed,
threatening to clog nme boat's passage. But me w nd, though
strong, had begun to blow in one direction and Mongtuin
grinned inrelief as it filled the sailL

Slowy, through ne death-thick waters, they managed to
steer a north-westerly course towards Sorcerers' |sle as douda
of steam formed on me ocean and obscured their view

Hours later they had | eft ne heated waters behi nd and

were sailing beneath clear skies OB a cal msea. They all owed
thenselves to doze. In less man a day they would reach Sor-
cerers' Isle, but nowthey were overcone by nme reaction to
their experience and wondered, dazedly, how they bad |ived

t hrough the awful storm

Eiric jerked his eyes open with a shock. He was certain he
had not slept |long, yet the sky was dark and a cold drizzle
was falling. As the drops touched his head and face, they

78
M chael Mborcock

oozed down it like viscous jelly. Some of it entered his nouth
and be lustily spat out the bitter-tasting stuff.

"Moonglum " he called through the gloom "wfaafs the
hour, do you know?*'

The Eaatl ander's deep-heavy voi ce answered dazedly. "I
know not Fd swear it is not night already!"

Eiric gave the tiller a tentative push—-and the boat did not
respond. He | ooked over the side and it seened they were
sailing through the sky itself. A dully |um nous gas seened to
swirl about the hull, but he could see no water.

He shuddered. Had they |left the confines of the Garth?
Were they sailing through sonme frightful, supernatural sea?
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He cursed hinmself for sleeping, feeling hel pl ess—ore

hel pl ess than when be had fought the storm The heavy,

gel atinous rain beat down strongly and he pulled the hood of
his cloak over his white hair. Fromhis belt pouch he took

Bint and tinder and the tiny light was hist sufficient to show
hi m Moongl unts hal f-nad eyes. The little Easuander's face

was taut with fear. Eiric had never seen such fear on his
friend's face and knew that with a little |less self-control his
own face woul d assune a simlar expression

"Qur time has ended,"” Monglumtrenbled, "I fear that
we're dead, at last, Eric."

"Don't prattle such enptiness, Monglum | have heard of
no after-life such as this." But secretly, Eric wondered if
Moongl um s words were true.

The ship seened to be noving rapidly through the gaseous
sea, being driven or drawn to sonme unknown destination. Yet
Eiric could swear that the Masters of Chaos had no

knowl edge of his boat.

Faster and faster the little craft noved and then, with re-

lief, they heard the famliar splash of water about its keel and
it was surging through the salt-sea again. For a short while

| onger the viscous rain continued to fall and then even that

was past

Moongl um si ghed as the bl ackness slowy gave way to |ight
and they saw again a normal ocean about them

"What was h, then?" he ventured, finally.

"Anot her mani festation of ruptured nature,*" Eirfc said
with attenpted cal mess. "Some warp in the barrier between
the real mof nen and the real m of Chaos, perhaps? Don't
question our luck in surviving it. W are again off-comnso
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and,*' he pointed to the horizon, "a natural stormseens to be
brew ng yonder."

"A natural storm| can accept, no matter how dangerous, *'
the Eastl ander murnmured and rmade swift preparations, furi-
ing the sail as the wind increased and the sea churned.

In a way, Eiric welconed the stormwhen it finally struck
them At least it obeyed natural |aws and coul d be fought by
nat ural nmeans and experience of simlar storns in the past

The rain refreshed their faces, the wind swept through
their hair and they fought the stormw th fierce enjoyment,
me plucky boat riding the waves.

But, in spite of this, they were being driven further and
further north-east—towards the conquered coasts of Shazar.
al most in the opposite direction to their goal

The healthy stormraged on until at thoughts of destiny
and supernatural danger were driven fromtheir mnds and
their nuscles ached and nicy gasped with the shock of cold
waves on their drenched bodi es.
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The boat reeled and rocked, their hands were sore from

me tightness of their grip on wood and rope, but it was as if
Fate had singled themout to live, or perhaps for a death mat
woul d be | ess dean, for they continued to ride tile heaving
wat er s.

Then, with a shock, Eiric saw rocks rearing and Mongl um
shouted in recognition

'The Serpent's Teet hF

The Serpent's Teeth lay close to Shazar and were one of

the nmost feared hazards of the shore-hugging traders of the
West. Eiric and Moongl um had seen nem before, froma dis-
tance, but now me stormwas driving them nearer and nearer,
and t hough they struggled to keep the boat away, they
seenmed bound to be smashed to their deaths on the jagged
rocks.

A wave surged under the boat, lifted them and bore them

down. Eiric dung to the side of the boat and thought he

heard Moonglumis wild shout above the noise of the storm
before they were flung towards the Serpent's Teeth.

"FareweOr'

And then were was we terrifying sound of smashing tim
bers, die feel of sharp rock lacerating his rolling body and he
was beneath the waves fighting his way to the surface to gasp
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in a hingful of air before another wave tossed hi mand
grazed his arm agai nst the rocks.

Desperately, encunbered by the |ife-giving ranesword at

his belt. he attenpted to swmfor the looning cliffs of Sha-
zar. conscious that even if he lived he had arrived on eneny
soil and his chances of reaching the White Inrds were now

al nost non-exi stent.

Thr ee

Eiric lay exhausted on the cold Shingle listening to the nusi-
cal sound that the tide nade as it drew back. over the stones.

Anot her sound joined that of the surf, and he recognised it

as the crunch of boots. Someone was conming towards him In
Shazar it was nost likely to be an eneny. He rolled over and
began scranmbling to his feet, drawing the |last reserves from
hi s wom out body. Hi's right hand had. half-drawn Storm
bringer fromits scabbard before he realised dial it was Mon-
glum bent with weakness, standing grinning before him

"Thank me gods, you livel'* Monglumlowered hinself to

the shingle and | eaned back with his arnms supporting him re-
garding the now cal msea and the towering Serpent's Teeth in
t he di stance.

"Aye, we live," Elric said, squatting down noodily. *'but

for bowlong mthis ruined land | cannot guess. Somewhere,
perhaps, we can find a ship—but it will nmean seeking a town
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or city and we're a marked pair, easily recogni sed by our
physi cal appearance."

Moongl um shook his head and | aughed lightly. "You're
etill the gloony one, friend. Be thankful for your life, say I."

"Small mercies are all but useless in this conflict," Eiric
said. "Rest, now, Moonglumwhile |I watch, then you can take
my place. There was no tine to | ose when we began this ven-
ture and now we' ve | ost days."

Moongl um gave no argunent, but allowed hinsel f imedi-

ately to sleep and when he awoke, much refreshed though
aching horribly, Eiric slept until the noon was hi gh and shin-
ing brightly in a dear sky.

They trudged through the night, the sparse grass of the

coast region giving way to wet, blackened ground. It was as if
a hol ocaust had raged over the countryside, followed by a

rai nstormwhich had left behind it a marsh of ashes. Renem
bering the grassy plains of nmis part of Shazar, Eiric was hor-
81
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rifled, unable to ten whether nmen or the creatures of ChaOr
had caused such wanton ruin.

Noon was approaching with a hint of weird disturbances in
uie bright-clowded Sky, when they saw a long |ine of people
approaching them They flattened t hensel ves behind a snall
rise and peered cautiously over it as the party drew nearer.
These were no eneny soldiers, but gaunt wonen and

starvling children* men who staggered in rags and a few bat -
tered riders, obviously the remmants of sone defeated band of
parti sans who had hel d out agai nst Pan Tang.

"I think we*U find friends, of sorts, here,* Eiric nuttered

thankful ly, "and perhaps some information which will help
us."

They arose and wal ked towards the wetched herd. The
riders quickly grouped around the civilians and drew their
weapons, but before any chall enges could be given, soneone
cried fromthe enclosed ranks:

"Eiric of Melnibon®l Eiric—have you returned with news
of rescue?**

Eiric didn't recogni se (he voice, but he knew his face was
legend with its dead white akin and gl owi ng red eyes.

Toa seeking rescue nyself, friends,** he said with poorly-
assuned cheerful ness. "We were shi pw ecked on your coasts
whue on a journey which we hoped would help us lift the
yoke of Jagreen Lemfromoff the Westlands, but unless we
find another ship our chances are scant”

"Which way did you sail, Eiric?" said me unseen spokes-
nman.
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"We sailed to Sorcerers* Isle in the south-west, nere to in-
voke the aid, if we could, of the Wiite Lords,** Mongl um
replied.

"Then you were going in the wong direction"*
Eiric straightened his back and tried to peer into the
t hrong.

"Who are you to teD us that?**

There was a disturbance in the cromd and a bent, mi ddfo-
aged man |l eaning on a staff with I ong curling noustachios
adorning his fair-skinned face broke fromthe ranks and
stood nere. The ridera drew back their horses so that Eiric
coul d see him properly.

"l am nanmed GChada the Seer, once fanbus to Dioperda as
a predictor of events. But Dioperda was razed in the sack of
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Sbazar and | was |ucky enough to escape with these few

peopl e who are all from Di operda, one of the last cities to
fall before Pan Tang*s sorcerous mght | have a nessage of
great inmport for you, Eric. It is for your ears only and | re-
ceived it fromone you know-ene who may hel p you and,
indirectly, us.**

**You have piqued ny curiosity and rai sed ny hopes, ** Ei-
ric beckoned with his band. "Come, seer, tell ne your news
and let's all trust it is as good as you hint"

Moongl um t ook a step back as the seer approached. Both
he and the Dioperdans watched with curiosity as Chada whis-
pered to Eiric.

Eiric hinself had to strain to catch the words

"l bear a message froma being called Sepiriz, He says mat
what you have failed to do, he has done, but there is some-
thi ng which you nust do that he cannot He says to go to the
carved city and there he will enlighten you further."
"Sepiriz! How did he contact you?"

"I amclairvoyant. He cane to ne in a dream"”

**Your words could be treacherous, designed to |lead ne
into Jagreen Lenis hands. **

"Sepiriz added one thing to me—he told nme that we shoul d
meet on this very spot Could Jagreen Lem know t hat ?"

"Unli kel y—but, by the sane reckoning, could anyone
know t hat ?**

n Then Eiric renmenbered that Sepiriz and his brothers, who
% bad hel ped himearlier, were the servitors of Fate. And Fate

;,' had already played an inportant part in this. He nodded.
r Thanks, seer."

Then he shouted to the riders.

"W need a pair of horses—the best you havel **

"Qur horses are valuable to us." grunbled a knight in torn
ennour, **they are all we have."
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"My conpanion and | need to nmove swiftly if we are to
save your land. Come, risk a pair of horses against the possi-
bility of vengeance on your conquerors.**

The kni ght disnmounted and so did the man besi de him
They led their steeds up to Eiric and Mongl um
"Use themwel. Eiric."

Eiric took the reins and swng hinself into the saddle. "I
will," said he. "What are your plans now?"
"Well fight on as best we can."

84

"Wuld ft not be wiser to hide in Ac nountains or the
Mar shes of the M st?"

"If you had witnessed the depravity and terror of Jagreen
Lera's filthy rule, you would not nake nen an enquiry.** the
kni ght said hollowy. Though we cannot hope to w n agai nst

a man whose servants can conmmand the very earth to heave
like the ocean, pull down floods of salt water fromthe sky
and send green cl ouds scuddi ng down to destroy hel pl ess chil -
dren in nanel ess ways, we shall take what vengeance we can
This part of the continent is calmconpared to what is going
on el sewhere. Dreadful geol ogical changes are taking place
everywhere. You would not recognise a hill or forest ten
mles north. And those that you passed one day might well
have changed or di sappeared on the next"

"W have wi tnessed sonmething of the like on our sea jour-

ney," Eiric nodded. "I wish you a long life of revenge, friend.
I nyself have scores to settle with Jagreen Lern and his ac-
complice."

"H s acconplice? You nean King Sarosto of DharijorT" A

thin smle crossed the knight's haggard face. "You'll take no
vengeance on Sarosto—he was assassi nated soon after our
forces were vanqui shed at the battle of Sequa. Though noth-
ing was proved, it is common know edge that be was killed at
me orders of me Theocrat who now rule* the entire con-
tinent."* The knight signed. "And who can stand for |ong

agai nst such captains as Jagreen Lem commands?

"Who are these captains?"

"Why, he has summoned an nme Dukes of Hen to ban

Whet her they will accept his nmastery nuch | onger, | do not
know. It is our belief that Jagreen Lemw n be the next to
di e—and Hel |, unchecked, will rule in his placel”

"l hope not," Eiric said softly, "for | wont be cheated of

ny vengeance, "

The kni ght shrugged. "Wth the Dukes of Hell as his allies,
Jagreen Un will soon rule ne world."

"Let us hope | can find a nmeans of disposing of mat dark

ari stocracy, and keeping ny vow to slay Jagreen Lern," Eiric
said and, with a wave of thanks to the seer and the two

kni ghts, turned his horse towards the nountains of Jharkor,
Moongl um i n his wake.
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They got little rest on their perilous ride to me nmountain
STORMBRI NGER 85

hone of Sepfriz for, as the knight had told nem the ground
itself seemed alive and anarchy rul ed everywhere.

Afterwards, Eiric remenbered little save a feeling of utter
horror and me noi se of unholy screechings in his ear, dark
col ours, gold, reds, blue. black and me flaring orange that
was everywhere, ne sign of Chaos on Earth.

But on ne way he managed to inform Monglum of his

previ ous encounter with Sepiriz and told hi msonething of
what nme Lord of N hrain had nentioned of his destiny, how
the last of nme royal line of old Melnibooe, Eiric and Dyvim
Sl orm bore bl ades of Chaos-nake which were destined to
destroy nme rule of Chaos on nme planet and prepare ne

world for its death and rebirth as an era where Law woul d

doni nat e.

Moongl um had not replied, had, instead, resolved to stand
vimEric when the final day came whether they won or |ost
the war agai nst Chaos.

In the nmountain regions dose to Nihrain they saw evi dence
mat nme rul e of Chaos was not so conplete as in other parts
nearby. This proved nat Sepiriz and his nine black brothers,
|last of me Nihrain, were exerting at |east sonme contro
against nme forces threatening to engul f them

Thr ough steep gorges of towering black rock, along treach-
erous nountain paths, down slopes that rattled with | oose
etones and seened likely to start an aval anche, they pressed
deeper and deeper into the heart of me anci ent nountains.
These were nme ol dest mountains in ne world, and they held
one of me Earth's nobst ancient secrete—the donain of ne
imortal N hrain who had ruled for centuries even before

me coni ng of me Mel ni booeaxn whose Bright Enpire had

| asted ten thousand years.

And men, at last, they came to the Hewn City of Ni hrain,

Its towering pal aces, tenmples and fortresses cut into the living
bl ack granite, hidden in the depths of a gorge that night

have been bottom ess. Virtually cut off fromall but me faint-
est filterings of sunlight, it had brooded here since earliest
times.

Down ne narrow paths they guided their reluctant steeds
unt 3 they had reached a huge gateway whi ch was carved

with the figures of titans and hal f-nmen | oom ng above them
80 mat Moongl um gasped and i mmedi ately fell silent,
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overawed by the genius which could acconplish the twin
feats of gigantic engineering and powerful art

In the caverns of N hrain, also carved to represent scenes
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fromthe | egends of the Nihrain, Sepiriz awaited them a wel-
comng snile on his thin-1ipped ebony face.

"'"Greetings, Sepiriz," Eiric dismunted and all owed sl aves
to lead his horse away. Moonglumdid |ikew se, a trifle war*

fly.

"I was informed correctly." Sepiriz clasped Elric*s shoul -
ders in his hands. "I amglad for | |earned you were bound to
Sorcerers' Isle to seek the Wite Lords* help."

*Truc. |Is their help, then, unobtainabl e?**

**Not yet We ourselves are trying to contact them wth ne
aid of the hermit magicians of ne islands, but so far Chaos
has bl ocked our attenpts. But there is work for you and your
sword nearer to hone. Cone to ny chanber and refresh

yoursel ves. W have sonme wine which will revitalise you and
when you have drunk your fill 111 tell you what task Fate has
deci ded for you now. "

Eiric put down his cup and breathed in deeply, feeling
rel axed and invigorated. He pointed at me wine-jar and said:

"A man mght easily becone addicted to such a brew "

"I'"'m addi cted al ready,*' Mdonglum gri nned, pouring faim
nel f another cup

Sepiriz shook his head. "It has a strange quality, our

Ni hrain wine. It tastes pleasant and refreshes the weary, yet
once his strength is regained ne man who drinks it then is
nauseated. That is why we stfll have some in our cellars. But
our stocks are | owthe vines fromwhich it was made have

| ong since passed fromthe Earth."

"A magi c potion," Monglumsaid, replacing his cup on
the table.

"If you like to so designate it Eiric and | are of an earlier
age when nagi ¢ was normal and Chaos ruled, if nore quietly
than now. You nen of the Young Ki ngdons are perhaps

right to loathe it as you do, for we hope to ready ne world
for Law soon and then, perhaps, thcy*u find simlar brews by

nmor e pai nst aki ng net hods, nethods they can understand bet*
ter."

"l doubt it," Monglum | aughed.
Eiric sighed. "If we are not |udder nan we have been,
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we*u see Chaos unl eashed on nme gl obe and Law forever van-
qui shed, ** he said gl oom|y.

"And no luck for us if Law is triunphant, eh?" Sepiriz
poured hinself a cup of the wi ne, showi ng that be, also, nust
be weary with his own efforts.

"What do you nean?" Moongl um asked curiously.
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Sepiriz told himthat he and Eiric, though fighting Chaos,

were actually fitted to a world where Chaos, to a great extent,
was doninant In the worid they hoped for, where Law rul ed,
there woul d be no place for their |ike.

Moongl um | ooked sharply at Eiric, understanding that
much nmore of his friend s unenviabl e predi canent.

"You said there was work for me and ny sword, Sepiriz.*'
JBuic | eaned forward. "What's its nature?"

"You have no doubt already |earned that Jagreen Lem has
summoned the Dukes of Hell to captain his nen and keep bis
conquered | ands under control ?"

-Yes."

"You understand the inmport of this. Jagreen Lem has

succeeded in nmaking a sizeable breach in the Law constructed
barrier which has hitherto kept nme creatures of Chaos from
wholly ruling the planet He is forever widening this breach

/ as his power increases. This explains how he could summon

'} such a mghty assenbly of Hell's nobility where, in the past
i it was hard to bring one to our plain. Arioch is anobng

AN them .. "

4 "Ariochi" Arioch was Euic's patron, the principle god wor-
AN shipped by his ancestors. "Then | amnow a total outcast un-

.,;" protected either by Law or by ChaosF

"Your only dose supernatural ally is your sword," Sepiriz
said grimy. "And, perhaps, its brothers."

"What brothers? There is only ne sister-sword Munbl ade
which Dyvim Slorm has!'1

"Do you renenber that | told you how the twi n swords
were actually only an earthly manifestation of their supernat-
ural selves?" Sepiriz said calmy

"Yes. -
"Well. | can ten you now that Stonnbrnger's 'real' being is
related to other supernatural force* on another plane. | know

how to summon them but these relations are al so creatures
of Chaos and therefore, as far as you're concerned, sonewhat
hard to control. They could well get out of hand in sone
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way—per haps even tura agai nst you. Stornbringer, as you

have di scovered in the past, is bound to you by ties even
stronger than those which bind it to its brothers, but its broth-
era outnunber it and Stornbringer mght not be able to pro-

tect you agai nst them **

"Why have | never known this?"

"You have known it, in a way. Do you remenber tines
when you have called for help and hel p has cone?"
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"Yes. You mean that this hel p has been supplied by
St ornbringer's brethren?”

"l do. Already they are used to comng to your help. They

are not what you and | would call '"intelligent,' though sen-
tient, and are therefore not so strongly bound to Chaos as its
reasoni ng servants. They can be controlled, to a degree, by
anyone who has power such as you have over one of their
brothers. If you need their help, you will need to renenber a
rune which | shall tell you later."

"And what is ny task?"
*To destroy me Dukes of Heu.**

"But that's inpossible. They are one of ne m ghtiest
groups ifl the entire domain of Chaos!**

True. But you control one of the mghtiest weapons. That

I's your task. Already nere are hints that the Denon Dukes
have taken sone of Jagreen Lemis power fromhim The

fool. He stfll refuses to realise mat he is a puppet of Chaos
and t hinks he can rul e over such supernatural might as the
Dukes represent But it is a certainty mat with these friends
Jagreen Lem can defeat the Southlands with a nini mum of
expenditure in arms and nmen. Wthout them he could do

h—but It would take nore time and effort and therefore give
us a slight advantage to prepare agai nst himwhite he subdues
t he Sout hl ands, "

Eiric did not bother to ask Sepiriz how he knew of the

Sout herners* decision to fight Jagreen Lern alone. Sepiriz ob-
viously had many powers as was proved by his ability to coo-
tact Brie through the seer.

"l have sworn to help the Southlands in spite of their re-
fusal to side with us agai nst me Theocraf" he said calnly.

"And you'll keep your oath-by destroying the Dukes if
you can. **

"Destroying Arioch, and Balaa and Maluk . . .** Eiric
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whi spered the names, fearful that even here he might invoke
t hem

"Arioch has always been an intractabl e denon, ** Mon-
gl um pointed out "Many's the time in the past he has refused

to aid you, Eiric.'*

"Because," Sepiriz said, "be already had sone know edge
that you and he were to fight in the future.'*

Though the wi ne bad refreshed his body, Eiric began to

ache in different ways. The strain on his soul was al npst at
breaki ng point To fight the denobn-god his ancestors had
wor shi pped for millenia ... The old blood was still strong in
him the old loyalties stm present
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Sepiriz rose and gripped EJric'a Shoulder, staring with black
eyes into the dazed and snoul dering red.

"You have pl edged yourself to this m ssion, renenber.”

Eiric drew hinself upright, nodded vaguely. "Aye. And
even had | been given this knowl edge before | nade the
pl edge, | would still have made it But.. "

"What ?"
"Do not place too nmuch faith in ny ability to fulfil this

part, Sepiriz.'*
The bl ack N hrain said nothing.

Later he left Eiric brooding and returned with a white tab-
I et on which AOd nines were engraved.

He handed it to the al bino who received it wordl essly.

"Menoriae the spell," Sepiriz said soflty, "and then destroy
fee tablet But renmenber, only use it in an extrene

energency for, as | warned you, Stornbringer's brethren may
refuse to aid you.**

Eiric made an effort and controlled his enotion. For a |ong
time, long after Moongl um had gone to rest, he studied the
rune, learning not only howto verbalise it but also me tw sts
of logic which he would have to understand, and the state of
mnd into which he nust put hinself if h were to be effeo*
five.

When both he and Sepiriz were satisfied, Eiric allowed a

lave to take himto his sleeping chanber, but slunber cane
hard to himand he spent the night in restless torment until a
sl ave canme to wake himthe next norning and found him

fully dressed and ready to ride for Pan Tang where the

Dukes of Hell were assenbl ed.

Four

Through the stricken | ands of the west rode Blric and Mon-
ghim astride sturdy N hrain steeds that seenmed to need no

rest and contained no fear. The N hrain horses were a specia
gift, for they had certain additional powers to their unnatura
strength and endurance. Sepiriz had told themhow, in fact,

the steeds did not have full existence on the earthly plane and
that their hooves did not touch the ground in the strict sense,
but touched the stuff of their other plane. This gave themthe
ability to appear to gallop on air—er water.

Scenes of terror were everywhere to be found. At one tinme

they saw in the distance a frightful sight, a wild and hellish
mob destroying a village built around a castle. The castle it-
self was in flames and on the horizon a nountain gouted

snoke and fire. Though the | ooters had human shape, they

were degenerate creatures, spilling blood and drinking it with
equal abandon. And directing themw thout joining their orgy
Eiric and Moongl um saw what seened to be a corpse astride

me living skel eton of a horse, bedecked in bright trappmgs, a
nam ng sword in its band and a golden helmon its head.
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They skirted the scene and rode fast away fromit, through
msts that | ooked and snelt |ike blood, over rivers damed
with death, past rustling forests that seened to follow them
beneath skies often filled with ghastly w nged shapes bearing
even ghastlier burdens.

At other tines they met groups of warriors, many of them
m t he armour and trappi ngs of the conquered nations, but
depraved and obviously sold to Cfaao*.

These they fought or avoi ded, depending on ne circum
stance and, when at | ast they reached die cliffs of Jharkor
and saw the sea which would take themto the Isle of Pan
Tang, they knew they had ridden through a | and whi ch had

becone, literally, a hell on earth.
90
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Scarcely stopping, Eiric and Moongl umrode their horses

over the water towards the evil-heavy island of Pan Tang
where Jagreen Lemand his terrible allies prepared to sai
with their giant fleet and smash the seapower of ne south be-
fore conquering the Southlands thensel ves.

"Eirici" Monglumcalled above the whining wind, **ahould
we not proceed with nore caution?**

"Caution? What need of that when me Dukes of Heu nust
surely know their turncoat servant comes to fight them **

Moongl um pursed his long lips, disturbed, for Eiric was m

a wld, maddened nood. He got little confort, also, fromthe
know edge that Sepiriz had charnmed his short-aword and his
sabre both. with one of the few white spells be had at his
command.

Now the bleak cliffs of Pan Tang were in sight, apray-

| ashed and om nous, the sea npaning about themas if in
some special torment which Chaos could inflict on nature it-
sel f.

And al so around the island a peculiar darkness hovered,
shifting and changi ng.

They entered the darkness as the N hrain steeds pounded

up the steep, rocky beach of Pan Tang, a place that had al -
ways been ruled by its black priesthood, a grimtheocracy
that had sought to enul ate the | egendary sorcerer-kings of
the Bright Enpire of Ml nibone. But Eiric, |ast of those

ki ngs, and | andl ess now with few subjects, knew that nme dark
arts had been natural and |awful to his ancestors, whereas

t hese human-bei ngs had perverted thensel ves to worship an
unholy hierarchy they barely understood.

Sepiriz had given themtheir route and they gall oped across
the turbulent |and towards the capital Hwangaarl, City of
Scream ng St at ues

Pan Tang was an island of green, shiny, obsidian rock that
gave off bizarre reflections; rock that seened alive
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Soon they could see the | oonming walls of Hwangaarl m

the di stance. As they drew nearer, an arny of bl ack-cow ed
swordsnen, chanting a particularly horrible litany, seened to
rise fromthe ground ahead.

Eiric had no tine to spare for these, recogni seable as a de-
tachment of Jagreen Lero's warrior-priests.

"Up, steedl” be cried and the N hrain horse | eapt sky-
war ds, passing over the disconcerted priests with a fantastic
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bound. Moonglum did |ikew se, his |aughter nocking them
u he and his friend thundered on towards Hwangaari

Their way was dear for *onme di stance, since Jagrcca Lern
had evidently expected the detachnent to hold the pair at
| east for some tine.

But when the City of Screami ng Statues was barcty a mle

away, die ground began to grunble and gapi ng cracks split

its surface. This did not overiy disturb them for the N hrain
horses had no use for earthly tenamin any case.

The sky above seened to heave and shake itaelf, the
darknftss becane flushed with streaks of ~""i"*1"* ebony, and
fromthe fissures mthe ground, nonstrous shapes fpraag up

Vul ture-headed lions, fifteen feet high, prowed in hungry
anticipation towards them their feathered nmaes rustling as
t hey approached.

To Moonglum s frightened astonishnment, Eiric | aughed and
t he Eastl ander knew his friend had gone nad.

But Eiric was ft*n»nu>r with this ghoulish pack since his
own ancestors had formed it for their own purposes a dozen
centuries before.

Evidently, Jagreea Lcrn had discovered the pack nuking
on the bordera between Chaos and Earth and had utilised it
wi t hout being aware of how it had been created.

O d words formed on Eiric's pale |ips and he spoke affec-
tionately to the towering bird-beasts.

They ceased their progress toward himand gl anced uncer -
tainly around them their loyalties evidently divided.

Feathered tails | ashed, daw worked in and out of pads,
scrapi ng great gashes ia the rock

And, taking advantage of this, Eiric and Mbongl um

wal ked their horses through mem and energed just as a
droni ng but angry voice rapped fromthe heavens, ordering,
in the H gh Tongue of Mehubone; "Destroy thenil

One lion-vulture bounded uncertainly towards them An-
other followed it and another, till the whol e pack raced to
catch them

"Faster!" Eiric whispered to the Nihrain horse, but the
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steed could hardly keep the distance separating them

There was nothing for it but to turn. Deep in the recesses
of his menory he recalled there was a certain spell he had
teaned as a child. Au the old spells of Mem bone had been
passed on to himby his father with the warning that. in these
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tinmes, many of themwere virtually useless. But there had
been one—the spell for calling the vulture-headed Uons and
anot her spell...

Now he remenmbered it! The spell for sending them back to
the domain of Chaos. Wuld it work.?

He adjusted his mnd, sought the words he needed as the
beasts plunged on towards him

Creatures! Matik of Ml ni bone nade thee
From stuff of unforned nadness!

If thou wouldst live as thou art now.

Get hence, or Afatik's brew again shall bet

The creatures paused and, desperately, Eiric repeated Ac
spell, afraid that he had made a small mi stake, either within
his mnd or in the words.

Moongl um who bad drawn his horse up beside Eiric, did

not dare speak his fears, for he knew the al bino sorcerer nust
not be hindered while spell-naking. He watched in trepida-
tion as the | eading beast gave voice to a caw ng roar.

But Eiric heard the sound with relief, for it meant the
beasts had understood his threat and were still bound to obey
the spell.

Slowmy, half-reluctantly. they craw ed down into the fissures
and vani shed.

Sweating, Eiric said triunphantly: "Luck is with us so farl
JagrccD Lern either under-estinmated nmy powers or else this is
all he could summon with his own! More proof, perhaps, that
Chaos uses him and not the other way about!"

"Tenpt not such luck by speaking of it," Myonglumsaid
warni agly. "Fromwhat you'd told ne, these are puny things
conmpared with that which we nust soon face!**

Eiric shot an angry look at his friend and nodded briefly.
He did not like to think of his com ng task.

Now t hey neared the huge walls of Hwangaarl. At inter-

vals along the walls, which slanted outwards at an angle to
encunber potential besiegers, they saw the scream ng stat-
ues—ence nen and worren whom Tagreen Lern and his fore-

fathers had turned to rock but allowed themto retain then-

life and ability to speak. They spoke little, but screanmed

much, their ghastly shouts rolling over the disgusting city |ike
the tornmented voices of the dammed—and damed they were.
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These sobbing waves of sound were horrifying even to El -
ric's ears, famliar with such sounds as they were.

Then anot her noi se bl ended with themas die mghty port-
cullis of Hwangaart's nmain gate squeal ed upwards and from
it poured a host of well-aimed nen.

"Evidently. Jagreen Lenmis powers of sorcery have been ex-
hausted for the neantinme and the Dukes of Hell disdain to

join himin a fight against a pair of nmere nortals!" Eiric said,
reaching with his right band for the hilt of his black rune-
sword hanging at his left hip.

Moongl um was beyond speech. Wrdl essly he drew both

hi s own charnmed bl ades, know ng he nust fight and vanqui sh
his own fear before be could encounter the nmen who ran at
hi m

Wth a wild how that drowned out the screanms fromthe

statues, Stornbringer clinbed fromthe scabbard and stood in
Eric's hand, waiting in anticipation for the new souls it

m ght drink, for the life-stuff which it could pass on to Eiric
and fill himw th dark and stolen vitality.

Eiric half-cringed at the feel of his blade in his danp hand.

But be shouted to the advancing soldiers: "See jackals! See
the sword! Forged by Chaw to vanqui sh Chaoal Cone, let it
drink your souls and spill your blood! W are ready for you!"

He did not wait but, with Mongluro behind him spurred
the N hrain horse into the ranks, hew ng about himwth
somet hing of the old delight

Now. so synbioticauy |inked with the hell-blade was he.

that a hungry joy of killing swept through him the joy of
soul -stealing which drew a surging, unholy vitality into his
deficient veins.

Though there were over a hundred warriors blocking hia

path to the still-open gate. he smashed a bl oody path through
t hem and Moongl um seized by sonmething akin to his friend's
mood, was equal ly successful in dispatching all who cane

agai nst him

Fam liar with horror as they were, the soldiers soon be-

came |loath to approach the scream ng runesword as it shone

with a peculiarly brilliant light—a black light that pierced the
bl ackness itself.

