file:///F|/rah/Michael %620M oorcock/M oorcock,%20M i chael %20-%20Runestaf f%6203%20-%20T he%620Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt

Book 3 of The Runestaff
The Sword of The Dawn
by M chael Mborcock

Contents
Book One
1 The Last Gty 9
2 The Fl am ngoes' Dance 13
3 El vereza Tozer 19
4 FIl ana M kosevaar 27
5 Tar agorm 30
6 The Audi ence 33
7 The Emissaries 39
8 Mel i adus at the Palace of Time 48
9 Interlude at Castle Brass 54
10 The Sights of Londra 56
11 Thoughts of the Countess Flana 59
12 A Revel ation 60
13 Ki ng Huon's Di spl easure 66
14 The Wastes of Yel 69
15 The Deserted Cavern 77
16 Mygan of LI andar 86
Book Two
1 Zhenak- Teng 97
2 The Char Ki 103
3 The Sayou Ri ver 108
4 Val jon of Starvel 114
5 Pahl Bewchar d 127
6 Nar | een 132
7 The Bl aze 140
8 The Walls of Starvel 146
9 The Tenple of Batach Gerandiun 152
10 A Friend fromthe Shadows 160
11 The Parting 170
BOOK ONE

file:/lIF|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,%...%203%20-%20The%20Sword%200{%20The%20Dawn.txt (1 of 122) [1/19/03 6:42:15 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %620M oorcock/M oorcock,%20M i chael %20-%20Runestaf f%6203%20-%20T he%620Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt

WHEN THAT ASPECT of the Eternal Chanpion

call ed Dori an Hawknoon, |ast Duke of Koln, ripped
the Red Anulet fromthe throat of the Mad God

and made that powerful thing his own, he returned
with Huillam D Averc and O adahn of the Mountains
to the Kamarg where Count Brass, his daughter Yis-
sel da, his friend Bowgentle the phil osopher and al
their people underwent siege fromthe hordes of the
Dark Empire |l ed by Hawknoon's ol d enemy Baron

Mel i adus of Kroiden.

So powerful had the Dark Enpire grown that it
threatened to destroy even the well-protected province
of the Kamarg. If that happened, it would nean that
Mel i adus woul d take Yisselda for his own and sl ay
slowy all the rest, turning the Kanarg to a waste of
ash. Only by the mighty force rel eased by the ancient
machi ne of the wraith-folk which could warp whol e
areas of tine and space were they saved by shifting

i nto anot her dinension of the Earth.

And so they found sanctuary. Sanctuary in sone

ot her Kamarg, where the evil and horror of G anbretan
did not exist; but they knew that if ever the crystal ma-
chine were destroyed, they would be plunged back into
the chaos of their own tinme and space.

For a while they lived in joyful relief at their es-
cape, but gradual ly Hawknmoon began to finger his
sword and wonder at the fate of his own world .

—Fhe High History of the Runestaff

Chapter One
THE LAST CTY

THE GRIM RIDERS spurred their battle-steeds up
the muddy slopes of the hill, coughing as their |ungs
took in the thick black smoke rising fromthe valley.

It was evening, the sun was setting, and their gro-
tesque shadows were long. In the twilight, it seened
that gigantic beast-headed creatures rode the horses.

Each ri der bore a banner, stained by war, each wore

a huge beast-mask of jewelled netal and heavy arnour

of steel, brass and silver, enblazoned with its wearer's
devi ce, battered and bl oodi ed, and each gauntl eted

right hand gripped a weapon on whi ch was encrusted

the remains of a hundred innocents.

The six horsemen reached the top of the hill and
dragged their snorting mounts to a halt, stabbing their
banners into the earth where they flapped |like the

wi ngs of birds of prey in the hot wind fromthe valley.

Wl f-mask turned to stare at Fly-nmask, Ape gl anced

at Goat, Rat seened to grin at Hound—a grin of

triunph. The Beasts of the Dark Enpire, each a War-

| ord of thousands, |ooked beyond the valley and be-

yond the hills to the sea, |ooked back at the blazing city
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bel ow t hem where, faintly, they could hear the wails
of the slaughtered and the tornented.

The sun set, night fell arid the flames burned bright-
er, reflected in the dark netal of the masks of the
Lords of G anbretan.

"Well, my lords," said Baron Meliadus, G and Con-
stable of the Oder of, the Wlf, Commander of the

Arny of Conquest, his deep, vibrant voice booning
fromw thin his great mask, "well, we have conquered
al | Europe now. "

Mygel Hoist, skeletal Archduke of Londra, head of

whi ch he had barely escaped with his life, |aughed,
the Order of the CGoat, veteran of the Kamarg, from
"Aye—all Europe. Not an inch of it is not ours. And
now great parts of the East belong to us also." The
CGoat hel mnodded as if in satisfaction, the ruby eyes
catching the firelight, flashing malignantly.

"Soon," merrily growl ed Adaz Pronp, Master of the
Order of the Hound, "all the world will be ours. Al."

The Barons of G anbretan, nasters of a continent,
tacticians and warriors of ferocious courage and skill
careless of their own lives, corrupt of soul and nmad of
brain, haters of all that was not in decay, w elders of
power without nmorality, force without justice, chuckled
with gl oony pleasure as they watched the | ast Euro-
pean city to withstand themcrunble and die. It had
been an old city. It had been call ed Athena.

"Al," said Jerek Nankenseen, Warlord of the O der
of the Fly, "save the hidden Kamarg ..."

And Baron Meliadus |ost his hunor then, nmade al -
nmost as if he would strike his fell ow warl ord.

Jerek Nankenseen's bejewell ed Fly-nmask turned a

little to regard Meliadus and the voice fromwithin the
mask was baiting. "Is it not enough that you have
chased them away, ny |ord Baron?"

"No," snarled the Wlf of Wlves. "Not enough."

"They can offer us no nenace," nurnured Baron

Brenal Farnu of the Rat helm "From what our scien-
tists divined, they exist in a dinension beyond Earth,
in some other tinme or space. W cannot reach them and
they cannot reach us. Let us enjoy our triunph, un-
marred by thoughts of Hawknmoon and Count

Brass..."

"I cannot!"
"Or is it another nanme that haunts thee, brother

Bar on?" Jer ek Nankenseen nobcked the nan who had

been his rival in nore than one anpbrous encounter in
Londra. "The nane of the fair one, Yisselda? Is it |ove
that noves you, ny lord? Sweet |ove?"
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For a monent the Wl f did not reply, but the hand

that gripped the sword tightened as if in fury. Then
the rich, mnusical voice spoke and it had recovered its
composure, was alnost light in tone.

"Vengeance, Baron Jerek Nankenseen, is what noti-
vates nme..."

"You are a nobst passionate nman, Baron . . ." Jerek
Nankenseen sai d dryly.

Mel i adus sheat hed his sword suddenly and reached

out to grasp his banner, wenching it fromthe earth.
"They have insulted our King-Enperor, our |and—

and nyself. | will have the girl for ny pleasure, but in
no soft spirit will | take her, no weak enotion will
nmotivate ne..."

"COf course not," murnured Jerek Nankenseen, a
hi nt of patronage in his voice

". . . And as for the others, | will have ny pleasure
with them also—n the prison vaults of Londra. Do-

ri an Hawknoon, Count Brass, the phil osopher Bow
gentl e, the unhuman one, O adahn of the Bul gar Mun-
tains, and the traitor Huillam D Averc—all these shal
suffer for many years. That | have sworn by the Rune-
staff!”

There was a sound behind them They turned to

peer through the flickering |ight and saw a canopied lit-
ter being borne up the hill by a dozen Athenan prison-
ers of war who were chained to its poles. In the litter

| ounged the unconventional Shenegar Trott, Count of
Sussex. Count Shenegar al nost disdai ned the wearing

of a mask at all, and as it was he wore a silver one
scarcely larger than his head, fashioned to resenble, in
caricature, his own visage. He belonged to no O der

and was tol erated by the King-Enmperor and his Court
because of his i mense richness and al nost super hu-

man courage in battle—yet he gave the appearance, in
his jewel ed robes and | azy manner, of a besotted f ool
He, even nore than Meliadus, had the confidence (such
as it was) of the King-Enperor Huon, for his advice
was al nost al ways excellent. He had plainly heard the
| ast part of the exchange and spoke banteringly.

"A dangerous oath to swear, my lord Baron," said he
softly. "One that could, by all counts, have repercus-
sions on he who swears it..."

"I swore the oath with that know edge," replied M-
liadus. "I shall find them Count Shenegar, never fear."

"I canme to remnd you, ny lords," said Shenegar
Trott, "that our King-Enperor grows inpatient to see
us and hear our report that all Europe is now his
property."”

"I will ride for Londra instantly," Meliadus said.
"For there | may consult our sorcerer-scientists and
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di scover a neans of hunting out ny foes. Farewell,
my lords."

He dragged at his horse's reins, turning the beast and
gal | opi ng back down the hill, watched by his peers.

The beast-masks noved together in the firelight. "His
singular nentality could destroy us all," whispered one.

"What matter?" chuckl ed Shenegar Trott, "so |ong
as all is destroyed with us ..."

The answering | aughter was wild, ringing fromthe
jewel ed helms. It was insane |aughter, tinged as nuch
with self-hatred as with hatred of the worl d.

For this was the great power of the Lords of the

Dark Empire, that they valued nothing on all the Earth,
no human quality, nothing within or w thout them

sel ves. The spreadi ng of conquest and desol ati on, of
terror and tornent, was their staple entertainment, a
means of enploying their hours until their spans of life
were ended. For them warfare was nerely the nost
satisfactory way of easing their ennui

Chapter Two

THE FLAM NGOES
DANCE

AT DAWN, WHEN cl ouds of giant scarlet flamn-

goes rose fromtheir nests of reeds and wheel ed t hrough
the sky in bizarre ritual dances, Count Brass woul d
stand on the edge of the marsh and stare over the water
at the strange configurations of dark | agoons and tawny
i slands that seemed to himlike hieroglyphs in sone

pri meval | anguage.

The ontol ogical revelations that mght exist in these
patterns had always intrigued him and of |ate he had
taken to studying the birds, reeds and | agoons, attenpt-
ing to divine the key to this cryptic | andscape.

The | andscape, he thought, was coded. In it he night
find the answers to the dil enma of which even he was
only hal f-conscious; find, perhaps, the revelation that
woul d tell himwhat he needed to know of the grow ng
threat he felt was about to engulf himboth psychically
and physically.

The sun rose, brightening the water with its pale
l'ight, and Count Brass heard a sound, turned, and saw
hi s daughter Yissel da, gol den-haired nmadonna of the

| agoons, an al nost preternatural figure in her flow ng
bl ue gown, riding bareback her white horned Kanmarg
horse and smling nysteriously as if she, too, knew
some secret that he could never fully conprehend.

Count Brass sought to avoid the girl by stepping out

briskly along the shore, but already she was riding
cl ose to him and wavi ng.
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"Father—you're up early! Not for the first tine re-
cently."

Count Brass nodded, turned again to contenpl ate

the waters and the reeds, |ooked up suddenly at the
dancing birds as if to catch them by surprise, or by
sone instinctive flash of divination |earn the secret of
their strange, alnost frenetic gyrations.

Yi ssel da had di snmounted and now st ood beside him
"They are not our flam ngoes," she said. "And yet
they're so |ike them Wat do you see?"

Count Brass shrugged and sniled at her. "Noth-
i ng. Were's Hawknoon?"

"At the castle. He's still asleep.”

Count Brass grunted, clasping his great hands to-

gether as if in desperate prayer, listening to the beat-
ing of the heavy wi ngs overhead. Then he rel axed and
took her by the arm guiding her along the bank of the

| agoon.

"It's beautiful," she murnured. "The sunrise."

Count Brass nade a snall gesture of inpatience.

"You don't understand . " he began, and then

paused. He knew that she woul d never see the |and-

scape as he saw it. He had tried once to describe it to
her, but she had |lost interest quickly, had made no
effort to understand the significance of the patterns he
detected everywhere—n the water, the reeds, the trees,
the animal life that filled this Kamarg i n abundance,

as it had filled the Kamarg that they had |eft.

To himit was the quintessence of order, but to her
it was sinply pleasurable to | ook at-—sonething "beau-
tiful,” to admre, in fact, for its "wildness."

Only Bowgentl e, the phil osopher poet, Ms old friend,

had an inkling of what he nmeant and even then Bow

gentle believed that it reflected not on the nature of the
| andscape but on the particular nature of Count Brass's

nm nd.

"You' re exhausted, disorientated," Bowgentle would

say. "The ordering nechanismof the brain is working

too hard, so you see a pattern to existence that, in fact,
only stenms fromyour own weariness and distur-

bance ..."

Count Brass would dismiss this argunent with a

scowl, don his arnour of brass and ride away on his
own again, to the disconfort of his famly and friends.
He had spent a long while exploring this new Kamarg
that was so much like his own save that there was no
evi dence of mankind's ever having existed here.

"He is a man of action, like nyself," Dorian Hawk-
nmoon, Yisselda's husband, would say. "H s nmind turns
inward, | fear, for want of sone real problemwth
which to engage itself."
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"The real problenms seeminsol uble," Bowgentle

woul d reply, and the conversati on woul d end as Hawk-
moon, too, went off by hinself, his hand on the hilt of
hi s sword.

There was tension in Castle Brass, and even in the
village below, the folk were troubled, glad of their es-
cape fromthe terror of the Dark Enpire, but not sure
that they were permanently settled in this new land so
like the one they had left. At first, when they had ar-
rived, the land had seened a transfornmed version of the
Kamarg, its colors those of the rainbow, but gradually
those col ors had changed to nore natural ones, as if
their nmenories had inposed thensel ves on the | and-
scape, so that now there was little difference. There
were herds of horned horses and white bulls to tane,
scarl et flam ngoes that m ght be trained to bear riders,
but at the back of the villagers' mnds was always the
threat of the Dark Enpire sonmehow finding a way

through even to this retreat.

To Hawknmoon and Count Brass—perhaps to
D Averc, Bowgentle and O adahn, too—the idea was
not so threatening. There were tines when they woul d

have wel coned an assault fromthe world they had
left.

Wi |l e Count Brass studied the | andscape and sought

to divine its secrets, Dorian Hawkmoon woul d ride at
speed al ong the lagoon trails, scattering herds of bulls
and horses, sending the flam ngoes flapping into the
sky, 1l ooking for an eneny.

One day, as he rode back on a steam ng horse from

one of his many journeys of exploration along the
shores of the violet sea (sea and terrain seened w thout
limt), he saw the flam ngoes wheeling in the sky,
spiraling upwards on the air currents and then drifting
down again. It was afternoon and the flam ngo dance
took place only at dawn. The giant birds seened dis-
turbed and Hawknoon decided to investigate.

He spurred his horse along the w nding path through

the marsh until he was directly bel ow the flam ngoes,
saw t hat they wheel ed above a small island covered in
tall reeds. He peered intently at the island and thought
that he glinpsed sonething anong the reeds, a flash of
red that could be a man's coat.

At first Hawknoon decided that it was probably a

vill ager snaring duck, but then he realized that if that
had been so the nan woul d have hail ed hi mat |east

waved himaway to ensure he would not disturb the

fow .

Puzzl ed, Hawknoon spurred his horse into the wa-
ter, swnmnng it across to the island and on to the
mar shy ground. The animal's powerful body pushed
back the tough reeds as it noved and agai n Hawk-
moon saw a flash of red, becanme convinced that he
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had seen a man.
"Ho!" he cried. "Who's there!"

He recei ved no answer. Instead the reeds becane
nore agitated as the man began to run through them
wi t hout caution

"Who are you?" Hawknoon cried, and it cane to
hi mthen that the Dark Enpire had broken through at

| ast, that there were nmen hi dden everywhere in the
reeds ready to attack Castle Brass.

He thundered through the reeds in pursuit of the
red-jerkined man, saw himclearly now as he flung him
self into the | agoon and began to swimfor the bank

"Stop!" Hawknoon cal |l ed, but the nan swam on.

Hawkroon' s horse plunged again into the water and

it foamed white. The man was al ready wadi ng onto the
opposi te bank, glanced back to see that Hawknoon

was al nost upon him turned right round and drew a
bright, slender sword of extraordinary |ength.

But it was not the sword that astoni shed Hawknoon

nmost —+t was the inpression that the man had no face!

The whol e of the head beneath the long, fair, dirty hair
was bl ank. Hawknmoon gasped, drawi ng his own sword

Was it sone alien inhabitant of this world?

Hawknoon swung himself from his saddle, sword

ready, as the horse clanbered onto the bank, stood

| egs astraddl e facing his strange antagonist, |aughed
suddenly as he realized the truth. The man was wearing
a mask of light leather. The nmouth and eye slits were
very thin and could not be distinguished at a di stance.

"Why do you | augh?" the nmasked man asked in a
brayi ng voice, his sword on guard. "You should not
| augh, ny friend, for you are about to die."

"Who are you?" Hawknoon asked. "I know you for
a boaster only."

"I ama greater swordsnman than you," replied the
man. "You had best surrender now. "

"I regret | can't accept your word on the quality of

my swordsmanship or your own," Hawknoon replied

with a smle. "Howis it that such a naster of the bl ade
is so poorly attired, for instance?"

Wth his sword he indicated the man's patched red
jerkin, his trousers and boots of cracked | eather. Even
his bright sword had no scabbard, but had been drawn
froma loop of cord attached to a rope belt on which

al so dangl ed a purse that bulged. On the man's fingers

were rings of obvious glass and paste and the flesh of
his skin | ooked grey and unheal thy. The body was tal
but stringy, half-starved by the |l ook of it.
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"A beggar, |'d guess," mpocked Hawkroon. "Were
did you steal the sword, beggar?”

He gasped as the man thrust suddenly, then wth-

drew. The novenent had been incredibly rapid and
Hawkrmoon felt a sting on his cheek, put up his hand to
his face and di scovered that it bl ed.

"Shall | prick you thus to death?" sneered the
stranger. "Put down your heavy sword and make your-
self ny prisoner.”

Hawkroon | aughed with real pleasure. "CGood! A

wort hy opponent after all. You do not know how nuch

I welconme you, ny friend. It has been too | ong since
heard the ring of steel in ny ears!" And with that he
I unged at the masked man.

Hi s adversary deftly defended hinself with a parry

t hat sonmehow becane a thrust whi ch Hawknoon bare-

Iy managed to block in tine. Feet planted firmy in
the marshy ground, neither noved an inch fromhis
position, both fought skillfully and unheatedly, each
recognising in the other a true master of the sword.

They fought for an hour, absolutely matched, neither

gi ving nor sustaining a wound, and Hawkmoon de-

cided on different tactics, began gradually to shift back
down the bank towards the water.

Thi nki ng that Hawknoon was retreating, the masked
man seened to gam confi dence and his sword noved
even nore rapidly than before so that Hawknmoon was
forced to exert all his energy to deflect it.

Then Hawknoon pretended to slip in the nud, go-

i ng down on one knee. The other sprang forward to
thrust and Hawknoon's bl ade noved rapidly, the flat
striking the man's wist. He yelled and the sword fel
fromhis hand. Quickly Hawknoon junped up and

pl aced his boot upon the weapon, his blade at the
other's throat.

"Not a trick worthy of a true swordsman," grunbled
the masked nan.

"I ameasily bored," Hawknmoon replied. "I was be-
com ng inpatient with the game."

"Well, what now?"

"Your nanme?" Hawknoon said. "I'Il know that first
—then see your face—then know your business here-—
then, and perhaps nost inportant, discover how you

came here."
"My nane you will know," said the man with undis-
gui sed pride. "It is Elvereza Tozer."

"l do know it, indeed!" remarked the Duke of Koln
in some surprise
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Chapter Three
ELVEREZA TOZER

ELVEREZA TQOZER was not the man Hawkroon

woul d have expected to neet if he had been told in
advance that he was to encounter G anbretan's great-
est playwight—a witer whose work was admired

t hroughout Europe, even by those who in all other
ways | oathed Granbretan. The author of King Stal een
The Tragedy of Katine and Carna, The Last of the

Bral durs, Annala, Chirshil and Adutf, The Conedy of
Steel and many nore, had not been heard of of |ate,
but Hawknoon had thought this due to the wars. He
woul d have expected Tozer to have been rich in dress,
confident in every way, poised and full of wit. Instead
he found a man who seened nore at ease with a sword
than with words, a vain nan, sonething of a fool and
a poppinjay, dressed in rags.

As he propelled Tozer with his own sword al ong the
marsh trails towards Castle Brass, Hawknoon puzzl ed
over this apparent paradox. Was the man lying? |If so,
why should he claimto be, of all things, an emni nent
pl aymaker ?

Tozer wal ked al ong, apparently undi sturbed by his
change of fortune, whistling a jaunty tune.

Hawkrmoon paused. "A nonent," he said, and

reached to grasp the reins of his horse, which had been
following him Tozer turned. He still wore his nmask.
Hawknmoon had been so astoni shed at hearing the nane
that he had forgotten to order Tozer to renobve the

| eather fromhis face

"Well," Tozer said, glancing about him "It is a |love-
I'y country—though short in audiences, | would gath-
er."

"Aye," replied Hawknoon, nonplussed. "Aye
He gestured towards the horse. "We'll ride pillion, |
think. Into the saddle with you, Master Tozer."

Tozer swung up onto the horse and Hawknoon fol -
|l owed him taking the reins and urging the horse into
atrot.

In this manner they rode until they canme to the gates

of the town, passed through them and proceeded sl ow

Iy through the winding streets, up the steep road to the
wal | s of Castle Brass.

D smounting in the courtyard, Hawknoon gave the

horse to a groom and indicated the door to the main
hall of the castle. "Through there, if you please," he
told Tozer.

Wth a small shrug, Tozer sauntered through the

door and bowed to the two nen who stood there by the
great fire which blazed in the hall. Hawknoon nodded
to them "Good norning, Sir Bowgentl e—B Averc.
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have a prisoner..."

"So | see," D Averc said, his gaunt, handsone fea-
tures brightening a little with interest. "Are the war-
riors of Granbretan at our gates again?"

"He is the only one, so far as | can judge," Hawk-
nmoon replied. "He clains to be Elvereza Tozer "

"I ndeed?" The ascetic Bowgentle's quiet eyes took
on a look of curiosity. "The author of Chirshil and
Adul f? It is hard to believe."

Tozer's thin hand went to the mask and tugged at

the thongs securing it. "I know you, sir," he said. "W
met ten years hence when | canme with ny play to
Mal aga. "

"I recall the tinme. W di scussed sone poens you had
recently published and which | admred." Bowgentle
shook his head. "You are El vereza Tozer, but

The mask came | oose and reveal ed an enmci at ed,

shifty face sporting a whispy beard which did not hide
a weak, receding chin and which was doni nated by a

I ong, thin nose. The flesh of the face was unheal t hy
and bore the marks of a pox.

"And | recall the face—though it was fuller then
Pray, what has happened to you, sir?" Bowgentle asked
faintly. "Are you a refugee seeking escape from your
countrymen?"

"Ah," Tozer sighed, darting Bowgentle a cal cul ating

| ook. "Perhaps. Wuld you have a gl ass of wine, sir?
My encounter with your mlitary friend here has left
me thirsty, | fear."

"What ?" put in D Averc. "Have you been fighting?"

"Fighting to kill," Hawkmoon said grimy. "I fee

that Master Tozer did not come to our Kamarg on an
errand of goodwill. | found himskulking in the reeds
to the south. I think he cones as a spy."

"And why should El vereza Tozer, greatest play-

wight of the world, wish to spy?" The words were de-
livered by Tozer in a disdainful tone that yet sone-
how | acked convi cti on.

Bowgentle bit his |ip and tugged a bell rope for a
servant.

"That is for you to tell us, sir,"” Huillam D Averc said
with some anusenent in his voice. He coughed ostenta-

tiously. "Forgive me—a slight chill, I think. The castle
is full of drafts ..."

"And |I'd wish the same for nyself," Tozer said, "if

a draft could be found." He | ooked at them expectantly.
"A draft to help us forget the draft, if you understand
me. Adraft..."
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"Yes, yes," said Bowgentle hastily and turned to the
servant who had entered. "A jug of wi ne for our guest,"
he requested. "And would you eat, Master Tozer?"

" 'l would eat the bread of Babel and the neat of
Marakhan . . .'", Tozer said dreamily. " Tor all such
fruits as fools supply are nerely ...""

"We can offer sone cheese at this hour," D Averc in-

terrupted sardonically.

"Annal a, Act VI, Scene V," Tozer said. "You'll re-
menber the scene?"

"I renmenber," D Averc nodded. "I always felt that
section sonmewhat weaker than the rest.”

"Subtler," Tozer said airily. "Subtler."

The servant re-entered with the wine and Tozer

hel ped hinsel f, pouring a generous anount into the
goblet. "The concerns of literature,"” he said, "are not

al ways obvious to the comon herd. A hundred years
fromnow and people will see the last act of Annala

not, as sone stupid critics have said, as hastily witten
and poorly conceived, but as the conplex structure it
really is ..."

"l had reckoned nyself as something of a witer,"
Bowgentl e said, "but | nust confess, | did not see
subtleties ... Perhaps you could explain."

"Sone other tine," Tozer told him with an in-
souci ant wave of the hand. He drank off the w ne and
hel ped hinmself to another full goblet.

"In the meanwhil e," Hawkmoon said firmy, "per-
haps you coul d expl ain your presence in the Kanarg.

After all, we had thought ourselves inviolate and
now. .."
"You are still inviolate, never fear," Tozer said, "save

to nyself, of course. By the power of my brain | pro-
pell ed nyself hither."

D Averc sceptically rubbed his chin. "By the power
of your—brain? How so?"

"An ancient discipline taught ne by a master phi-
| osopher who dwells in the hidden valleys of Yel
Tozer bel ched and poured nore w ne.

"Yel is that south western province of Granbretan is
it not?" Bowgentle asked.

"Aye. A renote, barely inhabited | and, peopled by

a few dark-brown barbarians who live in holes in the
ground. After ny play Chirshil and Adulf had in-
curred the displeasure of certain elenents at Court, |
deenmed it wise to retire there for a while, |eaving ny
enem es to take for themselves all goods, nonies, and
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mstresses | left behind. What know | of petty poli-
tics? Howwas | to realize that certain portions of the
play seemed to reflect the intrigues then current at the
Court?"

"So you were disgraced?" Hawknoon said, |ooking
narromy at Tozer. The story could be part of the
man' s decepti on

"More—+ alnost lost nmy life. But the rural exis-
tence near killed ne as it was ..."

"You net this philosopher who taught you how to
travel through the di nensions? Then you came here
seeki ng refuge?" Hawknoon studied Tozer's reaction
to these questi ons.

"No—ah, yes . said the playwight. "That is to
say, | did not know exactly where | was com ng

"I think that you were sent here by the King-Em
peror to destroy us," Hawknoon said. "I think, Master
Tozer, that you are lying to us."

"Lying? What is a lie? What is truth?" Tozer grinned
glassily up at Hawkmoon and then hi ccupped.

"Truth," Hawknoon replied evenly, "is a coarse
noose about your throat. | think we should hang you."
He fingered the dull black jewel inbedded in his fore-

head. "I amnot unfam liar with the tricks of the Dark
Enpire. |1 have been their victimtoo often to risk being
deceived again." He | ooked at the others. "I say we

shoul d hang hi m now. "

"But how do we know if he is really the only one
who can reach us?" D Averc asked sensibly. "W can-
not be too hasty, Hawknoon."

"I amthe only one, | swear it!" Tozer spoke ner-
vously now. "I admit, good sir, that | was comm s-
sioned to cone here. It was that or lose ny life in the
prison cataconbs of the Great Palace. When | had the
old man's secret, | returned to Londra thinking that

my power would enable me to bargain with those at

Court who were displeased with nme. | w shed only to

be returned to ny former status and know that | had an
audi ence to wite for once again. However, when | told
them of ny newfound discipline, they instantly threat-
ened ny life unless | canme here and destroyed that

whi ch enabl ed you to enter this dinension ... so
came—gl ad, | nust admit, to escape them | was not
particularly willing to risk nmy skin in offending you

good folk but..."

"They did not ensure, in sone way, that you would
performthe task they set you?" Hawknoon asked.
"That is strange."

"To tell you the truth," Tozer said, downcast, "I do
not think they altogether believed in nmy power. | think
they nerely wished to test that | had it. When | agreed
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to go and left instantly, they nmust have been shocked."

"Not like the Dark Enpire Lords to allow such an

e« oversight," nused D Averc, his aquiline face frowning.

"Still, if you did not win our confidence, there's no
reason you should have won theirs. Nonethel ess, | am
not al together convinced that you speak the truth."

"You told themof this old nman?" Bowgentl e sai d.
"They will be able to |learn his secret for thenselves!"

"Not so," Tozer said with a leer. "I told them| had

struck upon the power nyself, in nmy months of soli-
tude. "

"No wonder they did not take you seriously!"
D Averc sm | ed.

Tozer | ooked hurt and took another draft of w ne.

"I find it difficult to believe that you were able to
travel here by exercise of your will alone,"” Bowgentle
admtted. "Are you sure you enployed no other
means. .. ?"

"None. "

"I like this not at all," Hawknoon said darkly.

"Even if he tells the truth, the Lords of G anbretan
wi Il wonder where he found his power by now, will

learn all his nmovenments, will alnost certainly discover
the old man—and then they will have the neans to

come through in strength and we shall be dooned!"

"Indeed, these are difficult times," Tozer said, filling
his gobl et yet again. "Remember your King Stal een,

Act 1V, Scene Il —-WId days, wild riders, and the

stink of warfare across the world!" Aha, | was a vi-
sionary and knew it not!" He was now evidently drunk

Hawknoon stared hard at the weak-chi nned drunk-
ard, still finding it alnost inpossible to believe that
this was the great playwight Tozer

"You wonder at my poverty, | see," Tozer said,

speaking with slurred tongue. "The result of a couple
of lines in Chirshil and Adulf, as |I told you. Oh, the
wi ckedness of fate! A couple of |ines, penned in good
faith, and here | amtoday, with the threat of a noose
about ny gullet. You renmenber the scene of course,

and the speech? 'Court and king, alike corrupt . . . ?
Act |, Scene I? Pity ne, sir, and do not hang me. A
great artist destroyed by his own nighty genius."

"This old man," Bowgentle said. "Wat was he |ike?
VWhere exactly did he |ive?"

"The old man . Tozer. forced nobre wi ne down
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his throat. "The old man reni nded ne sonewhat of
loni in ny Comedy of Steel. Act Il, Scene VI

"What was he |ike?" Hawknoon asked inpatiently.

' Machi ne-devoured, all his hours were given o'er

to that insidious circuitry, and old grew he, unnoticing,
in the service of his engines.' He lived only for his

sci ence, you see. He made the rings . " Tozer put his
hand to hi s nouth.

"Rings? What rings?" D Averc said swiftly.

"I feel that you nust excuse me," Tozer said, rising
in a parody of dignity, "for the wi ne has proved too
rich for ny enmpty stomach. Your pity, if you

pl ease..."

It was true that Tozer's face had taken on a greenish
tinge.

"Very well,"
you. "

Bowgentl e said wearily. "I will show

"Before he | eaves," cane a new voice fromnear the

door, "ask himfor the ring he wears on the middle
finger of his left hand." The tone was slightly nuffled,
alittle sardoni c. Hawkmoon recognized it at once and

t ur ned.

Tozer gasped and cl anped his hand over the ring.

"What do you know of this?" he said. "W are
you?"

"Duke Dorian here," said the figure with a gesture
t owar ds Hawknmoon, "calls me the Warrior in Jet and
Gol d. "

Tall er than any of them covered all in arnmour and
hel m of black and gold, the nysterious Warrior raised
an armand pointed a netal-clad finger at Tozer. "Hand
himthat ring."

"The ring is of glass, nothing nore. It is of no
val ue..."

D Averc said. "He nentioned rings. |Is the ring,
then, what actually transported hi mhere?"

Tozer still hesitated, his face stupid with drink and
with anxiety. "I said that it was glass, of no val ue

"By the Runestaff, | comrand thee!" runbled the
Warrior in a terrible voice.

Wth a little nervous nmovenment, Elvereza Tozer

drew off the ring and flung it onto the flagstones.

D Averc stooped and caught it up, inspecting it. "It's
a crystal," he said, "not glass. A famliar kind of
crystal, too..."

"It is of the sanme substance from which the device
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that brought you here was carved," the Warrior in

Jet and Gold told him He displayed his own gauntleted
hand and there, on the middle finger, reposed an identi-
cal ring. "And it possesses the sanme properti es—an
transport a man through the dinensions."

