PROLOGUE

The smaller man, known by many names in Luskan

but most commonly as Morik the Rogue, held the

bottle up in the air and gave it a shake, for it was a

dirty thing and he wanted to measure the dark line

of liquid against the orange light of sunset.

"Down to one," he said, and he brought his arm back in as if
to take that final swig.

The huge man sitting on the end of the wharf beside him
snatched the bottle away, moving with agility exceptional in a
man of his tremendous size. Instinctively, Morik moved to grab
the bottle back, but the large man held his muscular arm up to
fend off the grabbing hands and drained the bottle in a single
hearty swig.

"Bah, Wulfgar, but you're always getting the last one of late,"
Morik complained, giving Wulfgar a halfhearted swat across
the shoulder.

"Earned it," Wulfgar argued.

Morik eyed him skeptically for just a moment, then remem
bered their last contest wherein Wulfgar had, indeed, earned
the right to the last swig of the next bottle.

"Lucky throw,” Morik mumbled. He knew better, though, and
had long ago ceased to be amazed by Wulfgar's warrior prowess.



"Onethat I'll make again,” Wulfgar proclaimed, pulling him-
salf to hisfeet and hoisting Aegis-fang, his wondrous warham-
mer. He staggered as he slapped the weapon across his open
pam, and ady smile spread across Morik's swarthy face. He,
too, climbed to hisfeet, taking up the empty bottle, swinging it
easily by the neck.

"Will you, now?' the rogue asked.

"Y ou throw it high enough, or take aloss," the blond barbar-
ian explained, lifting his arm and pointing the end of the
warhammer out to the open sea.

"A five-count before it hits the water." Morik eyed his barbar-
ian friend icily as he recited the terms of the little gambling
game they had created many days ago. Morik had won the first
few contests, but by the fourth day Wulfgar had learned to prop-
erly lead the descending bottle, his hammer scattering tiny
shards of glass acrossthe bay. Of late, Morik had a chance of win-
ning the bet only when Wulfgar indulged too much in the bottle.
"Never will it hit," Wulfgar muttered as Morik reached back
to throw.

Thelittle man paused, and once again he eyed the big man
with some measure of contempt. Back and forth swayed the
arm. Suddenly Morik jerked asif to throw.

"What?' Surprised, Wulfgar realized the feint, realized that
Morik had not sailed the bottle into the air. Even as Wulfgar
turned his gaze upon Morik, the little man spun in acomplete
circuit and let the bottle fly high and far.

Right into theline of the descending sun.

Wulfgar hadn't followed it from the beginning of itsflight, so
he could only squint into the glare, but he caught sight of it at
last. With aroar helet fly his mighty warhammer, the magical
and brilliantly crafted weapon spinning out low over the bay.
Morik squealed in glee, thinking he had outfoxed the big

man, for the bottle was low in the sky by the time Wulfgar
threw and fully twenty strides out from the wharf. No one
could skim awarhammer so far and so fast asto hit that,
Morik believed, especialy not aman who had just drained
more than half the contents of the target!

The bottle nearly clipped awave when Aegis-fang took it,

exploding it into a thousand tiny pieces.



"It touched water!" Morik yelled.

"My win," Wulfgar said firmly, his tone offering no debate.
Morik could only grumblein reply, for he knew that the big
man was right; the warhammer got the bottle in time.
"Seeming a mighty waste of agood hammer fer just a

bottle," came a voice behind the duo. The pair turned as oneto
see two men, swords drawn, standing but afew feet away.
"Now, Mister Morik the Rogue,” remarked one of them, atall
and lean fellow with akerchief tied about his head, a patch
over one eye, and arusty, curving blade weavingintheair
before him. "I'm knowin' ye got yerself agood haul from agem
merchant aweek back, and I'm thinkin' that ye'd be wiseto
share ahit o' the booty with me and me friend."

Morik glanced up at Wulfgar, hiswry grin and the twinklein
his dark eyes telling the barbarian that he didn't mean to
share athing, except perhaps the blade of hisfine dagger.
"And if ye still had yer hammer, ye might be arguin’ the
point," laughed the other thug, astall as hisfriend, but much
wider and far dirtier. He prodded his sword toward Wulfgar.
The barbarian staggered backward, nearly falling off the end
of the wharf—or at |least, pretending to.

"I'm thinking that you should have found the gem merchant
before me," Morik replied calmly. "Assuming there was agem
merchant, my friend, because | assure you that | have no idea
what you are talking about."

The dender thug growled and thrust his sword ahead. "Now,
Morik!" he started to yell, but before the words even left his
mouth, Morik had |eaped ahead, spinning inside the angle of
the curving sword blade, rolling about, putting his back
against the man's forearm and pushing out. He ducked right
under the startled man'sarm, lifting it high with hisright
hand, while hisleft hand flashed, asilver sparkle inthe last
light of day, Morik's dagger stabbing into the stunned man's
armpit.

Meanwhile, the other thug, thinking he had an easy,

unarmed target, waded in. His bloodshot eyes widened when
Wulfgar brought hisright arm from behind his hip, revealing
that the mighty warhammer had magically returned to his
grip. The thug skidded to astop and glanced in panic at his



companion. But by now Morik had the newly unarmed man
turned about and in full flight with Morik running right
behind him, taunting him and laughing hysterically as he
repeatedly stabbed the man in the buttocks.

