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BOOK ONE

WE HAVE LEARNED now how Dorian Hawknoon, | ast

Duke of Koln, threw off the power of the Bl ack

Jewel and saved the city of Hanadan from conquest

by the Dark Enpire of Granbretan. H s arch-eneny,
Baron Meli adus, defeated, Hawknoon set of f west-
ward agai n, bound for the besieged Kamarg, where
his betrothed, Yisselda, Count Brass's daughter,
awaited him Wth his boon conpani on O adahn, beast-
man of the Bul gar Mountai ns, Hawknoon rode from
Persia toward the Cyprian Sea and the port of Tara-
bul us, where they hoped to find a ship brave enough
to bear themback to the Kamarg. But in the Syranian
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Desert they lost their way and came cl ose to dying

of thirst and exhaustion before they saw the peace-
ful ruins of Soryandumlying at the foot of a range
of green hills on which wild sheep grazed.

Meanwhi l e, in Europe, the Dark Empire extended

its terrible rule, while el sewhere the Runestaff pul sed,
exerting its influence over thousands of miles to in-
vol ve the destinies of sone several human souls of

di sparate character and anbitions..

—Fhe High History of the Runestaff

Chapter One
SORYANDUM

THE CI TY WAS ol d; begrimed by time. A place of

wi nd-worn stones and tunbl er nmasonry, its towers
tilting and its walls crunmbling. WId sheep cropped
the grass that grew between cracked pavi ng stones,
bri ght - pl umed birds nested anbng col utms of faded
nmosai c. The city had once been splendid and terrible;
now it was beautiful and tranquil. The two travelers
came to it in the nmellow haze of norning, when a

mel ancholy wi nd bl ew through the silence of the

anci ent streets. The hooves of the horses were hushed
as the travelers | ed them between towers that were
green with age, passed by ruins bright with bl ossons
of orange, ocher and purple. And this was Soryandum
deserted by its folk.

The men and their horses were turned all one

color by the dust that caked them nuking themre-
senbl e statues that had cone to |ife. They noved

sl ow y, | ooking wonderingly about them at the beauty
of the dead city.

The first man was tall and | ean, and al t hough weary
he nmoved with the graceful stride of the trained war-
rior. His long fair hair had been bl eached near white

by the sun, and his pale blue eyes had a hint of mad-
ness in them But the thing nost remarkabl e about

hi s appearance was the dull black jewel sunk into his
forehead just above and between the eyes, a stigmata
he owed to the perverted mracle workings of the
sorcerer-scientists of Ganbretan. H's nane was Dor -
i an Hawknmoon, Duke von Koln, driven fromhis
hereditary | ands by the conquests of the Dark Enpire,
whi ch schemed to rule the world. Dorian Hawknmoon,

who had sworn vengeance agai nst the nost powerf ul
nation on his war-tormented pl anet.

The creature who foll owed Hawknpbon bore a

| arge bone bow and a quiver of arrows on his back

He was clad only in a pair of britches and boots of
soft, floppy |eather, but the whole of his body, in-
cluding his face, was covered in red, wiry hair. H's
head cane to just bel ow Hawknoon's shoul der. This
was O adahn, cross-bred offspring of a sorcerer and
a nmountain giantess fromthe Bul gar Muntai ns.
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A adahn patted sand fromhis fur and | ooked per-
pl exed. "Never have | seen a city so fair. Wiy is it
deserted? Who could | eave such a pl ace?"

Hawkrmoon, as was his habit when puzzl ed, rubbed

at the dull black jewel in his forehead. "Perhaps

di sease—who knows? Let's hope that if it was disease,
none of it lingers on. 1I'll speculate |ater, but not now.
I"msure | hear water somewhere—and that' ny first re-
qui rement. Food's ny second, sleep's ny third-and
thought, friend O adahn, a very distant fourth.

In one of the city's plazas they found a wall of bl ue-
gray rock that had been carved with flow ng figures.
From the eyes of one stone mmiden fell pure spring

wat er that splashed into a holl ow fashi oned bel ow.
Hawknmoon st ooped and drank, wi ping wet hands

over his dusty face. He stepped back for O adahn to

drink, then led the horses forward to slake their thirst.

Hawkroon reached into one of his saddl ebags and

took out the cracked and crunpl ed map that had been
given himin Hamadan. His finger crept across the
map until it cane to rest on the word " Soryandum "

He smled with relief. "We are not too far off our
original route,"” he said. "Beyond these hills the Eu-
phrates flows and Tarabul as |ies beyond it by about

a week's journey. We'll rest here for today and to-
ni ght, then continue on our way. Refreshed, we wll
travel nore rapidly."

A adahn grinned. "Aye, and you'd explore the city
before we leave, |I fancy." He splashed water on his
fur, then bent to pick up his bow and quiver. "Now

to attend to your second requirenent—food. |'ll not

be gone long. | sawa wild ramin the hills. Tonight
we'll dine off roast nutton." He renounted his horse
and was away, riding for the broken gates of the city
whi | e Hawkrmoon stripped off his clothes and pl unged
his hands into the cool spring water, gasping with a
sense of utter luxury as he poured the water over his
head and body. Then he took fresh clothing fromthe
saddl ebag, pulling on a silk shirt given himby Queen
Frawbra of Hanadan and a pair of blue cotton brit-
ches with flaring bottons. dad to be out of the heav-
ier |leather and iron he had worn for protection's sake
whil e crossing the desert in case any of the Dark
Enpire's nen were followi ng them Hawknoon

donned a pair of sandals to conplete his outfit. H's
only concession to his earlier fears was the sword he
buckl ed about him

It was scarcely possible that he could have been
foll owed here, and besides, the city was so peacefu
that he could not believe any kind of danger threat-
ened.

Hawkrmoon went to his horse and unsaddled it,
then crossed to the shade of a ruined tower to lie with
his back against it and await O adahn and the nutton
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Noon cane and went, and Hawknoon began to

wonder what had becone of his friend. He dozed for
anot her hour before real trepidation began to stir in
hi m and he rose to resaddl e his horse.

It was highly unlikely, Hawknoon knew, that an
archer as skilled as O adahn would take so long in
pursuit of one wild sheep. Yet there seenmed to be no
possi bl e danger here. Perhaps O adahn had grown
weary and decided to sleep for an hour or two before
haul i ng the carcass back. Even if that were all that
was del ayi ng him Hawkmoon deci ded, he m ght need
assi st ance.

He nmounted his horse and rode through the streets

to the crunbling outer wall of the city and to the hills
beyond. The horse seened to recover nuch of its

fornmer energy as its hooves touched grass, and Hawk-
nmoon had to shorten the rein, riding into the hills at

a light canter.

Ahead was a herd of wild sheep led by a | arge, wi se
| ooki ng ram perhaps the one O adahn had nenti oned,
but there was no sign at all of the little beast-nan.

"d adahn!" Hawkmoon yel |l ed, peering about him
"d adahn!" But only nmuffled echoes answered him

Hawkrmoon frowned, then urged his horse into a

gallop, riding up a hill taller than the rest in the hope
that fromthis vantage point he would be able to see

his friend. WIld sheep scattered before himas the

horse raced over the springy grass. He reached the top

of the hill and shielded his eyes fromthe glare of the
sun. He stared in every direction, but there was no

sign of O adahn

For sonme monments he continued to | ook around

him hoping to see sone trace of his friend; then, as
he gazed toward the city, he saw a novenent near the
pl aza of the spring. Had his eyes tricked him or had
he seen a man entering the shadows of the streets that
led off the eastern side of the plaza? Could d adahn
have returned by another route? If so, why hadn't he
answer ed Hawkmoon's cal |l ?

Hawkrmoon had a naggi ng sense of terror in the
back of his m nd now, but he still could not believe
that the city itself offered any nenace

He spurred his horse back down the hillside and
| eaped it over a section of ruined wall

Muf fl ed by the dust, the horse's hooves thudded
through the streets as Hawknoon headed toward the

pl aza, crying O adahn's name. But again he was an-
swered only by echoes. In the plaza there was no sign
of the little nountain man.

Hawkrmoon frowned, al nost certain now that he
and d adahn had not, after all, been alone in the city.
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Yet there was no sign of inhabitants.

He turned his horse toward the streets. As he did

so his ears caught a faint sound from above. He

| ooked upward, his eyes searching the sky, certain that
he recogni zed the sound. At |ast he saw it—a di stant

bl ack shape in the air overhead. Then sunlight flashed
on nmetal, and the sound became distinct, a clanking
and whirring of giant bronze wi ngs. Hawknoon's

heart sank.

The t hing descending fromthe sky was unm st ak-

ably an ornate ornithopter, wought in the shape of a
gigantic condor, enaneled in blue, scarlet, and green
No other nation on Earth possessed such vessels. It
was a flying machine of the Dark Enpire of G an-

br et an.

Now O adahn's di sappearance was fully expl ai ned

The warriors of the Dark Enpire were present in
Soryandum It was nore than likely, too, that they
had recogni zed A adahn and knew t hat Hawknoon
could not be far away. And Hawknoon was the Dark
Enmpire' s nost hated opponent.

Chapter Two
HUI LLAM d' AVERC

HAWKMOON MADE for the shadows of the streets, hop-
ing that he had not been seen by the ornithopter

Coul d the Granbretani ans have followed himall the
way across the dessert? It was unlikely. Yet what el se
expl ained their presence in this renote place? -

Hawkrmoon drew his great battle blade fromits
scabbard and then disnounted. In his clothes of thin
silk and cotton he felt nore than ordinarily vul ner-
abl e as he ran through the streets seeking cover

Now the ornithopter flewonly a few feet above

the tallest towers of Soryandum al nost certainly
sear ching for Hawknoon, the man whom t he King-
Enperor Huon had sworn nust be revenged upon for
his "betrayal" of the Dark Enpire. Hawknoon m ght
have slain Baron Meliadus at the battle of Hamadan,
but wi thout doubt King Huon had swi ftly dispatched
a new em ssary upon the task of hunting down the
hat ed Hawkroon.

The young Duke of Kol n had not expected to jour-
ney without danger, but he had not believed that he
woul d be found so soon

He cane to a dark building, half in ruins, whose
cool doorway offered shelter. He entered the build-

ing and found hinself in a hallway with walls of pale,
carved stone partly overgrown with soft nbsses and

bl oom ng lichens. A stairway ran up one side of the
hal I, and Hawknoon, blade in hand, clinbed the w nd-

i ng, noss-carpeted steps for several flights until he
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found hinself in a small roominto which sunlight
streaned through a gap in the wall where the stones
had fallen away. Flattening hinself against the wall
and peering around the broken section, Hawknoon

saw a large part of the city, saw the ornithopter
wheel i ng and di pping as its vulture-masked pil ot
searched the streets.

There was a tower of faded green granite not too
distant. It stood roughly in the center of Soryandum
domi nating the city. The ornithopter circled this for
sonme time, and at first Hawknoon guessed that the
pilot believed himto be hidden there, but then the
flying machine settled on the flat, battlement-sur-
rounded roof of the tower. From somewhere bel ow
other figures energed to join the pilot.

These nen were evidently of G anbretan al so.

They were all clad in heavy arnor and cl oaks, with
huge netal masks covering their heads, in spite of the
heat. Such was the twi sted nature of Dark Enpire

men that they could not rid thensel ves of their masks
what ever the circunmstances. They seenmed to have a
deepr oot ed psychol ogi cal reliance on them

The nmasks were of rust red and nurky yell ow,

fashi oned to resenble ranpant wild boars, with fierce,
jewel ed eyes that blazed in the sunlight and great
ivory tusks curling fromthe flaring snouts.

These, then, were nen of the Order of the Boar, in-
famous in Europe for its savagery. There were six of
them standing by their |eader, a tall, slender man
whose nmask was of gold and bronze and nmuch nore
delicately w ought—al nost to the point of caricatur-

ing the mask of the Order. The man | eaned on the

arms of two of his conmpani ons—ene squat and bul ky,
the other virtually a giant, with naked arns and | egs
of al nmost inhuman hairiness. Was the |leader ill or
wounded? wonder ed Hawknoon. There seened to

be somet hing al nost artificial about the way he | eaned
on his men—sonet hing theatrical. Hawknoon thought
then that he knew who the Boar |eader was. It was

al most certainly the renegade Frenchman Huil |l am

d' Averc, once a brilliant painter and architect, who
had j oi ned the cause of Granbretan |ong before they
has conquered France. An enigma, D Averc, but a
dangerous man for all that he affected ill ness.

Now t he Boar | eader spoke to the vulture-nmsked
pi l ot, who shook his head. Evidently he had not seen
Hawkroon, but he pointed toward the spot where
Hawknoon had abandoned his horse. D Averc—f it

was D Averc—anguidly signed to one of his nen, who
di sappeared bel ow, to reenerge al nbst at once with

a struggling, snarling A adahn

Rel i eved, Hawkmoon wat ched as two of the boar-
masked warriors dragged O adahn close to the battle-
ments. At least his friend was alive
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Then the Boar | eader signed again, and the vulture
pilot leaned into the cockpit of his flying machine

and withdrew a bel | -shaped negaphone, which he

handed to the gi ant on whose armthe | eader stil

rested. The giant placed this close to the snout of his
master's mask.

Suddenly the quiet air of the city was filled with
the bored, world-weary voice of the Boar |eader.

"Duke von Koln, we know that you are present in

this city, for we have captured your servant. |In an

hour the sun will set. If you have not delivered your-
self to us by that time, we nust begin to kill the little
fellow ..."

Now Hawknoon knew for certain that it was

D Averc. No other nman alive could both | ook and

sound |i ke that. Hawkmoon saw the gi ant hand the
megaphone back to the pilot and then, with the help

of his squat conpanion, help his master to the partially
rui ned battlenment so that D Averc coul d | ean agai nst

it and | ook down into the streets.

Hawkroon controlled his fury and studied the

di stance between his building and the tower. By junp-
ing through the gap in the wall he could reach a series
of flat roofs that would take himclose to a pile of
fallen masonry heaped agai nst one wall of the tower.
Fromthere he saw that he could easily clinb to the
battl ements. But he would be seen as soon as he |eft
his cover. It would be possible to take that route only
at night—and by nightfall they woul d have begun
torturing 4 adahn

Per pl exed, Hawknoon fingered the black jewel,

sign of his former slavery to Granbretan. He knew

that if he gave hinmself up he would be killed instantly
or be taken back to Granbretan and there killed with
terrible slowness for the pleasure of the perverted

| ords of the Dark Enpire. He thought of Yisselda, to
whom he had sworn to return, of Count Brass, whom

he had sworn to aid in the struggle agai nst G anbretan
—and he thought of d adahn, with whom he had

sworn friendship after the little beast-mn had saved
his life.

Coul d he sacrifice his friend? Could he justify such

an action, even if logic told himthat his owm life was
of greater worth in the fight against the Dark Enpire?

Hawkrmoon knew that | ogic was of no use here. But

he knew, too, that his sacrifice mght be usel ess, for

there was no guarantee that the Boar | eader would | et

A adahn go once Hawknoon had delivered hinself

up.

Hawkrmoon bit his lips, gripping his sword tightly;
then he came to a decision, squeezed his body through
the gap in the wall, clung to the stonework with one
hand, and waved his bright blade at the tower.

D Averc | ooked up sl owy.
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"You nust release A adahn before | conme to you,"
Hawkroon called. "For | know that all nmen of G an-
bretan are liars. You have ny word, however, that if
you rel ease O adahn | will deliver nyself into your
hands. "

"Liars we may be," canme the | anguid voice, barely
audi bl e, "but we are not fools. How may | trust your
wor d?"

"I am a Duke of Koln," said Hawknoon sinply.
"W do not lie."

Alight, ironic laugh came fromw thin the boar
mask. "You rmay be naive, Duke of Koln, but Sir
Huillam d' Averc is not. However, may | suggest a
conprom se?"

"What is that?" Hawknoon asked warily.

"l woul d suggest you cone hal fway toward us so

that you are well within the range of our ornithopter's
flane-1ance, and then | shall release your servant."

D Averc coughed ostentatiously and | eaned heavily

on the battlenent. "Wat say you to that?"

"Hardly a conpromi se," called Hawknmoon. "For
then you could kill us both with little effort or danger
to yoursel f."

"My dear duke, the King-Enperor would nuch

prefer you alive. Surely you know that? My own
interest is at stake. Killing you now would only earn
me a baronetcy at nost—delivering you alive for the
Ki ng- Emperor's pleasure would al nost certainly gain
me a princedom Have you not heard of ne, Duke
Dorian? | amthe anbitious Huillamd' Averc."

D Averc's argunment was convi nci ng, but Hawk-

moon coul d not forget the Frenchman's reputation
for deviousness. Although it was true that he was
worth more to D Averc alive, the renegade m ght well
decide it expedient not to risk his gains and m ght
therefore kill Hawknoon as soon as he canme into
Certain range of the flame-Iance.

Hawkroon del i berated for a nmonent, then sighed.

"I will do as you suggest, Sir Huillam" He poised
hinself to | eap across the narrow street separating
himfromthe rooftops bel ow

Then A adahn cried, "No, Duke Dorian! Let them
kill me! My life is worthless!"”

Hawkroon acted as if he had not heard his friend

and sprang out and down, to land on the balls of his
feet on the roof. The old nmasonry shuddered at the

i npact, and for a noment Hawknoon thought he

woul d fall as the roof threatened to crack. But it held,
and he began to wal k gingerly toward the tower.

Agai n O adahn call ed out and began to struggle in
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the hands of his captors.

Hawkroon ignored him wal king steadily on,
sword still in one hand but held | oosely, virtually
forgotten.

Now O adahn broke free altogether and darted
across the tower, pursued by two cursing warriors.
Hawkrmoon saw hi m dash to the far edge, pause for
a nmonent, and then fling hinself over the parapet.

For a nmonent Hawknoon stood frozen in horror,
hardly understanding the nature of his friend' s sacri-
fice.

Then he tightened his grip on his sword and rai sed
his head to glare at D Averc and his nen. Bendi ng

Il ow, he made for the edge of the roof as the flanme
cannon began to turn in his direction. There was a
great whoosh of heat over his head as they sought his
range; then he had swung hinsel f over the edge and

hung by his hands, peering down into the street far
bel ow.

There was a series of stone carvings quite close to
himon his left. He inched along until he could grasp
the nearest. They ran down the side of the house at
an angle, alnost to street level. But the stone was
plainly rotten. Wuld the carvings support his

wei ght ?

Hawkrmoon di d not pause. He swung hinsel f down

on the first carving. It began to creak and crunbl e,

like a bad tooth. Quickly Hawknoon dropped to the

next and then the next, bits of stone clattering down

the sides of the building, to crash in the distant street.

Then at | ast Hawknobon was able to leap to the

cobbles and land easily in the soft dust that covered
them Now he began to run, not away fromthe tower
—but toward it. He had nothing in his nmind now but
vengeance on D Averc for driving O adahn to suicide.

He found the entrance to the tower and entered in

time to hear the clatter of netal-shod feet as D Averc
and his warriors descended. He chose a spot on the
staircase (which was encl osed) where he woul d be

able to take the Granbretanians one at a tine. D Averc
was the first to appear, stopping suddenly as he saw

t he gl oweri ng Hawknmoon, then reaching with gaunt-

| eted hand for his |ong bl ade.

"You were foolish not to take the chance of escape

your friend' s silly sacrifice gave you," said the boar-
masked nercenary contenptuously. "Now, like it or

not, | suppose we shall have to kill you...." He began
to cough, doubling up in apparent agony, | eaning
weakly against the wall. He signed linply to the squat
man behind hi mene of those Hawknmoon had seen

hel ping D Averc across the battlements. "Ch, ny

dear Duke Dorian, | must apologize ... ny infirmty
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isliable to seize ne at the npbst inconveni ent nopments.
Ecar do—oul d you...?"'

The powerfully built Ecardo sprang forward

grunting and pulling a short-hafted battle-axe fromhis
belt. He tugged out his sword with his free hand and
chuckl ed with pl easure. "Thanks, master. Now let's

see how the no-mask prances."” He noved like a cat

to the attack.

Hawknoon poi sed hinsel f, ready to neet Ecardo's
first blow

Then the nman sprang with a great feral how, the
battl e-ax splashing the air to clang agai nst Hawk-
moon' s bl ade. Then Ecardo's short sword ripped up-
ward, and Hawknoon, already weak from exposure

and hunger, barely managed to turn his body in tine.
Even so, the sword sl ashed through the cotton of his
britches and he felt its cold edge against his flesh.

Hawknoon's own bl ade slid from beneath the ax

and crashed down on Ecardo's grinning boar-nask,

wr enchi ng one tusk | oose and badly denting the snout.
Ecardo cursed, his sword stabbing again, but Hawk-
nmoon | eaned against the man's sword arm trapping it
beneath his body and the wall. Then he let go of his
own sword so that it hung by its wist thong, grasped
Ecardo's arm and tried to twi st the ax fromhis hand.

Ecardo's arnored knee drove into Hawknoon's

groi n, but Hawkmoon held his position in spite of the
pai n, tugged Ecardo down the stairs, pushed, and |et
himfall to the floor under his own nonmentum

Ecardo hit the paving stones with a thud that shook
the whole tower. He did not nove

Hawkrmoon | ooked up at D Averc. "Well, sir, are
you recovered?"

D Averc pushed back his ornate mask, to reveal the
pal e face and pale eyes of an invalid. H's nouth

twisted inalittle smle. "I will do ny best," he said.
And when he advanced it was swiftly, with the nove-
ments of a man nore than ordinarily fit.

This time Hawknoon took the initiative, darting a
thrust at his eneny that al nbost took himby surprise
but that he parried with amazi ng speed. His | anguid
tone belied his reflexes.

Hawkroon realized that D Averc was quite as
dangerous, in his own way, as the powerful Ecardo.

He realized, too, that if Ecardo were nerely stunned,
he hinself m ght soon be trapped between two op-
ponents.

The swordplay was so swift that the two bl ades
seenmed a single blur of netal as both nen held their
ground. Wth his great mask flung back, D Averc
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was smling, with an expression of quiet pleasure in
his eyes. He | ooked for all the world like a man en-
joying a nusical perfornmance or sone other passive
pasti ne.

Wearied by his journey through the desert, need-

i ng food, Hawkrmoon knew that he could not |ong sus-
tain the fight in this way. Desperately he sought an
opening in D Averc's splendid defense. Once, his op-
ponent stunbled slightly on a broken stair. Hawk-
moon thrust swiftly but was parried and had his fore-
arm ni cked into the bargain.

Behind D Averc the warriors of the Boar waited
eagerly with swords ready to finish Hawknoon off
once the opportunity was presented to them

Hawknoon was tiring rapidly until he was fighting

a purely defensive style, barely nmanaging to turn the
thrusting steel that drove for his eye, his throat, his
heart, or his belly. He took one step backward, then
anot her.

As he took the second step, he heard a groan behi nd

hi m and knew that Ecardo's senses were returning.
Now it would not be |ong before the boars butchered
hi m

Yet he scarcely cared, now that O adahn was

dead. Hawknoon's swordpl ay becane wil der, and

D Averc's smile grew broader as he sensed his victory
com ng cl oser.

Rat her than have Ecardo at his back, Hawkmoon
sprang suddenly down the steps w thout turning
around. Hi s shoul der bumped agai nst another, and he
whirl ed, prepared to face the brutish Ecardo.

Then his sword al nost dropped fromhis hand in
ast oni shrent .

"d adahn!"

The little beast-nman was in the act of raising a
swor d—the boar warrior's own sword—ever the stir-
ring Ecardo's head.

"Aye—+ live. But do not ask me how. It's a nystery
to ne." And he brought the flat of the blade down on
Ecardo's helnmet with a great clang. Ecardo col |l apsed
agai n.

There was no nore time for tal k. Hawknoon

barely nmanaged to bl ock D Averc's next thrust. There
was a | ook of astonishment in D Averc's eyes too as
he saw the |iving O adahn.

Hawkrmoon manager to break through the French-

man' s guard, piercing his shoul der arnmor, but again
D Averc swept the bl ade aside and resunmed the attack.
But now Hawkrmoon had | ost the advantage of his
position. The savage boar mask grinned at him as
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warriors poured down the stairs.

Hawknoon and O adahn backed toward the door,

hopi ng to regain the advantage, but there was little
chance of that. For another ten m nutes they held
their own against the overwhel mi ng odds, killing two

Granbr et ani ans, woundi ng three nore. But they were
wearyi ng rapidly. Hawknmoon coul d barely hold his
swor d.

Hi s gl azed eyes could hardly see his opponents as
they closed in like brutes for the kill He heard

D Averc's triunphant 'Take themalive!' and then he
went down beneath a tide of netal.

Chapter Three
THE WRAI TH FOLK

WRAPPED I N CHAINS so that they could barely breathe,
Hawknoon and O adahn were borne down i nnumer -

able flights of stairs into the depths of the great tower,
whi ch seenmed to stretch as far bel owground as it did
above.

At length the boar warriors reached a chanber that
had evi dently been a storeroom but that now served
as an effective dungeon.

There they were flung face down on the coarse

rock. They lay there until a booted foot turned them
over to blink into the light of a guttering torch held
by the squat Ecardo, whose battered mask seened to
snarl in glee. D Averc, mask still pushed back to ex-
pose his face, stood between Ecardo and the huge,
hairy warrior Hawknoon had seen earlier. D Averc

had a brocade scarf to his lips, and he | eaned heavily
on the giant's arm

D Averc coughed theatrically and sniled down at

his prisoners. "I fear | nust |eave you soon, gentlenen.
This subterranean air is not good for nme. However,

it should do little harmto two such robust young
fellows as yourselves. You will not have to stay here
nore than a day, | assure you. | have sent a request

for a larger ornithopter that will be able to bear the
two of you back to Sicilia, where nmy main force is
now encanped. "

"You have taken Sicilia al ready?" Hawknoon
asked tonel essly. "You have conquered the isle?"

"Aye. The Dark Enpire wastes little time. I, in
fact"—B Averc coughed with nock nodesty into his
scarf—amthe hero of Sicilia. It was ny | eadership
that subjugated the island so swiftly. But that triunph
was no special one, for the Dark Enpire has many
capabl e captains |like nyself. W have nade many

gains in Europe these past few nonths—and in the

East, too."

"But the Kamarg still stands," Hawknmoon sai d.
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"That nust irritate the King-Enperor."

"Ch, the Kamarg cannot |ast |ong besieged," said

D Averc airily. "W are concentrating our particul ar
attention on that little province. Wiy, it may have
fallen already...."

"Not while Count Brass lives," Hawknoon sm | ed.

"Just so," D Averc said. "I heard he was badly
wounded and his |ieutenant von Villach slainin a
recent battle.”

Hawkrmoon coul d not tell whether D Averc was
lying. He let no enpotion show on his face, but the
news had shocked him WAs the Kanmarg ready to fall
—and if so, what woul d becone of Yissel da?

"Plainly that news disturbs you," D Averc nmur-

mured. "But fear not, Duke, for when the Kamarg

falls it will be in ny safekeeping if all goes well | plan
to claimthe province as my reward for capturing you.

And these, ny boon conpanions,"” he continued, indi-

cating his brutish servants, "I will elevate to rule the
Kamarg when | cannot. They share all aspects of mny
life—ry secrets, ny pleasures. It is only fair that they
shoul d share ny triunph. Ecardo | will make steward

of ny estates, and | think | shall nake Peter here a
Count . "

Fromwithin the giant's nask cane an ani nal grunt.

D Averc sniled. "Peter has few brains, but his
strength and his loyalty are without question. Perhaps
I"1l replace Count Brass with him"

Hawkroon stirred angrily in his chains. "You are

a wly beast, D Averc, but I will not let you goad ne
to an outburst, if that's what you desire. 1'll bide ny
time. Perhaps I'll escape you yet. And if | do—you

may live in terror for the day when our roles are
reversed and you are in my power."

"I fear you are too optimstic, Duke. Rest here,
enj oy the peace, for you'll know none when you get
to Granbretan. "

Wth a nocking bow, D Averc left, his nmen foll ow
ing. The torchlight faded, and Hawknoon and O a-
dahn were left in darkness.

"Ah," came O adahn's voice after a while. "I find
it difficult to take my position seriously after all that
has happened today. | amstill not even sure whether

this be dream death, or reality."

"What did happen to you, 4 adahn?" Hawknoon
asked. "How could you survive that great |eap? | had
i magi ned you dashed to death beneath the tower."

"By rights | should have been," O adahn agreed.
"If 1 had not been arrested by ghosts in midfall."
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"Ghosts? You jest."

"Nay. These things—i ke ghosts—appeared from

wi ndows in the tower and bore me gently to earth.
They were the size and shape of men but barely
tangible...."

"You fell and knocked your head and dreaned
this stuff!"

"You could be right." Suddenly QO adahn paused.
"But if so, | amdreaming still. Look to your left."

Hawkrmoon turned his head, gasping in astonish-

ment at what he saw. There, quite plainly, he could
see the figure of a man. Yet, as if through a pool of
m | k, he could see beyond the man and nake out the
wal | behind him

"A ghost of a classic sort," Hawknoon said.
"Strange to share a dream..."

Fai nt, nusical |aughter cane fromthe figure stand-

ing over them "You do not dream strangers. W are

men |ike you. The mass of our bodies is nerely altered
alittle, that is all. W do not exist in quite the sane
di mensi ons as you. But we are real enough. W are

the men of Soryandum "

"So you have not deserted your city," O adahn said.
"But how did you attain this . . . peculiar state of
exi stence. "

The wraith-man | aughed again. "By control of the

m nd, by scientific experinent, by a certain mastery

of tinme and space. | regret that it would be inpossible
to describe how we cane to this condition, for we
reached it, anpbng other ways, by the creation of an
entirely new vocabul ary, and the | anguage | woul d

use woul d nean nothing to you. However, be assured

of one thing—we are still able to judge human charac-
ter well enough and recogni ze you as potential friends
and those others as actual enemes."

"Eneni es of yours? How so?" Hawknoon asked.

"I will explain later." The waith-man glided for-
ward until he was | eani ng over Hawkmoon. The

young Duke of Koln felt a strange pressure on his
body, and then he was lifted up. The man m ght have

| ooked intangible, but he seemed far stronger than an
ordinary nortal. Fromthe shadows two nore of the
wraith-people drifted, one to pick up A adahn and

the other to raise his hand and sonehow produce a

radi ance in the dungeon that was nell ow yet ade-
quate to illum nate the whol e pl ace. Hawknoon saw
that the waith-men were tall and slender, with thin,
handsone faces and bl i nd-seem ng eyes.

Hawknoon had supposed at first that the people
of Soryandum were able to pass through solid walls,
but now he saw that they had entered from above,
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for there was a | arge tunnel about hal fway up the
wal | . Perhaps in the distant past this tunnel had been
sone | and of chute down which sacks of stores had

been roll ed.

Now t he wraith-people rose into the air toward
the tunnel and entered it, drifting up it until light
could be seen far ahead—the |ight of nmobon and stars.

"Where are you taking us?" Hawkrmoon whi s-
per ed.

"To a safer place where we shall be able to free you
of your chains,” the man who carried hi m answered

When they reached the top of the tunnel and felt

the chill of the night air, they paused while the one
who had no burden went ahead to nake sure that

there were no Granbretanian warriors about. He

signed to the others to follow, and they drifted out
into the ruined streets of the silent city until they
came to a sinple three-storied house that was in better
condition than the rest but seenmed to have no neans

of entrance at ground | evel

The wraith-fol k bore Hawknoon and O adahn up-
ward again, to the second | evel, and passed through
a wi de window into the house.

In a roombare of any ornanentation they cane to
rest, setting the pair down gently.

"What is this place?" Hawknoon asked, still unable
to trust his senses.

"This is where we live," the waith-man replied.

"There are not many of us. Though we live for cen-
turies, we are incapabl e of reproduci ng oursel ves.
That is what we | ost when we becane as we are."

Now t hrough the door cane other figures, severa

of themfenmale. Al were of the sanme beautiful and
graceful appearance, all had bodies of ml|ky opaque-
ness; none wore clothes. The faces and bodi es were
agel ess, scarcely human, but they radiated such a
sense of tranquillity that Hawknoon i mediately felt
rel axed and secure.