"As | thought," Hawknmoon said. "It was no nmenta
di scipline that enabled you to come here, but a piece of
crystal. Now |I'Il hang you assuredly! Were did you

eget the ring?"

"From the man—from Mygan of Llandar. | swear

that is the truth. He has others—ean nake nore!"
Tozer cried. "Do not hang nme, | pray you. | wll tell
you exactly where to find the old man."

"That we shall have to know, " Bowgentle said

t houghtfully, "for we shall have to get to himbefore
the Dark Enpire Lords do. W nust have himand his
secrets—for our security."

"What ? Must we journey to Granbretan?" D Averc
said in some astoni shnment.

"I't woul d seem necessary," Hawknoon told him
Chapt er Four
FLANA M KOSEVAAR

AT THE CONCERT, Fl ana M kosevaar, Countess
of Kanbery, adjusted her mask of spun gold and

gl anced absently about her, seeing the rest of the audi-
ence only as a mass of gorgeous colours. The orchestra
in the center of the ballroomplayed a wild and com
pl ex nmel ody, one of the later works of G anbretan's | ast
great nusician, Londen Johne, who had died two cen-
turies earlier.

The Countess's mask was that of an ornate heron,

its eyes facetted with a thousand fragnents of rare
jewels. Her heavy gown was of |um nous brocade that
changed its many colours as the |light varied. She was
Asrovak M kosevaar's wi dow, he who had di ed under

Dori an Hawkmoon's bl ade at the first Battle of the
Kamarg. The Miskovi an renegade, who had formed

the Wulture Legion to fight on the European mainl and

and whose sl ogan had been Death to Life, was not

mour ned by Fl ana of Kanbery and she bore no grudge
against his killer. He had been her twelfth husband, after
all, and the fierce insanity of the bl oodl over had served
her pleasure | ong enough before he had set off to make
war on the Kamarg. Since then she had had several | ov-
ers and her nmenory of Asrovak M kosevaar was as

cloudy as all her other nmenories of men, for Flana

was an inturned creature who barely distinguished be-
tween one person and anot her.

It was her habit, on the whole, to have husbands
and | overs destroyed when they becane inconvenient
to her. An instinct, rather than any intellectual con-
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sideration, stopped her fromnurdering the nore pow
erful ones. This was not to say that she was incapable
of love, for she could | ove passionately, doting entirely
on the object of her love, but she could not sustain the
enotion for long. Hatred was unknown to her, as was
loyalty. She was for the nost part a neutral animal, re-
m ndi ng sone of a cat and others of a spider—though

in her grace and beauty she was nore remni ni scent of

the former. And there were nmany who bore her hatred,

who pl anned vengeance agai nst her for a husband

stol en or a brother poisoned, who woul d have taken

that vengeance had she not been the Countess of Kan-
bery and cousin to the King-Enmperor Huon, that im
mortal nonarch who dwelt eternally in his wonblike
Throne G obe in the huge throne room of his pal ace.

She was the center of other attentions, also, since she
was the only surviving kin of the nonarch, and certain
el ements at court considered that with Huon destroyed
she coul d be made Queen-Enpress and serve their in-
terests.

Unawar e of any plots concerning her, Flana of Kan-

bery woul d have been unperturbed had she been told

of them for she had not the faintest curiosity about the
affairs of any one of her species, sought only to satisfy
her own obscure desires, to ease the strange, nelan-
choly longing in her soul which she could not define.
Many had wondered about her, sought her favors with

the sol e object of unmasking her to see what they could
learn in her face, but her face, fair-skinned, beautiful,
the cheeks slightly flushed al ways, the eyes |arge and
gol den, held a | ook renpte and nysterious, hiding far
nore than coul d any gol den nask.

The nusi c ceased, the audi ence noved, and the col -

ours becane alive as the fabrics swirled and masks
turned, nodded, gestured. The delicate nasks of the

| adi es coul d be seen gathering around the warlike hel nms
of those recently returned captains of Granbretan's
great armes. The Countess rose but did not nove to-
wards them Vaguely she recogni sed sone of the helns
—particularly that of Meliadus of the Wlf Oder, who
had been her husband five years earlier and who had

di vorced her (an action she had hardly noticed).

There, too, was Shenegar Trott, |oungi ng on heaped
cushi ons, served by naked mainland slavegirls, his sil-
ver mask a parody of a human face. And she saw the

mask of the Duke of Lakasdeh, Pra Flenn, barely eigh-
teen and with ten great cities fallen to him his helma
grinning dragon head. The others she thought she

knew, and she understood that they were all the mighti-

est warlords, back to celebrate their victories, to divide
up the conquered territories between them to receive

the congratul ations of their Emperor. They | aughed

consi derably, stood proudly as the ladies flattered them
all but her ex-husband Meliadus, who appeared to

avoi d them and conferred instead with his brother-in-

| aw Taragorm Master of the Palace of Time, and the

ser pent - masked Baron Kal an of Vitall, G and Con-
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stable of the Order of the Snake and chief scientist to
t he Ki ng- Enperor. Behind her nask, Flana frowned,
renenbering distantly that Meliadus normally avoi ded
Taragorm . .

Chapter Five
TARAGORM

"AND HOW HAVE you fared, Brother Taragorn?"
asked Meliadus with forced cordiality.

The man who had married his sister replied shortly:
"Well." He wondered why Meliadus shoul d approach

hi mthus when it was common know edge that Meli a-

dus was profoundly jeal ous of Taragorm s havi ng won

his sister's affections. The huge mask lifted a little super-
ciliously. It was constructed of a nonstrous cl ock of
gi |l ded and enanel ed brass, with nunmerals of inlaid

mot her - of - pearl and hands of filigree'd silver, the box
in which hung its pendul um extending to the upper

part of Taragormis broad chest. The box was of sone
transparent material, |ike glass of a bluish tint, and
through it could be seen the gol den pendul um sw ng-

ing back and forth. The whol e cl ock was bal anced by
means of a compl ex mechanismso as to adjust to Tara-

gorm s every novenent. It struck the hour, half-hour
and quarter-hour and at m dday and m dni ght chi ned
the first eight bars of Sheneven's Tenporal Antipathies,

"And how," continued Meliadus in this same un-

usual Iy ingratiating manner, "do the clocks of your

pal ace fare? All the ticks ticking and the tocks tocking,
mm®"

It took Taragorm a monent to understand that his
brother-in-law was, in fact, attenpting to joke. He
made no reply.

Mel i adus cl eared bis throat.

Kal an of the serpent mask said: "I hear you are ex-
perimenting with sone machi ne capable of travelling
through time, Lord Taragorm As it happens, |, too,

have been experinenting—with an engine ..

"I wished to ask you, brother, about your experi-
ments," Meliadus said to Taragorm "How far ad-
vanced are they?"

"Reasonabl y advanced, brother."
"You have noved through tine al ready?"
"Not personally.”

"My engine," Baron Kal an continued inplacably,

"is capabl e of noving ships at enornobus speeds across
vast distances. Wiy, we could invade any |and on the
gl obe, no matter how far away..."

"When will the point be reached," Meliadus asked,
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movi ng cl oser to Taragorm "when a man can journey
into the past or future?"

Baron Kal an shrugged and turned away. "I nust re-
turn to ny laboratories,” he said. "The King-Enperor
has commi ssioned nme urgently to conplete nmy work.
Good day, ny lords."

"Good day," said Meliadus absently. "Now, brother,
you nust tell me nore of your work-show ne, per-
haps, how far you have progressed."

"I must," Taragormreplied facetiously. "But ny
work is secret, brother. | cannot take you to the Pal ace

of Time without the perm ssion of King Huon. That
you must seek first."

"Surely unnecessary for nme to seek such perm s-
sion?"

"None is so great that he can act w thout the bless-
i ng of our King-Enperor."

"But the matter is of extraordinary inportance,

brother,"” Meliadus said, his tone al nbst desperate, al-
most wheedling. "Qur enenies have escaped us, prob-

ably to another era of the Earth. They offer a threat to
Granbretan's security!"”

"You speak of that handful of ruffians whom you
failed to defeat at the Battle of the Kamarg?"

"They were al nost conquered—enly science or sor-
cery saved them from our vengeance. No one bl anes
me for ny failure ..."

"Save yoursel f? You do not blane yoursel f?"

"No blame to ne, at all, fromany quarter. | would
finish the matter, that's all. | would rid the Enpire of
her enemies. Were's the fault in that?"

"l have heard it whispered that your battle is nore
private than public, that you have made foolish com
promises in order to pursue a personal vendetta agai nst
those who dwell in the Kanarg."

"That is an opinion, brother,” Meliadus said, re-
straining with difficulty his chagrin. "But | fear only
for our Empire's well-being."

"Then tell King Huon of this fear and he may then
permt you to visit ny palace." Taragorm turned away,
as he did so his nask begi nning to boom out the

hour. Further conversation was nonmentarily inpossi-
ble. Meliadus made to follow him then changed his

m nd, wal king, fumng, fromthe hall.

Sur rounded now by young | ords, each seeking to at-
tract her deadly attentions, Countess Flana M kosevaar
wat ched Baron Meliadus depart.
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By the inpatient manner of his gait, she assuned

himto be in uneven tenper. Then she forgot him as

she returned her attention to the flatteries of her at-
tendants, listening not to the words (which were fa-
mliar to her) but to the voices thensel ves which were
like old, favorite instrunments.

Taragorm now, was conversing with Shenegar Trott.

"I amto present nyself to the King-Enperor in the
nmorning," Trott told the Master of the Pal ace of Tine.
"Some conmission, | believe, that is at this noment

a secret known only to hinmself. W nust keep busy,
Lord Taragorm eh?"

"I ndeed, we nust, Count Shenegar, |est boredom en-
gulfs us all."

Chapter Six
THE AUDI ENCE

NEXT MORNI NG Mel i adus waited inpatiently out-

side the King-Emperor's throne room He had re-
quest ed an audi ence the previous evening and had been
told to present hinself at eleven o' clock. It was now
twel ve and the doors had not yet opened to adnmit

him The doors, towering into the dimess of the huge
roof, were encrusted with jewels that made up a no-
sai c of inages of ancient things. The fifty mantis-
masked guards who bl ocked them stood stock stil

with flane-lances ready at a precise angle. Meliadus
strode up and down before them behind him the glit-
tering corridors of the King Emperor's hallucinatory
pal ace.

Mel i adus attenpted to fight back his feelings of re-
sentnent that the King Enperor had not granted him

an i nmedi ate audi ence. After all, was he not paranount
Warl ord of Europe? Had it not been under his direction
that the arnies of Granbretan had conquered a conti -
nent? Had he not taken those sane arnies into the M d-
dl e East and added further territories to the donain of
the Dark Enpire? Way shoul d the King-Enperor seek

to insult himin this manner? Meliadus, first of G an-
bretan's warriors, should have priority over all |esser
nmortals. He suspected a plot against him From what
Taragorm and the others had said, they judged himto
be losing his grip. They were fools if they did not realise
the threat that Hawknoon, Count Brass and Huill am

D Averc offered. Let them escape their deserved rec-
koning and it would inflame others to rebel, make the
wor k of conquest | ess speedy. Surely King Huon had

not listened to those who spoke against hinf The King
Enperor was wi se, the King Enperor was objective.

If he were not, then he was unfit to rule ..

Mel i adus di smissed the thought in horror

At last the jewell ed doors began to nove open unti
they were wi de enough to adnit a single nan—and
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through this crack strode a jaunty, corpulent figure.

"Shenegar Trott!" exclainmed Meliadus. "lIs it you
who has kept ne waiting so | ong?"

Trott's silver mask glinted in the light fromthe cor-
ridors. "My apol ogies, Baron Meliadus. My deep apol o-
gies. There were nany details to discuss. But | am
finished now. A mission, ny dear Baron—+ have a

m ssion! Such a mission, ha, ha!"

And before Meliadus could tax himfurther on the
nature of his mssion, he had swept away.

Fromw thin the Throne Room now i ssued a yout h-
ful, vibrant voice, the voice of the King Enperor him
sel f.

"You nmay join ne now, Baron Meliadus."
The mantis warriors parted their ranks and all owed

the baron to pass through themand into the Throne
Room

Into that gigantic hall of blazing color, where hung
the bright banners of Granbretan's five hundred nobl est
famlies, which was lined on either side by a thousand
statue-still mantis guards, stepped Baron Meliadus of
Kroi den and abased hi nsel f.

Ornate gallery upon ornate gallery stretched up-
wards and upwards to the concave ceiling of the hall.
The arnour of the soldiers of the Oder of the Mantis
shone bl ack and green and gold, and in the distance,
as he rose to his feet, Baron Meliadus saw his King
Enperor's Throne G obe, a white speck agai nst the
green and purple of the walls behind it.

Walking slowy, it took Meliadus twenty mnutes to
reach the gl obe and once agai n abase hinself. The

gl obe contained a sluggishly swirling liquid that was
m | k-white but which was sonetinmes streaked with iri-
descent veins of blood-red and blue. At the center of
this fluid was curled King Huon hinself, a winkled,
ancient, imortal foetus-like creature in which the
only living things seened the eyes, black, sharp and
mal i ci ous.

"Baron Meliadus," came the gol den voice that had
been torn fromthe throat of a beautiful youth to furn-
i sh King Huon with speech

"Great Majesty,"” nmurmured Meliadus. "I thank you
for your graciousness in permitting this audience."

"And for what purpose did you desire the audience,
baron?" The tone was sardonic, a trifle inpatient. "Do
you seek to hear us praise again your efforts in Eu-
rope on our behal f?"

"The acconplishnment is enough, noble sire. | seek to
warn you that danger still threatens us in Europe
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"What ? You have not made the continent wholly
ours?"

"You know that | have, Great Enperor, from one
coast to the other, to the very borders of Miskovia and

beyond. Few live who are not totally our slaves. But |
refer to those who fled us ..."

"Hawknmoon and his friends?"
"The same, mghty King Enperor."
"You chased them away. They offer us no threat."

"VWhile they live, they threaten us, noble sire, for

their escape could give others hope, and hope we nust
destroy in all we conquer |lest we are troubled by risings
agai nst your discipline.”

"You have dealt with risings before. You are used to
them We fear, Baron Meliadus, that you may be for-
saki ng your King Enperor's interests in favor of per-
sonal interests..."

"My personal interests are your interests, Geat King
Enperor, your interests are ny personal interests—
they are indivisible. Am| not the nost |oyal of your
servant s?"

"Per haps you believe yourself to be so, Baron Me-
liadus ..."

"What do you nean, Powerful Monarch?"

"W nean that your obsession with the Gernman

Hawknoon and that handful of villains he has as

friends could not necessarily be in our interest. They
will not return—and if they should dare return, why,

we can deal with themthen. W fear that it is vengeance
al one which notivates you and that you have rational -

i sed your thirst for vengeance into a belief that the
whol e Dark Enpire is threatened by those you woul d

be avenged upon."

"No! No, Prince of All! | swear that is not so!"

"Let them stay where they are, Meliadus. Deal wth
themonly if they reappear."

"Great King, they offer a potential threat to the Em
pire. There are other powers involved who support

t hemel se where coul d they have obtai ned the na-
chine which plucked them away when we were about

to destroy then? | cannot offer positive evidence now
—but if you would let me work with Taragormto use

hi s know edge to di scover the whereabouts of Hawk-
moon and his conpany—then | will find that evidence
and you will believe nme!"

"W are dubious, Mliadus!" There was a grimnote
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now in the nel odi ous voice. "But if it does not inter-
fere with the other duties at court we intend to give
you, you may visit Lord Taragormi s pal ace and seek
his assistance in your attenpts to | ocate your ene-
mes ..."

"Qur enemes, Prince of All..."

"We shall see, baron, we shall see."”

"I thank you for your faith in me, Geat Myjesty. |
will—=

"The audi ence is not ended, Baron Meliadus, for we
have not yet told you of those duties we nmentioned."

"l shall be honoured to performthem noble sire."
"You spoke of our security being in peril fromthe
Kamarg. Well, we believe that we may be threatened
fromother quarters. To be precise we are anxious that
the East may promise us a fresh eneny that could be

as powerful as the Dark Enpire itself. Now, this could
have sonething to do with your own suspicions con-
cerni ng Hawknoon and his supposed allies, for it is
possi ble that we entertain representatives of those allies
this day at our court..."

"Great King Enperor, if that be so ..
"Let us continue, Baron Meliadus!"
"l apol ogi ze, noble sire."

"Last night there appeared at the gates of Londra

two strangers who claimed to be em ssaries fromthe

Empi re of Asiacommuni sta. Their arrival was nys-
terious—ndicating to us that they have nethods of
transport unknown to us, for they told us they had |eft
their capital not two hours before. It is our opinion that
they have come here, as we would visit others in whose
territories we were interested, to spy out our strength.
We, in turn, nust try to gauge their power, for the time
must cone, even if it is not soon, when we shall be in

conflict with them Doubtless our conquests in the Near
and M ddl e East have becone known to them and they

are nervous. W nust discover all we can about them
try to convince themthat we nean themno harm try

to persuade themto let us return emssaries to their
domai n. Shoul d that prove possible, we should want

you, Meliadus, to be one of those em ssaries, for you
have greater experience of such dipl onacy than any

ot her anobng our servants."

"This is disturbing news, Great Enperor."

"Aye, but we nust take what advantage we can

fromthe events. You will be their guide, treat them
courteously, try to draw t hem out, nake them expand
upon the extent of their power and the size of their
territories, the nunber of warriors their monarch com
mands, the power of their weaponry and the capabilities
of their transports. This visit, Baron Meliadus, offers,
as you can see, a nmuch nore inportant potential threat
than any which may cone fromthe vani shed castle of
Count Brass."
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"Per haps, noble sire..."

"No—ertainly, Baron Meliadus!" The prehensible
tongue flickered fromthe winkled nmouth. "That is to
be your mpst inmportant task. If you have any tinme to
spare, that can be devoted to your vendetta agai nst
Dori an Hawkrmoon and the rest."

"But, Mghty King Enperor ..."

"Bi de our instructions well, Meliadus. Do not dis-

appoi nt us." The tone was one of nenace. The tongue
touched the tiny jewel that floated near the head and
the gl obe began to dull until it had the appearance of a
solid, black sphere.

Chapter Seven
THE EM SSARI ES

BARON MELI ADUS COULD still not rid hinmself of

the feeling that his King Enperor had lost trust in
him that King Huon was deliberately finding nmeans of
curtailing his own schenes regardi ng the inhabitants of
Castle Brass. True the king had made a convincing case
for Meliadus's need to involve hinself with the strange
em ssaries from Asi aconmuni sta, had even flattered
hi m by hinting that only Meliadus could deal with the
problem and woul d have the opportunity, later, of be-
com ng not only the First Warrior of Europe, but

al so Paranount Warlord of Asiacommuni sta. But Me-
liadus's interest in Asiacomuni sta was not as great

as his interest in Castle Brass—for he felt that there
was evidence for believing Castle Brass to be a con-
siderable threat to the Dark Enpire, whereas his non-
arch had no evidence to suppose that Asiacomrunista
threatened t hem

Clad in his finest mask and nobst sunptuous gar-

ments, Meliadus made his way through the shining cor-
ridors of the palace towards the hall where the previous
day he had sought out his brother-in-law Taragorm

Now the hall was to be used for another reception—to

wel come, with due ceremony, the visitors fromthe east.

As the King Enperor's deputy, Baron Ml i adus

shoul d have consi dered hinself fully honoured, for it
gave him prestige second only to King Huon's; but
even this know edge did not entirely ease his vengeful
m nd.

He entered the hall to the sound of fanfares fromthe
galleries that ran around the walls. Al the nobl est of
G anbretan were assenbl ed here, their finery splendid
and dazzling. The emissaries from Asi acommuni sta

had not yet been announced. Baron Meliadus wal ked

to the dais on which were placed three golden thrones,
mount ed the steps and seated hinself on the throne in
the middle. The sea of nobles bowed before himand
the hall was silent in anticipation. Meliadus hinself
had not yet nmet the enissaries. Captain Viel Phong of
the Order of the Mantis had been their escort up to
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now.

Mel i adus | ooked about the hall, noting the presence

of Taragorm of Flana, Countess of Kanbery, of Adaz
Promp and Mygel Hoist, of Jerek Nankenseen and

Brenal Farnu. He was puzzled for a nmonent, wonder -

i ng what was wong. Then he realised that of all the
great warrior nobles, only Shenegar Trott was m ssing.
He renenbered that the fat count had spoken of a

m ssion. Had he left to fulfill it already? Wiy had not
he, Meliadus, been informed of Trott's expedition?
Were they keeping secrets fromhin? Had he truly | ost
the trust of his King Enperor? His brain in turnoil
Mel i adus turned as the fanfares sounded again and the
doors of the hall opened to adnmit two incredibly garbed
figures.

Automatically Meliadus rose to greet them aston-

i shed at the sight of them for they were barbaric and
grot esque—gi ants of over seven feet high, walking
stiffly like autonatons. Wre they, indeed, human? he
wondered. It had not occurred to himthat they would
not be. Were these sonme nonstrous creation of the
Tragic MIleniun? Were the fol k of Asiacomruni sta

not men at all?

Li ke the people of G anbretan, they wore masks

(he assuned those constructions on their shoul ders
were masks) so that it was inpossible to tell if human
faces were within them They were tall things, roughly

obl ong in shape, of brightly painted | eather in blues,
greens, yellows and reds, swirling patterns on which
had been painted devil features—glaring eyes and
teeth-filled nmouths. Bul ky fur cloaks hung to the
ground and their clothes were |l eather, painted to trav-
esty human |inbs and organs, rem nding Meliadus of

the col oured sketches he had once seen in a nedica

text.
The heral d announced t hem

"The Lord Koni nsar Kaow Shal ang Gatt, Heredi -

tary Representative of the President Enperor |ong
Mang Shen of Asiacomruni sta and Prince El ect of the
Hordes of the Sun."

The first of the emissaries stepped forward, his fur

cloak drifting back to reveal shoulders that were at | east
four feet in width, the sleeves of his coat of bulky
multi-colored silk, his right hand holding a staff of
gemencrusted gold that m ght have been the Rune-

staff itself, the care he took of it.

"The Lord Koni nsar Orkai Heong Phoon, Heredi -
tary Representative of the President Enperor Jong
Mang Shen of Asiacommuni sta and Prince El ect of

t he Hordes of the Sun."

The second man (if man he was) stepped forward,
simlarly garbed but without a staff.
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"I wel come the noble em ssaries of the President Em
peror Jong Mang Shen and | et them know that al

Granbretan is at their disposal to do with as they w sh.”
Mel i adus spread his arms wide.

The man with the staff paused before the dais and
began to speak in a strange, lilting accent as if the
| anguage of Granbretan, and indeed all Europe and

the Near East, was not native to him

"W thank you nobst graciously for your wel cone
and woul d beg to know what m ghty man addresses us."

"l amthe Baron Ml iadus of Kroiden, G and Con-
stable of the Order of the Wil f, Paranpunt \Warl ord of
Europe, Deputy to the Immortal King Enperor Huon

the Ei ghteenth, Ruler of Granbretan, of Europe and

all the Realns of the Mddle Sea, G and Constabl e of
the Order of the Mantis, Controller of Destinies, Mld-
er of Hstories, Feared and Powerful Prince of Al. |
greet you as he would greet you, speak as he would
speak, act in accord with all his wi shes, for you nust
know that, being immortal, he cannot |eave the nystic
Throne Q@ obe which preserves himand which is pro-
tected by the Thousand who guard hi m ni ght and

day." Meliadus thought it best to dwell for a nonent
upon the invulnerability of the King Enperor, to im
press the visitors, should it have occurred to them that
an attenpt on King Huon's life was inpossible. M-
Iiadus indicated the twin thrones on either side of
him "l ask you—be seated, be entertained."

The two grotesque creatures nmounted the steps and,
with sonme difficulty, placed thenselves in the gol den
chairs. There would be no banquet, for the people of
Granbretan regarded eating, on the whole, as a per-
sonal matter, for it could necessitate the renoval of
their masks and the horror of displaying their naked
faces. Only thrice a year did they shed in public their
masks and garnments in the security of the Throne
Roomitself where they would indulge in a week-1ong
orgy before the greedy eyes of King Huon, taking part
i n disgusting and bl oody cerenoni es with nanes exi st -
ing only in the | anguages of their various O ders and
whi ch were never referred to save upon those three
occasi ons.

Baron Meliadus clapped his hands for the entertain-
ments to begin, the courtiers parted like a curtain and
took their places on the two sides of the hall, then on
came the acrobats and the tumblers, the Harl equins,

Pi errots and Col unmbi nes, while wild nusic sounded
fromthe gallery above. Human pyram ds swayed, bent

and suddenly coll apsed to reformagain in even nore
compl ex assenbl ages, cl owns capered and pl ayed upon

one anot her the dangerous jokes that were expected of

them while the acrobats and tunblers cavorted around
them at incredible speeds, wal king on wires stretched
between the galleries, performng on trapezes sus-
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pended hi gh above all the heads of the audience.

Fl ana of Kanbery did not watch the tunblers and

failed to see any humour in the actions of the clowns.
Instead she turned her beautiful heron mask in the di-
rection of the strangers and regarded them wi th what

was for her unusual curiosity, thinking dimy that she
woul d l'ike to know them better, for they offered the
possibility of a unique diversion, particularly if, as she
suspected, they were not entirely manli ke.

Mel i adus, who could not rid hinmself of the suspicion
that he was being prejudiced against by his king and

pl otted against by his fell ow nobles, nade a mghty at-
tenpt to be civil to the visitors. Wen he w shed, he
could inpress strangers (as he had once inpressed

Count Brass) with his dignity, his wit and his manli -
ness, but this night it was an effort and he feared that
the effort could be detected in his tone.

"Do you find the entertainnent to your |iking, ny

| ords of Asiaconmuni sta?" he woul d say—and be net

with a slight inclination of the huge heads. "Are the
cl owns not anusi ng?"—and there would be a novenent

of the hand from Kaow Shal ang Gatt, who bore the

gol den staff—er: "Such skill! W brought those con-
jurers fromour territories in Italia—and those tunblers
were once the property of a Duke of Krahkov—you

must have entertainers of equal skill at your own Em
peror's court . . ." and the other, called O kai Heong
Phoon, would nove his body in its seat, as if in dis-
confort. The result was to increase Baron Meliadus's
sense of inpatience, make himfeel that these peculiar
creatures sonehow judged t hensel ves above hi m or

were bored by his attenpts at civility, and it becane
more and nore difficult for himto continue the |ight
conversation that was the only conversation possible
whil e the nusic played.

At length he rose and cl apped his hands. "Enough

of this. Disnmiss these entertainers. Let us have nore
exotic sport." And he relaxed a trifle as the sexual gym
nasts entered the hall and began to performfor the
delight of the depraved appetites of the Dark Enpire.
He chuckl ed, recogni zi ng some of the perfornmers,
pointing themout to his guests. "There's one who was a
Prince of Magyaria—and those two, the twins, were the
sisters of a king in Turkia. | captured the bl onde one
there nyself—and the stallion you see—+n a Bulgarian
stable. Many of them | personally trained."” But though
the entertainnent relaxed the tortured nerves of Baron
Mel i adus of Kroiden, the emissaries of the President
Enmperor Jong Mang Shen seened as unnoved and as
taciturn as ever.

At |ast the performance was over and the entertain-

ers retired (to the em ssaries' relief, it seemed). Baron
Mel i adus, much refreshed, wondering if the creatures

were of flesh and blood at all, gave the order for the bal
to commence

"Now gentl enen," said he rising, "shall we circul ate
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about the floor so that you may neet those who have
assenbl ed to honour you and be honoured by you."

Moving stiffly, the enissaries of Asiacomunista
fol |l owed Baron Meliadus, towering over the heads of
even the tallest in the hall

"Whul d you dance?" asked the baron

"W do not dance, | regret," said Kaow Shal ang Gatt

tonel essly, and since etiquette denmanded that the guests
dance before the others could, no dancing was done.
Mel i adus fumed. What did King Huon expect of hinf

How coul d he deal w th these automata?

"Do you not have dances in Asiaconmmuni sta?" he
said, his voice trenbling with suppressed anger

"Not of the sort | suppose you to prefer," replied O -
kai Heong Phoon, and though there was no inflection in
hi s voice, again Baron Meliadus was given to think
that such activities were beneath the dignity of the

Asi aconmuni stan nobles. It was becom ng, he thought
grimy, exceedingly difficult to remain polite toward
these proud strangers. Meliadus was not used to sup-
pressing his feelings where nere foreigners were con-
cerned and he pronised hinself the pleasure of dealing
with these two in particular should he be given the
privil ege of |eading any arny that conquered the "Far
East .

Baron Meliadus paused before Adaz Pronp who

bowed to the two guests. "May | present one of our

m ghtiest warlords, the Count Adaz Pronp, G and
Constabl e of the Order of the Hound, Prince of Parye
and Protector of Minchein, Commander of Ten Thou-
sand." The ornate dog-nask inclined itself again.

"Count Adaz led the force that hel ped us conquer
all the European mainland in tw years when we had
all owed for twenty," Meliadus said. "H s hounds are in-

vinci bl e. ™"

"The baron flatters nme," said Adaz Pronp, "I am
sure you have mghtier |egions in Asiaconmrunista, ny
lords."

"Perhaps, | do not know. Your arny sounds as

fierce as our dragon-hounds," Kaow Shal ang Gatt sai d.

"Dragon- hounds? And what are they?" Meliadus en-
quired, renenbering at |ast what his king had desired
himto do.

"You have none in G anbretan?"

"Perhaps we call them by another nane? Coul d you
descri be then?"

Kaow Shal ang Gatt nade a novenent with his staff.
"They are about twi ce the height of a man—ene of

our men—with seventy teeth that are like ivory razors
They are very hairy and have claws |like a cat's. W
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use themto hunt those reptiles we have not yet trained
for war."

"l see," Meliadus murnmnured, thinking that such war-
beasts woul d require special tactics to defeat. "And

how many such dragon- hounds have you trained for
battl e?"

"A good nunber," said his guest.

They noved on, neeting other nobles and their |ad-

i es, and each was prepared with a question such as

Adaz Pronp had asked, to give Mliadus the oppor-
tunity of extracting information fromthe emnissaries.
But it became plain that although they were willing to
indicate that their forces and weaponry were mighty,
they were too cautious to provide details as to numbers
and capacity. Meliadus realised that it would take nore
than one evening to gather that sort of information,
and he had the feeling that it would be hard to get it
at all.

"Your science nust be very sophisticated,” he said
as they noved through the throng. "Mre advanced
than ours, perhaps?"

"Perhaps," said Orkai Heong Phoon, "but | know
so little of your science. It would be interesting to
conpare such things."

"Indeed it would," agreed Meliadus. "I heard, for in-
stance, that your flying nachi ne brought you severa
thousand mles in a very short space of tine."

"It was not a flying machine," said Orkai Heong
Phoon.

“No? Then how...?"

"We call it an Earth Chariot—t noves through the
ground..."

"And how is it propelled? Wiat nmoves the earth
away fromit?"

"W are not scientists,” put in Kaow Shalang Gatt.

"W do not pretend to understand the workings of our
machi nes. W | eave such things to the lowier castes."

Baron Meliadus, feeling slighted again, came to a
halt before the beautiful heron mask of the Countess
Fl ana M kosevaar. He announced her and she curtsi ed.

"You are very tall,’
"Yes, very tall.”

she said in her throaty murnur.

Baron Meliadus attenpted to nove on, enbarrassed

by the countess as he had hal f-suspected he woul d be.

He had only introduced her to fill the silence follow ng
the visitor's last remark. But Flana reached and

touched Orkai Heong Phoon's shoul der. "And your

shoul ders are very broad," she said. The em ssary made
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no reply, but stood stock still. Had she insulted hinf
Mel i adus wondered. He woul d have felt sone satisfac-
tion if she had. He did not expect the Asiaconmmuni stan
to conplain, for he realised it was as nuch in the
man's interests to remain on good terns with G an-
bretan's nobles as it was in Granbretan's interests, at
this stage, to remain on good terns with them "My |
entertain you in some way?" asked Flana, gesturing
vaguel y.

"Thank you, but | can think of nothing at this no-
ment," said the man, and they noved on

Ast oni shed, Fl ana watched them continue their

progress. She had never been rejected thus before and
she was intrigued. She decided to explore these pos-
sibilities further, when she could find a suitable tine.
They were odd, these taciturn creatures, with their stiff
nmovenents. They were like nmen of netal, she thought.
Coul d anyt hing, she wondered, produce a human eno-

tion in then®

Their great masks of painted | eather swayed above

the heads of the crowd as Meliadus introduced themto
Jerek Nankenseen and his | ady, the Duchess Fal noliva
Nankenseen who, in her youth, had ridden to battle

wi th her husband.