"Whoa!" the remaining thug cried, trying to turn.

"I can hit afalling bottle," Wulfgar reminded him. The man
stopped abruptly and turned back slowly to face the huge bar-
barian.

"We don't want no trouble," the thug explained, slowly
laying his sword down on the boarding of the wharf. "No
trouble at all, good sir," he said, bowing repeatedly.

Wulfgar dropped Aegis-fang to the decking, and the thug
stopped bobbing, staring hard at the weapon.

"Pick up your sword, if you choose," the barbarian offered.
The thug looked up at him incredulously. Then, seeing the
barbarian without a weapon—except, of course, for those
formidable fists—the man scooped up his sword.

Waulfgar had him before hisfirst swing. The powerful war-
rior snapped out his hand to catch the man's sword arm at the
wrist. With a sudden and ferocious jerk, Wulfgar brought that
arm straight up, then hit the thug in the chest with a stunning
right cross that blasted away his breath and his strength. The
sword fell to the wharf.

Waulfgar jerked the arm again, lifting the man right from

his feet and popping his shoulder out of joint. The barbarian
let go, allowing the thug to fall heavily back to hisfeet, then
hit him with a vicious left hook across the jaw. The only thing
that stopped the man from flipping headlong over the side of
the wharf was Wulfgar's right hand, catching him by the
front of his shirt. With frightening strength, Wulfgar easily
lifted the thug from the deck, holding him fully afoot off the
planking.

The man tried to grab at Wulfgar and break the hold, but
Waulfgar shook him so violently that he nearly bit off his

tongue, and every limb on the man seemed made of rubber.
"This one's not got much of a purse,” Morik called. Wulfgar

looked past his victim to see that his companion had gone right
around the fleeing thug, herding him back toward the end of

the dock. The thug was limping badly now and whining for



mercy, which only made Morik stick him again in the buttocks,
drawing more yelps.

"Pease, friend," stammered the man Wulfgar held aloft.

"Shut up!" the barbarian roared, bringing his arm down
forcefully, bending his head and snapping his powerful neck
muscles so that hisforehead collided hard with the thug's face.
A prima rage boiled within the barbarian, an anger that

went beyond thisincident, beyond the attempted mugging. No
longer was he standing on a dock in Luskan. Now he was back
inthe Abyss, in Errtu'slair, atormented prisoner of the wicked
demon. Now this man was one of the great demon's minions,
the pincer-armed Glabrezu, or worse, the tempting succubus.
Wulfgar was back there fully, seeing the gray smoke, smelling
the foul stench, feeling the sting of whips and fires, the pincers
on histhroat, the cold kiss of the demoness.

So clear it cameto him! So vivid! The waking nightmare
returned, holding him in agrip of the sheerest rage, stifling his
mercy or compassion, throwing him into the pits of torment,
emotional and physical torture. He felt the itching and burn-
ing of those little centipedes that Errtu used, burrowing under
his skin and crawling inside him, their venomous pincers
lighting a thousand fires within. They were on him and in him,
al over him, their little legstickling and exciting his nerves so
that he would fedl the exquisite agony of their burning venom
al the more.

Tormented again, indeed, but suddenly and unexpectedly,
Waulfgar found that he was no longer helpless.

Up into the air went the thug, Wulfgar effortlessly hoisting
him overhead, though the man weighed well over two hundred
pounds. With a primal roar, a scream torn from his churning
gut, the barbarian spun him about toward the open sea.

"I cannot swim!" the man shrieked. Arms and legsflailing
pitifully, he hit the water fully fifteen feet from the wharf,
where he splashed and bobbed, crying out for help. Wulfgar
turned away. If he heard the man at all, he showed no indica
tion.

Morik eyed the barbarian with some surprise. "He can't

swim," Morik remarked as Wulfgar approached.

"Good timeto learn, then," the barbarian muttered coldly,



his thoughts still whirling down the smoky corridors of Errtu's
vast dungeon. He kept brushing his hands along hisarms and
legs as he spoke, dlapping away the imagined centipedes.
Morik shrugged. He looked down to the man who was squirm-
ing and crying on the planks at his feet. "Can you swim?"

The thug glanced up timidly at the little rogue and gave a
dight, hopeful nod.

"Then go to your friend,” Morik instructed. The man started
to dowly crawl away.

"| fear hisfriend will be dead before he getsto his side,"
Morik remarked to Wulfgar. The barbarian didn't seem to hear
him.

"Oh, do help the wretch,” Morik sighed, grabbing Wulfgar by
the arm and forcing that vacant gaze to focus. "For me. | would
hate to start a night with a death on our hands."

With asigh of hisown, Wulfgar reached out his mighty

hands. The thug on his knees suddenly found himself rising
from the decking, one hand holding the back of his breeches,
another clamped about his collar. Wulfgar took three running
strides and hurled the man long and high. The flying thug
cleared his splashing companion, landing nearby with a
tremendous belly smack.

Wulfgar didn't see him land. Having lost all interest in the
scene, he turned about and, after mentally recalling Aegis-fang
to his grasp, stormed past Morik, who bowed in deference to
his dangerous and powerful friend.