One of the newcomers had brought with hima

smal | instrunment, scarcely |arger than Hawknoon's

i ndex finger, which he now applied to the several pad-
| ocks on the chains. One by one the | ocks sprang open,
until at |ast Hawknoon and then O adahn were free.

Hawkrmoon sat up, rubbing at his aching nuscl es.
"l thank you," he said. "You have save ne from an
unpl easant fate."

"W are happy to have been of use," replied one of
their nunber, slightly shorter than the rest. "I am
Ri nal, once Chief Councilor of Soryandum" He

came forward smling. "And we wonder if it would
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interest you that you could be of help to us, also.”

"I would be glad to performany service in repay-
ment of what you have done for ne," Hawknoon
said earnestly. "Wat is it?"

"W, too, are in great danger fromthose strange
warriors with their grotesque beast-masks,"” R nal told
him "For they plan to raze Soryandum"

"Raze it? But why? This city offers no threat to
them—and it is too renbte to be worth their annex-
ing."

"Not so," Rinal said. "For we have listened to their
conversations and know that Soryandumis of val ue
to them They wish to build a great structure here
that will house scores and hundreds of their flying

machi nes. The machi nes can then be sent out to al
the surrounding |lands to threaten and defeat them™

"l understand," Hawkrmoon nurnured. "It makes

sense. And that is why D Averc, the ex-architect, was
chosen for this particular mssion. Building materials
al ready exist here and could be renodeled to form one
of their ornithopter bases, and the spot is so renpte
that few, if any, would note the activity. The Dark
Enpi re woul d have surprise on their side right up to
the nmonent they wi shed to | aunch an attack. They

nmust be stopped!"”

"They nust be, if only for our sake," Rinal con-

tinued. "You see, we are part of this city perhaps nore
than you can understand. It and we exist as the same
thing. If the city were destroyed, we should perish

al so."

"But how can we stop then?" Hawknoon said

"And how can | be of use? You nust have the re-
sources of a sophisticated science at your disposal.
have only a sword—and even that is in the hands of
D Averc!™

"I told you that we are linked to the city," Rina
said patiently. "And that is exactly the case. W can-
not nove away fromthe city. Long ago we rid our-

sel ves of such unsubtle things as machi nes. They were
buried under a hillside many mles from Soryandum

Now we have need for one particul ar machi ne, and

we cannot ourselves obtain it. You, however, with

your nortal nobility, could get it for us."

"WIllingly," said Hawknoon. "If you give us the

exact location of the nmachine we shall bring it to you
Best if we left soon, before D Averc realizes we have
escaped. "

"l agree that the thing should be acconplished as
soon as possible,"” Rinal nodded, "but | have onitted
to tell you one thing. The machi nes were placed there
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by us while we were still able to nove short distances
away from Soryandum To make sure that they were

not disturbed, we protected themw th a beast-na-

chi ne—a dreadful contraption designed to frighten off
whoever shoul d di scover the store. But the netal
creature can also kill—w Il kill any not of our race
who dares enter the cavern."

"Then how may we nullify this beast?" d adahn
asked.

"There is but one way for you," Rinal said with a
sigh. "You nust fight it—and destroy it."

"l see." Hawknoon snmiled. "So | escape from one
predi canent to face another scarcely | ess dangerous."

Rinal raised his hand. "No. W nake no demands

on you. If you feel that your life would be nore use-
ful in the service of sone other cause, forget us at
once and go your way."

"I owe you ny life," Hawknoon said. "And ny

consci ence would not be clear if | rode away from
Soryandum knowi ng that your city would be de-
stroyed, your race exterm nated, and the Dark Enpire
given the opportunity to weak even nore havoc in

the East than it has already. No—+ wll do what | can
t hough wi thout weapons it will not be an easy task."

Ri nal signed to one of the waith-folk, who drifted
fromthe room to return at length with Hawknmoon's
battered battle-blade and O adahn's bow, arrows, and
sword. "We found it an easy matter to recover these,"
smled Rinal. "And we have anot her weapon, of sorts,
for you." He handed Hawknoon the tiny device they

had used earlier to open the padl ocks. "This we re-
tai ned when we put nost of our other nachines in
store. It is capable of opening any |lock—all you nust
do is point at it. It will help you gain entrance to the
mai n storeroom where the nechani cal beast guards

the ol d nmachi nes of Soryandum "

"And what is the machine you desire us to find?"
a adahn asked.

"I't is a small device, about the size of a man's head.
Its colors are those of the rainbow, and it shines. It

| ooks like crystal but feels like metal It has a base of
onyx, and fromthis projects an octagonal object.

There may be two in the storeroom If you can, bring
both."

"What does it do?" Hawkmoon i nquired.
"That you will see when you return with it."

"I'f we return with it,"” said A adahn in a tone of

phi | osophi cal gl oom

Chapt er Four
THE MECHANI CAL BEAST

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...-%20Runestaff%202%20-%20Sorcerers%20Amulet.txt (17 of 119) [1/19/03 6:40:49 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20Runestaf f%6202%20-%20Sor cerers%20A mul et.txt

HAVI NG REFRESHED THEMBELVES on food and wi ne
stolen fromD Averc's nen by the waith-folKk,
Hawkrmoon and d adahn strapped on their weapons
and prepared to | eave the house.

Wth two of the nen of Soryandum supporting
them they were borne gently down to the ground.

"May the Runestaff protect you,"” whispered one,
as the pair made for the city wall, "for we have heard
that you serve it." |,

Hawkroon turned to ask hi m how he had heard

this. It was the second tine he had been told that he
served the Runestaff; yet he had no know edge t hat

he did. But before he could speak the waith-nman had
vani shed.

Fr owni ng, Hawkrnoon led the way fromthe city.

Deep in the hills several mles from Soryandum
Hawknmoon paused to get his bearings. Rinal had told
himto look for a cairn out of cut granite, left there
centuries before by Rinal's ancestors. At |ast he saw
it, old stone turned to silver by the noonlight.

"Now we go north," he said, "and | ook for the hil
fromwhich the granite was cut."

Anot her hal f hour and they made out the hill. It

| ooked as if at some tine a giant sword had sliced its
face sheer. Since that time grass had grown over it
again so that the characteristic seemed a natural one.

Hawkrmoon and d adahn crossed springy turf to a

pl ace where thick shrubs grew against the side of the
hill. Parting these, they discerned a narrow opening in
the cliffside. This was the secret entrance to the na-
chine stores of the men of Soryandum

Squeezi ng through the entrance, the two nen found
thenselves in a |arge cave. O adahn lit the brand they
had brought for the purpose, and the flickering |light
reveal ed a great, square cavern that had evidently
been hewn artificially.

Renmenbering his instructions, Hawknoon crossed

to the far wall of the cave and | ooked for a tiny mark
at shoul der height. At last he sawit—a sign witten in
unfam |liar characters, and beneath it a tiny hole.
Hawkrmoon took fromhis shirt the instrunent they

had been given and pointed it at the hole.

He felt a tingling sensation in his hand as he ap-

plied slight pressure to the instrunment. The rock

before himbegan to trenble. A powerful gust of air

made the brand flames stream threatening to bl ow

them out altogether. The wall began to gl ow, becone
transparent, and then di sappear altogether. "It will still
be there," Rinald had told them "but tenporarily

removed to anot her dinmension."

Cautiously, swords in hand, they passed through
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into a great tunnel that was full of cool, green |ight
that cane fromwalls |ike fused gl ass

Ahead of themlay another wall. On it glowed a
single red spot, and it was at this that Hawknbon now
poi nted the instrunent.

Again there was a sudden rush of air. This tine it

nearly bl ew them over. Then the wall gl owed white,
turning to a mlky blue before vanishing altogether

This section of the tunnel was the sane m | ky-bl ue
color, but the wall ahead of them was black. Wen it,
too, had faded, they entered a tunnel of yellow stone
and knew that the main store chanber and its guardi an
| ay ahead of them

Hawkrmoon paused before applying the instrunent
to the white wall they faced.

"W nust be cunning and nove swiftly," he told
A adahn, "for the creature beyond this wall wll be
activated the nonent it senses our presence—

He broke off as a nuffled sound reached their ears—

a fantastic clashing and clattering. The white wall
shuddered as if sonething on the other side had flung a
huge wei ght against it.

A adahn | ooked dubi ously at the wall "Perhaps we
shoul d reconsider. After all, if we wasted our lives
usel essly we..."

But Hawknoon was al ready activating the instru-
ment, and the protecting wall had begun to change
color as the strange, cold wind struck their faces.
From behind the wall cane an awesone wail of pain
and bewi | derment. The wall turned to pink, faded—
and reveal ed t he machi ne- beast.

The wal | 's di sappearance seened to have di st urbed

it for an instant, for it nmade no nove toward them

It crouched on netal feet, towering over them its

mul ticol ored scal es hal f-blinding them The |ength of
its back, save for its neck, was a mass of knife-sharp
horns. It had a body fashi oned sonewhat |ike an ape's,
with short hind | egs and |l ong forel egs ending in hands
of taloned netal. Its eyes were nultifaceted like a
fly's, glowing with shifting colors, and its snout was
full of razor-sharp netal teeth.

Beyond t he mechani cal beast they could see great

heaps of machinery, stacked in orderly rows about the
wal | s. The room was vast. Sonewhere in the middle

of it, on his |eft, Hawknoon saw the two crystalline
devices Rinal had described. Silently, he pointed to
them then nade to dash past the nonster, into the

st orer oom

Their novenents as they ran stirred the beast from
its daze. It screamed and | unbered after them exuding
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a weird netallic snell that was repul sive to Hawk-
moon's nostrils.

Fromthe corner of his eye Hawknbon saw a gi -

gantic taloned hand clutching at him He swerved

asi de, knocking into a delicate nmachine that toppled
and snmashed to the floor, scattering bits of glass and
broken netal parts. The hand plucked at air an inch
fromhis face, then grabbed again, but Hawknoon

had al ready si dest epped.

An arrow suddenly struck the beast's snout with
a clatter of netal on netal, but it did not scratch the
yel | ow and bl ack scal es.

Wth a roar, the beast sought its other eneny, saw
A adahn, and pounced toward him

O adahn scanpered backward but not fast enough,

for the creature seized himin its paw and drew him
toward its gapi ng nmouth. Hawknoon yelled and

struck with his sword at the thing's groin. It snorted
and flung its prisoner aside. O adahn lay supine in a
corner by the door, either stunned or slain.

Hawkrmoon backed away as the creature advanced;

then he suddenly changed tactics, ducked, and dashed

bet ween the surprised beast's legs. As it began to turn,
Hawkrmoon dashed back agai n.

The netal nonster snorted in fury, its claws thrash-
ing about it. It leaped into the air and cane down with
an ear-splitting crash, rushing across the fl oor of the
gal l ery at Hawknoon, who squeezed down between

two machi nes and, using themfor cover, crept closer,
to the machi nes he had cone to take.

Now t he nonster began to wench machi nes asi de
inits insensate search for its eneny. Hawknmoon came
to a stop by a machine with a bell-shaped nozzle. At
the end of this nozzle was a | ever. The machi ne
seenmed to be some kind of weapon. Wthout pausing

to think, Hawknmoon pulled the lever. A faint noise
came fromthe thing, but nothing el se seened to
result.

Now t he beast was al nbst upon hi m agai n.

Hawkroon prepared to nake a stand, decidi ng that

eh would fling his sword at one of the eyes, since they
seenmed to be the creature's nost vul nerable feature.

Ri nal had told himthat the mechanical beast could

not be killed in any ordinary sense; but if it were

bl i nded, he m ght stand a chance.

But now, as the beast cane into the direct |ine of

the machine, it staggered and grunted. Evidently

some invisible ray was attacking it, possibly interfer-
ing with its conplicated nechanism It staggered, and
Hawkrmoon felt triunphant for an instant, judging

the beast defeated. But the creature shook its body and
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began to advance again with slow, painful novenents.

Hawkrmoon saw that it was slowy regaining its
strength. He nust strike nowif he was to have any
chance at all He ran toward the beast. It turned its
head sl owy. But then Hawknoon had | eaped at its

squat neck and was clinbing up the scales to seat him
self on the mechanical beast's shoulders. Wth a grow
it raised its armto tear Hawknoon away.

Desper at el y Hawknoon | eaned forward and with

the pommel of his sword struck first at one eye and
then at the other. Wth a sharp, splintering sound,
bot h eyes were dashed to fragnents.

The beast screamed, its paws goi ng not to Hawk-

moon but to its injured eyes, giving the young Duke
time to leap fromthe creature's back and dash for the
two boxes he sought.

He pulled a sack fromwhere it was | ooped over his
belt and dropped the two boxes into it.

The nechani cal nmonster was flailing around. Meta
buckl ed and snapped wherever it struck. Blind it
nm ght now be, but it had | ost none of its strength.

Ski ppi ng around the scream ng beast, Hawknoon
ran to where O adahn lay, bundled the little man over
his shoulder, and ran for the exit.

Behi nd himthe netal beast had caught the sound

of his footsteps and had begun to turn in pursuit.
Hawkroon i ncreased his pace, his heart seem ng
about to burst fromhis ribcage with the effort.

Down the corridors he raced, one after the other,
until he reached the cave and the narrow opening that
led to the outside world. The netal nonster woul d

not be able to follow himthrough such a tiny crack

As soon as he squeezed through the opening and

felt the night air in his lungs, he rel axed and studied
A adahn's face. The little beast-nman was breat hi ng

wel | enough, and there seened to be nothi ng broken

Only a livid bruise on his head seenmed serious, ex-

pl ai ni ng why he was unconsci ous. Even as he in-

spected O adahn's body for worse injuries, the beast-
man' s eyes began to flutter open. A faint sound came
fromhis |ips.

"d adahn, are you all right?" Hawknoon asked
anxi ousl y.

"Ugh—y head's on fire," O adahn grunted.
"Were are we?"

"Safe. Now try to rise. Dawn is al nost here, and
we nust get back to Soryandum before norning, or
D Averc's men will see us."

Pai nful |y O adahn pulled hinself to his feet. From
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within the cave cane a wild how ing and thundering
as the mechani cal beast sought to reach them

"Saf e?" O adahn said, pointing to the hillside
behi nd Hawknoon. "Possi bl y—but for how | ong?"

Hawkroon turned. A great fissure had appeared in
the cliff face as the nechanical beast strove to free
itself and follow its eneni es.

"Al'l the nore need for speed," said Hawknoon,
pi cki ng up his bundl e and beginning to run back in
the direction of Soryandum

They had not gone half a mile before they heard an
enornous crash behind them Looking back, they saw
the face of the hill split open and the netal beast
energe, its howing echoing through the hills, threat-
ening to reach all the way to Soryandum

"The beast is blind," Hawknoon expl ained, "so it
may not follow us at once. Perhaps if we can reach
the city we will be safe fromit."

They increased their pace and were soon on the
outskirts of Soryandum

Not much later, as dawn cane, they were creeping
through the streets seeking the house of the wraith-
fol k.

Chapter Five
THE MACHI NE

RI NAL AND TWO ot hers net them by the house and
hastily bore themup to the entrance w ndow.

As the sun rose and light fell through the w ndows,
maki ng the waith-folk | ook even | ess tangible than
before, R nal eagerly took the boxes from Hawk-
nmoon' s sack.

"They are as | renenber,"” he murnured, his

strange body drifting into the light so that he night
| ook at the objects better. His ghostly hand stroked
the octagon set in its onyx base. "Now we need have
no fear of the nasked strangers. W can escape from
t hem whenever we please...."

"But | thought there was no way for you to | eave
the city," d adahn said.

"That is true—but with these nachi nes, we can take
the whole city with us, if we are |ucky."

Hawkrmoon was about to question Rinal further,

when he heard a comotion in the street outside and
sidled to the window to peer cautiously down. There
he saw D Averc, his two brutish lieutenants, and about
twenty warriors. One of the warriors was pointing up
at the w ndow.
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"W nust have been seen," Hawknopon gasped.
"W nust all |eave. We cannot fight so many."

R nal frowned. "W cannot |eave, either. But if we
use our machine, it will |eave you at D Averc's nercy.
| amin a dilemm."

"Use the machi ne then," Hawknoon said, "and | et
us worry about D Averc."

"W cannot let you die for our sakes! Not after
all you have done."

"Use the machi ne!"
But Rinal still hesitated.

Hawkrmoon heard anot her sound out si de and

gl anced cautiously through the wi ndow. "They've
brought up | adders. They're about to enter. Use the
machi ne, Rinal."

Anot her of the waith-folk, a wonan said softly,

"Use the machine, Rinal. If what we heard was true,
then it is unlikely that our friend will come to ruch
harm at D Averc's hands—not at this nonment, any-
way. "

"What do you nean?" Hawknoon asked. " How
do you know t hi s?"

"W have a friend not of our people," the woman
told him "who sonetines visits us, bringing us news
of the outside world. He, too, serves the Runestaff-—=

"I's he a warrior in arnor of jet and gol d?" Hawk-
nmoon i nterrupted.

"Aye, he told us you—

"Duke Dorian!" O adahn cried, pointing to the
wi ndow. The first of the boar warriors had reached
t he wi ndow.

Hawkrmoon whi pped his sword fromthe scabbard,

| eaped forward, and drove the blade into the throat of
the warrior just below his gorget. The man went back-
ward and down with a gurgling scream Hawknoon

sei zed the |l adder, trying to twist it aside, but it was

firmy held below Another warrior cane |evel with
the wi ndow, and O adahn swung at his head knock-

i ng himsideways, but the man clung on. Hawknoon
relinquished his hold on the | adder and hacked at the
man's gauntleted fingers. Wth a yell he let go and
crashed to the ground.

"The machi ne," Hawknmoon cal | ed desperately.
"Use it, Rinal. W cannot hold themfor |ong."

From behi nd himthere came a nusical thrum ng
sound, and Hawkmoon felt slightly dizzy as his sword
met that of the next attacker.

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...-%20Runestaff%202%20-%20Sorcerers%20Amulet.txt (23 of 119) [1/19/03 6:40:49 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20Runestaf f%6202%20-%20Sor cerers%20A mul et.txt

Then everything began to vibrate rapidly, and the
wal | s of the house turned bright red. Qutside in the
street the boar warriors were yelling—not in surprise,
but in outright fear. Hawkmoon coul d not under-

stand why the sight terrified them so nuch.

He coul d see now that the whole city had turned

the sane vibrating scarlet and seened to be shaking
itself to pieces to harnony with the thrumm ng of the
machi ne. Then, abruptly, sound and city vani shed and
Hawkrmoon was falling gently earthward.

He heard the voice of Rinal, faint and di sappearing,

say, "W have left you the twin of this nachine. It is
our gift to aid you agai nst your enemes. It has the
ability to shift whole areas of the earth into a slightly
di fferent di nension of space-tinme. Qur enemies wll

not have Soryandum now...."

Then Hawknoon | anded on rocky ground, O a-

dahn cl ose by, and saw that there was not a trace of
the city. Instead there was pitted ground that | ooked
as if it had recently been pl owed.

Sone di stance away were the troops of G an-
bretan, D Averc anong them and Hawknoon coul d
see now why they had screaned in terror.

The nmachi ne beast had cone at last to the city and
was attacking the boar warriors. Everywhere were the

battered and bl eedi ng corpses of G anbretanians.

Urged on by D Averc, who had his own sword drawn

and was joining themin the battle, the G anbretani ans
were trying to destroy the nonster.

Its metal spines shook in fury, its netal teeth
clashed inits head, and its netal talons ripped and
rended arnor and fl esh.

"The beast will take care of them" Hawknoon

sai d. "Look—eur horses." About three hundred yards
away stood the two bew | dered steeds. Hawknoon
and d adahn ran for them and were soon nounted,
riding away fromthe site of Soryandum and the
carnage that the mechani cal beast was naki ng of

D Averc's boars.

Now, with the strange gift of the waith-folk

wr apped carefully and placed i n Hawknmoon's saddl e-
bag, the two adventurers continued their journey to
t he coast.

The coarse turf was easier on the horses hooves,

and they nade rapid progress over the hills until they
came at last to the wide valley where the Euphrates

f 1 owed.

By the banks of the broad river they made their
canp and debated how best to cross, for the water
was fast-flowing at this stretch, and according to
Hawkroon' s map, they woul d have to journey sev-
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eral mles south before they canme to a likely fording
pl ace.

Hawknoon stared across the water as the setting

sun stained it the color of blood. A long, alnobst silent
si gh escaped him and O adahn | ooked up curiously
fromwhere he was laying the fire.

"What troubles you, Duke Dorian? One woul d
have thought you in good spirits after our escape.

"It is the future that troubles ne, 4 adahn. If

D Averc was right and Count Brass |ies wounded,

with von Villach dead and the Kanmarg under power-

ful siege, then | fear we shall return to find nothing
but the ashes and nud Baron Meliadus once proni sed

he woul d make of the Kanarg."

"Let us wait until we get there," O adahn said with
attenpted cheerfulness, "for it is likely that D Averc
only sought to make you gl oomy. Al nost certainly

your Kamarg still stands. Fromall you have told ne
of the great defenses and the nighty valor of the
province, | do not doubt that they still hold against

the Dark Empire. You will see...

"But will 1?" Hawknoon's gaze dropped to the

darkening ground. "WII |, O adahn? D Averc was

al nrost certainly right when he spoke of Granbretan's
ot her conquests. If Sicilia is theirs, then so nust be
parts of Italia and Espanyia. Don't you see what that
means?"

"Qut side of the Bul gar nmountains, ny geography
is weak," O adahn said enmbarrassedly.

"It nmeans that all routes to the Kamarg—by both

| and and sea—are bl ocked by the Dark Enpire's

hordes. Even if we reach the sea and find a ship, what
chance will we have of passing unharmed through

the Sicilian channel ? The waters there nust be thick
with Dark Enpire ships.”

"But do we have to travel that way? Wat about
the route you used to reach the East?"

Hawknoon frowned. "Mich of that territory

flew across, and it would take twice the tinme to go
back that way. Also Granbretan has al ready nade
extra gains there."

"But the territories under their control could be

ci rcumavi gated,” O adahn said. "At |least on |and we
shoul d stand sone chance, while on sea, from what
you say, no chance at all"

"Aye," said Hawknmoon thoughtfully. "But it

woul d nean crossing Turkia—a journey of severa

weeks. But then, perhaps, we could use the Black Sea,
which, | hear, is fairly free of Dark Enpire ships still."
He consulted the map. "Aye-—the Bl ack Sea across to
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Romani a—but then it woul d becone increasingly dan-
gerous as we neared France, for the Dark Enpire's
forces are everywhere thereabouts. Still, you are right
—we woul d have a better chance by that route; mght
even slay a couple of Granbretanians and use their
masks as disgui ses. One di sadvantage that they have

is that their faces cannot be recogni zed as those of
friend or foe. If it were not for the secret |anguages
of the various orders, we could travel safely enough

if tricked out in beast masks and arnor."

"Then we change our route," O adahn said.
"Yes. W go north in the norning."

For a nunber of |ong days they followed the Eu-
phrates north, crossing the borders between Syria and
Turkia and coming at length to the quiet white town
of Birachek, where the Euphrates becane the Firat

Ri ver.

In Birachek a wary innkeeper, suspecting them as
servants of the Dark Enpire, told themat first that
there were no rooms, but then Hawknoon poi nted

to the black jewel in his forehead and said, "My name
Dori an, | ast Duke of Koln, sworn eneny of G an-
bretan,"” and the innkeeper, even in this renote town,
had heard of himand let themin.

Later that night they sat in the public roomof the
inn, drinking sweet wine and tal king to the nmenbers
of a trading caravan that had arrived in Birachek
shortly before them

The traders were swarthy nen with bl ue-bl ack
hair and beards that gleanmed with oil. They were

dressed in |l eather shirts and brightly col ored divided
kilts of wool; over these clothes they wore woven

cl oaks, also of wool, in geometric designs of purple,
red, and yellow. These cloaks, they told the travelers,
showed that they were the nmen of Yenahan, merchant

of Ankara. At their waists were curved sabers with
richly decorated hilts and engraved bl ades, worn un-
scabbarded. These traders were as used to fighting as
they were to bartering.

Their | eader, Sal eem hawk-nosed and with piercing
bl ue eyes, |eaned forward over the table to speak
slowy to the Duke of Koln and Q adahn

"You have heard that em ssaries of the Dark Em

pire pay court to the Calif of Istanbul and pay that
thriftless nonarch to let themstation a |arge force of
bul | -masked warriors within the city walls?"

Hawknoon shook his head. "I have little news of

the world. But | believe you. It is the way of G an-
bretan to take with gold rather than take with force
Only if gold is no longer of use will they produce
their weapons and armes."
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Sal eem nodded. "As | thought. You would not,
then, think Turkia safe fromthe Western wol ves?"

"Not any part of the world, even Amarehk, is safe
fromtheir ambition. They dream of conquering | ands
that m ght not even exist, save in fables. They plan
to take Asiacommuni sta, though they must find it first.
Arabi a and the East are nere canpi ng grounds for

their armes."”

"But could they have such power?" Sal eem asked,
ast oni shed.

"They have the power," Hawknmoon said with con-
fi dence. "They have a madness, too, which nakes

t hem savage, cunni ng—and i nventive. | have seen Lon-
dra, capital of Granbretan, and its vast architecture is
that of brilliant nightrmares nade solid. | have seen the

Ki ng- Emperor hinself, in his throne gl obe of nilky
fluid—a wi zened imortal with the gol den voice of a
youth. | have seen the | aboratories of the sorcerer-
sci enti sts—nnumer abl e caverns of bizarre nachines,
many whose functions have yet to be rediscovered by
the Granbretani ans thensel ves. And | have tal ked

with their nobles, |learned of their anbitions, know
themto be nore insane than anything you or any

ot her normal man coul d i magi ne. They are w t hout
humanity, have little feeling for each other and none
at all for those they regard as | ower species—that is,
all those not of Granbretan. They crucify men, wo-
men, children, and aninmals to decorate and nmark the
roads to and fromtheir conquests. "

Sal eem | eaned back with a wave of his hand. "Ah,
come now, Duke Dorian, you exaggerate. "

Hawkroon said forcefully, glaring into Sal eem s
eyes, "I tell you this, trader of Turkia—+ cannot ex-
aggerate the evil of Ganbretan!”

Sal eem frowned then and shuddered. "1— believe
you," he said. "But | wish that | could not. For how
can the little nation of Turkia wi thstand such m ght
and cruel ty?"

Hawkroon si ghed. "I can offer no solution. | would

say that you should band together, do not let them
weaken you with gold and gradual encroachnent in

your |ands—but | would waste ny rhetoric if | tried,

for men are greedy and will not see the truth for the

gl eam of coin. Resist them | would say, wth honor

and honest courage, with wisdomand with idealism

Yet those who resist them are vanqui shed and tor-

tured, see their wives raped and torn apart before their
eyes, their children beconme playthings of warriors and
heaped on fires Iit to burn whole cities. But if you do
not resist, if you escape death in battle, then the sane
could still happen to you, or you and yours becone

cringing things, less than human, willing to perform
any indignity, any act of evil, to save your skins.
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spoke of honesty—-and honesty forbids ne to encour-

age you with brave talk of noble battle and warriors
deaths. | seek to destroy them+ amtheir declared en-
eny—but | have great allies and considerabl e | uck,

and even | feel that | cannot forever escape their ven-
geance, though | have done so several tines. | can only
advi se those who woul d save sonething to resist the

nm ni ons of King Huon—dse cunning. Use cunni ng,

my friend. It is the only weapon we have agai nst the
Dark Enpire."

"Pretend to serve them you nean?" Sal eem said
t houghtful ly.

"l did so. | amalive now and conparatively free..."
"I will remenber your words, westerner."

"Remenber themall" Hawknoon warned him

"For the hardest conprom se to make is when you
deci de to appear to conpromise. Often the deception
becones the reality |l ong before you realize it."

Sal eem fingered his beard. "I understand you." He
gl anced about the room The flickering shadows of
the torches seened to take on a sudden nenace. "How
long, | wonder, will it be? ... So nuch of Europe
is already theirs."

"Have you heard anything of the province called
the Kamarg?" asked Hawknoon.

"The Kamarg. A land of horned werebeasts, is it
not, and hal f-human nonsters with m ghty powers,
who have sonehow managed to stand agai nst the Dark
Empire. They are led by a netal giant, the Brass
Count..."

Hawkrmoon smled. "You have heard nmuch that is

| egend. Count Brass is flesh and bl ood, and there are
few nonsters in the Kamarg. The only horned beasts
are the bulls of the marshlands and the horses, too.

And have they still resisted the Dark Enpire? Heard
you of how Count Brass fares, or his |ieutenant von
Villach—er Count Brass's daughter, Yisselda?"

"l heard Count Brass dead and his |ieutenant, too.
But of a girl | heard nothing—and as far as | know t he
Kamarg still stands.”

Hawkrmoon rubbed at the black jewel. "Your infor-
mation is not certain enough. | cannot believe that if
Count Brass is dead the Kamarg still stands. |If Count
Brass goes down, so does the province."

"Well, | speak only of runors surrounding other
runors," Saleemsaid. "W traders are sure of |oca
gossi p, but nobst of what we hear of the West is vague
and obscure. You cone fromthe Kanmarg, do you

not ?"

"It is my adopted home," Hawkmoon agreed. "If it
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still exists.”

A adahn put his hand on Hawknoon's shoul der.

"Do not be depressed, Duke Dorian. You said your-

self that Trader Saleemis information is barely cred-
ible. Wait until we are nearer our goal before you | ose
hope. "

Hawknoon made an effort to rid hinmself of the

nmood, calling for nmore wine and plates of broiled

pi eces of nmutton and hot unl eavened bread. And al -

t hough he was able to appear nore cheerful, his mnd

was not at rest for fear that all those he |oved were in-
deed dead and the wild beauty of the Kamarg narsh-

| ands now turned to a burning waste.

Chapter Six
MAD GOD' S SHI P

TRAVELI NG W TH SALEEM and his traders to Ankara

and thence to the port of Zongul dak on the Bl ack Sea,
Hawkrmoon and d adahn were able, with the help of

papers supplied by Saleem s master, to get passage on
board the Smiling Grl, the only ship ready to take
themwith it to Sinferopol on the coast of a | and
called Crimia. Smiling Grl was not a pretty vessel,
and neither did she seem happy. Captain and crew

were filthy, and the decks bel ow stank of a thousand
different kinds of rot. Yet they were forced to pay
heavily for the privilege of passage on the tub, and
their quarters were little | ess noxious than the bilges
over which they were positioned. Captain Muso,

with his | ong, greasy mnustachios and shifty eyes, did
not inspire their confidence, and neither did the bottle
of strong wine that seemed permanently in the mate's
hairy paw.

Phi | osophi cal | y, Hawknoon deci ded that at | east

the ship would hardly be worth a pirate's attenti on—
and, for the same reason, a Dark Enpire ship's atten-
ti on—and went aboard with O adahn shortly before

she sail ed

Smiling Grl lunbered away fromthe quayside on

the early-nmorning ride. As her patched sails caught
the wind, every tinber in her groaned and creaked;
she turned sluggi shly north northeast under a darken-
ing sky that was full of rain. The norning was coo
and gray, with a peculiar nmuted quality to it that
danpened sounds and made seeing an effort.

Huddl ed in his cloak, Hawknoon stood in the
fo' c'sle and watched as Zongul dak di sappeared behind
t hem

Rai n had begun to fall in heavy drops by the tine
the port was out of sight and O adahn came up from
bel ow to nove al ong the heaving deck toward Hawk-
noon.

"I'"ve cleaned up our quarters as best | can, Duke
Dori an, though we'll not be free of the snell fromthe
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rest of the ship—and there's little, |I'd guess, that
woul d scare away such fat rats as | saw. "

"We'll bear it," Hawknmoon said stoically. "W' ve
borne worse, and the voyage is only for two days." He
gl anced at the mate, who was reeling out of the wheel -
house. "Though I'd be happier if | thought the ship's
officers and crew were a trifle nore capable.” He

smled. "If the mate drinks any nore and the captain
lies snoring much | onger, we may find ourselves with
a comand! "

Rat her than go below, the two nmen stood together
inthe rain, |ooking to the north and wonderi ng what
m ght befall themon their long journey to the Ka-
nar g.