And when the tour was conpl eted, Baron Meliadus
returned to his golden throne wondering, with increased
frustration, where his rival, Shenegar Trott, had di sap-
peared to, and why King Huon shoul d have dei gned

not to trust himwth the information of Trott's nove-
ments. He wanted urgently to rid himself of his charges
and hurry to Taragorm s | aboratories to di scover what
progress the Master of the Palace of Time had nade

and whether there was any possibility of discovering
the whereabouts in tine or space of the hated Castle
Br ass.

Chapt er Ei ght

MELI ADUS AT THE
PALACE OF TI ME

EARLY NEXT MORNI NG after an unsatisfactory

night in which he had given up sleep and failed to find
pl easure, Baron Meliadus left to visit Taragorm at the
Pal ace of Tine.

In Londra there were few open streets. Houses, pal-

aces, warehouses and barracks were all connected by

encl osed passages which, in the richer sections of the
city, were of bright colours as if the walls were nade of
enanel | ed glass or, in the poorer sections, of oily, dark
st one.

Mel i adus was borne through these passages in a
curtained litter by a dozen girl slaves, all naked and
wi th rouged bodies (the only kind of slaves Meliadus
woul d have to serve hinm. His intention was to visit
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Tar agor m bef ore those boorish nobl es of Asiacommu-

nista were awake. It could be, of course, that they did
represent a nation hel pi ng Hawknoon and the rest, but

he had no proof. |If his hopes of Taragorm s discov-

eries were realised, he mght gain that proof, present it
to King Huon, vindicate hinmself and perhaps, too, rid

hi nsel f of the troubl esome task of playing host to the
em ssari es.

The passages w dened and strange sounds began to

be heard—dul| boons and regul ar, nechani cal noi ses.
Mel i adus knew that he heard Taragornis cl ocks.

As he neared the entrance to the Palace of Tine, the

noi se becane deafening as a thousand gi gantic pendu-

lums swung at a thousand different rates, as machinery
whirred and shifted, as jacks struck bells and gongs

and cynbal s, nmechanical birds cried and nechanica

voi ces spoke. It was an incredibly confusing din for, al-
t hough the pal ace contai ned sone several thousand

clocks of differing sizes, it was itself a gigantic clock,
the chief regulator for the rest, and above all the other
sounds cane the slow, ponderous, echoing clack of

the massive escapenent |ever, far above near the roof,
and t he hissing of the nmonstrous pendulumas it swung
through the air in the Hall of the Pendul um where
Taragor m conduct ed nost of his experinents.

Meliadus's litter arrived at |ast before a relatively
smal | set of bronze doors and nechani cal men sprang
forward to bl ock the way, a mechanical voice cutting
through the din of the clocks to demand:

"Who visits Lord Taragorm at the Pal ace of Tune?"

"Baron Meliadus, his brother-in-law, with the per-
m ssion of the King Enperor," replied the baron,
forced to shout.

The doors remained cl osed for a good deal |onger,
Mel i adus thought, than they shoul d have done, then
opened slowmy to admt the litter

Now t hey passed into a hall with curved walls of

metal, |ike the base of a clock, and the noi se increased.
The hall was full of ticks and clacks and whirrs and
boons and t hunps and swi shes and cl angs and, had

not the baron's head been encased in its wolf-helm he
woul d have pressed his hands to his ears. As it was he
began to be convinced that shortly he woul d becone

deaf .

They passed through this hall into another swathed
in tapestries (inevitably representing in highly formal -
i sed design a hundred different tinme-keeping devices)

whi ch nuffled the worst of the noise. Here the girl

sl aves lowered the litter and Baron Meliadus pushed
back the curtains with gauntleted hands and stood there
to await the comng of his brother-in-Iaw
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Again (he felt) he had to wait an unconsci onabl e

time before the nman appeared, stepping sedately
through the doors at the far end of the hall, his huge
cl ock mask noddi ng.

"It is early, brother," said Taragorm "I regret | kept
you waiting, but | had not breakfasted.”

Mel i adus reflected that Taragorm had never had a
decent regard for the niceties of etiquette, then he
snapped: "My apol ogi es, brother, but | was anxious to
see your work."

"I amflattered. This way, brother."

Taragormturned and | eft through the door he had
entered, Meliadus close on his heels.

Thr ough nore tapestried passages they noved unti

at | ast Taragorm pressed his wei ght agai nst the bar

| ocking a huge door. The door opened and the air was
suddenly full of the sound of a great w nd; the noi se of
a gigantic drum sounding a painfully slow beat.

Automatically Meliadus | ooked up and saw t he pen-

dulum hurtling through the air above him+ts bob

fifty tons of brass fashioned in the formof an ornate,
bl azing sun, creating a draft that fluttered all the tap-
estries in the halls behind themand rai sed Meliadus's
cloak like a pair of heavy silken wi ngs. The pendul um
supplied the wind and the hidden escapenent |ever,

hi gh above, supplied the sound |like a drum Across

the vast Hall of the Pendul umwas stretched an array

of machines in various stages of construction, of bench-
es containing | aboratory equi pnent, of instrunents of
brass and bronze and silver, of clouds of fine golden
wires, of webs of jewelled thread, of tine-keeping in-

st runent s—wat er - cl ocks, pendul um novenents, | ever
nmovement s, ball mnovements, watches, chrononeters,
orreries, astrol abes, |eaf-clocks, skeleton clocks, table

cl ocks, sun dial s—and working on all these were Tara-
gorm s slaves, scientists and engi neers captured froma
score of nations, many of themthe finest of their |ands.

Even as Meliadus watched, there would cone a

flash of purple light fromone part of the hall, a shower
of green sparks from another, a gout of scarlet snpke
fromel sewhere. He saw a bl ack machine crumble to

dust and its attendant cough, tunble forward into the
dust and vani sh.

"And what was that?" came a | aconic voice from

nearby. Meliadus turned to see that Kalan of Vitall
Chief Scientist to the King-Enperor, was also visiting
Tar agor m

"An experiment in accelerated tine," said Taragorm

"W can create the process, but we cannot control it.
Not hi ng, so far, has worked. See there . " he pointed
to a large ovoid machine of yellow, glassy substance
"that creates the opposite effect and again, unfortu-

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,...203%20-%20The%20Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt (32 of 122) [1/19/03 6:42:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %620M oorcock/M oorcock,%20M i chael %20-%20Runestaf f%6203%20-%20T he%620Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt

nately, cannot be controlled as yet. The nan you see
beside it," he indicated what Meliadus had taken to be
a lifelike statue (some nechanical figure froma clock
being repaired), "has been frozen thus for weeks!"

"And what of travelling through time?" Meliadus
sai d.

"Over there," Taragormreplied. "You see the set of
silver boxes? Each of those houses an instrunment we
have created that can hurl an object through tune,
either back or forth—-we are not sure for what dis-
tances. Living things, however, suffer much when
under goi ng the sane journey. Few of the slaves or
ani mal s we have used have |ived, and none have not
suffered consi derabl e agonies and deformties."

"I'f only we had believed Tozer," Kalan said, "per-
haps then we ni ght have di scovered the secret of trav-
elling through time. W should not have nade such a

j oke of him-but, really, | could not believe that that
scribbling buffoon had truly discovered the secret!"

"What's that? What ?" Meliadus had heard not hing

of Tozer. "Tozer the playwight. | thought hi m dead!
What did he know of time travel ?"

"He reappeared, trying to reinstate hinself in the
King Enperor's graces with a story that he had | earned
how to journey through time froman old man in the
West —a nmental trick, he said. We brought him here,

| aughi ngly asked himto prove the truth of his words
by travelling through tinme. Wereupon, Baron Mli a-
dus, he vani shed!"

"You—you nmade no effort to hold him... ?"

"It was inpossible to believe him" Taragorm put
in. "Wuld you have?"

"I woul d have been nore careful in testing him"

"It was in his interest to return, we thought. Besides,
brother, we were not clutching at straws."

"What do you nean by that—-brother?" retorted Me-
| i adus.

"I mean that we are working in the spirit of pure
scientific research, whereas you require i mediate re-
sults in order to continue your vendetta agai nst Castle
Brass. "

"I, brother, ama warrior—a man of action. It does
not suit nme to sit about and play with toys or brood
over books." Honour satisfied, Baron Meliadus re-
turned his attention to the subject of Tozer.

"You say the playwight |earned the secret from an
old man in the West?"

"So he said," replied Kalan. "But | think he was
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lying. He told us it was a nental trick he had devel -
oped, but we did not think him capable of such disci-
pline. Still, the fact remains, he faded and vani shed be-
fore our eyes."

"Wy was | not told of this?" Meliadus noaned in
frustration.

"You were still on the mainland when it took place,"
Taragorm poi nted out. "Besides, we did not think it
was of interest to a man of action |like yourself."

"But his know edge could have clarified your work,"

Mel i adus said. "You seem so casual about having | ost
the opportunity.”

Tar agor m shrugged. "Wat can we do about it now?

We are progressing little by little . " sonmewhere there
was a bang, a man screaned and a nauve and orange

flash illum nated the room. . . "and we shall soon

have taned tine as we are tam ng space."

"I'n a thousand years, perhaps!" snorted Meliadus.
"The West—an old nan in the West? W nust |o-
cate him Wat is his nanme?"

"Tozer told us only that he was called Mygan—a
sorcerer of considerable wisdom But, as | said, | be-
lieve he was lying. After all, what's in the Wst save
desol ati on? Not hing has lived there but nalformnmed
creatures since the Tragic MIIlenium"

"We nust go there," Meliadus said. "W nust |eave
no stone unturned, no chance overl ooked ..."

"I''"l'l not journey to those bl eak nountains on a wild
goose chase," said Kalan with a shudder. "I have ny
work to do here, fitting ny new engines into ships; ships
to enable us to conquer the rest of the world as swiftly

as we conquered Europe. Besides, | thought you, too,
had responsibilities at hone, Baron Meliadus—eur visi-
tors ..."

"Dam the visitors. They cost ne precious time."

"Soon | shall be able to offer you all the tine you
require, brother," Taragormtold him "Gve us alittle
while..."

"Bah! | can learn nothing here. Your crunbling

boxes and expl odi ng nmachi nes nmake spectacul ar sights,
but they are useless to ne. Play your ganes, brother,
as you please. I'll bid you good norning!"

Feeling relieved that he no longer had to be polite
to his hated brother-in-law, Meliadus turned and
stal ked out of the Hall of the Pendulum through the
tapestried corridors and halls, back to his litter.

He flung hinself into it, grunted for the girls to bear
hi m away.
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As he was borne back to Ms own pal ace, Meliadus
consi dered the new i nformati on.

At the first opportunity he would rid hinself of his
charges and journey to the Wst, to see if he could re-
trace Tozer's steps and di scover the old man who hel d

not only the secret of tine, but also the means of his at
| ast exacting his full vengeance upon Castle Brass.

Chapter N ne

| NTERLUDE AT
CASTLE BRASS

AT CASTLE BRASS, in the courtyard, Count Brass

and d adahn of the Bul gar Muntains, straddled their
horned horses and rode out, through the red-roofed
town, and away to the fens, as was their habit now
every norning.

Count Brass had | ost some of his brooding manner
and had begun to desire conpany again since the visit
of the Warrior in Jet and Gol d.

El vereza Tozer was held captive in a suite of roons
in one of the towers and had seened content when
Bowgent | e had gi ven hi m supplies of paper, pens and
ink and told himto earn his keep with a play, proms-
ing himan appreciative, if small audience.

"l wonder how Hawknoon fares,"” he said, as they

rode together in pleasurabl e conmpani onship. "I regret
that | did not draw the straw which woul d have en-
abl ed ne to acconmpany him?"

"I, too," said O adahn. "D Averc was | ucky. A shane
there were only two rings that could be used—fozer's

and the Warrior's. If they return with the rest, then
we'll all be able to nake war on the Dark Enpire .

"It was a dangerous idea, friend O adahn, to sug-
gest, as the Warrior suggested, they visit G anbretan
itself and try to discover Mygan of Llandar in Yel."

"l have heard it said that it is often safer to dwell in
the lion's lair than outside it," d adahn said

"Safer still to live in a |and where there are no
lions," Count Brass retorted with a small quirk of his
I'ips.

"Wll, | hope the lion does not devour them that is
all, Count Brass," said dadahn frowning. "It may be
perverse of ne, but | still envy himhis opportunity."”

"I have a feeling that we shall not |ong have to put

up with this inaction,” Count Brass said, guiding his
horse al ong the narrow track between the reeds, "for it
seens to ne that our security is threatened fromnot one
quarter but many..."

"It is not a possibility that worries nme overnuch,"
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said O adahn, "but | fear for Yisselda, Bowgentle and
the ordinary folk of the town, for they have no relish
for the sort of activity we enjoy."

The two men rode on to the sea, enjoying the soli-
tude and at the same tune yearning for the din and the
action of battle.

Count Brass began to wonder if it .were not worth
smashing the crystal device that was their security,
pl ungi ng Castle Brass back into the world they had
left, and making a fight of it, even though there was
no chance of defeating the hordes of the Dark Enpire.

Chapter Ten
THE SI GHTS OF LONDRA

THE ORNI THOPTER S W NGS thrashed at the air as
the flying machi ne hovered over the spires of Londra.

It was a large machine, built to carry four or five
people, and its netal bulk gleanmed with scrollwork
and baroque designs.

Mel i adus bent his head over the side and pointed
downward. Hi s guests |eaned forward al so, barely po-
lite. It seened that their tall, heavy masks woul d fal
fromtheir shoulders if they | eaned any further.

"There you see the pal ace of King Huon where you

are staying," Meliadus said, indicating the crazy mag-

ni ficence of his King Enperor's domicile. It towered
above all the other buil dings and was set apart from
them in the very center of the city. Unlike nbst other
buildings, it could not be reached by a series of corri-
dors. Its four towers, glowing with a Iight of deep gold,
were even now above their heads, though they sat in

the ornithopter, well above the tops of the other buil d-
ings. Its tiers were thick with bas-reliefs depicting all
manner of dark activities bel oved of the Empire. G -
gantic and grotesque statues were placed on corners

of parapets, seemng about to topple into the courtyards
far, far below The pal ace was blotched with every

i magi nabl e col our and all the colours clashed in such

a way as to nmake the eye ache in a matter of seconds.

"The Pal ace of Tine," said Mliadus, indicating the
superbly ornanmented pal ace that was al so a gi ant cl ock,
and then: "My own pal ace." This was broodi ng bl ack,

faced with silver. "The river you see is, of course, the
Ri ver Tayme." The river was thick with traffic. Its

bl ood-red waters bore barges of bronze, ebony and

teak ships enbl azoned with preci ous netal and semi -
precious jewels, with huge white sails on which designs
had been sewn or printed.

"Further to your left," said Baron Meliadus, deeply
resenting this silly task, "is our Hangi ng Tower. You
will see that it appears to hang fromthe sky and is not
rooted upon the ground. This was the result of an ex-
peri nent of one of our sorcerers who managed to raise
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the tower a few feet but could raise it no further. Then,
it appeared, he could not recall it to Earth—so it has
remai ned thus ever since."

He showed them the quays where the great, garnet-
bur ni shed battl eshi ps of G anbretan di spensed their

stol en goods; the Quarter of the Unnmasked where |ived
the scumof the city; the dome of the huge theatre
where once Tozer's plays had been perforned; the

Templ e of the Wl f, headquarters of his own order

with a nonstrous and grotesque stone wol f head domi -
nating the curve of the roof, and the various other tem
ples with simlarly grotesque beast heads carved in
stone and wei ghi ng many tons.

For a dull day they flew over the city, stopping only
to refuel the ornithopter and change pilots, with Meli a-
dus growing hourly inpatient. He showed themall the
wonders that filled that ancient and unpleasant city,
seeking, as his King Enperor had denanded, to im

press the visitors with the Dark Enpire's m ght.

As evening cane and the setting sun stained the city

wi th unheal thy shades, Baron Meliadus sighed with re-

lief and instructed the pilot to direct the ornithopter to
the | andi ng stage on the roof of the pal ace.

It landed with a great flurry of nmetal wi ngs, a
wheezing and a clattering and the two em ssaries
climbed stiffly out; like the nachine, they remined
senbl ances of natural life.

They wal ked to the hooded entrance of the pal ace

and noved down the winding ramp until they were at

|l ast again in the corridors of shifting light, to be net
by their guard of honor, six high-ranking warriors of
the Order of the Mantis, their insect masks reflecting
the brightness fromthe walls, who escorted them back
to their own chanbers where they would rest and eat.

Leaving them at the door of their apartments, Baron
Mel i adus bowed and hurried away, having proni sed

that tonorrow they should discuss matters of science,
and conpare the progress of Asiacomunista with the
achi evenments of G anbretan.

Fl i nging hinmself through the hallucinatory passages
he al nost bow ed over the King Emperor's relative,
Fl ana, Countess of Kanbery.

"My lord!"
He paused, made to pass her, stopped. "My | ady—
my apol ogi es. "

"You are in a hurry, ny lord!"

"I am Flana."
, "You are in uneven tenper, it seens."

"My tenper is poor."

"You woul d consol e yoursel f?"
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"l have business to attend to ..

"Busi ness shoul d be conducted with a cool head, ny
| ord?"

" Per haps. "
"If you would cool your passion ..

He started to continue his progress, then stopped
again. He had experienced Flana's nethods of consol a-
tion before. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps he did

need her. On the other hand he needed to nake prep-
arations for his expedition to the Wst as soon as the
em ssaries had departed. Still, they would be here for
sone days at least. Also, the previous night had proved
unsatisfactory and his norale was | ow. At |east he
could prove hinself a |over.

" Per haps .
fully.

he said again, this time nmore thought-

"Then | et us make haste to ny apartnents, ny lord,"
said she with a trace of eagerness.

Wth nmounting interest, Mliadus took her arm
"Ah, Flana," he murnured. "Ah, Flana."
Chapter El even

THOUGHTS OF
THE COUNTESS FLANA

FLANA' S MOTI VES i n seeking the conpany of Me-

| i adus had been nixed, for it was not the baron in

whom she was chiefly interested, but in his charges, the
two stiff-linbed giants fromthe East.

She asked him about themas they lay in their sweat

in her enornmous bed and he confided his frustrations,
his hatred of his task and his hatred of the em s-
saries, told her of his real anbition, which was to
avenge hinself of his enenies, the slayers of her hus-
band, the inhabitants of Castle Brass, told her of his
di scovery that Tozer had found an old man in the

West, in the forgotten province of Yel, who m ght

have the secret of reaching his foes.

And he nmurrmured of his fears that he was losing his
power, his prestige (though he knew he shoul d not
speak such secret thoughts to Flana of all wonen) and
that the King Enperor was these days trusting others,
such as Shenegar Trott, with the know edge that he
once only gave to Meli adus.

"Ch, Flana," he said, shortly before he fell into a
moody sleep, "if you were Queen, together we could
fulfill our Enpire's m ghtiest destiny.”

But Fl ana scarcely heard him was scarcely think-
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ing, nmerely lay there and noved her heavy body from
time to time, for Meliadus had failed to ease the aching
in her soul, had barely eased the craving in her |o0ins
and her nmind was on the emissaries who |ay sleeping

only two tiers above her head.

At length she rose fromthe bed, |eaving Meliadus
snoring and moaning in his sleep, and dressed herself
again in gown and mask, and slipped from her room

to glide along the corridors, up the ranps, until she
came at last to the doors that were guarded by the Man-
tis warriors. The insect masks turned questioningly.

"You know who | am " said she.

They did know and they withdrew fromthe doors.
She chose one and pressed it open, entering the excit-
i ng darkness of the emnissaries' apartnments.

ft
Chapter Twel ve
A REVELATI ON

MOONLI GHT ALONE | LLUM NATED the room fall-

ing on a bed in which a figure stirred, showi ng her the
di scarded ornanents, arnmor and mask of the man who

| ay there.

She npbved cl oser.
"My lord?" she whispered.

Suddenly the figure shot up in the bed and she saw
his startled face, saw his hands fly up to cover his fea-
tures, and she gasped in recognition

"l know you!"

"Who are you?" He leapt from beneath the silken
sheets, naked in the nmoonlight, ran forward to sei ze
her. "A wonman!"

"Aye . purred she. "And you are a man." She

| aughed softly. "Not a giant at all, though of goodly
hei ght. Your mask and armor nade you seem nore

than a foot taller."

"What do you want ?"

"l sought to entertain you, sir—and be entertained.
But | am di sappointed, for | believed you to be other
than human. Now | know you to be the nman | saw in
the Throne Roomtwo years ago—the man Mel i adus
brought before the King-Enperor."

"So you were there that day." His grip tightened on

her and his hand rose to yank of f her mask and cover
her mouth. She nibbled the fingers; stroked the muscles
of the other arm The hand on her nouth rel axed.

"Who are you?" he whispered. "Do others know?"
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"I am Fl ana M kosevaar, Countess of Kanbery.

None suspects you, daring German. And | will not cal

in the guards, if that is what you expect, for | have no
interest in politics and no synpathy with Meliadus.
Indeed, | amgrateful to you, for you rid ne of a trou-
bl esome spouse. "

"You are M kosevaar's w dow?"

"I am And you | knew i medi ately by the black

jewel in your forehead which you sought to hide when

| entered. You are Duke Dorian Hawknoon von Kol n,

here in disguise, no doubt, to |learn the secrets of your
enenmies. "

"I believe I shall have to kill you, madam "

"I have no intention of betraying you, Duke Dorian

At |east, not at once. | came to offer nyself for your
pl easure, that is all. You have rid ne of ny mask."
She turned her gol den eyes upward to regard his hand-
sone face. "Now you may rid nme of the rest of ny

garb ..."

"Madam " he said hoarsely. "I cannot. | am nar-
ried."

She | aughed. "As am | —+ have been married count-
| ess tines."

There was sweat on his forehead as he returned her
gaze and his nuscles tensed. "Madam+— can-
not "

There was a sound and they both turned.

The door separating the apartments opened and

there stood a gaunt, good-Iooki ng man who coughed a
little ostentatiously and then bowed. He, too, was com
pl etely naked.

"My friend, madam" said Huillam D Averc, "is of
a sonewhat rigid noral disposition. However, if | can
assist..."

She moved toward him | ooking himup and down.
"You seem a healthy fellow, " she said.

He turned his eyes away. "Ah, madam it is kind of
you to say so. But | amnot, not a well man. On the
ot her hand," he reached out and took her shoul der,

gui ding her into his chanmber, "I will do what little
can to please you before this failing heart gives up on
me..."

The door cl osed, |eaving Hawknmoon trenbling.

He sat on the edge of his bed, cursing hinself for
not having slept in his cunbersome disguise, but the
exhausting tour of the day had nmade hi m di spense with
caution of that kind. Wen the Warrior in Jet and
Gold had put the plan to them it had seened un-
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necessarily dangerous. The | ogic had been sound
enough—they nust discover if the old man from Ye

had been found before they went off searching for him
in Western Granbretan. But now it seened their
chances of getting such information were dashed

The guards nust have seen the countess enter. Even

if they killed her or inprisoned her, the guards woul d
suspect something. They were in a city that was, to a
man, totally dedicated to their destruction. They had

no allies and there was no possi bl e hope of escape
once their real identities becane known.

Hawkroon racked his brains for a plan that woul d
at least enable themto flee the city before it becane
alerted, but all seened hopel ess.

Hawkrmoon began to pile on his heavy robes and ar-
mour. The only weapon he had was the gol den baton
whi ch the Warrior had given himto conplete the im
pression of a noble dignitary from Asi acomruni st a.
He hefted it, w shing he had a sword.

Paci ng the room he continued to try to think of a
feasi bl e plan of escape, but nothing cane.

He was still pacing when norning came and Huill am

D Averc put his head through the door and gri nned.
"Good norni ng, Hawknoon? Have you had no rest,

man? | synpathize. Neither have |. The countess is a
demandi ng creature. However | amglad to see you
ready for a journey. We nust hurry."

"VWhat do you nmean, D Averc? | have tried all night
to conceive a plan, but | can think of nothing

"l have been questioning Flana of Kanbery and she
has told nme everything we need to know, for Meliadus,
apparently, has confided nmuch in her. She has al so
agreed to hel p us escape."

n |_b\,\/?|l
"Her private ornithopter. It is ours for the taking."
"Can you trust her?"

"We nust. Listen—Meliadus has not yet had tine to

seek out Mygan of Llandar. By good fortune, it was

our arrival kept himhere. But he knows of him—
knows, at |east, that Tozer |earned his secret from an
old man in the West—and neans to find him W

have the chance to find Mygan first. W can go part

of the way by Flana's ornithopter which I will fly and
continue the rest of the journey on foot."

"But we are weaponl ess—wi t hout proper clothes!"
"Weapons and clothes | can obtain from Fl ana—

masks al so. She has a thousand trophies of past con-
quests in her chanbers."
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"W nust go to her chanbers now "
"No. W nust wait for her to return here."
" \My?ll

"Because, my friend, Meliadus may still be sl eeping
in her apartnents. Have patience. We are in luck
Pray that it will hold!"

Not nuch | ater Flana returned, took off her nask

and kissed D Averc alnost hesitantly, as a young gir

m ght kiss a |lover. Her features seened softer and her
eyes |l ess haunted, as if she had found sone quality in
D Averc's | ovenaki ng that she had not experienced be-
fore—possi bly gentl eness, which was not a quality of
the men of Granbretan.

"He is gone," she said. "And | have half a m nd,
Huillam to keep you here, for nyself. For many years
I have contained a need which | could not express,
never satisfy. You have come close to satisfying it

He bent and kissed her lightly on the lips and his
voi ce seenmed sincere when he said: "And you, too,

Fl ana, have given ne sonething . " He straightened
stiffly, having donned his heavy, built-up garnents.
He placed his tall mask upon his head. "Cone, we

must hurry, before the pal ace wakes."

Hawkrmoon fol |l owed D Averc's exanpl e, donning

his own hel met, and once again the two resenbl ed
strange, hal f-human creatures, the enissaries from
Asi acommuni st a.

Now Fl ana | ed them fromthe apartnents, past the

Mantis guards, who fell in behind them and through

the twi sting, shining corridors until her own apartments
were reached. They ordered the guards to remain out-

si de.
"They will report that they foll owed us here,”
D Averc said. "You will be suspected, Flana!"

She dof fed her heron mask and smled. "No," she
sai d and crossed the deep carpet to a polished chest set

wi th di anonds. She raised the Iid and took out a |ong
pi pe, at the end of which was a soft bulb. "This bulb
contains a poison spray," she said. "Once inhaled, the
poi son turns the victimnmad so that he runs wild and
berserk before dying. The guards will run through

many corridors before they perish. | have used it be-
fore. It always works."

She spoke so sweetly of nurder that Hawknmoon was
forced to shudder.

"Al'l | need do, you see," she continued, "is to push
the hollow rod through the keyhol e and squeeze the
bul b. "
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She pl aced the apparatus on the lid of the chest and

| ed them through several splendid, eccentrically fur-
ni shed roons, until they came to a chanber with a

huge wi ndow t hat | ooked out onto a broad bal cony.

There on the bal cony, its wings neatly fol ded, fash-
ioned to resenble a beautiful scarlet and silver heron,
was Fl ana's ornithopter

She hurried to another part of the room and drew

back a curtain. There, in a great pile, was her booty—
cl ot hes, nmasks and weapons of all her departed |overs
and husbands.

"Take what you need," she nmurmured, "and hurry."

Hawkroon sel ected a doubl et of blue vel vet, hose

of black doe-skin, a sword-belt of brocaded |eather
whi ch held a long, beautifully bal anced bl ade and a
poi gnard. For his mask he took one of his slain ene-
my' s—Asrovaak M kosevaar' s—gl owering vulture

masks.

D Averc dressed hinself in a suit of deep yell ow

with a cloak of lustrous blue, boots of deerhide and a
bl ade simlar to Hawknoon's. He, too, took a vulture
mask, reasoning that two of the same Order woul d be
likely to be travelling together. Now they |ooked truly
great nobl es of G anbretan.

Fl ana opened the wi ndow and they stepped out into
the cold, foggy norning.

"Farewel | ;" whispered Flana. "I nust get back to the
guards. Farewell, Huillam D Averc. | hope we shal
meet again."

"l hope so, also, Flana," replied D Averc with un-
usual gentleness of tone. "Farewell."

He clinbed into the cockpit of the ornithopter and
started the notor. Hawknoon hastily got in behind
hi m

The thing's wings began to beat at the air and with
a clatter of metal it rose into the gloony sky of Londra,
turni ng West.

Chapter Thirteen

KI NG HUON S
DI SPLEASURE

MANY EMOTI ONS CONFLI CTED i n Baron Meli a-

dus as he entered the Throne Room of his King Em
peror, abased hinsel f and began the | ong trudge toward
the Throne d obe.

The white fluid of the gl obe surged nore agitatedly
than usual, alarm ng the Baron. He was at once furious
that the em ssaries had di sappeared, nervous of his
monarch's wrath, anxious to pursue his quest for the
old man who coul d give himthe nmeans of reaching

Castl e Brass. Also he feared |l est he | ose his power and
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his pride and (the king had been known to do it be-
fore) be banished to the Quarter of the Unnmasked. His
nervous fingers brushed his wolf-helmand his step fal-
tered as he neared the Throne G obe and | ooked anx-
iously up at the foetus-1like shape of his nonarch.

"Great King Enmperor. It is your servant Meliadus."
He fell to his knees and bowed to the ground.

"Servant ? You have not served us very well, Melia-
dus!"

"I amsorry, Noble Mjesty, but..."
" But ?"

"But | could have no know edge that they pl anned
to | eave last night, returning by the nmeans with which
they cane..."

"I't should have been your business to sense their
pl ans, Meliadus."

"Sense? Sense their plans, Mghty Mnarch... ?"

"Your instinct is failing you, Meliadus. Once it was
exact —you acted according to its dictates. Now your
silly plans for vengeance fill your brain and being
and make you blind to all else. Meliadus, those ems-
saries slew six of ny best guards. How they killed
them 1 know not—perhaps a nental spell of sone

| and—but kill themthey did, sonehow | eaving the

pal ace and returning to whatever nachi ne brought

t hem here. They have di scovered nuch about us—

and we, Meliadus, have discovered virtually nothing
about them™

"W know a little of their mlitary equi pnent..."

"Do we? Men can lie, you know, Meliadus. W are

di spl eased with you. W charged you to performa

duty and you perforned it only partially and wi thout
your full attention. You spent tine at Taragorm s pal -
ace, left the em ssaries to their own devices when you
shoul d have been entertaining them You are a fool,
Meliadus. A fool!"

"Sire, 1=

"It is your stupid obsession with that handful of

outl aws who dwell in Castle Brass. Is it the girl you de-
sire? Is that why you seek themw th such singl e-m nded-
ness?"

"I fear they threaten the Enpire, noble sire ...
"So does Asiaconmunista threaten our Enpire,

Baron Meliadus—with real swords and real armes and
real ships that can travel through the earth. Baron,
you must forget your vendetta agai nst Castle Brass or,
we warn you, you had best be wary of our displeasure."
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"But, sire..."

"W have warned you, Baron Meliadus. Put Castle

Brass fromyour mnd. Instead, try to learn all you can
of the emnissaries, discover where their machi ne net
them how they managed to | eave the city. Redeem
yourself in our eyes, Baron Meliadus—restore your-

self to your old prestige ..."

"Aye, sire," Baron Meliadus said through gritted
teeth, controlling his anger and chagri n.

"The audience is at an end, Meliadus."

"Thank you," said Meliadus, blood pounding in his
head, "sire."

He backed away fromthe Throne d obe.

He turned on his heel and began to pace the |ong
hal | .

He reached the jewell ed doors, pushed past the
guards and strode down the gl eam ng corridors of shift-
ing light.

On he marched, and on, his pace rapid and his
nmovements stiff, his hand white on the hilt of his sword
which it gripped tightly.

He paced until he had reached the great reception
hal | of the pal ace where waited the nobles craving
audi ence with the King Enperor; descended the steps
that led to the gates opening on the outer worlds,
signed for his girls to come forward with his litter
clambered into it and dunped hinmself heavily on its
cushions, and allowed hinself to be borne back to his
bl ack and sil ver pal ace.

Now he hated his King Enperor. Now he | oat hed

the creature who had hunmiliated himso, thwarted him

so, insulted himso. King Huon was a fool not to realise
the potential danger offered by Castle Brass. Such a

fool was not fit to reign, not fit to command sl aves, |et

al one Baron Meliadus, G and Constable of the Order of
the Wl f.