Laughing in his half-insane triunph, Eiric felt the callous
joy that his ancestors nust have felt |ong ago when they con-
quered the world and made it kneel to the Bright Enpire.
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Chaos was, indeed, fighting Chaos—but Chaos of an ol der,
cl eaner sort come to destroy me perverted upstarts who

t hought thensel ves as mghty as the Dragon Lords of Melni-
bonet

A bl oody trench had formed in the eneny's ranks and
through this the pair plunged until the gateway gaped like a
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nmonster's maw before them

Wt hout pausing. Eiric rode |aughing through H and peopl e
scuttled to hiding as he entered, in bizarre triunmph, the Gty
of Scream ng Statues.

"Where now?" gasped Moonglum all fear driven from
hi m

To the Theocrafs Tenpl e-pal ace, of courae. There Arioch
and his fell ow duke no doubt await us)"

Thr ough the echoing streets of me city they rode, proud

and terrible, as if with an arny at their backs. Dark buil dings
towered above them but not a face dared peep froma wi n-

dow. Pan Tang had planned to rule the worid—and it night

yet —but for the nonment its denizens were fully denoralised

by me sight of two nmen taking their huge city by storm

They pulled their horses to a halt as they reached the wi de
pl aza and saw t he huge bronze sepul chre swinging on its
chains in the centre. Beyond it rose Jagreen Lenrs pal ace, al
col umms and towers* om nously quiet

Even the statues had ceased to scream and the horses'

hooves made no sound as Eiric and Moonghun approached

the sepul chre. The bl ood-reddened runesword was still in El -
ric's hand and with it he took a m ghty sweep at the Chains
supporting the sepul chre—the holiest vessel of this unholy
pl ace. The supernatural blade bit into toe netal and severed
the 1inks.

The crash as the sepul chre dropped and snashed was mag-
nified a thousand tines by me silence. The noi se echoed

t hroughout Hwangaar|l and every inhabitant left alive knew
what it aignified.

Thus | chal l enge tbee, Jagreen LornF Eiric shouted,

aware that these words would al so be heard by everyone. "I
have cone to pay UK debt | prom sedl Cone, puppetl"” be
paused, even his triunph not sufficient to fully quench his
nervousness at what be nust say now. "Cornel Bring Hell's
Dukes with you—w
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Moongl um swal | owed, his eyes rolling as he studied Eiric'a
twi sted face. The al bino continued:

"Bring Arioch, and Bal ao, and Mal uk! Bring the proud
princes of Chaos with you for | have conme to send them
back to their own realmforever!"

The sil ence agai n enfol ded his high-chabDenge and he heard
its echoes die away in the far places of die city.

Then, from somewhere inside die palace, he heard a nove-
ment Hi s heart pounded against his rib-cage® threatening to
break through the bones and hang throbbing on his chest as
proof of his nortality.

He heard a sound like die clopping of nonstrous hooves
and ahead of it the nmeasured' steps that nust be those of a
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man.

Hi s eyes fixed thenselves on die great gol den doors of d»
pal ace, hal f-hidden in UK shadows that die colums threw.

The doors began to open sflently.

Then a figure, dwarfed by die size of die doors, stepped
forth and stood nere regarding Eiric with a horrible anger
smoul dering hi its eyes.

On its body scarlet armour glowed as if red-hot On its left
armwas a shield of die sane stuff and in its hand a stee
f wor d.

Jagreen Lern, said in a voice that trenbled with rage

"So, King Eiric, you have kept part of your word, after

an.
"And | plan to keep die rest of it," Eiric said widi sudden

calm "Step forward, dieocrat 1*11 neet you fairly in single
conbat **

Jagreen Lem gave a sneering, hollow | augh.

eTairiy? Wdi that blade in your hand? Once | net it and

did not perish, but nowit bums with die blood and souls of a
score of ny best warrior-priests. | would not be so foolish
No—tet diose you have chal | enged nmeet you."

He stepped to one side.

The doors gaped wider and if Eiric expected giant figures
to enmerge, he was disappoi nted. The dukes had assuned die
forns of nen.

But there was a power about diemmat filled die air as
diey noved to stand, disdainful of Jagreen Lern, upon die
topnost step of die pal ace.

Eiric glinpsed their beautiful, smling faces and shuddered
STORMBRI NGER 97

again, for diere was a kind of love on dieir faces, a kind of
pri de—a ki nd of confidence so that, for a monent, he was
filled widi die wish to junmp fromhis horse and fling hinself
1 dieir feet to plead forgiveness for what he had becone.

"Well. Eiric," said Arioch. the |eader, sofdy. "Wuld you
repeat and return to us?" The voice was silvery in its beauty
and Eiric half-made to di snount.

But then be cl apped bis hands to his ears, die runesword
hanging by its wist-throng, and cried:

"No! No! | nust do what | nust! Your tine, like mne, is
overt"

"Do not speak dius, Eiric," Balan said persuasively, bis
words passing Eiric's hands and whispering in his skutl.
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**Chaos has never been dus powerful on Earth—not even in
earliest days. W shall make you great—we shall nake you a
Lord of Chaos, equal to ourselves! W give you imortality,
Eiric. If you behave so foolishly as you behave now, you will
bring yourself only death and none shall renenber you."

"l know diat! | would not wish to be renenbered in a
world ruled by Law "

Mal uk | aughed sof dy.

That will never cone to pass. W block every nove diat
Law makes to try to bring help to Earth."

**And this is why you must be destroyed!*' Eiric cried.

"We are i mortal -ae can never be slain!" Arioch said,
and diere was a tinge of inpatience in his voice.

"Then | shall send you back to Chaos in such a way that
you shall never have power on the Earth again!"

Eiric swng his runeblade into his hand and it trenbl ed
diere. moaning quietly as if unsure of itself, )ust as he was.

**See! " Bal an wal ked part-way down the steps. "See—even
your trusted sword knows diat we speak truth."

"You speak a sort of tnidi." Mooglumsaid in a quaver-

ing tone, astonished at his own bravery. "But | renenber

sonmet hing of a greater truth—a law that should bind both
Chaos and Law-the Law of di e Bal ance. The Suprene

Spirit holds diat bal ance over the earth and it shoul d be that
Chaos and Law war to keep diat bal ance strai ght Sometines

the bal ance tips one way, sonetines another—and dius are

die ages of die Earth created. But an incqual balance of this
magni tude is wong. In your struggling you of Chaos may

have forgotten this!"
**\We have forgotten h for good reason, nortal. The bal -
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ance has tipped to nidi an extent in our favour that it is no
| onger adjustable. W triumph I"

Eiric used this pause to collect hinself. Sensing his
renewed strength, Stornbringer responded with a confident
purr.

The dukes al so sensed it and gl anced at one anot her

Arioch'a beautiful face seened to fiare with anger and his
pseudo- body glided down the steps towards EJric, his fell ow
dukes fol | owi ng.

Eiric's steed backed away a few paces

A blot of living fire seenmed to appear in Arioch*s hand and
it shot towards me albino. He felt cold pain in his chest and
he staggered in nme saddl e.

"Your body is uninportant, Eiric. But think of a simlar
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blow to your soul!" Arioch screamed, the facade of patience
dropping fromhim

Eiric flung back his head and | aughed. Arioch had be-
trayed hinmself. If he had remai ned cal m he woul d have bad a
great er advantage, but now he showed hi nmsel f pert urbed,

what ever he had said to the contrary.

"Arioch—you aided ne in the past. You wffl regret that!"

There's still time to undo ny folly, upstart nortal!" An-

other bolt canme streaking towards himbut Eiric passed
Stornbringer before it and observed, in relief, that it deflect-
ed the unholy weapon.

But, against such mght, they were surely doomed, unless
they coul d i nvoke some supernatural aid. But Eiric dared not
ri sk sunmoni ng his nnesword's brothers. Not yet He nust

thi nk of some other neans.

As be retreated towards the searing bolts, Myongl um be-

hi nd hi m whi spering al nost inpotent charns, he thought of

Ac vulture-lions he had sent back to Chaos. Perhaps he could
recall them-for a different purpose.

The spell was fresh in his nmind, requiring a slightly
changed nmental state and scarcely changed wordi ng.

Cal My, working mechanically to deflect the bolts of the
dukes whose features had changed hideously to retain their
previ ous beauty but take on an increasingly mal evol ent ap-
pearance, he uttered the spell.

Creatures! Matik of MeJni bone made thee
From stuff of unforned madness!
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/1 thou wouldst live, then aid nme now,
Cone hither, or Matik's brew again shall be

From out of the rolling darks of the plaza, the beaked
beasts appeared, prow ing.

Eiric yelled at the dukes. "Mrtal weapons cannot harm
you! But these are beasts of your own plane—sanple their
ferocity.** He ordered the vulture-lions upon the dukes.

Qovi ously put out by this. Arioch and his fell ows backed
towards the steps again, calling their own conmands to the
giant animals, but the things advanced, gathering speed.

Eiric saw Arioch shout, rave and then his body seened to

split asunder and rise in a new, |ess recogni sable shape as the
beasts attacked. AH was suddenly ragged col our, sound and

di sordered matter.

Behi nd the enbattl ed denons, Eiric saw Jagreen Lem run-
ning back into his palace. Hoping that the creatures he had
summoned woul d hold the dukes, Eiric rode his horse around
the boiling mass and gal | oped up the steps.

Thr ough the doors the two nmen rode, catching a glinpse
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of the terrified theocrat running before them

"Your allies were not so strong as you believed, Jagreen
Lem" Eiric yelled as he bore down upon his eneny. "Wy,
you foolish |lateconer, did you think your know edge

mat ched that of a Mel ni bonean!”

Jagreen Lem began to clinb a wi nding staircase, |abouring
up ne steps, too afraid even to | ook back

Eiric laughed again and pulled his horse to a stop,
wat chi ng ne runni ng nan:

"Dukes! Dukes!" sobbed Jagreen Lem as he clinbed. "Do
not desert ne now"

Moongl um whi spered. "Surely those creatures will not de-
feat the aristocracy of hell ?**

Eiric shook his head. "I do not expect themto, but if | fin-

i sh Jagreen Lem at least it could put an end to his conquests
and denon-summoni ng." He spurred the N hrain steed up the
steps after the theocrat who heard himconing and flung
hinself into a room Eiric heard a bar fall and bolts squeal

When he reached the door it fell in at a blow of his sword
and he was in a small chanber. Jagreen Lem had di sap-
pear ed.
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D smounting, Etric went to a snmall door in ne farthest
corner of the roomand again denolished it A narrow stair
| ed upwards, obviously into a tower.

Now he coul d take his vengeance, he thought, as he
reached yet another door at the top of the stair and-drew
back bis sword to smite it. The blow fell, but the door held.

"Curse the thing, it is protected by charns!" he swore.

He was just about to ai manother blow, when he heard
Moongl um s urgent calling from bel ow.

"Birici Eiric—they' ve defeated the creatures. They are re-
turning to the pal ace.™

He woul d have to | eave Jagreen Lern for the neantine.

He sprang down the steps, into the chanber and out on to

the stair. In the hall he saw the fl owi ng shapes of the unholy
trinity. Half-way up the stair, Monglum was quaki ng.

" St ornbringer, '
brot hers."

said Eiric, "it is time to sumon your

The sword twisted in bis hand, as if in assent

Eiric began to chant the mnd-torturing, throat-torturing
rune that Sepiriz had taught him

St ornbri nger nmoaned a counterpoint chorus to the dirge as
the battl e-worn dukes assunmed different shapes and began to
rise menacingly towards Eiric.
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Then, in the air all about him he saw shapes appear,

shadowy shapes half on his own plane, half on the plane of
Chaos. He saw themstir and suddenly it seened as if the air
was filled with a million swords, each a twin to Stonnbringerl

Acting on instinct, Eiric released his grip on his blade and
flung it towards the rest. It hung in the air before them and
they seened to acknow edge it "Lead them Stonnbrngert

Lead them agai nst the dukes—er your master perishes and
you'll not drink another human soul again!"

The sea of swords rustled and a dreadful npaning

emanated fromthem The dukes flung thensel ves upwards
towards the al bino and he recoiled before Ihe evil hatred that
poured fromthe tw sting shapes.

d anci ng down he saw Moongl um sl unped in his saddl e
and did not know if be had perished or fainted.

Then the swords rushed upon the reachi ng dukes and El -
ric's head swamw th the sight of a mllion blades plunging
into the stuff of their beings.

The unholy noise of the battle filled his ears, the dreadfu
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sight of (he toiling conflict clouded his vision. Wthout
Stornbringer's vitality he felt weak and linp. He felt his
knees shake and crunple and he could do nothing to aid the
bl ack sword's brothers as they clashed with the Dukes of
Hel | .

He col |l apsed, aware that if he wi tnessed such horror mnuch

| onger he woul d becone totally insane. Thankfully, be felt his
m nd go blank and then, at |ast, he was unconsci ous, unable

to know whi ch woul d wi n.

Fi ve

Hi s body itched. His arns and bade ached. Hi s wists pound-
ed with agony. Eiric opened his eyes.

I medi ately opposite him spreadeagl ed i n chai ns agai nst

the wall he saw Moonglum Dull flanme nickered in the centre
of the place and he felt pain cm his naked knee, | ooked down
and saw Jagreen Lern.

The Theocrat spat at him

"So," Eiric said hoHowy. "I failed. You triunph after aD.**
Jagreen Lemdid not | ook triunphant Rage still burned in

his eyes.

"Ch, how shall | punish you," he said.

"Puni sh me? Then—=2** Elric*s heartbeat increased.

"Your final spell succeeded,"” the Theocrat said dully, turn-
ing away to contenplate the brazier. "Both your allies and
m ne vani shed and all ny attenpts to contact the dukes have
proved fruitless. You achi eved your threat—er your m nions
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di d—you sent them back to Chaos foreveri"
"My sword-what of that?"

The Theocrat smled bitterly. "That's nmy only pl easure.
Your sword vanished with its brothers. You are weak and
hel pl ess now, Ebic. You are mine to maimand torture unti
the end of ny life."

Eiric was dunbfounded by the news. Part of himrejoiced
that the dukes had been beaten. Part of himlanmented the
|l oss of his sword. As Jagreen Lem had enphasi sed, wi thout
the bl ade he was | ess than half a nman, for his al binoism
weakened him Already bis eye-sight was dimer and he felt
no response in his linbs.

Jagreen Lem | ooked up at him

"Enj oy the conparatively painless days left you, Eiric, but

I leave you to anticipate what | have in store for you. | nust
away and instruct nmy men in the final preparations for the
war-fl eet soon to sail against the South. | won't waste tine
102
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with crude torture now for all the while |I shall be schem ng
the nmpst exquisite tortures conceivable. You shall take |ong
years to die. | swear!"

He left the cell and as the door slamed he heard Jagreen
Leminstructing the guard.

"Keep the brazier at full blast. Let them sweat |ike damed
souls in bell. Feed them enough to keep them alive once ev-
ery three days. They will soon be crying for water. G ve them
only sufficient to sustain their lives. They deserve far worse
than this and they' Il get their desserts when nmy nind has had
time to work on the problem"”

A day later, the real agony began. Their bodi es gave out

the last of their sweat Their tongues were swollen mtheir
heads and all the time as they groaned in their torment, they
were aware that this terrible torture would be nothing com
pared to what they m ght expect Eiric's weakened body

woul d not respond to his desperate struggling and at |ength
his mnd dulled, the agony becane constant and famliar, and
ti me was non-exi stent

Finally, through a pain-thick daze, be recognised a voice
The hate-filled voice of Jagreen Lem

O hers were in the chanber. He felt their bands seize him
and his body was suddenly |ight as he was borne, npaning
fromthe cell

Though he heard disjointed phrases he coul d make no
sense of Jagreen Lern's words.

He was taken to a dark place that rolled about, hurting his
scor ched chest

Later, be heard Monglum s voice and strained to hear the
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wor ds.

"EBirici What's happening? W're aboard a ship at sea, Fd
awearr

But Eiric nmunbled disinterestedly. Gradually his deficient
body was weakening, faster than would a normal man's. He

t hought of Zarozinia, whom he woul d never see again. He
knew he would not live to know whet her Law or Chaos fi-
nally won, or even if die Southlands woul d stand agai nst the
t heocr at

And tbeae problems were fading in his nind again.

Then the food started to come and die water and it revived
turn somewhat At sone stage, he opened his eyes and stared
upwards into the thinly smling face of Jagreen Lem
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"Thank the gods,** said die Theocrat "I feared we'd | ost
you. You're a delicate case to be sure, ny friend. You nust
stay alive longer than this. To begin ny entertainnent, | have

arranged for you to sail on my own flagship. W are now
crossing the Dragon Sea, our fleet well-protected by charns
agai nst the nonsters roam ng these parts." He forwned.
*Thanks to you, we haven't the same call for the charns

whi ch woul d have borne us safely through nme chaos-torn
waters. They are al nost normal for the nonment. But that wll
soon be changed. **

Eh-ic's old spirit returned for a nonent and he gl ared at
his eneny, too weak to voice the loathing he felt.

Jagreen Lern |aughed sofly and stirred Eric's gaunt white
head with the toe of his boot "I think I can brew a drug
which will give you a little nore vitality."

The food was foul -tasting and had to be forced between

Eric's munmbling lips, but after a while he was able to sit up
and observe the huddl ed body of Mwonglum Evidently ne

little man had totally succunbed to his torture. To bis sur-

prise, Elric discovered he was unfettered and he craw ed the

agoni si ng di stance between hinsel f and the Eastlander, shak-

i ng Moonglum s shoul der. He groaned but did not respond.

A Shaft of dimlight appeared and Biric | ooked up to see
mat the hat ch-cover bad been prised aside and Jagreen Lem
stared down at him

"l see the brew had its effect. Cone, Elric, snell the invig-
orating sea and fed the warm sun on your body. W are not
many infles fromthe coasts of Argimiliar and our scout-ships
report quite a sizeable fleet sailing hence."

Elric cursed. "By Arioch, | hope they send you all to the
bottom | **

Jagreen Lern pursed his |ips nockingly. "By whon? Ari-
och? Do you not remenber what ensued in ny own pal ace?
Arioch cannot be invoked. Not by you—not by ne. Your
stinking spells sawto that**
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He turned to an invisible lieutenant "Bind himand bring
hi m on deck. You know what to do with him**

Two warriors dropped into me hold and grasped the still-
weak Elric, tying his arns and | egs and manhandling hiffl on
to the deck. He gasped as the sun's glare struck his eyes.

"Prop himup so be may see all," Jagreen Lero ordered.
The warriors obeyed and Elric was lifted to a sending
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position, seeing Jagreen Lcm s huge, black flagship with its
sil ken deck canopies flapping in a steady westerly breeze, its
three banks of straining oarsnen and its tall ebony mast bear-
ing a sail of dark red.

Beyond the ship's rails, Elric saw a massive fleet surging in
the flagship's wake. As well as the vessels of Pan Tang and
Dharijor there were many from Jharkor, Shazar and Tarkesh

but on every scariet sail the Mernman bl azon of Pan Tang was
pai nt ed.

Depression filled Elric, for he knew that the Southl ands,
however strong, could not match a fleet |ike this.

**\We have been at sea for only three days," said Jagreen

Lem "but thanks to a witch-wi nd, we're al nost at our des-
tination. A scout ship has recently reported that the Lor-
myrian navy, hearing runours of our superior sea-power, is
sailing to join with us. A wise nove of King Mntan—for

the nmonent, at any rate. Ill nake use of himfor the tine
bei ng and, when his usefulness is over, H have himkilled for
the treacherous turncoat he is.**

"Why do you tell ne all this?" Elric whispered, his teeth
gritted against the pain that came with any slight novenent
of his face or body.

"Because | want you to witness for yourself tee defeat of
the South. | want you to know that what you sought to avert
will come to pass. After we have subdued the South and
sucked her of her treasures, we*M vanquish the Isle of tee
Purpl e Towns and press forward to sack Vilnmr and flm on,
That wffl be an easy matter don't you agree?"

When Elric did not reply, Jagreen Lem gestured inpa-
tiently to his nen.

"Tie himto me mast so that he may get a good vi ew of

the battle. H put a protective charmaround his body, for
do not want himto be killed by a stray arrow and cheat ne
of my full vengeance.**

Elric was borne up and _roped to the mast, but he was
scarcely aware of it, for his head lolled on his right shoul der,
only sem -consci ous.

The massive fleet plunged onwards, certain of victory.

By m a-ufternoon Elric was aroused fromhis stupor by the
shout of the hel msman.
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"Sad to the south-east! Lornyrian fleet approaches.**
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Wth inpotent anger, Eiric saw the fifty two-nmasted ships,
their sails bright against the sonbre scarlet of Jagreen Lenis
vessels, conme into line with the others.

Lornyr, though a snaller power than Argimliar, had a
| arger navy. Eiric judged that King Motan's treachery had
cost the south nore than a quarter of its strength.

Now he knew there was absolutely no hope for the south
and that Jagreen Lenmis certainty of victory was well -founded.

Ni ght fell and the huge fleet lay at anchor. A guard cane

to feed Eiric a nushy porridge containing anot her dose of the
revitalising drug. As he revived, his anger increased, and
Jagreen Lern paused by the nmast on two occasions, taunting

hi m savagel y.

"Soon after dawn we shall neet the southern fleet,"

Jagreen Lemsniled, "and by noon what is left of it will float
as bl oody driftwood behind us as we press on to establish our
reign over those nations who so foolishly relied on their sea-
power as defence."

Eiric renmenbered how he had warned the Icings of the
Sout hl ands that this was |likely to happen if they stood al one
agai nst the theocrat. But he wi shed that he had been w ong.
Wth the defeat of the south, the conquest of the east seened
bound to foll ow and, when Jagreen Lera ruled the world,

Chaos woul d dominate and the earth revert to the sniff from
which it had been forned millions of years before.

AU t hrough t hat noonl ess night he brooded, pulling his
t hought s together, summning all his strength for a plan that
was, as yet, only a shadow in the back of his mnd.

Si x
The rattl e of anchors woke him

Shaking in the Iight of the watery sun. he saw the sout hern
fleet on the horizon, riding gracefully in hollow ponp towards
the ships of Jagreen Lem

Ei ther, he thought, the southern kings were very brave or
el se they did not understand the strength of their enenies.

Beneath him on Jagreen Leml s foredeck, a great catapult
rested, and slaves had already filled its cup with a |arge hal
of flam ng pitch. Normally. Eiric knew, such catapults were an
encunbrance, since when they reached that size they were
difficult to rewind and gave |ighter war-machi nes the advan-
tage. Yet obviously Jagreen Lem s engi neers were not fools.
Eiric noted extra nechani sns on the big catapult and realised
they were equipped to rewind rapidly.

The wi nd had dropped and five hundred pairs of mnuscles

al one strove to row Jagreen Lenis galley along. On the deck,
in disciplined order, his warriors took their posts beside the
great boarding platforns that woul d drop down on to op-
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ponent ships and grapple themat the same tinme as they
forned a bridge between the vessels.

Eiric was forced to admit that Jagreen Lern had used fore-
right. He had not relied wholly on supernatural aid. H s ships
were the best equi pped he had ever seen

The southern fleet, Eiric decided, was dooned. To fight
Jagreen Lem was not bravery—t was insanity.

But Jagreen Lern had nade one mistake. He had, in his

gnawi ng desire for vengeance, ensured that Ekic's vitality

was restored for a few hours and this vitality extended to his
mnd as well as his body.

St ornbri nger had vani shed. Wth the sword he was. anong

men. all but invincible. Wthout it, he was hel pl ess. These
were facts. Therefore he must sonehow regain the bl ade. But
how? It had returned to the plane of Chaos with its brothers,
107
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presumably drawn back there by the overwhel mi ng force of
nme rest

He nmust contact it

He dare not summon nme entire horde of blades with spell
that woul d be tenpting providence too far

He heard the sudden thwack and roar as the giant catapult

di scharged its first shot. The flane-shrouded pitch went
archi ng over the ocean and | anded short, boiling nme sea
around it as it guttered and sank. Swiftly the war-engi ne was
rewound and he narvell ed at the speed as anot her ball of
flaring pitch was forked into its cup. Jagreen Lcm | ooked up
at him and | aughed.

"My pleasure will be short—ere are not enough of them
to put up a decent fight Watch them perish, Eric!"

Brie said nothing, pretended to be dazed and fri ghtened.

The next fireball struck one of the |eading ships directly
and Eiric saw tiny figures scanpering about, striving desper-
ately to quench the spreading pitch, but within a mnute the
whol e ship was abl aze, a gouting nmass of flanme as ne figures
now j unped overboard, unable to save their vessel

Now t he air around hi m sounded to the rushing heat of the
fireballs and within range now, the southerners retaliated with
their lighter machines until it seemed the sky was filled with a
thousand conets and the heat al nost equalled that which Ei-

ric had experienced in the torture chanber.

Mack snoke began to drift as the brass beaks of the ships*
rans ground through tinbers, inpaling ships |ike skewered
fish. The hoarse yells of fighting men began to sound and Ei -
ric heard the dash of iron as the first few opposing warriors
met

But now be only vaguely beard nme sounds, for he was con-
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cenfrating.

At | ast he was ready and, aware that his voi ce woul d prob-
ably not be heard by human ears above the noise of war,
called in a desperate and agoni sing voice: "Stornbringer!"

Hi s straining mnd echoed the shout and he seened to | ook
beyond the turbulent battle, beyond the ocean, beyond the
very earth to a place of shadows and terror. Sonething
nmoved there. Many things noved there.

"Stornbringerl**

He heard a curse from beneath himand saw Jagreen Lem
poi nting up at him

STORVBMWNGER 109

"Gag the whitefaced sorcerer." Jagreen Lcrn's eyes net El -
ric's and the theocrat sucked in his tips, deliberating a bare
monent before adding: "And if that doesn't put an end to

hi s babbling—slay him"

The |ieutenant began to clinb the mast towards Eiric.
**Stornbringerl Your master perishesi”

He struggled in the biting ropes but could hardly nove.
"Stornbringer!**

Al his |life he had hated the sword he relied so much upon.
Now he called for it as a lover calls for his betrothed.

The warrior grasped his foot and shook it "Silence! You
beard nmy master."

Wth insane eyes, Eiric | ooked down at the warrior who
shuddered and drew his sword, hanging to the mast with one
hand and readying hinmself to make a stab at Eiric's vitals.

*Stornbringeri" Eiric sobbed the nane. He nmust Kve.
Wthout him Chaos would surely nde the worl d.

The nman hinged at Elric*s body—yet the blade did not

reach the al bino. Then Eiric remenbered, with sudden hu-
mour, that Jagreen Lcrn had placed a protective spell about
him The Thcocrat's own magi ¢ had saved his enernyl

** St ormbri ngerr

Now the warrior gasped and the sword dropped fromhia
fingers. He seenmed to grapple with sonething invisible at his
throat and Eiric saw ne nan's fingers sliced off and bl ood
sport fromthe stunps. Then, slowy, a shape materialised
and, with bounding relief, the albino saw that it was a
eword—bi s own runesword inpaling the warrior and sucking

out his soult

The warrior dropped, but Stornbringer hung tn the air and
men turned to slash the ropes restraining Eiric's hands and
men nestled firmy, with horrid affection, inita master's right
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At once the stolen life-stuff of the warrior began to pour
through Eiric's being and the pain of his body vani shed.
Quickly be grasped a piece of ne sail's rigging and cut away
the rest of bis bonds until he was sw nging by one hand on

tile rope.

"Now, Jagreen Lem well sec who takes vengeance, fi-
nally."

He wrenched up (he hatch-cover and stared down at the
pitiful figure of his friend. Evidently he had been left to
starve to death. A rat scuttled away as the |ight shone down.

110 M chael Moor cock

Eiric junped into the hold and saw. with horror, that part

of Moonglum s right arm had been gnawed al ready. He

heaved the body on to his shoulder, aware that the heart stil
beat, though faintly, and cl anbered back on to the deck

How to ensure his friend' s safety and still take vengeance
on Jagreen Lemwas a problem But Eiric noved towards the
boardi ng pl atform which he guessed the theocrat to have
crossed. As he did so, three warriors |eapt towards him One
of themcried:

"The al bi no! The reaver has escaped F*

Eiric struck himdown with a blowthat required only a
flick of his wist. The black sword did the rest The others re-
treated, renmenbering how Eiric had entered Hwangaari

New energy flowed through him For every corpse he
killed, his strength increased—a stolen strength, but accessary
if he was to survive and win the day for Law.

He ran, untroubled by his burden, over the boarding pl at-
formand on to the deck of the southern ship. Up ahead he
saw t he standard of Argimiliar and a little group of nen
around it, headed by King Hozel hinself, his face gaunt as
he stared at the know edge of his own death. A deserved
death, thought Eiric grimy, but nonethel ess when Hozel died
it would nean another victory for Chaos.

Then he heard a shout of a different quality, thought for a
monent he had been observed, but one of Hozel's nmen was
pointing to the North sod nouthing sonet hing.

Eiric |l ooked in the direction and saw, with nm xed eno-

tions, the brave sails of the Purple Towns. They were brightly
pai nted and gay, some even enbroidered, for the only rich
decoration die Sealords allowed thensel ves was upon their

sail s.

But they had arrived belatedly. Even if they had sail ed
with the other southern vessels it would have been unlikely
mat they could have turned the day agai nst Pan Tang.

At that noment, staring around him Jagreen Lem saw Ei -
ric and bellowed at his nmen who noved forward warily and
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reluctantly, approaching me albino in a w de seni-circle,

Eiric cursed the brave Seal ords who had added a further
factor to his indecision,

Menaci ngly he swung the npani ng runebl ade about himu
he advanced to neet the half-terrified Pan Tang wriora.

STORMBRI NGER 111

They dropped back, BOOM of them groaning as the bl ade
touched them The way WM now dear to Jagreen LenL

But nme ships of the Purple Towns were draw ng cl oser, al-
nost within catapult range.

Eiric | ooked directly into Jagreen Lcrn's frightened face

and snarled: "I doubt if ny blade haa ne strength to pierce
your burning arnmour with one blow, aad one blowis an |
have tinme for. | |eave yon now, theocrat, but renenber nat

even if you conquer all the world including me unknown
| ands of ne East, 111 have ny sword drink your black soul at
| ength. ™"

Wth that he dropped Mongl um s unconsci ous body over -
board acd dived after it into the choppy sea.

Resum ng his hold on his friend s body, he began to swim
wi th superhunman strokes towards the | eading vessel of the
Seal ords. Kargan's ship.

Now, behind him Jagreen Lem and his nmen saw their own
flagship blazing. Eiric had done his work well

That, too, would serve to divert attention from Kargan's
fleet.

Trusting to me seal ords* faned seamanshi p he swam
directly in the path of the | eading galleon, shouting Kargan*s
nane.

The ship veered slightly and he saw bearded faces at the
rail, saw ropes flicker towards himand grasped one, letting
them haul himupwards with his burden until he was pulled
over the side.

Kargan stared at himw th shocked eyes.

"Eli-ici W thought you dead—and now | see you have
been, or worse!"

Eiric spat salt-water fromhis nouth and said urgently:

Turn your fleet, Kargani Turn it back the way it has
come, there is no hope of saving the Soutbl andera—they are
doormed. W nust preserve our forces for a later struggle."”

Hesitating nonentarily, Kargan gave the order which was
swiftly relayed to the rest of his sixty strong fleet.

As ne ships turned away, Eiric noted that hardly a South-
ern ship remained afl oat For nore than a nmile the water
burned and the spluttering of the flaning, sinking ships was
bl ended with the screanms of the mai ned and dr owni ng.
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"Wth the Southern aeapower crushed so decisively," Kar-

gan said, watching the physician who was tending to Moo-
glura, "the lands will not |ast |ong before Pan Tang's

mar chi ng hordes. Like us, the South relied too rmuch on its
ships. It has taught me that we nust strengthen our |and de-
fences if we are to have any chance at all."

"From now on well use your island as our nmin headquar -

ters," Eiric said. "Well fortify the whole place and from
there keep in close touch with what is happening in the south.
How is ny friend, physician?"

The physician | ooked up. These are no battl e-made
wounds. He's been hurt sorely, but hell |ive. He should
recover to perfect fitness given a nonth or so of rest."

"He*H have it," Eiric pronmised. He gripped the nnesword

at his belt and wondered what other tasks lay in store for
mem before the last great battle between Law and Chaos was
j oi ned.

Chaos woul d soon rule nore than half nme worid, in spite

of the powerful blow he had dealt it in forever sentencing the
Dukes of Hell to their own plane; the nore power that

Jagreen Lem gathered, the nore the threat from Chaos

woul d i ncrease.

He sighed and | ooked Northwards.

Two days later they returned to the Isle of the Purple

Towns, the fleet remaining in the |argest harbour of Ut kel
since it was thought wise to have it at hand and not disperse
ft.

Al that following night, Eiric talked with the Seal ords, or-
dered nessengers to Vilmr and IImora and, towards norn-
ing, there canme a polite knock on the door of the room

Kargan got up to open it and stared in astonishment at the
tall, black-faced man who stood there.