The niserable ship sailed on through the miserable
day, tossed on the rough sea, blown by a treacherous
wi nd that ever threatened to becone a storm but al -
ways stopped just short. The captain stunbled onto
the bridge fromtime to time, to shout at his men, to

curse them and beat theminto the rigging to reef that
sail or |oose another. To Hawknoon and O adahn,
Captai n Mouso's orders seenmed entirely arbitrary.

Toward eveni ng, Hawknoon went to join the Cap-
tain on the bridge. Muso |ooked up at himwth a
shifty expression

"CGood evening, sir," he said, sniffing and w ping
his long nose with his sleeve. "I hope the voyage's to
your satisfaction.”

"Reasonably, thank you. What time have we made
—good or bad?"

"Good enough, sir," replied the skipper, turning so
that he did not have to | ook at Hawknmoon directly.
"Good enough. Shall | have the galley prepare you
some supper?”

Hawknoon nodded. "Aye."

The mate appeared from bel ow t he bridge, singing
softly to hinself and evidently blind drunk.

Now a sudden squall hit the ship side on, and the

ship wal | oned over alarm ngly. Hawknoon clung to

the rail, feeling that at any nonent it would crunble
away in his hand. Captain Muso seened oblivious of

any danger, and the mate was flat on his face, bottle
falling fromhis hand as his body slid nearer and nearer
to the side.

"Better help him" Hawknoon sai d.

Captai n Mouso | aughed. "He's all right-he's got
a drunkard's |uck."

But now the mate's body was agai nst the starboard
rail, his head and one shoul der al ready through
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Hawkroon | eaped down t he conpani onway to grab

the man and haul himback to safety as the ship

heaved again, this time in the other direction, and salt
waves washed the deck

Hawkrmoon | ooked down at the man he had res-

cued. The mate lay on his back, eyes closed, |ips nov-
ing in the words of the song he'd been singing.

Hawkroon | aughed, shaking his head, calling up to

the skipper, "You're right—-he has a drunkard's |uck."
Then, as he turned his head to port, he thought he saw
sonething in the water. The |ight was fading fast, but
he was sure he had seen a vessel of sonme kind not too
far away.

"Capt ai n—do you see anything yonder?" he yell ed,
going to the rail and peering into the mass of heaving
wat er .

"Looks like a raft of sonme kind," Muso called
back.

Hawkrmoon was soon able too see the thing nore
closely as a wave swept it nearer. It was a raft, with
three men clinging to it.

" Shi pw ecked by the | ook of "em " Muso called
casual ly. "Poor bastards." He shrugged, his shoul ders.
"Ah, well, not our affairs ..."

"Captain, we nust save them" Hawknoon sai d.

"We'll never do it in this light. Besides, we're wast-
ing time. I'mcarrying no cargo save yourself on this
trip and have to be in Sinferopol on tinme to pick up
my cargo before sonmeone el se does."

"W nust save them" Hawknoon said firmy. "Q -
adhan—a rope."

The Bul gar beast-nan found a coil of rope in the

wheel house and canme hurrying down with it. The

raft was still in sight, its burden flat on their faces,
clinging to it for dear life. Sonetinmes it vanished in a
great trough of water, reappearing after several sec-
onds, a fair distance fromthe boat. The gap between
them was wi dening all the tinme, and Hawknoon knew

that there was very little tine before the raft woul d

be too far away for themto reach it. Lashing one end

of the rope to the rail and | ooping the other about his
wai st, he stripped off cloak and sword and dived into
the foami ng ocean

At once, Hawknoon realized the danger he was in.

The great waves were al nost inpossible to swim

agai nst, and there was every chance of his being dashed
agai nst the side of the ship, stunned, and drowned.

But he struggled on through the water, fighting to

keep it out of his nmouth and eyes as he searched about
for the raft.
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There it was! And now its occupants had seen the
ship and were standi ng up, waving and shouting. They
had not seen Hawknmoon swi mm ng toward them

As he swam Hawknoon caught glinpses of the

men fromtinme to tinme, but he could not distinguish
themclearly. Two now seened to be struggling,

while the third seened to be sitting upright watching
t hem

"Hol d on!" Hawkmoon cal |l ed above the crash of

the sea and the nmoan of the wind. Exerting all his
strength, he swam even harder and was soon nearly

upon the raft as it was tossed on a wild chaos of bl ack-
and white water.

Then Hawknoon caught the edge of the raft and

saw that indeed two of the nen were fighting in earn-
est. He saw, too, that they wore the snouted nasks of
the Order of the Boar. The nmen were warriors of

G anbr et an.

For an instant Hawknoon debated | eaving themto

their fate. But if he did that, he reasoned, he woul d
be no better than they. He nmust do his best to save
them then decide what to do with them

He called up to the fighting pair, but they did not
seemto hear him They grunted and cursed in their

struggl e, and Hawknmoon wondered if they had not
been denented by their ordeal

Hawknoon tried to heave hinself onto the raft, but
the water and the rope around his body dragged him
down. He saw the seated figure look up and sign to
hi m al nost casual | y.

"Hel p ne," Hawknmoon gasped, "or |'Il not be able

to help you."

The figure rose and swayed across the raft until his
way was bl ocked by the fighting men. Wth a shrug

he seized their necks, paused for an instant until the
raft dipped in the water, then pushed theminto the
sea.

"Hawknoon, ny dear friend!" cane a voice from
within the boar nmask. "How happy | amto see you
There—+' ve hel ped you. |'ve |lightened our |oad .

Hawknoon made a grab at one of the drowning

men who still struggled with his conpanion. In the
heavy masks and arnor, they were bound to be
dragged down in seconds. But he could not reach
them He watched in fascination as, with seem ng
gradual ness, the nasks sank bel ow t he waves.

He glared up at the survivor, who was | eaning down
to offer hima hand. "You have murdered your friends,
D Averc! |I've a good nind to let you go down with
them ™"
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"Friends? My dear Hawknoon, they were no such

thing. Servants, aye, but not friends." D Averc braced
hi nsel f as another wave tossed the raft, nearly forcing
Hawkrmoon to | ose his grasp. "Not friends. They were

| oyal enough—but dreadfully boring. And they made

fools of themselves. | cannot tolerate that. Come al ong
let ne help you aboard ny little vessel. It is not nuch,
but. .."

Hawkroon al | owed D Averc to help himonto the
raft, then turned and waved toward the ship, just vis-

i ble through the darkness. He felt the rope tighten as
A adahn began to haul on it.

"It was fortunate that you were passing," D Averc
said coolly as slowmy they were drawn toward the
ship. "I had thought nyself as good as drowned and
all ny glorious prom se barely fulfilled—and then who
should cone by in his splendid ship but the noble
Duke of Koln. Fate flings us together once again,
Duke. "

"Aye, but 1'lIl readily fling you away again as you
flung your friends, if you do not hold tongue and help
me with this rope,"” growl ed Hawknoon.

The raft plunged through the sea and at |ast bunped
against Smiling Grl's half-rotten side. A rope |adder
sanked down, and Hawkmoon began to clinb, finally
hauling hinself with relief over the rail, gasping for
br eat h.

When d adahn saw the next man's head energe

over the side, he cursed and nade to draw his sword,
but Hawkmoon stopped him "He's our prisoner, and

we mght as well keep himalive, for he could be a
useful bargaining counter if we are in trouble later."

"How sensible!" D Averc excl ained admringly,
t hen began coughing. "Forgi ve me—ay ordeal has

desperately weakened ne, | fear. A change of cl othes,
sonme hot grog, a good night's rest, and I'll be nyself
again."

"You'll be lucky if we let you rot in the bilges,"
Hawkroon sai d. "Take him bel ow to our cabin,

a adahn. "

Huddl ed in the tiny cabin that was dimy lit by a
smal | | antern hanging fromthe roof, Hawkmoon and
A adahn wat ched D Averc strip hinmself of his mask,
armor and sodden under garnents.

"How did you conme to be on the raft, D Averc?"

Hawkrmoon asked as the Frenchnman fussily dried

hi nsel f. Even he was slightly nonplussed by the man's
apparent cool ness. He admired the quality and even
wondered if he did not actually Iike D Averc in sone
strange way. Perhaps it was D Averc's honesty in ad-
mtting his anbition, his unwillingness to justify his
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actions, even if, as recently, they involved casual nmur-
der.

"Along story, nmy dear friend. The three of us—
Ecardo, Peter, and | -+eft the men to deal with that

bli nd nonster you rel eased upon us and managed to
reach the safety of the hills. Alittle later the ornithop-
ter we had sent to collect you arrived and began to
circle, evidently puzzled by the di sappearance of an
entire city—as we were, | nust admit; you nust explain
that to me later. Well, we signaled to the pilot, and
he cane down. W had already realized the sonewhat
difficult position we found ourselves in. . . ." D Av-
erc paused. "lIs there any food to be had?"

"The ski pper has ordered sone supper fromthe
galley," d adahn said. "Continue."

"W were three men without horses in a rather
barren part of the world. As well, we had failed to
keep you when we had captured you, and as far as

we knew, the pilot was the only living man |eft who
knew that we had done that...."

"You killed the pilot?" Hawknmoon sai d.

"Just so. It was necessary. Then we boarded his
machine with the intention of reaching the nearest
base."

"What happened?” Hawknmoon asked. "Did you
know how to control the ornithopter?"

D Averc smiled. "You have guessed correctly. My
know edge of the things is linmted. W managed to
gain the air, but then the wetched thing would not

be steered. Before we knew it, it was carrying us off

to the Runestaff knows where. | feared for my safety,
I nmust adnmit. The nonster behaved increasingly er-
ratically, until at last it began to fall. | managed to

guide it so that it landed on a soft riverbank, and we
were barely hurt. Ecardo and Peter had become hys-
terical, quarreling anong thensel ves, becom ng un-
bearable in their manners and nost hard to control
However, we somehow managed to build a raft with

the intention of floating down the river until we cane
to atowm...."

"That sane raft?" Hawknoon asked.
"The same, aye."

"Then how did you come to be at sea?"

"Tides, nmy good friend." D Averc said with an

airy wave of his hand. "Currents. | had not realized
we were so close to an estuary. W were swept al ong
at a nost appalling rate, carried far beyond |l and. On
that raft—that dammabl e raft—we spent the next sev-
eral days, with Peter and Ecardo whining at one an-
ot her, bl am ng one another for their predi canent
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when they shoul d have blaned ne. Ch, | cannot tel
you what an ordeal it was, Duke Dorian."

"You deserved worse," Hawknpbon sai d.

There canme a knock on the cabin door. O adahn
answered it and admitted a scruffy cabin boy carrying
a tray on which were three bow s containi ng sone

ki nd of gray stew.

Hawkroon accepted the tray and handed D Averc

a bow and a spoon. For a nonent D Averc hesitated;
then he took a nmouthful. He seenmed to eat with great
control. He finished the dish and replaced the enpty
bow on the tray. "Delicious," he said. "Qite perfect,
for ship's cooking."

Hawkrmoon, who had been nauseated by the ness,

handed D Averc his own bowl, and O adahn, too
preferred his.

"I thank you," said D Averc. "I believe in nodera-
tion. Enough is as good as a feast."

Hawkrmoon smiled slightly, once again admring the
Frenchman' s cool ness. Evidently the food had tasted
as foul to himas it had to them but his hunger had
been so great that he had eaten the stuff anyway, and
wi t h panache

Now D Averc stretched, his rippling nuscles be-
lying his claimto invalidism "Ah," he yawned. "If
you will forgive ne, gentlenmen, | wll sleep now
have had a trying and tiring few days."

"Take ny bed," Hawkmoon said, indicating his

cranped bunk. He did not nention that earlier he had
noti ced what had seened to be a whole tribe of bugs
nesting init. I'll see if the skipper has a hammock."

"I amgrateful,” D Averc said, and there seened to
be a surprising seriousness about his tone that made
Hawkrmoon wheel away fromthe door.

"For what ?"

D Averc began to cough ostentatiously, then | ooked
up and said in his old, nocking tone, "Wy, ny dear
Duke, for saving ny life, of course.”

In the morning the stormhad di ed down, and though
the sea was still rough it was nmuch cal ner than the
previ ous day.

Hawknmoon net D Averc on deck. The man was

dressed in coat and britches of green velvet but was
wi thout his arnor. He bowed when he saw Hawk-

noon.

"You slept well?" asked Hawknoon.

"Excellently." D Averc's eyes were full of hunor,
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and Hawkrmoon guessed that he had been bitten a
good many tines.

"Toni ght we shoul d nmake port," Hawknoon told
him "You will be ny prisoner—y hostage, if you
like."

"Hostage? Do you think the Dark Enpire cares if
I live or die once | have |ost ny useful ness?"

"W shall see," said Hawkmoon, fingering the
jewel in his skull. "If you attenpt to escape, | shal
certainly kill you—as coolly as you killed your nen."

D Averc coughed into the handkerchief he carri ed.
"I owe you ny life," he said. "So it is yours to take if
you woul d. "

Hawknoon frowned. D Averc was far too devious

for himto understand properly. He was beginning to
regret his decision. The Frenchman m ght prove nore
of a liability than he had bargai ned for

A adahn cane hurrying al ong the deck. "Duke
Dorian," he panted, pointing forward. "A sail—and it's
heading directly toward us."

"W're in little danger,"” Hawkroon smi | ed.
"We're no prize for a pirate.”

But nmonents | ater Hawknoon noticed signs of
pani ¢ anong the crew, and as the captain stunbl ed
past, he caught his arm "Captain Muso—what is it?"

"Danger, sir," rasped the skipper. "G eat danger
Did you not read the sail ?"

Hawkroon peered toward the horizon and saw

that the ship carried a single black sail. On it was
pai nted an enbl em of sone kind, but he could not
make out what it was. "Surely they'll not trouble us,"

he said. "Why should they risk a fight for a tub like
thi s—and you said yourself we're carrying no cargo."

"They care not what we carry or don't carry, sir.
They attack anything on the ocean on sight. They're
like killer whales, Duke Dorian—their pleasure is not
in taking treasure but in destruction!”

"Who are they? Not a Granbretanian ship by the
|l ook of it," D Averc said.

"Even one of those woul d probably not bother to
attack us," stuttered Captain Muso. "No—that is a
ship crewed by those belonging to the Cult of the Mad
CGod. They are from Miuskovia and in recent nonths

have begun to terrorize these waters."

"They definitely seemto have the intention of at-
tacking," D Averc said lightly. "Wth your perms-
sion, Duke Dorian, I'll go bel ow and don nmy sword
and arnor."
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"Il get my weapons, too," O adahn said. "Il
bring your sword for you."

"No point in fighting!" It was the mate, gesticul at-
ing with his bottle. "Best throw ourselves in the sea
now. "

"Aye," Captain Muso nodded, |ooking after

D Averc and O adahn as they went to fetch their
weapons. "He's right. We'll be outnunbered, and
they'll tear us to pieces. If we're captured, they'l
torture us for days."

Hawknoon started to say sonething to the captain,
then turned as he heard a splash. The mate had gone
—as good as his word. Hawknmoon rushed to the side
but coul d see not hing.

"Don't bother to help himfollow him" the skip-
per said, "for he's the wi sest of us all."

The ship was bearing down on themnow, its black

sail painted with a pair of great red wings, and in the
center of themwas a huge, bestial face, howing as if
in the throes of maniacal |aughter. Crowding the

decks were scores of naked nen wearing nothing but
sword belts and netal -studded collars. Drifting across
the water came a weird sound that Hawknoon coul d

not at first nmake out. Then he gl anced at the sail again
and knew what it was.

It was the sound of wild, insane |aughter, a sound
as if the dammed of hell were noved to merrinment.

"The Mad God's ship," said Captain Muso, his
eyes beginning to fill with tears. "Now we die."

Chapter Seven
THE RI NG ON THE FI NGER

HAVKMOON, OLADAHN, and D Averc stood shoul der
to shoulder by the port rail of the ship as the weird
vessel sped cl oser and cl oser.

The nenbers of the crew had all clustered around
their captain, as far as possible away fromthe attack-
ers.

Looking at the rolling eyes and foamnm ng nout hs of

the madnen in the ship, Hawknoon deci ded that their
chances were all but hopel ess. G appling irons snaked
out fromthe Mad God's ship and bit into the soft
wood of Smiling Grl's rail. Instantly the three nen
began to hack at the ropes, severing nost of them

Hawkroon yelled to the captain, "Get your nen
aloft—+try to turn the ship." But the frightened nen
did not nove. "You'll be safer in the rigging!" Hawk-
moon shouted. They began to stir but still did
not hi ng.

Hawknmoon was forced to return his attention to
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the attacking ship and was horrified to see it |oom ng
over them its insane crew clustering against the rail
sonme al ready beginning to clinmb over, ready to | eap
onto Smling Grl's deck, cutlasses drawn. Their

| aughter filled the air, and bl oodl ust shone on their
twi sted faces.

The first came flying down on Hawknoon, naked

body gl eami ng, sword raised. Hawknoon's own bl ade
came up to skewer the nman as he fell; another tw st
of the sword and the corpse dropped down through

the narrow gap between the ships, into the sea. Wthin
monents the air was full of naked warriors sw nging
on ropes, junping wldly, clanbering hand over hand
across the grappling lines. The three nen stopped the
first wave, hacking about themuntil everything
seened bl oodred, but gradually they were forced

away fromthe rail as the madnen swarned onto the
deck, fighting without skill but with a chilling dis-
regard for their own lives

Hawknoon becane separated from his conrades,

did not know if they lived or had been killed. The
prancing warriors flung thenmselves at him but he
clutched his battle blade in both hands and swung it
about himin a great arc, this way and that, surround-
ing himself with a blur of bright steel. He was covered
in blood fromhead to foot; only his eyes gl eaned,

bl ue and steady, fromthe visor of his hel net.

And all the while the Mad God's nen | aughed—
| aughed even as their heads were chopped fromtheir
necks, their linbs fromtheir bodies.

Hawkrmoon knew t hat eventual ly weariness woul d
overcone him Already the sword felt heavy in his
hands and his knees shook. H's back agai nst a bul k-
head, he hacked and stabbed at the seenmingly cease-
| ess wave of giggling madnen whose swords sought

to slash the life fromhim

Here a man was decapitated, there another dis-
menber ed, but every bl ow drai ned nore energy from
Hawknoon.

Then, as he bl ocked two swords that struck at him
at once, his |leg buckled and he went down to one
knee. The laughter grew | ouder, triunphant, as the
Mad God's nen moved in for the kill

He hacked upward desperately, gripping the wi st
of one of his attackers and wenching the sword
away from himso that now he had two bl ades. Using
the madman's sword to thrust and his own to sw ng,
he managed to regain his footing, kicked out at
anot her man, and scranbl ed away, to rush up the com
pani onway to the bridge. At the top of the conpan-
ionway he turned to fight again, this time with an
i ncreased advant age over the how ing madnen who
crowded up the steps toward him He saw now t hat
both D Averc and O adahn were in the rigging, man-
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aging to keep their attackers at bay. He gl anced to-
ward the Man God's ship. It was still held fast by
grappling ropes, but it was deserted. Its entire crew
was on board the Smiling Grl. Hawknoon at once

had an i dea

He wheel ed about, running fromthe warriors,
| eaped to the rail, and grabbed a rope that trailed
fromthe crosstrees. Then he flung hinself into space.

He prayed that the rope would be | ong enough as

he hurtled through the air, then let go, diving, it ap-
peared, over the side of the ship. H s graspi ng hands
just nmanaged to catch the rail of the eneny ship as he
fell. He hauled hinmself onto the deck and began

sl ashing at the grappling ropes, yelling, "d adahn—

D Averc! Quickly—follow nme!"

Fromthe rigging of the other ship the two nen
saw hi m and began clinbing higher, to walk pre-
cariously along the mainmast's yardarm while the
men of the Mad God swarned behind them

The Mad CGod's ship was already beginning to slide

away, the gap between it and Snmiling Grl wi dening
rapidly.

D Averc junped first, diving for the black-sailed
ship's rigging arid clutching a rope one-handed, to
swing for an instant, threatening to drop to his death.

A adahn followed him cutting | oose a rope and

Swi ngi ng across the gap, to slide down the rope and
I and on the deck, where he fell spread-eagled on his
face.

Several of the insane warriors tried to follow, and
a nunber actually nmanaged to reach the deck of their
own ship. Still laughing, they came at Hawknobon in
a bunch, doubtl ess judgi ng A adahn dead.

Hawkrmoon was hard put to defend hinself. A

bl ade sl ashed his arm another caught his face bel ow
the visor. Then suddenly, from above, a body dropped
into the center of the naked warriors and began hew
ing around him alnost as much a nmani ac as they.

It was D Averc in his boar-headed arnor, streamn ng
with the bl ood of those he had slain. And now, at the
back of their attackers came O adahn, evidently only

wi nded by his fall, yelling a wild mountain battle cry.

Soon every one of the madnen who had nanaged

to reach the ship was dead. The others were | eaping
fromthe deck of Smiling Grl into the water, stil

| aughing weirdly, trying to swmafter the ship.

Looki ng back at Smiling Grl, Hawknmoon saw t hat

m racul ously nost of her crew had apparently sur-
vived—at the last minute they had clinbed to the
safety of the m zzen nast.
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D Averc raced forward and took the wheel of the
Mad God's ship, cutting the I ashings and steering
fromthe vainly sw mmng nen.

"Wl l," breathed d adahn, sheathing his sword
and inspecting his cuts, "we seemto have escaped
lightly—and with a better ship."

"Wth luck we'll beat Smling Grl into port,"
Hawkrmoon grinned. "I hope she's still bound for
Crima, for she has all our possessions on board."

Skillfully, D Averc was turning the ship about,
toward the north. The single sail bulged as it caught
the wind and the boat |eft the sw nm ng nmadnmen be-

hi nd. Even as they drowned, they continued to |augh

After they had hel ped D Averc relash the wheel so

that the ship continued roughly on course, they began

to explore the ship. It was crammed with treasure
evidently pillaged froma score of ships, but also there
were all kinds of usel ess things—broken weapons and
ships' instrunments, bundl es of clothing—and here and
there a rotting corpse or a disnmenbered body, all piled
together in the holds.

The three nen decided to get rid of the corpses
first, wapping themin cloaks or bundling up the
various linmbs in rags and tossing them overboard. It
was di sgusting work and took a long tine, for sone
of the remains were hidden under nmounds of other

t hi ngs.

Suddenly O adahn paused as he worked, his eyes

fixed on a severed human hand that had beconme mum
mfied in some way. Reluctantly, he picked it up, in-
specting aring on the little finger. He glanced at
Hawkroon.

"Duke Dorian...."

"What is it? Do not bother to save the ring. Just
get rid of the thing."

"No—+t is the ring itself. Look—+t has a peculiar
design...."

I mpatiently Hawknmoon crossed the dimy lit hold
and peered at the thing, gasping as he recognized it.
"No! It cannot be!"

The ring was Yisselda's. It was the ring Count

Brass had pl aced on her finger to nmark her betrotha
to Dorian Hawknoon.

Nunbed with horror, Hawknmoon took the rmum
m fied hand, a | ook of inconprehension on his face.

"What is it?" O adahn whispered. "Wat is it that
so disturbs you?"

"I't is hers. It is Yisselda's."
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"But how could she have come to be sailing this
ocean so many hundreds of miles fromthe Kanmarg?
It is not possible, Duke Dorian."

"The ring is hers." Hawknoon gazed at the hand,

inspecting it eagerly as realization struck him "But—
the hand is not. See, the ring barely fits the little fin-
ger. Count Brass placed it on the mddle finger, and

even then it was a loose fit. This is the hand of sone
thief." He wenched the precious ring fromthe finger

and threw t he hand down. "Sonmeone who was in the

Kamarg, perhaps, and stole the ring...." He shook his
head. "It's unlikely. But what is the explanation?"

"Per haps she journeyed this way—seeki hg you,
maybe, " O adahn suggest ed.

"She'd be foolish if she did. But it is just possible.
However, if that's the case, where is Yissel da now?"

A adahn was about to speak, when there cane a
Il ow, terrifying chuckling sound from above. They
| ooked up at the entrance to the hold.

A mad, grinning face | ooked down at them Sone-
how one of the insane warriors had rmanaged to catch
the ship. Now he prepared to | eap down on them

Hawkroon just managed to draw his sword as the
madman attacked, sword slashing. Metal hit netal

d adahn drew his own bl ade, and D Averc came
rushing up, but Hawknoon shouted, "Take him
alivel! W nust take himalive!"

As Hawknoon engaged the nadman, D Averc and
d adahn resheathed their swords and fell on the war-

rior's back, grasping his arns. Twi ce he shook them
of f, but then he went down kicking as they wound

Il ength after I ength of rope around him And then he

lay still, chuckling up at them his eyes unseeing, his
mout h foam fl ecked

"What use is he alive?" D Averc asked with polite
curiosity. "Why not cut his throat and have done
wi th hinP"

"This," Hawknoon said, "is a ring | found just
now. " He held it up. "It belongs to Yisselda, Count
Brass's daughter. | want to know how t hese nen got
it."

"Strange," D Averc said frowning. "I believe the
girl still in the Kamarg, nursing her father."

"So Count Brass is wounded?"

D Averc sniled. "Aye. But the Kamarg still holds
against us. |1'd sought to disturb you, Duke Dorian.

do not know how badly Count Brass is hurt, but he

still lives. And that wi se man of his, Bowgentle, helps
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hi m command his troops. The last | heard, it was stale-
mat e between the Dark Enpire and the Kanarg."

"And you heard not hi ng of Yissel da? Not hi ng of
her | eaving the Kanmarg?"

"No," said D Averc, frowning. "But | seemto re-

menber. . . As, yes—a man serving in Count Brass's
arnmy. | believe he was approached and persuaded to
try to kidnap the girl, but the attenpt was unsuc-
cessful ."

"How do you know?"

"Juan Zhi naga—the man—di sappeared. Presunmably
Count Brass discovered his perfidy and slew him"

"I find it hard to believe that Zhinaga should be a
traitor. | knew the man slightly—a captain of cavalry,
he was."

"Captured by us in the second battle agai nst the
Kamarg." D Averc sniled. "I believe he was a Ger-

man, and we had sonme of his famly in our safekeep-
i ng. "

"You bl ackmailed him"

"He was bl ackmail ed, though do not give nme the

credit. | nerely heard of the plan during a conference
in Londra between the various comranders who had

been summmoned by Ki ng Huon to inform hi m of

devel opnments in the canpaigns we are waging in

Eur ope. "

Hawkroon' s brow furrowed. "But suppose Zhin-

aga was successful —somrehow not managi ng to reach
your people with Yissel da, being stopped on the way
by the Mad God's nen...."

D Averc shook his head. "They woul d never range
as far as southern France. W shoul d have heard of
themif they had."

"Then what is the expl anation?"

"Let us ask this gentleman," D Averc suggested,
proddi ng at the madman, whose chuckl es had di ed
down now so that they were al nost inaudible.

"Let us hope we can get sense fromhim" d adahn
sai d dubi ously.

"Whul d pain do the trick, do you thing?" D Averc
asked.

"l doubt it," Hawkrmoon said. "They know no

fear. We must try another nmethod." He | ooked in

di sgust at the madman. "We'|ll leave himfor a while
and hope he calnms a little."

They went up on deck, closing the hatch cover
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The sun was beginning to set, and the coastline of
Crimia was now in sight-—black crags sharp agai nst

the purple sky. The water was cal mand dappled with
the fading sunlight, and the wind blew steadily north-
war d.

"I'd best correct our course," D Averc suggested.
"W seemto be sailing alittle too far to the north.”

He noved al ong the deck to unbind the wheel and
spin it several points south.

Hawkrmoon nodded absently, watching D Averc,
his great mask flung back from his head, expertly con-
trolling the course of the ship.

"We'll have to anchor offshore tonight," O adahn
said, "and sail in in the nmorning."

Hawkrmoon did not reply. H's head was full of un-
answer ed questions. The exertions of the past twenty-
four hours had brought himclose to exhaustion, and
the fear in his mind threatened to drive himto a mad-
ness fully as dreadful as that of the man in the hold.

Later that night, by the light of |anps suspended
fromthe ceiling, they studied the sleeping face of the
man they had captured. The |anps swng as the ship
rocked at anchor, casting shifting shadows on the sides
of the hold and over the great piles of booty heaped
everywhere. Arat chittered, but the men ignored the
sound. They had all slept alittle and felt nore rel axed.

Hawknoon knelt down besi de the bound man and

touched his face. Instantly the eyes opened, staring
around dully, no | onger mad. They even seened a
little puzzled.

"What is your nanme?" Hawknoon asked.

" Coryant hum of Kerch—who are you? Were am
| ?"

"You shoul d know, " O adahn said. "On board your

own ship. Do you not remenber? You and your fel-

| ows attacked our vessel. There was a fight. W es-
caped fromyou, and you swam after us and tried to
kill us."

"I renmenber setting sail," Coryanthum said, his
voi ce bewi |l dered, "but nothing else." Then he tried
to struggle up. "Wy am | bound?"

"Because you are dangerous,
"You are nad."

D Averc said lightly.

Coryant hum | aughed, a purely natural |augh. "I,
-mad? Nonsense! ™

The three | ooked at one another, puzzled. It was
true that the man seened to have no hint of madness
about hi m now.
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Under st andi ng began to dawn on Hawknoon's
face. "What is the very last thing you renenber?"

"The captain addressing us."
"What did he say?"

"That we were to take part in a cerenmony—dri nk-
ing a special drink. . . . Nothing nuch nmore." Cory-
ant hum frowned. "W drank the drink...."

"Describe your sail," Hawknoon sai d.
"Qur sail? Wy?"
"I's there anything special about it?"

"Not that | renmenber. It's canvas—a dark bl ue
That's all."

"You are a nerchant seaman?" Hawknoon asked.

"Aye.

"And this is your first voyage on this ship?"

"Aye.
"When did you sign on?"

Coryant hum | ooked i npatient. "Last night, my
friend—en the Day of the Horse by Kerch reckon-

ing."
"And in universal reckoning?"

The sailor winkled his brow. "Oh—the el eventh
of the third nmonth."

"Three nonths ago,"” said D Averc.

"Eh?" Coryant hum peered through the gl oom at
the Frenchman. "Three nonths? What d' you nean?"

"You were drugged,"” Hawknmoon expl ai ned.
"Drugged and then used to commit the foul est acts

of piracy ever heard of. Do you know anyt hi ng of
the Cult of the Mad God?"

"Alittle. | heard that it is situated sonewhere in
Ukrania and that its adherents have been venturing
out | ately—even onto the high seas."

"Did you know that your sail now bears the sign
of the Mad God? That a few hours ago, you raved
and giggled in nmad bl oodl ust? Look at your body.

" Hawknoon bent down to cut the bonds. "Fee
your neck."

Coryant hum of Kerch stood up slowy, wondering

at his own nakedness, his fingers going slowy to his
neck and touching the collar there. "I+ don't under-
stand. Is this a trick?"
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"An evil trick, and one we did not conmt," d a-

dahn said. "You were drugged until you went insane,

then ordered to kill and collect all the |oot you coul d.
Doubt | ess your 'nerchant captain' was the only nman

who knew what woul d happen to you, and it's al nost
certain he's not aboard now. Do you renenber any-
thing? Any instructions about where you should go?"

"None. "

"Wt hout doubt the captain neant to rejoin the

ship later and guide it to whatever port he uses,"”

D Averc said. "Maybe there is a ship in regular con-
tact with the others, if they are all full of such fools
as this one."

"There must be a | arge supply of the drug some-
where aboard,” O adahn said. "Doubtless they fed
off it regularly. It was only because we bound this
fellow that he did not get the chance to repl enish
hi nsel f. "

"How do you feel ?" Hawknoon asked the sail or
"Weak—drained of all life and feeling."