Mel i adus woul d not listen to King Huon's stupid
orders, would do what he thought best and, if the King
Enmper or objected, then he would defy him

Alittle later, Meliadus left his palace on horseback
He rode at the head of twenty nmen. Twenty hand-

pi cked nen whom he could trust to follow himany-
wher e—even to Yel

Chapter Fourteen
THE WASTES COF YEL

THE COUNTESS FLANA' S ornithopter dropped
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cl oser and closer to the ground, its belly brushing the
tops of tall pines, its wings narromy m ssing becom

ing entangled with the branches of birches, until at |ast
it landed on the wiry heather beyond the forest.

The day was cold and a sharp wi nd whistled across
the heath, biting through their flinsy costunes.

Shivering, they clanbered fromthe flying nmachine
and | ooked warily about them No one was in sight.

D Averc reached into his jerkin and produced a
scrap of thin | eather on which a map was scraw ed.

He pointed. "W go in that direction. Now we nust
get the ornithopter into the woods and hide it."

"Why cannot we | eave it? The chances of anyone
finding it for a day or so are slim" Hawknoon sai d.

But D Averc spoke seriously. "I do not wi sh any
harmto come to Countess Flana, Hawknoon. I|f the
machi ne were di scovered, it could be ill for her. Cone."

And so they tugged and shoved at the netal ma-

chine until it was in the pinewod and thickly covered
with brash. It had borne themas far as it could unti
its fuel gave out. They had not expected it to carry
them t he whole way to Yel

Now t hey must continue on foot.

For four days they wal ked t hrough woods and across
heat hs, the terrain gradually beconing | ess and |ess
fertile as they neared the borders of Yel

Then one day Hawknoon paused and poi nt ed.
"Look, D Averc—the Muntains of Yel."

And there they were in the distance, their purple
peaks in cloud, the plain and the foothills beneath
themall tawny yell ow rock

It was a wild, beautiful |andscape, such as Hawk-
moon had never seen before.

He gasped. "So there are sone sights in Ganbre-
tan not entirely offensive to the eye, D Averc."

"Aye, it is pretty," D Averc agreed. "But daunting
al so. W have to find Mygan there somewhere. Judgi ng
by the map, Llandar is still many nmiles into those
nmount ai ns. "

"Then |l et us press on." Hawknoon adjusted his

sword belt. "W had a small advantage over Meliadus

to begin with, but it is possible that even now he is on
his way to Yel in hot quest of Mygan."

D Averc stood on one leg and ruefully rubbed his
foot. "True, but | fear these boots will not, last the
distance. | picked themfrompride, for their prettiness,
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not for their sturdiness. | amlearning nmy nistake."
Hawkroon cl apped hi mon the shoulder. "I've heard

wi | d ponies roamthese parts. Pray we find a couple we
can tane."

But no wild ponies could be found and the yell ow
ground was hard and rocky and the sky above becane

full of a livid radiance. Hawknmoon and D Averc began
to realise why the folk of G anbretan were so super-
stitious of this region, for there did seemto be some-
thing unnatural about both [ and and sky.

At | ast the npbuntains were entered.

Seen close to, these were also of a yellow sh col or
though with streaks of dark red and green, all glassy
and grim Strange-I|ooking beasts skittered away from
their path as they clanbered on over jagged rocks and
peculiar man-1ike creatures, with hairy bodies topped
by completely hairless heads, neasuring less than a
foot high, regarded them from cover.

"They were once nen, those creatures," D Averc
said. "Their ancestors dwelt in these parts. But the
Tragic MIleniumdid its work here well."

"How do you know t hi s?" Hawknoon asked him

"l have read ny books. It was in Yel, worse than any

other part of Ganbretan, that the Tragic MII|enniums
effects were felt. That is why it is so desolate, for peo-
ple will not cone here any |onger."

"Save Tozer—-and the old man, Mygan of Ll andar."

"Aye—f Tozer spoke the truth. We could still be
on a wild goose chase, Hawknoon."

"But Meliadus had the same story."
"Perhaps Tozer is nerely a consistent |iar?"

It was close to nightfall when the nmountain creatures
came scuttling fromtheir caves hi gh above and at-
tacked Hawknmoon and D Averc.

They were covered in oily fur, with the beaks of

birds and the claws of cats, huge eyes bl azi ng, beaks
parting to reveal teeth, emtting a horrible hissing
sound. There were three fenmal es and about six nales as
far as they could tell In the seni-darkness.

Hawkrmoon drew his sword, adjusting his vulture
mask as he woul d adjust an ordinary helm and set his
back to a wall of rock.

D Averc took up a position beside him Then the
ebeasts were on them

Hawkroon sl ashed at the first, carving a | ong, bl oody
scar across its chest. It recoiled with a shriek
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A second was taken by D Averc, stabbed through
the heart. Hawknoon neatly slit the throat of a third,

but a fourth's claws were gripping his left arm He
struggl ed, nuscles straining as he tried to turn his
dagger upward to stab the creature's wist, while nean-
whil e he slashed at one trying to take himfromthe

ot her si de.

Hawkrmoon coughed and felt nauseous, for the beasts

stank horribly. He at last wenched his hand round and
dug the point of his dagger into its forearm It grunted
and | et go.

I nstantly Hawknoon drove the bl ade of the dagger
deep into one staring eye and |l eft the weapon there as
he turned to deal with the next creature.

It was dark now and hard to make out how many of

the beasts were left. D Averc was hol ding his own,
shouting filthy insults at the creatures as his bl ade
moved rapidly this way and that.

Hawkroon's foot slipped on bl ood and he staggered,
catching the small of his back on a spur of rock. Wth
a hi ss another beaked beast was on him clutching him
in a bearlike grip, pinning both arns to his sides, the
beak snapping at his face and closing with a snap on
the vul ture visor.

Hawknoon sweated to break the grip, tore his head
fromthe mask, leaving it in the creature's beak,

wenched the thing's arns apart and punched it heavily

in the chest. It staggered in surprise, not realising that
the vulture nmask had not been part of Hawknopon's

body.

Qui ckly Hawknoon drove Ms sword into its heart
and turned to assist D Averc, who had two of the
things on him

Hawkroon | opped one's head conpletely fromits

shoul ders and was about to attack the next when it re-
| eased D Averc and screaned, rushing off into the
night, clutching part of his jerkin

They had accounted for all but one of their disgust-
i ng attackers.

D Averc was panting, wounded slightly in the chest

where the claws had ripped his jerkin away. Hawknoon
ripped up a piece of his cloak and padded the wound.

"No great harm done," said D Averc. He yanked off

his battered vulture nask and flung it away. "Those

came in useful, but I'll wear nine no |onger since | see
you' ve di scarded yours. That jewel in your forehead is
unmi st akabl e, so there's no point in my continuing

to disguise nyself!" He grinned. "I told you the Tragic
M | I eni um had produced sone ugly creatures, friend
Hawkroon. "
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"l believe you," smiled Hawknoon. "Cone, we had

best find a place to canp for the night. Tozer marked a
safe resting spot on his map. Bring it out into the star-
light so we can read it."

D Averc reached into his jerkin and then his jaw
dropped in horror. "Oh, Hawknmoon! W are not so
| ucky!"

"Way so, ny friend?"

"That section of ny jerkin the creature carried off
contai ned the pocket in which | had the map supplied
by Tozer. W are |ost, Hawknoon!"

Hawkrmoon cur sed, sheathed his sword and frowned.

"There's nothing for it," he said. "W nust trail the
beast. It was slightly wounded and mi ght have left a

trail of blood. Perhaps it has dropped the map on its

way back to its lair. Failing that we shall have to foll ow
it all the way to where it lives and find a nmeans of
getting back our map when we arrive!"

D Averc frowned. "Is it worth it? Can we not renmem
ber where we are bound?"

"Not well enough. Come, D Averc."

Hawknmoon began to cl anber over the sharp rocks
in the direction in which the creature had di sappeared
and D Averc cane reluctantly after him

Luckily the sky was clear and the noon bright and
Hawkrmoon at | ast saw sone gl eanmi ng patches on the
rocks that nust have been blood. A bit further on he
saw nore patches

"This way, D Averc," he called
Hi s Mend sighed, shrugged and fol |l owed.

The search went on until dawn, when Hawknoon | ost

the trail and shook his head. They were high up on

a mountain slope, with a good view of two valleys be-
|l ow them He ran his hand through his blond hair and
he si ghed.

"No sign of the thing. And yet | was sure..."

"Now we are worse off," D Averc said absently,
rubbing his weary eyes. "No map—and no | onger,
even, on our original trail..."

"I amsorry, D Averc. | thought it the best plan."
Hawkroon' s shoul ders sagged. Then suddenly he
bri ght ened and poi nt ed.

"There! | saw somrethi ng nmoving. Conme on." And
he was sprinting along the shelf of rock to di sappear
fromD Averc's sight.

D Averc heard a shout of surprise and then a sud-
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den sil ence.

The Frenchnman drew his sword and fol |l owed after
his friend, wondering what he had net wth.

Then he saw the source of Hawknopon's anaze-

ment. There, far belowin a valley, was a city all nade
of nmetal, with shiny surfaces of red, gold, orange, blue
and green, with curving netal roadways and sharp

metal towers. It was plain to see, even from here, that
the city was deserted and falling to pieces, with rusting
wal | s and ador nnments.

Hawkroon stood | ooki ng down at it. He pointed.

There was their remnaining antagoni st of the night be-
fore, sliding down the rocky sides of the mountain to-
ward the city.

"That nust be where he lives," Hawknpon sai d.

"I like not to follow himdown there," D Averc

mur nur ed. "There coul d be poison air—the air that
makes your flesh crunple fromyour face, that causes
vomting and death..."

"The poi son air does not exist any nore, D Averc,

and you know it. It only lasts for a while and then

di sappears. Surely there has been no poison air here for
centuries." He began to clanber down the nmountain in
pursuit of his foe who still clutched the piece of jerkin
cont ai ni ng Tozer's nmap.

"Ch, very well,"” groaned D Averc. "Let's seek death
together!" And once again he began to followin his
friend' s wake. "You are a wild, inpatient gentleman,
Duke von Kol n!"

Wil e | oose stones rattled down and made the crea-
ture they pursued run all the faster towards the city,
Hawkrmoon and D Averc gave chase as best they coul d,
for they were unused to nountainous terrain and

D Averc's boots were al npbst in shreds.

They saw the beast enter the shadows of the neta
"city and di sappear.

A few nonents | ater they, too, had reached the city
and | ooked up, in sonme trepidation, at the huge netal
structures that |ooned into the sky, creating nenac-
i ng shadows bel ow.

Hawkroon noticed some nore bl oodstai ns and
threaded his way between the struts and pylons of the
city, peering with difficulty in the nurky Iight.

And then suddenly there was a clicking sound, a
hi ssing sound, a peculiar |and of subdued grow —

—and the creature was upon him its claws about

his throat, digging deeper and deeper. He felt one
pi erce, then another. He whi pped up his own hands
and tried to prise the clawed fingers away, felt the
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beak snap at the back of his neck

Then there was a wild shriek and a yell and the
claws rel eased his throat.

Hawknoon staggered round to see D Averc, sword in
hand, | ooking down at the body of the beaked beast.

"The disgusting creature had no brains," said

D Averc lightly. "What a fool it was to attack you and
| eave me free to slay it frombehind." He extended his
arm and delicately skewered the m ssing piece of cloth

that had fallen fromthe dead thing's claw. "Here's
our map, as good as ever!"

Hawkrmoon wi ped bl ood fromhis throat. The cl aws

had not pierced too deeply. "The poor thing," he said.
"No softness now, Hawknoon! You know how it

alarns me to hear you speaking thus. Renenber the
creatures attacked us."

"I wonder why. There should be no shortage of
their natural prey in these nountains—there are al
ki nds of edible creatures. Wy feast on us?"

"Either we were the nearest neat they saw,"

D Averc suggested, | ooking about himat the lattice of
met al everywhere, "or else they have learned to hate
men. "

D Averc re-sheathed his sword with a flourish and

began to make his way through the forest of netal

struts that supported the towers and streets of the city
above them Refuse |ay everywhere and there were bits

of dead animals, offal; rotting, unidentifiable stuff.

"Let's explore this city while we're here," D Averc
said, clinbing up one girder. "W could sleep here."

Hawkrmoon consulted the map. "It's nmarked," he

said. "Halapandur's its nane. Not too far to the east of
where our nysterious philosopher has his cavern.™

"How far?"

"About a day's march in these nountains."
"Let's rest here and press on tonorrow," D Averc
suggest ed.

Hawkrmoon frowned for a noment. Then he shrugged.

"Very well." He, too, began to clanber up through the
girders until they reached one of the strange, curving
metal streets

"We' Il strike out for yonder tower,'
D Averc.

suggest ed

They began to wal k al ong the gently sloping ranp
towards a tower that gl eanmed turquoise and sultry
scarl et in the sunshine.
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Chapter Fifteen
THE DESERTED CAVERN

AT THE BASE of the tower was a small door that

had been driven inwards as if by the punching of a

giant fist. C ambering through the aperture, Hawk-

moon and D Averc tried to peer through the gloomto
see what the tower contained.

"There," said Hawknoon. "A stairway—er somne-
thing very like one."

They stunbl ed over rubble and di scovered that it

was not a stairway |eading up into the higher parts of
the tower, but a ranp, not unlike the ranps that con-
nected one building to another in the city itself.

"Fromwhat |'ve read this place was built only

shortly before the Tragic MIlenium" D Averc told
Hawkrmoon as they continued up the ranp. "It was a

city wholly given over to scientists—a Research Gty,

| believe they called it. Every kind of scientist cane
here fromall parts of the world. The idea was that
new di scoveries woul d be nade by cross-fertilisation
If my menory serves nme, the | egends say that many
strange inventions were created here, though nost of
their secrets are now conpletely lost."

Up they went until the ranp led themonto a wi de

pl at f orm whi ch was conpl etely surrounded by w n-
dows of glass. Most of the wi ndows were cracked or
conpletely blown out, but fromthis platformit was
possible to see the whole of the rest of the city.

"Al nmost certainly this was used to view the goings off
all over Hal apandur," Hawknoon said. He | ooked

about him Everywhere were the remains of instru-

ment s whose function he could not recognize. They

bore the stanp of things prehistoric; all in dull, plain
cases with austere characters engraved on them to-
tally unlike the baroque decoration and flow ng num
erals and letters of nodern tines. "Sone sort of room
controlling the functions of the rest of Hal apandur."”

D Averc pursed his |lips and pointed. "Ay—you can
observe its uses at once. Look, Hawknoon."

Sone di stance away, on the opposite side of the city
fromthe one they had entered, could be seen a line of
horsenen in the hel mets and arnour of Dark Enpire
troops. They could nake out no details fromthis

hei ght .

"My guess is that Meliadus | eads them " Hawknoon
said, fingering his sword. "He cannot know exactly
where Mygan is, but he can have di scovered that
Tozer was in this city at some time, and he'll have
trackers with himwho' Il soon di scover Mygan's cave.
W cannot afford to rest here now, D Averc. W nust
press on at once."
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D Averc nodded. "A shane." He stooped and
pi cked up a small object he had seen on the floor, plac-
ing it in his tattered jerkin. "I think | recognise this."

"What is it?"

"I't could be one of the charges used for the old guns
they used," D Averc said. "If so, it will be useful."

"But you have no old gun!"

"One does not always need one!" said D Averc
mysteriously.

They ran back down the ranmp to the entrance of

the tower. Risking being seen by the Dark Enpire war-
riors, they dashed along the large, outer ranps as fast
as they could, then swung back again down the girders
and out of sight.

"l don't think we were seen," D Averc said. "Cone
on—we go this way for Mygan's lair."

They began to race up the side of the nountain,

slithering and sliding in their anxiety to reach the old
sorcerer before Ml i adus.

Ni ght cane, but they noved on

They were starving, for they had eaten practically
not hing since they had set out for Llandar Valley, and
they were begi nning to weaken.

But they struggled on and just before dawn canme to
the valley narked on the map. The valley where the
sorcerer Mygan was said to |ive

Hawkrmoon began to smile. "Those Dark Enpire
riders will have canped for the night, alnbst certainly.
We'll have tine to see Mygan, get his crystals, and be
away before they ever arrive!"

"Let's hope so," said D Averc, thinking privately that
Hawkrmoon needed rest, for his eyes were a little fever-
ish. But he foll owed himdown to the valley and con-
sulted the map. "Up there," he said. "That's where
Mygan's cave's supposed to be, but | see nothing."

"The map has it hal fway up yonder cliff," said

Hawkrmoon. "Let us clinb up and see.”

They crossed the floor of the valley, |eaping over a
small, clear streamthat ran down a fissure in the rock
the length of the valley. Here there were, indeed, signs
of Man, for there was a path down to the river and a
wooden apparatus that had evidently been used for
drawi ng up water fromthe stream

They followed the path to the side of the cliff. Now
they found ol d, worn handholds in the rock. They

had not been carved recently, but had been there, it
appeared, for ages, well before Mygan had been born
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They began to clinb.

The going was difficult, but at last they reached a
| edge of rock on which a huge boul der stood, and there,
behind the boul der, was the dark entrance to a cavern

Hawkrmoon went forward, eager to enter, but
D Averc put a cautionary hand on his shoul der.
"Best take care," he said and drew his sword.

"An old man cannot harm us," Hawknpbon sai d

"You are tired, ny friend, and exhausted, other-

wi se you would realise that an old man of the w sdom
Tozer clained for himw |l possibly have weapons

whi ch could harmus. He has no liking for nen, from
what Tozer said, and there is no reason why he shoul d
think us anything nore than enemes."

Hawknmoon nodded, drew his own bl ade, and then
advanced.

The cavern was dark and seem ngly enpty, but then
they saw a glimrer of light fromthe back. Approach-
ing the source of this light, they discovered a sharp
bend in the cavern.

Roundi ng the bend they saw that the first cavern

led on to a second, nmuch larger. This was fitted up with
all sorts of things, instrunents of the kind they had
seen in Hal apandur, a couple of cots, cooking mate-
rials, chem cal equi pment and nuch nore. The source

of the light was a globe in the center of the cave.

"Mygan!" called D Averc, but there was no reply.

They searched the cave, wondering if there was yet
anot her extension, but found not hi ng.

"He has gone!" Hawknoon said in desperation, his
nervous fingers rubbing at the black jewel in his fore-
head. "CGone, D Averc, and who knows where. Per-

haps after Tozer left him he decided that it was no

| onger safe to remain and has noved on."

"I think not," D Averc said. "He woul d have taken

some of this stuff with him would he not?" He | ooked
around the cave. "And that cot |ooks recently slept in.
There is no dust anywhere. Mygan has probably gone

of f on sone | ocal expedition and will be back soon

We nust wait for him"

"And what of Meliadus—f that was Meliadus we
saw?"

"We nust sinply hope he noves slowy on the trai
and takes sone tine to discover this cave!"”

"If he's as eager as you said Flana told you, then

he' Il not be far behind us," Hawknoon pointed out. He
went to a bench on which there were vari ous di shes of
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meat, vegetabl es and herbs, hel ping hinself greedily.
D Averc foll owed his exanpl e

"We'|l|] rest here and wait," D Averc said. "It is al

we can do now, ny friend."

A day passed, and a night, and Hawknoon hourly
grew inpatient as the old man did not return

"Suppose he has been captured," he suggested to
D Averc. "Suppose Meliadus found hi mwandering
in the nountains."

"If so, then Meliadus is bound to bring himback
here and we shall win the old man's gratitude by res-
cuing himfromthe baron," D Averc replied with
forced cheerful ness.

"There were twenty nen we saw, arnmed with flane-
lances if | was not m staken. W cannot take twenty,
D Averc."

"You are in low spirits, Hawknoon. We have taken
twenty before—rore!"

"Aye," Hawknoon agreed, but it was plain that the
journey had taken nuch out of him Perhaps, too, the
deception at the Court of King Huon had been a great-
er strain on himthan on D Averc, for D Averc ap-
peared to relish deception of that kind.

At | ength, Hawknoon strode to the outer cave and
onto the | edge beyond. Sone instinct seened to draw
himout, for he | ooked into the valley and saw t hem

Now it was cl ose enough to be sure.

The | eader of the nen was, indeed, Baron Meliadus.

H s ornate wolf mask glinted ferociously as it turned
up and saw Hawknoon at the instant Hawknoon

| ooked down.

The great, roaring voice echoed through the noun-
tains. It was a voice full of mngled rage and triunph,
the voice of a wolf that has scented its prey.

"Hawknoon!," came the cry. "Hawknoon!"

Mel i adus flung hinmself from M saddl e and began to
scale the cliff. "Hawknoon!"

Behi nd him came his well-armed men and Hawk-

moon knew there was little chance of fighting them al
off. He called back into the cavern. "D Averc—Meli a-
dus is here. Quickly man, he'll trap us in these caves.
We nust reach the top of the cliff."

D Averc cane running fromthe cavern, buckling on
his sword belt, glanced down, thought for a nonent,
t hen nodded. Hawknoon ran to the face of the cliff,
seeki ng handhol ds on the rough surface, hauling him
sel f upward

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,...203%20-%20The%20Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt (55 of 122) [1/19/03 6:42:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %620M oorcock/M oorcock,%20M i chael %20-%20Runestaf f%6203%20-%20T he%620Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt

A flanme-| ance beam spl ashed agai nst the rock cl ose
to his hand, singeing the hairs on his wist. Another
| anded beneath him but he clinbed on

Perhaps at the top of the cliff he could stand and
make a fight, but he needed to protect his life and

D Averc's for as long as possible, for the security of
Castl e Brass could depend on it.

"Haaawknoooon!" cane the echoing cry of the
vengeful Meliadus. "Haaaawknbooooon!"

Hawknoon clinbed on, scraping his hands on the

rock, gashing his leg, but not pausing, taking incredi-
ble risks as he clanbered up the cliff face, D Averc

cl ose behind him

At | ast they reached the top and saw a pl ateau
stretching away fromthem If they attenpted to cross
it, the flane-lances were bound to cut them down.

"Now, " Hawknoon said grimy, drawi ng his sword,
"we stand and fight."

D Averc grinned. "At last. | thought you were | os-
ing your nerve, ny friend."

They gl anced over the edge of the cliff and saw that
Baron Meliadus had reached the | edge by Mygan's

cavern and was darting in, sending his nmen on ahead in
pursuit of his two hated foes. Doubtless he hoped to
find some of the others there—d adahn, Count Brass

—or even, perhaps Yisselda, whom Hawknoon knew

was | oved by the baron, however nmuch he refused to
admit it.

Soon the first of the wolf warriors had reached the
cliff and Hawknoon delivered a jarring kick to his
hel met. He did not fall, however, but reached out and
cl ut ched Hawknoon's foot, either trying to drag him
sel f back to safety or drag Hawknoon with hi mover
the cliff.

D Averc sprang forward, stabbing the man in the

shoul der. He grunted, released the grip on Hawknoon,
sought to grasp a spur of rock on the cliff edge, m ssed
and tunbl ed backwards, arnms flailing, to yell one |ong
yell all the way to the floor of the valley, far, far be-
| ow.

But now others were clanbering over the edge.
D Averc engaged one, while Hawknoon suddenly found
hinmself with two to contend with.

Back and forth along the edge of the cliff they
fought, the valley hundreds of feet bel ow them

Hawknoon took one in the throat, between hel mand
gorget, neatly skewered another through the belly,
where his armour did not reach, but two nore quickly
took their place.
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They fought for an hour thus, keeping back as many

as they could fromgaining the top of the cliff, engaging
with their swords those they could not dissuade from
getting to the top.

Then they were surrounded, the swords pressing in

on themlike the teeth of some gigantic shark, unti
their throats were threatened by a band of bl ades and
Mel i adus' s voice came from somewhere, full of gloat-
ing malice. "Surrender, gentlenen, or you'll be butch-
ered, | promse.”

Hawkrmoon and D Averc | owered their swords,
gl anci ng hopel essly at each ot her.

They both knew that Meliadus hated themw th a
terrible, consumng hatred. Now they were his prison-
ers in his owmn land. There was no possibility of escape.

Mel i adus seened to realize this, too, for he cocked
his wolf mask on one side and chuckl ed.

"l do not know how you came to G anbretan, Hawk-
moon and D Averc, but | do know you now for a pair
of fools! Were you too seeking the old man? Wy, |
wonder ? You al ready have what he has."

"Perhaps he has other things," said Hawknoon,
deliberately attenpting to obscure the matter as nuch

as possible, for the less Meliadus knew, the nore chance
t hey had of deceiving him

"Gt her things? You nean he has other devices use-
ful to the Enmpire? Thanks for telling me, Hawknoon.
The old man hinself will doubtless be nore specific."

"The old nan has left, Meliadus," said D Averc
snmoot hly. "We warned himyou m ght be comng."

"Left, eh? If that's the case, you'll know where he
has gone, Sir Huillam"

"Not |," said D Averc, |ooking peeved as the war-
riors bound hi mand Hawknoon together and tied a
noose under their arns.

"We'll see." Meliadus chuckled again. "I appreciate
the excuse you offer ne to begin alittle torture here
and now. A soupcon of vengeance for the nonent.

We' || explore the full possibilities when we return to
my pal ace. Then, too, perhaps I'll have the old man
and his secret of travelling through the dinensions
Privately he told hinself that he was bound, in this
way, to reinstate hinself with the King Enmperor and
achi eve Huon's forgiveness for leaving the city wi thout
per mi ssi on.

Hi s gauntleted hand reached out to stroke Hawk-
nmoon' s face al nost |ovingly. "Ah, Hawknmbon—soon
you shall feel ny punishnent; soon ..."

Hawkrmoon shuddered to the roots of his being, then
spat full into the grinning wolf mask

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Moorcock,...203%20-%20The%20Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt (57 of 122) [1/19/03 6:42:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Michael %620M oorcock/M oorcock,%20M i chael %20-%20Runestaf f%6203%20-%20T he%620Sword%200f%20The%20Dawn.txt

Mel i adus recoil ed, hand going up to nmask, then
sweepi ng out and stri ki ng Hawknoon across the nout h.
He grow ed in rage. "Another nonent of anguish for

that, Hawknmoon. And those nonents, | pronm se you,
will seemto |last for aeons!"”

Hawkrmoon turned his head away in disgust and

pai n, was thrust roughly forward by the guards and
pushed, together with Sir Huillam D Averc, over the
edge of the cliff.

The rope around their bodies stopped themfrom
falling far, but they were | owered un-gently to the
| edge and Meliadus joined them shortly.

"I must still find the old man," said the baron. "I
suspect he's lurking somewhere hereabouts. W'IIl | eave
you well bound in the cavern, put a couple of guards at
the entrance just in case you sonehow free yoursel ves
fromyour bonds, and set off to look for him There is
no escape for you now, Hawknoon, none for you

either, D Averc. You are both nmne at last! Drag
theminside. Bind themwith all the rope you can find.
Renmenber —guard themwel |, for they are Meliadus's

pl ayt hi ngs!"

He wat ched as they were trussed and dragged into the
nearer cavern. Meliadus placed three nmen at the en-

trance of the cavern and began to cl anber back down

the cliff in high spirits.

It woul d not be much | onger, he prom sed hinself,
before all his enemes were in his power, all their
secrets had been tortured fromthem and then the King
Enmperor woul d know that he had spoken the truth.

And if the King Enperor did not think well of him
—what matter?

Mel i adus had plans to right that error, also.
Chapter Si xteen
MYGAN OF LLANDAR

Nl GHT FELL OUTSI DE the cavern and Hawknoon
and D Averc lay in the shadow cast by the light from
the second cave.

The broad backs of the guards filled the entrance
and the ropes of their bonds were tight-bound and con-
si der abl e.

Hawkroon tried to struggle, but his novenents

were virtually restricted to noving his nouth, his eyes
and his neck a little. D Averc was in a simlar posi-
tion.

"Well, my friend, we were not cautious enough,"
D Averc said with as light a tone as he could nuster.
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"No, " Hawknoon agreed. "Starvation and weariness
makes fools of even the wisest of men. W have only
ourselves to blame ..."

"W deserve our suffering," D Averc said, somewhat
doubtfully. "But do our friends? W rmust think of
escape, Hawknmoon, no matter how hopeless it seens.”

Hawkroon si ghed. "Aye, If Meliadus should suc-
ceed in reaching Castle Brass ..."

He shudder ed.

It seemed to himfromhis brief encounter with the

G anbr et ani an nobl eman, that Meliadus was even nore
deranged than previously. Was it his defeat, severa
times, by Hawknmoon and the fol k of Castle Brass? Ws
it the thwarting of his victory when Castle Brass had
been spirited away? Hawknmoon coul d not guess. He

only knew that his old eneny seened less in control of

his mnd than earlier. There was no telling what he
woul d do in such an unbal anced condition

Hawknoon turned his head, frowning, thinking he
had heard a noise fromwi thin the far cavern. From
where he lay, he could see a little of the lighted cave.

He craned his neck, hearing the sound again.

D Averc nurmured, very softly so that the guards
shoul d not hear, "There is soneone in there, 'l
swear..."

And then a shadow fell across themand they stared

up into the face of atall, old man with a great, rugged
face that seened carved from stone and a nmane of

white hair that hel ped his | eonine appearance.

The ol d man frowned, | ooking the bound nmen up

and down. He pursed his lips and | ooked out to

where the three guards stood at attention, |ooked back

at Hawkmoon and D Averc. He said nothing, sinply

fol ded his arns across his chest. Hawkmoon saw t hat

there were crystal rings on his fingers—all but the little
finger of the left hand bore rings, even the thunbs.

This must be Mygan of Llandar! But how had he got

into the cave? A secret entrance?

Hawkroon | ooked at hi m desperately, mouthing his
pl eas for help.

The giant smiled again and bent forward a little so
that he coul d hear Hawknoon's whi sper

"Pl ease, sir, if you be Mygan of Llandar, know that
we are friends to you—prisoners of your enemes."

"And how do | know you speak truth?" said Mygan,
al so in a whisper.

One of the guards stirred outside, beginning to turn,
doubt | ess sensing sonet hing. Mygan withdrew into the
cavern. The guard grunted.
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"VWhat are you two ruttering about? Di scussing

what the baron will do with ye, eh? Wll, you can't

i magi ne what entertainnents he's got fixed up for you
Hawknoon. "

Hawknoon nade no reply.

When the guard had turned back, chuckling, Mygan
bent cl oser again.

"You' re Hawknoon?"
"You' ve heard of me?"

"Sonmet hing. If you' re Hawknoon, you nmay be speak-

ing the truth, for though | be of Granbretan, | hold no
brief for the Lords who rule in Londra. But how do

you know who ny enenies are?"

"Baron Meliadus of Kroiden has |earned of the
secret you inparted to Tozer who was your guest here
not long ago ..."

"I mparted! He wheedled it fromnme, stole one of

my rings when | slept, used it to escape. Wanted to
ingratiate himself with his masters in Londra, | gath-
er "

"You are right. Tozer told them of a power, boasted
that it was a nental attribute, denonstrated his power
and turned up in the Kanmarg..."

"Doubt | ess by accident. He had no conception of
how to use the ring properly."

"So we gathered.”

"l believe you, Hawknoon, and | fear this Mlia-
dus."

"You'll free us so that we can attenpt to escape
fromhere, protect you agai nst hin®"

"l doubt if | need your protection."
Mygan di sappear ed from Hawknoon's vi ew.

"What does he plan, | wonder," said D Averc, who
had deliberately remained silent until now.

Hawkrmoon shook hi s head.

Mygan reappeared with a long knife in his hand. He
stretched out and began slicing through Hawknoon's
bonds until at last the Duke von Koln was able to free
hi nsel f, keeping a wary eye on the guards outside.

"Hand ne the knife," he whispered, and took it
from Mygan's hand. He began cutting away D Averc's
ropes.

From out si de t hey heard voi ces.

"Baron Meliadus is returning," one of the guards
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said. "He sounds in an evil tenper."

Hawkrmoon darted an anxi ous gl ance at D Averc
and t hey sprang up.

Al erted by the novenent, one of the guards turned,
crying out in surprise.

The two nen darted forward. Hawknoon's hand

stopped the guard fromdrawi ng his sword. D Averc's
arm went round another's throat and drew his sword

for him The sword rose and fell even before the guard
coul d scream

Wi | e Hawkrmoon westled with the first guard,

D Averc engaged the third. The clang of swords be-
gan to sound in the air and they heard Meliadus's
shout of surprise.

Hawkrmoon threw his opponent to the ground and

pl aced a knee in his groin, drew the dagger that was
still sheathed at his side, prised back the mask and
struck the man in the throat.

Meanwhi | e, D Averc had despatched his man, stood
panting over the corpse.

Mygan called fromthe back of the cavern. "I see
you wear crystal rings, like those | have. Do you know
how to control then"

"We know only howto return to the Kamarg! A
turn to the left. "

"Aye. Well, Hawkrmoon, | would hel p you. You
must turn the crystals first to the right and then to the
| eft. Repeat the novenent six times and then ..."