"Sepiriz!" Eiric cried. "How did you come here?"

"On horseback," sniled the giant, "and you know ne

power of the Nihrain steeds. | had cone to warn you. W
have, at last, nmanaged to contact the White Lords but they
can do little as yet Sonehow a path to their plane nust be
made t hrough the barri cades which Chaos has constructed
agai nst them Jagreen Lem s ships have vomted their con-
tents on the southern shores and his warriors swarminl and.
There is nothing we can do now to stop his conquests there.

STORMBRI NGER 113

Once consolidated, his Earthly power increased, he win be
able to summon nmore and nore allies from Chaos."

Then where does ny next task lie?" Eiric asked softly.

"I amnot sure yet. But that is not what | came for. Your
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bl ade's sojourn with its brothers has strengthened it. You nay
have noticed how swiftly it pours power into your body
now?"

Eiri ¢ nodded.

That power is evilly-gained and is evil initself. The
bl ade's strength will continue to increase and yours will, also
But, as Chaos-begotten power fills your being, you will have

to fight, yet nore strongly, to control the force within you.'
Eiric sighed and grasped Sepinz's arm

Thanks for the warning, friend, but when | beat the

Dukes of Hell, to whom| fornerly pledged allegiance, | did
not expect to escape with a nere scratch or a flesh-wound.
Know this, Sepiriz," he turned to the watching seal ords,
know this all of you."

and

He drew t he groani ng runeblade fromits scabbard and
held it aloft so that it shone and flared in its awful power.

Thi s bl ade was forged by Chaos to conquer Chaos and
mat is ny destiny, too. Though the world transnutes to

boiling gas | shall live. now. | swear by the Bal ance of the
Cosnos that Law shall triunmph and New Age cone to the
Earth."

Taken aback by this grimvow, the sealords glanced at one
anot her and Sepiriz sml ed.

"Let us hope so, Eiric," he said. "Let us hope so."

BOOK THREE
Sad Gant's Shield
Thirteen tines thirteen, the steps to the sad giants lair:

And the Chaos Shield lies there.

Seven tinme seven are the elder trees

Twelve tines twelve warriors he sees

But the Chaos Shield lies there.

And the hero fair will the sad giant dare

And a red sword wield for the sad giant's shield
On a mournful victory day.

—The Chronicle of the Black Sword
One

Across the worl d the shadow of anarchy had fallen. Neither
god, nor nan, nor that which ruled both could clearly read
the future and see the fate of Earth as the Forces of Chaos
increased their strength through the nmachinations of their hu-
man m ni ons.

From West | and nmount ain, over ne agitated ocean to

Sout hl and pl ai n. Chaos now held its nonstrous sway. Tor-

ment ed, mi serable, unable to hope any |onger for |iberation
fromthe corroding, warping influence of Chaos, the remants

of races fled over the two continents already fallen to the hu-
man m ni ons of Disorder, led by their warped Theocrat
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Jagreen Lem of Pan Tang, aqufline, high-shoul dered and
greedy for power, in his glowing scarlet arnour, controlling
human vul tures and supernatural creatures alike as he

wi dened hi s bl ack boundari es.

Upon the face of the Earth all was disruption and roaring
angui sh* save for the thinly popul ated, already threatened
Eastern continent and the Isle of the Purple Towns, which
now readied itself to withstand Jagreen Lemis initial on-
sl aught. The on-rushing tide of Chaos nust soon sweep the
worl d unl ess sonme great force could be sumoned to halt it

Bl eakly, bitterly, the few who still resisted Jagreen Lern,
under the command of Eiric of Ml nibone, tal ked of strategy
and tactics in the full know edge that nore than these were
needed to beat back Jagreen Lemi s unholy horde.

Desperately, Eiric attenpted to utilise nme ancient sorcery

of his enperor forefathers to contact the Wite Lords of

Law, but he was unused to seeking such aid and, as well, the
forces of Chaos were now so strong, that those of Law could
no | onger gain easy access to the Earth as they had contrived
to do in earlier tines.

As they prepared for the conming fight, Eiric and his allies
117

118
M cfm Moorcock

watt about the preparation with heavy Routs and a sense of

die futility of such action. And, in the back of Elric's mnd,
was the constant know edge that even if he won agai nst

Chaos, the very act of winning woul d destroy the worid be
knew and |l eave it ripe for the forces of Law to rul e—and
there woul d be no place in such a worid foi the wild al bino
sorcerer.

Beyond the earthly plane, in their bordering realns, the
Lords of Chaos and of Law, watched the struggle and even
they did not realise Elric's entire destiny.

Chaos triunphed. Chaos bl ocked the efforts of Law on
each occasion they tried to pass through the domai n of
Chaos, now the only road to Earth. And the Lords of Law
shared Elite's frustration

And, if Chaos and Law were observing the Earth and her

struggl e, who watched these? For Chaos and Law were but

the twin weights in a bal ance and the hand that held the bal -

ance, though it rarely deigned to interfere in their struggle,
still less in tile affairs of nen, had reached the rare state of a
decision to alter the status quo. Which weight woul d drop?

Whi ch rise? Could nmen decide? Could the Lords decide? O

could only the Cosmic Hand renmould the pattern of the

Earth, reform ng her stuff, changing her spiritual constituents
and placing her on a different path, a fresh course of destiny?

Perhaps all would play sone part before the outcone was
deci ded.

The great zodiac influencing the universe and its' Ages, had
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conpleted its twelve cycles and the cycles would soon begin
again. The wheel would spin and, when it stopped its spin-
ni ng, whi ch synbol woul d dom nate, how changed would it

be?

Great novenents, on the Earth and beyond it; great des-
tinies were being shaped, great deeds were being planned and,
marvel l ously, could it Just be possible that in spite of the
Lords of the Higher Wirlds, in spite of the Cosmic Hasd, in
spite of the nyriad supernatural denizens that swarmed the
uni verse, that Man m ght decide the issue?

Even—ene man?
One man, one sword, one destiny?

Eiric of Melniboof sat hunched in his saddle, watching the
warriors bustle to and fro around himin the city square of
Bakshaan, Here, years before* be had conducted a. siege

STORMBRI NGER 119

against the city's |eading nerchant, tricked others and |eft
rich. but such scores that they held agai nst himwere now for-
gotten, pushed fromtheir mnds by ne threat of war and the
know edge that if Eiric's conmand coul d not save them

not hing could. The waUs of the city were being w dened and

hei ght ened, warriors being trained in the use of unfamli ar
war - engi nes. From being a |lazy nerchant city, Bakshaan had
becone a functional place, ready for battle when it cane.

For a nonth, Eiric had been riding the |l ength and breadth

of the eastern kingdoms of Ilmiora and Vihnir. overseeing
preparations, building the strength of the two nations into an
ef ficient war nachine.

Now be studi ed parchments handed himby his |ieutenants
and, recalling all the old tactical skill of bis ancestors, gave
them hi s deci si ons.

The sun set and heavy bl ack cl ouds hung agai nst a sharp,
metallic blue sky, stretching over the horizon. Eiric | oosened
his cloak strings and all owed the folds of the garnment to en-
close him for a chill had cone.

Then, as he silently regarded the sky to the west, be
frowned as he noticed sonething Iike a flashing gol den star
appear, nmoving swiftly towards him

Ever wary for signs of the comi ng of Chaos,, be turned in
hi s saddl e shouti ng:

"Every man to his position! Ware the gol den gl obe!"

The t hing approached rapidly until soon, it was hanging

aver die city, all nen looking up at it in astonishnent, their
hands on their weapons. As black night fell, the clouds admt-
ting no noonlight, the globe began to fall towards the spires
of Bakshaan, a strange |um nescence pulsing fromit. Eiric
tugged Stornbringer fromits scabbard and bl ack fire nick-
ered along die blade as it gave out a | ow noani ng sound. The
gl obe touched di e cobbles of die city-square—broke into a
mllion fragnents that glowed for a nonent before vanish-
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i ng.
Eiric laughed in relief, resheathing Stornbringer as be saw
who now stood in die place of die golden globe.

"Sepiriz, my friend. You choose strange neans of transport
to carry you fromdie Gorge of N hrain."

The tall, black-faced seer smled, his white pointed -teem
| faM«"E "I have so few carriages of dial type dial | nust
only use di emwhen pressed. | cone with news for you—
much news. "
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"I hope it is good, for we have enough bad to | ast us for-
ever.'*

"I't is mxed. Where can we converse in private?"
"My headquarters are in yonder mansion,"” Eiric pointed at

a richly decorated house on the far side of the squaie.

Inside, Eiric poured yellow wine for his guest Kelos the

mer chant, whose house this was, had not accepted the requi-
sitioning altogether willingly and, partly because of this, Eiric
mal i ciously nmade free with all Kel os's best

Sepiriz took: the goblet and sipped the strong w ne.

"Have you succeeded in contacting the Wite Lords yet,
Sepiriz?" Eiric asked.

"W have."
*Thank the gods. Are they willing to give their aid to us?**

"They have al ways been so willing—but they have not yet

made a sufficient breach in the protection that Chaos has set
up around the planet However, nme fact that | have at |ast
managed to contact themis a better sign than any we've had
these past nonths."

"So—the news is good." Eiric said cheerfully.

"Not altogether. Jagreen Lemis fleet has set sail agai n—
and they bead towards the eastern continent, wi th thousands
of shi ps—and supernatural allies, too."

"It was only what | expected, Sepiriz. My work's done
here, anyway, ni ride for ne Isle of the Purple Towns at
once, for | nust lead the fleet against Jagreen Lern.”

"Your chances of winning will be all but non-existent. El -
ric." Sepiriz wanied himgravely. "Have you heard of the
Shysof HeUr "

"I'"ve heard of them-do they not sail the depths of the
eea, taking on board dead mariners as crews?**

"They do—they're things of Chaos and far |arger nan
even the largest nortal warship. You' d never withstand teem
even if you did not have the theocrafs fleet to fight as well."
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*Tm aware me fight will be hard, Sepiriz—but what el se
can we do? | have a weapon agai nst Chaoa in my bl ade
here. -

"Not enough, mat bodki n—you still have no protection

agai nst Chaos. That is what | have to tell you about—a per-
sonal armanent for yourself to help you in your struggle,
though you'll have to win it fromits present possessor."

*Who possesses it?"
STORMBRLNGER 121

**A giant who broods in eternal misery in a great castle on
me edge of the world, beyond ne Sighing Desert. H s nane
i's Mordaga who was once a god but is now nade nortal for

eins he coomitted against his fell ow gods | ong ages ago."
"Mortal ? Yet he has lived so | ong?"

"Aye. Mrdaga is nortal —though his |ife-span is consider-
ably longer than an ordinary man's. He is obsessed with the
know edge mat he nust one day die. This is what saddens
him™"

"And the weapon?"

"Not a weapon exactly—but a shield. A shield with a pur-
pose—ene that Mrdaga had made for hinsel f when he

raised a rebellion in the domain of the gods and sought to
make hinself greatest of the gods and even west the Eterna
Bal ance fromthe One Wio Holds It For this he was ban-
ished to Earth and informed that he woul d one day di e—
slain by a nortal blade. The shield, as you mi ght guess, i&
proof agai nst the workings of Chaos."

"How does it do this?" Eiric asked curiously.

The chaotic forces, if powerful enough, can disrupt any
defence made of lawful matter; no construction based on the
principles of order can withstand for |ong the ravages of

*beer chaos, as we know.

" St or nbnngcr has shown you mat the only weapon effec-

tiv; against Chaos is sonething of Chaos-manufacture. The
sane can be said for the Chaos Shield. This itself is chaotic
in nature and therefore there is nothing organised in it on
whi ch nme random forces can act and destroy. It neets Chaos

wi th Chaos, and so the hostile powers are subverted."

"I see. If | had only had such a shield of late, things night
have gone better for us all'"

"I could not tell you of it As | have nentioned, | am

merely the servant of Fate and cannot act unless it is sanc-
tioned by ny masters. Perhaps as | have guessed they are
willing to see Chaos sweep the world before it is defeated—f
it is ever defeated—so that it can conpletely change the

nat ure of our planet before the new cycl e begins. Change it
Wil | —but whether it will be ruled in the future primarily by
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Law or Chaos—that is in your bands, Eirici"

"I'"'m beconmi ng used to ne burden ny friend. How would |
recogni se this shiel d?**

"By the eight-arrowed Sign of Chaos which radiates from
122 M chael Mborcock

its boss. It is a heavy, round shield, made as a buckler for a
giant But, with the vitality you receive fromthat runesword
there, you will have the strength to carry it, have no fear. But
first you nmust have the courage to win it fromits current

hol der, Mordaga is aware of the prophecy, told himby his
fell ow gods before they cast himforth."

"Are you, too, aware of it?"
"I am In our |anguage it forns a sinple rhyne:

"Mordaga' S pride; Mrdaga's doom
Mordaga's fate shall be

To die as men when slain by men,
Four nen of destiny."

"Four nmen? Who are the other three?"

"Those you will know of when the time comes for you to
seek the Chaos Shield. Wich will you do? Go to the Purple
Towns—er will you go to find the shield?"

"I wish that | had the tine to enbark on a quest of that
kind, but | have not. 1 nust go to rally ny nen, shield or
no."

"You wi U be defeated."”
"W shall see. Sepuiz."

"Very well, Eiric. Since so little of your destiny is in your
own bands, we should allow you to take Just one decision at
times,** Sepiriz smled synpathetically.

"Fate is kind," Eiric comented ironically. He rose from
his seal "111 begin the Journey straightway, for there's no
time to | ose. "

Two

Wth his mlk-white hair stream ng behind himand his red
eyes blazing with purpose, Eric lashed his stallion through
the col d darkness of the night, through a disturbed | and

whi ch awaited Jagreen Lemis attack in trepidation, for it
could nean not only their deaths, but the drawi ng of their
soul s into the servitude of Chaos.

Al ready the standards of a dozen Western and Sout hern
monarchs fluttered with Jagreea Lenmis as the kings of the
conquered | ands chose his command rat her than deat h—-and

pl aced their peoples under bis dom nance so that they becane
mar chi ng, bl ank-faced creatures with enslaved souls, their

wi ves and children dead, tornmented or feeding the bl ood-
washed altars of Pan Tang where the priests send up invoca-
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tions to the Chaos Lords, and, ever-willing to further their
power on Earth, the Lords answered with support.

And not only the entities thenselves, but the stuff of their
own weird cosnos was entering the Earth, so that where their
power was, me |and heaved |ike the sea, or the sea flowed

i ke I'ava, nountains changed shape and trees sprouted ghastly
bl ossons never seen OD Earth before.

Wher ever Jagreen Lern conquered, the warping influence

of Chaos was manifest. The very spirits of nature were tor-
tured into becom ng what they should not be—air, fire, water
and earth, all becane unstable, for Jagreen Lemand bis al -
lies were tanpering not only with the lives and soul s of nen,
but the very constituents of the planet itself. And there were
none of sufficient power to punish themfor these crines.

None.

Wth this knowl edge within him Eiric's progress was sw ft

and wild, as he strove to reach the Isle of the Purple Towns
before his pitifully inadequate fleet sailed to do battle with
Chaos.
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Two days later he arrived in the port of Unhaio, at the tip

of the smallest of the three Vilmrian peninsulas, and took
ship at once to the Isle of the Purple Towns, where he disem
barked and rode into the interior towards the ancient fortress
Ma- ha-ki | -agreu which had withstood every siege ever made
against it* and was regarded as di e npbst inpregnable con-
struction in the whole of the lands still free from Chaos. Its
nane was in an ol der | anguage than any known to those who
lived in me current Age of the Young Kingdoms. Only Eiric
knew what the name signified. The fortress had been there

| ong before me present races cane to dom nance, even before
Elite's ancestors had begun their conquerings. M- ha-kU
agra—ne Fort of Evening, where |long ago, a |lonely race had
cone to die.

As he arrived in the courtyard, Monglum the Easfl ander,
came rushing fromthe entrance of a tower.

"Elrict W have been awaiting your arrival, for time grows
acarce before we nust enbark agai nst the enenmy. W nave

Bent out ship-borne spies to estimate ne size and power of
Jagreen Lenis fleet Only four returned and all were uselessly
i nsane. The fifth has Just cone back, but—

- But what r
"See for yourself. He has been—altered, Eiric.**

"Al'teredl Alteredl Let me see him Take me to him" Eiric
nodded curdy to the other captains who had cone out to

greet him He passed them and fol |l owed behi nd Mbongl um

through the stone corridors of the fortress, lit badly by splut-
tering rushes.

Leading Eiric to an antechanber, ©Mongl um stopped out -
side, running his fingers through his thick, red hair. "He is
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therein. Wuld you care to interview him alone? Fd rather
not set eyes on himagain!"

"Very wen," Eiric opened the door, wondering how this

spy woul d be changed. Sitting at nme plain wooden table, was
me remains of a man. It | ooked up. As Mongl um had

war ned hi m+4t had been altered.

Eiric felt pity for the man, but he was not nauseated or
horrified |i ke Mbonghim for in his sorcery-working he had
seen far worse creatures. It was as if the whole of one side of
me spy*s body had beconme at one stage viscous, had flowed,

and nen coiled in a random shape. Side of head, shoul der,

arm torso, leg, all were replaced by streaners of flesh |ike
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rat's tails, lunps of matter like swollen boils, weirdly nottl ed.
The spy spread his good band and sone of the streaner

eeenmed to jerk and wave in unison

Eiric spoke quietly. "Wiat nmagi c wought ms drastic
changer™

A kind of Chuckle cane fromthe | opsided face.

"I entered the Real mof Chaos, lord. And Chaos did this, tt
changed nme as you see. The boundaries are bei ng extended. |
did not know it | was inside before | realised what had hap-
pened. The area of Chaos is being w dened!" He |eant for-
ward, his shaking voice al nbst screaming. "Wth it sail the
massed fl eets of Jagreen Lem-great waves of warships,
aquadrons of invasion craft, thousands of transports, shun
mounti ng great war engi nes, fire-ships—ships of all kinds,
bearing a nmultitude of standards—se kings of the south |eft

live have sworn loyally to Jagreen Lem and he has used al
their resources and his own to marshal this sea-horde! As he

cails, he extends the area of Chaos, so whereas his sailing is
dower than normal, when he reaches us here—€haos win be

with him | saw such ships mat could be of no earthly con-
triving—the size of castles—each one seenmng to be a daz*

di ng conbination of all coloursi”

**So be has managed to bring nore supernatural allies to
his standard," Eiric roused. Those are the Ships of Hdl,
Scpiriz nmentioned . "

"Aye—and even if we beat the natural craft." the messen-

ger said, hysterically, "we could not beat born the ships of
Chaos and nme stuff of Chaos which boils around nem and

did to me what you observe! It boils, it warps, it changes con-
stantly. That is «Q 1 know, save that Jagreen Lem and hn hu-
man allies are unharned by it as | was harmed. Wen nis
change began to take place in ny body, | fled to me Dragon
Ut o of Melnibone, which seenms to have withstood nme process
and is the only safe land in an the waters of the worid. My
body—heal ed—swi ftly, and |I chanced another sailing to

bring me here.”

"You were courageous,"” Eiric said hoUowly. "You will be
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wen rewarded, | prom se.**
"I want only one reward, ny lord.**
*What is that?**

eeDeath. | can no longer live with the horror of my body
Bdrroring the horror in ny brains!"

**I will see to it," Eric prom sed. He renai ned broodi ng
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for a few seconds before nodding farewell to the spy and
| eavi ng the room

Mooogl um et  hi m out si de.

"I't | ooks blade for us, Eric." he said softly.

Eiric sighed. "Aye—perhaps |I should have gone to seek the
Chaos Shield first."

"What's thatr
Eiric explained all Sepiriz had told him

"W could do with such a defence,” Mongl um agreed.
"But there it is—the priority is tomorrows sailing. Your cap-
tains await you in the conference chanber.**

"I will see themin a short while," Eiric promsed. "First |
wish to go to nmy own roomto collect ny thoughts. Tell them
H )oin them when that's done."

Wien he reached his room Eiric |ocked the door behind

him still thinking of the spy's information. He knew t hat

wi t hout supernatural aid no ordinary fleet, no matter bow

| arge or how courageously manned, coul d possibly withstand
Jagreen Lem And the fact was that he had only a conpara-

tively small Beet, no supernatural entities for allies, no neans
of conbatting the disrupting chaotic forces. If only he had

the Chaos Shield beside himnow ... But it was useless to re-
gret a decision of the kind he'd made. If he sought the shield
now, he couldn't fight the battle in any case.

For weeks he had consulted the gnnoires that, in the form

of scrolls, tablets, books and sheets of precious netals en-
graved with ancient synbols, littered his room The El enen-
tal s bad helped himin the past, but, so disrupted were they
by Chaos, that they were weak for the nost part.

He unstrapped his hell-sword and filing it on nme bed of

tunmbl ed silks and furs. Wyly he thought back to earlier

ti mes when be had given in to despair and how those in-

cidents whi ch bad engendered the nmood seemed nerely gay
escapades in comparison to the task which now wei ghed on

his mnd. Though weary, he chose not to draw Stornbringer*a
stolen energy into hinmself, for the feeling that was so dose to
ecstacy was | eavened by the guilt—the guilt which had

possessed himsince a child when he had first realised that the
expression on his renmote father's face had not been one of

| ove, but of disappointnment that he shoul d have spawned a
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defici ent weakling—a pal e al bi no, good for nothing, wthout
the aid of drugs or sorcery.

STORMBRI NGER
127

Eiric sighed and went to the window to stare oat over the
low hills and beyond themto the sea. He spoke al oud, per-
haps subconsciously, hoping that the rel ease of the words
woul d relieve sone of the tension within him

"l do not care for this responsibility,* he said. "Wen I
fought the Dead God be spoke of both gods and men as
shadow-t hi ngs, playing puppet-parts before the true history
of Earth began and nen found their fate in their own hands.
Then Sepiriz teus me | must turn agai nst Chaos and help
destroy the whole nature of die world | know or history

m ght never begin again, and Fate's great purpose would be
thwarted. Therefore J amthe one who nust be split and tem
pered to fulfill ny destiny—+ nust know no peace of mind,

must fight men and gods and the stuff of Chaos w thout sur-
cease, must bring about the death of this age so that, m sone
far dawn-age, nen who know little of sorcery or the Lords of

I he Hi gher Worlds, may nove about a world where the nmjor
forces of Chaos can no |onger enter, where justice may actu-
ally exist as a reality, and not as a nere concept in the mnds
of phil osophers. **

He rubbed his red eyes with his fingers.

"So fate makes Eiric a martyr that Law might rule the

world. It gives hima sword of ugly evil that destroys friends
and enem es alike and sucks their soul-stuff out to feed him
the strength he needs. It binds nme to evil and to Chaos, in or-
der that | may destroy evil and Chaos—but it does not mnake

me sone sensel ess dolt easily convinced and a willing sacri-
fice. No, it nakes nme Eiric of Mem bone and floods nme with
a. mghty misery.. .**

"My lord speaks aloud to hinself—and his thoughts are
gl oony. Speak themto ne, instead, so that | mght help you
bear them Eiric.'*

Recogni sing the soft voice, but astoni shed nonethel ess. El -
lie turned quickly towards the source and saw his w fe, Zaro-
Ki ni a standing there, her arns outstretched and a | ook of
deep synpat hy upon her young face.

He took a step towards her before stopping and saying an-
froy: "Wien did you conme here? Wy? | told you to renmain

m your father's palace at Kariaak until this business is done,
i feverr

**H ever .. .** She repeated, dropping her arns to her sides
with a little shrug. Though scarcely nore than a girl, with her
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full red l'ips and long bl ade: hair, die bore herself aft ft
princess nust and seenmed nore than her age.

"Ask not that question," he said cynically. "It is not one
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we ask ourselves here. But answer mne: How did you cone
here and why?" He knew what her reply would be. but be
spoke only to enphasi se his anger which in turn was a result
of his horror that she should have cone so dose to danger-
danger which he had al ready rescued her from once.

"I came with nmy cousin Opluk*s two thousand, ** she said,
fitting her head defiantly, "when be joined the defenders of
Uhaio. | came to be near ny husband at a time when he may
need nmy conforting. The gods know |'ve had little oppor-
tunity to discover if be doesF

Eiric paced the roomin agitation. "As | |ove you, Zaro-
zinia, believe that | would be in Kariaak now with you had
any excuse at all. But | have not—you know ny role, ny
destiny, ny doom You bring sorrow with your presence, not
hel p. If this business has a satisfactory end, then well neet
again, mjoy—not in msery as we now nust!"

He crossed to her and took her in his arns. "Ch, Zaro-
rinia, we should never have net, never have married. W can
only hurt one another at this tine. Qur happiness was so
brief.. .-

*1f you would be hurt by me, then hurt you shall be," she
said softly, "but if you would be conforted, then | am hero
to confort ny lord."

He relented with a sigh. These are |oving words, ny

dear —but they are not spoken in loving tinmes. | have put

| ove aside for the nonce. Try to do |likew se and thus well
bot h di spense with added conplication.”

Wt hout anger, she drew slowy away fromhimand with a
slight smile that had sonething of irony in it, pointed to the
bed. where Stornbringer |ay.

"l see your other mistress stffl shares your bed," she said.
"And now you need never try to dismss her again, for that
bl ack Lord of Ni hrain has given you an excuse to forever
keep her by your side. Destiny—s that the word? Destiny!
Ah, the deeds nen have done in Destiny's name. And what is
destiny, Brie, can you answer?" i

He shook his bead. "Since you ask the question in nalice,
m not rmake the attenpt to answer it."

She cried suddenly: "Ch, Eirici | -faave travelled for nany
STORVMBRI NGER 129

days to see you. thinking you would wel come ne. And now
we speak m anger!"

"FearF he said urgently. "It is fear. not anger. | fear for
you as | fear for the fate of the world! See ne to ny ship in
the norning and then nake speed back to Kariaak. | bee

yon. " ~

"If you wish it"

She wal ked back into the small chanber which joined the
mai n one.
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Thr ee

"We talk only of defeatF roared Kargan of the Purple
Towns, beating upon the table with his fist H's beard seened
to bristle with rage.

Dawn had found all but a few of Ac captain* retiring

t hr ough weari ness. Kargan* Monglum Etric's cousin Dyvim
Sl onn and noon-faced Dral ab of Tarkesh. renmained in the
chanber, pondering tactics.

Eiric answered himcalmy: "W talk of defeat, Kargan,
because we nmust be prepared for that eventuality. It seens
likely, does it not? We nust, if defeat seems inmminent, flee
our enem es, conserving our force for another attack on
Jagreen Lera W shall not have the forces to fight another
maj or batUe, so we nust use our better know edge of cur-
rents, winds and terrain to fight himfromanbush on sea or

| and. Thus we can perhaps denoralise his warriors and take
consi derably nore of them man they can of us.**

"Aye—+ see the logic," Kargan runbled unwillingly, evi-

dently disturbed by this talk for, if me mpjor battle was | ost,
then lost also would be the Isle of the Purple Towns, bastion
agai nst Chaos for the «mnly"<* nations of Vumr and Dnu-

or a.

Moongl um shifted his position, granting slightly. "And if
they drive us back, nmen back we nust go, beading rather

than breaking, and returning fromother directions to attack
and confuse them Ifs in ny mnd that well have to nove

nmore rapidly than we*Q be able to, since we'd be tired and
with few provisions ..." He grinned faintly, "Ah, forgive

me for ny pessinism Ill-placed. | fear."

"No," Brie said. "W nust face all this or be caught una-
wares. You are right And to allow for ordered retreat, | have
al ready sent detachnents to die Sighing Desert and the
Weepi ng Waste to bury large quantities of food aod such

130
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dungs as extra arrows, |ances and so forth. If we are forced
back as far as the barrens, we'll likely fare better than
fagreen Lern, assunming that it takes himtime to extend the
area of Chaos and that his allies fromthe H gher Wrlds are
not overwhel mingly powerful."

"You spoke of realism. sai d Dyvim Sl onn, pursing
his curving lips and raising a slanting eyebrow.

"Ay—but sone things cannot be faced or considered—for

if we are totally engul fed by Chaos at nme outset, then well
nave no need of plans. So we plan for the other eventuality,
you see."

Kargan let out his breath and rose fromthe table. <There's
no nore to discuss," he said. «TU to bed. W nust be ready
to sail with the noon tide tonorrow "

They all gave signs of assent and chairs scraped as they
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pushed them back and | eft the chanber.

Bereft of human occupants, the chanber was silent save
for the sputtering of the |anps and the rustle of the maps and
, papers as they were stirred by a warm w nd.

It was late in the norning when Elric arose and found
Zarozinia already up and dressed in a skirt and bodice of
doth-of-gold with a long black-trimed cloak of silver flow
ing fromher shoul ders and spreading to the floor

He washed, shaved and ate the dish of herb-flavoured fruit
she handed him

"Why have you arrayed yourself in such finery?" he asked.

*To bid you goodbye fromthe harbour," she said.

*Tf you spoke truth last night, then you' d best be dressed in
furneral red." he sniled and then. relenting, clasped her to
him He gripped her tightly, desperately, before standi ng back
from her and taking her chin in his hand raised her face to
tare down into it "In lhese tragic tines,** he said, "there's
tittle roomfor |ove-play and kind words. Love nust be deep
and strong, manifesting itself in our actions. Seek no courtly
words from e, Zarozinia, but renmenber earlier nights when

the only turbul ence was our pul se-beats bl ending."

He was clad, hinself, in Melnibonean war regalia, with a
breastplate of shiny black metal, a high-collared jerkin of

bl ack vel vet, black feather breeks covered to the knee by his
boots, also of black |eather. Over his back was pushed a

cl oak of deep red, and on one thin, white finger, was the
Ring of Kings, the single rare actorious stone set in silver.
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H s long white hair hung | oose down to hia ihoul ders, kept
fromhis eyes by a bronze circlet in which were set other pre-
cious charm stones of peryx, m o and gol den otredos.

St oi mbri nger was sheathed at his left hip and an ebony-

handl ed poi gnard dangled at his right. Upon the table, anong

t he open books, a tapering black helm engraved with old

runes, lay, its crown gradually rising into a spike, iitandng al -
mort two feet fromthe base. At this base, dominating the
eye-slits, was a tiny replica of a spread-w nged dragon, with a
gapi ng snout, a reminder that, as wen as being Enperors of

the Bright Enpire, Eiric's ancestors were Dragon Masters

over all that remained of the dragon kind. Brie, hinaelf, was
chi ef master—though now only his cousin Dyvim Sl orm

knew t he dragon speech and spells, the rest having perished

in various ways since the Sack of Imryr years before when
Eiric, turned renegade, had |l ed the attack upon the Dreani ng
Cty.

Now he picked up the helmand fitted it over his head so
that it covered the top half of his face, only bis red eyes
gleaning fromits shadows. He refrained frompulling the
side wings about his |lower face but for the meantinme, left
ui em sweepi ng back fromthe bottom of the hel net

Noti ng her silence, he said, with a heart already heavy,
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"Conme, ny love, let's to the harbour to astound these under-
civilised allies of ours with our el egance. Have no fear mat |
shall live to survive this day's battle—for Pate has not fin-
ished with me yet and protects nme as a nother woul d her
SOB-so that | might witness further misery until such a day
when ifs over for all tine.**

Toget her, they left the Fort of Evening, riding on nagica
Ni hrai n horses, down to the harbour where nme other Seal ords
and captains were already assenbl ed beneath me bright sun

Al'l were dressed in their finest martial glory, though none
could match Eiric. Od racial nenories were awakened in
many when they saw himand they were troubled, fearing

hi m wi t hout knowi ng why, for their ancestors had had great
cause to fear the Bright Enperors in the days when Ml ni -
bone ruled the worid and a nman accoutred as Eiric com
manded a nffiion eldritch warriors. Now a bare handful of
Inmrryiana greeted himas he rode al ong ne quaysi de, noting
me ships riding at anchor with their col oured banners and
heral dic devices lifting proudly in the breeze.

Dyvim Sl onn was equi pped in a close-fitting dragon helm
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its protecting pieces fashioned to represent the entire bead of
a dragon, scaled in red and green and silver. H's arnmour was

| acquered yell ow, though the rest of his dress was bl ack, like
Elric*s. At his side was Stonnbringer's sister-sword Moum
bl ade.

As Eiric rode up to the group, Dyvim Slonn turned. hia
heavily arnoured head towards the open sea. There was little
i nkl'i ng of encroaching Chaos on the calmwater or in the
dear sky.

"At |east well have good weat her on our way to neet
Jagreen Lern," Dyvim Sl orm sai d.