"Under st andabl e,” said O adahn. "It's sure that
drug kills you in the end. A nonstrous plan! Take

i nnocent nen, feed thema drug that turns them nmad
and ultimately destroys them use themto nurder
and loot, then collect the proceeds. |'ve heard of
nothing like it before. 1'd thought the Cult of the
Mad God to be conprised of honest fanatics, but it
seens a cooler intelligence controls it."

"On the seas, at any rate," Hawknoon said. "How
ever, I'd like to find the man responsible for all this.
He al one may know where Yisselda is."

"First, I'd suggest we take up the sail," D Averc
said. "We'll drift into the harbor on the tide. Cur
reception would not be pleasant if they saw our sail
Al so, we can nake use of this treasure. Wiy, we are
rich men!"

"You are still my prisoner, D Averc," Hawknoon

reminded him "But it is true we could di spose of

sonme of the treasure, since the poor souls who owned

it are all dead now, and give the rest into the saf ekeep-
ing of sone honest man, to conpensate those who

have | ost relatives and fortunes at the hands of the

mad sailors."

"Then what ?" asked d adahn

"Then we set sail again—and wait for this ship's
master to seek her out."

"Can we be sure he will? What if he hears of our
visit to Sinferopol?" A adahn asked.

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...-%20Runestaff%202%20-%20Sorcerers%20Amulet.txt (45 of 119) [1/19/03 6:40:50 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20Runestaf f%6202%20-%20Sor cerers%20A mul et.txt

Hawkroon smiled grimy. "Then doubtless he wll
still wish to seek us out."

Chapt er Ei ght
MAD GOD' S MAN

AND So THE | oot was sold in Sinferopol, sone of it

used to provision the craft and buy new equi pnent

and horses, and the rest given into the saf ekeepi ng of
a nmerchant whom all recommended as the npst honest

in the whole of Crima. Not nuch behind the cap-

tured ship, Smling Grl linped in, and Hawknoon
hastily bought the captain's silence regarding the na-
ture of the black-sailed ship. He recovered his posses-
sions, including the saddl ebag containing Rinal's gift,
and, with O adahn and D Averc, reboarded the ship,
sailing on the evening tide. They |eft Coryant hum

with the nerchant to recover

For nore than a week the black ship drifted, usually
becal med, for the wind had dropped to al nost noth-

i ng. By Hawkmoon's reckoning they were drifting

close to the channel that separated the Black Sea from
the Azov Sea, near to Kerch, where Coryant hum had

been recruited.

D Averc lounged in a hammock he had hung for
hi nsel f am dshi ps, occasionally coughing theatrically
and remarking on his boredom O adahn sat often in

the crownest, scanning the sea, while Hawknoon

paced the decks, beginning to wonder if his plan had
had any substance to it other than his need to know
what had becone of Yisselda. He was even begi nni ng
to doubt that the ring had been hers, deciding that
per haps several such rings had been nade in the Ka-
marg over the years

Then, one norning, a sail appeared on the horizon,
coming fromthe northwest. O adahn saw it first and
call ed to Hawknoon to cone on deck. Hawknoon

rushed up and peered ahead. It might be the ship they
awai t ed.

"CGet below," he called. "Everybody get bel ow "

A adahn scranbl ed down the rigging, while D Av-

erc, suddenly active, swng out of his hamock and
strolled to the | adder that | ed bel owdecks. They net
in the darkness of the central hold and waited.

An hour seened to pass before they heard tinber

bunp agai nst tinber and knew that the other ship had
drawn alongside. It mght still be an innocent vesse
curious about a ship drifting apparently unmanned.

Not much | ater Hawknobon heard the sound of

booted feet on the deck above; a slow, neasured tread
that went the Iength of the whol e deck and back agai n.
Then there was silence as the man above either entered
a cabin or clinbed to the bridge.
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Tensi on grew as the sound of the footsteps cane
again, this tine walking directly toward the centra
hol d.

Hawkrmoon saw a sil houette above, peering down

into the darkness where they crouched. The figure
paused, then began to descend the | adder. As he did
so, Hawkrmoon crept forward.

When t he newconer had reached the bottom

Hawkroon sprang, his armencircling the man's

throat. He was a giant, nore than six and a half feet
tall, with a huge bl ack bushy beard and plaited hair,
wearing a brass breastplate over his shirt of black silKk.
He grow ed in surprise and swung around, carrying
Hawknoon with him The giant was incredibly

strong. His huge fingers went up to Hawknoon's arm

and began to prise it |oose.

"Qui ck—hel p ne hold him" Hawknoon cried, and
his friends rushed forward to fling thensel ves on the
gi ant and bear hi m down.

D Averc drew his sword. Wearing his boar nmask

and the nmetal finery of Granbretan, he | ooked danger-
ous and terrible as he delicately placed the tip of his
sword against the giant's throat.

"Your nane?" D Averc denmanded, his voice boom
ing in his helnet.

"Captai n Shagarov. \Were is my crew?"

The bl ack-bearded giant glared up at them un-
abashed by his capture. "Were is ny crew?"

"You nean the madnen you sent akilling?" O ad-
ahn said. "They are drowned, all but one, and he told
us of your evil treachery."

"Fool s!'" Shagarov cursed. "You are three men. Did
you think to trap me—when | have a shipful of fighters
aboard ny ot her ship?"

"W have di sposed of one shipload, as you'll note,"
D Averc told himwith a chuckle. "Now that we are
used to the work, doubtless we can dispose of an-
ot her."

For a nmonent fear crept into Shagarov's eyes; then

hi s expression hardened. "I do not believe you. Those
who sailed this ship lived only to kill. How coul d
you ... ?"

"Wll, we did," D Averc said. He turned his great,

hel met ed head toward Hawknmoon. "Shall we go on
deck and put the rest of our plan into operation?"

"A monent." Hawknmoon bent cl ose to Shagarov.
"I want to question him Shagarov—did your nen cap-
ture a girl at any tine?"
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"They had orders not to kill any girl but to bring
themto nme."

n \My?ll

"I know not—+ was ordered to send girls to him—

and girls | sent him" Shagarov |aughed. "You'll not
keep me for long, you know. You'll all three be dead

within an hour. The nmen will get suspicious."

"Why didn't you bring any of them aboard with
you? Perhaps because they are not madnen—because
even they m ght be disgusted by what they found?”

Shagar ov shrugged. "They'll cone when | yell."
"Possibly," said D Averc. "Rise, please."

"These girls," Hawknoon continued. "Were did
you send themand to whon?"

"I'nl and, of course, to ny nmaster—the Mad God."

"So you do serve the Mad God—you are not de-
ceiving people into believing these acts of piracy are
committed by his followers."

"Aye—+ serve him though I'mno cult nmenber. Hi s
agents pay ne well to raid the seas and send the booty
to him"

"Way this way?"

Shagarov sneered. "The cult has no sailing nen.

Some one of themhit this plan to rai se money—hough
I know not the purpose for the | oot—and approached
me." He rose to his feet, towering over them "Cone
—+et's go up. It will anuse nme to see what you do."

D Averc nodded to the other two, who went back
into the shadows and produced | ong, unlit brands,
one for each of them D Averc prodded at Shagarov
to foll ow A adahn up the conpani onway.

Slowy they clinbed to the deck, to energe at | ast
in the sunlight and see a big, handsone three-naster
anchored besi de them

The nen on board the other ship understood at

once what had happened and nade to nove forward,
but Hawknmoon dug his sword into Shagarov's ribs
and called, "Do not nove, or we will Kkill your cap-
tain."

"Kill me—and they kill you,'
Who gai ns?"

Shagar ov runbl ed.
"Silence," said Hawknoon. " O adahn, |ight the
brands. "

A adahn applied flint and tinder to the first brand.
It flared into life. He Ilit the others off it and handed
one each to his conpani ons.
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"Now, " Hawkmoon said. "This ship is covered in

oil. Once we touch our brands to it, the whole vesse
goes up in flanes—and nost |ikely your ship too. So
we advi se you to nmake no nove toward rescui ng your
captain.”

"So we all burn," Shagarov said. "You' re as mad as
the ones you slew "

Hawkrmoon shook his head. "d adahn, ready the
skiff."

O adahn went aft to the furthernost hatch, sw ng-
ing a derrick over it, hauling back the hatch cover
and t hen di sappearing bel ow, taking the cable with
hi m

Hawkrmoon saw the nmen on the other ship begin to

stir and he noved the brand menaci ngly. The heat
fromit turned his face dark red, and the flanes re-
flected fiercely in his eyes.

Now O adahn reenerged and began to work the
specially geared winch with one hand whil e hol di ng
his brand with the other. Slowy sonething began to

appear in the hatch, sonmething that barely cleared the
wi de openi ng.

Shagarov grunted in surprise as he saw that it was

a large skiff in which three horses were harnessed,

| ooking frightened and bewi | dered as the were haul ed
to the deck and then swung out over the sea.

A adahn stopped his work and | eaned back on the
wi nch, panting and sweating, but nmade sure to keep
the brand well away fromthe tinber of the deck

Shagarov scow ed. "An el aborate plan—but you
are still only three men. What do you intend to do
now?"

"Hang you," said Hawkrmoon. "Before the eyes of
your crew. Two things motivated ne in laying this
trap for you. One—+ needed information. Two—+ de-
term ned to give you justice."

"Whose justice?" Shagarov bellowed, his eyes ful
of fear. "Wy involve yourselves in the affairs of
others? W did no harmto you. Wose justice?"

"Hawknoon's justice," said the pal e-faced Duke of
Kol n. Caught by the rays of the sun, the sinister black
jewel in his forehead seemed to glowwith life.

"Men!" Shagarov screamed across the water. "Men
—+escue ne. Attack them"”

D Averc called back, "If you nove toward him we
kill himand set the ship ablaze. You gain nothing. If
you' d save your own lives and your ship, you'll shove

off and leave us. Qur quarrel is with Shagarov."
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As they had expected, the crew commanded by the

pirate did not feel any great loyalty to himand, when
their own skins were threatened, felt no great com

pul sion to come to his help. Yet they did not cast off
the grappling irons but waited to see what the three
men woul d do next.

Now Hawknobon swung up into the crosstrees. He

carried a rope with a noose already knotted. \Wen he
reached the top, he flung the rope over the armso that
it hung over the water, tied it firmy, and cane down
again to the deck.

Now t here was silence as Shagarov slowy realized
that he coul d expect no assistance from his nen.

Up aft, the skiff with its burden of horses and pro-
visions swng slightly in the still air, the davits creak-
ing. The brands flared and sputtered in the hands of

the three conpani ons.

Shagarov shouted and tried to break away, but
three swords stopped him points at his throat, chest,
and belly.

"You cannot Shagar ov began, but then
trailed off as he saw the determ nation on the faces of
the three.

A adahn reached out and hooked the dangling rope

with is sword, bringing it to the rail. D Averc pushed
Shagar ov forward. Hawknmoon took the noose and

widened it to place it over Shagarov's neck. Then, as
the noose settled around his neck, Shagarov bell owed
and struck out at O adahn, who was perched on the
rail. Wth a shout of surprise, the little man toppl ed
and plunged into the water. Hawknobon gasped and

rushed to see how O adahn fared. Shagarov turned on

D Averc, knocking the brand from his hand, but

D Averc stepped back and flourished his sword under
Shagar ov' s nose.

The pirate captain spat in his face and | eaped to
the rail, kicked out at Hawknoon, who tried to stop
him then the captain | eaped into space.

The noose tightened, the yardarm bent, then
strai ght ened, and Captai n Shagarov's body danced
wildly up and down. Hi s neck snapped, and he died.

D Averc dashed for the fallen brand, but it had al -

ready ignited the oil -soaked deck. He began stanping
on the flanes.

Hawkrmoon rushed to fling a rope to O adahn, who,
dri pping, began to clinb up the side of the ship, |ook-
ing none the worse for his swm

Now the crew on the other boat began to nutter
and nove about, and Hawknmoon wondered why they

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...-%20Runestaff%202%20-%20Sorcerers%20Amulet.txt (50 of 119) [1/19/03 6:40:50 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20Runestaf f%6202%20-%20Sor cerers%20A mul et.txt
did not cast off.

"Shove of f!" he called, as O adahn regai ned the
deck. "You cannot save your captain now-and you're
in danger fromthe fire!"

But they did not nove.

"The fire, you fools!" O adahn pointed to where

D Averc was retreating fromthe flanmes, which were
now | eapi ng hi gh, touching the nast and superstruc-
ture.

D Averc laughed. "Let's to our little boat."

Hawkrmoon flung his own brand after D Averc's
and turned. "But why don't they get away?"

"The treasure," said D Averc as they |owered the
skiff to the water, the frightened horses snorting as
they sniffed the fire. "They think the treasure's stil
aboard. "

As soon as the skiff was afloat, they clanmbered

down the lines into the boat and cut thenselves adrift.
Now t he bl ack ship was a mass of flane and oily

snoke. Qutlined against the fire, the body of Shagarov
swung, twisting this way and that as if trying to avoid
the hellish heat.

They let loose the skiff's sail, and the breeze filled

it, bearing themaway fromthe bl azing vessel. Now,

beyond it, they could see the pirate's ship, a sail snold-
ering as sparks fromthe other ship caught it. Sone of

the crew were busy putting it out while others were
reluctantly casting off the grappling lines. But now it

was touch and go whether the fire would spread
t hrough their own ship.

Soon the skiff was too far away for themto see

whet her the pirate ship was safe or not, and in the
other direction, land was in sight. The land of Crinia
and beyond it, Ukrani a.

And sonewhere in Wkrania they would find the
Mad God, his followers, and possibly Yisselda...

BOOK TWO

Now, WHI LE Dori an Hawknmoon and hi s conpani ons

sailed for Crim a's nountainous shore, the armes of
the Dark Empire pressed in upon the little Iand of the
Kamarg, ordered by Huon, the King-Emperor, to

spare no life, energy, and inspiration in the effort to
crush and utterly destroy those upstarts who dared re-
sist Granbretan. Across the Silver Bridge that spanned
thirty mles of sea came the hordes of the Dark Em
pire, pigs and wol ves, vultures and dogs, mantises and
frogs, with arnor of strange design and weapons of
bright netal. And in his throne globe, curled fetus-
like in the fluid that preserved his inmmortality, King
Huon burned with hatred for Hawknoon, Count
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Brass, and the rest who, sonmehow, he could not con-
trive to mani pul ate as he manipul ated the rest of the
world. It was as if some counterforce aided them—
per haps mani pul ated them as he could not—and this

t hought the King-Enperor could not tolerate.

But rmuch depended on those few beyond the pow

er of King Huon's influence, those few free soul s-
Hawkrmoon, O adahn, perhaps D Averc, the mysteri-

ous Warrior in Jet and CGold, Yisselda, Count Brass,

and a handful of others. For on these the Runestaff re-
lied to work its own pattern of destiny...

—Fhe High History of the Runestaff

Chapter One
THE WAI TI NG WARRI OR

As THEY NEARED t he bl eak crags that marked the

shore, Hawknoon gl anced curiously at D Averc, who

had flung back his boar-masked hel mand was staring
out to sea, a slight snmile on his lips. D Averc seened
to sense Hawknoon's attention and gl anced at him

"You seem puzzl ed, Duke Dorian," he said. "Are
you not a little pleased by the outcone of our plan?"

"Aye," Hawknoon nodded. "But | wonder about

you, D Averc. You joined in this venture spontane-
ously; yet there is no gaininit for you. I amsure you
felt no great interest in bringing Shagarov his deserts,
and you certainly do not share ny desperation in

wanting to know Yisselda's fate. Al so, you have not,

to ny know edge, nmamde any attenpt to escape.”

D Averc's smle broadened a little. "Wiy should |7

You do not threaten nmy life. In fact, you saved ny
life. At this point, my fortunes seemlinked closer to
yours than the Dark Enpire's."

"But your loyalty is not to me and ny cause."

"My loyalty, ny dear Duke, as | have already ex-
plained, is to the cause nost likely to further ny own
anbition. | nust admit |'ve changed ny views about

t he hopel essness of your cause—you seem endowed

wi th such nmonstrous good luck I am sonetimes even
inclined to think you mght win against the Dark Em
pire. If that seens possible, | mght well join you, and
with great enthusiasm™

"You do not bide your tine, perhaps, hoping to re-
verse our roles again and capture ne for your nmas-
ters?"

"No deni al would convince you," D Averc snil ed,
"so | will not offer you one."

The eni gmatic answer set Hawknmoon to frowning
agai n.

As if to change the topic of conversation, D Averc
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suddenly doubled up with a coughing fit and | ay
down, panting, in the boat.

A adahn call ed out now fromthe prow "Duke
Dori an! Look—en the beach!"

Hawkrmoon peered ahead. Now, under the | oom ng

cliffs, he could nake out a narrow strip of shingle. A
horseman coul d be seen on the beach, notionless,

| ooking towards themas if he awaited themwi th sone
particul ar nmessage.

The keel of the skiff scraped the shingle of the
beach, and Hawknoon recogni zed the horseman who
waited in the shadow of the cliff.

Hawkrmoon sprang fromthe boat and approached
him He was clad fromhead to foot in plate arnmor, his
hel met ed head bowed as if in brooding thought.

"Did you know | woul d be here?" Hawknoon
asked.

"It seenmed that you might beach in this particular
pl ace," replied the Warrior in Jet and Gold. "So
wai ted."

"l see." Hawknoon | ooked up at him uncertain
what to do or say next. "l see...."

D Averc and O adahn cane crunching up the beach
towards them

"You know this gentleman?" D Averc asked l|ightly.
"An ol d acquai ntance," Hawknoon sai d.

"You are Sir Huillamd' Averc," said the Warrior in
Jet and CGol d sonorously. "I see you still wear the garb
of Granbretan.™

"It suits nmy taste," D Averc replied. "I did not hear
you i ntroduce yoursel f."

The Warrior in Jet and Gold ignored D Averc,

rai sing a heavy, gauntleted hand to point at Hawk-
moon. "This is the one | nust speak with. You seek
your betrothed, Yisselda, Duke Dorian, and you quest
for the Mad Cod."

"I's Yisselda a prisoner of the Mad God?"

"I'n a manner of speaking, yes. But you nust seek
the Mad God for another reason.”

"Yi sselda |ives? Does she |ive?" Hawknpoon said in-
sistently.

"She |ives."

The Warrior in Jet and Gold shifted in his saddle.
"But you nust destroy the Mad God before she can
be yours again. You nust destroy the Mad God and
rip the Red Amulet fromhis throat—for the Red Am
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ulet is rightfully yours. Two things the Mad God has
stol en, and both those things are yours—the girl and
the anulet."

"Yisselda is mne, certainly—but | know of no am
ulet. | have never owned one."

"This is the Red Amulet, and it is yours. The Mad
God has no right to wear it, and thus it turned him
mad. "

Hawkrmoon smiled. "If that is the Red Amulet's
property, then the Mad God is welcone to it."

"This is not a matter for hunor, Duke Dorian. The
Red Amul et has turned the Mad God nad because he
stole it froma servant of the Runestaff. But if the
Runestaff's servant wears the Red Amulet, then he is

able to derive great power transmtted fromthe Rune-
staff through the anulet. Only a wongful wearer is
turned mad—enly the rightful wearer may regain it
once another wears it. Therefore, | could not take it
fromhim nor could any nan save Dorian Hawknoon

von Kol n, servant of the Runestaff."

"Again you call nme servant of the Runestaff; yet |
know of no duties | nust perform do not even know

if this is all a fabric of inaginings and you are sone
madnman yoursel f."

"Thi nk what you w sh. However, there is no doubt,
is there, that you seek the Mad God—that you desire
not hing greater than to find hin®"

"To find Yisselda, his prisoner..."

"If you like. Well, then, | need not convince you of
your m ssion.”

Hawkroon frowned. "There has been a strange
series of coincidences since | enbarked on the journey
from Hamadan. Barely credible."

"There are no coinci dences where the Runestaff is
concerned. Sonetines the pattern is noticed, some-
times it is not." The Warrior in Jet and Gold turned
in his saddle and pointed to a winding path cut into
the cliff side. "W can ascend there. Canp and rest
above. In the norning we shall begin the journey to
the the Mad CGod's castle.™

"You know where it |ies?" Hawknoon asked ea-
gerly, forgetting his other doubts.

"Aye. "

Then anot her thought occurred to Hawknoon.
"You did not . . . did not engineer Yisselda' s cap-
ture? To force me to seek the Mad God?"

"Yi ssel da was captured by a traitor in her father's
army—Juan Zhi naga, who planned to take her to
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Granbretan. But he was diverted on the way by war-
riors of the Dark Enpire who wished to claimthe

credit for kidnapping her. VWile they fought, Yis-

sel da escaped and fled, joining, at |length, a refugee
caravan through Italia, managing to get passage, sone-
time later, on a ship sailing the Adriatic Sea, bound,
she was told, ultimately for Provence. But the ship
was a slaver, running girls to Arabia, and in the Gulf
of Sidra was attacked by a pirate vessel from Karp-

at hos. "

"It is a hard story to believe. Wat then?"

"Then the Karpathians decided to ransom her, not
knowi ng that the Kamarg was under siege but |earn-

ing only later of the inpossibility of getting noney
fromthat quarter. They decided to take her to Istan-
bul to sell her, but arrived to find the harbor full of
Dark Enpire ships. Fearing these, they sailed on into
the Bl ack Sea, where the ship was attacked by the one
you have just burned...."

"I know the rest. That hand | found nust have be-

longed to a pirate who stole Yisselda's ring. But it is a
wild tale, Warrior, and barely has the sound of truth.

Coi nci dence ..."

"I told you—there are no coincidences where the
Runestaff is involved. Sonetinmes the pattern seens
sinmpler than at other tines."

Hawkroon si ghed. "She is unharnmed?"

"Rel atively."

"What do you nean?"

"WAit until you cone to the Mad God's castle."

Hawkroon tried to question the Warrior in Jet

and Gold further, but the enigmatic man remai ned
entirely silent. He sat on his horse, apparently deep in
t hought, whil e Hawknobon went to help D Averc and

A adahn get the nervous horses out of the boat and

unl oad the rest of the provisions they had brought.
Hawkrmoon found his battered saddl ebag still safe and

marvel ed at his being able to hold on to it through al
their adventures.

When they were ready, the Warrior in Jet and
Gold silently turned his horse and |led the way to the
steep cliff path, beginning to clinmb it w thout pause.

The t hree conpani ons, however, were forced to

di smount and follow after himat a nuch sl ower pace.
Several times both nen and horses stunbl ed and

seenmed about to fall, |oose stones dropping away
beneath their feet, to hurtle to the shingle that was
now far below them But at |ast they gained the top

of the cliff and | ooked over a hilly plain that seemed
to stretch away forever.
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The Warrior in Jet and Gold pointed to the west.

"In the nmorning, we go that way, to the Throbbing
Bri dge. Beyond that lies Ukrania, and the Mad God's
castle lies many days' journey into the interior. Be
wary, for Dark Enpire troops roamthereabouts."”

He wat ched as they nmde canp. D Averc | ooked
up at him "Wn't you join us in our neal, sir?" he
sai d al nost sardonically.

But the great, helneted head renai ned bowed, and

bot h warrior and horse stood stock still, like a statue,
remai ning thus all night, as if watching over them—

or possibly watching themto nmake sure they did not

| eave on their own.

Hawkrmoon lay in his tent |ooking out at the sil-

houette of the Warrior in Jet and Gold, wondering if

the creature were in any way human, wondering if

his interest in Hawkmoon was ultimately friendly or
mal i gn. He sighed. He wanted only to find Yisselda,

save her, and take her back to the Kamarg, there to
satisfy hinmself that the province still stood agai nst the
Dark Empire. But his life was conplicated by this

strange nystery of the Runestaff and some destiny

he must work out that fitted with the Runestaff's
"schene." Yet the Runestaff was a thing, not an intel-
ligence. Or was it an intelligence? It was the greatest
power one could call upon when oath naking. It was
believed to control all human history. Wy, then, he
wondered, should it need "servants" if, in effect, al
men served it?

But perhaps not all nen did. Perhaps there energed
forces fromtime to time—ike the Dark Enpire—that
were opposed to the Runestaff's schene for hunman
destiny. Then, perhaps, the Runestaff needed servants.

Hawknoon became confused. Hi s was not the head
for profundity of that sort, nor specul ative phil oso-
phy. Not nmuch later he fell asleep

Chapter Two
THE MAD GOD' S CASTLE

FOR TWO DAYS they rode until they canme to the
Thr obbi ng Bridge, which spanned a stretch of sea
that ran between two high cliffs some niles apart.

The Throbbi ng Bri dge was an astoni shing sight,

for it did not seem made of any kind of solid sub-
stance at all, but of a vast number of criss-crossed
beans of colored light that seemed sonehow to have
been plaited. Gold and shining blue were there, and
bright, gleam ng scarlet and green and pul sing yell ow.
Al'l the bridge throbbed |ike sonme |iving organ, and
bel ow, the sea foaned on sharp rocks.

"What is it?" Hawknoon asked the Warrior in Jet
and Gold. "Surely no natural thing?"
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"An ancient artifact," said the warrior, "wought
by a forgotten science and a forgotten race who
sprang up sonetime between the fall of the Death
Rain and the rise of the Princedons. Wo they were
and how they were brought into being and died, we
do not know. "

"Surely you know," D Averc said cheerfully. "You
di sappoint ne. | had judged you omiscient."

The Warrior in Jet and Gold nmade no reply. The
light fromthe Throbbing Bridge was refl ected on

their skins and arnor, staining thema variety of hues.
The horses began to prance and becane difficult to
control as they directed themcloser to the great
bridge of Iight.

Hawknoon's horse bucked and snorted, and he

tightened its reins, forcing it forward. At last its hooves
touched the throbbing Iight of the bridge and it

becane calner as it realized that the bridge would

actually bear its weight.

The Warrior in Jet and Gold was al ready crossing

the bridge, his whole body seenming to be ablaze with
a nulticolored aura, and Hawknobon, too, saw the
strange light creep around the body of his horse and
then imerse himin a weird radi ance. Looking back
he saw D Averc and O adahn shining |ike beings from
anot her star as they noved slowy over the bridge of
t hr obbi ng 1ight.

Bel ow, faintly seen through the criss-cross of

beans, were the gray sea and the foamencircled
rocks. And in Hawknmoon's ears there grew a hum

m ng sound that was nusical and pl easant, yet seened
to set his whole frame vibrating gently in tine with
the bridge itself.

At length they were across, and Hawknoon felt

fresh, as if he had had several days' rest. He nentioned
this to the Warrior in Jet and Gold who said, "Aye,
that's another property of the Throbbing Bridge, |I'm
told."

Then they rode on, with only | and now between
them and the Mad God's lair.

On the third day of their journey it had begun to

rain, a fine drizzle that chilled themand | owered their
spirits. Their horses pl odded across the vast, sodden
Ukranian plains, and it seenmed that there was no end

to the gray world.

On the sixth day of their journey, the Warrior in

Jet and CGold raised his head and brought his horse to
a halt, signaling for the other three to stop. He ap-
peared to be |istening.

Soon Hawknoon heard the sound too—the drum
m ng of horses' hooves. Then, breasting a slight rise
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to their left, came some score of riders in sheepskin
hats and cl oaks, |ong spears and sabers on their backs.

They seened in a panic, and not noticing the four
onl ookers, they rode past at fantastic speed, |ashing
the runps of their steeds until blood flewin the air.

"VWhat is it?" Hawknoon called. "Wat do you
flee fronP"

One of the riders turned in his saddle, not |essening
his speed. "Dark Enpire arny!" he called, and dashed
on.

Hawkrmoon frowned. "Should we continue in this
direction?" he asked the warrior. "Or should we find
anot her route?"

"No route is safe,” replied the Warrior in Jet and
CGold. "W nmight just as well take this one.”

Wthin half an hour they saw snoke in the distance.

It was thick, oily snoke that crept close to the

ground, and it stank. Hawknoon knew what the

snoke signified but said nothing until, later, they cane
to the town that was burning and saw, piled in the
square, a huge pyram d of corpses, every one naked-

men, wonen, children, and ani nmal s heaped indiscrim

i nately upon one another and burning.

It was this pyre of flesh that gave off the evil-

snel ling snoke, and there was only one race Hawk-
moon knew of who woul d indulge in such an act as
this. The riders had been right, Dark Enpire soldiers
were nearby. There were signs that a whole battalion
of troops had taken the town and razed it.

They skirted around the town, for there was noth-

ing they could do, and in even nore sober spirits con-
tinued on their journey, wary now for any sign of
Granbr et ani an troops.

a adahn, who had not w tnessed so many of the
Dark Enpire's atrocities, was the one nost visibly
moved by the sight they had witnessed.

"Surely," he said, "ordinary nortals could not
coul d not "

"They do not regard thensel ves as ordi nary nor-
tals," D Averc said. "They regard thensel ves as dem -
gods and their rulers as gods."

"I't excuses their every inmoral action in their

eyes," Hawknmoon said. "And besides, they love to

wr eak destruction, spread terror, torture and kill

Just as in sone beasts, |ike the wolverine, the urge to
kill is stronger even than the urge to live, so it is with
those of the Dark Enpire. The island has bred a race

of madnen whose every thought and action is alien

to those not born on G anbretan."

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...-%20Runestaff%202%20-%20Sorcerers%20Amulet.txt (58 of 119) [1/19/03 6:40:50 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20Runestaf f%6202%20-%20Sor cerers%20A mul et.txt

The depressing drizzle continued to fall as they left
the town and its bl azing pyrani d behi nd.

"I't is not far nowto the Mad God's castle," said the
Warrior in Jet and Col d.

By the next norning they had cone to a wi de,
shal l ow vall ey and a small | ake on which a gray m st
nmoved. Beyond the | ake they saw a bl ack, gl oony
shape, a building of rough-hewn stone that lay on the
far side of the water.

About ni dway between the castle and thensel ves,

they could see a collection of rotting hovels clustered
on the shore and a few boats drawn up nearby. Nets

had been hung out to dry, but there was no sign of

the fishers who used them

The whol e day was dark, cold, and oppressive, and

there was an om nous atnosphere about |ake, village,
and castle. The three nen followed reluctantly behind
the Warrior in Jet and Gold as he nmade his way

around the shore toward the castle.

"What of this Mad God's cult?" O adahn whi s-

pered. "How many nen does he conmand? And are

they as ferocious as those we fought on the ship? Does
the warrior underestinmate their strength or overesti-
mat e our prowess?"

Hawkrmoon shrugged, his only thought for Yis-
sel da. He scanned the great black castle, wondering
where she was i nprisoned.

As they canme to the fisherfolk's village they saw

why it was so silent. Every last villager had been slain,
hacked down by swords or axes. Sone of the bl ades

were still buried in skulls of men and wonen alike.

"The Dark Empire!" said Hawknoon.

But the Warrior in Jet and Gold shook his head.
"Not their work. Not their weapons. Not their way."

"Then . . . what?" nurnured O adahn, shivering.
"The cult?"

The warrior did not answer. Instead, he reined in
hi s horse and di smounted, wal king heavily toward the
nearest corpse. The others di smounted al so, | ooking
warily about them The nmist fromthe | ake curled
around them|like sone nalign force that sought to
trap them

The warrior pointed at the corpse. "All these were
menbers of the cult. Sone served by fishing to pro-

vide the castle with its food. Gthers lived in the castle
itself. Some of these are fromthe castle."

"They have been fighting anong thensel ves?"
D Averc suggest ed.
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"In a sense, perhaps," replied the warrior

"How do you nean—" Hawknmoon began, but

then whirled as a chilling shriek came from behind the
hovel s. All drew their weapons, standing in a holl ow
circle, prepared for an attack from any side.

But when the attack did come, the nature of the
attackers caused Hawknoon to | ower his sword no-
mentarily in astoni shnment.

They came runni ng between the houses, swords

and axes raised. They were dressed in breastpl ates and
kilts of leather, and a ferocious light burned in their
eyes. Their lips were drawn back in bestial snarls.
Their white teeth gl eaned, and foam fl ecked their

nmout hs.