The great bul k of Meliadus |ooned in the entrance
to the cavern.

"Ch, Hawknobon—you plague nme still. The old
man! Seize him"

The rest of Meliadus's warriors began to surge into
the cavern. D Averc and Hawknoon fell back before
them desperately fighting.

The old man shouted in fury: "Trespassers. Back!"
He rushed forward with his long knife raised.

"No!" cried Hawknoon. "Mygan—tet us do the
bl ade work. Keep away. You are defencel ess agai nst
such as these!"

But Mygan did not retreat. Hawknoon tried to
reach him saw him go down before a blow froma wol f
sword, struck out at the one who had struck Mygan

The cavern was in confusion as they retreated back
into the inner cave. The sound of the swords echoed,
count erpoi nted by Meliadus's enraged shouts.
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Hawkroon dragged the wounded Mygan back to
the second cave, warding off the blows that fell upon
t hem bot h.

Now Hawknoon faced the singing bl ade of Ml iadus
hi nsel f, who swung his sword two-handed.

Hawkrmoon felt a nunbing shock in his left shoul -

der, felt blood begin to soak his sleeve. He parried a
further blow, then struck back, taking Meliadus in the
arm

The baron groaned and stagger ed.

"Now, D Averc!" called Hawknoon. "Now, Mygan!
Turn the crystals! It is our only hope of escape!"”

He turned the crystal in his ring first to the right and
then to the left, then six tines nore to right and left.
Mel i adus growl ed and cane at hi m agai n. Hawknoon

rai sed his sword to bl ock the bl ow.

And then Meliadus had vani shed.
So had the cavern, so had his friends.

He stood al one upon a plain that stretched flat in all
directions. It was noon, for a huge sun hung in the sky.
The plain was of turf of a kind that grew close to the
ground and the snell it gave off rem nded Hawknoon

of spring.

Where was he? Had Mygan tricked hi n? Were
were the others?

Then the figure of Mygan of Llandar began to
materialize close by lying on the turf and clutching at
hi s worst wound. He was covered in a dozen sword

cuts, his leonine face pale and twisted with pain. Hawk-

nmoon sheat hed his sword and sprang towards him
"Mygan..."

"Ah, I'mdying, | fear, Hawknoon. But at |east |'ve
served in the shaping of your destiny. The Rune-
staff ..."

"My destiny? What do you nean? And what of the
Runestaff? 1've heard so rmuch of that nysterious
artifact, and yet no one will tell ne exactly how it
concerns ne ..."

"You'l | learn when it's tine. Meanwhile ..

Suddenly D Averc appeared, staring around himin
astoni shnent. "The things work! Thank the Runestaff
for that. 1'd thought us all surely slain."

"You—you nust seek . Mygan began to cough.
Bl ood spurted from between his teeth, falling down his
chi n.

Hawknmoon cradl ed his head in his arms. "Do not
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try to speak, Mygan. You are badly wounded. W
must find help. Perhaps if we returned to Castle
Brass..."

Mygan shook his head. "You cannot."

"Cannot return? But why? The rings worked to
bring us here. Aturnto the left..."

"No. Once you have shifted in this way, the rings
must be re-set."”

"How shall we set thenf"
"I will not tell you!"
"WI!Il not? You nean cannot?"

"No. It was ny intention to bring you through space
to this | and where you rmust fulfill part of your destiny.
You nust seek—ah, ah! The pain!"

"You have tricked us, old man," said D Averc.

"You wish us to play sone role in a schene of your
own. But you are dying. W cannot hel p you now.

Tell us howto return to Castle Brass and we shall get
soneone to doctor you."

"I't was no selfish whimthat instructed me to bring
you here. It was know edge of history. | have travelled

to many places, visited many eras, by neans of the
rings. | know rmuch. | know what you serve, Hawk-
moon, and | know that the tine has conme for you to
venture here."

"Wher e?" Hawknoon sai d desperately. "In what
time have you deposited us? Wiat is the | and call ed?
It seens to consist entirely of this flat plain!"

But Mygan was coughi ng bl ood again and it was
pl ain that death was cl ose

"Take ny rings," he said, breathing with difficulty.
"They coul d be useful. But seek first Narleen and the
Sword of the Dawn—that lies to your south. Then turn
north, when that's done, and seek the city of Dnark—
and the Runestaff." He coughed again, then his body
shook with a great spasmand life fled him

Hawkrmoon | ooked up at D Averc.

"The Runestaff? Are we then in Asiacomruni sta
where the thing is supposed to dwell ?"

"I't would be ironic, considering our earlier ruse,"”
said D Averc, dabbing with his kerchief at a wound on
his leg. "Perhaps that is where we are. | care not. W
are away fromthat boorish Meliadus and his bl ood-
thirsty pack. The sun above is warm Save for our
wounds, we are considerably better off than we m ght
have been."
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Looki ng about him Hawkmoon sighed. "I am not

sure. If Taragorm s experinments are successful, he
could find a way through to our Kamarg. | woul d rather
be there than here." He fingered his ring. "I won-

der "

D Averc put out his hand. "No, Hawkrmoon. Do not

tamper with it. I'"'minclined to believe the old man
Besi des, he seened wel | -di sposed toward you. He nust
have neant you well. Probably he intended to tell you

where this was, give you nmore explicit directions as
to how to reach the places—presuning they were

pl aces—he spoke of. If we try to work the rings now,
there's no telling where we'll find oursel ves—possibly

even back in that unpl easant conpany we left in
Mygan's cave!"

Hawkrmoon nodded. "Perhaps you're wi se, D Averc.
But what do we do now?"

"First we do as Mygan said, and renove his rings.

Then we head south—to that place—what did he cal
it?"

"Narleen. It could be a person. A thing."

"South, at any rate, we go, to find out if this Narleen
be place, person or thing. Conme." He bent beside the
corpse of Mygan of Llandar and began to strip the
crystal rings fromhis fingers. "Fromwhat | saw of his
cavern, it's alnpost certain that he found these in the
city of Hal apandur. That equi pnent he had in his cave
evidently came fromthere. These nust have been one

of the inventions of those people before the onset of
the Tragic MIlenium..."

But Hawknoon was barely listening to him Instead
he was pointing out across the plain.

"Look! "
The wi nd was bl owi ng up.

In the distance sonething gigantic and reddi sh pur-
ple came rolling, emtting |ightnings.

BOOK TWD

As THE CHAMPI ON ETERNAL served the Rune-

staff, so had Mygan of Llandar (though know ngly)

and the phil osopher of Yel had seen fit to deposit
Hawknoon in a strange, unfriendly |and, giving him
little information, in order, as he sawit, to further the
Runestaff's cause. So many destinies were interlinked
now-the Kamarg's with Granbretan's, G anbretan's

with Asiaconmuni sta, Asiacommunistas's with Ana-
rehk—Hawknoon's with D Averc's, D Averc's with
Flana's, Flana's with Meliadus's, Meliadus's with King
Huon's, King Huon's with Shenegar Trott's, Shenegar
Trott's with Hawknmoon's; and all this on only one of
Earth's many pl anes—so nany destini es weavi ng to-
gether to do the Runestaff's work which was begun
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when Meliadus swore upon the Runestaff his great oath
of vengeance agai nst the inhabitants of Castle Brass
and thus set the pattern of events. Paradoxes and iro-
nies were all apparent in the fabric, would becone in-
creasingly clearer to those whose fates were woven into
it. And while Hawknmoon wondered where he was

placed in tinme or space, King Huon's scientists per-
fected nore powerful war machines that hel ped the

arm es of the Dark Enpire spread faster and further
across the globe, to stain the map with bl ood ..

—Fhe High History of the Runestaff
Chapter One
ZHENAK- TENG

HAVKMOON AND D AVERC wat ched t he strange
sphere approach and then wearily drew their swords.

They were in rags, their bodies all bloody, their
faces pale with the strain of the fight, and there was
little hope in their eyes.

"Ah, | could do with the amulet's power now," said
Hawkrmoon of the Red Amul et which, on the War-

rior's advice, he had | eft behind at Castle Brass.

D Averc sniled wanly. "I could do with sonme ordin-
ary nortal energy," he said. "Still, we nust do our
best, Duke Dorian." He straightened his shoul ders.

The t hundering sphere canme cl oser, bounci ng over
the turf. It was a huge thing, full of flashing colors and
there was no question of swords being useful against it.

It rolled to a halt with a dying, growing noise and
st opped cl ose by, towering over them

Then it began to humand a split appeared at its
centre, widening out until it seemed the sphere would
split in tw. Fromit appeared white, delicate snoke
drifting in a cloud to the ground.

The cl oud now began to disperse and a tall, well-
proportioned figure was revealed, his long fair hair held
fromhis eyes by a silver coronet, his bronzed body

clad in a short divided kilt of light brown color. He
appeared to have no weapons.

Hawkrmoon | ooked at himwarily.
"Who are you?" he said. "Wat do you want?"
The occupant of the sphere smled. "That's a ques-

tion | should ask you," he said in a peculiar accent.

"You have been in a fight, | see—and one of your
nunber is dead. He seens old to have been a war-
rior."

"Who are you?" Hawkmoon asked agai n.
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"You are single-ninded, warrior. | am Zhenak- Teng
of the family of Teng. Tell me who you fought here.
Was it the Charki?"

"The name means not hing. We fought no one here,"

D Averc said. "W are travellers. Those we fought are
a great distance away now. W cane here fleeing
them.."

"And yet your wounds | ook fresh. You will ac-
conpany nme back to Teng- Kampp?"

"That is your city?"

"W do not have cities. Come. W can help you—
dress your wounds, perhaps even revive your friend."

"I nmpossible. He is dead."

"We can revive the dead as often as not," the hand-
sone man said airily. "WII you cone with ne?"

Hawkrmoon shrugged. "Wy not?" He and D Averc
lifted the body of Mygan between them and advanced
towards the sphere, Zhenak-Teng | eading the way.

They saw that the interior of the sphere was, in

fact, a cabin in which several nmen could sit confort-
ably. Doubtless the thing was a famliar formof trans-
port here, for Zhenak-Teng made no effort to help

them leaving themto work out for thensel ves where
they should sit and how t hey should position them

sel ves.

He waved his hand over the control board of the

sphere and the crack in the side began to seal itself.
Then they were off, rolling smoothly over the turf at a
fantastic speed, seeing dimy the | andscape they passed.

The plain stretched on and on. Never once did they

see trees or rocks or hills or rivers. Hawknoon began

to wonder if it were not, in fact, artificial—er had been
artificially levelled at sone tine in the past.

Zhenak- Teng had his eyes pressed close to an in-
strunent through which, presumably, he could see his
way. Hi s hands were on a |l ever attached to a whee
whi ch he swung in one direction or another fromtine
to tinme, doubtless steering the strange vehicle.

Once they passed at a distance a group of noving
objects that they could not define through the shifting
wal | s of the sphere. Hawknoon poi nted them out.

"Charki," Zhenak-Teng said. "Wth luck, they wll
not attack."

They seened to be grey things, the color of dark
stone, but with many | egs and wavi ng protuberances.
Hawkrmoon coul d not deci de whet her they were crea-
tures or machines, or neither

An hour passed and at | ast the sphere began to sl ow.
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"We are nearing Teng-Kanmpp," Zhenak-Teng sai d.

Alittle later the sphere rolled to a halt and the
bronzed man | eant back, sighing with relief. "Good,"

he said. "I found what | set out |ooking for. That force
of Charki is feeding in a south-westerly direction and
shoul d not come too close to Teng- Kampp."

"What are the Charki?" D Averc asked, gasping as
he nmoved and his wounds began to hurt again.

"The Charki are our enemies, creatures created to
destroy human life," Zhenak-Teng replied. "They feed
from above ground, sucking up energy fromthe hidden
Kanpps of our people."

He touched a lever and with a jolt the gl obe began to
descend into the ground.

The earth seened to swall ow them up and then cl ose
above them The gl obe continued to descend for a few
nmonents and then stopped. A bright light cane on
suddenly and they saw they were in a small under-
ground chanber, barely |large enough to hold the sphere.

"Teng- Kanpp, " sai d Zhenak-Teng | aconically, touch-
ing a stud in the control panel which caused the sphere
to split again.

They descended to the floor of the chanber, carry-

ing Mygan with them ducking to pass tinder an arch-
way and energe in another chanber where nen dressed
simlarly to Zhenak-Teng hurried forward, presunably
to service the sphere.

"This way," the tall man said, |leading theminto a
cubi cl e which began to spin slowy. Hawknmoon and

D Averc | eant against the sides of the cubicle, feeling
di zzy, but at |ast the experience was over and Zhenak-
Teng led themout into a richly carpeted roomfull of
sinple, confortable |ooking furniture.

"These are ny apartnents,"” he said. "I'll send now
for the nedical nenbers of ny fanmily who may be

able to help your friend. Excuse ne." He di sappeared
i nto anot her room

Alittle later he cane back smling. "My brothers
will be here soon."

"I hope so," said D Averc fastidiously. "I've never
been greatly fond of the conpany of corpses..."

"It will not be long. Cone, let us go into another
room where refreshment awaits you."

They left the body of Mygan behind and entered a
room where trays of food and drink seened to drift,
unsupported, in the air above piled cushions.

Fol | owi ng Zhenak- Teng's exanple, they seated them
sel ves on the cushions and hel ped thensel ves to the
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food. It was delicious and they found thensel ves eat-
ing trenendous quantities of it.

As they ate, two men, of a simlar appearance to
Zhenak- Teng, entered the room

"It is too late," said one of themto Zhenak- Teng.
"I amsorry, brother, but we cannot revive the old
man. The wounds, and the tine involved ..."

Zhenak- Teng | ooked apol ogetically at D Averc and
Hawkroon. "There—you have | ost your conrade for
good, | fear."

"Then perhaps you can give hima good departure,”
said D Averc, alnost relieved.

"COf course. W shall do what is necessary."

The other two withdrew for about half-an-hour and

then returned just as Hawknoon and D Averc finished
eating. The first man introduced hinmself as Bral an-Teng
and the second announced hinmself as Pol ad- Teng. They
were both brothers to Zhenak-Teng and practitioners

of medicine. They inspected Hawknoon's and

D Averc's wounds and applied dressings. Very short-

ly the two nmen began to feel inproved.

"Now you nust tell ne how you cane to the |and of
the Kanpps," Zhenak-Teng said. "W have few strang-
ers on our plain, because of the Charki. You nust tel
me of events in the other parts of the world..."

"I amnot sure that you woul d understand the an-
swer to your first enquiry," Hawknmoon told him "or
that we can help you with news of our world." And he
expl ai ned, as best he could, how they had cone here
and where their world was. Zhenak-Teng listened with
careful attention.

"Aye," he said, "you are right. | can understand little
of what you tell me. | have never heard of any

"Europe' or 'Granbretan’ and the device you describe is
not known to our science. But | believe you. How el se
could you have turned up so suddenly in the | and of
Kampps?"

"VWhat are the Kanpps?" D Averc asked. "You said
they were not cities.”

"So they are not. They are fam |y houses, bel onging
to one clan. In our case, the underground house be-
longs to the Teng famly. O her nearby famlies are
the Chn, the Sek and the Neng. Years ago there were
nmor e—Aany nore—but the Charki found them and
destroyed them..."

"And what are the Charki ?" Hawknoon put it.

"The Charki are our age-old enem es. They were

created by those who once sought to destroy the houses
of the plain. That eneny destroyed hinself, ultimtely,
with some kind of explosive experinent, but his crea-
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tures—the Charki —ontinue to wander the plain. They

have unwhol esome nmeans of defeating us so that they
may feed off our life-energy." Zhenak-Teng shudder ed.

"They feed off your life-energy?" D Averc said with
a frown. "What is that?"

"What ever gives us life—whatever life is, they take
it and | eave us drained, useless, dying slowy, unable
to nove ..."

Hawkrmoon began anot her question, then changed

his mnd. Evidently the subject was painful to Zhenak-
Teng. Instead he asked, "And what is this plain? It
does not seem natural to nme."

"It is not. It was the site of our landing fields, for

we of the One Hundred Fanilies were once mghty and
power ful —antil the com ng of he who created the

Charki. He wanted our artifacts and our sources of

power for hinself. He was call ed Zhenadar-vron- Ken-

sai and he brought the Charki with himfromthe east,
their vocation being entirely to destroy the Families.
And destroy themthey did, save for the handful that

still survives. But gradually, through the centuries, the
Charki sniff themout..."

"You seemto have no hope," said D Averc, al nost
accusi ngly.
"W are nerely realistic,"
out rancour.

Zhenak-Teng replied wth-

"Tonmorrow we should Iike to be on our way," said
Hawkrmoon. "Have you maps—sonething that will help
us reach Narl een?"

"I have a map—though it is crude. Narleen used to
be a great trading city on the coast. That was centuries
ago. | do not know what it might be today."

Zhenak-Teng rose. "I will show you to the room
have had prepared for you. There you may sleep to-
ni ght and begin your long journey in the norning."

Chapter Two
THE CHARKI
HAWKMOON AWCKE to the sounds of battle.

He wondered for a nonent if he had dreaned and he

was back in the cave and D Averc was still engaged
with Baron Meliadus. He sprang fromhis bed reaching
for the sword that lay on a nearby stool with his tat-
tered clothes. He was in the room where Zhenak- Teng
had | eft themthe previous night, and on the other bed
D Averc was awake, his features startl ed.

Hawkroon began to struggle into his clothes. From
behi nd the door came yells, the clash of swords, strange
whi ni ng sounds and noans. When he was dressed, he
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went swiftly to the door and opened it a crack

He was astoni shed. The bronzed, handsone fol k of

Teng- Kampp were busily at work trying to destroy one
another—and it was not swords, after all, that were
maki ng the cl ashi ng sound, but neat cleavers, iron bars
and a weird collection of donmestic and scientific tools
utilised as weapons. Snarls, bestial and alarmng, were
on all faces, and foamfl ecked lips, while eyes stared
madly. The same insanity possessed themall!

Dar k bl ue snoke began to pour along the corridor;
there was a stink Hawkmoon coul d not define, the
sound of smmshing glass and torn netal.

"By the Runestaff, D Averc," he gasped. "They seem
possessed! "

A knot of battling nen suddenly pressed agai nst the
door, pushing it inwards and Hawknoon found hi nsel f
in the mddl e of them He pushed them back, sprang

asi de. None attacked himor D Averc. They conti nued
to butcher one another as if unaware of the spectators.

"This way," Hawknmoon said, and left the room

sword in hand. He coughed as the blue snoke entered
his lungs and stung his eyes. Everywhere was ruin.
Corpses lay thick in the corridor

Toget her they struggled al ong the passages until they
reached Zhenak-Teng's apartments. The door was

| ocked. Frantically, Hawknoon beat upon it with the
ponmel of his bl ade.

"Zhenak-Teng, it is Hawknoon and D Averc! Are
you w t hin?"

There was a novenent fromthe other side of the

door, then it sprang open and Zhenak-Teng, his eyes
wild with terror, beckoned themin, then hastily closed
and | ocked the door agai n.

"The Charki," he said. "There nust have been an-
ot her pack roam ng el sewhere. | have failed in ny duty.
They took us by surprise. W are dooned."

"l see no nonsters,” D Averc said. "Your kinsnmen
fight anong thensel ves."

"Aye—that's the Charki's way of defeating us. They

emt waves—nental rays of sonme description—+that

turn us mad, nake us see enemies in our closest friends
and brothers. And while we fight, they enter our

Kanpp. They will soon be here!"

"The bl ue snoke—what is that?" D Averc asked.

"Nothing to do with the Charki. It conmes from our
smashed generators. W have no power now, even if
we could rally."

From somewhere above cane terrible thunps and
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crashes that shook the room

"The Charki," nurnured Zhenak-Teng. "Soon their
rays will reach me, even ne ..."

"Why have they not reached you al ready?" Hawk-
nmoon denanded

"Some of us are nore able to resist them You, plain-

ly, do not suffer fromthemat all. Ohers are quickly
overcone. "

"Can we not escape?" Hawknoon gl anced about the
room "The Sphere we came in ... ?"

"Too |late, too late ..

D Averc grasped Zhenak-Teng by the shoul der.
"Come man, we can escape if we're quick. You can
drive the sphere!™

"I must die with ny famly—the famly | hel ped

destroy." Zhenak-Teng was barely recogni sable as the

sel f-contained, civilised man they had spoken to the

day before. Al the spirit had left him Al ready his eyes
were glazed and it seenmed to Hawknoon that soon the

man woul d succunb to the strange power of the Charki

He came to a decision, raised his sword and struck
swiftly. The pommel connected with the base of
Zhenak-Teng's skull and he col | apsed.

"Now, D Averc," Hawkmoon said grimy. "Let's get
himto the sphere. Hurry!"

Coughi ng as the blue snoke grew thicker, they
stunbled fromthe roomand into the passages, carry-
i ng Zhenak-Teng's unconsci ous body between them
Hawkrmoon renmenbered the way to the place where

they had | eft the sphere and directed D Averc.

Now t he whol e passage shook alarmingly until they
were forced to stop to keep their balance. Then ..

"The wall! It's crunbling!" how ed D Averc, stag-
gering back. "Quickly, Hawknoon—the ot her way!"

"W nust get to the sphere!" Hawknoon cal |l ed back
"We nust go on!"

Now pi eces of the ceiling began to fall and a grey,
stoneli ke creature crept through the crack in the wall
and into the passage. On the end of the creature was
what resenbl ed a sucker such as an octopus woul d
possess, noving like a nouth seeking to kiss them

Hawknmoon shuddered in horror and stabbed at the
thing with his sword. It recoiled; then, pouting a little,

as if only atrifle offended by his gesture and willing to
make friends, it advanced again.

This time Hawknoon chopped at it and there was a
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grunt and a shrill hiss fromthe other side of the room
The creature seened surprised that sonething was re-
sisting it. Heaving Zhenak-Teng onto his shoul der,
Hawknoon struck another blow at the tentacle, then

| eapt over it and began to race down the crunbling
passage

"Come on, D Averc! To the sphere!"

D Averc skipped over the wounded tentacle and

foll owed. Now the wall gave way altogether, and it re-
veal ed a mass of waving arnms, a pulsing head and a
face that was a parody of human features, grinning a
pl acatory, idiot's grin

"It wants us to pet it!" D Averc cried with grim
hunor as he avoided a reaching tentacle. "Wuld you
hurt its feelings so, Hawknoon?"

Hawkrmoon was busily opening the door that led to

t he chanber of the sphere. Zhenak-Teng, who |ay on
the floor near him was begi nning to nban and cl utch
hi s head.

Hawkrmoon got the door open, hefted Zhenak- Teng
onto his shoul der again, and passed through into the
chamber where the sphere | ay.

No noi se came fromit now and its colours were
mut ed, but it was opened sufficient to adnmit them
Hawkroon cl i mbed the | adder and dunped Zhenak-
Teng in the control seat as D Averc joined him

"Cet this thing noving," he told Zhenak-Teng, "or

we'll all be devoured by the Charki you see there . . ."
He pointed with his sword to the giant thing that was
squeezing its way through the door of the chanber.

Several tentacles crept up the sides of the sphere
towards them One touched Zhenak-Teng lightly on

t he shoul der and he npaned. Hawknoon yelled and

chopped at it. It flopped to the floor. But others were
now wavi ng all around himand had fastened on the

bronzed man who seened to accept the touch with
conpl ete passivity. Hawknoon and D Averc screaned
at himto get the sphere noving while they hacked
desperately at the dozens of waving |inbs.

Hawkroon reached out with his left hand to grasp
the back of Zhenak-Teng's neck. "C ose the sphere,
Zhenak- Teng! C ose the sphere."

Wth a jerky novement, Zhenak-Teng obeyed, de-
pressing a stud which made the sphere nurnur and
hum and begin to glow with all kinds of colours.

The tentacles tried to resist the steady notion of the
wal | s as the aperture closed. Three | eapt through

D Averc's defense and fastened thensel ves on Zhenak-

Teng who groaned and went |inp. Again Hawknoon

sl ashed at the tentacles as the sphere finally closed and
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began to rise upwards.

One by one the tentacl es di sappeared as the sphere
rose and Hawkmoon sighed in relief. He turned to the
bronzed man. "W are free!"

But Zhenak-Teng stared dully ahead of him his
arns linp at his sides.

"It is no good," he said slowy. "It has taken ny
life . . ." And he slunped to one side, falling to the
floor.

Hawkrmoon bent beside him putting his hand to the
man's chest to feel his heartbeat. He shuddered in hor-
ror.

"He's cold, D Averc—ncredibly cold!"
"And does he live?" the Frenchnman asked.
Hawkrmoon shook his head. "He is entirely dead."”

The sphere was still rising rapidly and Hawknoon
sprang to the controls, looking at themin despair, not
knowi ng one instrument from another, not daring to
touch anything |l est they descend again to where the
Charki feasted on the life energy of the people of
Teng- Kanpp.

Suddenly they were in the open air and boundi ng

over the turf. Hawknoon seated hinself in the contro
seat and took the |l ever as he had seen Zhenak- Teng
take it the day before. G ngerly he pushed it to one
side, and had the satisfaction of seeing the sphere be-
gintoroll in that direction.

"I think I can steer it," he told his friend. "But how
one stops it or opens it, that | cannot guess!"

"As long as we are | eaving those nonsters behind,

| amnot entirely depressed,” D Averc said with a smle.
"Turn the thing to the south, Hawknpon. At |east we

will be going in the direction we intended."

Hawkrmoon did as D Averc suggested and for hours
they rolled over the flat plain until, at length, a forest
came in sight.

"It will be interesting," said D Averc, when Hawk-

nmoon pointed out the trees to him "to see how the
sphere behaves when it reaches the trees. It was plainly
not designed for such terrain.”

Chapter Three
THE SAYQU RI VER

THE SPHERE STRUCK the trees with a great sound
of snappi ng wood and tortured netal.

D Averc and Hawknmoon found thensel ves flung to
the far side of the control chanber, keeping conpany
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with the unpleasantly cold corpse of Zhenak- Teng.

Next they were flung upwards, then sideways, and
had not the walls of the sphere been well padded, they
woul d have di ed of broken bones.

At last the sphere rolled to a halt, rocked for a few

monents, then suddenly split apart, tunbling Hawk-
moon and D Averc to the ground.

D Averc groaned. "Wat an unnecessary experience
for one as weak as nyself."

Hawkrmoon grinned, partly at his friend' s drollery,
partly in relief.

"Well," he said, "we have escaped nore easily than
I'd dared hope. Rise up, D Averc, we nust strike on—
strike for the South!"

"I think arest is called for," D Averc said, stretching
and | ooking up at the green branches of the trees. Sun
slanted through them turning the forest to enerald and
gol d. There was the sharp scent of pine and the earthier
scent of the birch and froma branch above them a
squirrel | ooked down, its bright black eyes sardonic.
Behi nd them t he wreckage of the sphere |ay anobngst
tangl ed roots and branches. Several small trees had
been torn up and ot hers snapped. Hawknoon realised

that their escape had been very lucky indeed. He be-

gan to shake, now, with reaction, and understood the
sense of D Averc's words. He sat down on a grassy hill-
ock, averting his eyes fromthe weck and the corpse

of Zhenak-Teng that could just be seen to one side of

t he sphere.

D Averc lay down nearby and rolled over onto

his back. Fromwithin his tattered jerkin he drew a
tightly wadded piece of parchnent, the map that
Zhenak- Teng had gi ven himshortly before they retired
the ni ght before.

D Averc opened the parchnment and studied it. It

showed the plain in considerable detail, marked the

vari ous Kanmpps of Zhenak-Teng's peopl e and what

appeared to be the hunting trails of the Charki. Against
nost of the sites of the underground dwel lings were
crosses, presunmably show ng which the Charki had
destroyed.

He pointed to a spot near the corner of the nap.
"Here," he said. "Here's the forest—and just to the

north here is marked a river—the Sayou. This arrow
poi nts south to Narleen. Fromwhat | can gather, the
river will lead us to the city."

Hawknoon nodded. "Then let's head for the river

when we' re recovered. The sooner we reach Narl een,

the better—for there at | east we nmay di scover where we
are in space and tine. It was unlucky that the Chark
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shoul d have attacked when they did. By questioning
Zhenak- Teng | onger, we mi ght have been able to learn
from hi mwhere we were."

They slept in the peace of the forest for an hour or
more, then rose up, adjusted their worn gear and
ragged cl othes, and set off towards the north and the
river.

As they progressed, the undergrowth grew thicker

and the trees nore dense, and the hills on which the
trees clung becane steeper, so that by evening they
were weary and in ill-tenper, barely speaking to one
anot her.

Hawkroon sorted through the few objects in the

purse on his belt, found a tinder box of ornate design.
They wal ked on for another hal f-hour until they cane
to a streamthat fed a pool set between high banks on
three sides. Beside this was a snall clearing and Hawk-
moon said: "We'll spend the night here, D Averc, for |
cannot continue any |onger."

D Averc nodded and flung hinmsel f down beside the
pool, drinking greedily the clear water. "It |ooks deep,"”
he said, rising and wiping his |lips.

Hawkrmoon was building a fire and did not reply.

Soon he had a good bl aze goi ng.

"W shoul d, perhaps, hunt for gane," D Averc said
lazily. "I am beconmi ng hungry. Do you know anyt hi ng
of forest |ore, Hawknmoon?"

"Sone, " said Hawknoon, "but | amnot hungry,
D Averc."

And with that he lay down and went to sl eep.

It was night, it was cold, and Hawknoon was sud-
denly awakened by a terrified yell fromM friend.

He was up instantly, staring in the direction D Averc
poi nted, sword | eaping fromhis scabbard. He gasped in
horror at what he saw

Rising fromthe waters of the pool, water rushing
fromits huge sides, was a reptilian creature with bl az-
ing eyes and scales as black as the night. Only its
mout h, whi ch now gaped w de, contained the white-

ness of pointed teeth. Wth a great slopping sound it
was heaving itself through the water toward them

Hawkroon st aggered back, feeling dwarfed by the
monster. Its head darted down and forward, its jaws
snappi ng inches fromhis face, its |oathsone breath al -
nmost asphyxi ating him

"Run, Hawknoon, run!" yelled D Averc, and to-
gether they began to stunble back into the woods.

But the creature was out of the water now and giv-
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ing chase. Fromits throat canme a terrible croaking
noi se that seemed to fill the forest. Hawkrmoon and
D Averc clutched at one another's hands to keep to-
gether as they stunbl ed through the undergrowh, al-
nmost blind in the bl ackness of the night.

Agai n the croaking noise and this tune a |long, soft
tongue whistled |ike a whip through the air and en-
circled D Averc's wai st.

D Averc screaned. He slashed at the tongue with his

bl ade. Hawknoon yell ed and sprang forward, stabbing
out at the black thing with all his mght, while hang-
ing to D Averc's hand and hol ding his ground as best
he coul d.

I nexorably, the tongue drew them towards the gap-

ing mouth of the water-beast. Hawknopon coul d see

that it was hopeless to try to save D Averc in this way.
He et go of D Averc's hand and | eapt to one side, slash-
ing at the thick, black tongue.

Then he took his sword in both hands, raised it
above his head and chopped down with all his strength.

The beast croaked again and the ground shook, but

the tongue parted slowy and foul bl ood gushed from
it. Then there cane a hideous cry and the trees began
to part and snap as the water-thing |unbered at them
Hawkroon grabbed D Averc and hauled himto his

feet, pushing aside the sticky flesh of the severed

t ongue.

"Thanks," D Averc panted as they ran. "I|'m begin-
ning to dislike this |land, Hawknoon—t seens nore
full of perils than our own!"

Crunching and croaking and crying out with in-
sensate rage, the thing fromthe pool pursued them

"It's nearly on us again!" shouted Hawknoon. "W
can't escape it!"

They turned, peering through the blackness. Al they
coul d see now were the two bl azing black eyes of the
creature. Hawknoon hefted his sword in his hand, get-
ting its balance. "There's only one chance," he call ed,
and flung his sword straight at the mal evol ent orbs.

There was anot her croaking scream and a great

t hreshi ng sound ampongst the trees, then the blazing
orbs di sappeared and they heard the beast crashing
away, back to the pool

Hawkrmoon gasped with relief. "I didn't kill it, but

it doubtless decided we were not the easy prey it
originally took us for. Cone, D Averc, let's get to that
river as soon as we can. | want to leave this forest be-
hi nd! "

"And what nmakes you think the river is any |ess

peril ous?" D Averc asked hi msardonically as they be-
gan to nove through the forest again, taking their di-
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rection fromthe side of the trees on which noss grew.