"A small nercy." Eiric smled faintly. "Is there any nore
news of their nunbers?**

"Before the spy who returned yesterday died he said there
"were at |east four thousand warships, ten thousand
transports—and perhaps twenty of the Chaos ships. They'l
be ne ones to watch since we've no idea what powers they
have. "

Eiric nodded. Their own fleet comprised sone five thou-
sand war shi ps, many equi pped with catapults and ot her heavy
war - engi nes. The transports, though they turned nme odds, in
nunbers, to a far superior figure, would be slow, unw eldy.
and of not nuch use in a pitched sea-battle. Also, if the
battle were won, they could be dealt with later, for (hey
woul d obviously followin the rear of Jagreen Lcrn's war-
ned

So, for all Jagreen Lern's nunerical strength, there would
be a good chance of winning a sea-fight under ordinary con-
ditions. The disturbing factor was the presence of the super-
natural ships. The spy's description had been vague. Eiric
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aeeded nore objective informati on—nformati on he woul d be
unlikely to receive now, until the fleets joined in battle.

In his shirt was tucked me beast-hide manuscript of an ex'
traordinarily strong invocation used in summni ng the Sea
King. He had already attenpted to use h, without success,

but hoped that on open sea his chances woul d be better, par-
ticularly since ne Sea King would be angered at the disrup-
tion Jagreen Lern and his occult allies were causing in the
bal ance of nature. Once before, |long ago, the Sea Ki ng had
aided himand had, Eiric recalled, predicted that Eric would
e ammoni um agai n.
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Kargan, in the thick: but |ight sea-arnmonr of his people
whi ch gave hi mthe appearance of ft hairy-faced armadill o,
poi nted as several snall boats detached tbensel ve* from Ac
fleet and sailed towards di e quay.

"Here come the boats to take us to our ships, my lordal"”

The gathered captains stirred, all of themw th serious ex-
pressi ons, seem ng, each and every one, to be pondering sone
personal problem staring into the depths of their own
hearts—perhaps trying to reach ne fear which lay there; try-
ing to reach it and tear it out and fling it fromthem They al
had nore than the usual trepidation experienced when facing

a fight—for, like Brie, they could not guess what the Chaos
shi ps were capabl e of.

They were a desperate conpany, understandi ng that some-
thing | ess pal atabl e than death mi ght await them beyond the
hori zon.

Eri c squeezed Zarozinia's arm
" Goodbye. "

Tar eweu, Bri o—may whatever benevol ent gods Acre are
| eft on the Earth protect you."

"Save your prayers for my companions,** he said quietly.
"for they wifl be less able than | to face what lies out there."

Moonghnn called to himand Zarozm a: "G ve her a Kkiss,
Eric, and cone to the boaL Tell her well be back with vic-
tory tidings'"

Eiric would never have admitted such faniliarity, not even
with his kinsman Dyvnn Sl onn, from anyone but Moongl um

But he took it in good part saying softly to her: "There, you
see, little Monglumis confident—and he*s usually we one
wi t h war ni ngs of om nous portent!"

She said nothing, but kissed himlightly on roe nouth,
grasped his hand for a nonment and then watched himas he
strode down the quay and cl anbered into the boat which
Moongl um and Rargan were steadying for him

The oars splashed and bore the captains towards ne flag-
ship, Tinber-tearer, Eiric standing in the bow staring ahead,
| ooki ng back only once when the boat drew al ongsi de the
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ship and he began to clinb the rope | adder up to the deck,
hi s bl ack hel m bobbi ng,

Bracing hinself on the deck, Brie watched ne backs of
the warrior-rowers as they bent to the oars, supplementing
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the light wind which filled the great purple sail, making it
curve out in a graceful billow

The Isle of the Purple Towns was now out of sight and

green, glinting water was all that was visible around the fleet,
whi ch stretched behind the flagship, its furthest ships tiny
shapes in the distance.

Already the fleet was re-formng into the five squadrons

whi ch woul d comprise its final battle-order. Each squadron
was under the command of an experienced Seal ord, fromthe
Purpl e Towns, for npbst of the other captains were | andsnen
who, though quick to learn, had little experience of sea tac-
tics.

Moongl um came stunbling al ong the swayi ng deck to
stand beside his friend.

"How did you sleep | ast night?" he asked Eiric.
**\WeU enough, save for a few nightnmares.”

"Ah, then you shared sonmething with us all. Sleep was
hard won for everyone, and when it canme it was troubl ed.
Vi sions of nonsters and denons crowded ny dreans."

Eiric nodded slightly, but paying little attention to Mon-
glum The el enments of chaos in their own beings were evi-
dently awakening in response to the approach of the Chaos
horde itself. He hoped they would be strong enough to with-
stand the actuality as they had survived their dreans.

"Di sturbance to for'ardF

It was the | ook-out's cry, baffled and perturbed. Eiric
cupped his hands around his mouth and tilted his head back

"What sort of disturbance?"

"It's like nothing |I've ever seen, ny lord—+ can't describe
it"

Eiric turned to Moonglum "Relay the order through the

fl eet—sl ow the pace to one drumbeat in four, squadron com

manders stand by to receive final battle orders." He strode

towards the mast and began to clinb up it towards the | ook-

out's post. He clinbed until he was high above the deck. The
t ook- out swung out of his cradle, since there was roomonly

for one-

"Ts it the eneny, ny lord?" he said, as Eiric clanbered

into his place. Eiric stared hard towards the horizon, making
out a kind of dazzling bl ackness that fromtine to tine sent
up sprawling gouts of stuff into the air where it hung for
some nonents, before sinking back into the main nass.
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Smokey, hard to define, it crept gradually nearer, crawing
over the sea towards them

"It'g the eneny," said Eiric quietly.

He remai ned for sone while mthe | ook-out's cradle, study-

ing the chaos-stuff as it filing itself about in the distance |ike
some anorphous monster in its death-agonies. But these were

not deat h-agoni es—hot for Chaos at any rate.

Fromthis vantage point, Eiric also had a dear view of the
fleet as it formed itself into its respective squadrons, naking
up a black wedge nearly a mle across at its |ongest point and
nearly two nmOes deep. His own ship was a short distance in
front of the rest, well in sight of the squadron commanders.
Bri e shouted down to Kargan. whom he saw passing the

mast: "Stand by to nove ahead, Kargan!"

The Seal ord nodded wi thout pausing in his stride. He was
folly awmare of the battle-plan, as they all were for they had
di scussed it |l ong enough. The |eading squadron, under the
command of Eiric, was conprised of their heaviest warships
whi ch woul d smash into the centre of the eneny fleet and

seek to break its order, ainmng particularly at the ship of
Jagreen Lero. If Jagreen Lem could be slain or captured,
their victory would be nore likely.

Now t he dark stuff was closer and Eiric could just make

out ne sails of the first vessels, spread out one behind the
other. Then, as they came even closer, he was aware mat to
each side of this leading formati on were great glinting shapes
that dwarfed even the huge battlecraft of Jagreen Lern

The Chaos Shi ps'

Eiric recognised them now, fromhis own know edge of
occult lore.

These were the ships said normally to saQ the deeps of the
oceans, taking on drowned sailors as crews, captained by
creatures that had never been human. It was a fleet fromthe
deepest, gl oomi est parts of the vast underwater domai n which
had. since the beginninp of time. been disputed territory—dis-
put ed between water-el enentals under their king Straasha and
the Lords of Chaos, who clainmed the sea-depths as their main
territory on Earth by right Legends said that at one tine
Chaos had ruled the sea and Law the I and. This. perhaps, ex-
pl ai ned the fear of the sea that nmany human bei ngs had, and
me pull the sea had for others.

But the fact was that, although the el enentals had
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succeeded I n winning the shallower portions of the sea, the
Chaos Lords had retained the deeper parts by nmeans of this,
their fleet of the dead. The ships thensel ves were not of
earthly manufacture, neither were their captains originally
fromearth, but their crews had once been human, and were
now i ndestructible in any ordi nary sense.
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As they approached, Eiric was soon in no doubt that they
were, indeed, those ships.

The Sign of Chaos flashed on their sails, eight anber ar-

rows radiating froma central hub—signifying the boast of
Chaos, that it contained all possibilities whereas Law was
supposed, in time, to destroy possibility and result in eternal
stagnation. The sign of Law was a single arrow pointing up-

war ds, synbolising direction and control.

Eiric knew that in reality. Chaos was the real harbinger of
stagnation, for though it changed constantly, it never
progressed. But, in his heart, he felt a yearning for this state,
for he had nany |loyalties to the Lords of Chaos in the past

and his own fol k of Ml oi bone had worked, since their incep-
tion, to further the ains of Chaos.

But now Chaos nust nmake war on Chaos; Eiric nust turn

agai nst those he had once been |oyal to, using weapons
forged by chaotic forces to defeat those selfsane forces in
this time of change.

He cl anbered fromthe cradl e and began to ship down the
mast, |leaping the last few feet to land on the deck as Dyvim
Slorm canme up. Quickly be told his kinsman what he had

seen.

Dyvim Sl orm was astounded. "But the fleet of the dead
never conmes to the surface—save for..." his eyes w dened.

Eiric shrugged. "That's the | egend—the fleet of the dead will
rise fromthe depths when the final struggle comes, when

Chaos shall be divided against itself, when Law shall be weak»
and manki nd shall choose sides in the battle that will result
in a new Earth dom nated either by total Chaos or by al-
most-total Law. Wien Sepiriz told us this was the case, | felt
a response. Since then, in studying my manuscripts, | have
been fully rem nded."

"Is this, then, the final battler*

"I't might be," he said. "It is certain to be one of the |ast
when it will be decided for all tinme whether Law or Chaos
shall rule here."
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"If we're defeated, then Chaos will undoubtedly rule."

"Per haps—but renmenber that the struggle need not be de-
cided by battles alone."

"So Sepiriz said, but if we're defeated this day, well have
little chance to discover the truth of that." Dyvim Sl orm
gri pped Mourobl ade's hilt. "Soneone must wi eld these

bl ades—these destiny swords—when the time conies for the
deciding duel. Qur allies dimmsh, Eite."

**Aye. But |*ve a hope that we can sumon a few others.
Straasha, King of the Water El enentals, has ever fought
agai nst the death fleet—and he is brother to Gaoll and
M sha, the Wnd Lords. Perhaps through Straasha, | can
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summon his unearthly kin. In this way we will be better
mat ched, at | east"

"I know only a fragnent of the spell for sunmoning the
Water King," Dyvim Sl orm said.

"I know the whol e rune. | had best make haste to neditate

upon it, for our fleets will clash in two hours or |less and then
ni have no time for the sumoning of spirits but WII have

to keep tight hold on my own | ess sone Chaos creature re-

| eases it**

Eiric noved towards the prow of the ship, and, |eaning

over, stared into the ocean depths, turning his mnd i nward
and contenpl ating the strange and anci ent know edge whi ch

lay there. He becane al nbst hypnotised as he | ost contact

with his own personality and began to identify with the swiri-

i ng ocean bel ow.

Involuntarily, old words began to formin his throat and
his Ups began to nove in the rune which his ancestors had
known when they and all the elenmentals of the Earth bad
been allies and sworn to aid one another long ago in the
dawn of the Bright Enpire, nore than ten thousand years be-
fore.

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

In days when skies were overcast

You who were first shall be the |ast*

"Sea-rulers, fathers of our bl ood,
Thine aid is sought, thine aid is sought,
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Your salt is blood, our blood your sail
Your bl ood the bl ood of Man.

"Straasha, eternal king, eternal sea
Thine aid is sought by me;

For enemies of thine and m ne
Seek to defeat our destiny, and drain away our sea."

The spoken rune was nmerely a vocalisation of the actua

i nvocation whi ch was produced nentally and went plunging

Into the depths, through the dark green corridors of the sea
until it finally found Straasha in his donmain of curving,

coral -col oured, wonb-1ike constructions which were only par-
tially in the natural sea and partially in the plane where the
deneatal s spent a large part of their imortal existence.

Straasha knew of the Ships of Hell rising to the surface

end had been pl eased that his domain was now cl eared of

them but Elite's sumons awakened his nenory and he
renenbered the fol k of Mehuboo6 upon whomall the ele-
mental s had once | ooked with a sense of conradeship; he
remenbered the ancient invocation, and felt bound to answer
ft, though he knew his people were badly, weakened by the ef-
fect Chaos had had in other parts of the world. Not only hu-
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mans had suffered; the elenmental spirits of nature had been
eorely pressed as well.

But he stirred so that water and the stuff of his other plane
. were both disturbed. He sumtmoned sone of his followers and
began to glide upwards into the domain of the Air

Seni -conscious now, Eiric knew that his invocation had
Bet with success. Spraw ed in the prow, he waited.

At | ast the waters heaved and broke and a great green fig-
ure, with turquoi se beard and hair, pale green skin that

seened made of the sea itself, and a voice that was |like a
rushing tide

Once nore Straasha answers thy summons, nortal. Cur
destinies are bound together. How may | aid thee, and, in
ffding thee, aid nyself?

" In the throat-torturing speech of the elenental, Eric an-
twered, telling the sea king of the forthcom ng battle and
VWhat it inplied.

So at long last it has cone to pass! | fear | cannot aid you
Wwh, for nmy folk are already suffering terribly fromthe de-
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preaations of our mutual eneny. W shall attenpt to did you
if we can. Thafs all | prom se

The sea king sank back into the waters and Eiric watched
himdepart with a feeling of acute disappointnent. It was
with a brooding mnd that he |left the prow and went to the
main cabin to tell his captains the news.

They received it with mxed feelings, for only Dyvim

Sl onn was used to dealing with superoaturals. Monglum had

al ways been dubi ous of Eiric's powers to control his wild, ele-
mental friends, while Kargan grow ed that Straasha may have
been an ally of Eiric's folk but had been nore of an eneny

to his. The four of them however, could plan with slightly
nmore optimsmand face the comng ordeal with better confi-
dence.

Four

The fleet of Jagreen Lera bore towards themand* in its wake,
the boiling stuff of Chaos hovered.

Eiric gave the command and die rowers hauled at their

curs, sending Tinber-tearer rushing towards the eneny. So

far his elenental allies had not appeared, but he could not af-
ford to wait for them

As Tinber-tearer rode the foam ng waves, Eiric haul ed bi»

sword fromits scabbard, brought the side wi ngs of his hel net
round to cover his face and cried the age-old ulul ating war-
shout of Mel ni bone, a shout full of joyous evil. Stornbringer'a
eerie voice joined with his, giving vent to a thrumm ng song,
anticipating the blood and the souls it would soon feast upon.
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Jagreen Lenrs flagship now | ay behind three rows of nen-
o' -war and behind that the ships of death.

Tinber-tearer's iron ramripped into the first eneny ship
and the rowers | eaned on their oars, backing away and turn-
ing to pierce another ship below the water |ine. Showers of
arrows sprayed fromthe holed ship and clattered on deck
and arnour. Several rowers went down.

Eiric and his three conpanions directed their nmen fromthe
mai n deck and suddenly they saw the streaking balls of green
fire come curving out of the sky.

"Prepare to quench fireal" Kargan yelled and the group of

men already prined for this leapt for the tubs containing a
speci al brew, which Eiric bad told them how to nake earlier.
This was spread on decks and spl ashed on canvas and, when

the fire-balls | anded, they were swiftly put out by the stuff.

"Dont engage unless forced to," Eiric called to the
eeanen, "keep aiming for the flagship. If we take that our ad-
vantage will be goodF

"Where are your allies, Eiric?*" Kargan asked sardonically,
shuddering a little as he saw the Chaoa stuff in the distance
141
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suddenly nove and erupt tendrils of black matter into the
sky.

"They' || come, never fear," Eiric answered, but he was un-

sure.

Now they were in the thick of the enemy fleet, the ships
of their squadron followed behind. The war-engi nes of their
own fleet sent up a constant barrage of fire and heavy stones.

Only a handful of Bine's craft broke through the eneny's
first rank and reached the open sea, sailing towards Jagreen
Lenrs flagship.

As they were observed, the eneny ships sailed to protect
the flagship and the scintillating ships of death, noving with
fantastic speed for their size, surrounded the theocrat'a vessel

Shouti ng over the waters, Kargan ordered their dim nished
squadron into a new formation.

Moongl um shook his head in astoni shnent "How can
things of that size support thenselves on the water?" he said
to Eiric.

Elric said: **It's unlikely that they actually do.** As then-
ship manoeuvred into its new position, he stared at die huge
craft, twenty of them dwarfing everything else on the sea.
They seened covered with a kind of scintillating wetness
which flashed all the colours of the spectrumso that their
outlines were hard to see and the shadowy figures noving
about on their gigantic decks could not easily be observed.
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Whi sps of dark stuff began to drift across the scene, close
to the water, and Dyvim Slonn, fromthe | ower deck, pointed
and shout ed:

"See! Chaos cones. Where is Straasha and his fol k?"

Eiric shook his head, perturbed. He had expected aid by
now.

"W cannot wait. We must attackl" Kargan's voice was
pi tched hi gher than usual

A nmood of bitter reckl essness cane upon Eiric then he
smiled. "Come then. Let's do sol"

Speedi |y the squadron coursed towards tike disturbing ships
of deat h.

Moongl um nuttered: "W are going to our doom Eiric
No man would willingly get close to those ships. Only the
dead are drawn to them and they do not go with joyF

But Eiric ignored bis friend.

A strange silence seened to cone upon the waters so that
STORMBRI NOER
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the sound of the splashing oars was sharp. The death fleet
waited for them inpassively, as if they did not need to
prepare for battle.

He tightened his grip on Stornbringer. The bl ade seened

to respond to the pounding of his pul se-beat, noving in his
hand with each thud of his heart as if linked to it by veins
and arteries.

Now they were so close to ne Chaos ships that they could

make out better the figures crowding the great decks. Horri -
bly, Eiric thought he recognised sone of the gaunt faces of
toe dead and, involuntarily, he called to the sea-fol k's king.

" St nashaT

The waters heaved, foaned and seened to be attenpting
to rise but then subsided again. Straasha beard-but he was
finding it difficult to fight against the forces of Chaos.

"Straashar'
It was no good, the waters hardly noved

A nmood of wild despair canme over Eiric. He screaned to

Kargan: "W cannot wait for aid. Swing the ship round the

Chaos fleet and we'll attenpt to. reach Jagreen Lero's flagship
fromthe rearf

Under Kargan”s expert direction, the ship swng to avoid

H e Ships of Hell in a wide sem-circle. Spray cascaded
against Eiric's face, flooding the decks. He could hardly see
through it as they cleared the Chaos shi ps which had now en-
gaged other craft and were altering the nature of their tim
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bers so that they fell apart and the unfortunate crews were
drowned or warped into alien shapes.

To his ears cane the miserable cries of the defeated and
the triunphantly surging thunder of the Chaos Fleet's mnusic
as it pushed forward to destroy the eastern ships.

Ti nmber-tearer was rocking badly and was hard to control
but at last they were around the hell fleet and bearing down
oa Jagreen Urn's vessel fromthe rear

Eiric, having but recently been a prisoner upon it, recog-
msed it at once. Now they nearly struck the theocrat's vesse
with their ram but were swept off-course and had to ma-
noeuvre again. Arrows rose fromthe eneny's decks and

thudded and rattled on their own. They retaliated as, riding a
huge wave, they slid alongside the flagship and flung out
grappling irons. A few held, dragging themtowards the theo-
ent's vessel as the nmen of Pan Tang strove to cut the grap-
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pling ropes. More ropes followed and then a boarding
platformfell fromits harness and | anded squarely on Jagreen
Lena's deck. Another followed it.

Elric ran for (he nearest platform Kargan behind him and
they led a body of warriors over it, searching for Jagreen
Ler a.

St ornbrnger took a dozen |lives and a dozen soul s before
Elric had gai ned the main-deck. There a respl eodant com
mander stood, surrounded by a group of officers. But it was
not Jagreen Lern-

Eiric clanbered up die gangway, slicing through a war-

rior's wai st as the man sought to block his path. He yelled at
the group: "Were's your cursed | eader? Were's Jagreen

Ler nP*

The commander's face was pale for he had seen in the past
what Elric and his hell-blade coul d do.

"He's not here, Elric, | swear.**

""What? Am| to be thwarted again? | know you are lyingi"
Elric advanced on the group who backed away, their swords
r eady.

"Qur theocrat does not need to protect hinmself by neans
of lies, doomfostered one!** sneered a young officer, braver
man the rest.

**Perhaps not," cried Elric with a wbd | augh as he rushed
towards hi mswi nging Stornmbrnger in a shrieking arc, **but
at least Til have your life before | put the truth of your
words to die test My sword and | need revitalisi ng—and
your soul should make an appetiser before | take Jagreen
Lern' sl **

The man put up his blade to block Stornbringer's swi ng.
The runesword cut through the netal with a triunphant cry,
swung back again and plunged itself into the officer's side. He
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gasped, but renai ned standing with his hands cl enched.

"Nol " he groaned. "Ch. not ny soull No!** Hi s eyes

wi dened, tears streamed fromthem and madness canme into
them for a second before Stornbrnger satiated itself and El-
ric drewit out, replenished. He had no synpathy for the
man. "Your soul would have gone to the depths of hell in

any case," be said lightly. "But now |'ve put it to some use at
| east™
Two other officers scranbled over the rail, seeking to es-

cape their conrade's fate.
CTORMBRI NGER 145

Elric hacked at the hand of one so that he fen, scream ng,
to the deck, his hand still grasping ne rail. The other he
skewered in the bowels and, as Stornbrnger sucked out bis
eoul, he hung there, pleading incoherently, in an effort to
avert the inevitable.

So nmuch vitality flowed into Elric now. that as he rushed
at the renmaining group around the commander, be seened al -
nmost to fly over the deck and rip into them slicing away
Unrbs as if they were stal ks of Sowers, until he encountered
t he commander hi nsel f.

The commander said softly, weakly: "I surrender. Do not
t akemysoul"

"Where is Jagreen Lera?"

The commander pointed into the distance, where the Chaos
,*+ fleet could be seen creating havoc anongst the eastern ships.

-a *Therel He sails with Lord Pyaray of Chaos whose fleet that
I's. You cannot reach himthere for any nan not protected—

or not already dead—would turn to flowing, liquid flesh once
he neared the fleet"

That cursed hell spawn still cheats ne," Elric spat "Here's
paynment for your informtion—=
C Wthout nercy for one of those who had wasted and ea-

T slaved two continents, Elric struck his blade through the or-
nate arnour and, delicately, with all ne old mal evol ence of

bis sorcerer ancestors, tickled the man's heart before finishing
, hi m

He | ooked around for Kargan, but could not see him Then
he saw that the Chaos fleet had turned backl At first he
" thought it was because Straasha had at |ast brought aid, but
then he saw that the remants of his fleet were fleeing.

Jagreen Lera was victorious. Their plans, their formations.
their courage—none of these had been capabl e of withstand-
ing the horrible warpings of Chaos.

And now the dreadful fleet was bearing down on ne two
fl agshi ps, |ocked together by their grapples. There was no
chance of cutting one of themfree before the fleet arrived.

Elric yelled to Dyvhn Sl orm and Moongl um whom he saw
nam ng towards himfromthe other end of the deck
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"Over we side! Over the side for your lives—and swi m as
far as you can away from here, the Chaos fleet conesi"

They | ooked at him startled, teen realised nme truth of his
- ., words. Oher nmen of both sides were already | eaping into the
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Moody water. Eiric aheatbed his sword and dived. The |left
was cold, for all'the warmblood in it. and he gasped as he
swamin the direction of Monglunrs red head, which he
coul d see ahead, and, dose to it, Dyvim Slorm s honey-

col oured hair.

He turned once and saw the very tinbers of the two ships
begin to nelt, to twist and curl in strange patterns as the
Ships of Hell arrived. He felt very relieved he had not been
aboar d.

He reached his two friends.

-A short-termneasure this.*" said Monglum spitting

water fromhis nmouth. "Wat now, Eiric? Shall we strike for
the Purple Towns?" Monglum s capacity for facetiousness
had not. it seened, been linmted by witnessing the defeat of
their fleet and the advance of Chaos. The Isle was too far
away.

Then, to their left they saw the water froth and formitself
into what was to Eiric a famliar shape.

"Straashal "

I could not aid thee, | could not aid thee. Though | tri ed,
my ancient eneny was too strong for ne. Forgive nme. In re-
conpense |l et nme take you and your friends back with ne to
my own | and and save you, at |east from Chaos.

"But we cannot breathe beneath the seal”
You wi S not need to.
"Verywel L"

Trusting to the elenental's words, they allowed thensel ves

to be dragged beneath the waters and down into the cool,
green depths of the sea, deeper and deeper until no sunlight
filtered nere and all was wet darkness and they |ived, though
at nornmal tinmes the pressure would have crushed them

They seenmed to travel for miles through the mysterious un-
derwater grottoes until at last they came to a place of coral-
col oured rounded constructions that seemed to drift Slowy in
a sluggish current Brie knew it by a description in one of his
grimoires. The domain of Straasha die Sea King

The el emental bore themto the largest construction and

one section of it seenmed to fade away to adnmit teem They
moved now t hrough twisting corridors of a delicate pink tex-
ture, slightly shadowed, no longer in water. They were now
on the plane of the elenmental folk. In a huge circular cave,
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they canme to rest
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Wth a peculiar rushing sound, the Sea King wal ked to a
| arge throne of milky jade and sat upon it, his green head on
his green fist

"Eiric. once again | regret | was unable, after all, to aid
you. Al | can do now is have sone of my folk carry you

back to your own | and when you have rested here for a

while. W are all, it seens, hel pless against this new strength

whi ch Chaos has of late."

Eiric nodded. "Nothing can stand against its warping influ-
ence—dnless it is the Chaos Shield."

Straasha strai ghtened his back. "The Chaos Shield. Ah, yes.
It belongs to an exiled god, does it not? But his castle is virtu-
ally inpregnable."

"Why is that?"

"I't lies upon the topnost crag of a tall and | onely noun-

tain. reached by one hundred and thirty-nine steps. Lining

these steps are forty-nine ancient elder trees, and of these you
woul d have to be specially wary. Al so he has a guard of one
hundred and forty-four warriors."

"Of the warriors | would certainly be wary. But why the
el ders?"

"Each el der contains the soul of one of Myrdaga' s follow
ers who was puni shed thus. They are nml evol ent trees—ever
ready to take the Iife of anyone that cones into their
domai n. "

"A hard task, to get that shield for nyself," Eric nused

"But get it I nust, for without it Fate's purpose would be for-
ever thwarted—and with it | mght have vengeance on the

one who commands t he Chaos Fl eet—and Jagreen Lern who

sails with him™"

"Slay Pyaray, Lord of the Fleet of Hell, and, lacking his
direction, the fleet itself would perish. His |life-force is con-
tained in a blue crystal set in the top of his head and striking
at that with a special weapon is the only nmeans of killing

him™"

"Thanks for that information," Eiric said gratefully. "For
when the tinme cones, | shall need it."

"What do you plan to do, Eiric?" Dyvim Sl onn asked.

"Put all else aside for the nonent and see the sad giant's
shield. | nmust—for if | do not have it. every battle fought
will be a repetition of the one we have Just |ost"

"I will come with you, Eiric," Monglum pronised.
"I also," said Dyvim Storm
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"W shall require a fourth if we are to carry out the
prophecy,” Eiric said. "I wonder what becane of Kargan."
Moongl um | ooked at the {round. "Did you not notice?"
"Notice w aat?"

"On board Jagreen Lcrn's flagship when you were hew ng
about you in an effort to reach the main deck. Did you not
know, then, what you had done—er rather what your cursed
word di d?**

Eiric felt suddenly exhausted. "No. Did A-did it—=»B

hi n?"

"Aye. **

"Gods!" He wheel ed and paced the chanber, slapping his

fist in his palm "Still this hell-made bl ade exacts its tribute
for the service it gives me. Still it drinks the souls of friends.
Tis a wonder you two arc still with me!**

"I agree it's extraordinary," Monglumsaid feelingly.

"I grieve for Kargan. He was a good friend.*'

"EBiric." Monglumsaid urgently. "You know that Kar-
gan's death was not your responsibility. It was fated."

"Aye, but why nust | always be the executioner of fate?
hesitate to list the nanes of the good friends and useful allies

whose souls nmy sword has stolen. | hate it enough that it
must suck souls out to give ne ny vitality—but that it should
be nost partial to ny friends, that is what | cannot bear. |'ve

half a mind to venture into the heart of Chaos and nere

sacrifice us both | The guilt is indirectly mne, for if |I was not
so weak | nust bear such a bl ade, many of those who have
befriended nme m ght be alive now **

"Yet the bl ade's najor purpose seens a noble one,** Moon-
glumsaid in a baffled voife. "Oh, | fail to understand an
t hi s—paradox, paradox upon paradox. Are the gods nmad or
are they so subtle we cannot fathomthe workings of their
nm nds?"

"It's hard enough at times |like these to renenber any
greater purpose,” Dyvim Slorm agreed. "W are pressed so
sorely, that we haven't a noment for thought, but nust fight
the next battle and the next. forgetting often why it is we
fight."

"I's the purpose, indeed, greater and not |esser,** Eiric
smled bitterly. "If we are the toys of the gods—are not per-
haps the gods thensel ves nere chil dren?"

"These questions are of no present inportance,'* said
Straasha from his throne

149
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-And at least.** Monglumtold Eiric. "future generations
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wil | thank Stornbringer if so® fulfills her destiny."

"I'f Sepiriz is right." Eiric said. "future generations wfl
know not hi ng of any of us—bl ades or nen!"

"Per haps not consciously—but in the depths of their souls
they will remenber us. Qur deeds will be spoken of as bel ong-
ing to heroes with other names, that is all.**

"That the worid forgets ne is all | ask," Eiric sighed.

As if growing inpatient with this fruitless discussion, the
Sea King rose fromhis throne and said: "Cone, 1 will make
certain that you are transported to land, if you have no ob-
jection to travelling back in the sane nanner as you cane
berer*

"None," said Eiric.
Fi ve

They staggered wearily on to the beach of the Isle of the
Purple Towns and Eiric turned back to address the Sea King,
who remai ned in the shall ows.

"Again | thank you for saving us. Lord of the Sea." he said
respectfully. "And thanks also for telling ne nore of the sad
giant's shield. By this action you have perhaps, given us the
opportunity to make certain that Chaos will be swept away
fromthe ocean—and the |and, also."

Aahh, the Sea King nodded, yet even if you are successfu
and the seats unspoiled, it wl nean the passing of us both,
wul it not?

eTrue."

Then let it be so, for | at |east amweary of ny |ong exis-
tence. But come—now | nust return to ny fol k and hope to
wi t hstand Chaos for -a little | onger. Farewel|l!

And the Sea King sank into the waves agai n and vani shed.

When they eventually reached the Fortress of Bvening.
heral ds ran out to assist them

"How went the battle? Wiere is the fleet?** one asked
Moongl um

"Have the survivors not yet returned?”
"Survivors? Then . . . ?"

"W were defeated." Eiric said hollowy. "Is ny wife stffl
her e?"

"No. she left soon after the fleet sailed, riding for Kar-
| aak."

"CGood. At |least we shall have tinme to erect new defences
agai nst Chaos before they reach that far. Now, we nust have
food and wi ne. W nust devise a fresh plan of battle."

"Battle, ny lord? Wth what shall we fight?"
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*We shall see," Eiric said, 'ewe shall see."
Later, they watched as the battered remants of the fleet
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began to sail into the harbour. Monglum counted despair-

ingly. Too few." he said. "This is a black day."

From behind themin the courtyard a trunpet sounded.

"An arrival fromthe mainland, ** Dyvim Storm sai d.

They strode together down to the courtyard, in tinme to see
a scarlet-clad archer disnounting fromhis horse. H s near-
fl eshl ess face m ght have been carved from bone. He stooped
with weariness.

Eiric was surprised. "Rackhirl You comrand the Dnioran
coast Wiy are you here?"

"W were driven back. The Theocrat | aunched not one

fleet but two. The other cane in fromthe Pale Sea and took
us by surprise. Qur defences were crushed. Chaos swept in
and we were forced to See. The eneny has established itself
| ess than a hundred niles from Bakshaan and marches across
country—f march is the word, rather it ftows. Presumably it
expects to neet up with the arny the Theocrat intends to

| and here."

"Aaahh, we are surely defeated . . .** Mongluffl*s voice
was little nore than a sigh.

"W nust have that shield, Eiric," Dyvim Sl orm said.

Eiric frowed, his heart sinking. "Any further steps we

t ake agai nst Chaos wi ||l be doonmed unl ess we have its protec-
tion. You, Rackhir, will be the fourth man in the prophecy."
"What prophecy?"

"Il explain later. Are you fit enough to ride back with us
now?"