Morik caught up to Wulfgar as the barbarian exited the

wharf. "They are still scrambling in the water," the rogue
remarked. "The fat one, he keeps foolishly grabbing his friend,
pulling them both underwater. Perhaps they will both drown."
Wulfgar didn't seem to care, and that was an honest reflec-
tion of his heart, Morik knew. The rogue gave one last ook
back at the harbor, then merely shrugged. The two thugs had
brought it on themselves, after all.

Waulfgar, son of Beornegar, was not one to be toyed with.

So Morik, too, put them out of his mind—not that he was

ever really concerned—and focused instead on his companion.
His surprising companion, who had learned to fight at the
training of adrow €elf, of all things!



Morik winced, though, of course, Wulfgar was too distracted
to catch it. The rogue thought of another drow, avisitor who
had come unexpectedly to him not so long ago, bidding him to
keep awatchful eye on Wulfgar and paying him in advance for
hisis services (and not-so-subtly explaining that if Morik failed
in the "requested" task, the dark elf's master would not be
pleased). Morik hadn't heard from the dark elves again, to his
relief, but still he kept to his end of the agreement to watch
over Wulfgar.

No, that wasn't it, the rogue had to admit, at least to himself.
He had started his relaionship with Wulfgar for purely per-
sonal gain, partly out of fear of the drow, partly out of fear of
Wulfgar and adesire to learn more about this man who had so
obviously become hisrival on the street. That had been in the
beginning. He no longer feared Wulfgar, though he did some-
times fear for the deeply troubled, haunted man. Morik hardly
ever thought about the drow elves, who had not come around in
weeks and weeks. Surprisingly, Morik had come to like Wulfgar,
had come to enjoy the man's company despite the many times
when surliness dominated the barbarian's demeanor.

He almost told Wulfgar about the visit from the drow elves
then, out of some basic desire to warn this man who had
become hisfriend. Almost. . . . but the practical side of Morik,
the cautious pragmatism that allowed him to stay alivein

such a hostile environment as L uskan's streets, reminded him
that to do so would do no one good. If the dark elves came for
Wulfgar, whether Wulfgar expected them or not, the barbarian
would be defeated. These were drow elves, after al, wielders of
mighty magic and the finest of blades, elveswho could walk
uninvited into Morik's bedroom and rouse him from his slum-
ber. Even Wulfgar had to sleep. If those dark elves, after they
were finished with poor Wulfgar, ever learned that Morik had
betrayed them . . .

A shudder coursed along Morik's spine, and he forcefully
shook the unsettling thoughts away, turning his attention back
to hislarge friend. Oddly, Morik saw akindred spirit here, a
man who could be (and indeed had been) a noble and mighty
warrior, aleader among men, but who, for one reason or
another, had fallen from grace.



Such was the way Morik viewed his own situation, though in
truth, he had been on a course to his present position since his
early childhood. Still, if only his mother hadn't died in child-
birth, if only hisfather hadn't abandoned him to the streets. . .
Looking at Wulfgar now, Morik couldn't help but think of the
man he himself might have become, of the man Wulfgar had
been. Circumstance had damned them both, to Morik's think-
ing, and so he held no illusions about their relationship now.
The truth of hisbond to Wulfgar—the real reason he stayed so
close to him—despite all his sensibilities (the barbarian was
being watched by dark elves, after dl!), wasthat he regarded
the barbarian as he might ayounger brother.

That, and the fact that Wulfgar's friendship brought him

more respect among the rabble. For Morik, there always had to
be a practical reason.

The day neared its end, the night its beginning, the time of
Morik and Wulfgar, the time of Luskan's street life.



Part 1

THE PRESENT




In my homeland of Menzoberranzan, where demons

play and drow revel at the horrible demise of rivals,

there remains a state of necessary alertness and

wariness. A drow off-guard isa drow murdered in
Menzoberranzan, and thus few are the times when dark elves
engage in exotic weeds or drinks that dull the senses.

Few, but there are exceptions. At the final ceremony of Melee-
Magthere, the school of fightersthat | attended, graduated stu-
dents engage in an orgy of mind-blurring herbs and sensual
pleasures with the females of Arach-Tinilith, a moment of the
purest hedonism, a party of the purest pleasures without regard
to future implications.

| rejected that orgy, though | knew not why at the time. It
assaulted my sense of morality, | believed (and still do), and
cheapened so many things that | hold precious. Now, in retro-
spect, | have come to under stand another truth about myself
that forced reection of that orgy. Aside from the moral implica-
tions, and there were many, the mere notion of the mind-
blurring herbs frightened and repulsed me. | knew that all
along, of course—as soon as | felt the intoxication at that cere-
mony, | instinctively rebelled against it—but it wasn't until very
recently that | came to understand the truth of that rejection, the
real reason why such influences have no place in my life.

These herbs attack the body in various ways, of course, from
slowing reflexes to destroying coor dination altogether, but
mor e importantly, they attack the spirit in two different ways.
Firgt, they blur the past, erasing memories pleasant and
unpleasant, and second, they eliminate any thoughts of the
future. Intoxicants lock the imbiber in the present, the here and
now, without regard for the future, without consideration of
the past. That isthe trap, a defeatist perspective that allows for



attempted satiation of physical pleasures wantonly, recklesdly.
An intoxicated person will attempt even foolhardy dares
because that inner guidance, even to the point of survival
instinct itself, can be so impaired. How many young warriors
foolishly throw themselves against greater enemies, only to be
slain? How many young women find themselves with child,
conceived with lovers they would not even consider as future
husbands?