Two days | ater they broke out of the forest and

stood on the sides of a hill that went steeply down to a
val l ey through which a broad river flowed. It was wth-
out doubt the River Sayou

They were covered in filth, unshaven, their clothes

ragged to the point of disintegration. Hawknmoon had
only a dagger for a weapon, and D Averc, at last rid of
his torn jerkin, was naked to the wai st.

They ran down the hill, stunbling over roots, struck
by branches, careless of any disconfort in their haste to
reach the river.

VWhere the river would take them they knew not.

They wi shed only to | eave the forest and its dangers.
Though they had encountered nothing as dreadful as
the creature fromthe pool, they had seen other non-
sters froma distance, discovered the spoor of nore.

They flung thenselves into the water and began to
wash the mud and filth fromtheir bodies, grinning at
one anot her.

"Ah, sweet water!" exclainmed D Averc. "You | ead

to towns and cities and civilisation. | care not what that
civilisation offers us—+t will be nore fanm liar and even
nmore wel come than the worst this dirty natural place
presents to us!"

Hawkrmoon smiled, not entirely sharing D Averc's
sentinments, but understanding his feelings.

"We'll build a raft,"” he said. "We're lucky that the
current flows south. Al we need do, D Averc, is let
the current bear us to our goal!"

"And you can fish, Hawknoon—get us tasty neals
I"mnot used to the sinple fare we've lived on the past
two days—berries and roots, ugh!"

"I''"ll teach you howto fish, too, D Averc. The ex-

peri ence m ght be useful to you if you find yourself in
a simlar situation in the future!"™ And Hawknoon

| aughed, slapping his friend on the back

Chapt er Four
VALJON OF STARVEL

FOUR DAYS LATER the raft had borne them many

mles dowmn the great river. Forests no |longer |ined the
banks, but instead there were gentle hills and seas of
wild corn on both sides of them

Hawkrmoon and D Averc lived off the fat fish they

caught in the river, together with corn and fruit found
on the banks, and they becane nore rel axed as the

raft drifted on toward Narl een.
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They had the appearance of shi pwecked sailors,

with their ragged clothes and beards that grew thicker
daily, but their eyes no |longer had the wild | ook of
hunger and exposure and they were in better spirits
than they had been.

It was late in the afternoon of the fourth day that
they saw the ship coming up behind themand | eapt to
their feet, waving to attract its attention

"Perhaps the ship is fromNarleen!" cried Hawk-
nmoon. "Perhaps they' |l let us work a passage to the
city!"

The ship was hi gh-prowed, nmade of wood painted

with rich colours. Principally it was red, with gold,
yel | ow and bl ue scroll-work along its sides. Although
rigged like a two-masted schooner it al so possessed oars
whi ch were now being used to propel it toward them

It flew a hundred brightly colored flags and the nen

on its decks wore clothes to match.

The ship struck her oars and pull ed al ongside. A

heavi |y bearded face peered down at them "Wo are
you?"

"Travel |l ers—strangers in these parts—an we sign
aboard to work our passage to Narleen?" D Averc
asked.

The bearded man | aughed. "Aye, that you can
Cone up, gentlenen."

A rope | adder was thrown down and Hawknoon
and D Averc clinbed gratefully up it to stand on the
ornanental deck of the ship.

"This is the River Wnd," the bearded nan told
them "Heard of her?"

"I told you—we're strangers," said Hawknoon.

"Aye . . . Well, she's owned by Valjon of Starve
—you' ve heard of himno doubt."

"No," said D Averc. "But we're grateful to himfor
sending a ship our way," he smiled. "Now, ny friend,
what do you say to our working our passage to Nar-

| een?"

"Well, if you ve no money ..."
"None. .."

"We'd best find out from Valjon hinself what he
wants done with you."

The bearded man escorted themup the deck to the
poop where a thin man, pale and in black, stood
broodi ng, not | ooking at them

"Lord Val jon?" said the bearded man.
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"What is it, Ganak?"

"The two we took aboard. They've no noney—
wi sh to work their passage, they say."

"Why, then let them Ganak, if that's what they de-
sire.” Valjon sniled wanly.

He did not | ook directly at Hawkmoon and D Averc
and his nel ancholy eyes continued to stare out over the
river. Wth a wave of his hand he dismissed them

Hawknoon felt unconfortabl e, |ooked about him
Al the crew were looking on silently, faint smles on
their faces. "Wat's the joke?"

"Joke?" Ganak said. "There's none. Now, gentle-
men, woul d you pull an oar to get you to Narl een?"

"If that's the work that will get us to the city," said
D Averc with sone rel uctance.

"It | ooks sonewhat strenuous work," Hawknoon
said. "But it's not too far to Narleen, if our map was in
order. Show us to our oars, friend Ganak."

Ganak took them al ong the deck until they reached

the catwal k between the rowers. Here Hawknoon was

shocked when he saw the condition of the oarsnen. A

| ooked hal f-starved and filthy. "I don't understand . . ."
he began.

Ganak | aughed. "Wy, you will soon,"”
"What are these rowers?" D Averc asked in dismay.

"They are sl aves, gentlenmen—and sl aves you are,

too. W take nothing aboard the River Wnd that wll
not profit us and, since you have no noney, and ran-
som seens unlikely, why we'll nake you slaves to work
our oars for us. Get down there!"

D Averc drew his sword and Hawknoon hi s dagger,
but Ganak sprang back signalling to his crewren.
"Cone, |ads. Teach themnew tricks, for they seem
not to understand what slaves nust do."

Behi nd them al ong the catwal k, clanbered a great
wei ght of sailors, all with bright blades in their hands,
whi | e another mass of men canme at their front.

D Averc and Hawknoon prepared to die taking a

good quantity of the sailors with them but then from
above a figure cane hurtling, down a rope fromthe
crosstrees, to strike once, twice upon their heads with a
har dwood cl ub and knock theminto the oarpits.

The figure grinned and bounced on the catwalk,

putting away his club. Ganak | aughed and cl apped

hi m on the shoul der. "Good work, Oindo. That

trick's always the best one and saves much spilt blood."
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O hers sprang down to relieve the stunned nmen of
their weapons and rope their wists to an oar

When Hawknmoon awoke, he and D Averc sat side

by side on a hard bench and Orindo was swi nging his
|l egs fromthe catwal k above them He was a boy of
per haps si xteen, a cocky smle on his face.

He call ed back to soneone above whomthey could
not see. "They're awake. We can start noving now—
back to Narleen."

He wi nked at Hawkmoon and D Averc. "Commence,

gentl enen,"” he said. "Comence rowing, if you please.”
He seemed to be imtating a voice he had heard. "You're
lucky," he added. "We're goi ng downstream Your

first work will be easy."

Hawknmoon gave a nock bow over his oar. "Thank
you, young nan. W appreciate your concern."

“I''l'l give you further advice fromtime to time, for
that's ny kindly nature,” said Oindo springing up,
gathering his red and bl ue coat about himand bounc-
ing along the catwal k

Ganak's face peered down next. He prodded at
Hawkroon' s shoul der with a sharp boat hook. "Pul

well, friend, or you'll feel the bite of this in your
bowel s." Ganak di sappeared. The other rowers bent to
their task and Hawknoon and D Averc were forced to
follow suit.

For the best part of a day they pulled, with the stink

of their own and others' bodies in their nostrils, with a
bow of slops to eat at midday. The work was back-

breaki ng, though it was a sign of what upstreamrow

ing was |i ke when the other slaves nmurnmured with
gratitude for the ease of their task!

At night, they lay over their oars, barely able to eat
their second bow of nauseating ness which was, if
anyt hing, worse than the first.

Hawkrmoon and D Averc were too weary to talk,

but nmade sonme attenpt to rid thenmsel ves of their
bonds. It was inpossible for they were too weak to get
free of such tightly knotted ropes.

Next norning Ganak's voi ce awoke them "All port
rowers get pulling. Conme on you, scunl That neans

you, gentlenmen! Pull! Pull! There's a prize in sight and
if we mss it, you'll suffer the Lord Valjon's wath!"

The emaci at ed bodies of the other rowers instantly
became active at this threat and Hawknmoon and

D Averc bent their backs with them hauling the huge
boat round agai nst the current.

From above were the sounds of footfalls as nen
rushed about, preparing the ship for battle. Ganak's
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voi ce roared fromthe poop as he issued instructions in
the name of his naster, the Lord Valjon.

Hawkroon t hought he would die with the effort of

rowing, felt his heart pound and his nuscles creak with
the agony of the exertion. Fit he m ght be, but this ef-
fort was unusual, placing strain on parts of his body
that had never had to take such strain before. He was
covered in sweat and his hair was pasted to his face, his
mout h open as he gasped for breath.

"Ch, Hawknoon . . ." panted D Averc. "This—was
—Aot —eant to—be-nay role—n life ..."

But Hawknoon could not reply for the pain in his
chest and arns.

There was now a sharp jarring as the boat net an-
ot her and Ganak yelled: "Port rowers, drop oars!"”

Hawkrmoon and t he ot hers obeyed instantly and

sl unped over their oars as the sounds of battle com
menced above. There was the noise of swords, of men
in agony, of killing and of dying, but it seened only
like a distant dreamto Hawkmoon. He felt that if he
continued to rowin Lord Valjon's galley, he would
shortly perish.

Then suddenly he heard a guttural cry above him

and felt a great weight fall upon him The thing strug-
gled, crawl ed over his head and fell in front of him

It was a brutish |ooking sailor, his body covered in red
hair. There was a |arge cutlass sticking fromthe m d-
dl e of his body. He gasped, quivered, then died, the
knife falling from his hand.

Hawkrmoon stared at the corpse dully for a while

until M brain began to work. He extended his feet

and found he could touch the fallen knife. Gadually,
with several pauses, he drewit towards himuntil it was
under his bench. Exhausted, he again fell over his oar

Meanwhi | e the sounds of fighting died down and
Hawkrmoon was recalled to reality by the snell of
burni ng tinber, |ooked about himin panic, then real-
i sed the truth.

"It's the other ship that's burning," D Averc told
him "We're aboard a pirate, friend Hawkmoon." He
sm | ed sardonically. "Wat an unworthy occupati on—
and ny health so frail..."

Hawkrmoon reflected, with sone sel f-judgenent, that
D Averc seened to be reacting better to their situation
t han was he.

He drew a deep breath and strai ghtened bis shoul -
ders as best he coul d.

"I have a knife
D Averc nodded rapidly.

he began in a whisper. But
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"I know. | saw you. You're not in such bad condi -
tion, after all."

Hawkrmoon sai d: "Rest tonight, until just before
dawn. Then we'll escape.”

"Aye," agreed D Averc. "Save as nuch strength as
we can. Courage, Hawknoon—we'll soon be free nen
again!"

For the rest of the day they pulled rapidly down-
river, pausing only at noon for their bow of slops.
Once Ganak squatted on the catwal k and tickl ed
Hawkroon' s shoul der with his boat hook

"Anot her day and you'll have your desire. W'll be
docking at Starvel tonorrow. "

"And what's Starvel ?'" croaked Hawknbpon.

Ganak | ooked at hi m astoni shed. "You nust be

fromfar away if you' ve not heard of Starvel. It's part
of Narl een—the npost favored part. The walled city
where the great princes of the river dwell—-and of

whom Lord Valjon is the greatest."

"Are they all pirates?" asked D Averc.

"Careful, stranger," Ganak said frowning. "W help
ourselves by right to whatever's on the river. The river
bel ongs to Lord Valjon and his peers."”

He strai ghtened up and strode away. They rowed on

until nightfall and then, at Ganak's order, ceased their
wor k. Hawkrmoon had found the work easier, now that

his rmuscl es and body had becone used to it, but he

was still tired.

"W nust sleep in shifts," he nurnmured to D Averc
as they ate their slops. "You first, then I."

D Averc nodded and sl unped down al nbst instant-
ly.

The night grew cold, and Hawkmoon coul d barely
stop fromfalling asleep. He heard the first watch
sounded, then the second. Wth relief, he nudged at
D Averc until he was awake.

D Averc grunted and Hawknmoon was instantly

asl eep, remenbering D Averc's words. By dawn, with
luck, they would be free. Then would come the difficult
part—ef |eaving the ship unseen.

He awoke feeling strangely light in the body and
realised with nmounting spirits that his hands were free
of the oars. D Averc nmust have worked in the night.

It was al nost dawn.

He turned to his friend who grinned at him and
wi nked. "Ready?" D Averc murnured.

"Aye . replied Hawknoon with a great sigh. He
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| ooked with envy at the long knife D Averc hel d.

"If 1 had a weapon," he said, "I would repay Ganak
for a fewindignities..."

"No tinme for that now," D Averc pointed out. "W
must escape as silently as possible.™

Cautiously they rose up fromthe benches and poked

their heads up over the catwalk. At the far end, a sailor
stood on watch; and on the poop deck above this nan,
stood Lord Valjon, his posture broodi ng and ab-

stracted, his pale face staring into the darkness of the
river night.

The sailor's back was towards them Valjon did not
seem about to turn. The two nmen heaved thensel ves
onto the catwal k, making stealthily for the prow.

But it was then that Valjon's sepul chral voice
sounded:

"What's this? Two sl aves escapi ng?"

Hawknoon shuddered. The nan's instinct was un-

canny, for it was plain he had not seen them perhaps
had only heard themfor a nonent. His voice, though
deep and qui et, sonehow carried the Iength of the ship.
The sail or on watch wheel ed and yelled. Lord Valjon's
deathly pale face also glared at them

From bel ow decks several sailors appeared, bl ocking
their way to the side. They wheel ed and Hawknoon

ran toward the poop and Lord Valjon. The sailor drew
his cutlass, struck at him but Hawknbon was desper-
ate and could not be stopped. He ducked beneath the

bl ow, grasped the man by the wai st and heaved him

up, hurling himto the deck where he lay w nded. Hawk-
moon picked up the unw el dy bl ade and struck off

the man's head. Then he turned to stare at Lord Val -
jon.

The pirate | ord seened undi sturbed by the cl oseness
of danger. He continued to gl are back at Hawknoon
fromhis pale, bleak eyes.

"You are a fool,"
Lord Valjon."

he said slowy. "For | amthe

"And | am Dori an Hawknoon, Duke von Kol n! |

have fought and defeated the Dark Lords of G anbre-

tan. | have resisted their nost powerful magic as this
stone in nmy skull testifies. | do not fear you, Lord Val -
jon, the piratel™

"Then fear those,"” nurnured Valjon, pointing a
bony finger behind Hawknoon.

Hawkrmoon spun on his heel and saw a great num

ber of sailors bearing down on himand D Averc. And
D Averc was arnmed only with a knife.
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Hawkrmoon flung himthe cutlass. "Hold them off,

D Averc!" And he leapt for the poop, grasped the rai
and haul ed hinself over it as Lord Valjon, an expres-
sion of mld surprise on his face, took a step or two
backwar d

Hawknoon advanced toward him hands out -

stretched. Fromunder his | oose robe Valjon drew a
slim bl ade which he pointed at Hawknoon, naking

no attenpt to attack but continuing to back away.

"Slave," nmurnmured Lord Valjon, his grimfeatures
baf fl ed. "Slave."

"I"'mno slave, as you'll discover." Hawknoon
ducked past the blade and tried to grab the strange
pirate captain. Valjon stepped aside swiftly, still keep-

ing the 1 ong sword before him

Evi dently Hawknoon's attack on hi mwas unpre-
cedented, for Valjon hardly knew what to do. He had
been di sturbed from sone brooding trance and stared
at Hawkmoon as if he were not real

Hawknoon | eapt again, avoi ding the extended
sword. Again Valjon sidestepped.

Bel ow, D Averc had his back to the poop deck, was
just able to hold off the sailors who cramed the nar-
row catwal k. He called to Hawknoon

"Hurry up with your business, friend Hawknoon—
or I'lIl have a dozen skewers in ne before long!"

Hawkroon ainmed a blow at Valjon's face, felt his

fist connect with cold, dry flesh, saw the man's head
snap back and the sword fall from his hand. Hawk-
moon swept up the sword, admiring its bal ance, and
heaved t he unconscious Valjon to his feet, directing
the sword at his vitals.

"Back, scum or your master dies!"

I n astoni shnment the sailors began to nove away,
| eaving three of their nunber dead at D Averc's feet.
Ganak cane hurrying up behind them He was wear -

ing only a kilt, a naked cutlass in his hand. H s jaw
dropped when he saw Hawknoon.

"Now, D Averc, perhaps you' d care to join nme."
Hawkrmoon spoke al most merrily.

D Averc circled the poop and clinbed the | adder to
the deck. He grinned at Hawknmoon. "Good work,
friend."

"We'll wait until dawn!" Hawkmoon called. "And
then you'll guide this ship to the shore. Wen that's
done, and we're free, perhaps I'll let your nmaster live."

Ganak scowl ed. "You are a fool to handle Lord
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Val jon thus. Know you not that he is the nost powerful
river prince in Starvel."

"1 know not hing of your Starvel, friend, but | have
dared the dangers of G anbretan, have ventured into

the Dark Enmpire's very heart, and | doubt if you can

of fer dangers nore sophisticated than theirs. Fear is an
enotion | rarely feel, Ganak. But mark you this—

woul d be revenged on you. Your days are nunbered."

Ganak | aughed. "Your |uck makes you stupid, slave!
Vengeance-taking will be the Lord Valjon's preroga-
tivel™

Dawn was al ready beginning to lighten the horizon
Hawknoon i gnored Ganak's ji be.

It seemed a century before the sun finally rose and
began to dapple the distant trees of the riverbank. They
were anchored close to the left bank of the river, not
far froma small cove that could just be rmade out

about half a mle away.

"G ve the order to row, Ganak!" Hawknoon cal |l ed.
"Make for the |eft shore.”

Ganak scowl ed and nmade no effort to obey.

Hawkrmoon's armencircled Valjon's throat. The man
was beginning to blink awake. Hawknoon tapped his
stomach with his sword. "Ganak! | could nake Valjon
die slow y!"

Suddenly, fromthe throat of the pirate lord there

cane a tiny, ironic chuckle. "Die slowy . . ." he said
"Die slowmy..."

Hawkrmoon stared at him puzzled. "Aye—+ know
where best to strike to give you the maxi mumtinme and
maxi mum pai n a-dyi ng."

Val jon nmade no other sound, nerely stood passive-
ly with his throat still gripped by Hawknmoon's arm

"Now, Ganak! G ve the instructions!" D Averc
cal | ed.

Ganak took a deep breath. "Rowers!" he cried, and
began to issue orders. The oars creaked, the backs of
the oarsnen bent, and slowy the ship began to ride
toward the | eft bank of the w de Sayou River.

Hawkrmoon wat ched Ganak cl osely, for fear the
man woul d attenpt to trick them but Ganak did not
nmove, nerely scow ed

As the bank cane cl oser and cl oser, Hawknoon be-

gan to relax. They were alnost free. On | and they
could avoid any pursuit by the sailors who would, any-
way, be reluctant to |eave their ship.

Then he heard D Averc yell and point upward. He
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stared up to see a figure come whizzing down a rope
above hi s head.

It was the boy Orindo, a hardwood club in his
hand, a wild grin on his lips.

Hawkroon rel eased Val jon and raised his arns to
protect hinself, unable to do the obvious thing which
was to use his blade to strike Orindo as he descended.
The club fell heavily on his armand he staggered
back. D Averc rushed forward and grasped Oindo

round the waist, inprisoning his arns.

Val jon, suddenly swift-footed, darted down the com
pani onway screaning a strange, wordl ess scream

D Averc pushed Orindo after himw th an oath.

"Taken by the sane trick tw ce, Hawknoon. W
deserve to die for that!"

Gowing sailors led by Ganak were coming up the
conpani onway now. Hawknoon struck out at Ganak,

but the bearded sail or blocked the blow, aimng a huge
swi ng at Hawknoon's | egs. Hawknoon was forced to

| eap back and then Ganak scuttled up to the poop and
faced him a sneering grin on his lips.

"Now, slave, we'll see how you fight a man!" Ganak
sai d.

"I do not see a man," Hawknoon replied. "Only

sonme kind of beast." He |aughed as Ganak struck at
himagain. He thrust swiftly with the marvellously
bal anced sword he had taken from Valjon.

Back and forth across the deck they fought, while

D Averc managed to hold the others at bay. Ganak was
a master swordsman, but his cutlass was no match for
the shining sword of the pirate | ord.

Hawkrmoon took himin the shoulder with a darting

thrust, reeled back as the cutlass collided with the hilt
of his blade, feeling the weapon alnost fall fromhis
hand, recovered hinself to thrust again and wound

Ganak in the left arm

The bearded man how ed |i ke an ani nal and cane
on with renewed ferocity.

Hawkrmoon thrust again, this time piercing Ganak's
right arm Bl ood drenched both brawny arnms and
Hawkrmoon was unwounded. Ganak flung hinsel f at
Hawkrmoon again, now in a kind of fierce panic.

Hawkrmoon's next thrust was to the heart, to put

Ganak out of further msery. The point of the blade bit
through fl esh, scraped agai nst bone, and the |life was
gone from Ganak.

But now the other sailors had forced D Averc back
and he was surrounded, hacking about himwth the
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cutl ass. Hawknoon |l eft the corpse of Ganak and | eapt
forward, taking one in the throat and another under the
ri bs before they were aware of his presence.

Back to back now, Hawknmoon and D Averc held
off the sailors, but it seened they nust soon expire for
nmore were running to join their conrades.

Soon the poop was heaped with corpses and Hawk-

moon and D Averc were covered with cuts froma

dozen bl ades, their bodies all bloody. Still they fought.
Hawkrmoon caught a glinpse of the Lord Valjon stand-

ing by the mainnmast watching fromout of his deepset
eyes, staring fixedly at himas if he wished to have a
clear inpression of his face for the rest of his life if
need be.

Hawknoon shuddered, then returned his full atten-

tion to the attacking seamen. The flat of a cutlass
caught hima bl ow on the head and he reel ed agai nst

D Averc, sending his friend off-bal ance. Together they
coll apsed to the deck, struggled to rise up, still fight-
i ng. Hawknmoon took one man in the stomach, struck
another's lowering face with his fist, heaved hinself to
hi s knees.

Then suddenly the sailors stepped back, their eyes
fixed to port. Hawknoon sprang up, D Averc with him

The sailors were watching in concern as a new ship

came swiming fromthe cove, its white, schooner-
rigged sails billowing with the fresh breeze fromthe
south, its rich black and deep blue paint, trimred with
gold, all agleaming in the early norning sunshine, its
sides lined with arned nen.

"Arival pirate, no doubt," D Averc said, and used
his advantage to cut down the nearest sailor and run
for the rail of the poop. Hawkmoon foll owed his ex-
anpl e and, with backs pressed against the rail they
fought on, though half their enenm es were running
down the conpani onway to present themselves to

Lord Valjon for his orders.

A voice called across the water, but it was too far
away for the words to be clear.

Sonehow i n the confusi on, Hawknmoon heard Val -
jon's deep, world-weary voice speak a single word, a
word contai ni ng much | oat hi ng.

The word was "Bewchard!"

Then the sailors were upon them again and Hawk-
moon felt a cutlass nick his face, turned bl azing eyes

on his attacker and thrust out his sword to catch him
through the nmouth, driving the sharp bl ade upwards

for the brain, hearing the man screama |ong, horrible
scream as he died.

Hawkrmoon felt no mercy, yanked his sword back
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and stabbed another in the heart.

And thus they fought, while the black and m dni ght
bl ue schooner sail ed closer and cl oser.

For a nonent, Hawknoon wondered if the 'ship

woul d be friend or foe. Then there was no nore tine

for wondering as the vengeful sailors pressed in, their
heavy cutlasses rising and falling.

Chapter Five
PAHL BEWCHARD

As THE BLACK and bl ue ship crashed al ongsi de,
Hawkrmoon heard Val jon's voice calling.

"Forget the slaves! Forget theml Stand by to hold
of f Bewchard' s dogs!"

The remai ning sailors backed warily away fromthe
panti ng Hawknoon and D Averc. Hawknmoon made a

thrust at themthat sent them away faster, but he had
not the energy to pursue themfor the nonent.

They wat ched as sailors, all dressed in jerkins and
hose that matched the paint of the ship, canme sailing
on ropes to land on the deck of the River Wnd. They
were arned with heavy war-axes and sabres and fought
with a precision that the pirates could not initate,
though they did their best to rally.

Hawkroon | ooked for Lord Valjon, but he had dis-
appear ed—pr obabl y bel ow decks.

He turned to D Averc. "Well, we've done our share

of blood-letting this day, ny friend. Wat say you to a
|l ess lethal action—we could free the poor wetches at
the oars!"™ And with that he |l eapt the poop rail to I and
on the catwal k and | ean down to slash the knotted

ropes binding the slaves to their oars.

They | ooked up in surprise, not realising, nobst of
them what Hawknmoon and D Averc were doing for
t hem

"You're free," Hawknoon told them

"Free," D Averc repeated. "Take our advice and
| eave the ship while you can, for there's no know ng
how t he battle will go."

The sl aves stood up, stretching their aching |inbs,
and then, one by one, they haul ed thenselves to the
side of the ship and began to slide into the water.

D Averc watched themgo with a grin.

"A shane we can't help those on the other side," he
sai d.

"Way not ?" asked Hawknoon indicating a hatch
let into the side under the catwalk. "If I'mnot m s-
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taken, this | eads under the deck."

He put his back to the side of the ship and kicked at
the hatch. Several kicks and it sprang open. They
entered the darkness and crept under the boards, hear-
ing the sounds of fighting inmedi ately above them

D Averc paused, slicing open a bundle with his
much- bl unted bl ade. Jewels poured out of the bundle.
"Their loot," he said.

"No tinme for that now," Hawknoon war ned, but
D Averc was grinning.

"I didn't plan to keep it," he told his friend, "but

I'"d hate Valjon to escape with it if the fight goes well
for him Look . " and he indicated a large circul ar
object set into the bottomof the hold. "If I'mnot ms-
taken, this will let alittle of the river into the ship!"

Hawkrmoon nodded. "Wile you work on that, 1'1]I
make haste to free the slaves.”

He left D Averc to his task and reached the far
hatch, stripping out the pegs holding it in position

The hatch burst inwards, bringing two struggling

men with it. One wore the uniformof the attacking
ship, the other was a pirate. Wth a qui ck novenent,
Hawkroon despat ched the pirate. The uniforned man

| ooked at himin surprise. "You' re one of the nen we
saw fighting on the poop deck!"

Hawkrmoon nodded. "Wat's your ship?"

"I't's Bewchard's ship," replied the man w ping his
forehead, he spoke as if the name were sufficient ex-
pl anati on.

"And who i s Bewchard?"

The uni fornmed man | aughed. "Wy, he's Valjon's
sworn eneny, if that's what you need to know. He
saw you fighting. He was inpressed by your swords-
manshi p. "

"So he shoul d have been," grinned Hawknoon, "for
I fought ny best today. And why not? | was fighting
for ny lifel"

"That often nmakes excell ent swordsnmen of us all,”
agreed the man. "I'm Cul ard—and your friend if
you're Valjon's foe."

"Best warn your conrades, then," said Hawknoon.
"We're sinking the shi p—+ook." He pointed through the
di mess to where D Averc was westling with the cir-
cul ar bung.

Cul ard nodded swiftly and ducked out into the slave
pit again. "I'lIl see you after this is over, friend," he
called as he left. "If we livel"
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Hawkroon followed him creeping along the aisle to
cut the slaves' bonds.

Above himthe nmen of Bewchard's ship seened to

be driving Valjon's pirates back. Hawknoon felt the
ship nove suddenly, saw D Averc cone hastily out of
t he hat ch.

"1 think we'd best make for the shore,” said the
Frenchman with a smle, jerking his "thunb at the

sl aves who were di sappearing over the side. "Foll ow
our friends' exanple."

Hawknoon nodded. "I've warned Bewchard's nmen of
what's happeni ng. W' ve repaid Valjon now, | think."
He tucked Valjon's sword under his arm "I'Il try not

to lose this blade—+t's the finest |'ve ever used. Such a
bl ade woul d nake an out standi ng swordsnman of any-
one!"

He cl anbered up to the side and saw that Bewchard's
men had driven the pirate sailors back to the other
side of the ship but were now w thdraw ng.

Cul ard had evidently spread the news.

Wat er was bubbling through the hatch. The ship

woul d not last |long afl oat. Hawknoon turned and

| ooked back. There was barely space between the ships
to swm The best method of escape would be to cross
the deck of Bewchard's schooner.

He infornmed D Averc of his plan. His friend nodded
and t hey poi sed thenselves on the rail, leaping out to
| and on the deck of the other ship.

There were no rowers present and Hawknoon real -

i zed that Bewchard's oarsnen nust be free nmen, part

of the fighting conplenent of the ship. This, it
seemed to him was a nore sensible schene—tess waste-
ful than the use of slaves. It also gave himcause to
pause and, as he paused, a voice called fromthe River
W nd.

"Hey, ny friend. You with the black gemin your
f orehead. Have you plans for scuttling ny ship, too?"

Hawkrmoon turned and saw a good | ooki ng young

man, dressed all in black | eather with a high-collared
bl oodst ai ned bl ue cl oak thrown back from his shoul -
ders, a sword in one hand and an axe in the other,
raising his sword to himfromthe rail of the doonmed
gal | ey.

"W're on our way," called Hawkmoon. "Your ship's
safe fromus ..."

"Stay a nmoment!" The bl ack-clad man | eapt up

and bal anced hinself on the River Wnd's rail. "I'd
like to thank you for doing half our work for us."
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Rel uct antly Hawknmoon waited until the man had
| eapt back to his own ship and approached t hem al ong
t he deck.

"I'"'m Pahl Bewchard and the ship's mne," he said.
"I'"ve waited many weeks to catch the River Wnd—

m ght not have done so, had you not taken on the best
part of the crew and given nme tune to sneak out of the
cove..."

"Aye," said Hawkrmoon. "Well, | want no further
part in a quarrel between pirates ..."

"You do ne a disservice sir," Bewchard replied
easily. "For I'msworn to rid the river of the Pirate
Lords of Starvel. | amtheir fiercest eneny."

Bewchard's men were swarm ng back into their own
ship, cutting | oose the nmooring ropes as they cane.
The River Wnd swung round in the current, her stern
now bel ow the water-line. Sone of the pirates |eapt
overboard, but there was no sign of Valjon.

"Where did their |eader escape to!" D Averc asked,
studyi ng the ship.

"He's like a rat," Bewchard answered. "Doubtless he
slipped away as soon as it was plain the day was | ost
for him You have hel ped ne greatly, gentlenen, for
Valjon is the worst of the pirates. | amgrateful."

And D Averc, never at a |oss where courtesy and his

own interests were concerned, replied, "And we are
grateful to you, Captain Bewchard—for arriving when
things were lost for us. The debt is settled." He sniled
pl easant|y.

Bewchard inclined his head. "Thank you. However,

if I may make a sonmewhat direct statenent, you seem
in need of something to aid your recovery. Both of you
are wounded, your clothes are plainly not what you, as
gentl enen, would normally choose to wear ... | nean,
in short, that | would be honoured if you would ac-

cept the hospitality of ny ship's galley, such as it is,
and the hospitality of my mansi on when we dock."

Hawkrmoon frowned thoughtfully. He had taken a
liking to the young captain. "And where do you plan
to dock, sir?"

"In Narleen," replied Bewchard. "Were | live."

"W were, in fact, travelling to Narleen before we
were trapped by Valjon," Hawknoon began

"Then you must certainly travel with me. If | can be
of assistance ..."

"Thank you, Captain Bewchard," Hawknoon sai d.

"W shoul d appreciate your aid in reaching Narl een
And perhaps on the way you woul d be able to supply
us with sone informati on which we | ack."
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"WIllingly." Bewchard gestured toward a door set
beneath the poop deck. "My cabin is this way, gentle-
men. "

Chapter Six
NARLEEN

THROUGH THE PORTHOLES of Captain Bewchard's
cabin, they saw the spray fly as the ship flung itself
downriver under full sail.

"If we should neet a couple of pirates,"” Bewchard
told them "we should have little chance. That is why
we nmake such speed."

The cook brought in the last of the dishes and laid

it before them There were several kinds of neat, fish
and vegetables, fruit and wi ne. Hawknoon ate as spar-
ingly as possible, unable to resist at |east a sanple of

everything on the table, but aware that his stomach
m ght not yet be ready for such rich food

"This is a celebration neal,"” Bewchard told them
cheerfully, "for | have been hunting Valjon for nonths."

"Who is Valjon?" Hawknoon asked between
munches. "He seens a strange individual."

"Unlike any pirate | ever inagined," D Averc put
in.