"Gve ne two hours to sleep and then | wfl be."
"Good. Two hours. Make your preparations, ny friends,
for we go to claimthe sad giant's shield I"

It was not until three days* later that they met the first sur-
vivors, many of themw th bodies tw sted by Chaos, strag-

gling along a white road that | ead towards Jadmar, a city stil
free.

O them they learned that half Dmiora. parts of Vlmr

and the tiny independent kingdomof Og, had all fallen

Chaos was closing in, its shadow spreadi ng nore and nore
swiftly as its conquests increased.

It was with relief that Eiric and bis conpanions finally
reached Kariaak to find it so far not under attack. But re-
ports placed the arm es of Chaos |ess than two hundred niles
away and nmarching in that direction.
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M chael WMborcock

Zarozinia greeted Elric with trou ble-tingcd Joy.
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There were runours you were dead—killed to the sea
battle.** Elric clasped her to him

"l cannot stay |ong,"'
Si ghi ng Desert."

1 know. "

**you know? How?"

be said, "I have a m ssion beyond the

"Scpiriz was here. He left a gift mour stables for yon
Four Nflirain horses."

"A useful gift. They wai carry us far nore swiftly than
any ot her beasts. But wifl that be swift enough? |I hesitate to
| eave you here with Chaos encroaching at such a rate."

"You nust |eave ne, Elric. If all seens |ost here, we shal
flee into the Weepi ng Waste. Even fagreen Lern can have
scant interest in the barrens."”

"Promi se ne that you wilL**
"l prom se."

Feeling a little nore relieved. Elric took her by the hand.

**| spent the nost restful period of ny life in this palace," he
said. "Let nme spend this last night with you and perhaps we
shall find a little of the old peace we once bad—before | ride
on to the sad giant's lair."

So they nmde | ove, but when they slept, their dreans were

so full of dark portent that each wakened the other with their
groans so that they lay side by side, clinging to one another
until the dawn, when Elric rose, kissed her lightly, clasped
her hand and then went to the stables where he found bis
friends waiting—around a fourth figure. It was Sepiriz.

"Sepiriz, wanks for your gift. They will probably nake the
di fference between our being too late or not," Elric said sin-
cerely. "But why are you here now?"

"Because | can perform another snmall service before your
mai n journey begins," said the black seer. "AH of you save
Moongl um have weapons endowed with sonme special power.
Elric and Dyvim Sl onn have their runebl ades, Rackhir, the
Arrows of Law, which the sorcerer Lansar gave himat (he
time of the Siege of Tanel orn—but Mongtunts weapon has
not hi ng save the skill of its bearer."

"I think | prefer it thus," retorted Mbonglum "I've seen
what a charned bl ade can take froma nan.**

"l can give you nothing so strong—hor so evil-—-aa
Stornbringer," Sepiriz said. "But | have a charm for your
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; aword, a slight one that nmy contact with ne Wiite Lords has

N enabled me to use. Gve ne your sword, Monglum™"

il--- Atrifle unwillingly, Monglumunsheathed his curved stee

< Made and banded it to the Nihrain who took a small engrav-

fag tool fromhis robe and, whispering a rune, scratched
several synbols on the sword near its hilt Then he gave it

back to the Eastl aoder.
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"There. Now the sword has the bl essing of Law and you
; wul find it nmore able to withstand Law s enemi es.”

Elric said inpatiently. "W nust ride now, Sepiriz, for
tfane grows desperately short."

T **Ri de, men. But be wary for patrolling bands of Jagreen
N Lemis warriors. | do not think they will be anywhere al ong

Ayour route when you journey there—but watch for them

com ng back. **

- They nounted die magi cal N hrain steeds which bad

Jt, helped Elric more man once, and rode away from Karl aak

N by the Weepi ng Waste. Rode away perhaps for ever.

<" In a short while they had entered ne Weping Waste, for

& flus was the quickest route to the Sighing Desert.

f; Rackhir al one knew this country well. and he guided them

N The Nihrain steeds, treading the ground of their own

| L«t range pl ane, seened literally to fly for it could be observed

H. 1hat their hooves did not touch the damp grasses of the

|t Weepi ng Waste. They noved at incredi ble speed and Rack-

I'l-1iir, until he became used to the pace, gripped his reins tightly.

]f1l In this place of eternal rainfall, the | and ahead was difficult

"to see, and the drizzle spread down their faces and into their
| eyes as they peered through it. trying to nake out the high
-nountai n range, which ran al ong the edge of the Weping

N Waste, separating it fromthe Sighing Desert.

A" Then at last. after a journey of a day, they could observe

ely the high crags with their tops lost in cloud and soon, thanks

to nme marvel l ous speed of the Nihrain stallions, they were

; riding through the deep gorges and the rain ceased until, on
"I he evening of the second day. the breeze became warm and
finally harsh and hot as they left the nountains and felt the
fermmoua rays of the sun blazing down on them know ng they

had cone to the edge of the Sighing Desert. This wi nd

coughed constantly over the barren sand and rocks, its contin-
uous sighing giving the desert its nane.

They protected their faces, particularly their eyes, with
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their hoods as best they could, for the stinging sand was ever
present

Resting only for a few hours at a tinme. Rackhir directing
them they allowed the horses to cany themat ten times the
speed of ordinary steeds, further and further into the depths
of the vast desert

They spoke little, for it was difficult to be heard over the
si ghing wi nd, and each man became sunk into hinself, dwell -
i ng on personal thoughts.

Brie had long since fallen into what was virtually a

m ndl ess trance, letting the horse carry himover the desert

He had fought against his own churning thoughts and eno-

tions, finding it hard, as he often did, to retain any objective
i npression of his predicanent Hi s past had been too trou-

bl ed, his background too norbid for himto do nmuch now to
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see clearly.

Al ways he had been a slave to his nelancholic enotions,

his physical failings and to the very blood flowing in his
veins. He saw life not as a consistent pattern, but as a series
of random events. He had fought all his life to assenble his
thoughts and, if necessary, accept the chaotic nature of

mngs, learn to live with if but, except in nonents of ex-
treme personal crisis, had rarely managed to think coherently
for any length of time. He was, perhaps, because of his out-
lawed life, his albinoism his very reliance on his runesword
for strength, obsessed with the know edge of his own doom

What was thought, he asked hinself, what was enotion?

What was control and was it worth achi eving? Better, maybe,

to live by instinct than to theorise and be wong; better to re-
mai n the puppet of the gods, letting them nove you this way

and that at their pleasure than to seek control of your own
fate, dash with the will of the Lords of the H gher Wrlds

and perish for your pains.

So he considered as he rode into the searing |lash of the

wi nd, already striving agai nst natural hazard. And what was
the difference between an earthly hazard and ne hazard of
uncontrol | ed thought and enotion? Both hel d sonething of
the sane qualities

But his race, though they had ruled ne world for ten thou-
sand years, had lived under the dom nance of a different star.
They had been neither true nen nor true nenbers of the an-
cient races who had cone before nen. They were an interme-
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diary type and Eiric was hal f-oonsciously aware of this;

aware that be was the last of an inbred |line who had, w thout
; effort uaed Chios-given sorcery as others used their earthly
dol | s—for convenience. H's race had been of Chaos, having
no need of eelf-control or the aelf-restrictions of the new
| aces who had energed with the Age of ne Young King-
dons, and even these, acrording to the seer Sepiriz, were not
the true men who woul d one day wal k an Earth where order
°" and progress mght beconme the rule and Chaos rarely exert

I nfluence—f Brie triunphed, destroying the world he knew.

-"- This thought added to his gloom for he had no destiny but
»deat h, no purpose save what fate willed. Wiy fight against if

| why bother to sharpen his wits or put his mnd in order when
‘"t.hc was little nore than a sacrifice on the altar of destiny?
| He breathed deeply of the hot dry air and expelled it from

I Us stinging lungs, spitting out nme clogging sand whi ch bad

| aaanaged to enter his nouth and nostrils.

Dyvi m Sl onn shared sonething of Eiric's nood, though his
feelings were not so strong. He had a nore ordered life man
had Eiric, though they were of the same bl ood. Wereas Eiric
bad questioned ne custom of his fol k, even renounced ki ng-
ifaip that he mght explore the new | ands of me Young Ki ng-
doms and conpare their way of life with his own, Dyvim

Sl orm had never indul ged in such questioning. He had suf-
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fered bitterness when through Eiric's renegade activities, the
Dreaming City of Inrryr, last stronghold of ne old race of

| kf el ni bone, bad been razed; shock, too, of a kind, when he

| md what remmined of the Inrryrians had been forced out

lato me world, also, to make their living as mercenaries of
nmose they considered upstart kings of lowy and contenptible
peopl es. Dyvim Sl orm who had never questioned, did not
question now, though be was di sturbed.

Moongl um was | ess sel f-absorbed. Since the time, many
-years before, when he and Eiric bad met and fought agai nst
me Dharzi together, he had felt a peculiar synpathy, even
enpathy, with his friend. Wien Eiric sank into such noods
as we one be was in now, Moonglumfelt tormented only be-
cause he could not help him Many times he had sought me
means of pulling Eiric out of his gloony depression, but
f these days be had learned that it was inpossible. By nature
t cheerful and optinmistic, even he felt dom nated by ne doom
"? which was on them
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Rackhir. too, who was of a cal mer and nore phil osophica

frame of mnd than his fellows, did not feel capable of fully
grasping the inplications of their m ssion. He had thought to
spend the rest of bis days in contenplation and neditation in
the peaceful city of Tanel orn, which exerted a strange calm
ing influence on all who lived there. But this call to aid in the
fight against Chaos had been inpossible to ignore and he had
unwi I lingly strapped on his quiver of Arrows of Law and

taken up his bow again to ride from Tanelomwith a snall
party of those who wi shed to acconpany himand offer their
services to Eiric.

Peering through the sand-filled air he saw sonethi ng | oont
i ng ahead—a single nmountain rising fromthe wastes of the
desert, as if placed there by neans other than natural

He called, pointing: "Eirici There) That nust be Mrdaga's
castl eF

Eiric roused hinself and let his eyes follow Rackhir's

poi nting hand. "Aye," he sighed. "W are there. Let us pause
now and rest, recuperating our strength before we ride the fi-
nal distance."

They reined in their steeds and di snobunted, easing their
aching linbs and stretching their legs to allow the blood to
flow freely again.

They raised their tent against the wi nd-bl own sand and ate
their neal in a nobod of conpani onship, created by the

know edge that after they reached the nobuntain, they m ght
never we one another alive again.

Si x

The steps wound up around e nountain. H gh above they

could see the gl eam of masonry and, just where the steps
curved and di sappeared for the first time, they saw an el der
tree. It |l ooked |like an ordinary tree. but it becane a synbo
for themthere was their initial antagonist How would it
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fight? What influence would it exert on thenf

Eiric placed a booted foot on the first step. It was high,
built for the feet of a giant.

He began to clinb, the other three follow ng behind him
Now, as he reached the tenth step, he unsheathed Storm
bringer, felt it quiver and send energy into him The clinb-
ing instantly becane easi er

As he canme close to the elder, he heard it rustle, saw that
mere was an agitation in its branches. Yes, it was certainly
sentient.

He was only a few steps fromthe tree when he heard
Dyvi m Sl orm shout: "Gods! The | eaves' ook at the | eavesi”

The green | eaves, their veins seemng to throb in the sun-
Iight, were beginning to detach thensel ves fromne branches
and drift purposefully towards the group.

One settled on Eiric's bare hand. He attenpted to brush it

off, but it clung. OGthers began to settle on different parts of
his body. They were coning in a green wave now, and he felt

a peculiar stinging sensation in his hand. Wth a curse be
peeled it off, and to his horror saw that tiny pin-pricks of

bl ood were left where it had been. H s body twitched in

nausea and be ripped the rest fromhis face, slashing at others
with his crooning runesword. As they were touched by the

bl ade, so they shrivelled, but they were swiftly replaced.

He knew, instinctively, that they were sucking not only

bl ood from his veins, but the soul-force fromhis being; be
was weakeni ng slightly already.
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Behi nd him his conpani ons were experiencing the sane
with yells of terror.

These | eaves were being directed and he knew where the
direction cane from+the tree itself. He clanbered up the re-
mai ni ng steps, fighting off the | eaves which swarned |like |o-
custs around him Wth grimintention he began hacki ng at

the trunk whi ch gave out an angry groani ng and the branches
sought to reach him He slashed them away and then plunged

St onnbringer deep into the tree. Sods of earth spattered up-
wards as the roots threshed. The tree screamed and began to
heel over towards himas if, in death, it sought to kill him
al so. He wrenched at Stonnbringer. which sucked greedily at
the half-sentient tree's life-stuff, failed to tug the sword out,
and | eapt aside as the tree crashed down over the steps,
barely m ssing him One branch slashed his face and drew

bl ood. He gasped and staggered, feeling the life draining
fromhim

As he stunbled towards the fallen tree, he saw that the
wood was suddenly dead and the renmining | eaves had
shrivel | ed.

"Quickly," he gasped as the three canme up, "shift this
thing. My sword's beneath and without it |'m dead!"
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Swiftly they set to work and rolled the peculiarly light tree
over so that Eiric could weakly grasp the hilt of Stonnbringer
still inbedded therein.

As he did so he al nost screamed, experiencing a sensation
of trenendous force. Energy filled him pul sed through him
so that he felt like a god hinself.

He | aughed as if possessed by a denon and the others
| ooked at himin astonishrment.

"Conme, ny friends, follow nme. | can deal with a nillion
such trees now "

He | eapt up the steps as another shoal of |eaves cane

towards him Ignoring their bites, he went straight for the
elder itself and, as if part of the sword, ained for its centre.
Again this tree screaned

"Dyvim Slorm" he shouted, drunk on its life-force. *' Do an
I do—+et your sword drink a few such souls and we're invin-
ciblel™

"Such power is scarcely palatable," Rackhir said, brushing
dead | eaves fromhis body as Eiric withdrew his sword again
and ran towards the next. The el ders grew thicker here and
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they bent their branches to reach him |oom ng over him the
branches like fingers seeking to pluck himapart.

Dyvim Slorm a trifle |less spontaneously, imtated Eiric'a
met hod of despatching the tree-creatures and soon he too be-
came filled with the stolen sous of the denons inprisoned
within the elders and his wfld shout joined Eiric's as, |ike
fi endi sh woodsnen, they attacked again and again, each vic-
tory lending nemnore strength so that Mongl um and

Rackhir | ooked at one another with wonder and a trace of
fear to see such a terrible change cone over their friends

But there was no denying that their nmethods were effective
agai nst the elders. Soon they | ooked back at a waste of fallen,
bl ackened trees spreadi ng down the nount ai n-si de.

Al the old unholy fervour of the dead kings of Ml ni bone
was in the faces of the two kinsnen as they sang old battle-
songs, their twin blades joining in the harnony to send up a
di sturbi ng nel ody of doom and nal evol ence!

Hs lips parted to reveal his white teeth, his red eyes Maz-
ing with dreadful fire. his mlk-white hair streaming in the
burning wind, Eiric flung up his sword to the sky and turned
to confront his conpanions.

"Now, friends, see how the ancient ones of Ml ni bone con-
quered man and denon to rule the world for ten thousand
years!"

Moongl um t hought that he nmerited the nick-nane of Wl f
gained in the west long since. All the chaos-force that was
now wi t hi n himhad gai ned conplete control over everything
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else. He realised that Eiric was no longer split in his loyalties,
there was no conflict in himnow H's ancestors' Mod dom -

nat ed hi mand he appeared as they nust have ages since

when all other races of mankind fled before them fearing

their magnificence, their malice and their evil. Dyvim Sl orm
seened equal ly as possessed and Mongl um sent up a heart-

felt prayer to whatever kindly gods remained in the universe

that Eiric was his ally and not his eneny.

They were close to '"the top now, Eiric and his cousin
springi ng ahead with superhuman bounds. The steps term -
nated at the mouth of a gloony tunnel and into the darkness
rushed the pair, laughing and calling to one another.

Less speedily, Monglum and Rackhir followed, the Red
Archer nocking an arrow to his bow.

Etric peered into the gloom his head swiming with the
160 M chael Moorcock

power that seened to burst fromevery pore of his body. He
heard the clatter of arnoured feet com ng towards him and,
as they approached, he realised that these warriors were but
human. Though nearly a hundred and fifty, they did not

daunt him As the first group rushed at him he bl ocked

bl ows easily and struck them down, each soul taken naking
only a fraction's difference to the vitality already in him
Shoul der to shoul der stood the kinsmen, butchering the sol -
diers like so many children. It was dreadful to the eyes of
Moongl um and Rackhir, as they canme up to witness the flood
of bl ood which soon nmade the tunnel slippery. The stench of
death in the close confines became too much as Eiric and
Dyvi m Sl orm noved past the first of the fallen and carried
the attack to the rest.

Rackhi r groaned. Though they be enemies and the ser-

vants of those we fight, | cannot bear to w tness such sl augh-
ter. W are not needed here, friend Monglum These are
denmons wagi ng war, not nen!"

"Aye," sighed Mbonglum as they broke out into sunlight

again and saw the castl e ahead, the remaining warriors reas-
senmbling as Eiric and Dyvim Sl orm advanced nenaci ngly,

with mal evol ent joy, towards them

The air rang with the sounds of shouting and steel dash-
ing. Rackhir ained an arrow at one of the warriors and
launched it to take the man in the left eye. Til see that a
few of themget a cleaner death," be nuttered* nocking an-
other arrow to me string.

As Eiric and his kinsman di sappeared into the eneny
ranks, others, sensing perhaps that Rackhir and Mbongl um
were | ess of a danger, rushed at the two.

Moongl um found hi nmsel f engagi ng three warriors and dis-
covered that his sword seenmed extraordinarily Iight and gave
off a sweet, clear tone as it net the warriors* weapons, turn-
ing them asi de speedily. The sword supplied himwith no en-
ergy, but it did not blunt as h m ght have and the heavier
swords could not force it down so easily.
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Rackhir had expended au his arrows in what had virtually
been an act of nercy. He engaged ne enenmy with his sword
and killed two, taking Monglum s third opponent from be-
hind with an upward thrust into the nan's side and through
to bis heart.

Then they went with little stonmach into ne main fray and
STORMBRI NGER 161

f SKWthat already the turf was littered with a great many
"" corpses.

Rackhir cried to Eiric: "Stop! Eiric—+et us finish these.
You have no need to take their souls. W can kill themwth
".nmore natural nethods!"

N But Eiric laughed and carried on his work.

As Eiric finished another warrior and there were no others
in the i medi ate area, Rackhir seized himby the arm
"Eiric—

Stornbringer turned in Eiric's hand, howing its satiated
., glee, and clove down at Rackhir.

Seeing his fate, Rackhir sobbed and sought to avoid the
A Mow. But it landed in his shoul der bl ade and sheared down
N to his breast-bone.

"Eiric!" he cried. "Not ny soul, too!
And so died the hero Rackhir the Red Archer, fanous in

me Eastl ands, cloven by a treacherous blade. By the friend
whose |ife he had saved, |ong ago when they bad first net
near the city of Ameeron.

Then came realisation. Eiric tried to tug the sword away
but it was too late. Again he had involuntarily slain one close
to himwhile in the power of his runesword.

"Ch, Rackhir!" he cried, kneeling beside the body and tak-

ing it in bis arns. The stolen energy still pulsed in him but
his great grief no |l onger gave it the sanme control over him
N, Tears streamed down Eiric's tortured face and a great,

t, racking groan cane fromhim

-N "Once nore." he nuttered, "once nore. WIIl it never
k cease?"

S

[, Beyond him his two renmi ning conpani ons stood on op-
M posite sides of the field of the slain. Dyvim Sl orm had done
N with slaying, but only because there were none left to kill. He

-., was gasping® staring around himhalf in bew | dernment Mon-
" 'glumstared at Eiric with horrified eyes which yet held a

;, fleamof synpathy for his friend, for he knew well Eiric's
\ doom and knew nat the |ife of one close to Eiric was the

' price Stornbringer demanded for supplying the albino with
his vitality.

"Rackhir! No gentler hero was there, no nan nore desir-
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ous of peace and order than you!" Eiric raised hinself to his
feet and turned to |l ook at the huge castle of granite and
M |l estone, which stood in enigmatic silence as if awaiting bis
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next action. On the battlements of the topnost turret he
could nmake out a figure which could only be a giant.

"I ewear by your stolen soul, Rackhir. that what you

wi shed to conme to pass shall come to pass, though I, a thing

of Chaos, achieve iL Law wffl triunph and Chaoa w n be

driven back! Anned with awotd and shield of Chaos forging

shall do battle with every fiend of hell if needs be. Chaos was
the indirect cause of your death. And Chaos will be punished
for it But first, we nust take Ac shield."

Dyvim Sl orm not realising quite what had happened,
shouted In exultation to bu Unmman "Eiric—tefs viait the
sad gi ant nowr

But Moonglum coming up to gaze down on ne ruined

body of Rackhir. murnured: "Aye, Chaos is nme cause, Eiric.
Il'l join in your vengeance with a will so long as." he shud-
dered, *Tm spared fromne attentions of your hell-blade."

Toget her, three abreast, tfaey marched through we open
portal of Mdyrdaga's castle and were hnnfdintdy in a rich
and barbari cauy furnished hall.

"Mordaga!" Eiric cried. "W have cone to fulfill a
propbccyi W await you.'*

They waited inpatiently, until at last, a bulky figure cane
through a great arch at the end of the vast hall.

Mordaga was as taD aft two nmen, but his back was slightly
stooped. He had long, curling black hair and was dad in *

deep bl ue snock, belted at the wai st Upon his great feet

were sinple |l eather sandals. H s black eyes were fun of a sor-
row such as Mongl um had only wen before in Eiric's eyes.

Upon the sad giant's armwas a round shield which bora
upon it me eight anmber arrows of Chaos. It was of a silvery
green col our and very beautiful. He had no other weapons.

"l know e prophecy,** he said ma voice that was like a
lonely, roaring wind. "But still | nust seek to avert it WII
you take the shield and | eave nme in peace, hunan? | do not
want death."

Eiric felt a kind of enpathy for sad Mordaga and he knew
sonet hing of what ne fallen god nust feel at m s nonent

"The prophecy says death," be said softly.

"Take the shield." Mrdaga lifted ft off his mghty arm and
held it towards Eiric. 'Take the shield and change fate this
once. "

Eiric nodded. "I will."
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Wth a tremendous sigh, the giant deposited me Chaos
Shi el d upon the floor.

"For thousands of years | have lived in the shadow of that
prophecy," he said, straightening his back. "Now, though I

die in old age, | Shan die in peace and, though | once did not
think so, | shaD wel come such a death after all ms tine, |
m nk. "

"You may not die thus. with your shield s protection

gone," Eiric waroed him "for Chaos cones and will engulf

you as it w@ engulf everything unless | can stop it But at

| east, it seenms, youll be in a nore phil osophic frane of nind
to nmeet it"

"FareweB and | thank you," said the giant turning and he
pl odded back towards the entrance through which he had
corre.

As Mordaga di sappeared, Mongl um dashed forward on

fleet feet and followed himthrough the entrance before either
|h Eiric or Dyvim Slormcould cry out or stop him

| Then they beard a single shriek that seened to echo away

Jhinto eternity, a crash which shook the hall and then the foot-
N fall returning.

lit; Moongl um reappeared in the entrance, a bl oody sword in

A his hand.

[ 1] Unabl e to understand this uncharacteristic action, Eiric
1~ was silent nerely staring at nme Eastl ander as he approached
eee . down the hall-

Ao "1t was nurder," said Monglumsinmply. "I admit it |

lj, took himin the back before he was aware of it. It was a

H good, quick death and he died whil st happy. Mreover it was

|| a better death than any his mnions tried to mete to us. It

N was nurder, but it was necessary nurder in ny eyes."

A "Whyr said Eiric, still mystified.

h Gimy, Monglumcontinued: "He had to perish as fate

At decreed. W are servants of fate, now, Eiric, and to divert it
,“in any small way is to hanper its aims. But nore than that it

N was ne begi nning of my own vengeance taking. |f Mrdaga

« had not surrounded hinself with such a host, Rackhir would
not have died."
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Eiric shook his head. "Blane nme for that, Monglum The
gi ant shoul d not have perished for ny own sword's crine."
"Someone had to perish," said Monglum steadfastly, "and
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since the prophecy contai ned Mbrdaga's death, he was the
one. Wo else, here, could | kill, Eric?"

Eiric turned away. "I wish it were |," he sighed. He | ooked
down at the great, round shield with its shifting anber arrows
and its nysterious silver-green colour. He picked it up easily
enough and placed it on his arm It virtually covered his

body fromchin to ankl es.

"Conme, let's make haste and | eave this place of death and
m sery. The |l ands of Umiora and Vumr await our aid—f
they have not already wholly fallen to Chaosl™

€

It was in the nountains separating the Sighing Desert from
the Weeping Waste, that they first | earned of the fate of the
| ast of the Young Kingdoms. They cane upon a party of six
tired warriors led by Lord Voashooo, Zarorinia's father

"What has happened?" Eiric asked anxiously. "\Were is
Zar ozi ni a?"

"Qur continent has fallen to Chaos, Eiric. As for Zarozinia,
I know not if she's lost, |iead or captured.**

"Did you not seek for her?" Eiric said accusingly.

The old man shrugged. "My son. | have | ooked upon so
much horror these past days mat | am now bereft of eno-
tion. 1 care for nothing but a quick release fromall this. The

day of mankind is over on the Earth. Go no further than
here, for even the Weeping Waste i s begi nning to change be-
fore the craming tide of Chaos. It is hopeless."

"Hopel essi No! W still live—perhaps Zarozinia stin lives.
Did you hear nothing of her fate?"

"Only a runmpur that Jagreen Lern had taken her aboard
the | eadi ng Chaos ship.**

"She is on the seas, perhaps?”

**No—those cursed craft sail land as well as sea, if it can
be told apart these days. It was they who attacked Kari aak,
with a vast horde of nounted nen and infantry follow ng be-
hi nd. Confusi on prevail s—youTl find nothing but your death
back there, ny son."

"W shall see. | have sone protection agai nst Chaos at
long last, plus my sword and ny Nihrain steed." He turned
in the saddle to address his conpanions. "Well, friends, wll

you stay here with Lord Voashoon or acconpany nme into the
heart of Chaos?"

"Well come with you," Monglum said quietly, speaking
for themboth. "W ve foll owed you until now and our fates
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are linked with yours in any case. W can do nought el se."
165
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"Good. Farewell, Lord Voashoon. If you would do a ser-
vice, ride over the Weping Waste to Eahmir and the Un-
known Ki ngdons where Moongl um's honel and |ies. Tel

them what to expect, though they're probably beyond rescue
now. "

"I wBl try," said Voashoon wearily, "and hope to arrive
there before Chaos."

Then Eiric and his conpanions were off, riding towards the
massed hordes of Chaos—three men agai nst the unl eashed

forces of darkness. Three fool hardy nmen who had pursued

their course so faithfully that it was inconceivable for themto
fl ee now. The last acts nust be played out whether how ing

ni ght or cal mday foll owed.

The first signs of Chaos were soon apparent as they saw

the place where |ush grassland once had been. It was now a
yel | ow norass of nolten rode that, though cool, rolled about
with a purposeful air. The Nihrain horses, since they did not
actually gallop on the plane of Earth at all, crossed it with
conparative ease and here the Chaos Shield was first shown

to work, for as they passed the yellow liquid rock changed
and becane grass again for a short tine.

They nmet once a shanbling thing that still had |inbs of
sorts and a nourn that could speak. Fromthis poor creature
they | earned that Kariaak was no nore, that it had been
churned into broiling nothingness and where ft had been the
forces of Chaos, both human and supernatural, had set up
their canp, their work done. The thing al so spoke of sone-
thing that was of particular interest to Eiric. Rumour was
that the Dragon Isle of Ml nibon6 was the only place where
Chaos had been unable to exert its influence.

"I'f, when our business is doae, we can reach Mel ni bone,"

Eiric said to his friends as they rode on, "we mght be able to
abi de until such a time that the Wite Lords can hel p us.

Al so there are dragons slunmbering in the caves—and these

woul d be useful against Jagreen Lemif we could waken

them "

"What use is it to fight mem now?" Dyvim Sl orm said de-
featedly. "Jagreen Lem has won, Eiric. W have not fulfilled
our destiny. Qur role is over and Chaos rules."

"Does it? But we have yet to fight it and test its strength
agai nst ours. Let us decide then what the outcone has been."
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t Slorm | ooked dubi ous, but he said nothing.
| Ceo, at last, they cane to the canp of Chaos.

i 1
portal nightmare coul d enconpass such a terrible

N tbe towering Ships of Hell dominated the place as
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aved it froma distance, utterly horrified by the
Kitmg nanes of all colours seenmed to flicker every-

«r the canp, fiends of all kinds mingled with the
evilly beautiful Dukes of Hell conferred with the

ki ngs who had allied themsel ves to Jagreen Lem

e« now regretted it. Every so often, the ground

| erupted and any human bei ngs unfortunate

pte be in the area were either engulfed and totally
IBM or else had their bodies warped in indescribable
| te noi se was dreadful, blending of human voi ces and

' Chaos sounds, devil's wailing |aughter and, quite of-
Atortured scream of a hunman soul who had perhaps

KN> choi ce of loyalty and now suffered nadness. The
"'"Wdisgusting, of corruption, of blood, and of evil.
bl pB of Hell noved slowy about through the horde

N tferetcbed for mles, dotted with great pavilions of
flheir silk banners fluttering, hollow pride conpared to
(fat of Chaos. Many of the human bei ngs coul d

{te told fromthe Chaos creatures, their forns were
tad under the influence of Chaos.

Stuttered to his friends as they sat in their saddles
"It is obvious that the warping influence of Chaos

a stronger anmong the human ranks. This will con-

even Jagreen Lern and the human | eaders will | ose

| ance of humanity and become Just a fraction of

stuff of Chaos. This will nean the end of the
-mankind will pass away forever, taken into the

| "Ook upon the last of mankind, nmy friends, save for

N Soon it will be indistinguishable fromanything el se
F Unstable Earth is beneath the heel of the Lords of

e soon will be—and they are gradually absorbing it
realm into their own plane. They will first re-

1 then steal the Earth altogether; it will becone just
p of clay for themto nmould into whatever gro-

s take their fancy."

seek to stop that,'
Eiric!"

Moongl um sai d hopel essly.
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**We nust continue to strive, until we are conquered. |
renenber that Straasha the Sea King, said, if Lord Pyaray,
commander of the Ships of Hell, is slain, the ships thensel ves
will no longer be able to exist | have a mind to put that to
the test Also | have not forgotten that ny wife may be
prisoner aboard his ship, or that Jagreen Lemis there. | have
three good reasons for venturing there."

"No, Bind It would be nore than suicide)**

"l do not ask you to acconpany me."
« "If you go, we shall cone, but | like it not"

"No—f one man cannot succeed, neither can three. | shal
go alone. Wait here for ne. If | do not return, then try to get
to Mel ni bone. ™"

"But Biric—" Mongiumcried and then watched as. his
Chaos Shield pulsing, Eiric spurred his N hrain steed towards
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t he canp.

Prot ect ed agai nst the Influence of Chaos, Eiric was sighted
by a detachnment of warriors as he neared the ship which was
his destination. They recogni sed himand rode towards him
shout i ng.

He | aughed in their faces, half-nmaddened by the sights,
snel s and sounds around him "Just the fodder ny bl ade
needs before we banquet on yonder ship!" he cried as he
sl ashed off the first nan's head as if it were a buttercup

Secure behind his great round shield, he hewed about him
with a will. Since Stonnbrnger had slain roe gods inprisoned
in the elder trees, the vitality which the sword passed into
himwas alnbst without limit, yet every soul that Biric stole
from Jagreen Lern's Warriors was another fraction of ven-
geance reaped. Against nmen, he was invincible. He split one
heavily arnoured warrior frombead to crutch, sheared

t hrough the saddl e and smashed the horse's backbone apart.

Then the remai ning warriore dropped back suddenly and

Eiric felt his body tingle with peculiar sensations, knew he
was in the area of influence exerted by me Chaos ship and
knew al so that he was being protected against it by his shield.
He was now partially out of his own earthly plane and exi st-
ed between his worid and the world of Chaos. He di smounted
fromhis N hrain steed and ordered it to wait for him There
were ropes trailing fromthe huge sides of the Ship and Eiric
saw with horror that other figures were clinbing up them—

and he recogni sed several as men he had known in Karl aak

STORVBMWNGER 169

Even now the Chaos ship was still recruiting its crew from
the ranks of the dead!