That isthe trap, the defeatist perspective, that | cannot toler-
ate. | live my life with hope, always hope, that the future will be
better than the present, but only aslong as | work to make it so.
Thus, with that toil, comes the satisfaction in life, the sense of
accomplishment we all truly need for real joy. How could |
remain honest to that hope if | allowed myself a moment of
weakness that could well destroy all | have worked to achieve
and all | hope to achieve? How might | have reacted to so many
unexpected crisesif, at the time of occurrence, | was influenced
by a mind-altering substance, one that impaired my judgment

or altered my perspective?

Also, the dangers of where such substances might lead

cannot be underestimated. Had | allowed myself to be carried
away with the mood of the graduation ceremony of Melee-
Magthere, had | allowed myself the sensual pleasures offered
by the priestesses, how cheapened might any honest encounter
of love have been?

Greatly, to my way of thinking. Sensual pleasures are, or

should be, the culmination of physical desires combined with an
intellectual and emotional decision, a giving of oneself, body
and spirit, in a bond of trust and respect. In such a manner as
that graduation ceremony, no such sharing could have occurred;
it would have been a giving of body only, and more so than that,
a taking of another's offered wares. There would have been no
higher joining, no spiritual experience, and thus, no true joy.

| cannot live in such a hopeless basking as that, for that is what
itis: a pitiful basking in the lower, base levels of existence brought
on, | believe, by the lack of hope for a higher level of existence.
And so | reject all but the most moder ate use of such intoxi-
cants, and while I'll not openly judge those who so indulge, |
will pity them their empty souls.



What isit that drives a person to such depths? Pain, | believe,
and memories too wretched to be openly faced and handled.
Intoxicants can, indeed, blur the pains of the past at the
expense of the future. But it is not an even trade.

With that in mind, | fear for Wulfgar, my lost friend. Where
will he find escape from the torments of his enslavement?

— Drizzt Do'Urden



Chapter 1
INTO PORT

"I do so hate this place," remarked Robillard, the robed
wizard. He was speaking to Captain Deudermont of

Sea Sorite asthe three-masted schooner rounded a

long jettie and came in sight of the harbor of the

northern port of Luskan.

Deudermont, atall and stately man, mannered asalord and
with acalm, pensive demeanor, merely nodded at hiswizard's
proclamation. He had heard it al before, and many times. He
looked to the city skyline and noted the distinctive structure of
the Hosttower of the Arcane, the famed wizards' guild of
Luskan. That, Deudermont knew, was the source of Robillard's
sneering attitude concerning this port, though the wizard had
been sketchy in his explanations, making afew offhand
remarks about the "idiots" running the Hosttower and their
inability to discern atrue wizardly master from a conniving
trickster. Deudermont suspected that Robillard had once been
denied admission to the guild.

"Why Luskan?' the ship's wizard complained. "Would not
Waterdeep have better suited our needs? No harbor along the en
tire Sword Coast can compare with Waterdeep'srepair facilities."
"Luskan was closer," Deudermont reminded him.

"A couple of days, no more," Robillard retorted.



"If astorm found us in those couple of days, the damaged

hull might have split apart, and all our bodies would have been
food for the crabs and the fishes," said the captain. "It seemed
afoolish gamble for the sake of one man's pride.”

Robillard started to respond but caught the meaning of the
captain's last statement before he could embarrass himself
further. A great frown shadowed his face. "The pirates would
have had us had | not timed the blast perfectly,” the wizard
muttered after he took a few moments to calm down.
Deudermont conceded the point. Indeed, Robillard's work in
the last pirate hunt had been nothing short of spectacular.
Severa years before, Sea Sorite—the new, bigger, faster, and
stronger Sea Sprite—had been commissioned by the lords of
Waterdeep as a pirate hunter. No vessel had ever been as suc-
cessful at the task, so much so that when the lookout spotted a
pair of pirateers sailing the northern waters off the Sword
Coast, so near to Luskan, where Sea Sprite often prowled,
Deudermont could hardly believe it. The schooner's reputation
alone had kept those waters clear for many months.

These pirates had come looking for vengeance, not easy mer-
chant ship prey, and they were well prepared for the fight, each
of them armed with a small catapult, a fair contingent of
archers, and a pair of wizards. Even so, they found themselves
outmaneuvered by the skilled Deudermont and his experi-
enced crew, and out- magicked by the mighty Robillard, who
had been wielding his powerful dweomers in vessel-to-vessel
warfare for well over a decade. One of Robillard'sillusions had
given the appearance that Sea Sprite was dead in the water,

her mainmast down across her deck, with dozens of dead men
at therails. Like hungry wolves, the pirates had circled, closer
and closer, then had come in, one to port and one to starboard,
to finish off the wounded ship.

In truth, Sea Sprite hadn't been badly damaged at all, with
Robillard countering the offensive magic of the enemy wizards.
The small pirate catapults had little effect against the proud
schooner's armored sides.

Deudermont's archers, brilliant bowmen all, had struck

hard at the closing vessels, and the schooner went from battle
sail to full sail with precision and efficiency, the prow of the



ship verily leaping from the water as she scooted out between
the surprised pirateers.