"He is a pirate by tradition," Bewchard told them
"H s ancestors have al ways been pirates, preying on

the river traffic for centuries. For a long tine the mer-
chants paid huge taxes to the Lords of Starvel, but

sonme years ago they began to resist and Valjon re-
taliated. Then a group of us decided to build fighting
ships, like the pirates', and attack them on the water.

I command such a ship. A nmerchant by trade, | have
turned to nore mlitary pursuits until Narleen is free

of Valjon and his like."

"And how are you faring?" asked Hawknoon.

"It is hard to say. Valjon and the other Lords are

still inmpregnable in their walled city—Starvel is a city
within a city, within Narleen—and so far we have only
been able to curb their piracy a little. As yet there has
been no major test of strength for either side."

"You say Valjon is a pirate by tradition
D Averc began.

"Aye, his ancestors cane to Narleen many hundreds

of years ago. They were powerful and we were rel a-
tively weak. Legend says that Valjon's ancestor, Batach
Gerandi un, had sorcery to aid him They built the wall
around Starvel, the quarter of the city they took for

t hensel ves, and have been there ever since."
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"And how does Val jon answer you when you attack
his ships as we saw today?" Hawknmoon took a | ong
draft of wi ne.

"He retaliates with every possible neans, but we are
begi nning to make them warier of venturing onto the
river these days. There is still nuch to do. | would slay

Valjon if | could. That would break the power of the
whol e pirate comunity, | am sure, but he al ways
escapes. He has an instinct for danger—s al ways abl e
to avoid it even before it threatens."

"I wish you luck in finding him" Hawknoon sai d.
"Capt ai n Bewchard, know you anything of a bl ade
called ' The Sword of the Dawn' —we were told that we
should find it in Narleen?"

Bewchard | ooked surprised. "Aye, |'ve heard of it.

It is connected with the legend | told you of —on-
cerning Valjon's ancestor Batach Gerandi un. Batach's
sorcerous power was said to be contained in the bl ade.
Bat ach has becone a god since—the pirates have
deified himand worship himat their tenple which is
naned after hi mthe Tenple of Batach Gerandi un

They are a superstitious breed, those pirates. Their
m nds and manners are often unfathomable to the prac-
tical nerchant kind, like nyself."

"And where is the blade?" D Averc asked.

"Way, it is the sword the pirates worship in the
Tenmple. It represents their power to them as well as
Batach's. Do you seek to make the bl ade your own,

t hen, gentlemen?"

"l do not ." began Hawknoon, but D Averc
i nterrupted smoothly.

"W do, captain. W have a relative—a very wi se

schol ar fromthe north-who heard of the bl ade and

wi shed to inspect it. He sent us here to see if it could
be bought..."

Bewchard | aughed heartily. "It could be bought,

my friends,—with the blood of half a mllion fighting
men. The pirates would fight to the last man to defend
The Sword of the Dawn. They value it above all other
things."

Hawkrmoon felt his spirits sink. Had the dying M-
gan sent them on an inpossibl e quest?

" Ah, wel | ." D Averc shrugged phi | osophi cal | y.

"Then we nust hope that you eventually defeat Valjon
and the others and put their property up for auction.”

Bewchard smled. "That day will not come in ny life-
time. It will take many years before Valjon is finally
defeated.” He rose fromhis table. "Excuse me for a few
monents, | nust see how things are on deck."
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He left the cabin with a brief, courteous bow.

When he had gone Hawknoon frowned. "What now,

D Averc? W are stranded in this strange | and, unable
to get that which we sought." He took Mygan's rings
fromhis pouch and jingled themon the palmof his
hand. There were el even there now, for he and D Averc
had taken their own off. "W are |lucky to have these
still. Perhaps we should use them+deap at randominto
the di nensions in the hope of finding a way back to
our Kamarg?"

D Averc snorted. "W might find ourselves suddenly

at King Huon's court, or in peril of our lives fromsone
monster. | say we go to Narleen and spend sone tine
there—see just howdifficult it will be to obtain the
pirate sword." He took sonething fromhis own pouch
"Until you spoke | had forgotten that | possessed this
little thing." He held it up. It was the charge from one
of the guns used in the city of Hal apandur

"And what significance has that, D Averc?" Hawk-
nmoon asked.

"As | told you, Hawknmoon—t coul d prove usefu
to us."

"Wthout a gun?"
"Wthout a gun," nodded D Averc.

As the Frenchman replaced the charge in his pouch
Pahl Bewchard canme back through the door. He was
sm ling.

"Less than an hour, ny friends—and we shall be
berthing in Narleen," he told them "I think you wll
like our city." Then he added with a grin: "At |east,
that part which is not inhabited by the Pirate Lords."

Hawkrmoon and D Averc stood on the deck of Bew

chard's ship and watched as it was skillfully brought
into harbor. The sun was hot in a clear, blue sky, nak-
ing the city shine. The buildings were for the nost part
quite low, rarely nore than four stories, but they were
richly decorated with rococo designs that seened very
old. Al the colours were nuted, weathered, but none-
theless still clear. Mich wood was used in the construc-
tion of the houses—pillars, bal conies and frontages
were all of carved wood—but some had pai nted netal
railings and even doors.

The quayside was crowded with crates and bal es

whi ch were being | oaded or unl oaded onto the nyriad

shi ps crowdi ng the harbor. Men worked with derricks

to swng theminto hatches or onto the quays, haul ed
them al ong gangpl anks, sweating in the heat of the day,
stripped to the waist.

Ever ywhere was noi se and bustle which Bewchard
seemed to relish as he escorted Hawknmoon and
D Averc down the gangpl ank of his schooner and
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t hrough the crowd whi ch had begun to gather
Bewchard was greeted on all sides.
"How did you fare, captain?"
"Did you find Valjon?"
"Have you | ost many men?"

At | ast Bewchard paused, |aughi ng good-hunoured-

ly.
"Well, fellow citizens of Narleen," he shouted. "I
must tell you, | see, or you shall not |et us pass. Aye,

we sank Valjon's ship ..

There was a gasp fromthe crowd and then silence.
Bewchard sprang up onto a packing case and raised his
ar .

"W sank Valjon's ship, the River Wnd—but it
woul d have |ikely escaped us altogether had it not
been for ny two conpani ons here."

D Averc gl anced at Hawknoon in emnbarrassment.
The citizens stared at the two in surprise, as if unable

to believe that two such ragged starvelings could be
anything but lowy slaves.

"These two are your heroes, not |," Bewchard con-
tinued. "Single-handed they resisted the whole pirate
crew, killed Ganak, Valjon's lieutenant, and made the
ship easy prey to our attack. Then they scuttled the
Ri ver Wnd!"

There was a great cheer now fromthe crowd.

"Know their nanes, citizens of Narleen. Renenber
themas friends of this city and deny them not hi ng.
They are Dorian Hawknmoon of the Bl ack Jewel and
Huill am D Averc. You have not seen braver souls nor
finer swordsnen!"

Hawkrmoon was genui nely enbarrassed by all this
and frowned up at Bewchard, trying to signal that he
shoul d st op.

"And what of Valjon?" called a nmenber of the
crowd. "Is he dead?"

"He escaped us," Bewchard replied regretfully. "He
ran like a rat. But we shall have his head one day."

"Or he yours, Bewchard!" The speaker was a richly
dressed man who had pushed forward. "All you have
done is anger him For years | paid my river taxes to
Valjon's men and they let ne ply the river in peace.
Now you and your |ike say 'Pay no taxes' and | do not
—but | know no peace these days, cannot sleep wth-
out fear of what Valjon will do. Valjon is bound to
retaliate. And it might not be only you on whom he
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takes his vengeance! Wat of the rest of us—those who
want peace of mnd and not glory? You endanger us
al|!"

Bewchard | aughed. "It was you, Veroneeg, if |'mnot

m st aken, who first began to conpl ain about the pi-
rates, said you could not stand the high |evies they
demanded, supported us when we fornmed the | eague to
fight Valjon. Well, Veroneeg, we are fighting him and
it is hard, but we shall wn, never fear!"

The crowd cheered again, but this time the cheer was

alittle nore ragged and the people were beginning to
di sper se.

"Valjon will take his vengeance, Bewchard," Vero-
neeg repeated. "Your days are nunbered. There are
rumours that the Pirate Lords are gathering their
strength, that they have only been playing with us up
to now. They could raze Narleen if they wi shed!"

"Destroy the source of their livelihood! That woul d
be foolish of them" Bewchard shrugged as if to dis-
m ss the m ddl e-aged merchant.

"Fool i sh, perhaps—as foolish as your actions,"”

wheezed Veroneeg. "But make them hate us enough

and their hatred nmight cause themto forget that it is
we who feed them™

Bewchard sm | ed and shook his head. "You shoul d
retire, Veroneeg. The rigours of nerchant life are too
much for you."

The crowd had al nost conpl etely vani shed now and
there were | ooks of anxiety on many of the faces which
only lately had been cheering the heroes.

Bewchard junped down fromthe box and put his

arns around his conpani ons' shoul ders. "Cone, ny
friends, let's listen no | onger to poor old Veroneeg. He
woul d nake any triunph sour with his gl oony prat-

tling. Let's to ny nansion and see if we can find you
rai nent nore befitting gentlenmen—then, tonorrow, we

can go about the city and buy new outfits for you

bot h!"

He I ed themthrough the teemi ng streets of Narleen,
streets that wound an apparently | ogic-1less course, that
were narrow and snelling of a million ningled odors,

that were crowded with sailors and swordsnen and
merchants and quay workers, old wonen, pretty girls,
stal | keepers selling their wares and riders picking their
way anmong those on foot. He |l ed them over the cob-

bles, up a steep hill and out into a square with one side
cl ear of houses. And there was the sea.

Bewchard paused for a nonment to stare at the sea;
It sparkled in the sunlight.

D Averc gestured toward it. "You trade beyond that
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ocean?"

Bewchard unpi nned his heavy cloak and threw it

over his arm He opened the collar of his shirt and shook
his head, smling. "Nobody knows what |ies beyond

the sea—probably nothing. No, we trade along the

coast for about two or three hundred miles in each
direction. This area is thick with rich cities that did
not suffer too badly the effects of the Tragic MI -

| enium ™"

"l see. And what do you call this continent? Is it, as
we suspect, Asiacomuni sta?"

Bewchard frowned. "I have not heard it called that,
though 1'mno scholar. | have heard it called variously
"Yarshai', 'Amarehk' and ' N shtay'." He shrugged. "I

am not even sure where it lies in relation to the
| egendary continents said to exist elsewhere in the
world..."

" Amar ehk! " Hawkmoon excl ai med. "But | had al -
ways thought it the | egendary hone of superhunman
creatures ..."

"And | had thought the Runestaff in Asiacomunis-
tal!" D Averc |aughed. "It does not do, friend Hawk-
nmoon, to place too rmuch faith in | egends! Perhaps,
after all, the Runestaff does not exist!"

Hawkrmoon nodded. " Perhaps. "

Bewchard was frowning. "The Runestaff—-4egends

—what do you speak of, gentlenen?"

"A point this scholar we nentioned made," D Averc

said hastily. "It would be boring to explain."
Bewchard shrugged. "I hate to be bored, my friends,"
he said diplomatically, and led them on through the
streets.

They were now beyond the trading part of the city
and on a hill in which the houses were much richer
and | ess crowded together. Hi gh walls surrounded gar-

dens that could be seen to contain flowering trees and
f ount ai ns.

It was outside the gates of one such wall ed house that
Bewchard at | ast stopped.

"Wl cone to ny mansion, ny good friends." He
rapped on the gate.

A covered grille was opened and eyes peered at
them Then the gate was pulled wi de and a servant
bowed to Bewchard. "Wl cone hone, master. WAs the
voyage successful ? Your sister awaits you."

"Very successful, Per! Aha-so Jeleana is here to
greet us. You will like Jeleana, nmy friends!"

Chapter Severn
THE BLAZE
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JELEANA WAS BEAUTI FUL, a young, raven-haired

girl with a vivacious manner that instantly captivated
D Averc. At dinner that night he fluted with her and
was del i ghted when she cheerfully responded.

Bewchard smled to see themplay so wittily, but
Hawknoon found it hard to watch them for he was
rem nded painfully of his own Yisselda, his wfe who
wai ted for himthousands of mles across the sea and
per haps hundreds of years across tune (for he had no
way of knowing if the crystal rings had brought him
only through space).

Bewchard seened to detect a nelancholy | ook in
Hawkroon' s eye and sought to cheer himup with

j okes and anecdot es concerning sonme of his lighter and
nmore amusi ng encounters while fighting the pirates of
St arvel

Hawkroon responded bravely, but he still could not
rid his mnd of thoughts of his beloved girl, Count
Brass's daughter, and how she fared.

Had Taragorm perfected his machines for travelling
through time? Had Meliadus found anot her neans of
reachi ng Castle Brass?

The nore the evening wore on, the | ess abl e Hawk-
moon was to continue a light conversation. At |length
he rose and bowed politely. "I do apol ogi se, Captain
Bewchard, " he nurmured, "but | amvery weary. The
time spent in the galley—the fighting today ..."

Jel eana Bewchard and Huillam D Averc did not
notice himrise, for they were engrossed with one an-
ot her.

Bewchard stood up quickly, a | ook of concern on his
handsone face. "OF course. | apol ogi se, Master Hawk-
nmoon, for ny thoughtl essness ..."

Hawkroon smiled wanly. "You have not been
t hought | ess, captain. Your hospitality is magnificent.
However..."

Bewchard's hand nmade a npvenent toward the bel

pul |, but before he could sunmon a servant there
came a sudden banging on the door. "Enter!" Bewchard
conmanded.

The servant who had adnitted themto the garden
earlier that day stood panting in the doorway. "Cap-
tain Bewchard! There is a fire at the quaysi de—a ship
is burning."

"A ship? Which ship?"

"Your ship, captain—the one you came honme in to-
day!"

Instantly Bewchard was naking for the door, Hawk-
moon and D Averc followi ng rapidly behind him Je-
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| eana behi nd t hem

"A carriage, Per," he ordered. "Hurry, man!"

Wthin noments an encl osed carriage drawn by four
horses was brought round to the front of the house
and Bewchard clinbed in, waiting inpatiently for

Hawkrmoon and D Averc to join Mn Jeleana tried to
enter, but he shook his head. "No, Jel eana. W do not
know what is happening on the quays. Wait here!"

Then they were of f, bunping over the cobbles at an
alarm ng rate, making for the dockside.

The narrow streets were it with torches stuck in
brackets attached to the sides of houses and the car-
riage flung a black shadow on the walls as it passed,
bunpi ng and crashing through the streets.

At | ast the quaysi de was reached, illum nated by

nmore than torches, for in the harbour a schooner

bl azed. Everywhere was confusion as masters of ves-
sels arrived to bully their nmen aboard their own craft
and nove them away from Bewchard's schooner, for

fear that they, too, would be set afire.

Bewchard | eapt fromthe carriage, closely foll owed
by Hawknoon and D Averc. He ran for the quayside,

el bowi ng his way through the crowd, but once by the
wat er he paused and hung hi s head.

"I't's hopeless,” he murnured in despair. "She's
gone. This could only have been Valjon's work .

Veroneeqg, his face sweating and red in the glare
fromthe burning ship, burst fromthe crowd. "You see,
Bewchard—Vval jon is taking his vengeance! | warned
you! "

They turned at the sound of gall opi ng hooves, saw a
rider rein in his horse close by. "Bewchard!" the man
cried. "Pahl Bewchard who clains to have sunk the

R ver Wnd!"

Bewchard | ooked up. "I am Bewchard. Wo are
you?"

The rider was clad in bizarre finery and in his left
hand he clutched a scroll which he brandished. "I am
Val jon's man—hi s nessenger!" He threw the scrol
toward Bewchard who let it Iie where it had fallen

"What is it?" Bewchard said between gritted teeth.

"It is a bill, Bewchard. A bill for fifty men and forty
sl aves, for a ship and all furnishings, plus twenty-five

t housand smaygars' worth of treasure. Valjon, too, can
pl ay the nerchant gane!"

Bewchard gl ared at the nessenger. The light fromthe
bl azi ng ship sent shadows flickering across his face. He
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spurned the scroll with his foot, kicking it into the
debris-filled water.

"You seek to frighten ne with this nel odram, |

see!" he said firmy. "Well, tell Valjon | do not intend
to pay his bill and that | amnot frightened. Tell him
—+f he wishes to 'play the nerchant game'—that he

and his greedy ancestors owe the people of Narleen con-
siderably nore than the amount on his bill. | wll con-
tinue to reclaimthat debt."

The rider opened his mouth as if to speak, then
changed his mnd, spat on the cobbles and wheel ed
his horse about, galloping away into the darkness.

"He will kill you now, Bewchard," said Veroneeg
al nost triumphantly. "He will kill you. | hope he real -
ises that not all of us are as foolish as you!"

"And | hope that we are not all as foolish as you,
Veroneeg, " answered Bewchard contenptuously. "If
Valjon is threatening me, it neans that | have suc-
ceeded-partially at |east—n unnerving him"

He stal ked toward his carriage and stood aside while
Hawknoon and D Averc clinbed in. Then he entered,

sl ammed the door and tapped with the hilt of his sword
on the roof, signalling the driver to return to the man-
si on.

"Are you sure that Valjon is as weak as you sug-
gest ?" Hawkmoon asked hesitantly.

Bewchard smled at himgriny.

"I amsure that he is stronger than | suggest—

stronger perhaps than Veroneeg thinks. My own opin-
ionis that Valjon is still sonewhat surprised that we
have had the tenerity to attack his ship as we did today,
that he has not yet marshalled all his resources. But it
would not do to tell Veroneeg that, would it, ny
friend."

Hawkroon | ooked at Bewchard admiringly. "You
have much courage, captain."

"Desperation, possibly, friend Hawknoon."

Hawkrmoon nodded. "I know what you nean |
t hink.".

The rest of the return journey was nade in thought-
ful silence.

At the mansion the garden gate was open and they
drove straight into the drive. At the nam door, to the
house Jel eana awaited them pal e-faced.

"Are you unharned, Pahl?" she asked as he de-
scended fromthe carriage.

"OfF course," replied Bewchard. "You seem unduly
frightened, Jeleana."
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She turned and wal ked back into the house, back in-
to the dining roomwhere their supper still lay on the
tabl e.

"I't—t was not the burning ship that nmade ne thus,"

she told himtrenbling. She | ooked at her brother, then
at D Averc, lastly at Hawknoon. Her eyes were wi de.

"W had a visitor while you were gone."

"A visitor? Who was it?" Bewchard asked, putting
hi s arm around her shaki ng shoul ders.

"He—he cane alone..." she began

"And what is so renarkabl e about a visitor com ng
al one? Where is he now?"

"I't was Valjon, Pahl—tord Valjon of Starvel him

self. He . .." she put her hand to her face. "He stroked
my face—he | ooked at nme from those bl eak, inhunman

eyes of his, he spoke in that voice ..."

"And what did he say?" Hawknoon asked sudden-
ly, his tone grim "What did he say, Lady Jel eana?"

Agai n her eyes went fromone to the other, to re-
turn to Hawkroon.

"He said that he is nerely playing with Pahl, that he
is too proud to spend all his tinme and strength in
pursui ng a vendetta agai nst him that, unless Pahl pro-
clains in the city square tonmorrow that he will cease

bothering the Pirate Lords, Pahl will be punished in a
way that will be suitable to his particular m sdemeanor.
He said that he expects to hear that the proclamation
has been made by m dday tonorrow "

Bewchard frowned. "He came here, to ny own house,

to display his contenpt for ne, | suppose. The burning

of the ship was just a denonstration—and a diversion

to get ne to the quayside. He spoke to you, Jeleana, to
show that he can reach ny nearest and nost bel oved

whenever he chooses." Bewchard sighed. "There is no
question now that he not only threatens ny life, but

the lives of those close to ne. It is a trick that | should
have expected—di d hal f-expect, yet..."

He | ooked up at Hawknmoon, his eyes suddenly tired.

"Perhaps | have been a fool, after all, Mster Hawk-
moon. Perhaps Veroneeg was right. | cannot fight

Val jon—ot while he fights fromthe security of
Starvel. | have no weapons such as those he enpl oys
agai nst ne!"

"l cannot advise you," said Hawknoon quietly. "But
I can offer you ny services—and D Averc's here—n
your struggle, should you wish to continue it."

Bewchard | ooked directly into Hawknoon's face then
and he | aughed, straightening his shoul ders.
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"You do not advise me, Dorian Hawknoon of the
Bl ack Jewel, but you do indicate to ne what | should
think of myself if | refused the aid of two such swords-

men as yourself. Aye—+'Il fight on. Indeed, tonorrow
I shall spend relaxing, ignoring Valjon's warning. You,
Jeleana, | will have guarded here. | will send for our

father and ask himto bring his guards to protect you.
Hawkrmoon, D Averc and nysel f —ahy—we' || shop
tomorrow. " He indicated the borrowed clothes that the

two men wore. "l prom sed you new suits—and a good
sheat h, | think, Master Hawkmoon, for your borrowed
sword—Val jon's sword. W will be casual tonorrow

We will show Val jon—and, nore inportant, the people

of this city—that we are not frightened by Valjon's
threats."

D Averc nodded soberly. "It is the only way, | think,

if the spirit of your fellow citizens is not to be de-
stroyed," he said. "Then, even if you die, you die a

her o—and i nspire those who foll ow you."

"I hope |I do not die," Bewchard sniled, "for I
have a great love for life. Still, we shall see, ny
friends."

Chapt er Ei ght
THE WALLS OF STARVEL

NEXT DAY DAVWNED as hot as the previous day
and Pahl Bewchard sauntered out with his friends.

As they noved through the streets of Narleen, it was
pl ain that many al ready knew of Valjon's ultimtum
and were wonderi ng what Bewchard woul d do.

Bewchard did nothing. Nothing but smle at all he

met, kiss the hands of a few |ladies, greet a couple of
acquai nt ances, | eadi ng Hawknoon and D Averc toward
the centre of the town where he had recomended a
good outfitter.

That the outfitter's shop was barely a stone's throw
fromthe walls of Starvel suited Bewchard' s purpose.

"After mdday," he said, "we shall visit the out-
fitter's. But before then we will take lunch at a tavern
I can vouch for. It lies close to the central square and
many of our |eading citizens drink there. W shall be
seen to be relaxed and untroubled. W will talk of

smal |l things and not mention Valjon's threats at all, no

matter how many efforts are nade to bring the subject
up. "

"You are asking a great deal, Captain Bewchard,"
D Averc pointed out.

"Per haps," Bewchard answered, "but | have a feel-

ing that much hangs on this day's events—aore than

I understand at this nonent. | am ganbling on those
events—for it could be that the day could nean victory
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or defeat for ne.

Hawknmoon nodded but made no comment. He too,
sensed sonething in the air and could not question
Bewchard's instinct.

The tavern was visited, food eaten, w ne drunk, and
they pretended not to notice that they were the centre
of attention, cleverly avoiding all attenpts to quiz
them on what they intended to do about Valjon's ulti-
mat um

The hour of noon canme and went and Bewchard sat

and chatted with his friends for a further hour before
rising, putting down his wine cup and sayi ng, "Now,
gentlenen, this outfitter | nmentioned ..."

The streets were unusually |lacking in crowds as

they wal ked casually through them getting closer and
closer to the mddle of the city. But there were many
curtains that noved as they passed, many faces seen at
wi ndows, and Bewchard grinned, as if relishing the sit-
uati on.

"W are the only actors on the stage today, ny
friends," he said. "W nust play our parts well."

Then at | ast Hawknoon saw his first glinpse of the
wal | s of Starvel. They rose above the rooftops, white
and proud and enignmatic, seemngly w thout gates.

"There are a few snmall gates,” Bewchard tol d Hawk-
moon, "but they are rarely used. Instead they have
huge under ground wat erways and docks. These, of
course, lead directly to the river."

Bewchard led theminto a sidestreet and indicated a

sign about hal fway down. "There, ny friends—there's
our outfitter."

They entered the shop cramred with bal es of cloth,

wi th heaps of cloaks and jerkins and britches, swords
and daggers of all description, fine harness, helnets,
hats, boots, belts and everything else that a man coul d
possi bly want to wear. The owner of the shop was
serving anot her customer as they entered. The owner
was a niddl e-aged man, well-built and genial, with

a red face and pure white hair. He smled at Bewchard
and the customer turned—a youth whose eyes w dened
when he saw the three standing in the doorway of the
shop. The youth rmuttered sonething and nmade to

| eave.

"You do not want the sword, nmaster?" the outfitter
asked in surprise. "I would drop ny price by half a
smaygar, but not nore."

"Anot her tinme, Pyahr, another tine," answered
the youth hurriedly, bowed swiftly to Bewchard and
| eft the shop.

"Who was that?" asked Hawknbon with a smle.
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"Veroneeg's son, if | remenber right," Bewchard re-
plied. He laughed. "He has inherited his father's
cowar di ce! "

Pyahr cane up. "Good afternoon, Captain Bewchard.
I had not expected to see you here today. You did
not make the announcenent ?"

"No, Pyahr, | did not."

Pyahr smiled. "I had a feeling you wouldn't, cap-
tain. However, you are in considerable danger now.
Valjon will have to pursue the matter, will he not?"

"He will have to try, Pyahr."

"He will try soon, captain. He will waste no tune.
Are you sure it is wise to cone so close to the walls
of Starvel ?"

"I have to show that | amnot afraid of Valjon,"
Bewchard answered. "Besides, why should |I change ny
pl ans for hin? | prom sed ny friends here that they

coul d choose clothing fromthe finest outfitter in Nar-
leen and | amnot a nan to forget a promi se |ike
that!"

Pyahr smiled and nmade a di snissive gesture with
his hand. "I w sh you luck, captain. Now, gentleman,
what do you see that you like?"

Hawkroon pi cked up a cloak of rich scarlet, finger-
ing its golden clasp. "I see nmuch that | |ike. You have
a fine shop, Master Pyahr."

Wi | e Bewchard chatted with the shopkeeper, Hawk-
moon and D Averc wandered slowy around the shop,
pi cking out a shirt here and a pair of boots there.
Two hours passed before they had finally nmade up
their m nds.

"Why do you not go into ny dressing roons and
try on the clothes?" Pyahr suggested. "I think you have
chosen well, gentlenen."

Hawkrmoon and D Averc retired into the dressing

roons. Hawkrmoon had a shirt of silk in a deep | aven-

der shade, a jerkin of soft, light-colored brushed | eath-
er, a scarf of purple and fine, flaring britches that were
al so of silk and a purple that matched the scarf, which

he knotted about his neck. These britches he tucked

into boots of the sane | eather as the jerkin, which he

| eft unbuttoned. He drew a wi de | eather belt about his
wai st and then cl asped a cl oak of deep blue over his

shoul ders.

D Averc had taken for hinmself a scarlet shut and

mat ching britches, a jerkin of shining black |eather

and boots that were al so of black |eather and reached
alnost to his knees. Over this he drew a cloak of stiff
silk, colored deep purple. He was reaching for his sword
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belt when there came a shout fromthe shop

Hawkroon parted the curtains of the dressing
room

The shop was suddenly full of nen—evidently pi-
rates from Starvel. They had surrounded Bewchard
who had not had time to draw his sword.

Hawkrmoon wheel ed and picked up his sword from

the pile of discarded clothing, rushing into the shop to
collide with Pyahr who was staggering back, bl ood
punpi ng fromhis throat.

Even now the pirates were backing out of the shop
and Bewchard coul d not even be seen

Hawknoon stabbed a pirate directly in the heart,
defended hinself from another's thrust.

"Do not try to fight us," snarled the pirate who had
tried to stab him "we want only Bewchard!"

"Then you must kill us before you take him" cried
D Averc who had joi ned Hawknoon.

"Bewchard goes to find his punishment for insulting
our Lord Valjon," the pirate told himand sl ashed at
hi m

D Averc | eapt back, bringing his sword up in a
flickering novenent that knocked the pirate's bl ade
fromhis hand. The nan snarled, hurling the dagger

that was in his other hand, but D Averc deflected this,
al so, thrusting out to take the man in the throat.

Now hal f the pirates had detached thensel ves from
their fellows and advanced on Hawkmoon and D Averc
who were pressed backward into the shop

"They're escaping with Bewchard," Hawknoon said
desperately. "W nust aid him"

He thrust savagely at his attackers, trying to cut his
way through themto go to Bewchard's assistance, but
then he heard D Averc yell from behind him

"More of them—eom ng through the back exit!"

That was the | ast he heard before he felt a sword
hilt slam against the base of his skull and he fell for-
ward onto a heap of shirts.

He awoke feeling snothered and rolled over onto his
back. It was getting dark inside the shop and it was
strangely silent now.

He staggered up, his sword still in his hand. The first

thing he saw was Pyahr's corpse sprawl ed near the cur-
tains of the dressing room

The second thing he saw was what seened to be
D Averc's corpse lying stretched across the bal e of
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orange cloth, bl ood covering nost of his features.

Hawkrmoon went to his friend, put his hand inside

his jerkin and with relief heard his heart beating. Like
him it seemed, D Averc had only been stunned. Doubt -

|l ess the pirates had left them behind intentionally, want-
ing sonmeone to tell the citizens of Narleen what befel

t hose who, |ike Pahl Bewchard, offended the Lord Val -

jon.

Hawkrmoon stunbl ed to the back of the shop and

found a pitcher of water. He carried it back to where
his friend lay and put the pitcher to D Averc's lips,
then he tore off a strip fromthe bale of cloth and
bat hed the face. The bl ood had conme froma broad but
shal | ow cut across the tenple.

D Averc began to stir, opened his eyes and | ooked
directly into Hawknoon's.

"Bewchard,"” he said. "W nust rescue him Hawk-
noon. "

Hawkrmoon nodded bl eakly. "Aye. But he is in Star-
vel by now. "

"No one knows that but us," D Averc said rising

stiffly to a sitting position. "If we could rescue him
and bring himback, then tell the city the story, think
what that would do for the citizens' norale."

"Very well," said Hawknoon. "W shall pay a visit

to Starvel —and pray that Bewchard still lives." He
sheat hed his sword. "W nust clinb those walls somne-
how, D Averc. We shall need equi pnent."

"Doubtless we'll find all we want in this shop,"”
D Averc replied. "Cone, let us nove swiftly. It is
al ready nightfall."

Hawkroon fingered the black jewel set in his fore-
head. H's thoughts went again to Yisselda, to Count
Brass, O adahn and Bowgentl| e, wondering about their

fate. His whole inpulse was to forget about Bewchard,
forget about Mygan's instructions, the | egendary Sword
of the Dawn and the equally | egendary Runestaff, to
steal one of the ships fromthe harbour and set off
across the sea to try to find his bel oved. But then he
si ghed and strai ghtened his back. They could not | eave
Bewchard to his fate. They nust try to rescue him or

di e.

He thought of the walls of Starvel that lay so close.
Per haps no one had tried to scale them before, for
they were very steep and doubtl ess wel | -guarded. Per-
haps it could be done, however. They woul d have to

try.
Chapter N ne

THE TEMPLE OF
BATACH GERANDI UN
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EACH WTH MORE than a score of daggers stuck
in their belts, Hawknobon and D Averc began to scal e
the walls of Starvel

Hawkrmoon went first, wapping cloth around the

hilt of a dagger and then searching for a crack in the
stone into which to insert the point, tap it gently into
pl ace, praying that no one above woul d hear him

and that the dagger woul d hol d.

Slowy they ascended the wall, testing the daggers as
they went. Once Hawknoon felt a blade begin to give
beneath his foot, clung to the dagger he had just in-
serted above his head as he felt that too begin to work
| oose. A hundred feet below was the street. Desperate-

Iy he took another dagger fromhis belt and hunted for
a crack in the stone, found one and pl unged the bl ade
in. It held, while the dagger supporting his foot fel
away. He heard a thin clatter as it landed in the
street. Now he hung, unable to nove up or down, as

D Averc tried to insert another dagger into the crack
At | ast he succeeded and Hawknoon breathed with
relief. They were near the top of the wall now. Only a
few nore feet to go—and no i dea what awaited either

on the wall or beyond it.

Perhaps their efforts were usel ess? Perhaps Bewchard
was al ready dead? There was no point in thinking such
t hought s now.

Hawknmoon went even nore cautiously as he reached

the top. He heard a footfall above himand knew t hat
a guard was passing. He paused in his work. Only one
nore dagger and he would be able to gain the top of
the wall. He glanced down, saw D Averc's face grimin
the noonlight. The footfalls died away and he con-
tinued tapping in the dagger

Then, just as he was heaving hinsel f upwards the

f oot st eps canme back, noving nuch nore rapidly than
bef ore. Hawknoon | ooked up—directly into the face
of a startled pirate.