But this was not what astoni shed Hawknmoon and

his conpanions. It was their sex that caught them by
surprise, for all the naniacally shrieking warriors rush-
ing at them were wonen of incredible beauty.

As he slowy recovered his defensive stance, Hawk-
nmoon desperately sought anong the faces for that of
Yi ssel da and was relieved that he did not find it.

"So this is why the Mad God denanded wonen be
sent to him" D Averc gasped. "But why?"

"He is a perverse god | understand," said the \War-
rior in Jet and Gold as he brought up his blade to neet
the attack of the first warrior woman.

Though he defended hi nsel f desperately agai nst

the bl ades of the mad-faced wonen, Hawknoon

found it inpossible to counterattack. They left many
openi ngs for his sword, and he could have slain several,
but every tine he had the opportunity to strike, he
hel d back. And it seened to be the same with his com
panions. In a nmonment's respite he glanced around him
and an idea cane.

"Retreat slowy," he said to his friends. "Foll ow
me. |I've a plan to make this our victory—and a bl ood-
| ess one."

Gradual ly the four fell back until they were stopped

by the poles on which the stout nets of the fishernen
had been hung out to dry. Hawknoon stepped around

the first and seized one end of the net, still battling.
A adahn guessed his schene and grabbed the other

end; then Hawknoon cried, "Now " and they flung

the thing out over the heads of the wonen.

The net settled over nost of them entangling them
But some sl ashed free and cane on.

Now D Averc and the Warrior in Jet and Gold had
under st ood Hawknoon's intention, and they, too,
flung a net to trap those who had escaped. Hawknoon

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...-%20Runestaff%202%20-%20Sorcerers%20Amulet.txt (60 of 119) [1/19/03 6:40:50 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20Runestaf f%6202%20-%20Sor cerers%20A mul et.txt

and O adahn hurled a third net over the group they

had originally ensnared. Eventually the wonmen were
conpletely trapped in the folds of several strong nets,
and the conpanions were able to approach them gin-
gerly, grabbing at their weapons and gradually dis-
arm ng them

Hawkrmoon panted as he raised a sword and flung

it into the | ake. "Perhaps the Mad God is not so insane.
Train wormen to fight and they' Il always have a certain
monent ary advant age over nal e sol diers. Doubtless

this was part of sone |arger schene...."

"You nean his raising noney by piracy was to
finance a conquering arny of wonen?" d adahn said,
joining himin hurling weapons into the water while
the struggles of the wonen subsi ded behind them

"It seems likely," D Averc agreed, watching them
work. "But why did the wonen kill the others?"

"That we may find out when we reach the castle,"”
said the Warrior in Jet and Gold. "We-" He broke

off as part of one of the nets burst and a how ing
warrior worman cane rushing at them fingers out-
stretched like claws. D Averc seized her, encircling
her waist with his arnms as she kicked and shri eked.
A adahn stepped up, reversed his sword, and struck
her on the base of the skull with the pomel .

"Much as it offends ny sense of chivalry," D Averc
said, lowering the prone girl to the ground, "I think
that you have presented the best schene for dealing
with these pretty nurderesses,” d adahn," and he
crossed to the nets, to begin languidly and system
atically knocking out the struggling wonen fighters.
"At least," he said, "we have not killed themand
they have not killed us. An excellent equilibrium™

"I wonder if they are the only ones," Hawknoon
sai d broodingly.

"You are thinking of Yisselda?" d adahn asked.

"Aye, I'mthinking of Yisselda. Cone." Hawknoon

swung into his saddle. "Let's to the Mad God's castle.™
He began to gallop rapidly along the beach toward

the great black pile. The others were slower in foll ow
ing, straggling behind him First came O adahn, then

the Warrior in Jet and Gold, and finally Huillam

d" Averc at a leisurely canter, looking for all the world
like a carefree youth out for a norning ride.

The castle canme closer, and Hawknoon sl owed his
mad dash, hauling on his horse's reins and bringing it
to a skidding halt as they reached the drawbridge.

Wthin the castle all was quiet. Alittle mst curled
about its towers. The drawbri dge was down, and on it
|l ay the corpses of the guards.

Sonewhere, fromthe tops of one of the highest
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towers, a raven squawked and fl apped away over the
wat er of the | ake.

No sun shone through those gray clouds. It was as

if no sun had ever shone here, as if no sun ever would
shine. It was as if they had left the world for sone
ot her pl ane where hopel essness and death prevail ed

t hroughout eternity.

The dark entrance to the castle courtyard gaped at
Hawknoon.

The nist formed grotesque shapes, and there was

an oppressive silence everywhere. Hawknoon took a
deep breath of the chill, danp air, drew his bl ade,

ki cked at the flanks of his horse, and charged across
the drawbridge, |eaping the corpses, to enter the Md
CGod's lair.

Chapter Three
HAVWKMOON' S DI LEMVA

THE GREAT COURTYARD of the castle was clogged with
bodi es. Sonme were of the warrior wonen, but nost
were of nen wearing the collar of the Mad God. Dried
bl ood caked the cobbl es not occupied by corpses in
the grotesque attitudes of death.

Hawkroon' s horse snorted in fear as the stench

of decaying flesh filled its nostrils, but he urged it on,
dreadi ng that he woul d see Yisselda's face anpng the

dead.

He di smounted, turning over stiff bodies of wonen,
peering at them cl osely, but none was Yissel da.

The Warrior in Jet and Gold entered the court-
yard, O adahn and D Averc behind him "She is not
here," said the warrior. "She is alive—waithin."

Hawknmoon's bl eak face rose. His hand trenbl ed as
it took the bridle of his horse. "Has—has he done
ought to her, Warrior?"

"That you must see for yourself, Duke Dorian."

The Warrior in Jet and CGold pointed at the castle's
mai n doorway. "Through there lies the court of the
Mad God. A short passage leads to the main hall, and
there he sits awaiting you. "

"He knows of ne?"

"He knows that one day the Red Anmulet's rightfu
wearer nust arrive to claimwhat is his. . . ."

"I care nothing for the amulet, only for Yisselda.
Where is she, Varrior?"

"Wthin. She is within. Go claimboth your rights—
your wonman and your anulet. Both are inportant in
the Runestaff's schene."

Hawkrmoon turned and ran for the doorway, dis-
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appearing into the darkness of the castle.

The interior of the castle was incredibly chill. Cold
wat er dripped fromthe roof of the passage, and nobss
grew on the walls. Blade in hand, Hawknoon crept
along it, half-expecting an attack

But none came. He reached a | arge wooden door,
stretching twenty feet above his head, and paused.

From behind the door canme a strange runbling

sound, a deep-voiced rmurnuring that seened to fill the
hal I beyond. Cautiously Hawknoon pushed agai nst

the door, and it yielded. He put his head through the
gap and peered in upon a bizarre scene.

The hall was of strangely distorted proportions. In
some parts the ceilings were very low, in others they
soared upward for fifty feet. There were no w ndows,
and the light came from brands stuck at randomin

the wal | s.

In the center of the hall, on a floor on which one or
two corpses lay as they had been cut down earlier, was

a great chair of black wood, studded with inlaid

pl agues of brass. In front of this, swinging froma part
of the ceiling that was relatively low, was a | arge cage,
such as woul d be used for a tane bird, save that this
was nmuch bigger. In it, Hawknoon saw huddl ed a

human figure

O herwi se, the weird hall was deserted, and Hawk-
nmoon entered, creeping across the floor toward the
cage.

It was fromthis, he realized, that the distressed
muttering sound was com ng; yet it seened inpossible,
for the noise was so great. Hawknoon deci ded t hat

it was because the sound was anplified by the peculiar
acoustics of the hall.

He reached the cage and coul d see the huddl ed
figure only dimy, for the Iight was poor

"Who are you?" Hawknoon asked. "A prisoner
of the Mad God?"

The npani ng ceased, and the figure stirred. From
it then cane a deep, echoing mel ancholy voice. "Aye
—you coul d say so. The unhappi est prisoner of all."

Now Hawknoon coul d make out the creature

better. It had a long, stringy neck, and its body was
tall and very thin. Its head was covered in |ong,
straggling gray hair that was matted with filth, and it
had a pointed beard, also filthy, that jutted fromits
chin for about a foot. Its nose was |arge and aquili ne,
and its deepset eyes held the light of a nmelancholy
madness.

"Can | save you?" Hawknoon said. "Can | prise
apart the bars?"
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The figure shrugged. "The door of the cage is not
| ocked. Bars are not my prison. | have been trapped
within nmy groaning skull. Ah, pity me."

"Who are you?"

"I was once known as Stal ni kov, of the great famly
of Stal ni kov."

"And the Mad God usurped you?"

"Aye. Usurped ne. Aye, exactly." The prisoner
in the unl ocked cage turned his huge, sad head to stare
at Hawknmoon. "Who are you?"

"1 am Dori an Hawknoon, Duke of Koln."
"A German?"

"Kol n was once part of the country called Cer-
mani a. "

"l have a fear of Germans." Stal nikov slid back in
the cage, farther away from Hawknoon.

"You need not fear ne.

"No?" Stal ni kov chuckl ed, and the nad sound

filled the hall. "No?" He reached into his jerkin and
pul l ed something forth that was attached to a thong
about his neck. The thing glowed with a deep red
light, like a huge ruby, illumnated fromwthin, and
Hawkrmoon saw that it bore the sign of the Runestaff.
"No? Then you are not the German who has cone to
steal ny power?"

Hawknmoon gasped. "The Red Anulet! How did
you obtain it?"

"Why, " said Stal ni kov, rising and grinning horribly

at Hawkmoon, "I obtained it thirty years ago from

the corpse of a warrior ny retainers set upon and sl ew
as he rode this way." He fondled the amulet, and its
light struck Hawknmoon in the eyes so that he could
barely see. "This is the Mad God. This is the source
of ny nmadness and nmy power. This is what inprisons
me!"

"You are the Mad God! \Were is ny Yissel da?"

"Yi ssel da? The girl? The new girl with the bl onde
hair and the white, soft skin? Wiy do you ask?"

"She is mne."
"You do not want the anulet? "
"l want Yisselda."

The Mad God | aughed, and his laughter filled the
hal | and reverberated through every cranny of the
di storted place. "Then you shall have her, German!"

He cl apped his claw i ke hands, his whol e body
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moving |ike a | oose-linmbed puppet's, the cage sw ng-
ing wildly. "Yisselda, nmy girl! Yisselda, come forth
to serve your master!"”

From the depths of one part of the hall where the
ceiling al nost touched the floor, a girl energed.
Hawkrmoon saw her outlined but could not be fully

sure it was Yisselda. He sheathed his sword and noved
forward. Yes . . . the novenents, the stance—they
were Yissel da's.

A snile of relief began to formon his |lips as he
stretched out his arns to enmbrace her

Then there came a wild aninmal shriek, and the girl
rushed at him netal-taloned fingers reaching for his
eyes, face distorted with bl ood-lust, every part of her
body encl osed on a garnent studded with outward-
jutting spikes.

"Kill him pretty Yisselda," chuckled the Mad God.
"Kill him ny flower, and we shall reward you with
his offal ."

Hawknoon put up his hands to fend off the cl aws,
and the back of one of themwas slashed badly. He
backed away hastily. "Yisselda, no—+t is your be-
trothed, Dorian. . . ."

But the mad eyes showed no sign of recognition,

and the nmouth slavered as the girl slashed again with
the talons of netal. Hawkmoon | eaped away, plead-

ing with his eyes that she m ght recogni ze him

"Yi ssel da . "

The Mad God chuckl ed, grasping the bars of his
cage and | ooking on eagerly. "Slay him ny chicken
Rip his throat."

Hawkrmoon was al nbst weepi ng now as he | eaped
this way and that to avoid Yisselda' s gleanm ng tal ons.

He called to Stal ni kov. "What power is it she obeys
that conquers her |ove for me?"

"She obeys the power of the Mad God, as | obey
it," Stal ni kov answered. "The Red Anul et nakes al
its slaves!"”

"Only in the hands of an evil creature
Hawknoon flung hinsel f aside as Yisselda' s tal ons
ripped at him He scranbled up and darted toward the
cage.

"It turns all who wear it evil," Stalnikov replied,
chuckling as Yisselda's claws ripped at Hawkmoon's
sl eeve. "AIl . . "

"Al'l but a servant of the Runestaff!”

The voice cane fromthe entrance to the hall, and
it belonged to the Warrior in Jet and Gold. It was
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sonorous and grave.
"Hel p ne," said Hawknoon.

"l cannot," said the Warrior in Jet and Gold, stand-
ing notionless, his huge bl ade point down on the fl oor
before him his gauntleted hands resting on the
ponmel .

Now Hawknoon stunbl ed and felt Yisselda' s claws
digging into his back. He lifted his hands to grab her
wists and yelled in pain as the spikes sank into his
pal ns, but he managed to free hinself of the tal ons
and fling her away and dash for the cage where the
Mad God gi bbered in delight.

Hawkroon | eaped for the bars, kicking at Stal ni kov

as he did so. The cage swung erratically and began to
spin. Yisselda danced below, trying to reach himwth
her tal ons.

St al ni kov had withdrawn to the opposite side of the
cage, his nmad eyes now full of terror, and Hawknoon
managed to drag open the door and fling hinself in,
pulling it shut behind him OQutside, Yisselda how ed
in frustrated bloodlust, the light fromthe anul et
turni ng her eyes scarlet.

Now Hawknoon wept openly as he darted a gl ance
at the woman he | oved; then he turned his hate-filled
face on the Mad God.

St al ni kov' s deep voice, still nournful, reverberated
through the hall. He fingered the amulet, directing its
light into Hawknoon's eyes. "Back, nortal. Obey

me—ebey the power of the amulet. "

Hawkrmoon bl i nked, feeling suddenly weak. His
eyes becane fixed on the glow ng amul et, and he
paused, feeling the power of the thing engulf him

"Now, " said Stal ni kov. "Now, you will deliver
yourself up to your destroyer."

But Hawknoon rallied all his deternination and
took a step forward. The Mad God's bearded, chin
dropped in astoni shnent. "I conmand you in the
nane of the Red Anulet . . ."

From t he doorway cane the sonorous voice of the
Warrior in Jet and Gold. "He is the one whomthe
amul et cannot control. The only one. He is the right-
ful wearer."

St al ni kov trenbl ed and began to edge around the
cage as Hawknoon, still weak, noved determ nedly
on.

"Back!" screanmed the Mad God. "Leave the cage!"

Bel ow, Yisselda's taloned fingers had grasped the
bars and she was hauling her netal studded body up,
her eyes still fixed nurderously on Hawknoon's
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t hr oat .

"Back!" This time Stal ni kov's voice |ost some of its
force and confidence. He reached the door of the cage
and kicked it open.

Yi ssel da, her white teeth bared, her beautiful face
twisted in terrifying madness, had haul ed hersel f up
now so that she clung to the outside of the cage. The

Mad God's back was toward her, the Red Anul et
directed still into Hawknoon's eyes.

Yi sselda's claw darted out, slashing at the back of

St al ni kov's head. He screamed and | eaped to the floor.
Now Yi ssel da saw Hawknoon agai n and made to

enter the cage.

Hawkrmoon knew there was no tinme to try to

reason with his naddened betrothed. He gathered al

his strength and dived past her slashing claw, to | and
on the uneven fl agstones of the floor and lie there for
a nonment, w nded.

Pai nfully he picked hinself up as Yisselda, too,
| eaped groundward.

The Mad God had scrambled to the great seat

opposite the cage, clinbing up its back to perch there,
the Red Amul et dangling fromhis neck, casting its
strange |ight again on Hawknoon's face. Bl ood

streamed down his shoul ders fromthe wound Yissel -

da's clawed hands had inflicted.

St al ni kov gi bbered in terror as Hawknoon reached
the seat and clinbed up onto its arm "I beg you, |eave
me ... I'll do you no harm"”

"You' ve done nme much harm al ready," Hawknoon
said grimy, drawi ng his blade. "Miuch harm Enough
to nake revenge taste very sweet, Mad Cod. "

St al ni kov crept as high as he could. He shouted at

the girl. "Yissel da—stop! Resume your former char-
acter. | command you, by the power of the Red
Amul et !”

Hawknoon turned and saw that Yissel da had

paused, | ooking benmused. Her lips parted in horror as
she stared at the things on her hands, the netal spikes
that covered her body. "Wat has happened? Wat

has been done to me?"

"You were hypnotized by this nonster here,"

Hawkroon rasped, waving his sword in the cringing
Stal ni kov's direction. "But | will avenge the wrongs
he has done you."

"No, " Stal ni kov screaned. "It is not fair!"

Yi ssel da burst into tears.
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St al ni kov | ooked this way and that. "Were are
my m ni ons—where ny warriors?"

"You made them destroy one anot her for your own
perverted sport,"” Hawknoon told him "And those
not slain, we captured.”

"My arny of wonen! | wanted beauty to conquer
all Ukrania. Get nme back the Stal nikov inherit-
ance ..."

"That inheritance is here," said Hawknoon, rais-
ing his sword.

St al ni kov | eaped fromthe back of the chair and
began to run toward the door but swerved aside as he
saw that it was bl ocked by the Warrior in Jet and
Gol d.

He scuttled into the darkness of the hall, into a
cranny where he di sappeared from sight.

Hawknoon got down fromthe chair and turned to

| ook at Yisselda, who lay in a heap on the fl oor weep-
ing. He went to her and gently renoved the bl ood-
stained talons fromher slim soft fingers.

She | ooked up. "Oh, Dorian. How did you find
me? Ch, my |ove . "

"Thank the Runestaff," said the voice of the War-
rior in Jet and Gol d.

Hawknoon turned, laughing in relief. "You are
persistent in your clains, at |least, Warrior."

The Warrior in Jet and CGold said nothing but stood
like a statue, faceless and tall, by the doorway.

Hawkrmoon found the fastenings of the grim spiked
suit and began to strip it off the girl.

"Find the Mad God," said the Warrior. "Remem
ber, the Red Amulet is yours. It will give you power.'

Hawkrmoon frowned. "And turn ne nad, per-
haps?"

"No, fool, it is yours by right."

Hawknoon paused, inpressed by the Warrior's
tone. Yisselda touched his hand. "I can do the rest,"”
she sai d.

Hawkrmoon hefted his sword and peered into the
dar kness wherein Stal ni kov, the Mad God, had dis-
appear ed.

" St al ni kov!"

Somewhere in the deepest recesses of the hall a tiny
spot of red light gl eaned. Hawknoon ducked his

head and entered the alcove. He heard a sobbing
sound. It filled his ears.
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Cl oser and cl oser crept Hawknoon to the source

of the red brilliance. Greater and greater becane the
sound of the strange weeping. Then at last the red

gl ow burned very bright, and by its light he saw the
wearer of the amulet, standing against a wall of rough-
hewn stone, a sword in his hand.

"For thirty years | have waited for you, German,”

St al ni kov said suddenly, his voice calmng. "I knew
you must cone to ruin my plans, to destroy mny ideals,
to demolish all | have worked for. Yet | hoped to
avert the threat. Perhaps | still can."”

Wth a great scream he raised the sword and
swung it at Hawknoon.

Hawkroon bl ocked the bl ow easily, turned the

bl ade so that it spun fromthe Mad God's grasp,
brought his own sword forward so that it was pre-
sented at Stal nikov's heart.

For a monent Hawknoon | ooked gravely and
broodingly at the frightened madman. The |ight from

the Red Anul et stained both their faces scarlet.
Stal ni kov cleared his throat as if to plead; then his
shoul der s sagged.

Hawkroon drove the point of his blade into the
Mad God's heart. Then he turned on his heel and |eft
both corpse and Red Anmul et where they |ay.

Chapt er Four
THE PONER OF THE AMULET

HAWKMOON DREW HI S cl oak about Yisselda's naked

shoul ders. The girl was shivering, sobbing with re-
action mxed with joy at seei ng Hawknoon. Near by
stood the Warrior in Jet and Gold, still notionless.

Whi | e Hawknmoon enbraced Yi sselda, the warrior
began to nove, his huge body crossing the hall and
entering the darkness where | ay the body of Stalnikov,

the Mad Cod.

"Ch, Dorian, | cannot tell you the horrors | have
been t hrough these past nonths. Captured by this
group and that, traveling for hundreds of mles. | do
not even know where this hellish place is. | have no

menory of recent days, save for a faint remenbrance
of some nightrmare where | struggled with myself
against a desire to slay you. "

Hawkrmoon hugged her to him "A nightmare was

all it was. Cone, we will leave. W will return to the
Kamarg and safety. Tell me, what has becone of

your father and the others?"

Her eyes wi dened. "Did you not know? | had
t hought you returned there first before comng to
seek nme."
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"l have heard nothing but runpors. How are Bow
gentle, von Villach, Count Brass . . .?"

She | owered her gaze. "Von Villach was killed by
a flame-lance in a battle with Dark Enpire troops on
the northern borders. Count Brass ..."

"What is it?"

"When | last saw him ny father lay on a sickbed,

and even Bowgentle's healing powers seened incap-

able of raising himto health. It is as if he had lost all
feelings—as if he no longer wished to live. He said

the Kamarg nust soon fall—-he believed you dead

when you did not return in the tine necessary to have
told himyou were safe.”

Hawkroon' s eyes bl azed. "I rnust get back to the
Kamarg posthaste—f only to give Count Brass the

will again to live. Wth you gone, he can barely have
sust ai ned any kind of energy."

"If he lives at all,’
admt the possibility.

she said softly, not wanting to

"He nust live. If the Kamarg still stands, then
Count Brass lives."

From t he passage beyond the hall canme the sound
of running, booted feet. Hawkrmoon pushed Yi ssel da
behi nd hi mand again drew his great battle bl ade.

The door was flung open, and O adahn stood there
panting, D Averc not far behind.

"Dark Enmpire warriors," O adahn said. "More of
them than we could fight. They nust be exploring
the castle and surrounds for survivors and booty."

D Averc pushed past the little beast-man. "I tried
to reason with them—<lained that | had the right to
command them being of greater rank than their

| eader, but"-he shrugged—it seenms D Averc has no
rank in the | egions of G anbretan any nore. The
damed pilot of the ornithopter lived | ong enough

to tell a search party of ny clunsiness in letting you
escape. | amas nmuch an outlaw, now, as you. "

Hawknoon frowned. "Come in, both, and bar that
great door. It should hold themif they attack."

"Is it the only exit?" D Averc asked, appraising the
door.

"I think so," Hawknoon said, "but we nust worry
about that score later."

From t he shadows, the Warrior in Jet and Gold
reenmerged. I n one gloved hand the Red Anul et
dangled fromits cord. The cord was stained with
bl ood.
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The Warrior handled it gingerly, not touching the
stone itself, and stretched it out toward Hawknoon
as D Averc and O adahn hurried to swing the door
shut and bar it.

"Here," said the Warrior in Jet and Gold. "It is
yours."

Hawknoon recoiled. "I do not want it—wll not

have it. It is an evil thing. It has caused many to die,
others to go mad—even that poor creature Stal nikov

was its victim Keep it. Find another fool enough to
wear it!"

"You nust wear it," cane the voice fromthe helm
"Only you nmay wear it."

"I will not!" Hawknmoon swept out his hand to
point to Yisselda. "That thing drove this gentle girl
to beconme a slavering, killing beast. Al those we saw

in the fisherfolk's village—all slain by the power of the
Red Anulet. Al those who cane agai nst us—turned

insane by its power. Al those who died in the court-
yard—destroyed by the Red Anulet." He struck the

thing fromthe Warrior's hand. "I will not take it.
If that is what the Runestaff creates, | will have no
part of it.!"

"I't is what nmen—fools |ike yourself—do with it, that
makes it corrupt in its influence,"” the Warrior in Jet
and Gold said, his voice still grave and inpassive. "It
is your duty—as the Runestaff's chosen servant—to

take the gift. It will not harmyou. It will bring you
not hi ng but power."

"Power to destroy and turn nen nad!"

"Power to do good—power to fight the hordes of
the Dark Empire!"

Hawkrmoon sneered. There cane a great crash on

the door, and he knew that the warriors of G an-
bretan had found them "W are outnunbered," said
Hawkrmoon. "W/l the Red Amul et give us the power
to escape themwhen there is only one way out-

t hrough yonder door?"

"I't will help you," said the Warrior in Jet and
Gold, leaning down to retrieve the fallen anulet,
again picking it up by its string.

The door creaked under the pressure of the bl ows
fromthose on the other side.

"If the Red Amul et can do so much good," Hawk-
moon said, "why do you not touch it yoursel f?"

"It is not mne to touch. It could do to ne what
it did to the mserable Stalni kov." The warrior noved
forward. "Here, take it. It is why you canme here."

"It is because of Yisselda | cane here—to rescue
her. | have done that."
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"It is why she cane here."
"So it was a trick to lureme . . .?"

"No. It was part of the pattern. But you say you

came to save her, and yet you refuse the nmeans of
escaping with her safely fromthis castle. Once those
warriors break in, a score or nore of fierce fighters,
they will destroy you all. And Yisselda' s fate m ght
be worse than yours. "

Now t he door was splitting. O adahn and D Averc
backed away, swords ready, a | ook of quiet despera-
tion in their eyes.

"Anot her nonent and they will be in here," said

D Averc. "Farewel |, d adahn—and you, too, Hawk-
nmoon. You were | ess boring conpanions than
sone . "

Hawkrmoon eyed the amulet. "I do not know . "

"Trust my word,"” said the Warrior in Jet and
Gold. "I have saved you in the past. Wuld | have
done so nmerely to destroy you now?"

"Destroy ne, no—but this will put me in sone evi
power. How do | know you are a nessenger for the
Runestaff? | have only your word that | serve it and
not sone darker cause."

"The door is breaking down!" O adahn yell ed.
"Duke Dorian, we'll need your aid! Let the warrior
escape with Yisselda if he can!"

"Quick," said the Warrior, extending the amulet
again to Hawknmoon. "Take it and save the mmid, at
| east.”

For an instant, Hawknoon hesitated; then he ac-

cepted the thing. It settled into his hand like a pet in
the hand of its nmaster—but an exceedi ngly powerful

pet. Its red light seemed to growin intensity until it
appeared to flood the great, grotesquely proportioned
chanber. Hawknoon felt the power flood into him

H s whol e body becane full of a great sense of well -
bei ng. When he noved it was with great speed. Hi s
brain seened no | onger clouded by the events of the
past day. He smiled and pl aced the bl ood-stai ned

thong about his neck, bent to kiss Yisselda once and
felt a delicious sensation rush through him turned,
sword ready, to face the howling horde that had by

now all but denolished the great door

Then the door fell inward, and there stood

crouched the panting dogs of G anbretan, tiger masks
gl eaning with enanel ed metal and semi precious

j ewel s, weapons poised to butcher the pathetic-seem
ing little group that awaited them

The | eader stepped forward.
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"So much exercise for so few. Brothers, we'll|l nake
them pay for our efforts.”

And then the killing began

Chapter Five
THE SLAUGHTER I N THE HALL

"OH, BY THE Runestaff," murnured Hawkrmoon thickly, "the power in nme!"

Then he sprang forward, great battle blade how ing
through the air to snap the ennetal ed neck of the

| eadi ng warrior, slash backhanded at the man to his
left and send himreeling, swing around and cut
through the arnmor of the man to his right.

Suddenly there were bl ood and twi sted netal every-
where. The light fromthe anul et spread scarl et
shadows across the nmasked faces of the warriors as
Hawkrmoon | ed his conrades forward in an attack-

the last thing the Dark Enpire sol diers had expected.

But the amulet's light dazzled them and they lifted
arnmor-clunsy arnms to shield their eyes, weapons held
defensively, bew | dered by the speed with which
Hawknoon, O adahn, and D Averc noved agai nst

them Followi ng the other three cane the Warrior in
Jet and CGold, his own huge broadsword whistling in

a circle of steel death, all his novenents apparently
effortless.

There were a clattering and a shouting fromthe
men of Granbretan as, with Yisselda behind them at
all times, the four drove theminto the hall.

Hawknmoon was attacked by some six swearing

axmen who tried to press in against himand stop him
fromw elding his deadly sword, but the young Duke

of Kol n kicked out at one, el bowed another aside,

and brought his blade straight down into the nask-
hel met of another splitting both hel mand skull so
that brains oozed through the fissure when he'd
tugged his sword free. The sword becane rapidly
blunted with so nuch work, until at |ast he was using
it nore as an ax than anything el se. He wenched a
fresh sword fromthe hand of one of his attackers but
kept his owmn. Wth the new sword he thrust, with

the ol d he hacked.

"Ah," whi spered Hawknoon. "The Red Amul et
is worth its price." It swng at his neck, turning his
sweating, vengeful face into a red denpn's mask.

Now t he last of the warriors tried to flee for the
door, but the Warrior in Jet and Gold and D Averc
bl ocked them hacking them down as they tried to
burst past.

Sonewher e, Hawknoon caught a glinpse of Yis-

selda. Her face was buried in her hands as she refused
to witness the red ruin Hawknmoon and his friends

had created. "Oh, it is sweet to slay these carrion,"
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Hawknmoon said. "Do not refuse to | ook, Yisselda—
this is our triunph!" But the girl did not |ook up

In many parts of the hall the floors were heaped

with the twi sted corpses of the slaughtered. Hawk-
moon pant ed, seeking nmore to slay, but there were

none |l eft. He dropped the borrowed bl ade, sheathed

his own, the battle lust |eaving himconpletely. He
frowned down at the Red Amulet, raising it up to
regard it nore closely, studying the sinple notif of a
runecarved staff that had been cut fromit.

"So," he murnured. "Your first help is in aiding
me to kill. I"'mgrateful, but |I wonder, still, if you're

not a force nore for evil than for good. . . ." The
light fromthe Runestaff flickered and began to fade.
Hawkroon | ooked up at the Warrior in Jet and Gol d.
"The anul et's dul | ed—hat neans that?"

"Nothing," said the Warrior. "It draws its power
froma great distance off and cannot sustain it at all
times. It will grow bright again eventually." He
paused, cocking his head toward the passage. "I hear
nmore footsteps—the warriors were not the whol e
force.™

"Then let us go to neet them" D Averc said with
a | ow bow, wavi ng Hawknoon before him "After
you, ny friend. You seem best equipped to be first."

"No," said the warrior. "I will go. The Amulet's
power has faded for the while. Cone."

Warily they passed through the smashed door,
Hawkroon | ast with Yisselda. She | ooked up at him

then, her eyes steady. "I amglad you killed them™
she said, "though | hate to see death cone so grace-
| essly. ™

"They live without grace," Hawknoon said softly,

"and they deserve to die without grace. It is the only
way to treat those who serve the Dark Enpire. Now

we nust face nore of them Be brave, ny love, for

we face now our greatest danger."

Ahead, the Warrior in Jet and Gold had al ready

engaged the first of the fresh force of fighters and was
flinging the weight of his great netal -encased body

agai nst themso that they stunbled back in the nar-

row confines of the passage, unnerved, as much as
anyt hi ng, because not one of their opponents seened

hurt by them and because sonme five and twenty of

their conrades appeared to have net their death

wi t hi n.

The Dark Enmpire soldiers broke out into the
corpse-strewn courtyard, shouting and trying to rally

thenselves. Al four who cane agai nst them were
covered in partly dried blood and brains and made a
terrifying sight as they entered the daylight.
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The gray rain was still falling and the air was stil
chill, but it revived Hawknoon and the others, and
their recent victory had made them feel invincible.
Hawkrmoon. D Averc, and O adahn grinned |ike

wol ves at their foes—grinned with such conpl acency,
too, that the Dark Enpire warriors hesitated before
attacki ng, though they greatly outnunbered Hawk-
moon and his conpanions. The Warrior in Jet and
CGol d raised a pointing finger to the drawbridge. "Be-
gone," he said in deep, grave tones, "or we shal
destroy you as we destroyed your brothers.”

Hawkrmoon wondered if the warrior were bluffing

or if that nysterious entity honestly believed they
could beat so nmany without the power of the Red
Amul et to aid them

But before he could decide, another group of war-
riors came rushing over the drawbridge. They had
retrieved weapons fromthe hands and bodi es of
corpses, and they were enraged.

The Mad God's warrior wonen had escaped from
the nets.