Robillard dropped aveil of silence upon the pirate ships,
preventing their wizards from casting any defensive spells,
then plopped three fireballs—Boom! Boom! Boom—in rapid
succession, one atop each ship and one in between. Then came
the conventional barrage from ballista and catapult, Sea
Sorite's gunners soaring lengths of chain to further destroy
sails and rigging and balls of pitch to heighten the flames.
De-masted and drifting, fully ablaze, the two pirateers soon
went down. So great was the conflagration that Deudermont
and his crew managed to pluck only afew survivors from the
cold ocean waters.

Sea Sprite hadn't escaped unscathed, though. She was

under the power of but one full sail now. Even more dangerous,
she had a fair-sized crack just above the waterline. Deuder-
mont had to keep nearly athird of his crew at work bailing,
which was why he had steered for the nearest port—L uskan.
Deudermont considered it a fine choice, indeed. He preferred
Luskan to the much larger port of Waterdeep, for while his
financing had come from the southern city and he could find
dinner at the house of any lord in town, Luskan was more
hospitable to his common crew members, men without the
standing, the manners, or the pretensions to dine at the table
of nobility. Luskan, like Waterdeep, had its defined classes, but
the bottom rungs on Luskan's social ladder were still afew
above the bottom of Waterdeep's.

Calls of greeting came to them from every wharf as they
neared the city, for Sea Sprite was well known here and well
respected. The honest fishermen and merchant sailors of
Luskan, of al the northern reaches of the Sword Coast, had
long ago come to appreciate the work of Captain Deudermont
and his swift schooner.

"A fine choice, I'd say," the captain remarked.

"Better food, better women, and better entertainment in
Waterdeep," Robillard replied.

"But no finer wizards," Deudermont couldn't resist saying.
"Surely the Hosttower is among the most respected of mage
guildsin all the Realms."



Robillard groaned and muttered afew curses, pointedly
walking away.

Deudermont didn't turn to watch him go, but he couldn't

miss the distinctive stomping of the wizard's hard-soled boots.

*****

"Just a short ride, then," the woman cooed, twirling her dirty
blonde hair in one hand and striking a pouting posture. "A
quick oneto take me jitters off before anight at the tabl es.”
The huge barbarian ran his tongue across his teeth, for his
mouth felt asif it were full of fabric, and dirty cloth at that.
After anight'swork in the tavern of the Cutlass, he had
returned to the wharves with Morik for anight of harder
drinking. Asusual, the pair had stayed there until after dawn,
then Wulfgar had crawled back to the Cutlass, his home and
place of employment, and straight to his bed.

But thiswoman, Delly Curtie, abarmaid in the tavern and
Wulfgar'slover for the past few months, had come looking for
him. Once, he had viewed her as a pleasurable distraction, the
icing on hiswhisky cake, and even as a caring friend. Delly
had nurtured Wulfgar through his first difficult daysin

L uskan. She had seen to his needs, emotional and physical,
without question, without judgment, without asking anything
inreturn. But of late the relationship had begun to shift, and
not even subtly. Now that he had settled more comfortably into
hisnew life, alife devoted almost entirely to fending the
remembered pain of hisyears with Errtu, Wulfgar had come to
see adifferent picture of Delly Curtie.

Emotionally, she was a child, a needful little girl. Wulfgar,
who was well into histwenties, was severa years older than
she. Now, suddenly, he had become the adult in their relation
ship, and Déelly's needs had begun to overshadow his own.
"Oh, but ye've got ten minutes for me, me Wulfgar," she said,
moving closer and rubbing her hand across his cheek.
Waulfgar grabbed her wrist and gently but firmly moved her
hand away. "A long night," he replied. "And | had hoped for
more rest before beginning my duties for Arumn."

"But I've got atingling—"



"More rest," Wulfgar repeated, emphasizing each word.

Delly pulled away from him, her seductive pouting pose
becoming suddenly cold and indifferent. "Good enough for ye,
then,” she said coarsely. "Y e think ye're the only man wanting
to share me bed?'

Wulfgar didn't justify the rant with an answer. The only
answer he could have given was to tell her he redlly didnt
care, that al of this—his drinking, his fighting—was a manner
of hiding and nothing more. In truth, Wulfgar did like and
respect Delly and considered her a friend—or would have if he
honestly believed that he could be a friend. He didn't mean to
hurt her.

Délly stood in Wulfgar's room, trembling and unsure. Sud-
denly, feeling very naked in her dight shift, she gathered her
arms in front of her and ran out into the hall and to her own
room, slamming the door hard.

Wulfgar closed his eyes and shook his head. He chuckled
helplessy and sadly when he heard Delly's door open again,
followed by running footsteps heading down the hall toward
the outside door. That one, too, sammed, and Wulfgar under-
stood that al the ruckus had been for his benefit Delly wanted
him to hear that she was, indeed, going out to find comfort in
another's arms.