He joined the ghastly ranks and swarned with themup the
tides of me great gleam ng ship, grateful at least for the
cover they gave him

He reached the ship's rail and haul ed hinself over h, spit-
ting bile fromhis throat as he entered a peculiar region of
darkness and came to the first of a series of decks that rose
like steps to the topnost one where he coul d see ne occu-
pants—a nmanli ke figure and sonething |like a huge, blood-red
octopus. The first was probably Jagreen Lern. The second

was obviously Pyaray, for this, Eiric knew, was the gui se he
t ook when he nmanifested hinself on Earth.

Contrasting with ne ships seen fromthe distance, once
aboard Eiric becane conscious of the dark, shadowy nature
of me light filled with noving threads, a network of dark
reds, blues, yellows, greens and purples which, as be noved
through te, gave and re-formed itself behind him

He was constantly being bl undered agai nst by the noving

cadavers and he made a point of not |ooking at their faces

' too closely, for be had already recogni sed several of the sear-
rai ders whom he had abandoned years before, during the es-

cape fromlInrryr.
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Slowy he was gaining the top deck, noting that so far,
both Jagreen Lern and Lord Pyarary seened unaware of his
presence. Presunably they considered thenselves entirely free

«fromany kind of attack now they had conquered all re.
e known worid. He grinned maliciously to hinself as he conrin-

ened clinbing, gripping the shield tightly, knowing that if once
he I ost hold of it. his body woul d becone transformed either
into sone shanbling alien shape or else flow away alt oget her

to becone absorbed into the Chaos stuff.

By now Eiric had forgotten everything but his main object
which was to kill Lord Pyaray. He nust gain the top-nost
deck and deal first with the Lord of Chaos. Then he would
kill Jagreen Lemand, if she were really there, rescue Zaro-
zani a and bear her to safety.

Up the dark decks, through the nets of strange colours, Ei-
ric went, his mlk white hair flow ng behind himin contrast
to the noody darkness around him

As he cane to the last deck but one, he felt a gentle touch
on his shoulder and |l ooking in that direction saw, with heart-
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| urching horror, that one of Pyaray's bl ood-red tentacles had
found him He stunbled back, pulling up his shield.

The tentacle tip touched the shield and rebounded sud-

denly, the entire tentacle shrivelling. From above, where the
Chaos Lord*s main bul k was, there came a terrible scream ng
and roaring.

"What's this? fVvhafs this? Wiafs this?"

Eiric shouted in inpudent triunph at seeing his shield
work with such effect: " Tis Eric of Ml nibone, great |ord.
Cone to destroy thee!"

Anot her tentacle dropped towards him seeking to curl

around the shield and seize him Then another followed it

and another. Eiric hacked at one, severed its sensitive tip, saw
anot her touch the shield, recoil and shrivel and then avoi ded
the third in order to run round the deck and ascend, as
swiftly as he could, the | adder leading to the deck above.
Here be saw Jagreen Lem his eyes wi de. The Theocrat was

clad in his famliar scarlet armour. On his armwas his buck-
ler and in the sane hand an axe, while his right hand held a
broadsword. He gl anced down at these weapons, obviously

aware of their inadequacy against Eiric's.

"You later, Theocrat," Eiric promsed grimy

"You're a fool, Eiric! You re doomed now whatever you
do!"

It was probably true, but he did not care.

"Aside, upstart,"” Eiric said as, his shield up, he noved
warily towards the many-teotacled Lord of Chaos.
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"You are the killer of many cousins of mine, Eric," the
creature said in a |l ow voice. "And you' ve bani shed severa

Dukes of Chaos to their own domain so that they cannot

reach Earth again. For that you nust pay. But | at |east do

not underestimate you, as, in likelihood, they did." A tentacle
reared above himand tried to come down from over the

shield s rimand seize his throat. He took a step backwards

and bl ocked the attenmpt with the shield.

Then a whol e web of tentacles began to cone from al

sides, each one curling around the shield, knowing its touch
to be death. He skipped aside, avoiding themw th difficulty,
slicing about himw th Stornbringer

As he fought, he renenbered Straasha's |ast nessage:

Strike for the crystal a-top his head. There is his life am
hi s soul
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J4 Eiric saw the blue radiating crystal which he had originally
N taken to be one of Lord Pyaray's several eyes.

He noved in towards the roots of the tentacles, |eaving his
back badly unprotected, but there was nothing else for it. As
he did so, a huge maw gaped in the thing's head and tenta-

cles began to draw himtowards it He extended his shield

? towards the nmaw and had the satisfaction of seeing yellow
jelly-like stuff spurt fromit as the Lord of Chaos screaned in

AN ’?«" * o

; He got his foot on one tentacle stunp and cl anbered up
Che slippery hide of the Chaos Lord, every tinme his shield
touched himcreating sonme sort of wound so that Lord
Pyaray began to thresh about dreadfully. Then he stood
V above the gl owi ng soul-crystal. For an instant he paused, then
N plunged Stornbringer point-first into the crystal

> > > >

There came a mighty throbbing fromthe heart of the en-

tity's body. It gave vent to a nonstrous shriek sad then Eiric
yel l ed as Stornbringer took the soul of a Lord of Hell and
channelled this surging vitality through to him It was too
much. He was hurl ed backwards.

He |l ost his footing on the slippery back, stunbled off the
deck itself and fell to another nearly a hundred feet bel ow.
He | anded wi th bone-cracking force, but, thanks to the stolen
vitality, was conpletely unharmed. He got up, ready to clam
ber towards Jagreen Lem

The Theocrat*s anxi ous face peered down at himand he
yelted: "You'll find a present for you in yonder cabin, Eiric!"

Tom bet ween pursuing the Theocrat and investigating the
Cabin, Eiric turned and opened die door. Frominside came a
dr eadf ul sobbi ng.

"Zaroriniat" he cried. He ducked into the dark place and
(here he saw her.
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Her |ovely body was dreadfully changed so that it now
resenbl ed the body of a white worm Only her head, the
sanme beautiful head, was left.

Horrified he al nost dropped his shield.
**Did Jagreen Lem do this?"
**He and his ally." The head nodded.

Si ckened, Eiric could hardly bear to | ook at her. "Another
great score that nust be paid," he nuttered.

And then the worm body had threshed and inpaled itself
on his sword. "There!" the head cried. 'Take ny soul into
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you. Eiric. for I amuseless to nyself and you, now Cany ny
soul with yours and we shall be forever together."

He tried to withdraw the thirsty runeMade, but it was im

possi ble. And. unlike any other sensation he had ever re-
ceived fromit, this was alnbst gentle, warm and pl easant, his
wife's soul flowed into his and be wept as it did so.

"Ch. Zarozinia,** he sobbed. **0h. ny |oveF

So she died, her soul blending with his as, years before, the
soul of his first love, Cynoril. had been taken. He did not

| ook at the dreadful wormbody, did not glance at her face,
but wal ked slowy fromthe cabin.

But now it appeared that the deck was disintegrating, flow
ing apart Jagreen Lena had evidently nade good his escape

and Eiric in his present nood, did not feel ready to pursue
him Sword and shield both aiding himin their ways, he |eapt
fromthe ship to the pulsating ground and ran for the N hrain
st eed. o*

Then, the tears still flowing down his white face, he rode,

| eaving the Ships of Hell breaking apart behind him At |east
these would threaten the worid no nmore and a bl ow bad been
struck agai nst Chaos. Now only the horde itself remained to
be dealt w th—and the dealing would not be so easy.

He rejoined his friends in silence, said nothing to them and
|l ed the way over the shaking earth towards Mel ni bone, island
of his ancestors, where the |ast stand agai nst Chaos woul d be
made, the last battle fought and his destiny conpl eted.

And in his nmind as he rode, he seemed to hear Zarozima'a
yout hf ul voi ce whi spering conforting words as, still sobbing,
he gal | oped away fromthe canp of Chaos.

BOOK FOUR
Dooned Lord's Passing

| -For the mind of Man alone is free to explore the lofty

i' vastness of the cosmic infinite, to transcend ordinary con-
S iciousness, to roamthe secret corridors of the brain where

A\ past and future nelt into one . . . And universe and i ndivid-
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N ual are tinted, the one mrrored in the other, and each con-

|; tains the other.
i —The Chronicle of the Black Sword

One

N The dreaming city no | onger dreanmed in splendour. The tat-
tend towers of Inmrryr were bl ackened husks, tumnbl ed rags

N of masonry standi ng sharp and dark agai nst a sullen sky.

| Once, EXric's vengeance had brought fire to the city, and the

fire had brought ruin.

Streaks of cloud, |ike sooty snoke, whispered across the

pul sing mm so that the shouting, red-stained waters beyond
Inmrryr were soiled by shadow, and they seened to becomne

qui eter as if bushed by the black scan that rode across their
om nous turbul ence.

Upon a confusion of fallen nmasonry, a man stood wat ch-

ing the waves. A tall man* broad-shoul dered, sl ender at

hip, a man with slanting brows, pointed, |obel ess ears, high
cheekbones and crinson, noody eyes In a dead white ascetic
face. He was dressed in black, quilted doubl et and heavy

cl oak, both high-collared, enphasising the pallor of his albino

ekin. The wind, erratic and warm played with his cloak, fin-
gered it and passed nindlessly on to how through the broken
t owers.

Eiric heard the howing and his menory was filled by tho
sweet, the malicious and nel ancholy mel odi es of old Ml ni-
bone. He renenbered, too, the other nusic his ancestors had
created when they had el egantly tortured their slaves, choos-
ing themfor the pitch of their screans and form ng them
into die instrunents of unholy synphonies. Lost in this
nostalgia for a while, he found somet hing dose to forgetful -
ness and he wi shed that he had never doubted Ae code of
Mel ni bone, wi shed that he had accepted it w thout question
and thus left his mnd unaundered. Bitterly, be smiled.

? A figure appeared bel ow hi mand clinbed the tunbled

etones to stand by his side. He was a snall, red-haired nan
with a wide nmouth and eyes that bad once been bright and
amused.
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"You look to the Bast, Eiric." Monglum nurnured. **Yoa
| ook back towards sonething irrenedi able.**

Eiric put his long-fingered hand on his friend*s shoul der.
"Where else is there to | ook, Monglum when me worid lies
beneath the heel of Chaos? What woul d you have ne do?

Look forward to days of hope and |l aughter, to an old age
lived in peace, with chadren playing around ny feet?" He

| aughed softly. It was not a |laugh that Monglumliked to
hear .

"Sepiriz spoke of help fromthe Wite Lords. It nust cone
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soon. W nust wait patiently." Monglumturned to squint

into the glowering and notionl ess sun and then, his face set
in an introspective | ook, cast bis eyes down to the rubble on
whi ch he stood.

Eiric was silent for a nonment, watching the waves. Then

be shrugged. **Why complain? It does me no good. | cannot

act on my own volition. Whatever fate is before ne cannot

be changed. | pray that the nen who foll ow us wi n make use

of their ability to control their own destinies. | have no such

ability." He touched his jaw bone with his fingers and then

| ooked at the hand, noting nails, knuckles, nuscles and veins
standing out on the pale skin. He ran this hand through the
silky strands of his white hair, drew a long breath and let it
out in a sigh. "Logic! The worid cries for logic. | have none.
yet here | am formed as a man with mnd, heart and vitals,
yet formed by a chance coming together of certain el enents
The worid needs logic. Yet all the logic in the worid is worm
as much as one |lucky guess. Men take pains to weave a web

of careful thoughts—yet others thoughtlessly weave a random
pattern and achieve the same result. So rmuch for the

t houghts of the sage.”

"Ah, ** Moongl um wi nked with attenpted levity, **thus

speaks the wild adventurer, the cynic. But we are not all wud
and cynical, Eiric. Oher nen tread other paths—and reach

ot her conclusions than yours."

"I tread one that*s prc-ordained. Conme, lets to the Dragon
Caves and see what Dyvim Sl orm has done to rouse our rep-
tilian friends."

They stunbl ed toget her down the ruins and wal ked the

shattered canyons that had once been the | ovely streets of
Inmrryr. out of the city and along a grassy track mat wound
through the gorse, disturbing a flock of |arge ravens that fled
into the air, cawi ng, aD save one, the king, who bal anced
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. KL

I

hi nsel f on a bush, his cloak of ruffled feathers drawn up in
dignity, bis black eyes regarding themw th wary contenpt.

Down t hrough sharp rocks to the gaping entrance of the

Dragon Caves, down ne steep steps into torch-H darkness

with its danp warnth and snell of scaly reptilian bodies.

Into the first cave where the great recunbent fornms of the

sl eeping dragons lay, their folded | eathery wings rising into
the shadows, their green and bl ack scales glowing faintly,
their clawed feet folded and their slender snouts curied back,
even in sleep, to display the long, ivory teeth that seened |like
so many white stalactites. Their dilating red nostrils groaned
in torpid slunber. The snell of their hides and their breath
was unni stakabl e, rousing in Monglum sonme nenory inher-

ited fromhis ancestors, sonme shadowy inpression of a tine
when these dragons and their nasters swept across a world

they ruled, their inflamuable venomdripping fromtheir

fangs and heedl essly setting fire to the countrysi de across
which they flew. Eiric, used to it, hardly noticed the snell,
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but passed on through the first cave and the second until he
found Dyvim Slorm striding about with a torch in one hand
and a scroll in the other, swearing to hinself.

He | ooked up as be heard their booted feet approach. He
spread out his arns and shouted, his voice echoing through
the caverns, "Nothing! Not a stir, not an eyelid flickering!
There is no way of rousing them They'll not wake until they
have sl ept their necessary nunber of years. Ch, that we had
not used themon the | ast two occasions, for we have greater
need of themtoday!"

"Nei ther you nor | had the knowl edge we have now. Re-

gret is useless since it can achieve nothing." Eiric stared
around himat the huge, shadowy forns. Here, slightly apart
fromthe rest, lay the | eader-dragon, one he recogni sed and
felt affection for: Flanmefang, the el dest, who was five thou-
sand years old and still young for a dragon. But Fl anefang,
like the rest, slept on

He went up to the beast and stroked its netal-1ike scales,
ran his hand down the ivory snmoothness of its great front
fangs, felt its warmbreath on his body and snil ed. Beside
him on his hip, be heard Stornbrnmger murnmur. He patted

the bl ade. "Here's one soul you cannot have. The dragons are
i ndestructible. They will survive, even though all the world
col | apses into nothing. **

Dyvim Sl orm said from another part of tile cavern: "I
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can't think of further action to take for the neantine, Brie.
Let's go back to the tower of D a'iputna and refresh our-
sel ves. "

Eiri c nodded assent and, together, the three nen returned
through the caverns and ascended the steps into die sunlight.

"So," DyvimSlormremarked, "still no nightfall- The sun

has remmined in that position for thirteen days, ever since we
| eft the Canp of Chaos and made our perilous way to Melni-
bone. How nmuch power nust Chaos wield if it can top the

sun in its course?*

"Chaos m ght not have done this for all we know ** Moon-

gl um poi nted out Though it's likely, of course, that if did.
Time has stopped. Tinme waits- But waits for what? Mre
confusion, further disorder? O (he influence of me great bal-
ance which will restore order and take vengeance agai nst

those forces who have gone against its will? O does Tine

wait for us—three nortal nmen adrift, cut off fromwhat is
happening to all other nen, waiting on Time as it waits on
us?-

"Perhaps the sun waits on us," Brie agreed. Tor is ft not
our destiny to prepare the worid for its fresh course? It
makes me feel a Uttle nore man a nere pawn if that's the
case. What if we do nothing? WIIl the sun remain where it is
forever?"

They paused in their progress for a nonent and stood
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staring up at ne pulsating red disc which flooded the streets
with scarlet light, at the black clouds which fled across the
sky before it. Wiere were the cl ouds goi ng? Wiere did they
come fron? They seened instilled with purpose. It was pos-
sible that they were not even clouds at all, but spirits of
Chaos bent on dark errands.

Eiric grunted to hinmself, aware of the usel essness of such
specul ation. He led the way back to the tower of Dra*rputaa
where years before he had sought his |ove, his cousin

Cynorfl, and later lost her to the ravening thirst of the bl ade
by his side.

The tower had survived the flanes, though the col ours that
had once adorned it were blackened by fire. Here he left his
friends and went to his owm roomto fling hinself, fully clad*

upon the soft Mel ni bonean bed and, al nost inmediately, fal
asl eep.

Two

Eiric slept and Eiric dreaned and, though he was aware of

the unreality of his visions, Ilis attenpts to rouse hinself to
wakeful oess were entirely futile. Soon he ceased trying and
merely let his dreamformitself and draw himinto its bright

| andscapes. .

He saw Inrryr as it fwd been nany centuries ago. Inrryr,

the sane city he had known before he led the raid on it and
caused its destruction. The sane, yet with a different, brighter
appearance as if it were newy-built. As well, the col ours of
the surroundi ng countryside were richer, the sun darker

orange, the sky deep blue and sultry. Since then, he realised,
the very tints of the world had faded with the planet's

agei ng. ..

Peopl e and beasts noved in the shining streets; tall

el dritch Mel ni boneans, men and wonmen wal ki ng with grace.

I'i ke proud tigers; hard-faced slaves with hopel ess, stoic eyes,
| ong-1 egged horses of a type now extinct, small mastodons
drawi ng gaudy cars. Clearly on the breeze cane the nys-
terious scents of the place, the nmuted sounds of activity-al
hushed, for the Ml ni boneans hated noi se as nuch as they

| oved harnmony. Heavy silk banners flapped fromthe scintil-
lating towers of M| estone, jade, ivory, crystal and polished
red granite. And Eiric noved in his sleep and ached to be
there anongst his own ancestors, the golden fol k who had

dom nated the ol d world.

Monstrous gal |l eys passed through the water-maze which

led to Inrryr's inner harbour, bringing the best of the world's
booty, tax gathered fromall parts of the Bright Enpire, And
across the azure sky lazy dragons flapped their way towards

the caves where thousands of the beasts were stabled, unlike
the present where scarcely a hundred remained. In the tallest
tower —the Tower of B aU nezbett, the Tower of Kings—his
ancestors had studied sorcerous |ore, conducted their nmali-
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cious experinents, indulged their sensuous appetites—not dec-
adently as nen of the Young Ki ngdonms m ght behave, but
according to their native instincts.

Eiric knew that he | ooked upon the ghost of a now dead

city. And he seened to pass beyond the Tower's gl eani ng

wal | s and see his enperor-ancestors indulging in drug-sharp-
ened conversation, lazily sadistic, sporting with denon-

woren, torturing, investigating the peculiar netabolism and
psychol ogy of the enslaved races, delving into mystic lore, ab-
sorbing a know edge which few nen of the later period could
experience without falling insane.

But it was clear that his nust either be ft dream or vision
of a nether world which the dead of all ages inhabited, for
here were enperors of many di fferent generations. Erie knew
themfromtheir portraits: Black-ringletted Rondar 1V,

twel fth enperor; sharp-eyed, inperious Eiric |, eightieth em
peror; horror burdened Kahan Vn, three-hundred-ftnd-
twenty-ninth enperor. A dozen or nore of nme mightiest and

wi sest of his four-hundred-aad-twenty-seven ancestors, includ-
ing Terhali, the G een Enpress, who had rul ed the Bright
Enpire fromnme year 8406 after its foundation until 9011.

Her longevity and green-tinged skin and hair had marked her
out. She bad been a powerful sorceress, even by Mem bonean
standards. She was al so reputed the daughter of a union be-
tween Enperor luntric X and a denon.

Eiric. who saw all these as if froma darkened corner of

the great main chanber, observed the shimering door of

bl ack crystal open and a newconer enter. He started and

again attenpted to wake hinsel f, w thout success. The man

was his father, Sadric the eighty-sixth, a tall nman with heavy-
|idded eyes and a misery in him He passed through the

throng as if it did not exist He walked directly towards Eiric
and stopped two paces fromhim He stood | ooking at him

the eyes peering upwards from beneath the heavy lids and

promi nent brow. He was a gaunt-faced man who had been

di sappointed in his albino son. He had a sharp, |ong nose,
sweepi hg cheekbones and a slight stoop because of his un-

usual height He fingered the thin. red velvet of his robe with
his delicate, beringed hands. Then he spoke in a clear whis-
per which, Eiric renenbered, it bad al ways been his habit

to enpl oy.

"My son. are you, too dead? | thought |*d been here but a
fleeting monent and yet | see you changed in years and with
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a burden on you that tinme and fate have pl aced there. How
did you die? In reckless conbat on sone upstart's foreign
blade? O in this very tower in your ivory bed? And what of
Inmrryr now? Does she fare well or ill, dreanming in her de-
cline of past splendour? The line continues, as it nust—+ wll
not ask you if that part of your trust was kept A son, of
course, born of Cynoril whomyou | oved, for which your
cousi n Yyrkoon hated you. **

" Fat her —

The old man raised a hand that was al npst transparent

with age. "There is another question | nust ask of you. One
that has troubled all who spend their imrtality in this
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shade of a city. Sone of us have noticed that the city itself
fades at tines and its colours dim quivering as if about to
vani sh. Conpani ons of ours have passed even beyond death

and, perhaps, | shudder to contenplate it. into non-existence.
Even here, in the tineless region of death, unprecedented
changes mani fest thensel ves and, those of us who've dared

ask the question and also give its answer, fear that sone tu-
mul t uous event has taken place in the world of the living.
Sone event which, so great is it, that even here we are at*
fected and our souls' extinction threatened. A | egend says
that until the Dreaning City dies, we ghosts nmay inhabit its
earlier glory. Is that the news you bear to us? Is this your
message? For | note on clearer observation that your body
lives still and mis is nerely your astral body, rel eased for a
while to wander the realnms of the dead."

"Fat her—=* put already the vision was fading; already he
was withdrawi ng back down the bellow ng corridors of the
cosnos, through planes of existence unknown to |iving nen,
away, away. .

"Father!" he called, and his own voice echoed, but there

was none there to make reply. And in sone sense at |east he

was gl ad, for how could he answer the poor spirit and revea

to himthe truth of his guesses, adnit the crimes he hinself

was guilty of against his ancestral city, against the very bl ood
of his forefathers? Al was mi st and groaning sorrow as his
echoes boomed into his ears, seeming to take on their own in-
dependence and warp the word into weirder words: "F-a-a-

a-ath-e-er-r-r . . . A-a-a-a-a-v-a-a-a . .. A-a-a-a-ah-a-a-a-a ...
R-a-a-a . . . Da-ra-va-ar-a-a . . . !I'"
Still, though he strove with all his being, be could not

rouse hinself fromslunber, but felt his spirit drawn through
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ot her regions of snoky indeterm nacy, through patterns of
col our beyond bis earthly spectrum beyond his mnd's
concepti on.

A huge face began to take formin the mi st

"Sepiriz!" Eiric recognised the face of his nentor. But die
bl ack N hraini an, disenbodied, did not appear to hear him
*' Sepiriz—are you dead?"

The face faded, then reappeared al nost at once upon die
rest of the man's tall frane.

"EBiric. | have discovered you at last, robed in your astra
body, | see. Thank Fate, for | thought | bad failed to sum
mon you. Now we nust make haste. A breach has been nade

in the defences of Chaos and we go to confer with the Lords
of Lawi "

"Where are we?"

"Nowhere as yet W travel to the H gher Worlds. Cone*
hurry, ni be your guide."

Down, down, through pits of softest wool mat engul f ed
and conforted; through canyons that were cut between bl az-
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ing mountains of light which utterly dwarfed them through
caverns of infinite blackness wherein their bodi es shone and
Eiric knew that the dark nothingness went away in all direc-
tions for ever.

And then they seemed to stand upon a horizonkss pl ateau,
perfectly flat with occasional green and bl ue geonetric con-
structions rising fromft. The iridescent air was alive with
shi mering patterns of energy, weaving intricate shapes that
seenmed very formal. And there, too, were things in hunman

f ormthi ngs whi ch had assuned such shape for the benefit

of the men who now encountered them

The White Lords of the Hi gher Wrlds, enenmi es of Chaos,

were marvel l ously beautiful, with bodies of such symmetry
that they could not be earthly. On)y Law could create such
perfection and, Eiric thought, such perfection defeated
progress. That the twin forces conpl enented one another was
now pl ai ner than ever before, and for either to gain conplete
ascendancy over the other nmeant entropy or stagnation for

the cosnpbs. Even though Law m ght dominate the earth,

Chaos must be present, and vice versa,

The Lords of Law were accoutred for war. They had nade

this apparent in their choice of earth-like garb. Fine netals
and silks—er their like on this plane—gl eamed on their per-
fect bodies. Slender weapons were at their sides and their
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overpoweringly beautiful faces seened to gl ow wi th purpose.
The tall est stepped forward.

"So, Sepiriz, you have brought the one whose destiny it is
to aid us. Greetings. Eiric of Melnibone. Though spawn of
Chaos you be, we have cause to wel cone you. Do you
recogni se me? The one whom your earthly nythol ogy calls
Donbl as the Justice Mker."

Imobile, Eiric said: "I remenber you. Lord Donbl as.
You are msnanmed, | fear, for justice is nowhere present in
the world."

"You speak of your realmas if it were all realns.**

Donbl as smiled without rancour, though it appeared that he
was unused to such inpudence froma nortal. Eiric remained

i nsouci ant Hi s ancestors had been opposed to Donbl as and

all his brethren, and it was still hard to consider the Wite
Lord an ally. "I see now how you have managed to defy our
opponents,"” Lord Donblas continued with approval. "And

grant you that justice cannot be found on earth at this tine.
But | am nanmed the Justice Maker and have still the will to
make it when conditions change on your plane."

Eiric did not |ook directly at Donblas, for the sight of his
beauty was disturbing. "Then let's to work, ny lord, and
change the world as soon we may. Let's bring the novelty of
justice to our sobbing realm™

"Haste, nortal, is inpossible herel" It was another Wite
Lord speaking, his pale yellow surcoat rippling over the clear
steel of breastplate and greaves, the single Arrow of Law em
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bl azoned on it

"I'"d thought the breach to earth made," Eiric frowned. "Td
thought this martial sight a sign that you prepared war
agai nst Chaos!"

"War is prepared—but not possible until the sunmons
cones fromyour realm™

"Fromusi Has not Earth screaned for your aid? Have we
not worked sorceries and incantations to bring you to us?
What further sumons do you need?"

"The ordained one," said Lord Donblas firmy.

"The ordai ned one? Godsl (You'll pardon roe, ny lords.)
Is further work required of nme, then?"

"One last great task, Eiric," said Sepiriz softly. "As | have
told you. Chaos blocks the attenpts of the Wiite Lords to

gain access to our world. The Horn of Fate nust be bl own

thrice before this business is fully ternmnated. The first bl ast
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wi Il wake the Dragons of Inarryr, the second will allow the
White Lords entrance to the earthly plane, the third— be
paused.

"Yes, the tnird?" Eiric was inpatient
"The third will herald the death of our woridi"
"Where lies this m ghty honf"

"I'n one of several realns," said Scpinz. "A device of this
ki nd cannot be nade on our plane, therefore it has had to be
constructed on a plane where logic rules over sorcery.'You
must journey there to locate the Horn of Fate.**

"And how can | acconplish such a journey?"

Once again Lord Donbl as spoke lcvclly. "W will give you

the nmeans. Equip yourself with sword and shield of Chaos.

for they will be of some use to you, though not so powerful

as in your world. Go you then to the highest point on the

rui ned Tower of B all'nezbett in Inrryr and step off into space.
You will not fall—dnless what little power we retain on earth
fails us."

"Conforting words, ny Lord Donblas. Very weu. | shal
do as you decree, to satisfy ny own curiosity if nauofht else."

Donbl as shrugged. "This is only one of nmany worl ds—al -

most as much a shadow as your own—but you rmay not ap-

prove of it You will notice its sharpness, its cl earness of
outline—that will indicate (hat Time has exerted no real in-
fluence upon it that its structure has not been nell owed by
many events. However, let me wi sh you safe passage, nortal,
for I like you—and | have cause to thank you, too. Though

you be of Chaos, you have within you several of the qualities
we of Law admire. Go now—+eturn to your nortal body and
prepare yourself for the venture ahead of you.**
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Eiric bowed again and gl anced at Sepiriz. The bl ack
Ni hrai ni an stepped back three paces and di sappeared into the
gleaning air. Eric followed him

Once again their astral bodies ranged the nyriad pl anes of

t he supernatural universe, experiencing sensations unfamliar
to the physical mnd, before, quite without warning, Eiric felt
suddenly heavy and opened his eyes to discover that he was

in his owm bed in the tower of D a'rputna. Through the faint
light filtering between chinks in the heavy curtain thrown

over the windowslit, he saw the round Chaos Shield, its

ei ght-arrowed synbol pulsing slowly as if in concert with the
sun. and beside it his unholy runebl ade Stornbringer, |ying
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against die wall as if already prepared for their journey into
the m ght-be worid of a possible future.

Then Eiric slept again, nore naturally, and was tornented,

al so, by nore natural nightmares so that at |ast he screaned
in his sleep and woke hinself to find Mongl um standi ng by
di e bed. There was an expression of sad concern upon his
narrow face. "What is it, Eric? Wat ails your slunber?”

He shuddered. "Nothing. Leave nme, Mwonglum and 111
join you when | rise."

' There nust be reason for such shouting. Some prophetic
dream perhaps?"

"Aye. prophetic sure enough. | thought | saw a vision of
my thin blood split by a hand that was nmy own. Wat inport
has this dream what nonent? Answer that, ny friend, and,
if you can't then leave nme to ny norbid bed until these

t houghts are gone."

"Come, rouse yourself. Eiric. Find forgctful nesa in action
The candl e of the fourteenth day burns | ow and Dyvim
Sl orm awai ts your good advice."

The al bino pulled hinmself upright and swung his trenbling

| egs over the bed. He felt enfeebled, bereft of energy. Mon-
glum hel ped himrise. "Throw off this troubled nmood and

hel p us in our quandary,"” he said with a hollow levity that
made his fears nore plain.

"Aye," Eiric straightened hinself. "Hand me ny sword. |
need its stolen strength.”

Unwi | I'ingly. Monglumwent to the wall where stood the

evil weapon, took the runeblade by its scabbard and lifted it
with difficulty, for it was an over-heavy sword. He shuddered

as it seenmed to titter faintly at him and he presented it hilt-
first to his friend. Gatefully, Eiric seized if was about to pul
it fromthe sheath when he paused. "Best |eave the room be-

fore | free the bl ade."

Moongl um understood at once and left, not anxious to
trust his life to the whimof the hell-swrd—er his friend.

When he was gone, Hric unsheathed the great sword and
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at once felt a faint tingle as its supernatural vitality began to
streaminto his nerves. Yet it was scarcely adequate and he

knew that if the blade did not feed soon upon the life-stuff of
another it would seek the souls of his two renaining friends.

He replaced it thoughtfully in the scabbard, buckled it

around his waist and strode to join Monglumin the high-

ceil nged corridor.
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In silence, they proceeded down the tw sting nmarbl e steps

of the tower, until they reached the centre | evel where the
mai n chanber was. Here, Dyvim Slormwas seated, a bottle

of old Mel ni bonean wine on the table before him a large sil-
ver bow in his bands. H's sword Murnbl ade was on the

tabl e beside the bottle. They had found the store of wine in
the secret cellars of the place, missed by the sea-reavers
whom Eiric had | ed upon bnrryr when he and his cousin had
fought on opposite sides. The bowl was full of the congeal ed
m xture of herbs, honey and barl ey which their ancestors had
used to sustain thenselves in tinmes of need. Dyvim Sl orm
was brooding over it, but |ooked up when they cane cl ose

and sat thensel ves on chairs opposite him He sniled

hopel essl y.

"I fear, Eiric. that | have done all | can to rouse our sleep-
ing friends. No nore is possible—and they still slunber.”

Eiric renenbered the details of his vision and, half-afraid
that it had been merely a fignent of his own imaginings, sup-
pl ying the fantasy of hope where, in reality, DO hope was,
said: "Forget the dragons, for a while at |east Last night |
left my body, so I thought, and journeyed to places beyond
the earth, eventually to the Wiite Lords' plane where they
told me how | might rouse the dragons by bl owi ng upon a

horn. 1 intend to follow their directions and seek that horn."

Dyvim Sl ormrepl aced his bow upon the table. "We'l
acconpany you, of course."

"No need—and anyway i npossible—+'I1 have to go al one.

Wait for me until | return and if | do not-—well, you nust do
what you deci de, spending your renmining years inprisoned

on this isle, or going to battle with Chaos."

"l have the idea that tinme has stopped in truth and if we

stay here we shall live on forever and shall be forced to face
the resulting boredom"™ Monglumput in. "If you don't re-
turn, | for one will ride into the conquered realnms to take a

few of our enemes with ne to |inbo."