"Show themthe anulet," the Warrior in Jet and
Gol d whi spered to Hawknoon. "That is what they

are used to obeying. It is that which benused thent
inthe first place, not the Mad CGod."

"But its light has faded," Hawknoon prot est ed.
"No matter. Show themthe anulet."

Hawkrmoon swept the Red Amul et from his neck
and held it up before the how ing wonen.

"Stay. In the nane of the Red Amulet, | comrmand

you to attack not us—but these . " and he pointed
at the wavering Dark Enpire warriors. "Conme, | wll

| ead you!"

Hawkrmoon sprang forward, his blunted sword
sweeping out to slash the forenost warrior and sl ay
hi m before he realized it.

The wonen easily outnunbered the Dark Enpire

force, and they worked with a will at their destruc-
tion, so well that D Averc called, "Let themfini sh—
we can escape now. "

Hawkrmoon shrugged. "This is surely but one pack

of Dark Enpire hounds. There nust be nany nore

about, for it's not their way to spread too far fromthe
mass of their brothers."

"Follow ne," said the Warrior in Jet and ol d.
"Time, | think, to unl oose the Mad God's beasts...."

Chapter Six
THE MAD GOD' S BEASTS
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THE WARRIOR in Jet and Gold led themto a section of
the Courtyard where a pair of great iron trapdoors had
been I et into the cobbl estones. They were forced to
drag asi de corpses before they could grasp the huge
brass rings and heave the doors back. The doors
clanged on the stones to reveal a long stone ranmp that
|l ed down into gl oom

Fromwithin camre a warm snell that was at once

fam liar and unfamliar to Hawknoon and nmade hi m
hesitate at the top of the ranp, for he was sure that
the scent meant danger.

"Do not be afraid," said the warrior firmy. "Pro-
ceed. There lies your nethod of escaping this place."

Sl owl y Hawknoon began to descend, the others
followi ng him

The light that cane thinly from above showed him

a long roomwith a |arge object at the far end. He
coul d not decide what it was and was about to investi-
gate it, when the Warrior in Jet and Gold said from
behind him "Not now First, the beasts. They are in
their stalls.™

Hawknoon realized that the | ong roomwas in fact

sonme sort of stable, with stalls on either side. Now
fromsone of them cane stirring sounds and ani nal
grunts, and all at once a door shuddered as a huge
bul k was flung against it,

"Not horses," said O adahn. "Nor bullocks. To ne,
Duke Dorian, they have the snell of cats.”

"Aye, that's so," Hawknoon nodded, fingering the
ponmel of his sword. "Cats—that's the scent. How
can cats aid our escape?”

D Averc had taken a brand fromthe wall and was

striking a flint toignite his tinder. Shortly, the brand
fl aned, and Hawknobon saw that the object at the far

end of the stable was a vast chariot, l|arge enough to
acconmodate nore than their nunber. Its double

shafts had space for four aninmals.

"Open the stalls,"” said the Warrior in Jet and
Gol d, "and harness the cats to the yokes."

Hawknoon wheel ed. "Harness cats to the chariot?
Certainly a whimfit for a mad god—but we are sane
nortals, Warrior. Besides, those cats are wild, by the
sound of their novenents. If we open the stalls,
they're bound to fall upon us."

As if in confirmation, there canme a great yow ing

roar fromone of the stalls, and this was taken up by
the other beasts until the stables echoed with the
bestial din and it was inpossible to nake onesel f heard
over it.

When it had begun to subside, Hawknoon
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shrugged and stepped toward the ranmp. "We'll find
horses above and take our chances with nore famliar
steeds than these."

"Have you not yet learned to trust ny w sdon®"
said the warrior. "Did | not speak truth about the Red
Amul et and the rest? "

"I have still to test that truth fully," Hawknoon
sai d.

"Those mad wonen obeyed the power of the
amul et, did they not?"

"They did," Hawknoon agreed.

The Mad God's beasts are trained, |ikew se, to obey
he who is master of the Red Amulet. What would |
gai n, Dorian Hawknoon, fromlying to you?"

Hawkrmoon shrugged. "I have grown suspi ci ous of

all since | first encountered the Dark Enpire. | do
not know if you have anything to gain or not. How
ever"—he wal ked towards the nearest stall and laid his
hands on the heavy wooden bar—I'mtired of bicker-
ing and will test your assurances. . . ."

As he flung off the bar, the stable door was swept

back fromw thin by a giant paw. Then a head

energed, larger than an oxen's, fiercer than a tiger's;
a snarling cat's head with slanting yell ow eyes and

Il ong yell ow fangs. As it padded out, a deep growing
sound coming fromits belly, its glaring eyes regarding
them cal cul atingly, they saw that its back was |ined
with a row of foot-high spines of the sane col or and
appearance as its fangs, running down to the base of
its tail, which, unlike that of an ordinary cat, was

ti pped with barbs.

"A legend conme to life," gasped D Averc, |osing

hi s detached manner for a nonent. "One of the

mut ant war jaguars of Asiacomunista. An old
bestiary | saw pictured them said that if they had
existed at all then it was a thousand years ago, that
because they were the products of sone perverted

bi ol ogi cal experinent they could not breed. . . ."

"So they cannot," said the Warrior in Jet and Col d,
"but their lifespan is all but infinite."

The huge head now swung toward Hawknoon,
and the barbed tail swi shed back and forth, the eyes
fixing on the amul et at Hawknmoon's throat.

"Tell it to lie down," said the Warri or

"Lie down!" conmmanded Hawknoon, and al nost
at once the beast settled to the floor, its nouth closing,
its eyes losing some of their fierceness.

Hawkrmoon smiled. "I apol ogi ze, Warrior. Very
well, let's | oose the other three. A adahn, D Averc..."
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Hs friends went forward to take out the bars of
the remaining stalls, and Hawkmoon put his arm
around Yi ssel da's shoul ders.

"That chariot," he said, "will bear us home, ny
| ove." Then he renenbered sonething. "Warrior, my
saddl ebags—still on my horse unl ess those dogs have

stolen thenl"

"Wait here," said the Warrior, turning and begin-

ning to ascend the ramp. "I wll |ook."

"I will look nyself," Hawknoon said. "I know
t he-"

"No," said the Warrior. "I will go."

Hawknmoon felt a vague suspicion. "Wy?"

"Only you, with the amul et, have the power of
controlling the Mad God's beasts. |f you were not
here, they could turn on the others and destroy them™

Rel uct antly, Hawknmoon stepped back and wat ched
the Warrior in Jet and Gold nove with heavy pur-
poseful ness to the top of the ranp and di sappear.

Qut of their stalls now prow ed three nore horned
cats, simlar to the first. O adahn cleared his throat
nervously. "Best remind themthat it is you they
obey," he said to Hawknoon.

"Li e down!" Hawkmoon conmmanded, and sl owy

the beasts obeyed. He went up to the nearest and laid

a hand on its thick neck, feeling the wiry, bristling
fur, the hard muscle beneath it. The beasts were the

hei ght of horses but considerably bulkier and infinitely
nmore deadly. They had not been bred to pull car-

riages, that was plain, but to kill in battle.

"Move that chariot up," he said, "and |l et's harness
these creatures.”

D Averc and O adahn dragged the chariot forward.

It was of black brass and green gold and snelled of
antiquity. Only the | eather of the yokes was relatively
new. They slipped the harness over the heads and

shoul ders of the beasts, and the mutant jaguars hardly
nmoved, save for flattening their ears occasionally when
the nmen tightened the straps too rapidly.

When all was ready, Hawknoon signed to Yis-
selda to enter the chariot. "W nust wait for the
warrior to return," he said. "Then we nmay set off."

"Where is he?" D Averc asked.

"Gone to find ny gear," Hawknoon expl ai ned.

D Averc shrugged and | owered his great hel mover

his face. "It is taking himlong enough. | for one wll
be gl ad when we | eave this place behind. It stinks of
death and evil."
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A adahn pointed upward, at the sane tine draw ng
his sword. "Is that what you snelled, D Averc?"

At the top of the ranp stood six or seven nore
Dark Enpire warriors of the Order of the Wasel
their | ong-snouted nmasks al nbst seeming to trenble
in anticipation of killing the nen bel ow.

"Into the chariot, quick," Hawknoon ordered as
the weasel s began to descend.

In the front of the chariot was a raised bl ock on

whi ch the driver could stand, and beside it, in a rack
once used for javelins, a |ong-handl ed whip. Hawk-

moon sprang onto the bl ock, seized the whip, and
cracked it over the heads of the beasts. "Up, beauties!
Up!" The cats clinbed to their feet. "And now
forward!"

The chariot junped forward with a great lurch as
the powerful aninmals dragged it forward up the ranp.
The weasel -masked warriors screaned as the gigantic

horned cats raced toward them Sone |eaped fromthe
ramp, but nost were too late and went down scream
ing, crushed by clawed feet and iron-rinmed wheels.

Qut into the gray daylight the bizarre chariot broke,
scattering nore weasel warriors comng to investigate
the open trapdoors.

"Where is the warrior?" Hawknoon cried above
the din of howling nen. "Were are ny saddl ebags?"

But the Warrior in Jet and Gold was nowhere to
be seen, and neither could they |ocate Hawknmoon's
hor se.

Now Dark Enpire swordsmen hurl ed thensel ves

agai nst the chariot, and Hawknmoon | ashed out at them
with his whip while behind him d adahn and D Averc
hel d them back with their own bl ades.

"Drive through the gate!" D Averc cried. "Hurry—
at any nonent they'll overwhel mus!"

"Where is the Warrior?" Hawknoon | ooked wildly
about him

"Doubt| ess he awaits us outside!" D Averc shouted
desperately. "Drive, Duke Dorian, or we're doomed!"

Suddenl y Hawknmoon saw his horse over the heads

of the mlling warriors. It had been stripped of its
saddl ebags, and he had no way of know ng who had
taken them

-In pani ¢ he shouted again, "Were is the Wrrior
in Jet and Gl d? | nust find him The contents of
t hose saddl ebags could nean life or death for the
Kamar g! "
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A adahn gri pped his shoul der and said urgently,
"And if you do not drive out of here, it neans our
deat hs—and maybe worse for Yisselda!"

Hawkrmoon was nearly out of his mind with inde-

cision, but then, as O adahn's words at |ast entered
hi s consci ousness, he gave a great yell and whi pped up
the beasts, sending them springing through the gate

and across the drawbridge, to gallop along the |ake-
side with what seened |ike all the hordes of G an-
bretan behind them

Movi ng far nmore rapidly than horses coul d nove,

the Mad God's beasts dragged the bouncing chari ot

over the ground and away fromthe dark castle and

the mist-covered | ake, away fromthe village of hovels
and the place of corpses, into the foothills beyond the
| ake, down a muddy road that |ed between gl oony

cliffs, and out onto the w de plains again. Were the
road petered out and the ground becane soft, but the
mut ant jaguars had no effort in crossing it.

"If 1 have a complaint,"” remarked D Averc, as he

clung for dear life to the side of the chariot and was
bounced about horribly, "it is that we are noving a
trifle too rapidly. "

O adahn tried to grin through gritted teeth. He was
crouched in the bottomof the vehicle, holding Yis-
selda and trying to protect her fromthe worst of the
bunps.

Hawkrmoon nmade no response. He cl enched the

reins tight in his hands and did not reduce the speed
of their flight. His face was pale and his eyes bl azed
with anger, for he was sure he had been duped by the
man who clained to be his chief ally against the Dark
Enpi re—duped by the apparently incorruptible War-

rior in Jet and ol d.

Chapter Seven
ENCOUNTER I N A TAVERN

"HAVWKMOON, STOP, for the Runestaff's sake! Stop,

man! Are you possessed!" D Averc, nore troubl ed

than anyone had ever seen him tugged at Hawk-

nmoon's sl eeve as the man | ashed at the panting beasts.
The chariot had been noving for hours now, had

spl ashed across two rivers w thout stopping, and was
now tearing through a forest as night fell. At any
monent it mght strike a tree and kill themall. Even
the powerful horned cats were tiring, but Hawk-

nmoon mnercilessly | ashed them on.

"Hawknoon! You are mad!"

"l am betrayed!" answered Hawknoon. "Betrayed!

I had the salvation of the Kamarg in those saddl ebags,
and the Warrior in Jet and Gold stole them He
tricked ne. Gave me a trinket with [imted powers in
exchange for a machine with powers that were un-
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limted for ny purposes! On, beasts, on!"

"Dorian, listen to him You will kill us all!" Yisselda
spoke tearfully. "You will kill yourself—-and then how
will you aid Count Brass and the Kamarg?"

The chariot |eaped into the air and canme down with
a crash. No normal vehicle could have stood such a
shock, and it jarred the passengers to their bones.

"Dorian! You have gone mad. The Warrior would

not betray us. He has hel ped us. Perhaps he was over-
whel med by Dark Enpire men—the saddl ebags stol en
fromhim™"

"No—+ sensed some betrayal when he left the
stables. He has gone—sny gift fromRnal with him"

But Hawknoon's rage and baffl erent were begin-
ning to pass, and he no | onger whipped at the flanks
of the straining beasts.

Gradual |y the pace of the chariot slowed as the
tired beasts, no | onger goaded by the whip, gave in to
their instinct to rest.

D Averc took the reins from Hawknoon's hands,

and the young warrior did not resist, nerely sank to
the bottomof the chariot and buried his head in his
hands.

D Averc brought the beasts to a halt, and they sank
at once to the ground, panting noisily.

Yi ssel da stroked Hawkrmoon's hair. "Dorian—all the
Kamarg needs is you to save it. | do not know what
this other thing was, but I am sure we have no use for
it. And you have the Red Amulet. That will be of

sonme use, surely."

It was night now, and noonlight fell through a
lattice of tree branches. D Averc and O adahn di s-
mounted fromthe chariot, rubbing their bruised
bodi es, and went off to | ook for wood for a fire.

Hawkroon | ooked up. The light fromthe noon

struck his pale face and the bl ack jewel inbedded in
his forehead. He regarded Yisselda with nmelancholy
eyes, though his lips tried to smle. "I thank you,

Yi sselda, for your faith in nme, but |I fear it will need
nore than Dorian Hawknmoon to win the fight against

all Granbretan, and the warrior's perfidy has nmade

me despair the nore. "

"There is no proof of perfidy, mnmy dear."

"No—but | knew instinctively that he planned to

| eave us, taking the machine with him He sensed ny
know edge, too. | do not doubt he has it and is far

away by now. | do not necessarily suspect that he

takes it for an ignoble purpose. Possibly his purpose is
of greater inportance than m ne, but yet | cannot

excuse his actions for that. He deceived ne. He be-
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trayed ne."

"If he serves the Runestaff, he may know nore than
you, may wish to preserve this thing, may think it
dangerous to you."

"l have no proof he serves the Runestaff. For all
know, he may serve the Dark Enpire and | amtheir
tool I'"

"You have becone oversuspicious, ny |ove."

"I have been forced to become so," Hawknoon

sighed. "I will be so until Ganbretan is defeated or
I am destroyed.” And he held her close to him bury-
ing his weary head in her bosom and slept that way
all night.

In the norning the sun was bright though the air

col d. Hawknoon's gl oony spirits had departed with

the deep sleep, and they all appeared in a better nood.
Al'l were ravenous, including the nutant beasts, whose
tongues | olled and whose eyes were greedy and fierce.
O adahn had fashi oned hinmself a bow and sone

arrows early and had gone off into the deeper reaches
of the forest to seek gane.

D Averc coughed theatrically as he polished his
huge boarhelmwith a piece of cloth he had found in
the bottom of the chariot.

"This western air does not do ny weak |ungs any

good," he said. "I would rather be in the east again,
per haps i n Asiacomruni sta, where | have heard a

noble civilization exists. Perhaps such a civilization

woul d appreciate nmy talents, elevate ne to sone high
estate.”

"You have given up hope of any reward fromthe
Ki ng- Enper or ?" Hawknoon asked with a grin.

"The reward 1'll get is the sane he's prom sed you, "
D Averc said nournfully. "If that damed pil ot had
not lived . . . and then ny being seen fighting with
you at the castle . . . No, friend Hawknmoon, | am

afraid nmy anbitions as far as Granbretan go are now
seen to be somewhat unrealistic.”

A adahn appeared, staggering under the weight of
two deer, one on each shoul der. They junped up to
hel p him

"Two with two shots,"” he said proudly. "And the
arrows were hastily nade at that."

."We cannot eat all of one, let alone two," D Averc
sai d.

"The beasts," O adahn said. "They need feeding or
I"l'l warrant, Red Anulet or no Red Amulet, they'l
feed on us before the day's done."
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They quartered the |arger deer and flung it to the
mut ant cats, who gul ped the neat down swiftly,

grow ing softly. Then they set about making a spit on
which to roast the second aninal.

When they were eating at |ast, Hawknoon sighed

and smled. "They say that good food bani shes al

care,” he said, "but | had not believed it until now |
feel a new man. That is the first good neal | have eaten
in nonths. Fresh-killed venison eaten in the woods—

ah, the pleasure of it!"

D Averc, who was wi ping his fingers fastidiously

and had apparently eaten delicately an enornous
anmount of neat, said, "I admre health such as yours,
Hawkrmoon. | wish | had your hearty appetite.”

"And | wish | had yours," said O adahn, | aughing,
"for you' ve eaten enough to | ast you a week.

D Averc | ooked at himreproachfully.

Yi ssel da, who was still wapped only in Hawk-

moon's cl oak, shivered a little and put down the bone
on whi ch she had been chewing. "I wonder," said she,

"if we could seek out a town as soon as possible. There
are things | would purchase. "

Hawkroon | ooked enbarrassed. "OfF course, Yis-

sel da, my dear, though it will be difficult. ... If Dark
Empire warriors are thick in these parts, it would be
better to drive on farther south and west toward the
Kamarg. Perhaps in Carpathia a town can be found.

We nust be al nost upon her borders now "

D Averc pointed his thunb to the chariot and the
beasts. "We'd get a poor reception arriving at a town
in that unearthly thing," he said. "Perhaps if one of
us went into the nearest settlenent. . . ? But then
what woul d we use for noney?"

"l have the Red Anul et,"” Hawknobon said. "It
coul d be traded. "

"Fool ," said D Averc, suddenly deadly serious and
glaring at him "That amulet is your |ife—and ours—

our only protection, the only neans of controlling

our beasts there. It seens to ne that it is not the anu-
| et you hate, but the responsibility it inplies."

Hawkrmoon shrugged. "Maybe. Perhaps | was a

fool to suggest it. Still, I like not the thing. | saw
what you did not—+ saw what it had done to a nan

who had worn it thirty years.”

A adahn interrupted. "There is no need for this
dispute, friends, for |I anticipated our need and while
you, with great ferocity, were finishing off our foes
in the Mad God's hall. Duke Dorian, | dug a few

eyes fromthe Dark Enpire nen ..."

"Eyes!" Hawknoon said in revul sion, then re-
| axed and sniled as he saw O adahn hol ding up a
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handful of jewels he had prised fromthe G anbretan-
i ans' masks.

"Wl l," said D Averc, "we need provisions des-
perately, and the Lady Yissel da needs sone cl ot hing.
Who' Il stand | east chance of attracting attention if

he goes into a town when we get to Carpathia?"

Hawknmoon gave hi m a sardonic glance. "Wy,

you, of course, Sir Huillam w thout your Dark Em
pire accessories. For |, as | amsure you would have
poi nted out, have this damed bl ack jewel to | abe
me, and O adahn has his furry face. But you are stil
my prisoner...."

"I am aggrieved, Duke Dorian. | thought us allies-
uni ted agai nst a common eneny, united by bl ood, by
saving each other's lives...."

"You have not saved mne, as | recall."
"Not specifically, | suppose. Still..."

"And | am not disposed to give you a handful of
jewels and set you free," Hawknmoon conti nued,
adding in a nore sonber tone, "Besides, I'mnot in
a trusting nood today."

"You woul d have ny word, Duke Dorian,"
D Averc said lightly, though his eyes seened to
harden slightly.

Hawknoon frowned.

"He has proved hinself our friend in several fights,"
O adahn said softly.

Hawkrmoon si ghed. "Forgive ne, D Averc. Very
wel |, when we reach Carpathia, you will buy us what
we need."

D Averc began to cough. "This damable air. It
will be the death of ne."

They rode on, the horned cats loping at a nore
gentl e pace than the previous day's but still naking
faster speed than any horse. They |left the great forest

by mi dday and by evening saw in the distance the
mount ai ns of Carpathia at the same tinme as Yissel da
poi nted north, indicating the tiny figures of riders
approachi ng t hem

"They' ve seen us," O adahn said, "and seemto be
pl anning to ride at an angle to cut us off."

Hawknoon flicked his whip over the flanks of the
huge beasts drawing the chariot. "Faster!" he shouted,
and al nost at once the chariot began to gather speed.

Alittle later D Averc call ed above the runbl e and
rattle of the wheels, "They're Dark Enpire riders-
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no doubt of that. Order of the Walrus if |'m not
m st aken. "

"The Ki ng- Enperor must be planning a serious

i nvasi on of Ukrania," Hawknoon said. "There's no
other reason for so many bands of Dark Enpire
warriors here. That means he has al most certainly
consol i dated all conquests farther west and south.”

"Save for the Kamarg, | hope," said Yisselda.

The race continued, with the horsenen gradually
drawi ng nearer, riding, as they were, at an angle to
the chariot's course

Hawkrmoon smiled grimy, letting the riders think
they were catching them "Ready with your bow,

A adahn,"” he said. "Here's an opportunity for target
practice.”

As the horsenen, in grotesque, grinning walrus

masks of ebony and ivory, drew cl ose, O adahn

nocked arrow to string and let fly. Arider fell, and
a fewjavelins hurtled toward the chariot but dropped
short. Three nore nenbers of the WAl rus Order died
from d adahn's arrows before they were outdi stanced
and the jaguars were hauling their burden into the
first foothills of the Carpathian Muntains.

Wthin two hours it was dark and they decided it
was safe to canp.

Three days later they contenplated the rocky side

of a nmountain and knew that they woul d have to
abandon both beasts and chariot if they were to cross
the range at all. They would have to travel on foot;
there was no alternative

The terrain had becone increasingly difficult for

the nmutant jaguars, and the nountainside ahead was
i mpossible for themto clinb draggi ng the chariot.
They had tried to find a pass, had wasted two days
| ooking for one, but there was none.

Meanwhil e, if they were pursued, their pursuers

woul d be al nbst upon them by now. There was no

doubt in their mnds that Hawknoon had been recog-

ni zed as the man whom t he Ki ng- Enperor Huon had

sworn to destroy. Therefore, Dark Enpire warriors,
interested in elevating thenselves in the eyes of their
master, woul d be eager to seek himout.

So they began to clinb, stunbling up the steep
face of the mountain, |eaving the unharnessed beasts
behi nd t hem

When they were nearing a | edge that seened to

extend for sone distance around the nmountain and

offer a relatively easy path, they heard the rattle of
weapons and hooves and saw the sane wal rus- nasked
riders who had pursued themon the plain cone riding
from behi nd some rocks bel ow.

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%20...-%20Runestaff%202%20-%20Sorcerers%20Amulet.txt (85 of 119) [1/19/03 6:40:50 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/M oorcock,%20Mi chael %620-%20Runestaf f%6202%20-%20Sor cerers%20A mul et.txt

"Their javelins are bound to get us at this range,"”
D Averc said grimy. "And there's no cover."

But Hawknoon smiled thinly. "There is still one
thing," he said, and raised his voice. "At them ny
beasts—kill them ny cats! Cbey ne, in the nane of
the anulet!"

The nutant cats turned their bal eful eyes on the
newconers, who were so jubilant at seeing their
victims exposed that they hardly noticed the horned
jaguars. The | eader raised his javelin.

And the cats | eaped.

Yi ssel da did not |ook back as the terrified screans
filled the air and the bl oodcurdling snarls echoed
through the quiet nmountains as the Mad God's beasts
first killed and then fed.

By the next day they had crossed the nountains
and cone to a green valley with a little red town that
was very peacef ul

D Averc | ooked down at the town and held out his

hand to O adahn. "The jewels, if you please, friend
A adahn. By the Runestaff, | feel naked in just shirt
and britches!" He took the jewels, tossed themin his
pal m w nked at Hawknoon, and set off for the

vi | | age.

They lay in the grass and watched hi mwal k down
whistling and enter the street; then he di sappeared.

They waited for four hours. Hawknoon's face
began to grow grim and he glanced resentfully at
a adahn, who pursed his |ips and shrugged.

And then D Averc reappeared, but he had others

with him Wth a shock, Hawknoon realized they

were Dark Enpire troops. Men of the feared Order

of the Wl f, Baron Meliadus's old order. Had they
recogni zed D Averc and captured hin? But no—en

the contrary, D Averc seemed quite friendly with
them He waved, turned on his heel, and began to
wal k up the hill to where they were hidden, a |arge
bundl e on his back. Hawknmoon was puzzled, for the
wol f masks had gone back into the village, allow ng
D Averc to go free.

"He can talk, can D Averc," grinned O adahn. "He

must have convi nced them he was an innocent

travel er. Doubtless the Dark Enpire is still using the
soft approach in Carpathia.”

"Per haps," said Hawknmoon, not entirely convinced.

When D Averc canme back he flung down his

bundl e and pulled it open, displaying several shirts
and a pair of britches, as well as a nunber of dif-
ferent foodstuffs—eheeses, bread, sausages, cold neat,
and the like. He handed back nost of O adahn's jewels
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to him "I purchased themrelatively cheaply," he
said, then frowned as he saw Hawknmoon's expressi on
"What is it, Duke Dorian? Not satisfied? |I could not
get the Lady Yisselda a gown, | regret, but the
britches and shirt should fit her."

"Dark Empire nmen," said Hawknoon, jerking his
thunb at the village. "You seemed very friendly with
them ™"

"I was worried, I'Il admt," D Averc said, "but they
seemto be cautious of violence, are in Carpathia to
tell the folk of the benefits of Dark Enpire rule. Ap-
parently the King of Carpathia is entertaining one of
their nobles. The usual techni que—gold before

vi ol ence. They asked ne a few questions but were not
undul y suspicious. They say they're warring in Shekia,
have al nost subdued that nation but for a key city or
two."

"You did not nention us?" Hawknoon sai d.
"OF course not."
Hal f -sati sfied, Hawknmoon relaxed a little.

D Averc picked up the cloth in which he'd wapped

hi s bundle. "Look—four cloaks w th hoods, such as

the holy men in these parts wear. They'll hide our
faces well enough. | heard there's a | arger town about
a day's walk further south. It's a town where they
trade horses. W can get there by tonorrow and buy
steeds. Is it a good idea?"

Hawkrmoon nodded slowy. "Aye. W need horses."

The town was called Zorvanem , and it bustled with
folk of all sorts cone to sell and to buy horses. Just

outside the main town were the stockyards, and here
were many ki nds of horseflesh, fromthoroughbreds
to pl ow horses

They arrived too late in the evening to buy, and

they put up at an inn on the edge of town, close to the
stockyards, so that they could buy what they wanted

and be away early in the norning. Here and there

they saw small groups of Dark Enpire soldiers, but

the soldiers paid no attention to the cow ed holy nen
who mingled with the crowd; there were severa
deputations fromdifferent nonasteries in the area,

and one nore went unnoti ced.

In the warnth of the inn's public roomthey or-

dered hot wine and food and consulted a nap they

had bought, speaking softly, discussing their best route
through to sout hern France.

Alittle later the door of the inn was pushed open,
and the cold night air swept in. Over the sounds of
conversation and occasional |aughter, they heard the
coarse tones of a man yelling for wine for hinmself and
hi s conrades and suggesting to the landlord that girls
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shoul d be found for themas well.

Hawkroon gl anced up and was instantly on his

guard. The nen who had entered were soldiers in the
Order of the Boar, the order that D Averc had be-

Il onged to. Wth their squat, arnored bodi es and heavy
hel met masks, they | ooked, in the half-light, exactly
like the animals they represented, as if so nmany boars
had | earned to talk and wal k on their hind |egs.

The [ andl ord was plainly nervous, clearing his
throat several times and asking them what w ne they
pref erred.

"Strong wine, plentiful wine," shouted the | eader
"And the sane goes for the wonen. Were are your

worren? | hope they're lovelier than your horses.

Cone man, be quick. We've spent all day buying

horsefl esh and hel ping this town's prosperity—now
you'll do us a favor."

The boar warriors were evidently here to buy steeds
for the Dark Enpire troops—probably those bent on
conqueri ng Shekia, which lay just across the border.

Hawknoon, Yisselda, O adahn, and D Averc drew
their cows surreptitiously about their heads and si pped
at their wi ne without |ooking up.

There were three serving wenches in the public

room as well as two nmen and the |andlord hinself. As
one passed, the boar warrior grabbed her and pressed
the snout of his mask agai nst her cheek

"Gve an old pig a kiss, little girl,"” he roared.
She wiggled and tried to get free, but he held her
tight. Now there was silence everywhere else in the
tavern, and tension.

"Conme outside with ne," the boar | eader continued.

"“I''min a rutting nood."

"Ch, no, please let me go," the girl sobbed. "I'm

to be married next week."

"Married, eh?" guffawed the warrior. "Well, let ne
teach you a thing or two for you to teach your hus-

band. "

The girl screaned and continued to resist. No one
else in the tavern noved

"Come on," the warrior said hoarsely. "Qutside ..."
"I won't," wept the girl. "I won't until |I'm mar-
ried.”

"I's that all?" The boar-nmasked man | aughed. "Well
then—+'1l marry you if that's what you want." He
turned suddenly and glared at the four who sat in the
shadows. "You're holy nen, aren't you? One of you
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can marry us." And before Hawknoon and the rest
had realized what was happeni ng, he had grabbed
Yi ssel da, who sat on the outside of the bench, and
haul ed her to her feet. "Marry us, holy man, or—By

the Runestaff! What sort of holy man are you?"
Yi sselda's cow had fallen back, revealing her |ovely
hair.

Hawkrmoon stood up. There was nothing for it now
but to fight. O adahn and D Averc stood up

As one, they drew the swords hi dden under their
robes. As one, they |aunched thenselves at the arm
ored warriors, yelling for the wonen to fl ee.

The boar warriors were drunk and surprised, and

the three conpanions were neither. It was their only
advant age. Hawkmoon's bl ade slipped between breast -
pl ate and gorget of the |eader and killed himbefore
he coul d draw his own sword, while O adahn's sw pe
to another's barely protected | egs hanstrung him

D Averc managed to slice off the hand of one who had
stripped off his gauntlets.

Now t hey fought back and forth across the tavern
floor as men and wonen made hastily for the stairs
and doors, many to crowd to the gallery above to
wat ch.

A adahn, forsaking normal swordplay in the nar-

row room had | eaped onto the back of a huge op-
ponent and, dirk in hand, was trying to stab him
through the eyehol es of his mask while the man clum
sily tried to dislodge him staggering about half-blind.
D Averc was fencing with a swordsman of sone

skill who was driving himback steadily toward the
stairs, while Hawknoon was desperately defending

hi nsel f against a nan with a huge ax that, every tine
it missed him chopped huge chunks out of the wood-
wor K.

Hawkroon, hanpered by his cloak, was trying to

get out of it and at the sane tinme duck the blows from
the ax. He stepped to one side, tripped in the folds
of the cloak, and fell. Above the axman snorted and

rai sed the ax for the final Dblow

Hawkrmoon rolled just in tine as the ax cane down

and sheared through the cloth of his gown. He

| eaped up as the man tugged the ax fromthe hard
wood of the floor and swung his sword round to

cl ang agai nst the back of the axman's neck. The nman
groaned and fell, dazed, to his knees. Hawknoon

ki cked back the mask, revealing a red, tw sted face,
and stabbed into the gaping nouth, driving the sword
deep into the throat so that the jugular was cut and
bl ood shot fromthe helm Hawkrmoon withdrew his

bl ade and the hel m cl anged shut.

Near by, O adahn was struggling, half-off his man,
who had now got a grip on his armand was tuggi ng
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hi m away from his neck. Hawknoon junped forward

and with both hands drove his sword into the man's
belly, piercing arnor, |eather underjerkin, and flesh
The man screanmed and crunpled to the floor, to lie
there writhing.