She was a complicated one, the barbarian understood, carry-
ing more emotional turmoil than even he, if that were possible.
He wondered how it had ever gone this far between them.
Their relationship had been so simple at the start, so straight-
forward: two people in need of each other. Recently, though, it
had become more complex, the needs having grown into emo-
tional crutches. Delly needed Wulfgar to take care of her, to
shelter her, to tell her she was beautiful, but Wulfgar knew he
couldn't even take care of himself, let alone another. Delly
needed Wulfgar to love her, and yet the barbarian had no love
to give. For Wulfgar there was only pain and hatred, only mem:
ories of the demon Errtu and the prison of the Abyss, wherein
he had been tortured for six long years.

Wulfgar sighed and rubbed the sleep from his eyes, then
reached for a bottle, only to find it empty. With a frustrated
snarl, he threw it across the room, where it shattered against a



wall. He envisioned, for just amoment, that it had smashed
against Delly Curtie'sface. The image startled Wulfgar, but it
didn't surprise him. He vaguely wondered if Delly hadn't
brought him to this point on purpose; perhaps this woman was
no innocent child, but a conniving huntress. When she had
first come to him, offering comfort, had she intended to take
advantage of his emotional weaknessto pull him into atrap?
To get him to marry her, perhaps? To rescue him that he might
one day rescue her from the miserabl e existence she had
carved out for herself as atavern wench?

Wulfgar realized that his knuckles had gone white from
clenching his hands so very hard, and he pointedly opened
them and took several deep, steadying breaths. Another sigh,
another rub of histongue over dirty teeth, and the man stood
and stretched his huge, nearly seven-foot, frame. He discow-
ered, as he did nearly every afternoon when he went through
thisritual, that he had even more aches in his huge muscles
and bones this day. Wulfgar glanced over a hislarge arms, and
though they were till thicker and more muscular than that of
nearly any man alive, he couldn't help but notice aslacknessin
those muscles, asif his skin was starting to hang a bit too
loosely on his massive frame.

How different hislife was now than it had been those morn
ings years ago in lcewind Dale, when he had worked the long
day with Bruenor, his adoptive dwarven father, hammering
and lifting huge stones, or when he had gone out hunting for
game or giants with Drizzt, hiswarrior friend, running al the
day, fighting all the day. The hours had been even more stren
uous then, more filled with physical burden, but that burden
had been just physical and not emotional. In that time and in
that place, he felt no aches.

The blacknessin his heart, the sorest ache, was the source of
ital.

Hetried to think back to those lost years, working and fight-
ing beside Bruenor and Drizzt, or when he had spent the day
running along the wi nd-blown slopes of Kelvin's Cairn, the
lone mountain in Icewind Dale, chasing Catti-brie. . . .

The mere thought of the woman stopped him cold and | eft
him empty and in that void, images of Errtu and the demon'’s



minions inevitably filtered in. Once, one of those minions, the
horrid succubus, had assumed the form of Catti-brie, a perfect
image, and Errtu had convinced Wulfgar that he had managed
to snare the woman, that she had been taken to suffer the

same eternal torment as Wulfgar, because of Wulfgar.

Errtu had taken the succubus, Catti-brie, right before

Wulfgar's horrified eyes and had torn the woman apart limb
from limb, devouring her in an orgy of blood and gore.
Gasping for his breath, Wulfgar fought back to his thoughts

of Catti-brie, of thereal Catti-brie. He had loved her. She was,
perhaps, the only woman he had ever loved, but she was|lost to
him now forever, he believed. Though he might travel to Ten
Townsin Icewind Dale and find her again, the bond between
them had been severed, cut by the sharp scars of Errtu and by
Wulfgar's own reactions to those scars.

The long shadows coming in through the window told him

that the day neared its end and that his work as Arumn Gard-
peck’s bouncer would soon begin. The weary man hadn't lied to
Delly when he had declared that he needed more rest, though,
and so he collapsed back onto his bed and fell into a deep sleep.
Night had settled thickly about L uskan by the time Wulfgar
staggered into the crowded common room of the Cutlass.

"Late again, asif we're to be surprised by that,” athin,
beady-eyed man named Josi Puddles, aregular at the tavern
and agood friend of Arumn Gardpeck, remarked to the bar-
keep when they both noticed Wulfgar's entrance. "That one's
workin' lessand drinkin' ye dry."

Arumn Gardpeck, akind but stern and aways practica

man, wanted to give histypical response, that Josi should just
shut his mouth, but he couldn't refute Josi's claim. It pained
Arumn to watch Wulfgar's descent. He had befriended the bar-
barian those months before, when Wulfgar had first cometo
Luskan. Initially, Arumn had shown interest in the man only
because of Wulfgar's obvious physical prowess—a mighty war-

rior like Wulfgar could indeed be aboon to businessfor a
tavern in the tough dock section of the feisty city. After hisvery
first conversation with the man, Arumn had understood that

his feelingsfor Wulfgar went deeper than any business oppor-
tunity. He truly liked the man.



Always, Josi was there to remind Arumn of the potential pit-
falls, to remind Arumn that, sooner or later, mighty bouncers
made mealsfor ratsin gutters.

"Y e thinkin' the sun just dropped in the water?* Josi asked
Wulfgar as the big man shuffled by, yawning.

Wulfgar stopped, and turned owly and deliberately to
glare at thelittle man.

"Half the night's gone," Josi said, histone changing abruptly
from accusational to conversational, "but | was watchin' the
place for ye. Thought I might have to break up a couple o'
fights, too."