"As you will," Eiric said- "But wait for me until all your
patience is ended, for | know not how long Il be."

He stood up and they seened a trifle startled, as if they
had not until then understood the inport of his words.

"Fare you well, then, ny friend," said Mongl um
"How wel |l | fare depends on what | neet where | go," Ei-
ric smled. "But thanks, Monglum Fare you well, good

cousin, do not fret Perhaps well wake the dragons yett"
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"Aye," DyvimSlormsaid with a sudden resurgence of vi-
tality, "We shall, we shall! And their fiery venomw || spread
across the filth mat Chaos brings, burning it dean! That day
must cone or |'mno prophet at all!**

Infected by this uneJtpected enthusiasm Eiric felt an in-
crease of confidence, saluted his friends, sniled, and wal ked
upright fromthe chanber, ascending the marble stairs to take
the Chaos Shield fromits place and go down to the gateway

of the tower and pass through it, walking the jagged streets
towards di e magi c-sundered ruin that had once been the

scene of his dreadful vengeance and unwi tting nurder—he
Tower of B'all'nezbett.

Thr ee

Now, as Eiric stood before the broken entrance of the tower.
his mnd was beset with bursting thoughts which fled about

his skull, made overtures to his convictions and threatened to
send hi m hopel essly back to rejoin his conpanions. But he
fought them forced them down, forgot them clung to his
renenbrance of the White Lord's assurance and passed into

the shadowed shell which still had the snell of burnt wood

and fabric about its blackened interior.

This tower, which had forned a funeral pyre for the mur-
dered corpse of his first love Cynoril and his warped cousin.
her brother Yyrkoon. had been gutted of innards. Only the
stone stairway remai ned and that, he noted, peering into the
gl oom t hrough whi ch rays of sunlight slanted, bad coll apsed
before it reached the roof. '

He dare not think, for thought m ght rob himof action

I nstead, he placed a foot upon the first stair and began to

climb. As be did so, a faint sound entered his ears, or it may
have been that it cane fromw thin bis mnd. However it

reached his consciousness, it sounded |ike a far-away orches-

tra tuning itself. As he clinbed higher* the sound nounted,
rhythm c yet discordant, until, by the tine he reached the fi-

nal step still left intact, it thundered through his skull, pound-
ed through his body producing a sensation of dull pain.

He paused and stared downward to the tower's floor far

bel ow. Fears beset him He wondered whether Lord Donbl as

had intended himto clinb to the highest point he could eas-
ily reach, or the actual point which was still sone twenty feet
above him He decided it was best to take the Wite Lord
literally and swinging the great Chaos Shield upon his back,
reached above himand got bis fingers into a crack in the
wal | , which now sl oped gently i nwards. He heaved hi nsel f

up, his legs dangling and his feet seeking a bold. He had al -
ways been troubl ed by heights and disliked the sensation that
188
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came to himas be glanced down to the nibble-laden floor,
eighty feet below, but he continued to clinb and the clinbing
was made easier by ne fissures in the tower's wall. Though
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he expected to fall, he did not, and at |ast reached nme unsafe
roof, easing hinself through a bole and on to the sloping ex-
terior. Bit by bit he clinbed until he was on the highest part
of the tower. Then, fearing hesitation «till, he stepped out-
wards, over the festering streets of Inrryr far bel ow

The di scordant music topped. A roaring note replaced ft.
Swirling waves of red and bl ack rushed towards hi mand men
he had burst through themto find he was standing on firm
turf beneath a snmall, pale sun, ne snell of grass in his nos-
trils. He noted mat, whereas ne ancient world seen in his
dream had seened nore col ourful than his own, nmis world,

in turn, contained even |less colour, though it seemed to be
cleaner inits outlines, in sharper focus. And the breeze nuat
bl ew agai nst his face was.col der. He began to wal k over ne
grass towards a thick forest of low, solid foliage which |ay
ahead. He reached nme perineter of me forest but did not en-
ter, circumavigating it until he came to a stream mat went
off into the distance, away fromthe forest

He noticed with curiosity mat nme bright clear water ap-

peared not to nove. It was frozen, though not by any natura
process that he recognised. It bad all the attributes of a sum
mer streamyet it did not flow. Feeling mat this phenone-

non contrasted strangely with ne rest of the scenery, he

swung ne round Chaos Shield on to his arm drew his throb-

bi ng sword and began to follow the stream

The grass gave way to gorse and rocks with ne occasiona

dunp of waving ferns of a variety he didn't recognise

Ahead, he thought he heard the tinkle of water, but here the
streamwas still frozen. As he passed a rock taller man the
rest, he heard a voice above him

"Eiric!"
He | ooked up.

There, on the rock, stood a young dwarf with a |ong,

brown beard that reached bel ow his waist He clutched a
spear, his only weapon, and he was dad mrusset breeks and
jerkin with a green cap on his head and no shoes on his
broad, naked feel He bad eyes like quartz that were at once
hard, harsh and hunorous.

"That's nmy nane," Eiric said quizzically. "Yet howis it
you know me?**

M chael Mborcock
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"I amnot of this world nyself-at |east, not exactly. |

have no existence in tine as you know it, but nove here and
there in the shadow worlds that the gods make. It is ny
nature to do so. In return for allowing me to exist, the gods
sometines use ne as a nessenger. My nane is Jermays the
Crooked, as unfinished as these worlds thenselves." He clam
bered down the rode and stood | ooking up at Eiric.

"What's your purpose here?" asked the al bino.

"Met hought you sought the Horn of Fate?"
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"True. Know you where it |ies?"

"Aye," smiled the young dwarf sardonically. "Ifs buried

with the still-living corpse of a hero of this real ma warrior
they call Roland. Possibly yet another incarnation of the
chanpi on Eternal.**

"An outl andi sh nane."

*'No nore than yours to other ears. Roland, save that his
life was not so doom beset, is your counterpart in his own
realm He nmet his death in a valley not far from here,
trapped and betrayed by a fellow warrior. The horn was with
hi mthen and he blew it once before he died. Sone say that
the echoes still resound through the valley, and will resound
forever, though Rol and peri shed nany years ago. The horn's
full purpose is unknown here—and was unknown even to Ro-

land. It is called AQifant and, with his nagic sword Duran-
dana, was buried with himin the nonstrous grave nmound that

you see yonder."

The dwarf pointed into the distance and Biric saw mat be
i ndi cated sonething be had earlier taken to be a large hillock

"And what nust | do to gain this hon?" he asked.

The dwarf grinned with a hint of malice in his voice, “ou
must match that bodkin there 'gainst Roland s Durandana.

Hi s was consecrated by the Forces of Light whereas yours
was forged by the Forces of Darkness. It should be an inter-
esting conflict"

"You say he's dead—then how can he fight ne?**

"He wears the horn by a thong about his neck. If you at-
tempt to renove it. he will defend his ownership, waking
fromthe deathless sleep that seens to be the | ot of npst
heroes in this world."

Eiric smled. "It seens to me they nust be short of heroes
if they have to preserve themin that nmanner.**

"Perhaps," the dwarf answered carelessly, "for there are a
dozen or nore who lie sleeping somewhere in this |Iand al one.
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They are ni pposcd to awaken only when a desperate need

ari ses, yet |'ve known unpl easant things to happen and stil
they have alept It could be they await the end of their world,
whi ch die gods may destroy if It proves unsuitable, in which
case they will fight to prevent such a happening. It is nerely
a poorly conceived theory of my own and of little weight
Perhaps the | egends arise fromsonme di mknow edge of the

fate of the Chanpi on EEteroalL

The dwarf bobbed a cynical bow and, hefting his spear,
sahited Eiric. "Farewell, Eiric of Ml nibone. Wen you w sh
toreturn | will be here to | ead you—and return you nust,
whet her alive or dead, for, as you are probably aware, your
very presence, your physical appearance itself, contradicts
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this environnent. Only one thing fits here..."
"VWhat's Aatr
“Your sword.'*

"My ewordi Strange, | should haw t hought that woul d be

the last thing.'* He shook a growing idea out of his nmind. He
did not have tinme to speculate. "lI've no liking to be here," he
commented as the dwarf cl anbered over the rocks. He

glanced in the direction of toe great burial nmbund and began

to advance towards ft. Beside himhe saw that the stream was
nmoving naturally and he had the inpression that though Law
influenced this world, it was to sone extent still forced to
deal with the disrupting influence of Chaos.

The grave barrow, be could now see, was fenced about
wi th giant slabs of unadorned stone. Beyond the stones were

olive trees that had dull jewels hanging fromtncir branches,
and beyond them through tee leafy apertures, Eiric saw a
tall, curved entrance bl ocked by gates of brass enbossed with
gol d.

Though strong, Stornbringer,"” he said to his sword, "I
wonder if youll be strong enough to war in this world as well
as giving nmy body vitality. Let's test you."

He advanced to the gate and drawi ng back his arm de-

livered a mighty blow upon it with the runesword. The netal
rang and a dent appeared. Again he struck, this tinme holding
the sword with both hands, but then a voice cried fromhis
right

"What denon woul d di sturb dead Rol and's rest?"

"Who speaks the | anguage of Mel ni bone?" Eiric retorted
bol dl y.

"l speak the | anguage of demobns, for | perceive that is
192 M chael Mborcock

what you are. | know of oo Mil nebooney and am wen-versed
in the ancient nysteries.”

"A proud boast for a woman." said Eiric. who had not yet

seen the speaker. She energed, then, fromaround the bar-

row, and stood staring at himfromout of her glow ng green
eyes: She had a long, beautiful face and was al nost as pale as
hi nsel f, though her hair was jet black. "What's your nane?"

he asked. "And are you a native of this world?"

"I am named Vivian, an enchantress, but earthly enough.

Your Master knows the nanme of Vivian who once | oved Ro-

| and, though he was too upright to indulge her, for she is
imortal and a witch," She | aughed good- humouredly.
"Therefore | amfamliar with denons of your |ike and do

not fear you. Aroint thee! Aroint thee—er shall | call Bishop
Turpin to exorcise thee?"

"Some of your words,"” said Elric courteously, "are unfa-
mliar and the speech of ny folk nuch garbled. Are you
sonme guardi an of this hero's tonb?"
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"Sel f - made guardi an, aye. Now gol" She pointed towards
the stone sl abs.

"That is not possible. The corpse wi thin has sonething of
value to roe. The Horn of Fate we call it, but you know it by
anot her nane."

"Aifanti But that's a blessed instrunment No denpn woul d
dare touch it Even I|..."

"I am no denmon- Fm sufficiently human, | swear. Now
stand aside. This cursed door resists ny efforts too well."

"Aye," she said thoughtfully. "You could be a man—
though an unlikely one. But the white face and hair, the red
eyes. the tongue you speak...."

"Sorcerer | be, but no denpbn. Pl ease-stand aside."

She | ooked carefully into his face and her | ook dis-

turbed him He took her by her shoulder. She felt real enough,
yet sonehow she had little real presence. It was as if she
were far away rather than close to him They stared at one
anot her, both curious, both troubled. He whispered: "What
know edge coul d you have of ny language? Is this world a
dream of mine or of the gods? It seems scarcely tangible.
Why 2"

She 'heard him "Say you so of us? What of your ghostly
sel f? You seem an apparition fromthe dead past!"”

"From the past! Aha—and you are of the future, as yet
unf ormed. Perhaps that brings us to a conclusion?"
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She did not pursue the topic but said suddenly: "Stranger,
you wi Il never break this door down. If you can touch di -
fant, that speaks of you as nortal, despite your appearance.
You nust need the horn for an inportant task."

Eiric smled. "Aye—for if | do not take it back from
whence it canme, you will never exist!"

She frowned. "Hints! Hints! | feel close to a discovery yet
cannot grasp why, and that's unusual for Vivian. Here—= she
took a big key from her gown aod offered it to him=this is
the key to open Roland's tonb. It is the only one. | had to
kill to get it, but oftimes | venture into the gl oomof his
grave to stare down at bis face and pine that | mght revive
hi m and keep himliving forever on ny island hone. Take

the born! Rouse hi mand when he has slain you, he wll

come to me and my warmth, nmy offer of everlasting life,
rafter than lie in that cold place again. Go—be slain by Ro-
| and!"

He took the key.

"Thanks, Lady Vivian. If it were possible to convince one

who in truth did not yet exist, | wouldlell you that Roland's
dayi ng of me would be worse for you than if | am success-
ful "
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He put the large key in the lock and it turned easily. The
doors swung open and he saw that a |long, | owroofed cor-
ridor twi sted before him Unhesitatingly, he advanced down it
towards a flickering light that he could see through the cold
! and mi sty gloom Yet, as he walked, it was as if he glided in
a dreamless real than that he bad experienced the previous
ni ght Now he entered the funeral chanber, illum nated by

tall candl es surrounding the bier of a man who |ay upon it
dressed in arnmour of a crude and unfam liar design, a huge
broadsword, al nost as |arge as Stonnbringer gripped to his
chest and, upon the, hilt, attached to his neck by a silver
chai n—+the Horn of Fate, difant!

The man's face, seen in the candlelight, was strange; old
and yet with a youthful appearance, the brow snooth and the
features unlined.

Eiric took Stonnbringer in his left hand and reached out
to grasp me horn. He nade no attenpt at caution, but
w enched it off Roland's neck

A great roar came fromthe hero's throat |Inmrediately he
had rai sed hinself to a sitting position, the sword shifting into
his two hands, his | egs swinging off the bier. Hs eyes w dened

194 M chael Moor cock

as he saw Eiric with the horn in bis bands, and he, Junped at
the al bi no, the sword Duraodana whi stling downwards

towards Eiric's head. He raised the shield and bl ocked the

bl ow, slipped the horn into his jerkin and, backing away, re-
turned Stornbringer to his right hand. Roland was now
shouting sonething in a | anguage conpletely unfanmliar to
Eiric. He did not bother trying to understand, since tee angry
tones were sufficient to teD himthe kni ght was not suggesting
a peaceful negotiation. He continued defending hinself with'
out once carrying the offensive to Rol and, backing inch by

i nch down the long tunnel towards the barrow s nmouth. Ev-

ery tinme Duraodana struck the Chaos Shield, both sword and
shield gave out wild notes of great intensity. Inplacably the
hero continued to press Eiric backwards, his broadsword
whirling and striking the shield, sonetines ne blade, with
fantastic etreogth. Then they had broken into daylight and

Rol and seened nonentarily blinded. Eirie glinpsed Vivian

wat chi ng them eageriy for it appeared Rol and was wi nni ng.

However, m daylight and with no chance of avoiding the

angered knight, Eiric retaliated with all me energy he had
been saving until ms nmonment. Shield high, sword sw nging,

he now took the attack, surprising Roland who was evidently
unused to this behavior on the part of an opponent.
Stornbfinger mailed as it bit into Roland' s poorly-forged ar-
mour of iron, riveted with big unsightly nails, painted on the
front with a dull red cross mat was a scarcely adequate insig-
nia for so famobus a hero. But there was no m staking Duran-
dana's powers for, though seemingly as crudely forged as the
armour, it did not lose its edge and threatened to bite through
the Chaos Shield with every stroke. Eiric's left armwas numnb
fromme blows and his right armached. Lord Donbl as bad

not lied to himwhen he had said that the strength of his
weapons woul d be di m ni shed on this world.
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Rol and paused, shouting sonething, but Eric did not heed
him seized his opportunity and rushed in to crush his shield
agai nst Rol and's body. The knight reel ed and staggered, his
eword giving off a keening note. Eiric struck at a gap be-
tween Rol and's hel met and gorget The head sprang off the
shoul ders and rol |l ed grotesquely away, but no bl ood punped
fromthe jugular. The eyes of the head remnai ned open, star-
ing at Eiric.

Vi vian screaned and shouted sonmething in the sane | an-
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guage which Rol and had used. Eiric stepped back; his face
grim

"Ch, his legend, his |legend F she cried. "The only hope the
peopl e have is that Roland will some day ride once nore to
their aid. Now you have slain hint Fiend!"

"Possessed | may be." he said quietly as she sobbed by the
headl ess corpse, "but | was ordained by the gods to do this
work. ni take ny | eave of your drab world, now "

"Have you no sorrow for the crime you' ve done?"

"None. madam for this is only one of many such acts

whi ch, Fmtold, serve sone greater purpose. That | some-
times doubt the truth of this consolation need not concern
you. Know you m's, though, | have been told that it is the
fate of such as your Roland and nyself never to di e—al ways
to be reborn. Farewel|."

And he wal ked away from nere; passed through the olive
grove and the tall stones, the Horn of Fate cold against his
heart .

He followed the river towards the high rock where he saw

a smal| figure poised and, when be reached it, |ooked up at
[me young dwarf Jennays the Crooked, took the horn from
;,his jerkin and displayed h.

e+ Jennays chuckled. "So Rol and is dead, and you, Eiric,

have | eft a fragnent of a legend in this world, if it survives.
Well, shall | escort you back to your own place?"*

| "Aye, and hurry."

;e Jermays ski pped down nme rocks and stood beside the tal

al bino. "Hm" he nused, "that horn could prove trou-
| Mesonme to us. Best replace it in your jerkin and keep it cov-
~cred by your shield."

Eiric obeyed the dwarf and foll owed himdown to the

banks of the strangely frozen river. It looked as if it should
have been noving, but it evidently was not Jennays | eapt

into it and, incredibly, began to sink. "Quickly! Follow"

Eiric stepped in after himand for a nonent stood on me
frozen water before he, also, began to sink.

Though the stream was shallow, they continued to sink un-
til all simlarity to water was gone and they were passing
down into rich darkness that became warm and heavy-
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scented. Jennays pulled at his sleeve. "This way!" And they
shot off at right angles, darting fromside to side, up and
down, through a maze that apparently only Jernmays coul d
ace. Against his chest, the hom seened to heave and he
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pressed his shield to it Then he blinked u he found hinself
inthe light again, staring at the great red sun throbbing in
the dark blue sky. His feet were on sonmething colid. He

| ooked and uw that it was the Tower of B all'nezbctL For a
whil e I onger the horn heaved as if alive, like a trapped bird,
but, after some nonments, it becanme qui escent’

Eiric lowered hinself to the roof and began to edge down
it until he canme to the gap through which he had passed ear-
lier.

Then suddenly he | ooked up as he heard a noise in the sky.
There, his feet planted on air, stood grinning Jermays the
Crooked. 'TU be passing on, for | like not this worid at all.'*
He chuckled. "It has been a pleasure to have had a part in
this. Goodbye, Sir Champion. Renenber ne, the unfinished

one. to the Lords of the H gher Wbrld*—and perhaps you

could hint to themthat the sooner they inprove their

menories or else their creative powers, the sooner |I shall be

happy. "

Eiric said: "Peihaps you' d best be content with your |ot.
Jermays. There are di sadvantages to stability, too."

Jermays shrugged and vani shed.

Slowmy, all but spent, Eiric descended the fractured wafl

and, with great relief, reached the first stair to stumble down
the rest and run back to the tower of D ar'putna with the

news of his success.

Four

The three thoughtful nen left the city and went down to the
Dragon Caves. On a new silver chain, the Horn of Fate was
slung around Eiric'a neck. He was dressed in black | eather
with his head unprotected save for a golden circlet mat kept
his hair fromhis eyes. Stonnbringer scabbarded at his side,
the Chaos Shield on his back. he led his conpanions into the
grottoes, to conme eventually to the slunbering bul k of Flamne-
fang the Dragon Leader. His |lungs seened to have insuffi-
cient capacity as.he drew air into themand grasped nme horn
Then he glanced at his friends, who regarded hi m expec-
tantly, straddled his legs slightly and blewwith all his
strength into the hom

The note sounded, deep and sonorous, and as it reverber-

ated through the caverns, he felt all his vitality draining from
hi m Weaker and weaker he becane until he sank to hia

knees, the homstill at his lips, the note failing, his vision

di mmi ng, his linbs shaking, and then he spraw ed face down

on the rock, the homclattering beside him

Moongl um dashed towards hi m and gasped as he saw t he
bul k of the |eading dragon stir and one huge, unblinking eye,
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as cold as the northern wastes, stare at him

Dyvim Stormyell ed jubilantly: "Flamefangi Brother Flan®
fang. you wake!"

Al'l about him he saw the other dragons stirring al so, shak-

ing their wings and straightening their slender necks, ruffling
their hony crests. Monglumfelt smaller than usual as the
dragons wakened. He began to feel nervous of ne huge

beasts, wondering how they would respond to the presence of

one who was not a Dragon Master. Then he renenbered the
enervated al bino and knelt beside Eiric, touching his

| eat her n- covered shoul der.

"Eiric! Dyou live?"

Eiric groaned and tried to turn over onto his back. Mon-
197
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gl um hel ped himsit upright *Tm weak, Moongl umao weak
I can't rise. 'Die born took all ny energy!**

"Draw your sword—t will supply what you need. **

Eiric shook his head. "I'Il take your advice, though | doubt
whet her you're right this tine. That hero | slew nust have

been soulless, or else his soul was well-protected, for | gained
not hing fromhim**

Hi s hand fumbl ed towards his hip and grasped

Stornbringer's hilt. Wth a trenendous effort, he drew it
fromthe scabbard and felt a faint flowing | eave it and enter
aim but not enough to allow himany great exertion. He got

up and staggered towards Fl anefang. The nonster recogni sed
himand nutted its wings by way of wel conme, its hard,

sol enmm eyes seeming to warmslightly. As he noved round to

pat its neck, he staggered and fell to one knee, rising with ef-
fort.

In earlier tines there had been slaves to saddl e ne dragons
but now they woul d have to saddle their beasts thensel ves.
They went to the saddl e-store and chose the saddl es they
Deeded, for each saddl e was designed for an individual beast
Blric could scarcely bear the weight of Flanmefang*s el abo-
rately carved saddl e of wood, steel, jewels and precious
metals. He was forced to drag it across die cavern floor. Not
wi shing to enbarrass himwth their gl ances, the other two ig-
nored bis inpotent struggling and busied thensel ves with
their own saddl es. The dragons nust have understood that
Moongl umwas a friend, for they did not demur when he
cautiously approached to dress his dragon with its high
wooden saddle with silver stirrups and sheathed, |ance-I|ike
goad from whi ch was draped the pennant of a noble famly

of Mel ni bone, now all dead

When they had finished saddling their own beasts, they

went to help Eiric who was half-falling with weariness, his
back | eani ng agai nst Flamefang's scaly body. Wiile they tied
the girths, DyvimSlormsaid: "WII you have strength

enough to | ead us?"
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Eiric sighed. "Aye—enough, | think, for that But | know
111 have none for the ensuing battle. There nust be sone
means of gaining vitality."

"What of the herbs you once used?**

"Those | had have lost their properties, and there are no
fresh ones to be found now t hat Chaos has warped pl ant,
rock and ocean with its dreadful stanp."

STORMBRI NGER 199

Leavi ng Moonglumto finish Flamefang's saddling, Dyvim
Slormwent away to return with a cup of liquid which he

hoped would help revivify Eiric. Eiric drank it, gave the cup
back to Dyvim Sl orm and reached up to grasp the saddl e-
ponmel, hauling hinself into the high saddle. "Bring straps,"
he order ed.

"Straps?" Dyvim Sl orm frowned

"Aye. If I'mnot secured in ny saddle, FIl likely fan to the
ground before we've flown a mle.**

So be sat in the tall saddle and gripped the goad which

bore his blue, green and silver pennant, gripped it in hs
gauntl eted hand and waited until they cane with the straps
and bound himfirmy into place. He gave a slight snmle and
shook the dragon's halter. "Forward, Flanefang, |ead the way
for your brothers and sisters."”

Wth fol ded wi ngs and | owered head, the dragon began to

walk its slithering way to the exit Behind it, on two dragons
al nrost as |l arge, sat Dyvim Sl orm and Mbonghun, their faces
grimy concerned, watchful for Eiric'g safety. As Fl anefang
moved with rolling gait through the series of caverns, its fel-
| ow beasts fell in behind it until all of them had reached the
great nouth of the |ast cave which overl ooked the threshing
sea. The sun was still in its position overhead, scarlet and
swol l en, seenming to swell in rhythmw th the novenent of

the sea. Voicing a shout that was half-hiss, half-yell. Eric
| apped at Flanefang's neck with his goad.

"Up, Flanmefaogt Up for Mel ni bone and vengeanceF

As if sensing the strangeness of the world, Flanefang

paused on ne brink of the | edge, shaking his head and snort-
ing to hinself. Then, as he launched into the air, his w ngs
began to beat, their fantastic spread flapping with slow grace,
but bearing the beast along with nmarvell ous speed.

Up, up, beneath die swollen sun, up into ne hot, turbul ent
air, up towards the East where Ac canps of hell were wait-
ing. And in Flanefang's wake cane its two brother-dragons,
beari ng Moongl um and Dyvim Sl orm who had a horn of his

own, the one used to direct the dragons. N nety-five other
dragons, nales and fenml es, darkened the deep blue sky, all
green, red and gold, scales clashing and flashing, w ngs
beating and, in concert, sounding |like the throbbing of a ml-
lion druns as they flew over the unclean waters with gaping
jaws and col d, cold eyes.
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Though beneath himnow Eiric saw with blurring eyes
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many col ours of inmmense richness, they were aH darfc and
changi ng constantly, shifting fromone extrene of a dark,
spectrumto the other. It was not water down nere BOW-t

was a fluid conprised of materials born natural and supernat-
ural, real and abstract Pain* |onging. msery and | aughter
could be seen as tangible fragnents of nme tossing tide, pas-
sions and frustrations lay in it also. as wD as stuff made of
living flesh mat bubbl ed on occasions to the surface.

In his weakened condition, me sight of ne fluid sickened
Eiric and he turned his red eyes upwards and towards the
East as the dragons noved swiftly on their course.

Soon they were flying across what bad once been the main-

| and of nme Eastern Continent, ne najor Vilmrian peninsula.
But now it was bereft of its earlier qualities and huge
columms of dark mist rose into the air so that they wen
forced to guide their reptilian steeds anong them Lava
streaned, bubbling, on the far-away ground, disgusting
shapes flitted over land and air, nonstrous beasts and ne oc-
casional group of weird riders on skeletal horses who | ooked
up when they heard the beat of the dragon wings and rode in
frantic fear towards their canps.

The worid seened a dead corpse, given life In corruption
by virtue of the vermn which fed upon it

O manki nd nothing was left, save for the three nmounted
on the dragons.

Eiric knew that Jagreen Lera and his hunan allies had

| ong-since forsaken their humanity and could no | onger claim
kinship with the species their hordes had swept fromthe
worid. The | eaders alone might retain their human shape, the
Dark Lords don it, but their souls were warped just as the
bodi es of their followers had beconme warped i nto hell-shapes
due to the transmuting influence of Chao*. AH the dark pow
ers of Chaos lay upon the world, yet deeper and deeper into
its heart went the dragon flight, with Eiric swaying in his
saddl e and only stopped fromfalling by the straps that bound
his body. Fromthe | ands bel ow there seened to rise an
aching shriek as tortured nature was defied and its com
ponents forced into alien forns.

Onward they sped, towards what had once been Kari aak

by the Weping Waste and whi ch was now t he Canp of

Chaos. Then, from above, they heard a cawing yell and saw
bl ack shapes droppi ng down on them Eiric had not even
strength to cry out, but weakly tapped Fl anmefang's neck and
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made the beast veer away fromthe danger. Mongl um and
Dyvim Sl orm fol |l oned his exanple and Dyvi m Sl orm sound-
ed his born, ordering the dragons not to engage the attackers,
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but sonme of the dragons in nme rear were too |ate and were
forced to turn aod battle with the black phantons.

Ehi ¢ | ooked behind himand, for a few seconds, saw them
outlined against the sky, rending things with the jaws of

whal es, | ocked in conbat with me dragons that shot their
flami ng venom at themand tore at nremwith teeth and

claws, wings flapping as they strove to hold their height, but
then anot her wave of dark green nist spread across his field
of vision and he did not see the fate that befell the dozen

dr agons.

Now Eiric signalled Planefang to fly | ow over a snal

army of riders fleeing through the tornented | and, the eight-
arrowed standard of Chaos flapping fromthe | eader's encrust-
ed |l ance. Down they went and | oosed weir venom having the
satisfaction of seeing the beasts and riders scream bum and
perish, their ashes absorbed into the shifting ground.

Here and there, now, they saw a gigantic castle, newy-

rai sed by sorcerer, perhaps as a reward to sonme traitor Kking
who had ai ded Jagreen Lem perhaps as the keeps of the
Capt ai ns of Chaos who, now that Chaos rul ed, were establish-
ing thenselves on earth. They swept down on them released
their venomand | eft themburning with unnatural fires, the
gouting snoke bl ending with me shredding m st And at | ast
Eiric saw the Canp of Chaos—a city but recently nade in

the sane manner as the castles, the flaring sign of Chaos
hangi ng anber in the sky overhead. Yet he felt no elation,
only despair that he was so weak be woul d not have the
strength to meet his eneny Jagreen Lemin conbat Wat

could he do? How coul d strength be found—for, even if he
took no part in the fighting, he nust have sufficient vitality to
bl ow the horn a second tinme and sumon the Wiite Lords to
eart h.

The city seenmed peculiarly silent as if it waited or prepared
for something. It had an om nous atnosphere and Eiric, be-
fore Flanefang crossed the perinmeter, nmade his dragon steed
turn and circle.

Dyvim Sl orm and Mongl um and the rest of the dragon

flight followed his exanple and Dyvim Sl orm cal | ed across
the air to him "Wat now, Eiric? | had not expected a city
to be here so soon!"
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"Neither had L But | ook.—=x* he pointed with a trenbling

band he could hardly lift. ethere's Jagreen Lern's Mernman
standard. And there— now he pointed to the left and right,
"the standards of a score of the Dukes of Hell! Yet | see no
ot her human standards." Mongl um shout ed:

"Those castles we destroyed. | suspect that Jagreen Lern
had al ready divided up these sundered | ands and gi ven them
to his, hirelings. How can we tell how much time has really
passed—tine in which an this could have been brought
about ?"

eT™uc," Brie nodded, |ooking up at the still sun. He
lurched forward in his saddle, half-swooning, pulled hinself
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upright, breathing heavily. The Chaos Shield seened |like a
huge wei ght on his arm but be held it warily before him

Then be acted on inpul se and goaded Fl amefang into
speed so that ne dragon rushed towards me city, diving down
towards ne castle of Jagreen Lem

Not hi ng sought to stop himand he | anded ne beast anong
me turrets of the castle. Silence was dom nant He | ooked
around, puzzled, but could see nothing save the towering
bui |l di ngs of dark stone that seened to ooze beneath Fl ame-
fang's feet

The straps stopped himfrom di smounting, but he saw
enough to be sure the city was deserted. \Were was nme horde
of heD? Where was Jagreen Lern?

Dyvi m St orm and Moongl um canme to Join him while the

rest of the dragons circled above. Qaws scratched on rock,

wi ngs slashed the air and they settled, turning their mghty
heads this way and that, ruffling their scales restlessly for,
once aroused fromtheir dunber, ne dragons preferred the

ai rt ot bel and.

Dyvim Sl orm st ayed but |ong enough to nmutter: "ni scout

the city,"” and then was flying away again, |ow anpongst the
castles until they heard himcry out and saw hi m swoop out
of sight There cane a yeu, but they could not see what
caused it, a pause, and then Dyvim Slornis dragon was fl ap-
ping up again and they saw he had a withing prisoner slung
over the front of his saddle. He | anded. The thing he had
captured bore resenbl ance to a human being, but was m s-
shapen and ugly vima jutting underiip, |ow forehead and no
chin; huge, square, uneven teeth bristled inits nouth and its
bare arns were covered in waving hairs.

"Where are your masters?*' Dyvim Sl orm demanded. The
STORMBRI NGER 203

thing seenmed to possess no fear, but chuckled: *They

predi cted your coming and. since the city linmts novenent.
have assenbled their armes on a plateau they have made five
mles to the north-east" It turned its dilated eyes to Eiric.
"Jagreen Lern sent greetings and said he anticipated your
foolish downfall."

Ei ric shrugged.

Dyvim Sl orm drew his own runebl ade and hacked the

creature down. It cackled as it died, for its sanity had fled
with its fear. He shivered as the thing's soul -stuff bl ended
with his own and passed extra energy to him Then he cursed
and | ooked at Eiric with pain in his eyes.

"l acted in haste—+ should have given himto you."
Eiric said nothing to nmis but whispered in his failing voice:
"Let's to their battlefield. Hurry!"