Then t oget her 4 adahn and Hawknoon t ook
D Averc's man from behind, both swords slashing at
him until he, too, lay dead on the floor.

There was nothing left but to finish off the hand-
| ess man who | ay propped agai nst a bench, weeping
and trying to stick his hand back on.

Panting, Hawknoon | ooked about the tavern room
at the carnage they had wought. "Not a bad night's
work for holy nmen," he said.

D Averc | ooked thoughtful. "Mybe," he said
softly, "it is tinme to change our disguise to a nore
useful one."

"What do you nean?"

"There are enough pieces of boar arnor here to

furnish all four of us, particularly since | still have
m ne. | speak the secret |anguage of the Order of the
Boar. Wth luck we could travel disguised as those

we fear nost—as Dark Enpire nmen. W have been

wondering how to get through the countries where
Granbretan has consol i dated her gains. Wll-here's
our way."

Hawkrmoon t hought deeply. D Averc's suggestion

was a wild one, but it had possibilities, particularly
since D Averc hinmself knew all the rituals of the or-
der.

"Aye," said Hawknoon. "Perhaps you're right,

D Averc. W could then travel where the Dark Em

pire forces are thickest and stand a chance of getting
to the Kanarg faster. Very well, we'll do it."

They began stripping the arnor fromthe corpses.

"W can be sure of the landlord' s and t ownspeo-

ple's silence," said D Averc, "for they'll not want it
known that six Dark Enpire warriors were killed
here. "

A adahn wat ched them work, nursing his twi sted
arm "A pity," he said with a sigh. "It was an exploit
that shoul d be recorded."

Chapt er Ei ght
THE DARK EMPI RE CAMP

"BROOD OF THE MOUNTAIN G ANTS! 1'I1l stifle to death
before we've gone a mle!" The nuffl ed voice of

A adahn cane fromw thin the grotesque hel net as

he tried to tug hinself free of its engulfing weight.
They sat, all four, in their room above the tavern, try-
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ing on the captured arnor.

Hawkroon, too, was finding the stuff unconfort-

able. Apart fromthe fact that it did not fit him prop-
erly, it nade himfeel distinctly claustrophobic. He
had worn something like it sone tine before, when
disguised in the wol f arnor of Baron Meliadus's
order, but if anything, the boar arnor was even heav-
ier and far less confortable. It nust be that much
worse for Yisselda. Only D Averc was used to it and
had donned his own, to |l ook with sonme relish and
amusenment at their first encounter with the uniform
of his order.

"No wonder you claimill health," Hawknoon
told him "I know of nothing |ess healthy. |I'mtenpted
to forget the whole plan."

"You'll become nore used to it as we ride,"
D Averc assured him "Alittle chaffing, a little stuff-
iness; then you'll find you'll feel naked without it."

"I'd rather be naked," O adahn protested, yanking
off the leering boar mask at last. It fell with a clatter
to the floor.

"Careful with it," D Averc said, wagging a finger.
"W don't want to danmage any nore."

A adahn gave the helnet an extra kick

A day and a night later, they were riding deep into
Sheki a. There was no doubt that the Dark Enpire

had conquered the province, for towns and vill ages
were everywhere | aid waste, crucified corpses hung

al ong every road, carrion birds were thick in the air
and even thicker on the ground where they feasted.
The night had been as light as if the sun were per-
manently on the horizon, lit by the funeral pyres of
villages, farns, towns, villas, and cities. And the bl ack
hordes of the Island Enmpire of Granbretan, brands

in one hand, swords in the other, rode |Iike denons
fromhell, howing and shrieking across the broken

| and.

Survivors hid, cringing fromthe four as they rode

in disguise through this world of terror, galloping as
fast as they could, for none suspected them They

were just one small pack of nmurderers and |ooters
anong many, and neither friend nor foe had any
suspicion of their real identities.

Now it was norning, a norning overcast with black
smoke, warned by distant fires, a norning of ash-
covered fields and tranpled crops, of broken flowers
and bl oody corpses, a norning |ike any other norning
in a land under the heel of G anbretan

Al ong the churned mud of the road, a group of

riders came toward them swathed in great canvas

ni ght cl oaks that covered their bemasked heads as
wel|l as their bodies. They rode powerful black horses
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and were hunched in their saddles as if they had been
riding for many days.

As they drew cl ose, Hawknoon nurnured, "Dark
Enpire nmen for certain, and they seemto be taking
an interest inus...."

The | eader pushed back his canvas cow and re-
veal ed a huge boar nask, larger and nore ornate than
even D Averc's. He reined in his black stallion, and
his men cane to a halt behind him

"Silence, all three," nmurnmured D Averc, | eading
themup to the waiting warriors. "I'Il speak."

Now fromthe | eader of the boar warriors cane

a peculiar snorting, snuffling, and whining voice that
must be speaki ng, thought Hawknoon, the secret

| anguage of the Order of the Boar.

He was surprised to hear sinilar sounds begin to

i ssue fromD Averc's throat. The conversation con-
tinued for sone rime, D Averc pointing back down

the road, the boar |eader jerking his helmmask in the
other direction. Then the | eader urged his horse on,
and he and his nmen filed past the nervous three and
continued on up the road.

"What did he want ?" Hawknoon asked.

"Wanted to know if we'd seen any |ivestock
They're a foraging party of sone sort, out to |ocate
provi sions for the canp ahead."

"What canp's that?"

"A big one, he said, about four mles further on
They're getting ready to attack one of the last cities
still standing agai nst themBradichla. | know the

pl ace. It had beautiful architecture."

"Then we are close to Osterland," Yisselda said,
"and beyond GCsterland lies Italia, and beyond Italia,
Provence... hone."

"True," said D Averc. "Your geography is excel-

lent. But we are not hone yet, and the npbst dangerous
part of the journey has still to be encountered.”

"What shall we do about this canp," O adahn said,
"Skirt it or try to ride through it?"

"It's a vast canp," D Averc told him "Qur best
chance would be to go through the m ddle, possibly
even spend the night in it and try to | earn sonething
of the Dark Enpire's plans—whet her they have heard

we are nearby, for instance."

Hawknoon's nuffl ed voi ce cane fromthe hel net.
"I amnot sure it is not too dangerous," he said doubt-
fully. "Yet if we try to skirt the canp, we m ght
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arouse suspicion. Very well, we go through it."

"WIl we not have to renove our nasks, Dorian?"
Yi ssel da asked him

"No fear of that," D Averc said. "The native G an-
bretani an often sleeps in his mask, hates to reveal his
face."

Hawkroon had noticed the weariness in Yisselda' s
voi ce and knew that they nust rest soon; it would
have to be in the G anbretanian canp.

They had expected the canp to be huge, but not as

vast as this. In the distance beyond it was the walled
city of Bradichla, its spires and facades visible even
from here

"They are remarkably beautiful,"” said D Averc
with a sigh. He shook his head. "What a pity they
must fall tonorrow. They were fools to resist this

arnmy. "

"I't is of incredible size," said A adahn. "Surely un-
necessary to defeat that town?"

"The Dark Enpire ains at speed of conquest,"
Hawkrmoon told him "I have seen | arger armes than
this used on smaller cities. But the canp covers a great

di stance, and organization will not be perfect. | think
we can hide here."

There were canopies, tents, even huts built here and
there, cooking fires of all descriptions on which food

of all descriptions was being prepared, and corrals for
horses, bullocks, and nules. Slaves haul ed great war
machi nes through the nud of the canp, goaded on

by nmen of the Order of the Ant. Banners fluttered in

the breeze, and the standards of a score of military
orders were stuck here and there in the ground. From

a distance, it seened |ike sone prineval concourse of
beasts as a line of wolves tranped across a rained field
or a gathering of noles (one of the engineering or-

ders) grouped about a cooking fire, while el sewhere
coul d be seen wasps, ravens, ferrets, rats, foxes, tigers,
boars, flies, hounds, badgers, goats, wolverines, otters,
and even a few manti ses, sel ect guards whose G and
Constabl e was Ki ng Huon hinsel f.

Hawkroon hi nmsel f recogni zed several of the ban-
ners—that of Adaz Promp, fat Grand Constabl e of the
Order of the Hound; Brenal Farnu's ornate flag,

showi ng himto be a Baron of Granbretan and the

Rats' Grand Constable; the fluttering standard of
Shenegar Trott, Count of Sussex. Hawknoon guessed

that this city must be the last to fall in a sustained cam
pai gn and that was why the arnmy was so | arge and
attended by so many hi gh-ranking warl ords. He made

out Shenegar Trott hinmsel f, being borne in a horse
litter toward his tent, his robes covered in jewels, his
pal e silver mask wought in the parody of a human
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face.

Shenegar Trott seemed like a soft-living, soft-

brai ned aristocrat, ruined by rich living, but Hawk-
moon had seen Shenegar Trott do battle at the Ford

of Weizna on the Rhine, had seen himdeliberately
sink hinmself and horse under water and ride al ong the

river bottom to emerge on the eneny's bank; It was
the puzzling thing about all Dark Enpire nobl enen.
They seened soft, lazy, and self-indulgent; yet they
were as strong as the beasts they pretended to be and
were often braver. Shenegar Trott was al so the nman
who had hacked off the linb of a screamng child and
eaten a bite fromit while its mother was forced to

wat ch.

"Well," said Hawknoon, taking a deep breath,

"let's ride through and canp as near to the far side
as we can. | hope we'll be able to slip away in the
nor ni ng. "

They rode slowy through the camp. Fromtinme to

time a boar would greet them and D Averc woul d

answer for them Eventually they cane to the farthest
edge of the canp and di snounted. They had brought

the gear stolen fromthe nmen they had killed in the
tavern, and now they set it up w thout suspicion, for
it bore no special insignia. D Averc watched the
others work. It would not do, he had told them for
one of his obvious rank to be seen hel ping his nen.

A group of engineers of the Badger Order cane
tranping around with a cartload of spare axheads,
sword pomel s, arrowheads, spear tips, and the like.
They al so had a sharpeni ng nmachi ne.

"Any work for us, brother boars?" they grunted,
pausi ng beside the little canp.

Hawkrmoon bol dly drew his blunted blade. "This
needs sharpeni ng."

"Aye, and |'ve lost a bow and a quiver of arrows,"
A adahn said, eyeing a batch of bows in the bottom
of the cart.

"What about your mate?" said the man in the bad-

ger nmask. "He's got no sword at all." He indicated
Yi ssel da
"Then give himone, fool," barked D Averc in his

most lordly tone, and the badger hastily obeyed.

When t hey had been reequi pped and had their wea-
pons freshly sharpened, Hawknoon felt his confi-
dence cone back. He was pleased at the cool ness of
hi s decepti on.

Only Yissel da seemed downhearted. She hefted the
great sword she had been forced to strap around her
wai st. "Mich nore weight," she said, "and I'IIl fal
to ny knees."
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"Best get inside the tent," Hawknoon said. "There
you'll be able to take off sone of the gear, at least."

D Averc seened unsettled, watchi ng Hawknoon
and O adahn prepare a cooking fire.

"What ails you, D Averc?" Hawknoon asked,
| ooki ng up and peering through the eyeslits of his hel-
met. "Sit down. The food will not be long."

"I snell sonething wong," D Averc nurnured.
"I am not altogether happy that we are in no danger."

"Why? Do you think the Badgers suspected us?"

"Not at all." D Averc |ooked across the canp.

Eveni ng darkened the sky, and the warriors were
beginning to settle down; there was | ess novenent

now. On the walls of the distant city, soldiers |lined
the battlenments, ready to resist an arny that none had
resisted to date, save for the Kamarg. "Not at all,"
D Averc repeated, half to hinmself, "but | would fee
relieved if..."

"I'f what?"

"I think I will walk about the camp a little, see
what gossip | can hear."

"I's that wise? Besides, if we are approached by
others of the Boar Order, we'll not be able to speak
t he | anguage. "

"I''"l'l not be gone long. Get into your tents as soon
as you can."

Hawkrmoon wanted to stop D Averc, but he did
not know how to w thout attracting unwanted atten-
tion. He watched D Averc stride off through the

canp.

Just then a voice said frombehind them "A nice-
| ooki ng pi ece of sausage you have there, brothers."

Hawkrmoon turned. It was a warrior in the nmask
of the Order of the WlIf.

"Aye," said O adahn quickly. "Aye—wi |l you have

a piece . . . brother?" He cut a slice of sausage and
handed it to the man in the wolf mask. The warrior
turned, lifted his mask, popped the food into his
mout h, | owered his mask qui ckly, and turned back
agai n.

"Thanks," he said. "I've been traveling for days on
next to nothing. Qur conmander drives you hard.
We just cane in. Riding faster than a flying French-
man." He |aughed. "All the way from Provence."

"From Provence?" Hawknopon said involuntarily.

"Aye. Been there?"
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"Once or twi ce. Have we won the Kamarg yet ?"

"As good as. Commander thinks it's a matter of

days. They're virtually |eaderless, running out of pro-
vi sions. Those weapons they've got have killed a m| -
lion of us, but they won't kill many nore before we
ride over them™

"What happened to Count Brass, their |eader?"

"Dead, | heard—er as good as. Their norale's get-
ting worse every day. By the time we get back, |
should think it'll be all over there. 1'll be glad. |'ve

been pitched there for nonths. This is the first change
of scenery since we began the damed canpai gn

Thanks for the sausage, brothers. Good killing to-
nmorrow "

Hawkrmoon wat ched the wol f warrior stanp away
into the night that was now lit by a thousand canp

fires. He sighed and entered the tent. "You heard
that ?" he asked Yi ssel da.

"l heard." She had renoved her hel met and greaves
and was comnbing her hair. "It seens my father stil
lives." She spoke in an overcontrolled tone, and
Hawknoon, even in the darkness of the tent, could
see tears in her eyes.

He took her face in his hands and said, "Do not
fear, Yisselda. A few days nore and we shall be at his
side."

"I'f he lives that long..."
"He awaits us. He will live."

Lat er Hawknoon went outside. d adahn sat by
the dying fire, arnms around his knees.

"D Averc has been gone too |long," said O adahn

"Aye," said Hawkmoon distantly, staring at the
faraway walls of the city. "Has he cone to harn? |
wonder . "

"Deserted us, nore |ikely— O adahn broke off as
several figures energed fromthe shadows.

Hawkrmoon saw, with sinking heart, that they were
boar - masked warriors. "Into your tent, quickly," he
murmured to d adahn

But it was too late. One of the boars was already

tal ki ng to Hawknoon, addressing himin the guttura
secret tongue of the order. Hawknoon nodded and

rai sed a hand as if acknow edgi ng a greeting, hoping
that that was all it was, but the boar's tone became
nmore insistent. Hawknmoon tried to enter his tent, but
an armrestrai ned him
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Again the boar spoke to him Hawknoon coughed,
pretending illness, pointing at his throat. But then the
Board said, "I asked you, brother, if you drink with

us. Take off that nask!"

Hawkrmoon knew that no member of any order

woul d demand of another that he remove his mask—
unl ess he suspected himof wearing it illicitly. He
st epped back and drew his sword.

"I regret | should not like to drink with you,
brother. But I'Il happily fight with you."

A adahn sprang up beside him his own sword
ready.

"Who are you?" grow ed the boar. "Wy wear
the arnor of another order? What sense does that
make?"

Hawknoon flung back his helm revealing his pale
face and the black jewel that shone there. "I am
Hawkroon, " he said sinply, and | eaped forward into
the mass of astonished warriors.

The pair took the lives of five of the Dark Enpire

men before the noise of the fight brought others run-
ning fromall over the canp. Riders galloped up. A
around hi m Hawknmoon was aware of shouts and the

babbl e of voices. His armrose and fell in the darkness
of the press, but soon it was gripped by a dozen hands
and he felt hinself borne down. A spear haft caught
hima buffet in the back of his neck, and he fell into
the mud of the field.

Dazed, he was dragged upright and haul ed before

a tall, black-arnored figure seated on a horse sone
di stance away fromthe nmain nmass. Hi s mask was
lifted back, and he peered up at the horsenan.

"Ah, this is pleasant, Duke of Koln," canme the deep,
musi cal voice fromwi thin the horseman's helm a

voi ce edged with evil and with malice; a voi ce Hawk-
nmoon recogni zed dinmy but could not believe in his
recognition.

"My long journey has not been wasted," said the
horseman, turning to his nmounted compani on

"I amglad, ny lord,"” was the reply. "I trust | am
now reinstated in the eyes of the King-Enperor?"

Hawkroon' s head jerked up to | ook at the other
man. H s eyes blazed as he recogni zed the el aborate
mask- hel m of D Averc.

Thi ckly, Hawkroon cried, "So you have betrayed

us? Anot her betrayal! Are all nmen traitors to Hawk-

moon' s cause?" He tried to break free, to grab with

his hands at D Averc, but the warriors held hi mback

D Averc | aughed. "You are naive, Duke Dor-
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i an. He began to cough weakly.
"Have you got the others?" the horseman asked.
"The girl and the little beast-man?"

"Aye, your excellency," answered one of the nen.

"Then bring themto ny canp. | want to inspect
themall closely. This is a very satisfying day for ne.

Chapter N ne
THE JOURNEY SOUTH

A STORM had begun to runbl e over the canp as

Hawkrmoon, O adahn, and Yi ssel da were dragged

through the nud and the filth, past the bright, curious
eyes of the warriors, through the noise and confusion,
to where a great banner fluttered in the newy cone

wi nd.

Li ghtni ng suddenly split a jagged gulf in the sky,
and thunder grow ed, then exploded. Mre |ightning
cane, fast on the thunder's heels, illumnating the
scene before them Hawknmoon gasped as he recog-

ni zed the banner, tried to speak to d adahn or Yis-
sel da, but was then bundled into a | arge pavilion
where a masked man sat on a carved chair, D Averc
standi ng beside him The man in the chair wore the
mask of the Order of the Wl f. The banner had
procl ai med him Grand Constabl e of that order, one
of the greatest nobles in all Ganbretan, First Chief-
tain of the Armies of the Dark Enpire under the

Ki ng- Enper or Huon, a Baron of Kroiden—a man
Hawkroon t hought dead, was sure he had slain him

hi nsel f.

"Baron Meliadus!" he grunted. "You did not die
at Harmadan. "

"No, | did not die, Hawknmoon, though you woun-
ded ne sorely. | escaped that battlefield."

Hawknoon sniled thinly. "Few of your men did.
W def eated you—+outed you."

Mel i adus turned his ornate wolf mask and spoke to
a captain who stood nearby. "Bring chains. Bring
many chai ns, strong and of great weight. Heap them
on these dogs and rivet them | want no | ocks that
m ght be picked. This time | will be sure they are
brought to Granbretan.”

He left his chair and descended, to peer through the
eyeslits in his mask at Hawknoon's face. "They have
di scussed you often at King Huon's Court, have de-

vi sed such exquisite, such elaborate, such splendid
puni shrents for you, traitor. Your dying will take a
year or two, and each nonent will be agony of mnd,
spirit, and body. Al our ingenuity, Hawknoon, we
have squandered on you."

He stepped back and reached out a bl ack gauntl et
to cup Yisselda's hate-twi sted face. She turned her
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head, eyes filled with anger and despair. "And as for
you—+ offered you all honors to becone ny wife.

Now you wi || have no honor, but a husband | shall be
to you until | tire of you or your body breaks." The
wol f head noved slowy to regard O adahn. "And as

for this Creature, unhuman, yet upstart enough to
wal k on two | egs, he shall craw and whine |like the
animal he is, be trained to behave |ike a proper
beast, "

A adahn spat at the jeweled nask. "I'Il have an ex-
cellent nodel in you," he said.

Mel i adus whirled, cloak swirling, and |inped heav-
ily back to his chair.

"I'"l'l save all until we've presented ourselves at the
throne gl obe," Meliadus said, his voice slightly un-
steady. "I've been patient and will remain so for a few

nmore days. W nove off at first light, returning to
Granbretan. But we shall take a slight detour in order
that you may witness the final destruction of the Ka-

marg. | have been there for a nonth, you know, and

wat ched its nmen die daily, watched the towers fall

one by one. There are not nany left. | have told them

to hold off the last assault until | return. | thought you
would like to see your honeland . . . raped." He

| aughed, putting his grotesquely nasked head on one
side to |l ook at themagain. "Ah! Here are the chains."

Menbers of the Order of the Badger were coning
in, bearing huge iron chains, a brazier, hamrers, and
rivets.

Hawkroon, Yissel da, and O adahn struggled as the
badgers bound them but soon they were forced down
to the floor by the weight of the iron |inks.

Then the red-hot rivet nails were hamrered hone,
and Hawkrmoon knew that no human being coul d
possi bly hope to escape such bonds.

Baron Meliadus cane to | ook down at hi m when the

work was done. "We'll journey by land to the Ka-
marg and fromthere to Bordeaux, where a ship will be
waiting for us. | regret | cannot offer you a flying ma-

chi ne—ae are using nost of themto |evel the Kamarg."

Hawkrmoon cl osed his eyes; the only gesture he
could make to display his contenpt for his captor

Bundl ed i nto an open wagon the next norning, the
three were given no food before Baron Meliadus's
heavi |l y guarded caravan set off. Fromtine to tine
Hawkrmoon caught a glinpse of his eneny, riding

near the head of the colum with Sir Huillamd' Averc
by his side.

The weat her was still stormy and oppressive, and a
few heavy drops of rain splashed on Hawknmoon's face
and fell into his eyes. He was so heavily bound that he
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could barely shake his head to rid it of the noisture

The wagon bunped and jerked away, and in the
di stance the Dark Enpire troops were marching
against the city.

It seenmed to Hawknoon that he had been betrayed

on all sides. He had trusted the Warrior in Jet and
CGol d and had had his saddl ebags stol en; he had trusted
D Averc and found hinsel f delivered into the hands

of Baron Meliadus. Now he sighed, not sure that even
A adahn woul d not betray him given the opportun-

ity....

He found hinself slipping al nost confortably into
the mood that had possessed hi m nonths before after
his defeat and capture by G anbretan when he had | ed
an arny agai nst Baron Meliadus in Germany. His face
becane frozen, his eyes dull, and he ceased to think

Sonetinmes Yissel da woul d speak and he woul d

answer with an effort, having no words of confort be-
cause he knew that there were none that woul d con-
vince her. Sonetines O adahn would try to nake a
cheerful coment, but the others did not reply, and
eventually he, too, lapsed into silence. Only when,
fromtine to tinme, food was pushed into their nouths
did they show any signs of life.

So the days passed as the caravan trundl ed south-
ward towards the Kanarg.

They had all anticipated this honecoming for

mont hs, but now they | ooked forward to it w thout

j oy. Hawkrmoon knew he had failed in his chosen

m ssion, failed to save the Kamarg, and he was full of
sel f-cont enpt.

Soon they were passing through Italia, and Baron
Mel i adus cal l ed out one day, "The Kamarg we' |

reach before a couple of nights have passed. W are
just crossing the border into France!" And he | aughed.

Chapter Ten
THE FALL OF THE KAMARG

"SIT THEM UP," said Baron Meliadus, "so they can see.”

On horseback, he | eaned over to |look into the
wagon. "Get themup straight,” he told his sweating

me who were westling with the three bodies still clad
in arnor and nmade heavi er by the great weight of
chai ns about them "They do not |ook well," he

added. "And | thought them such hardy spirits!™”

D Averc rode up besi de Baron Meliadus, coughing,

hunched a little in his saddle. "And you're still in poor
condition, D Averc. Did not my apothecary mx you

t he nedi ci ne you asked for?"

"He did, ny lord Baron," D Averc said weakly,
"but it does ne little good."
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"I't should have done, the m xture of herbs you had
himput init." Meliadus returned his attention to the
three prisoners. "See, we have stopped on this hill so
that you could | ook at your honel and."

Hawkrmoon bl i nked in the m dday sunlight, recog-
ni zing the marshl ands of his bel oved Kamarg stretch-
ing and shining away to the horizon

But cl oser he saw the great, sonber watchtowers of
the Kanmarg, the strength of the Kamarg with their

strange weapons of incredible power, whose secrets
were known only to Count Brass. And camped near

them a black mass of men, like so many nmillion ants
ready to sweep in, were the gathered forces of the
Dar k Empire.

"Ch!" sobbed Yisselda. "They can never withstand
so many!"

"An intelligent estimate, ny dear,'' said Baron Mel -

iadus. "You are quite right."

He and his party had cone to a rest on the slopes of

a hill that led gradually down to the plain where the
troops of Ganbretan nmassed. Hawknoon coul d see
infantry, cavalry, engineers, rank upon rank of them
he saw war engi nes of enornous size, huge flame can-
non, ornithopters flapping through the skies in such
nunbers that their shapes blotted out the sun as they
passed over the heads of the onl ookers. Al manner of
met al s had been brought agai nst the peaceful Kamarg,
brass and iron and bronze and steel, tough alloys that
could resist the bite of a flane-lance, gold and sil ver
and platinumand | ead. Vultures marched besi de frogs,
and horses beside noles; there were wolves and boars
and stags and wildcats, eagles and ravens and badgers
and weasels. Silk banners fluttered in the moist, warm
air, bright with the colors of two score of nobles from
all corners of Granbretan. There were yell ows and
pur pl es and bl acks and reds, blue and greens and fl ash-
ing pinks, and the sun caught the jewels of a hundred

t housand eyes and made them fl ash, mal evol ent and

grim

"Aha," | aughed Baron Meliadus. "That arny |

command. |f Count Brass had not refused to aid us
that day, you would all be honored allies of the Dark
Enpire of Granbretan. But because you resisted us—
you wi Il be punished. You thought your weapons and

your towers and the stoic bravery of your nen was
enough to stand agai nst the m ght of G anbretan. Not
enough, Dorian Hawknoon, not enough! See—fy

army, raised by me to coimmit ny vengeance. See,
Hawkroon, and know what a fool you and the rest
were!" He flung back his head and | aughed for a | ong
time. "Trenble, Hawknoon—and you, too, Yisselda—
trenble as your fellows are trenbling now wthin
their towers, for they know those towers nust fall
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they know the Kamarg will be ashes and nud before
tomorrow s sunset. | will destroy the Kamarg if it
means sacrificing nmy entire army!"

And Hawknoon and Yi sselda did trenble, though
it was with grief at the threat of the destruction
foreseen by mad Baron Meli adus.

"Count Brass is dead," said Baron Ml iadus, turning
his horse to ride to the head of his conpany, "And
now dies the Kanarg!" He waved his arm "Forward.
Let them see the carnage!"”

The wagon began to nobve again, bunping down
the hill road to the plain, its prisoners propped in it
with stricken faces and m serabl e eyes.

D Averc continued to ride beside the wagon,

coughi ng ostentatiously. "The Baron's nedicine's not

bad," he said at length. "It should cure the ills of all his
men." And with that enigmatic pronouncenent he

urged his horse into a gallop to reach the head of the
colum and ride beside his master.

Hawknmoon saw strange rays flash fromthe towers

of the Kanmarg and strike into the gathered ranks that
canme agai nst them |eaving scars of snoking ground
where nen had been. He saw the cavalry of the

Kamarg begin to nove up to take its positions, a thin
line of battered GQuardi ans, riding their horned horses,
flame-1ances on their shoul ders. He saw ordinary

townsfol k fromthe settlenents, arned with swords
and axes, coning in the wake of the cavalry. But he
did not see Count Brass, he did not seen von Vill ach,
and he did not see the phil osopher Bowgentle. The
men of the Kamarg marched | eaderless to this |ast
battl e.

He heard the faint sounds of their battle shouts,

com ng over the how s and roars of the attackers, the
crack of cannon and the shriek of flame-Ilances; heard
the clatter of armor and the creak of metal; smelled
beast and man and weapon, marching through the

mud. And then he saw the bl ack hordes pause as a

wall of fire rose into the air before them and scarl et
flam ngoes flew over it, riders aimng flane-|ances at
the cl anki ng ornithopters.

Hawknoon ached to be free, to have the feel of a
sword in his hand and a horse between his legs, to
rally the nmen of the Kamarg, who, even | eaderl ess,
could still resist the Dark Empire, though their num
bers were a fraction of the eneny's. He withed in his
chains, and he cursed in his fury and frustration

Eveni ng cane, and the battle went on. Hawknoon

saw an anci ent black tower struck by a million flanes
fromthe Dark Enpire cannon, saw it sway, topple,

and fall, crashing down to becone rubble suddenly.
And the bl ack hordes cheered.
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Ni ght fell, and the battle went on. The heat of it
reached even to the three in the wagon and brought
sweat to their faces. Around themthe wolf guards sat

I aughing and tal king, certain of victory. Their master
had ridden his horse into the thick of his troops, the
better to see how the battle went, and they brought
out a skin of wine with long straws jutting fromit so
that they could suck the stuff through their nasks. As
the night grew longer, their talk and their |aughter
subsided until, strangely, they all slept.

A adahn remarked on it. "Not like the vigilant
wol ves to sleep so hard. They must be confident."

Hawkrmoon si ghed. "Aye, but it does us no good.
These damed chains are riveted so fast that we have
no hope of escaping."

"What's this?" the voice was D Averc's. "No | onger
optinmistic, Hawkrmoon? | find it hard to believe!"

"Away with you, D Averc," Hawknoon said as the
man energed fromthe darkness to stand beside the
wagon. " Back to lick the boots of your master.

"l had brought this,"” D Averc said in a nock-

aggrieved tone, "to see if it would serve you." He dis-
pl ayed a bul ky object in his hand. "After all, it was
my nedi ci ne that drugged the guards.™

Hawkroon' s eyes narrowed. "Wat's that in your
hand?"

"Ararity | found on the battl eground. Some great
commander's |1'd judge, for there are few of themto

be found these days. It's a kind of flame-1ance, though
smal | enough to be carried in one hand.

"I'"ve heard of them" Hawknoon nodded. " But
what use is it to me? I'min chains, as you see."

"Aye, | noted that. If you'd take a risk, however,
it mght be that | could release you."

"Is this a newtrap, D Averc, that you and Meli -
adus have concoct ed between you?"

"I'"'m hurt, Hawknoon. Wy shoul d you think
t hat ?"

"Because you betrayed us into Meliadus's hands.

You nust have prepared the trap well ahead, when
you spoke to those wolf warriors in that Carpathian
village. You sent themto find their nmaster and ar-
ranged to lead us to that canp where we coul d be
nmost easily captured.”

"Why, it sounds possible," agreed D Averc.
"Though you could see it another way—the wolf war-

riors recognized ne then and followed us, going |ater
to warn their master. | heard the runor at the canp
that Meliadus had cone to find you, decided to tel
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Meliadus | had led you into this trap so that one of us
woul d be free at least." D Averc paused. "How does
that sound?"

"dib."

"Well, yes, it does sound glib. Now, Hawknoon,

there is not nuch tine. Shall | see if | can burn your
chains wi thout burning you, or would you rather

keep your seats for fear of missing a devel opnent in
the battle?"

"Burn the dammed chains,"” Hawknoon said, "for at
|l east with ny hands free |'Il have a chance to choke
you if you lie!"

D Averc brought the little flame-1ance up and di -
rected it at an angle to Hawkmoon's fettered arns.

Then he touched a stud, and a beam of intense heat
sprang fromthe nmuzzle. Hawknmoon felt pain sear his
arm but he gritted his teeth. The pain got worse unti
he felt he must cry out, and then there was a clatter as
one of the links fell to the bottom of the wagon and he
felt some of the weight |eave him An armwas free,

his right arm He rubbed it and al nost yelled as he
touched a part where the arnor had been burned

cl ean through.

"Hurry," murnured D Averc. "Here, hold up an-
other length of chain. It will be easier now"

At | ast Hawknoon was free of the chain, and they
set about releasing Yisselda and then d adahn

D Averc was beconi ng noticeably nore nervous by
the tine they had fini shed.

"l have your swords here," he said, "and new masks
and horses. You nust follow me. And hurry, before
Mel i adus comes back. | had, to tell you the truth, ex-
pected hi m before now "

They crept through the darkness to where the
horses were tethered, donned the nasks, strapped the
swords to their waists, and clinbed into their saddl es.