Wulfgar eyed the little man skeptically. "Y ou couldn't break
up apane of thin glass with aheavy cudgel,” he remarked,
ending with another profound yawn.

Josi, ever the coward, took the insult with a bobbing head
and a self-deprecating grin.

"We do have an agreement about yer time o' work," Arumn
said serioudly.

"And an understanding of your true needs," Wulfgar
reminded the man. "By your own words, my real responsibility
comes later in the night, for trouble rarely begins early. You
named sundown as my time of duty but explained that 1'd not
truly be needed until much later."

"Fair enough,” Arumn replied with anod that brought a
groan from Josi. He was anxious to see the big man—the big
man whom he believed had replaced him as Arumn's closest
friend—severely disciplined.

"The situation's changed,” Arumn went on. "Y eve made a
reputation and more than afew enemies. Every night, ye
wander in late, and yer . . . our enemiestake note. | fear that
one night soon ye'll stagger in here past the crest o' night to
find us all murdered.”

Wulfgar put an incredulous expression on hisface and
turned away with adismissive wave of his hand.

"Wulfgar," Arumn called after him forcefully.

The barbarian turned about, scowling.

"Three bottles missing last night,” Arumn said camly, qui-

etly, anote of concern evident in histone.
"You promised me all the drink | desired," Wulfgar answered.



"For yersdlf,” Arumn insisted. "Not for yer sculking little
friend."

All about widened their eyes at that remark, for not many of
Luskan's tavernkeepers would speak so boldly concerning the
dangerous Morik the Rogue.

Wulfgar lowered his gaze and chuckled, shaking his head.
"Good Arumn," he began, "would you prefer to be the one to tell
Morik heisnot welcome to your drink?*

Arumn narrowed his eyes, and Wulfgar returned the glare

for just amoment.

Déelly Curtie entered the room just then, her eyesred and

still lined with tears. Wulfgar looked at her and felt a pang of
guilt, but it was not something he would admit publicly. He
turned and went about his duties, moving to threaten a drunk
who was getting a bit too loud.

"He'splaying her like he'd pick alute,” Josi Puddles
remarked to Arumn.

Arumn blew afrustrated sigh. He had become quite fond of
Wulfgar, but the big man'sincreasingly offensive behavior was
beginning to wear that fondness thin. Delly had been asa
daughter to Arumn for acouple of years. If Wulfgar was play-
ing her without regard for her emotions, he and Arumn were
surely heading for a confrontation.

Arumn turned his attention from Delly to Wulfgar justin
time to see the big man lift the loudmouth by the throat, carry
him to the door, and none too gently heave him out into the
Street.

"Man didn't do nothing," Josi Puddles complained. "He keeps
with that act, and you'll not have single customer.”

Arumn merely sighed.

*kkkx

A trio of menin the opposite corner of the bar also studied
the huge barbarian's movements with more than a passing
interest. "Cannot be," one of them, a skinny, bearded fellow,
muttered. "The world's awider place than that."

"I'mtelling yeitis," the middle one replied. "Y e wasn't
aboard Sea Sprite back in them days. 1'd not forget that one,



not Wulfgar. Sailed with him all the way from Waterdeep to
Memnon, | did, then back again, and we fought our share o'
pirates along the way."

"Looks like agood one to have along for a pirate fight,"
remarked Waillan Micanty, the third of the group.

"So 'tistrue!" said the second. "Not as good as his compan-
ion, though. Y €'re knowin' that one. A dark-skinned fellow,
small and pretty lookin', but fiercer than awounded sahuagin,
and quicker with a blade—or a pair o' the things—than any |
ever seen.”

"Drizzt Do'Urden?" asked the skinny one. "That big one trav-
eled with the drow elf?’

"Yep," said the second, now commanding their fullest atten
tion. He was smiling widely, both at being the center of it all
and in remembering the exciting voyage he had taken with
Wulfgar, Drizzt, and the drow's panther companion.

"What about Catti-brie?' asked Waillan, who, like al of Deu-
dermont's crew, had developed a huge crush on the beautiful
and capable woman soon after she and Drizzt had joined their
crew acouple of years before. Drizzt, Catti-brie, and Guenhyw-
var had sailed aboard Sea Sprite for many months, and how
much easier scuttling pirates had been with that trio aong!
"Catti-briejoined us south o' Baldur's Gate," the storyteller
explained. "She camein with adwarf, King Bruenor of Mithral
Hall, on aflying chariot that was al aflame. Never seen any-
thing likeit, | tell ye, for that wild dwarf put the thing right
acrossthe sails o' one o' the pirate ships we was fighting. Took
the whole danged ship down, he did, and was still full o' spit
and battle spirit when we pulled him from the water!"

"Bah, but yerelyin'," the skinny sailor started to protest.
"No, | heard the story,"” Waillan Micanty put in. "Heard it
from the captain himself, and from Drizzt and Catti-brie."
That quieted the skinny man. All of them just sat and stud-
ied Wulfgar's movements abit longer.
"Yeresurethat'shim?' the first asked. "That's the Wulfgar
fellow?'

Even as he asked the question, Wulfgar brought Aegis-fang
off of his back and placed it against awall.

"Oh, by me own eyes, that's him," the second answered. "I'd



not be forgettin' him or that hammer o' his. He can split a mast
with the thing, | tell ye, and put it in a pirate's eye, left or

right, at a hunnerd long strides.”