Up to Join their flight they went again, into nme rushing,
popul ated air and towards nme nort h-east

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%?2...-%20Elric%206%20-%20The%20Storm%20Bringer.txt (150 of 164) [1/19/03 6:35:47 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20El ri c%6206%620-%20T he%620Storm%20Bringer.txt

It was with astoni shnment that they sighted Jagreen Lern's
horde, for they could not understand how it could have man-
aged to regroup itself so swiftly. Every fiend and warrior on
earth seened to have come to fight under the Theocrat's
standard. It dung like a vile disease to me undul ati ng pl ain.
And around it. clouds grew darker, even though |i ghtning,

obvi ously of supernatural origin, blossoned and shouted,
criss-crossing the plain.

Into this noisy agitation swept ne dragon .flight and they
recogni sed the force comnmanded by Jagreen Lern hinself for
hi s banner flew above it Oher divisions were commanded by
Dukes of Hel |l —Mal ohin, Zhortra, X onbarg and ot hers.

Also Eiric noted the three mightiest Lords of Chaos, dwarfing
me rest Charoros the Reaper with his great head and his
curving scythe, Mbel ode ne Faceless with his face always in
shadow no matter which way you | ooked at h, and Slortar

me AOd, slimand beautiful, reputed ne ol dest of the gods
This was a force which a thousand powerful sorcerers would
find it bard to defend agai nst, and nme thought of attacking
mem seened folly.

Eiric did not bother to consider this for he had enbarked
on his plan and was conmitted to carrying it through even
though, in his present condition, be was bound to destroy
hinself if he continued.

They had the advantage of attacking fromthe air, but this
woul d only be of value while ne dragons' venom | asted.
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When it gave out, they nmust go in closer. At that nonment El -
ric would need nuch energy—and he had none.

Down swept the dragons, shooting their incendiary venom
into the ranks of Chaos.

Normal Iy, no arny could stand agai nst such an attack, but,
protected by sorcery, Chaos was able to turn rmuch of the
fiery venom asi de. The venom seened to spread agai nst an
invisible shield and di ssipate. Sone of it struck: its target,
however, and hundreds of warriors were engulfed in flane

and di ed bl azi ng.

Agai n and again the dragons rose and dived upon their en-
em es, Brie swaying al nbst unconscious in his saddle, his
awar eness of what was going on dimnishing with every at-
t ack.

Hi s di mmi ng vision was further encunbered by the stink-

ing snmoke mat had begun to rise off the battlefield. Fromthe
horde, huge |l ances were rising with seem ng sl owness, |ances
of Chaos |ike streaks of amber lightning striking at nme drag-
ons so that the beasts hit bellowed and burtlod dead to the
ground. C oser and closer, Elric's steed bore himuntil be was
flying over the division commanded by Jagreen Urn hinself.

He caught a misty glinpse of the Theocrat sitting a repulsive,
hairl ess horse and waving his sword, convul sed with nocking
mrth. He faintly beard his eneny's voice drift up to him
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"Farewel | . Brie—this is our |ast encounter, for today you
go to |inbo!"

Brie turned Fl anefaag about and whispered into his ear:
"That one, brother—that one"*

Wth a roar, Planmefang | oosed his venom at ne | aughing
TheocralL It seemed to Eiric that Jagreen Lern nust surely be
burned to ashes, but just as the venom seened to touch hint
it was buried back and only a few drops struck sone of the
Theocrat's retainers, igniting their flesh and cl ot hi ng.

Stiu Jagreen Lern | aughed and now he rel eased an amber

Spear whi ch had appeared in his hand. Straight towards Eiric
it went and, with difficulty, the albino put up his Chaos
Shield to deflect it

So great was the force of the bolt striking his shield that he
was buried backwards in his saddl e and one of the straps se-
curing himsnapped so that he fen to the left and was only
saved by the other strap that had hel d. Now he crouched be-
hind the shield' s protection as it was battered with supernatu-
ral weapons. Flanefang, too, was enconpassed by the shield's
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great power; but how |l ong woul d even me Chaos Shield resist
nch an attack?

It seemed mat he was forced to use ne shield for an infi-
nite tine before Flanefang's wi ngs cracked ne air like ships
and he was rushi ng high above ne horde.

He was dyi ng.

Mnute by mnute nme vitality was leaving himas |If he
were an old man ready for death. "I cannot die," be nut-
tered* "I nmust not die. Is nere no escape fromthis dil emm?"

Fl amef ang seened to hear him The dragon descended

towards ne ground again and dropped until its scaly belly
was scraping the | ances of ne horde. Then Fl anef ang had

| anded on the unstable ground and waited with fol ded w ngs
as a group of warriors goaded their beasts towards him

Eiric gasped: "What have you done, Flanefang? |s nothing
dependabl e? You have delivered ne into ne hands of the en-

eny! **

Wth great effort he drew bis sword as the first lance struck
his shield and me rider passed, grinning, sensing Elric's
weakness. Ot hers cane on both sides. Wakly, he slashed at

one and Stornbringer suddenly took control to nake his aim
true. The rider's armwas pierced and he was | ocked to the

bl ade as h fed, greedily, upon his life-stuff. Imediately, Ei-
ric felt sone slight return of strength and realised that be-
tween them dragon and sword were hel ping himgain the

energy be needed. But the blade kept the npbst part to itself.
There was a reason for this, as Eiric found out at once, for
the sword continued to direct bis arm Several nore riders
were slain in this manner and Eiric grinned as he felt the vi-
tality flowing back into his body. H's vision cleared, his reac-
tions becanme nornmal, his spirits rose. Now he carried the
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attack to the rest of ne division, Flanefang noving over the
ground with a speed belying his bulk. The warriors scattered
and fled back to rejoin the main force, but Eiric no |onger
cared, he had ne souls of a dozen of themand it was

enough. "Now up. Flamefang! Rise and | et us seek out nore
power ful enem es!**

Obedi ently Fl amefang spread his wings. They began to flap
and bear himoff me ground until be was gliding | ow over the
hor de.

In the mdst of Lord Xionbarg's division, Eric |anded
agai n, di smounted from Fl amef ang and, possessed of his su-
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pernatural energy, rushed into the ranks of fiendish warriors,
hewi ng about him invulnerable to all but the strongest attack
of Chaos. Vitality mounted and a kind of battle-madness with
it. Further and further into the ranks he sliced his way, unti
he saw Lord Xionbarg in his earthly guise of a slender,
dark-haired wonman. Eiric knew that the woman's shape was

no indication of Xionbarg's mghty strength but, w thout

fear. he leapt forwards the Duke of Hell and stood before

him | ooking up at where he sat on his |ion-headed, bull-
bodi ed nount

Xiombarg's girl's voice canme sweetly to Eiric's ears. "Mor-
tal, you have defied many Dukes of Hell and bani shed others
back to the H gher Wrlds. They call you god-slayer now, so
|'ve heard. Can you slay nme?"

"You know that no nortal can slay one of the Lords of

the Hi gher Worl ds whether they be of Law or Chaos, Xi om
barg—but he can, if equipped with sufficient power, destroy
their earthly senblance and send them back to their own

pl ane, never to return?"

"Can you do this to me?"
"Let us see!"™ Eiric flung hinmself towards the Dark Lord.

Xi ombarg was arnmed with a | ong-shafted battl e-axe that

gave of f a night-blue radiance. As his steed reared, he swing
the axe down at Eiric's unprotected head. The al bino flung
up bis shield and the axe struck h. A kind of netallic shout
canme fromthe weapons and huge sparks flew away. Eiric

moved in close and hacked at one of Xionbarg's fem nine
legs. A light nmoved down fromhis hips and protected the |eg
so that Stornbringer was brought to a stop, jarring Eiric's
arm Again the axe struck the shield with the sane effect as
before. Again Eiric tried to pierce Xionbarg's unholy de-
fence. And all the while he heard the Dark Lord's | aughter,
sweet |y nodul ated, yet as horrible as a hag's.

"Your nockery of human shape and hunan beauty begins
to fail, my lord!" cried Eiric, standing back for a nmonment to
gather his strength.

Already the giri's face was withing and changing as, dis-

concerted by Eiric's power, the Duke of Hell spurred bis
beast down on the al bino.
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Eiri c dodged aside and struck again. This tine Storm
bringer throbbed in his hand as it pierced Xionbarg's de-
fence and the Dark Lord noaned, retaliating with another
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axe- bl ow which Eiric barely succeeded in bl ocking. He turned
hi s beast, the axe rushing about his head as be whirled it and
flung it at Eiric with the intention of striking himin the head.

Eiric ducked and put up bis shield, the axe clipping it and
foiling to the shifting ground. He ran after Xi onmbarg who

was once again turning his steed. From nowhere he had pro-
duced anot her weapon, a huge doubl e-handed br oadsword,

the breadth of its blade triple that of even Stonnbringer's. It
seenmed i ncongruous in the small, delicate hands of the
girl-shape. And its size, Eiric guessed, told sonething of its
power. He backed away warily, noting absently that one of

the Dark Lord's |l egs was mi ssing and replaced by an insect-
like mandi ble. If be could only destroy the rest of Xionbarg's
di sqgui se, he woul d have succeeded in bani shing him

Now Xi onmbarg's | aughter was no | onger sweet, but had an

unhi nged note. The lion-head roared in unison with its mas-
ter's voice as it rushed towards Eiric. The nonstrous sword
went up and crashed upon the Chaos Shield. Eiric fell on his
back, feeling the ground itch and craw beneath him but ne
shield was still in one piece. He caught sight of the bull-
hooves poundi ng down on him drew hinself beneath the

shield, leaving only his sword-armfree. As the beast thun-
dered above, seeking to crush himwith its hooves, he thrust
upwards into its belly. The sword was initially halted and
then seened to pierce through whatever obstructed it and

draw out the life-force. The vitality of the unholy beast
passed fromsword to man and Eiric was taken aback by its
strange, insensate quality, for the soul-stuff of an aninmal was
different fromthat of an intelligent protagonist. He rolled
fromunder ne beast's bulk and sprang to his feet as the
lion-bull collapsed, hurling Xionbarg's still-earthly shape to
t he ground.

Instantly the Dark Lord was up, standing with a peculiarly
unbal anced stance with one |l eg hunan and the other alien. It
linped swiftly towards Eiric, bringing nme huge sword round

in a sideways nmovenent that would slice Eiric in tw. But Ei-
ric. full of the energy gained from Xi onbarg's steed, |eapt
back fromthe blow and struck at the sword with Storm

bringer. The two bl ades net, but neither gave. Stornbringer
shrieked in anger for it was unused to resistance of this kind.
Eiric got the rimof his shield under the blade and forced it
up. For an instant Xionbarg's guard was open and Eiric
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used that instant with effect, driving Stonnbringer into the
Dark Lord's breast with all his strength.

Xi ombarg whi npered and at once his earthly shape began

to dissolve as Elric*s sword sucked his energy into itself. Eiric
knew that this energy was only that fraction constituting
Xiombarg's life-force on this plane, that the maysr part of the
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Dark Lord's soid was still in the Higher Wrlds for not even
the nost powerful of these godlngs could summon t he power

to transport all of hinmself to the earth. If Eiric had taken ev-
ery scrap of Xionbarg's soul. his own body could not have
retained it but would have burst. However, so nuch nore

power ful than any human soul was the force Sowing into him
fromthe wound he had made, that he was once again the

vessel for a mighty energy.

Xi ombarg changed. He becane little nore than a flickering
coil of coloured |ight which began to drift away and finally
vani sh as XJonbarg was swept, raging, back to his own

pl ane.

Eiric | ooked upwards. He was horrified to see that only a
few of the dragons survived. One was fluttering down now
and it had a rider on its back. Fromthat distance he could
not see which of his friends it was.

He began to run towards the place where it fell-
He heard the crash as it came to ground, heard a weird
vai ling, a bubbling cry and then not hing.

He battled his way through the mlling warriors of Chaos

and none could withstand him until he cane at last to the
fallen dragon. There was a broken body |ying on the ground
beside it, but of the ruoeblade there was no sign. It had van-
i shed.

It was the body of Dyvim Slonn, |ast of his kinsnen.

There was no time for nourning. Eiric and Mbongl um and

the bare score of renmining dragons could not possibly win
agai nst Jagrecn Lemi s strength, which had been hardly

touched by the attack. Standing over the body of bis cousin,
be placed the Horn of Fate to his |lips, took a huge breath

and bl ew. The clear, nelancholy note of the horn rang out

over the battlefield and seenmed to carry in all directions,
through all the dimensions of the cosnos, through all the
nmyriad pl anes and exi stences, through all eternity to the ends
of the universe and the ends of Tine itself.
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The note took |ong nonments to fade and. when it had at
| ast died away, there was an absol ute hush over the world,
the muling millions were still, there was an air of expectancy.

And then the Wite Lords cane.
Five

It was as if sone enornous sun, thousands of tines |arger

than earth's, had sent a ray of light pulsing through the cos*
nos, defying the flinsy barriers of Tine and Space, to strike
upon that great black battlefield. And along it, appearing on
the pathway that the horn's weird power had created for

them strode the mpjestic Lords of Law, their earthly forns

so beautiful that they challenged Elite's sanity, for his mnd
could scarcely absorb the sight. They disdained to ride, |ike
the Lords of Chaos, on bizarre beasts* but noved wi t hout
steeds, a magnificent assenbly with their mrror-clear arnour
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and rippling surcoats bearing the single Arrow of Law.

Leadi ng t hem cane Donbl as die Justice Maker, a smile

upon his perfect Ups. He carried a slender sword in his right
hand, a sword that was strai ght and sharp and like a beam of
light itself.

Elric noved swiftly then, rushed to where Fl anefang
awai ted himand urged the great reptile into the noaning air.

FI amef ang noved with | ess ease than earlier, but Elric did
not know whether it was because the beast was tired or
whet her the influence of Law was wei ghing on toe dragon
which was, after all, a creation of Chaos.

But at last be flew beside Mongl um and, | ooking around,
saw t hat the remining dragons had turned and were flying
back. to the West. Only their own steeds renai ned. Perhaps
the last of the dragons had sensed their part played and were
returning to the Dragon Caves to sl eep again.

Elri c and Mbongkun exchanged gl ances but sai d not hi ng,
for the sight below was too awe inspiring to speak of.

A light, white and daming. spread fromthe mdst of the
Lords of Law, the beam upon which they had conme faded,

and they began to nove towards the cpot where Chardros the
Reaper, Mabel ode the Faceless, and Slortar the A d and the
210
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| esser Lords of Chaos had assenbl ed t hensel ves, ready for
the great fight

As the Wiite Lords passed through the other denizens of

hell and the polluted nmen who were their conrades, these
creatures backed away scream ng, falling where the radiance
touched them The dross was being cl eaned away w t hout ef-
fort—but the real strength in the shape of the Dukes of Hel
and Jagreen Lemwas still to be encountered.

Though at this stage the Lords of Law were scarcely taller

than the human bei ngs, they seened to dwarf them and even

Elric. high above, felt as if h& were a tiny figure, scarcely
larger than a fly. It was not their size so nmuch as the inplica-
tion of vastness which they seemed to carry with them

Fl amef ang' s wi ngs beat wearily as he circled over the
scene. AH around himthe dark col ours were now full of
clouds of lighter, softer shades

The Lords of Law reached the spot where their ancient en-
em es were assenbled and Elric heard Lord Donbl as's voi ce
carry up to him

"You of Chaos have defied the edict of the Cosm c Bal -

ance and sought conpl ete dom nance of this planet. Destiny
deni es you this—for the earth's life is over and it nust be
resurrected in a new formwhere your influence will be
weak. "

A sweet, nocking voice cane fromthe ranks of Chaos. It
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was the voice of Slortar the A d., "You presune too nuch,
brother. The fate of the earth has not yet been finally de-
cided. Qur meeting will result in that decision—nothing el se.
If we win. Chaos shall rule. If you succeed in banishing us,
then paltry Law bereft of possibility will gain ascendancy.
But we shall w n—though Fate herself conplainsi”

"Then let this thing be settled.” replied Lord Donblas. and
Elric saw the shining Lords of Law advance towards their
dark opponents.

The very sky shook as they clashed. The air cried out and

the earth appeared to tilt Those | esser beings left alive scat-
tered amay fromthe conflict and a sound like a nmllion

t hrobbi ng harp-strings, each of a subtly variated pitch, began
to emanate fromthe warring gods

Elric saw Jagreen Lern | eave the ranks of the Dukes of

Hell and ride in his flam ng scarlet arnour, away fromthem
He realised, perhaps, that his inpertinence would be swiftly
rewar ded by deat h.
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Brie sent Planefang soaring down and he drew Storm
bringer, yelling the Theocrat's nanme and shouting chal | enges.

Jagreen Lero | ooked up, but be did not laugh tbia tine. He

i ncreased hb speed until, as Eric had already noted, he saw
towar ds what he was riding. Ahead, the earth had turned to

bl ack and purple gas that danced frenetically as if seeking to
free itself fromthe rest of the atnosphere. Jagreen Lcm
halted bis hairless horse and drew his WBMXC from his belt

He raised his flanme-red buckler which, like Eiric's. was
treated agai nst sorceraus weapons.

The dragon hurtl ed groundwards making Erie gasp with

the speed of its descent It flapped to earth a few yards from
where Jagreen Lem sat his horrible horse, waiting, philosoph-
ically, for Eiric to attack. Perhaps be sensed that their fight
would mirror the larger fight going on around nmem that the
outcome of me one would be reflected in the outcone of the
other. Whatever it was, he did not indulge in his usual brag-
gadoci o, but waited in silence.

Car el ess whet her Jagreen Lem had t he advantage or not,
Eiric disnmounted and spoke to Flamefang in a purring nur-
nur .

"Back, Flanefang, now. Back w th your brothers. Wat -

ever cornea to pass, if | win or |ose, your part is over." As
Fl amef ang stirred and turned his huge head to look into Ei-
ric's face, another dragon descended and | anded a short dis-
tance away. Moonglum too, disnmounted, beginning to

advance through the black and purple mist Eiric shouted to
him "I want no help in this, MongiunF

Til give you none. But it will be ny pleasure to see you
take his life and soul I"

Eiric | ooked at Jagreen Lem whose face was still inpas-
si ve.
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Fl amef ang*s wi ngs beat and he swept up into ne sky and
was soon gone, the other dragon follow ng. He would not re-
turn.

Eiric stal ked towards the Theocrat, his shield high aod his
sword ready, Then. with astoni shnent, he saw Jagreen Lern

di smount from his own grotesque nount and slap its hairiess
runp to send it galloping away. He stood waiting, slightly
crouched in a position which enphasi sed his high-shoul dered
stance. His long, dark face was taut and his eyes fixed on Ei-
ric as the albino came closer. An unstable smle of antici-
pation quivered on the Theocrat's Ups and his eyes flickered.
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Eiric paused just before he came within sword-reach of his
eneny. "Jagreen Lern. are you ready to pay for the crines
you've committed against me and the worl d?**

"Pay? Crines? You surprise ne, Eiric, for | see you have
fully absorbed the carping attitude of your newallies. In ny
conquests | have found it necessary to elimnate a few of
your friends who sought to stop ne. But that was to be ex-
pected. | did what | had to and what | intended—f | have
fafl ed now, | have no regret, for regret is a fool's enption
and usel ess in any capacity. \What happened to your w fe was
no direct fault of mne. WIIl you have triunph if you slay
nme?"

Eiric shook his head. "My perspectives have. indeed,
changed, Jagreen Lem Yet we of Melnibone were ever a
vengeful brood—and vengeance is what | claim"

"Ah, now | understand you." Jagreen Lem changed his
stance and he raised his axe to the defensive position. "I am
ready. "

Eiric leapt at him Stornbringer shrieking through the air

to crash against the scariet buckler and crash again. Three

bl ows he delivered before Jagreen Lern's axe sought to
wiggle through his defence and he halted it by a sideways
nmovenent of the Chaos Shield. The axe succeeded only in
grazing his armnear the shoulder. Eiric's shield clanged

agai nst Jagreen Lera's and Eiric attenpted to exert his weight
and push the Theocrat backwards, nmeanwhil e stabbing

around Ae rins of the |ocked shields and trying to penetrate
Jagreen Lents guard.

For some monents they remained in this position while the
musi ¢ of the battle sounded around them and the ground

seemed to fall fromunder them colums of bl ossom ng

colours erupting, like magical plants, on all sides. Then
Jagreen Lem junped back, slashing at Eiric. The al bino

rushed forward, ducked and struck at the Theocrat's |eg near
t he knee—and m ssed. From above, the axe dashed down and

be flung hinself to one side to avoid it. Carried of f-bal ance
by the force of the blow, Jagreen Lern staggered and Eiric

| eapt up and kicked at the snmall of the Theocrafs back. The
man fell sprawing, losing bis grip on both axe and shield as
be tried to do nany things at once and failed to do anything.
Ehi c put his heel on the Theocrat's neck and held himthere,
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St onnbri nger hovering greedily over his prone eneny.
Jagreen Lem heaved his body round so that he | ooked up
214 M chael Mborcock

at Eiric. He was suddenly pale and his eyes were fixed on the
bl ack hcl | bl ade when he spoke hoarsely to Eiric. "Finish ne
now. There's no place for my soul in all eternity—not any
more. | must go to linbo—so finish net**

Brie was about to allow Stonnbringer to plunge itself into
the defeated Theocrat when he stayed the weapon, holding it
back fromits prey with difficulty. The nnesword nurnured
in frustration and tugged in his hand.

"No," he said slowy. "I want Dom ng of yours. Jagreen
Lem | would not pollute ny being by feeding off your soul
Moooglum " H's friend ran up. "Monglum hand ne your

bl ade. "

Silently, the little Easflaoder obeyed. Eiric sheathed the
resisting Stonnbringer, saying to ft: "There—{hat's the first
time |'ve stopped you from feeding. Wiat will you do now, |
wonder ?" Then he took Monglum s bl ade and sl ashed it

across Jagreen Lcra's cheek, opening it up in a |ong, deep cut
whi ch began slowy to fill with bl ood,

The Theocrat screamned.
"No. Eiric—#ffl ne!"

Wth an absent snmile, Eiric slashed the other cheek. Hi s

bl oody face contorted, Jagreen Lern shouted for death, but
Eiric continued to smile his vague, half-aware snile, and said
softly: "You sought to imtate the Enperors of ' Mel nibooe,
did you not? You nocked Eiric of that line, you tortured. him
and you abducted his wife. You noul ded her body into a

hel | -shape as you noul ded the rest of the world. You slew El-
ric's friends and chall enged himin your inpertinence. But
you are not hi ng—you are nore of a pawn than Eiric ever

was. Now. little roan. know how the fol k of Mel ni bone toyed
with such upstarts in the days when they ruled the woridF

Jagreen Lern took an hour to die and only then because
Mooogl um begged Eiric to finish himsw ftly.

Eiri c handed Moonglum s tainted sword back to himafter

wiping it on a shred of fabric that had been part of the Theo-
crat's robe. He | ooked down at the nutilated body and stirred
it with his foot, then he | ooked away to where the Lords of
the H gher Worlds were enbattl ed.

He was badly weakened fromthe fight and also fromthe

energy he had been forced to exert to return the resisting
Stonnbringer to its sheath, but this was forgotten as he stared
in wonder at the gigantic battle.

Both the Lords of Law and those of Chaos had becone
STORMBRI NGER
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huge and misty as their earthly mass di m ni shed and they
continued to fight in human shape. They were like half-rea
giants, fighting everwhere now-en the | and and above it

Far away on the rim of the horizon, he saw Donbl as the Jus-
tice Maker engaged with Chardros the Reaper, their outlines
flickering and spreading, the slimsword daring and the great
scyt he sweepi ng.

Unabl e to participate, unsure which side was w nning, Ei-

ric and Moongl umwatched as the intensity of the battle in-
creased and, with it, the slow dissolution of the gods' earthly
mani f estation. The fight was no |longer nerely on the earth

but seened to be raging throughout all the planes of the cos-
mos and, as if in unison with this transformation, the earth
appeared to be losing its form until Eric and Mongl um
drifted in the mngled swiri of air, fire, earth and water.

The earth dissol ved—yet still the Lords of the Higher
Wrlds battled over it

The stuff of the earth al one remained, but unforned. Its
components were still in existence, but their new shape was
undeci ded. The fight continued. The victors would have the
privilege of re-formng the earth.

Si x

At last, though Eiric did not know how, the turbulent dart

gave way to light, and there canme a noi se—a cosnic roar of

hate and frustrati on—and he knew that the Lords of Chaos

had been defeated and bani shed. The Lords of Law victori-

ous, Fate's plan had been achieved, though it still required
the last note of the homto bring it to its required concl usion

And Eiric realised be did not have the strength left to bl ow
the homthe third tine.

About the two friends, the worid was taking on a distinct
shape again. They found they were standing on a rocky plain
and in the distance were the slender peaks of new-forned
nmount ai ns, purple agai nst a nell ow sky.

Then the earth began to nove. Faster and faster it whirled,
day giving way to night with incredible rapidity, and then it
began to slow until the sun was again all but notionless in
the sky, moving with sonmething like its custonmary speed.

The change had taken place. Law ruled here now. yet the
Lords of Law had departed wi thout thanks.

And though Law ruled, it could not progress until the horn
was blown for the last tine.

"So it is over," Monglumnurmured. "Al gone—El wher,

my birth-place, Karlaak by the Weepi ng Waste, Bakshaan,
even the Dreanming City and the Isle of Ml nibone. They no

| onger exist, they cannot be retrieved. And this is the new
worid formed by Law. It | ooks much the sane as the old.*'

Eiric, too, was filled with a sense of |oss, know ng that all
the places that were famliar to him even the very continents
were gone and replaced by different ones. It was like the | oss
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of chil dhood and perhaps that was what it was—the passing
of the earth's chil dhood.

He shrugged away the thought and sniled. *Tm supposed
to blow the homfor the final tine if me earth's newlife is to
216

217

begin. Yet | haven't the strength. Pcrhapi Fate la to be
thwarted after all?"

Moongl um | ooked at him strangely. "I hope not, friend."

Eiric sighed. "W are the last two |left, Mongtum you and
LIt nfittng that even the mighty events that have taken
pl ace have not burned our friendship, have not separated w
You are the only friead whose conpany has not worn on ne,
the only one | have trusted."

Moonghnn grinned a shadow of his old, cocky grin. "And

where we' ve shared adventures, |'ve usually profited if you
have not The partnership has been conpl enentary. | shal

never know why | chose to share your destiny. Perhaps ft was
no doing of mne, but Fate's, for there n one final act of
friendship | can perform. .**

Eiric was about to question Mongl um when a qui et voice
cane from behind him

"l bear two nessages. One of thanks fromnme Lords of
Law—and another froma nore powerful entity."

"SepirizF Eiric turned to face his mentor. "Wen. are yon
satisfied with my work?**

"Aye—greatly." Sepiriz's face was sad and he stared at Ei-
ric with a | ook of profound synpathy. "You have succeeded
in everything but the last act which is to bl ow the Horn of
Fate for the thud time. Because of you ne world shall know
progression and its new people shall have me opportunity to
advance by degrees to a new state of being."

"But what is the neaning of it all?" Eric said. "That 2
have never fully understood. **

««Who can? Who can know wfay nme Cosm ¢ Bal ance exi sts,

why Fate exists and the Lords of the H gher Worlds. Wy

mere must always be a chanpion to fight such battles? There
seens to be an infinity of space and tinme and possibilities.
There may be an infinite nunmber of beings, one above ne

ot her, who see the final purpose, though, in infinity, there can
be no final purpose. Perhaps all is cyclic and this sane event
win occur again and again until the universe is run down and
fades away as me worid we knew has faded. Meaning, Eiric?

Do not seek that. for nmadness lies in such a course.'*

"No neani ng, no pattern. Then why have | suffered aU
A/\

"Per haps even the gods seek meaning and pattern and this
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is merely one attenpt to find it. Look— he waved his hands
to indicate the newy-fornmed earth. "All this is fresh and
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moul ded by logic. Perhaps the logic wiu control the new
coners, perhaps a factor will occur to destroy that |ogic. The
gods experinent, the Cosmi c Bal ance guides the destiny. of

the earth, nen struggle and credit the gods with know ng why
they struggl e—but do the gods know?"

"You disturb nme further when | had hoped to be com

forted." he sighed. "I have lost wife and worid—and do not
know why. "
"I am sony. | have come to wi sh you farewell, nay friend.

Do what you rmust."

"Aye. Shall | see you again?"

"No, for we are both truly dead. Qur age has gone.**
Sepiriz seemed to twist in the air and di sappear.

A cold silence remai ned.

At length Eiric's thoughts were interrupted by Monghnn.
"You must blow the horn, Eiric. Wether ft means nothing or
much—you nmust Mow it and finish this business forever!**

"How? | have scarcely enough strength to stand on ny
feet”

"l have deci ded what you roust do. Slay roe with
Stonnbringer. Take nmy soul and vitality into yoursel f—then
you wi Il have sufficient power to bl ow the | ast blast**

-Kill you, Monglum The only one left—sy only true
friend? You babbl e"*

"I mean it You must, for there is nothing else to do. Fur-
ther, we have no place here and roust die soon at any rate.
You told ne how Zarozinia gave you her soul —weu. take

nm ne, t ool "

"I cannot"”

Mboogl um paced towards himand reached down to grip
Stornbnger's hilt, pulling it half-way fromthe sheath.

-Wb, Moongl um

But now the sword sprang fromthe sheath on its own voli -
tion. Eiric struck Monglum s hand away and gri pped the
hilt He could not stop it The sword rose up. dragging his
armwith it, poised to deliver a blow,

Moongl um stood with his arnms by bis side, his face ex-

pressi onl ess, though Eiric thought be glinpsed a flicker of
fear in the eyes. He struggled to control the blade, but knew
it was inpossible.

"Let it do its work, Eiric.**
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The bl ade plunged forward and pierced Monglum s heart.
STORMBRI NGER 219

Hi s bl ood sprang out and covered it Hi s eyes blurred and
filled with horror. "Ah. no—+-had—not—expected thisi"

Petrified, Eiric could not tug the sword fromhis friend' s

heart Moongluro's energy began to flow up its length and

course into his body, yet, even when all the little Eastl ander's
vitality was absorbed. Eiric remined staring at the snmall
corpse untfl the tears flowed fromhis crinson eyes and a

great sob racked him Then the bl ade cane free.

He flung it away fromhimand it did not clatter on die
rocky ground but | anded as a body might land. Then it
seenmed to nove towards himand stop and be had the suspi -
cion mat it was watching him

He took the homand put it to his Ups. He blew the bl ast

to herald in the night of the new earth. The night that would
precede the new dawn. And though the horn's note was tri-
unphant, Eiric was not He stood full of infinite |oneliness
and infinite sorrow, his head tilted back as ne sound rang on.
And, when the note faded fromtriunph to a dying echo that
expressed sonething of Eiric's misery, a huge outline began
to formin the sky above the earth, as if summoned by the

hom

It was the outline of a gigantic hand hol ding a bal ance and,
as he watched, the bal ance began to right itself until each
side was true

And sonehow this relieved Eiric's sorrow as he rel eased his
grip on the Horn of Fate.

"There is sonmething, at least,** he said, "and if ifs an illu-
sion, then it's a reassuring one."

He turned his head to one side and saw the bl ade | eave t he
ground, sweep into the air and then rush down on him

"Stonnbringer!" be cried, and then the hel sword struck his
chest, he felt the icy touch of the blade agai nst bis heart,
reached out his fingers to clutch at ft, felt his body constrict,
felt it sucking his soul fromme very depths of his being, felt
hi s whol e personality being drawn into the nnesword. He

knew, as his life faded to conbine with the sword's, that it
had al ways been his destiny to die in this manner. Wth the

bl ade he had killed friends and |overs, stolen their souls to
feed his own waning strength. It was as if the sword had al -
ways used himto this end, as if he was nerely a mani f est a-
tion of Stonnbringer and was now bei ng taken back into the
body of the bl ade which had never been a true sword. And,

as he died, he wept again, for be knew that the fraction of
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the sword's soul which was his woul d never know rest but
was dooned to immortality, to eternal struggle.

Eiric of Melnibone, last of the Bright Enperors, cried out,
and then his body coll apsed, a sprawl ed husk beside its com
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rade, and he | ay beneath the mighty balance that still hung in
t he sky.

Then Stornbringer's shape began to change, withing and
curling above the body of the albino, finally to stand astrad-
dle it

The entity that was Stonnbringer. |ast manifestation of
Chaos which would renmain with this newworid as it grew,
| ooked down on the corpse of Brie of Ml nibon6 and snil ed.

"Farewel |, friend. | was a thousand tines nore evil than
t hou! "

And then it leapt fromthe Earth and went spearing up-
wards, its wild voice | aughi ng nockery at the Cosmic Bal -
ance; filling the universe with its unholy joy.

THE END
of the Saga of Eiric of Ml nbone.
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