Then they heard other steeds galloping up the hil
road toward them heard confused shouts and an an-
gry bellow that could only be Mliadus's.

"Quick," D Averc hissed. "W nust ride—ride for
the Kamarg!"

They kicked their horses into a wild gallop and be-

gan to career down the hill toward the nmain battl efield.
"Make way!" D Averc screaned. "Make way! The

force nust nove through. Reinforcenents for the

front!"

Men | eaped aside for their horses as they thundered
t hrough the thick of the canp, cursing the four fig-
ures who rode so heedl essly.

"Make way!" D Averc yelled. "A nmessage for the
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Grand Comander!" He found tinme to turn his head
and call to Hawknoon, "It bores ne to sustain the
same lie!" He yelled again, "Mke way! The potion
for the plague-struck!"

Behi nd them they heard ot her horses as Meliadus
and his men cane in pursuit.

Ahead they could now see that the fighting still
continued, but not with the intensity it had had
earlier.

"Make way!" bell owed D Averc. "Make way for
Baron Meliadus!"

The horses | eaped knots of nen, swept around war
engi nes, galloped through fires, draw ng nearer and
nearer to the Kamarg's towers, while behind them
they could hear Meliadus yelling.

Now t hey reached a point where the horses gal -
| oped over corpses, the fallen of G anbretan, and the
mai n force was now behind them

"Cet the masks off," D Averc called. "It's our only

chance. |If the Kamargi ans recogni ze you and Yi ssel da
intime, they'll hold their fire. If not..."

From out of the darkness cane the bright beam of a
flane-1ance, narrowy m ssing D Averc. Behind them
other flane-lances shot their searing death, ained
doubt | ess by Meliadus's nmen. Hawknoon grappl ed

with the straps of his mask helm nanaged at last to
unloose it and fling it behind him

"Stop!" The voice was Meliadus's, gaining on them
now. "You'll perish by your own forces! Fools!"

More flanme-1ances had opened up fromthe Kamarg
side, illumnating the night with ruddy |light. The
horses rode over the dead, finding it hard going.

D Averc had his head down over his horse's neck, and
Yi ssel da and O adahn were crouching | ow, too, but
Hawkrmoon drew his sword and yell ed, "Men of the
Kamarg! It i s Hawknoon! Hawknoon has returned!"

The flame-1ances did not cease, but they were get-
ing closer and closer to one of the towers now.
D Averc straightened in his saddle.

"Kamargi ans! | bring you Hawkrmoon, who will—=

and fire splashed him He flung up his arnms, cried out,
and began to topple fromhis saddl e. Hawknoon

hastily drew al ongsi de, steadying the body. The arnor
was red-hot, nelted in places, but D Averc seened not
whol |y dead. A faint |augh cane fromthe blistered
lips. "A piece of serious msjudgenent, linking ny for-
tunes with yours, Hawknoon...."

The other two came to a halt, their horses stanping
in confusion. Behind them Baron Meliadus and his
men came cl oser.
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"Take the reins of his horse, 4 adahn," Hawknoon
said. "I'll steady himin his saddle, and we'll see if we
can get closer to the tower."

Fl ame shot out again, this tine fromthe G anbret-
ani an side. "Stop, Hawknoon!"

Hawkroon i gnored the command and noved on,
slowy picking his way through the nud and death al
around him trying to support D Averc.

Hawkrmoon shouted as a great beam of |ight sprang
fromthe tower, "Men of the Kamarg! It is Hawk-
moon—and Yi ssel da, Count Brass's daughter."”

The |ight faded. C oser now cane the horses of
Mel i adus. Yisselda, too, was swaying in her saddle
from exhausti on. Hawknoon prepared to neet the

wol ves of Meli adus.

Then, bursting down an incline, cane about a score
of arnored Guardi ans, the white, horned horses of the
Kamarg under them and they surrounded the four.

One of the Guardi ans peered closely into Hawk-

moon's face, then his eyes lit with joy. "It is ny
| ord Hawknmoon! 1t is Yisselda! Ah—ow our |uck
wi || change!"

Sone di stance away Meliadus and his nen had
paused when they saw the Kamargi ans. Then they
turned and rode into the darkness.

They came to Castle Brass in the norning, when the

pal e sunlight fell on the lagoons and wild bulls

| ooked up from where they drank and watched them

pass. Awind stirred the reeds, making themroll Iike
the sea, and the hill overlooking the town was rich

with grapes and other fruits just beginning to ripen.

On top of the hill stood Castle Brass, solid and old and
seem ngly unchanged by the wars that had raged on

the borders of the province it protected.

They road up the curling white road to the castle,
crossed into the courtyard, where joyous stewards
rushed out to take their horses, then entered the hall
whi ch was full of Count Brass's trophies. It was
strangely cold and silent, and a single figure stood by
the great fireplace waiting for them Although he

smled, his eyes were fearful and his face had aged
much since Hawknoon had | ast seen himwi se Sir
Bowgent | e, the phil osopher-poet.

Bowgent| e enbraced Yi sselda, then gripped Hawk-
nmoon' s hand.

"How i s Count Brass?" Hawknpon asked.

"Physically well, but he has lost the will to live."
Bowgentl e signed for stewards to help D Averc.
"Take himto the roomin the northern tower—the
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sickroom |'Il attend to himas soon as | can. Cone," he
said. "See for yourselves...."

They left O adahn to stay with D Averc and

clinmbed the old stone staircase to the |anding where
Count Brass's apartnments still were. Bowgentle opened
a door and they entered the bedroom

There was a sinple soldier's bed, big and square,

with white sheets and plain pillows. On the pillows

lay a great head that seened carved fromnetal. The

red hair had a little nore gray, the bronzed face was a
trifle paler, but the red nustache was the sane. And
the heavy brow that hung |ike a | edge of rock over

the cave of the deepset gol den brown eyes, that, too,
was the same. But the eyes stared at the ceiling wth-
out blinking, and the lips did not nobve, were set in a
hard |ine.

"Count Brass," murnmured Bowgentle. "Look."

But the eyes remained fixed. Hawknmoon had to

come forward, peer straight into the face, and make
Yi ssel da do |ikew se. "Count Brass, your daughter,
Yi ssel da, has returned, and Dorian Hawkmoon, too."

Fromthe lips now cane a runbling nurmur, "More
illusions. |I'd thought the fever past, Bowgentle."

"So it is, ny |lord—these are not phantons."

The eyes noved now to | ook at them "Am | dead
at last and joined with you, ny children?"

"You are on earth, Count Brass!" Hawknmoon said

Yi ssel da bent and ki ssed her father on the I|ips.
"There, father—an earthly kiss."

Gradually the hard line of the Iips began to nelt,

until a smile was there, then a wide grin. Then the

body heaved under the clothes, and suddenly Count

Brass was sitting upright. "Ah! It's true. |I'd | ost hope!
Fool that I am 1'd lost hope!" He |aughed now, sud-
denly alive with vitality.

Bowgent| e was astoni shed. "Count Brass— thought
you but a pace fromthe door of death!"

"So | was, Bowgentle—but |'ve | eaped back from
it, as you see. Leaped a | ong way. How goes the
si ege, Hawknmoon?'

"Badly for us, Count Brass, but better, I'll wager,
now we three are together again!"

"Aye. Bowgentle, have ny arnor brought. And
where is nmy sword?"

"Count Brass—you nust still be weak.

"Then bring nme food—a great deal of food—-and
I"lI'l fortify nyself while we talk." And Count Brass
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sprang fromhis bed to enbrace his daughter and her
bet r ot hed.

In the hall they ate while Dorian Hawknmoon tol d

Count Brass all that had befallen himsince | eaving the
castle so many mont hs before. Count Brass, in turn,

told of his tribulations with, it had seened, the entire
m ght of the Dark Enpire to contend with. He told

of von Villach's |ast battle and how the old nan had
died bravely, at the cost of a score of Dark Enpire
lives, how he, hinself, had been wounded, how he

had | earned of Yisselda's di sappearance and | ost the
will to live.

d adahn cane down then and was introduced. He

said that D Averc was badly hurt but that Bowgentle
t hought he woul d recover

On the whole it was a cheerful honecom ng, but
marred by the know edge that on the borders the
Guardi ans were fighting for their lives, alnost cer-
tainly fighting a losing battle.

Count Brass had by this time donned his arnor of
brass and strapped on his huge broadsword. He tow
ered above the others as he stood up and said, "Cone,
Hawknoon, Sir O adahn, we nust to the battlefield
and | ead our nen to victory."

Bowgent | e si ghed. "Two hours ago | thought you
all but dead—now you ride to battle. You are not well
enough, sir."

"My sickness was of the spirit, not the flesh, and
that's cured now," roared Count Brass. "Horses! Tel
themto bring our horses, Sir Bowgentle!"

Though hinsel f weary, Hawknoon found renewed

vigor as he followed the old man fromthe castle. He
blew a kiss to Yisselda, and then they were in the
courtyard, nounting the horses that would bear them
to the battlefield.

They rode hard, the three of them through the

secret pathways of the marshlands, with huge cl ouds

of giant flani ngoes passing through the air over their
heads, herds of wild horned horses gallopi ng away
fromthem Count Brass waved a gl oved hand. "Such
aland is worth defending with all we have. Such
peace is worth protecting."”

Soon they heard the sounds of warfare and canme to
where the Dark Enpire drove against the towers
They reined in when they saw the worst.

Count Brass spoke in a stricken whisper. "Ilnpossi-
ble," he said.

But it was true
The towers had fallen. Each |l ay broken, a pile of

snoki ng masonry. The survivors were even now
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bei ng pressed back, though they battled bravely.

"This is the fall of the Kamarg," said Count Brass
in the voice of an old man.

Chapter El even
RETURN COF THE WARRI OR

Now ONE OF the captains saw them and cane riding

up. His arnmor was in tatters and his sword broken, but
there was joy in his face. "Count Brass! At |ast! Cone
sir, we nmust rally the men—drive the Dark Enpire

dogs back!"

Hawkrmoon saw Count Brass force hinmself to smle,
draw hi s great broadsword, and say, "Aye, Captain.
See if you can find a herald or two to tell all that
Count Brass is back!"

A cheer went up fromthe hard-pressed Kamar-

gi ans as Count Brass and Hawknoon appeared, and

they held their ground, even drove the G anbretan-

i ans back in places. Count Brass, w th Hawknmoon and

A adahn following, rode into the thick of his nen,
once again the invincible man of netal. "Aside, |ads!"
he called. "Aside and let ne get at the eneny!"

Count Brass grabbed his own battered standard

froma nearby rider, and with this balanced in the
crook of his arm his sword waving, he drove forward
at the mass of beast nasks ahead.

Hawkroon rode up beside him and they made a
menaci ng, al nost supernatural pair, the one in his

flam ng arnmor of brass and the other with the bl ack
jewel inbedded in his forehead, their swords rising
and falling on the heads of the tightly packed G an-
bretan infantry. And when another figure joined

them a stocky man with fur covering his face and a
flashing saber striking here and there |like |ightning,
they seened a trio out of nythol ogy, unnerving the
beast warriors of Ganbretan so that they fell back

Hawknoon searched about for Meliadus, swearing
that he would certainly kill himthis time, but he
coul d not see himfor the nonent.

Gauntl eted hands tried to drag himfrom his saddl e,
but his sword slipped through eyeholes, split hel ns,
and sliced heads fromtheir shoul ders.

The day wore, and the fighting continued w thout

respite. Hawknmoon swayed in his saddle now, battle-

weary and hal f-dazed with pain froma dozen m nor

cuts and a great nany bruises. H's horse was killed,

but the weight of men surrounding hi mwas so great

that he sat it for half an hour before he realized it was
dead. Then he sprang off it and continued fighting

on foot.

He knew that no matter how many he and the
others killed, they were outnunbered and ill -equi p-
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ped. Gradually they were being driven farther and
farther back.

"Ah," he murnured to himself, "if only we had a
few hundred fresh troops, we mght win the day. By
the Runestaff, we need aid!"

Suddenly a strange el ectric sensation ran through

hi s body, and he gasped, recognizing what was hap-
pening to him realizing that he had unconsciously in-
voked the Runestaff. The Red Amul et, which now

gl owed at his neck, spreading red light on the arnor
of his enem es, was now transmtting power into his

body. He | aughed and began to hew around himw th
fantastic strength, cutting back the circle of warriors
attacking him H's sword snapped, but he grabbed a

| ance froma horseman riding at him dragged its

owner fromhis saddle, and, swinging the lance like a
sword, junped onto the horse and resuned the

att ack.

"Hawkmoon! Hawkmoon!" he cried using the old
battlecry of his ancestors. "Hai —d adahn—€ount
Brass!" He gouged his way through the beast-nasked
warriors between hinself and his friends. Count
Brass's standard still swayed in its owner's hand.

"Drive them back!" Hawkroon yelled. "Drive
them back to our borders!"

Then Hawknbon was everywhere, a whirling

bringer of death. He raced through the ranks of
Granbretan, and where he passed there were only
corpses. A great nuttering went up fromthe eneny
then, and they began to falter

Soon they were falling back, sone actually running
fromthe field. And then the figure of Baron Meliadus
appeared, crying out to themto turn to stand and to
fight.

"Back!" he cried. "You cannot fear so few" But

the tide was conpletely on the turn now, and he him
sel f was caught by it, borne back by his retreating
nmen.

They fled in terror fromthe pal e-faced kni ght

whose sword fell everywhere, in whose skull a black

j ewel shone and at whose throat hung an amul et of

scarlet fire, whose fierce horse reared over their heads.
They had heard, too, that he shouted the nane of a

dead man—that he, hinself, was a dead man, Dorian
Hawkrmoon, who had fought against them at Koln

and al nost defeated themthere, who had defied the

Ki ng- Enperor hinmsel f, who had nearly slain Baron
Mel i adus and had, in fact, defeated himnore than
once. Hawknoon! It was the only nane the Dark
Enpire feared

"Hawkrmoon! Hawkmoon!" The figure held its
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sword high as its horse reared again. "Hawknoon!"

Possessed of the power of the Red Amul et, Hawk-

moon chased the fleeing arny, and he | aughed wildly
with a mad triunph. Behind himrode Count Brass,
terrible in his red-gold arnor, his huge bl ade dri pping
with the blood of his foes; O adahn, grinning through
his fur, bright eyes gl eam ng, saber slick with gore;
and behind themthe jubilant forces of the Kamarg, a
handful of men jeering at the mighty arny they had

rout ed.

Now t he power of the anmul et began to fade from
Hawkrmoon, and he felt his pains return, felt the
weariness again, but nowit did not matter, for they
had cone to the border, marked by the ruined towers,
and watched their enemes in flight.

a adahn | aughed. "CQur victory, Hawknoon."

Count Brass frowned. "Aye—but not one we can
sustain. W nmust withdraw, regroup, find sone safer
ground to stand, for we will not beat themagain in
the open field."

"You are right," nodded Hawknoon. "Now t hat

the towers have fallen we need to find another spot
wel | defended—and there is only one | can think

of. . . ." He glanced at the Count.

"Aye—€astl e Brass," agreed the old nan. "W nust

send word to all the towns and villages of the Kamarg
to tell the people to bring their goods and stock to
Ai gues-Mrtes under the protection of the castle..

"WIIl we be able sustain so many for a |ong siege?"
Hawknoon asked.

"W shall see," Count Brass replied, watching the
distant army beginning to regroup. "But at |east they
wi || have sone protection when the Dark Enpire

troops flood over our Kamarg."

There were tears in his eyes as he turned his horse
and began to ride back to the castle.

From the bal cony of his rooms in the eastern tower,
Hawkroon wat ched the people driving their live-

stock into the protection of the old town of Ai gues-
Mortes. Most of themwere corralled in the anphi-
theater at one end of the town. Sol diers brought in
provi sions and hel ped folk with their | oaded carts. By
evening all but a few had entered the safety of the
wal | s, crowdi ng into houses or camping in the streets.
Hawkrmoon prayed that plague or panic mght not set

in, for such a crowd mght be hard to control

A adahn joi ned himon the bal cony, pointing to the
northeast. "Look," he said. "Flying nachines." And
Hawkrmoon saw t he om nous shapes of Dark Enpire
ornithopters flapping over the horizon, a certain sign
that the arny of Granbretan was on the nove
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By nightfall, they could see the cooking fires of the
nearest troops.

"Tonorrow, " said Hawknoon. "It could be our
| ast battle."

They went down to the hall, where Bowgentle

tal ked to Count Brass. Food had been prepared, as |av-
ishly as ever. The two nen turned as Hawknmoon and

O adahn entered the hall

"How i s D Averc?" Hawknoon asked.

"Stronger," Bowgentle said. "He has an excellent
constitution, says he would Iike to get up to eat to-
night. | said he mght."

Yi ssel da cane through the outer door. "I've spoken
to the wonen," she said, "and they say all are now

within the walls. W have enough provisions to | ast as
much as a year, if we slaughter the stock...."

Count Brass smled sadly. "It will take less than a
year to decide this battle. And howis the spirit in the
town?"

"Good," she said, "now that they have heard of

your victory today and know you both to be alive."

" "It is as well," Count Brass said heavily, "that they
do not know that tonorrow they die. O if not to-
nmorrow, the next day. W cannot stand agai nst such

a weight of soldiers for long, ny dear. Mst of our
flam ngoes are dead, so we have virtually no protec-
tion in the air. Mdst of our Guardians are dead, and
the troops we have left are all but untrained."

Bowgent | e si ghed. "And we thought the Kamarg
coul d never fall...."

"You are too certain that it will," said a voice from
the stairs, and there was D Averc, pale and dressed in a
| oose, fawn-col ored gown, |inping down to the hall

"I'n such spirits you are bound to |l ose. You could try

to talk of victory, at least."

"You are right, Sir Huillam" Count Brass changed
his mood with an effort of will. "And we coul d eat
some of this good food here to give us energy for to-
morrow s struggle.”

"How are you, D Averc?" Hawkmoon asked as
they seated thensel ves at the board.

"Wel | enough,"” said D Averc lightly. "I think I can
manage sone small refreshnents.” And he began to
heap his plate with neat.

They ate in silence, for the nost part, relishing the
meal that many felt would be their |ast.

When Hawknmoon | ooked from his w ndow t he
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next norning, it was to see the marshl ands overlaid
with nmen. In the night, the Dark Enpire had crept up

close to their walls, and, now it was readying itself to
the assault.

Qui ckl y Hawknoon donned cl ot hes and arnor and

went down to the hall, where he found D Averc al -
ready encased in his patched arnor, O adahn cl eani ng
his bl ade, and Count Brass di scussing sone feature of
the coming canpaign with two of his renmining
capt ai ns.

There was an at nmosphere of tension in the hall, and the nmen spoke to one another in nurmnurs.

Yi ssel da appeared and called to himsoftly, "Dori-
an..." He turned and ran up the stairs to the | anding
on which she stood, taking her in his arns and hol di ng
her cl ose, kissing her gently on the forehead. "Dori -
an," she said, "let us be nmarried before..."

"Aye," he said quietly. "Let us find Bowgentle."

They found the phil osopher in his quarters reading
a book. He | ooked up as they entered and smiled at
them They told himwhat they wanted, and he laid
down his book. "I had hoped for the grand cere-
mony, " he said, "but | understand."

And he made them join hands and kneel before him
whi |l e he spoke the words of his own composition that
had al ways been used in marriages since he and his
friend the Count had conme to Castle Brass.

When it was done, Hawknoon stood up and ki ssed

Yi ssel da agai n. Then he said, "Look after her, Bow
gentle,"” and left the roomto join his friends, who
were already |leaving the hall for the courtyard.

As they nounted their horses a great shadow sud-
denly darkened the courtyard, and they heard the
creaking and clattering overhead that could only be a
Dark Enpire ornithopter. A bolt of flanme |eapt from
it and splashed on the cobbles, narrowy missing

Hawkrmoon and causing his horse to rear, nostrils flar-
ing and eyes rolling.

Count Brass brought up the flane-lance w th which

he had al ready equi pped hinself and touched the stud,
and red fire struck upwards at the flying machine.

They heard the pilot screamand saw the thing's w ngs
cease to work. It glided out of sight, and they heard it
crash at last on the side of the hill.

"l nmust station flanme-lancers in the towers," Count

Brass said. "They'll have the best chance of striking
back at the ornithopters. Cone, gentlenen—tet's to the
battle."

And as they left the castle walls and rode down to
the town, they saw the huge tide of men was already
washing at the walls of the town where Kamarg war -
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riors fought desperately to drive it back

O nithopters, fashioned |ike grotesque netal birds,
wheel ed over the town, pouring down flane into the
streets, and the air becane filled with the screans of
the townsfol k, the roar of flame-Ilances, and the clash
of metal against netal. Black snoke hung over

Ai gues-Mrtes, and in places houses were already
bur ni ng.

Hawkrmoon | ed the charge down to the town and

pushed t hrough frightened wonen and children to

gain the walls and join in the fight. El sewhere were
Count Brass, D Averc, and QO adahn, hel ping to resist
the force that tried to crush the town.

There canme a desperate roar fromone portion of

the wall and an echoing cheer of triunph, and Hawk-
nmoon began to run in that direction, seeing that a
hol e had been breached in the defenses and Dark Em
pire warriors, in helnms of wolf and bear, were gush-
i ng through.

Hawkrmoon nmet them and they wavered instantly,

renenbering his earlier exploits. He was no | onger
equi pped with superhuman strength, but he used the
pause to cry his ancestral battleshout, "Hawknoon!
Hawkrmoon! " and | eap at them sword neeting netal,
fl esh, and bone and driving them back through the
br each.

So they fought all day, holding the town even as
their nunbers rapidly dropped, and when the night
fell and the Dark Enpire troops wthdrew Hawk-
moon knew, as they all knew, that the next norning
must bring defeat.

Wearily, Hawknmoon, Count Brass, and the others

|l ed their horses back up the winding road to the

castle, their hearts heavy as they thought of all the in-
nocents slaughtered that day and of all the innocents
who woul d be sl aughtered tonorrow—+f they were

| ucky enough to die.

Then they heard a gal |l opi ng horse behind them and
turned on the slope, swords ready, to see the strange

figure of a tall rider conming up the hill toward the
castle. He had a |l ong hel mthat conpletely encased
his face, and his arnmor was wought all in jet and gold.

Hawknmoon scow ed. "What does that traitorous thief
want ? "he said.

The Warrior in Jet and Gold pulled up his big

horse nearby. Hi s deep, vibrant voice canme from
within his helmet then. "Greetings, defenders of the
Kamarg. | see the day goes badly for you. Baron Meli -
adus will defeat you tonorrow. "

Hawkrmoon wi ped his forehead with a rag. "No
need to make so much of the obvious, Warrior. What
have you come to steal this tinme?"
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"Nothing," said the warrior. "I have conme to de-
Iiver something." He reached behind himand pro-
duced Hawkmoon's battered saddl ebags.

Hawkrmoon's spirits rose, and he | eaned forward to
take the saddl ebags, opening one to | ook inside.
There, wapped in a cloak, was the object he had been
given so long ago by Rinal. It was safe. He pulled
back the cloak and saw the crystal unshattered.

"But why did you take it in the first place?" he
asked.

"Let us go to Castle Brass, and there | will explain
all to you," said the warrior.

In the hall the warrior stood up by the fireplace
while the others sat in various positions around him
| i stening.

"At the Mad God's castle," began the warrior, "I

| eft you because | knew that with the aid of the Mad
CGod' s beasts you could soon be safely away from
there. But | knew ot her hazards |ay ahead for you
and suspected that you might be captured. Therefore,
| decided to take the object Rinal gave you and keep
it safe until you should return to the Kanmarg."

"And | had thought you a thief!" Hawknoon sai d.
"I amsorry, Warrior."

"But what is the object?" Count Brass asked.

"An ancient machine," the Warrior said, "produced
by one of the npbst sophisticated sciences ever to
energe on this earth."

"A weapon?" Count Brass asked.

"No. It is a device which can warp whol e areas of

rime and space and shift theminto other dinensions.
Wil e the machine exists, it can exert this power, but
should it, by m schance, be destroyed, then the area it
has warped falls imedi ately back into the tine and
space original to it."

"And how is it operated?" Hawknobon asked, re-
menbering suddenly that he had no such know edge.

"It is difficult to explain, since you would recognize
none of the words | would use,” said the Warrior in
Jet and Gold. "But Rinal has taught nme its use, anong
other things, and I can work it."

"But for what purpose?" D Averc asked. "To shift
the troubl esone Baron and his nmen to sone |inbo
where they will not trouble us again?"

"No," said the Warrior. "I wll explain-"

The doors burst open, and a battered sol di er rushed
into the hall. "Master," he cried to Count Brass, "it
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is Baron Meliadus under a flag of truce. He would
parley with you at the town walls."

"l have nothing to say to him" Count Brass said.

"He says that he intends to attack at night. That he

can have the walls down within an hour, for he has

fresh troops held back for the purpose. He says that

if you deliver your daughter, Hawknoon, D Averc,

and yourself into his hands, he will be lenient with the
rest.”

Count Brass thought for a nmonent, but Hawknoon

broke in, "It is useless to consider such a bargain,
Count Brass. We both know of Meliadus's penchant

for treachery. He seeks only to denoralize the folks
to make his victory easier."

Count Brass sighed. "But if what he says is true,
and | cannot doubt that it is, he will have the walls
down shortly and we all perish."

"Wth honor, at least,"” said D Averc.

"Aye," said Count Brass with a sonewhat sardonic

smle. "Wth honor, at least." He turned to the cou-
rier. "Tell Baron Meliadus that we still do not wish to
speak with him™"

The warrior bowed. "I will, my lord." He left the
hal | .

"We had best return to the walls," said Count Brass,
rising wearily just as Yisselda entered the room

"Ah, Father, Dorian—you are both safe."

Hawkrmoon enbraced her. "But now we nust go

back," he said softly. "Meliadus is about to |aunch an-
ot her attack."

"WAait," said the Warrior in Jet and Gold. "I have
yet to describe ny plan to you."

Chapter Twel ve
ESCAPE TO LI MBO

BARON MELI ADUS SM LED when he heard the cou-
rier's nessage

"Very well,"” he said to his stewards, "let the whole
town be destroyed and as many of its inhabitants

taken alive to give us sport on our victory day." He
turned his horse back to where his fresh troops awaited
hi m

"Move forward," he said, and watched as they be-
gan to flow towards the dooned town and the castle
beyond.

He saw the fires on the town walls, the few soldiers
wai ting, knowing with certainty that they would die
now. He saw the graceful outlines of the castle that
had once protected the town so well, and he chuck-
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|l ed. There was a warnth inside him for he had | onged
for this victory ever since he had been ejected from
the castle sone two years earlier

Now hi s troops had nearly reached the walls, and
he kicked his horse's flanks to nmake it npbve down so
that he could see the battle better.

Then he frowned. There seened sonethi ng wong
with the light, for the outline of town and castle had
apparently wavered in a nost alarm ng fashion

He opened his mask and rubbed at his eyes, then
| ooked agai n.

The sil houette of Castle Brass and Ai gues-Mortes

seenmed to glow, first pink, then pale red, then scarlet,
and Baron Meliadus felt |ightheaded. He |icked his

dry lips and feared for his sanity.

The troops had paused in their attack and nutter-

ing to thensel ves and backi ng away fromthe place.

The entire town and the hillside and castle it sur-
rounded were now a flam ng blue. The blue began to
fade, and fading with it went Castle Brass and Ai gues-
Mortes. A wild wind blew, knocking Baron Meliadus

back in his saddl e.

He cried out, "Quards! Wat has happened?”

"The pl ace has-has vanished, ny lord," canme a
nervous voice

"Vani shed! | npossible. How can a whole town and
a hill vanish? It is still there. They have erected sone
ki nd of screen around the place."

Baron Meliadus rode wildly down to where the

town wall s had been, expecting to neet a barrier, but
none bl ocked him and his horse tranpled over only
mud that |ooked as if it had been recently plowed.

"They have escaped ne!" he how ed. "But how?
VWhat science aids then? What power can they have
that is greater than m ne?"

The troops had begun to turn back. Sone were

runni ng. But Baron Meliadus di smounted fromhis

horse, hands outstretched, trying to feel for the van-
i shed towmn. He screaned with fury and wept with

i mpotent rage, falling at last to his knees in the nud
and shaking his fist at where Castle Brass had been

"I will find you, Hawknobon—and your friends.

will bring all the scientific know edge of Granbretan
to bear on this search. And | will follow you, if needs
be, to whatever place you have escaped to, whether it

be on this earth or beyond it, and you will know ny
vengeance. By the Runestaff, | swear this!"

And then he | ooked up as he heard the thunp of a
horse's hooves riding past him thought he saw a figure
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flash by in arnor of jet and gold, thought he heard
ghostly ironic laughter, and then the rider, too had
vani shed.

Baron Meliadus rose up fromhis knees and | ooked
around himfor his horse.

"Ch, Hawknoon," he said through cl enched teeth.
"Ch, Hawkmoon, | will catch thee!"

Again he had sworn by the Runestaff, as on that
fateful nmorning two years before. And his action had
set in motion a new pattern of history. H's second
oath strengthened that pattern, whether it favored
Mel i adus or Hawknoon, and hardened all their des-
tinies alittle nore strongly.

Baron Meliadus found his horse and returned to his
canmp. Tonorrow he woul d | eave for G anbretan and

the labyrinth | aboratories of the Order of the Snake.
Sooner or later he would be bound to find a way
through to the vani shed Castle Brass, he told hinself.

Yi ssel da | ooked t hrough the w ndow i n wonder -
ment, her face alight with joy; Hawknoon snil ed
down at her and hugged her to him

Behi nd them Count Brass coughed and said, "To

tell you the truth, ny children, I"'ma little disturbed
by all this—this science. Were did that fell ow say we
wer e?"

"In sone other Kamarg, father," said Yisselda.

The view fromthe wi ndow was m sty. Though the

town and the hillside were solid enough, the rest was
not. Beyond it they could see, as if through a bl ue
radi ance, shining | agoons and wavi ng reeds, but they
were of transforned colors, no |onger of sinple greens

and yellows, but of all the colors of the rainbow and
wi t hout the substance of the castle and its surrounds.

"He said we night explore it," said Hawknoon.
"So it must be nmore tangible than it | ooks."

D Averc cleared his throat. "I'lIl stay here and in the
town, | think. What say you, d adahn?"

A adahn grinned. "I think so—dntil |'mnore used
toit, at least.”

"Wll, I"'mwith you," said Count Brass. He
| aughed. Still, we're safe, eh? And all the folk, too.
We've that to be grateful for."

"Aye," said Bowgentle thoughtfully. "But we nust

not underestimate the scientific prowess of G an-
bretan. If there is a way of follow ng us here, they
will find it—be sure of that."

Hawknoon nodded. "You are right, Bowgentle."
He pointed to Rinal's gift, which lay nowin the cen-
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ter of the enpty dining table, outlined in the strange,
pal e blue light that flooded through the w ndows.

"W nust keep that in our safest vault. Renenber

what the warrior said—+f it is destroyed, we find our-
sel ves back again in our own space and tinme."

Bowgentl e went over to the machine and gently
picked it up. "I will see that it is safe," he said.

When he had | eft, Hawknoon turned again to | ook
through the wi ndow, fingering the Red Anul et.

"The warrior said that he would conme again with a
message and a mission for nme," he said. "I amin no
doubt now that | serve the Runestaff, and when the
warrior cones, | shall have to | eave Castle Brass, |eave
this sanctuary, and return again to the world. You

must be prepared for that, Yisselda."

"Let us not speak of it now, " she said, "but cele-
brate, instead, our narriage."

"Aye, let us do that," he said with a smle. But he
could not shut entirely fromhis mnd the know edge

that sonmewhere, separated from him by subtle bar-
riers, the world still existed and was still in danger
fromthe Dark Enpire. Though he appreciated the
respite, the tine to spend with the woman he | oved,

he knew t hat soon he nust return to that world and

do battle once nore with the forces of G anbretan

But for the nmonment, he woul d be happy.
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