Instantly Hawknmoon risked everything, sprang for

the top of the wall, grasped it as the man drew his
bl ade, flung hinself upwards and struck with all his
m ght at the man's |egs.

The pirate gasped, tried to regain his bal ance, and
then fell soundl essly.

Breat hi ng rapi dly, Hawkmoon reached down and
hel ped D Averc to the top of the wall. Running al ong
it now canme two nore guards

Hawkroon rose, drew his sword and prepared to
meet them

Met al cl ashed on netal as D Averc and Hawknoon
engaged the two pirates. The exchange was short, for
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the two conpanions had little tine to waste and were

desperate. Alnost as one their blades struck for the
hearts of the pirate guards, sank into flesh and were
wi t hdrawn. Al nost as one the guards coll apsed and

lay still.

Hawkrmoon and D Averc gl anced up and down the

length of the wall. It seenmed that they had not yet been
detected by others. Hawknoon pointed to a stairway

| eadi ng down to the ground. D Averc nodded and they

made their way toward it, descending softly and as
rapidly as they dared, hoping no one would cone up.

It was dark and quiet below. It seened a city of the
dead. Far away, in the center of Starvel, a beacon

gl eaned, but—el sewhere all was in darkness, save for
alittle light that escaped fromthe shutters of w ndows
or through cracks in doors.

As they drew nearer to the ground they heard a few
sounds fromthe houses—ef coarse |aughter and roister-
ing. Once a door opened showi ng a crowded, drunken
scene inside, and a pirate staggered drunkenly out curs-
ing something, falling flat on his face on the cobbles.
The door closed, the pirate did not stir.

The buil dings of Starvel were sinpler than those be-
yond the wall. They did not have the rich decoration of
Narl een and, if Hawknobon had not known better, he
woul d have thought that Starvel was the poorer city.
But Bewchard had told himthat the pirates only dis-

pl ayed their wealth on their ships, their backs and in
the nmysterious Tenple of Batach Gerandi un where the
Sword of the Dawn was said to hang.

They crept into the streets, swords ready. Even as-
sum ng Bewchard was still alive, they had no idea
where he was being held prisoner, but sonething drew
them towards the beacon in the center of the city.

Then, when they were quite close to the light, the
sonorous boom of a drum suddenly filled the air, echo-
ing through the dark, enpty streets. Then they heard
the tranp of feet, the clatter of horses' hooves nearby.

"What's that?" hissed D Averc. He peered cautiously

around a building and then rapidly w thdrew his head.
"They're com ng towards us," he said. "Get back!"

Torchlight began to flicker and huge shadows swam
into the street ahead of them Hawknoon and D Averc
backed away into the darkness, watching as a proces-
sion began to file past.

It was led by Valjon hinself, his pale face stark and
rigid, his eyes staring straight ahead of him as he rode
a bl ack horse through the streets towards the place
wher e the beacon burned. Behind himwere drumers,
beating out a slow, nonotonous rhythm and behind

them anot her group of arned horsenen, all richly clad.
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These nust be the other Lords of Starvel. Their faces,
too, were set and they sat in their saddles as stiffly as
statues. But it was that which cane behind these pirate

| ords whi ch caught the watchers' nain attention

It was Bewchard

H's arns and | egs were stretched out on a great

frame of whal ebone fixed upright upon a wheel ed pl at-
formdrawn by six horses led by liveried pirates. He

was pal e and his naked body was covered in sweat. He

was evidently in great pain, but his |ips were pressed
grimy together. On his torso strange synbols had been
pai nted and there were simlar markings on his cheeks.
Hi s rmuscles strained as he struggled to free hinself
fromthe cords biting into his ankles and wists; but he
was securely bound.

As D Averc nade a novenment to spring forward
Hawknoon restrained him "No," he whispered. "Fol -
|l ow them W might have a better chance to save him
|ater."

They let the rest of the procession pass and then

crept after it. It noved slowy on until it entered a w de
square lit by a great beacon gl owi ng over the doorway

of a tall building of strange, asymetrical architecture
whi ch seemed to have been forned naturally out of

some gl assy, volcanic stuff. It was an om nous con-

structi on.

"The Tenpl e of Batach Gerandi un without ques-
tion," Hawknoon murnured. "I wonder why they take
hi m t here?"

"Let us find out," D Averc said as the procession
filed into the tenple.

Toget her, they darted across the square and

crouched in the shadows near the door. It was half-
open. Apparently no attenpt had been made to guard

it. Perhaps the pirates believed that no one would dare
enter such a place unless it was their right.

Looki ng about himto see if they were observed,
Hawkrmoon crept toward the door and pushed it slowy
open. He was in a dark passage. Fromround a corner
canme a reddi sh glow and the sound of chanting. D Averc
cl ose behind him Hawknobon began to nove down the
corridor.

Hawkroon paused before he reached the corner. A
strange snell was in his nostrils, a disgusting snell
that was at once faniliar and unfamiliar. He shuddered
and took a step back. D Averc's face winkled in nau-
sea. "Ugh-what is it?"

Hawkrmoon shook hi s head. "Sonething about it—
the snell of blood, perhaps. Yet not just blood .

D Averc's eyes were wide as he | ooked at Hawk-
moon. |t seened that he was about to suggest that they
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go no further; then he squared his shoul ders and took a
stronger grip on his sword. He pulled off the scarf
around his throat and pressed it to nose and lips in an
ostentatious gesture rem ndi ng Hawknoon nuch nore

of D Averc's normal self, and nmaking himgrin, but

he foll owed D Averc's action and unwound his own

scarf and placed it to his face.

Then they moved forward again, turning the corner
of the passage.

The light grew brighter, a rosy radi ance not unlike
the color of fresh blood. It emanated from a doorway at
the far end of the corridor, seenming to pulse to the
rhyt hm of the chanting which now grew | ouder and

held a note of terrible nenace. The stench, too, grew
worse as they advanced.

Once a figure crossed the space from which the
pul si ng radi ance poured. Hawknmoon and D Averc

stood stock still but were unseen. The sil houette van-
i shed and they continued to advance.

Just as the stench assailed their nostrils, so the chant-
ing began to offend their ears. There was sonething
weirdly off-key about it, sonething that grated on their
nerves. Wth their eyes half-blinded by the rosy Iight,
it seened that all their senses were under attack at
once. But still they pressed on until they stood only a
foot or two fromthe entrance

They stared and they shudder ed.

The hall was roughly circular, but with a roof whose
hei ght varied enornously. In this it resenbled the out-
ward appearance of the building, seeming to be |ess
artificial than organic, rising and falling in a purely
arbitrary way as far as Hawkmoon could tell. Al the
glassy walls reflected the rosy radi ance so that the
whol e scene was stained red.

The light came froma place high in the roof and it
drew Hawknoon's wi nci ng gaze upward

He recognised it imedi ately, recognised the thing
hangi ng there, dominating the hall. It was without
doubt the thing that, with his dying breath, Mygan had
sent himhere to find.

"The Sword of the Dawn," whispered D Averc. "The
foul thing can have no part in our destinies, surely!"

Hawkrmoon's face was grim He shrugged. "That is
not what we are here to take. He is what we have
come for " and he poi nt ed.

Bel ow the sword were stretched a dozen figures, all
on the whal ebone frames, arranged in a sem-circle.
Not all the nen and wonmen on the franes were alive,
but nmost were dying.

D Averc turned his face away fromthe sight but
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then, his expression one of purest horror, forced him
self to | ook back again.

"By the Runestaff!" he gasped. "It's barbaric!"

Vei ns had been cut in the naked bodi es and from
those veins the |ifeblood punped sl owy.

The wretched on the bone frames were being bled to
death. Those who lived had faces tw sted i n angui sh

and their struggl es weakened gradually as their bl ood
dripped, dripped into the pit below them a pit that had
been carved fromthe obsidian rock

It was a pit, too, in which things noved, rising to the

surface to lap at the fresh blood as it fell, then darting
down again. Dark shapes noving in the deep pool of
bl ood.

How deep was the pool ? How nmany thousands had
died to fill it? Wat peculiar properties did the poo
contain so that the blood did not congeal ?

Around the pool were clustered the Pirate Lords of
Starvel, chanting and swaying, their faces lifted up to
the Sword of the Dawn. |Inmediately bel ow the sword

his body straining on the frame, Bewchard hung.

There was a knife in Valjon's hand and there could

be no doubting the use he intended to nake of it. Bew
chard stared down at himw th | oathing and said some-

t hi ng Hawknmoon coul d not hear. The knife glistened

as if already wet with blood, the chanting grew | ouder
and Val jon's hollow tones could be heard through it.

"Sword of the Dawn, in which the spirit of our god

and ancestor dwells; Sword of the Dawn, which nmade

Bat ach Gerandi un invincible and won us all we have;

Sword of the Dawn, which nakes the dead cone ali ve,

causes the living to remain living, which draws its |ight
fromthe Iifeblood of Men; Sword of the Dawn, ac-

cept this, our latest sacrifice, and continue to know that
you shall be worshipped for all tine while you stay in
the Tenpl e of Batach Gerandi un; then Starvel shal

never fall! Take this thing, this eneny of ours, this up-

start, take this Pahl Bewchard of that coarse caste who
call thensel ves nerchants!"

Bewchard spoke again, his lips withing, but his voice
could not be heard above the hysterical chanting of the
other Pirate Lords.

The knife began to nove toward Bewchard's body

and Hawkrmoon could not restrain hinself. The battl e-
cry of his ancestors cane automatically to his lips and
he screaned the wild bird-cry and voiced the words:

"Hawknmoon! Hawknoon! "
And he dashed forward at the gathered ghouls, at the

noi some pit and its terrible denizens, the franes on
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whi ch the dead and dying were stretched bel ow t he
shi ni ng, awesone sword

" Hawknoon! Hawknoon!"

The Pirate Lords turned, their chanting over. Val -

jon's eyes w dened in rage and he cast back his robe to
reveal a sword that was the twin to the one Hawknoon
carried. He cast the knife into the pit of bl ood and drew
hi s bl ade.

"Fool! It is a truth that no stranger who enters
Batach's tenple ever |eaves until his body is drained
of its blood!"

"I't is your body will bleed tonight, Valjon!" cried
Hawkrmoon, and he struck at his eneny. But suddenly
there were twenty men bl ocking his way to Valjon
twenty bl ades agai nst his one.

He | ashed at themin fury, his throat clogged with the
dreadful stench, his eyes dazzled by the Iight fromthe
sword, catching glinpses of Bewchard struggling in

hi s bonds. He stabbed and a man di ed, he slashed and
anot her staggered back into the pit to be dragged down
by whatever dwelt there, he hacked and another pi-

rate lost a hand. D Averc, too, did well and they held
the pirates at bay.

For a while it seermed their fury would carry them
through all the pirates to Bewchard and save him
Hawknoon hacked his way into the group and man-

aged to reach the edge of the terrible bloodfilled pit,
tried to cut Bewchard' s bonds while he fought off the
pirates at the sane tinme. But then his foot slipped on
the edge of the pool and he sank into it up to his ankle.
He felt sonething touch his foot, sonething sinuous and
di sgusting, withdrew as fast as he could and found his
arms cl utched by pirates.

He flung back his head and called: "I amsorry,
Bewchar d—+ was i npetuous—but there was no tine,
no time!"

"You shoul d not have followed ne!" Bewchard cried

in msery. "Now you, too, shall suffer ny fate and feed
the nonsters of the pit! Oh, you should not have fol -

| oned e, Hawknoon!"

Chapter Ten

A FRI END FROM
THE SHADOWS

"I AM AFRAI D, friend Bewchard, that your gener-
osity was wasted on us!"

Even in this predicament D Averc could not resist
the irony.

He and Hawknoon were spread-eagl ed on either side
of Bewchard. Two of the dead sacrificial victins had
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been cut down and they had replaced them Bel ow the
bl ack things rose and dived restlessly in the pool of
bl ood. Above the light fromthe Sword of the Dawn
cast a red gl ow throughout the hall, cast a gl ow upon
t he upturned, expectant faces of the Pirate Lords,
upon Valjon's face as his brooding eyes stared with a

kind of triunph at their stripped bodies which, like
Bewchard's, had been daubed with peculiar synbols.

There were strange pl oppi ng noi ses bel ow as the
creatures in the pit swam about in the blood, waiting,
no doubt, for the fresh blood to fall into their pool
Hawknmoon shuddered and barely restrai ned hinsel f
fromvonmting. H's head ached and his linbs felt weak
and incredibly painful. He thought of Yisselda, of his
honme and his efforts to wage war on the Dark Enpire.
Now he woul d never see his w fe again, never breathe
the air of the Kamarg, never aid in the downfall of
Granbretan, should that time ever conme. And he had
lost all that in a vain effort to save a stranger, a man he
hardly knew, whose fight was renpte and uni nportant
conpared with the fight against the Dark Enpire.

Now it was too |late to consider those things, for he
was going to die. He would die in a terrible way, bled
like a pig, feeling his strength ebbing fromhimwth
every pulse of his heart.

Val jon sm | ed.

"You do not call out a bold battle-cry now, ny sl ave
friend. You seemsilent. Have you nothing to ask nme?
Woul d you not beg for your |ife-beg to be nade ny

sl ave agai n? Wuld you not apol ogi se for sinking ny
ship, for killing my nmen, for insulting ne?"

Hawkroon spat at him

Val jon gave a slight shrug. "I wait for a new knife.
When that is brought and properly blessed, then

shall slit your veins here and there, making sure that
you die very slowy, that you will be able to see your
bl ood feeding the ones bel ow. Your bloodl ess corpses
will be sent to the Mayor of Narl een—Bewchard's

uncle if I'mnot m staken—as evidence that we of Star-
vel do not expect to be disobeyed.”

A pirate cane through the hall and kneel ed at Val -
jon's feet, offering hima long, sharp knife. Valjon ac-
cepted it and the pirate backed away.

Val jon now nurmnured words over the knife, |ooking

often up at the Sword of the Dawn, then he took the
knife in his right hand and raised it until its tip was al -
nmost t ouchi ng Hawknoon's groi n.

"Now we shall begin again," said Valjon, and slowy
he started to chant the |itany Hawknoon had heard
earlier.

Hawknmoon tasted bile in his nouth as he tried to
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break free of the cords that bound him The words
droned on, the chanting rose in volunme and in hysteri-
cal pitch,

". . . Sword of the Dawn, which nmakes the dead
cone alive, causes the living to remain living ..

The tip of the knife stroked Hawknoon's thigh.

Men. .. "

which draws its light fromthe |ifeblood of

Absent |y, Hawknmoon wondered if, indeed, the rosy

sword did derive its light, in sone peculiar way, from
bl ood. The knife touched his knee and he shuddered

again, cursing at Valjon, struggling wildly in the bonds.

know t hat you shall be worshipped for al
time...".

Suddenly Valjon paused in his chanting and gasped,
| ooki ng beyond Hawknoon to a spot above his head.
Hawkrmoon craned his neck back and gasped, too.

The Sword of the Dawn was descending fromthe
r oof !

It cane slowy and then Hawknoon coul d see that

it hung in a land of web of netallic ropes—and there
was sonething else in the web, nowthe figure of a
man.

The man wore a long helnet that hid all his face. H's
arnmour and trappings were all black and gol den and at
his side he bore a huge broadsword.

Hawknoon coul d not believe it. He recognised the
man—f nman it was.

"The Warrior in Jet and Gold!" he cri ed.

"At your service," said a sardonic voice fromw thin
the helm

Valjon snarled with rage and flung the knife at the
Warrior in Jet and Gold. It clattered on his armour and
fell into the pool

The Warrior hung by one gauntleted hand to the
ponmel of the Sword of the Dawn and carefully cut
at the thongs hol di ng Hawknmoon's wri sts.

"You—you desecrate our nost holy object," Valjon
sai d unbelievingly. "Wiy are you not punished? Cur
god, Batach Gerandiun, wll have his vengeance. The
sword is his, it contains his spirit.”

"I know better," said the Warrior. "The sword is
Hawkroon's. The Runestaff saw fit, once, to use your
ancestor Batach Gerandiun for its purposes, giving him
power over this rosy blade, but now you have | ost the
power and Hawkrmoon here has it!"
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"l do not understand you?" Valjon said baffled.
"And who are you? Wiere do you cone fron? Are
you—eoul d you be-Batach Gerandi un?"

"l could be," murnmured the Warrior. "I could be
many things, many men."

Hawkrmoon prayed that the Warrior would be fin-

ished in tinme. Valjon would not remain so dazed for-

ever. He clung to the frame as his wists cane free, took
the knife the Warrior handed him began gingerly to

cut at the thongs binding his ankles.

Val j on shook his head.

"This is inmpossible. A nightmare." He turned to his
fellow pirates. "Do you see it, too—the nan who hangs
from our sword?"

They nodded dunbly. One of them began to run
back towards the entrance of the hall. "I'Il fetch nen.
Men to aid us..."

Hawkroon sprang then—sprang for the nearest pi-

rate lord and grasped himby the throat. The man cried
out, tried to wench Hawknoon's hands away, but
Hawkroon bent back his head until the neck snapped,
swiftly drew the sword fromthe corpse's scabbard and
| et the body drop.

There he stood, naked in the glow fromthe great
sword, while the Warrior in Jet and Gold cut at the
bonds of his friends.

Val j on backed away, his eyes disbelieving. "It can-
not be. It cannot be..."

Now D Averc swung down to stand besi de Hawk-
nmoon, then Bewchard joined him Both were unarned
and naked.

Nonpl ussed by their | eader's indecision, the other pi-
rates made no nove. Behind the naked trio, the War-
rior in Jet and Gold swung on the great sword, drag-
ging it nearer to the floor.

Val j on screaned and grabbed for the blade, wench-
ing it fromits web of netal. "It is mne! It is nmne by
right!"

The Warrior in Jet and Gold shook his head. "It is
Hawknoon's by right!"

Val jon clutched the sword to him "He shall not have
it! Destroy them"

Now nmen were rushing into the hall, bearing brands,

and the pirate lords drew their swords, began to ad-
vance on the four who stood by the pool. The Warri or

in Jet and Gold drew his own great blade and swept it
before himlike a scythe, driving the pirates back, kill-
i ng several
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"Take up their swords," he told Bewchard and
D Averc. "Now we must fight."

Bewchard and D Averc did as the Warrior instructed
and, follow ng behind him pushed forward.

But now it seened that a thousand nmen filled the
halI. They had gl eam ng eyes which lusted for their
lives.

"You nust take that sword from Valjon, Hawk-
nmoon, " shouted the Warrior above the din of battle.
"Take it—or we shall all perish!"

Again they were pressed back to the edge of the
bl oody pit and behind themthere came a sl obbering

sound. Hawknoon darted a look into the pit and cried
out in horror. "They are rising fromthe pool!"

And now the creatures swamtoward the edge and

Hawkrmoon saw that they were |like the tentacled crea-
ture they had encountered in the forest, but smaller.
Evidently they were of the sane breed, brought here
centuries before by Valjon's ancestors, gradually adapt-
ing froman environnent of water to an environnent of
human bl ood!

He felt a tentacle touch his naked flesh and he shud-
dered in cold terror. The peril at his back gave him
extra strength and he drove with all his mght at the
pirates, seeking out Valjon who stood nearby, clutching
at the Sword of the Dawn which engulfed himin its
weird, red radi ance.

Seei ng his danger, Valjon noved his hand to the hilt
of the sword, called out sonething and waited expec-
tantly. But what he expected to happen did not occur
and he gasped, running at Hawknoon with the sword
rai sed high.

Hawkroon si dest epped, bl ocked the bl ow and st ag-
gered, half-blinded by the Iight. Valjon screaned and
swung the rosy sword agai n. Hawknoon ducked be-

neath the swi ng and brought his own blade in, catch-
ing Valjon in the shoulder. Wth a great, bew | dered
cry Valjon struck again and agai n his bl ow was avoi ded
by the naked man.

Val j on paused, studyi ng Hawknoon's face, his ex-
pression one of mingled terror and astoni shnent. "How
can it be?" he murnured. "How can it be?"

Hawkrmoon | aughed then. "Do not ask ne, Valjon,

for all this is as nuch a nystery to ne as it is to you
But | was told to take your sword, and take it | shall!"
And with that he ained another thrust at Valjon which
the Pirate Lord deflected with a sweeping notion of

the Sword of the Dawn.

Now Val jon's back was toward the pit and Hawk-
moon saw that the things, blood streaning down their
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scaly sides, were beginning to crawl onto the floor
Hawkrmoon drove the Pirate Lord further and further
toward the dreadful creatures. He saw a tentacle reach
out and catch Valjon's leg, heard the nan screamin
fear and try to hack at the tentacle with his bl ade.

Hawkroon stepped forward then, aimed a bl ow at
Valjon's face with his fist and, with his other hand,
wrenched the sword fromthe Pirate Lord' s hand.

Then he watched grimy as Valjon was dragged sl ow
ly into the pool

Val jon stretched out his hands to Hawknmoon. "Save
me—pl ease save ne, Hawknoon."

But Hawknoon's eyes were bl eak and he did noth-

ing, sinply stood with his hands on the pomrel of the
Sword of the Dawn as Valjon was dragged cl oser and
closer to the pit of bl ood.

Val jon said nothing further but covered his face
with his hands as first one |leg and then the other was
drawn into the pool

There canme a |long, despairing screamand Valjon
di sappeared beneath the surface of the pool

Hawkrmoon turned now, hefting the heavy sword and

marvel ling at the Iight which shone fromit. He took it
in both hands and | ooked to see how his friends were
faring. They stood in a tight group, fighting off scores
of enemes and it was plain that they would have been
overwhel med by now had it not been for the fact that

the pool was disgorging its terrible contents.

The Warrior saw that he had the bl ade and cried

out sonething, but Hawknoon could not hear it. He

was forced to bring the sword up to defend hinself as
a knot of pirates came at him drove them back and cut
through themin an effort to join his friends.

The things fromthe pit were crowdi ng the edge

now, slithering over the floor, and Hawknmoon realised
that their position was virtually hopel ess, for they were
trapped between a horde of swordsmen on one hand

and the creatures of the pool on the other.

Again the Warrior in Jet and Gold tried to cry out,

but still Hawknoon could not hear him He battled on,
desperately trying to reach the Warrior, hacking off

a head here, a linb there and slowy com ng cl oser and
closer to his nysterious ally.

The Warrior's voice sounded again and this tine
Hawkrmoon heard the words.

"Call for them "™ he boomed. "Call for the Legi on of
t he Dawn, Hawknoon, or we're lost!"

Hawkrmoon frowned. "Wat do you nean?"
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"It is your right to command the Legi on. Summon
them In the name of the Runestaff, nan, sumon
them "

Hawkrmoon parried a thrust and cut down the man

who attacked him The blade's |ight seenmed to be fad-
ing, but it could have been that it was now in conpeti-
tion with the scores of torches blazing in the hall.

"Call for your men, Hawknmoon!" cried the Warrior
in Jet and Gol d desperately.

Hawknoon shrugged and di sbelievingly cried out:
"l summon the Legion of the Dawn!"

Not hi ng happened. Hawknoon had expected not h-
ing. He had no faith in | egends, as he had said before.

But then he noticed that the pirates were screan ng
and that new figures had appeared from nowhere—
strange figures who blazed with rosy light, who struck
about them ferociously, chopping down the pirates.

Hawkrmoon drew a deep breath and wondered at the
si ght.

The newconers were dressed in highly ornamenta

arnmor sormehow rem ni scent of a past age. They were
armed with | ances decorated with tufts of dyed hair,

wi th huge notched clubs covered with ornate carvings
and they how ed and shouted and killed with incredi-
ble ferocity, driving many pirates fromthe hall within
noment s.

Their bodies were brown, their faces covered in paint
from whi ch huge bl ack eyes stared, and fromtheir
throats cane a strange, noaning dirge

The pirates fought back desperately, striking down

the shining warriors. But as a man di ed, his body
woul d vani sh and a new warrior woul d appear from no-
where. Hawknoon tried to see where they cane

from but he was never able to do so—he would turn
hi s head and when he | ooked back a new warrior would
be standing there.

Panti ng, Hawknoon joined his friends. The naked
bodi es of Bewchard and D Averc were cut in a dozen
pl aces, but not badly. They stood and watched as the
Legi on of the Dawn sl aughtered the pirates.

"These are the soldiers who serve the sword," said
the Warrior in Jet and Gold. "Wth them because it
then suited the Runestaff's scheme of things, Valjon's
ancestor nade hinmsel f feared throughout Narleen and
its surrounds. But now the sword turns agai nst Val -
jon's people, to take fromthemwhat it gave them"

Hawkrmoon felt sonmething touch his ankle, turned
and shouted in horror. "The things fromthe pit! |
had forgotten them " He hacked at the tentacle.
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Instantly there were a dozen of the shining warriors
between himand the nonsters. The tufted | ances rose

and fell, the clubs battered and the nonsters tried to re-
treat. But the Soldiers of the Dawn would not | et them
retreat. They surrounded them stabbing and hacking

until all that remained was a bl ack nmess staining the
floor of the hall.

"It is done," Bewchard said incredulously. "W are

the victors. The power of Starvel is broken at last." He
st ooped and picked up a brand. "Come, friend Hawk-

moon, let us |ead your ghostly warriors forward into

the city. Let us kill all we find. Let us burn.”

"Aye . Hawknmoon began, but the Warrior in
Jet and Gol d shook his head.

"No—t is not for killing pirates that the Legion is
yours, Hawknoon. It is yours so that you rmay do the
Runestaff's work."

Hawkrmoon hesi t at ed.

The Warrior placed a hand on Bewchard's shoul der
"Now that nost of the pirate lords are dead and Val jon

destroyed, there will be nothing to stop you and your
men returning to Starvel to finish the work we began
toni ght. But Hawknoon and his bl ade are needed for
greater things. He nust |eave soon."

Hawkrmoon felt anger come then. "I amgrateful to

you, Warrior in Jet and Gold, for what you have done
to aid me. But | would remind you that | woul d not

be here at all had it not been for your schem ngs and

those of dead Mygan of Llandar. | need to return
home—to Castle Brass and ny beloved. | am ny own
man, VWarrior. | will decide ny fate."

And then the Warrior in Jet and Gold | aughed. "You
are still an innocent, Dorian Hawknoon. You are the
Runestaff's man, believe nme. You thought you came to
this tenple nerely to help a friend who needed you
But it is the Runestaff's way to work thus! You would
not have dared the Pirate Lords had you sinply been
trying to get the Sword of the Dawn, in whose |egend
you did not believe, but you did dare themto rescue
Bewchard here. The web the Runestaff weaves is a
conplicated web. Men are never aware of the pur-
poses of their actions where the Runestaff is concerned.
Now you nust continue on the second part of your

m ssion in Amarehk. You nust journey north—you

can go round the coast, for Bewchard, | amsure, wll
| end you a ship—and find Dnark, the City of the Geat
Good Ones who will need your aid. There you will

find proof that the Runestaff exists."

"I amnot interested in nysteries, Warrior. | want to
know what has beconme of ny wife and friends. Tel
me—€do we exist in the sane era?"

"Aye," said the Warrior. "This time is concurrent
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with the tine you left in Europe. But as you know,
Castl e Brass exists el sewhere ..."

"l know that." Hawknoon frowned thoughtfully.
"Well, Warrior, perhaps | will agree to take Bewchard's
ship and go on to Dnark. Perhaps ..."

The Warrior nodded. "Cone," he said, "let us |eave
this unclean place and make our way back to Narl een

There we can discuss with Bewchard the matter of a
ship."

Bewchard sm |l ed. "Anything, Hawknmoon, that I

have is yours, for you have done nuch for me and the
whol e of my city. You saved ny life and you were
responsi bl e for destroying Narleen's age-old enem es—
you may have twenty ships if you wish them"

Hawkrmoon was t hi nki ng deeply. He had it in mnd
to deceive the Warrior in Jet and Col d.

Chapter El even
THE PARTI NG

BEWCHARD ESCORTED THEM next afternoon to

the quayside. The citizens were celebrating. A force of
sol diers had invaded Starvel and routed out every | ast
pirate.

Bewchard put his hand on Hawknoon's arm "I

wi sh that you woul d stay, friend Hawknoon. W shal

be having cel ebrations for a week yet—and you and

your friends should be here. It will be sad for nme, cele-
brating w thout your conpany—for you are the true

heroes of Narleen, not I|."

"W were lucky, Captain Bewchard. It was our good
fortune that our fates were linked. You are rid of your
enem es—and we have obtai ned that which we sought.”
Hawknoon sniled. "W mnust | eave now. "

Bewchard nodded. "If you nust, you nust." He
| ooked frankly at Hawknmoon and grinned. "I do not
suppose that you still believe | amentirely convinced

by your story of a 'scholar relative' interested in that
sword you now wear ?"

Hawknoon | aughed. "No—but on the other hand,

captain, | can give you no better story. | do not know
why | had to find the sword . . ." He patted the scab-
bard that now held the Sword of the Dawn. "The War-
rior in Jet and Gold here says that it is all part of a
| arger destiny. Yet | aman unwilling slave to that
destiny. All | seek is alittle love, alittle peace, and to
be revenged upon those who have ravaged ny horme-

land. Yet here | am on a continent thousands of mles
away fromwhere | desire to be, off to seek another

| egendary obj ect—and reluctantly. Perhaps we shall al
understand these matters in tinme."
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Bewchard | ooked at him seriously. "I think you
serve a great purpose, Hawknoon. | think your destiny
is a noble one."

Hawkroon | aughed. "And yet | do not pine for a
nobl e destiny—nerely a secure one."

"Perhaps," said Bewchard. "My friend, ny best ship
is prepared for you and well-provisioned. Narleen's
finest sailors have begged to sail with you and now
man her. Good luck in your quest, Hawknbon—and

you, too, D Averc."

D Averc coughed into his hand. "If Hawknoon is an
unwi | Iing servant of this 'greater destiny,' then what
does that nake me? A great fool, perhaps? | amunwell,

I have a chronically poor constitution, and yet find mny-
sel f dragged about the world in the service of this
nmyt hi cal Runestaff. Still, it kills time, | suppose.”

Hawkrmoon smiled, then turned al nbst anxiously to
mount the gangpl ank of the ship. The Warrior in Jet
and Gol d noved inpatiently.

"Dnar k, Hawknoon," he said. "You nust seek the
Runestaff itself in Dnark."

"Aye," said Hawkmoon. "I heard you, Warrior."

"The Sword of the Dawn is needed in Dnark," con-
tinued the Warrior in Jet and Gold, "and you are
needed to weldit."

"Then | shall do as you desire, Warrior," Hawknoon
replied lightly. "Do you sail with us?"

"l have other natters to attend to."
"W shall meet again, doubtless.”
"Doubt | ess. "

D Averc coughed and raised his hand. "Then, fare-
wel |, Varrior. Thanks for your aid."

"Thank you for yours,'
matically.

replied the Warrior enig-

Hawknmoon gave the order for the gangpl ank to be
rai sed and the oars to be unshi pped.

Soon the ship was pulling out of the bay and into

t he open sea. Hawkmoon watched the figures of Bew
chard and the Warrior in Jet and Gold becone small er
and smaller and smaller and then he turned and sm | ed
at D Averc.

"Wl l, D Averc, do you know where we are goi ng?"
"To Dnark, | take it," D Averc replied innocently.
"To Europe, D Averc. | care not for this destiny.

wish to see ny wife again. W are going to sail across
the sea, D Averc—for Europe. There we may use our
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rings to take us back to Castle Brass. | would see Yis-
sel da again."

D Averc said nothing, nerely turned his head to | ook
upward as the white sails billowed and the ship began
to gat her speed.

"What do you say to that, D Averc?" Hawknoon
asked with a grin, slapping his friend on the back.

D Averc shrugged. "I say that it would be a wel cone
rest to spend sone tinme in Castle Brass again."

"There is sonething about your tone, friend. Some-
thing a trifle sardonic .. ." Hawknoon frowned. "What
isit?"

D Averc gave hima sidel ong gl ance that matched

his tone. "Maybe | amnot as sure as you, Hawknoon,
that this ship will find its way to Europe. Perhaps
have a greater respect for the Runestaff.”

"You believe in such | egends? Wiy, Anmarehk was
supposed to be a place of godlike people. It was far
fromthat, eh?"

"I think you insist on the Runestaff's non-existence

too much. | think your anxiety to see Yisselda nust in-
fluence you considerably."

"Possibly."

D Averc stared out to sea. "Tine will tell us how
strong the Runestaff is.”

Hawkrmoon gave him a puzzled -1 ook before he
shrugged, wal ki ng away down the deck

D Averc smled, shaking his head as he watched his
friend.

Then he turned his attention to the sails, wondering
privately if he would ever see Castle Brass again.

(This ends the third volune in the High
Hi story of the Runestaff)
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