Across the room, Wulfgar had a short argument with a

patron. With one mighty hand the barbarian reached out and
grabbed the man's throat and easily, so very easily, hoisted him
from his seat and into the air. Wulfgar strode calmly across the
inn to the door and tossed the drunk into the street.

"Strongest man | ever seen,” the second sailor remarked,

and his two companions weren't about to disagree. They
drained their drinks and watched a bit longer before leaving
the Cutlass for home, where they found themselves running
anxioudly to inform their captain of who they'd seen.

* % k k%

Captain Deudermont rubbed his fingers pensively across his
neatly trimmed beard, trying to digest the tale Waillan
Micanty had just related to him. He was trying very hard, for it
made no sense to him. When Drizzt and Catti-brie had sailed
with him during those wonderful early years of chasing pirates
along the Sword Coast, they had told him a sad tale of
Waulfgar's demise. The story had had a profound effect on Dew
dermont, who had befriended the huge barbarian on that jour-
ney to Memnon years before.

Waulfgar was dead, so Drizzt and Catti-brie had claimed, and
so Deudermont had believed. Y et here was one of Dueder-
mont's trusted crewmen claiming that the barbarian was very
much alive and well and working in the Cutlass, a tavern Deuw
dermont had frequented.

The image brought Deudermont back to his first meeting

with the barbarian and Drizzt in the Mermaid's Arms tavern

in Waterdeep. Wulfgar had avoided a fight with a notorious
brawler by the name of Bungo. What great things the barbar-
ian and his companions had subsequently accomplished, from
rescuing their little hafling friend from the clutches of a noto-
rious pasha in Calimport to the reclamation of Mithral Hall for
Clan Battlehammer. The thought, of Wulfgar working asa
brawler in a seedy tavern in Luskan seemed preposterous.



Especialy since, according to Drizzt and Catti-brie, Wulfgar
was dead.

Deudermont thought of his last voyage with the duo when
Sea Sprite had put onto aremote island far out at sea. A blind
seer had accosted Drizzt with ariddle about one he thought he
had lost. The last time Deudermont had seen Drizzt and Catti-
brie was at their parting, on an inland lake, no less, where Sea
Sorite had been inadvertently transported.

So might Wulfgar be aive? Captain Deudermont had seen
too much to dismiss the possibility out of hand.

Still, it seemed likely to the captain that his crewmen had
been mistaken. They had little experience with northern bar-
barians, all of whom seemed huge and blond and strong. One
might ook like another to them. The Cutlass had taken on a
barbarian warrior as a bouncer, but it was not Wulfgar.

He thought no more of it, having many duties and engage-
ments to attend at the more upscale homes and establish-
ments in the city. Three days later, however, when dining at
the table of one of Luskan's noble families, the conversation
turned to the death of one of the city's most reknowned
bullies.

"We're alot better off without Tree Block Breaker," one of
the guestsinsisted. "The purest form of trouble ever to enter
our city."

"Just athug and nothing more," another replied, "and not so
tough.”

"Bah, but he could take down arunning horse by stepping in
front of the thing," thefirst insisted. "l saw him do so!"

"But he couldn't take down Arumn Gardpeck's new boy," the
other put in. "When he tried to fight that fellow, our Tree Block
Breaker flew out of the Cutlass and brought the frame of a
door with him."

Deudermont's ears perked up.

"Y eah, that one," the first agreed. "Too strong for any man,
from the stories | am hearing, and that warhammer! Most
beautiful weapon I've ever seen.”

The mention of the hammer nearly made Deudermont choke
on hisfood, for he remembered well the power of Aegis-fang.
"What is hishame?' the captain inquired.



"Who's name?"

"Arumn Gardpeck's new boy."

The two men looked at each other and shrugged. "Wolf-
something, | believe,” the first said.

When he left the noble's house, a couple of hours later, Cap-
tain Deudermont found himself wandering not back to Sea
Sorite, but along infamous Half-Moon Street, the toughest sec-
tion of Luskan, the home of the Cutlass. He went in without
hesitation, pulling up a chair at the first empty table. Dueder-
mont spotted the big man before he even sat down. It was,
without doubt, Wulfgar, son of Beornegar. The captain hadn't
known Wulfgar very well and hadn't seen him in years, but
there could be no question about it. The sheer size, the aura of
strength, and the piercing blue eyes of the man gave him
away. Oh, he was more haggard- |looking now, with an unkempt
beard and dirty clothes, but he was Wulfgar.

The big man met Duedermont's stare momentarily, but

there was no recognition in the barbarian's eyes when he
turned away. Deudermont became even more certain when he
saw the magnificent warhammer, Aegis-fang, strapped across
Wulfgar's broad back.

"Ye drinking or looking for afight?"

Deudermont turned about to see a young woman standing
beside his table, tray in hand.

"Well?'

"Looking for afight?' the captain repeated dully, not under-
standing.

"The way ye're staring at him," the young woman responded,
motioning toward Wulfgar. "Many's the ones who come in here
looking for afight. Many's the ones who get carried away from
here. But good enough for ye if yere wanting to fight him, and
good enough for him if ye leave him dead in the street.”

"I seek no fight,” Deudermont assured her. "But, do tell me,
what is his name?’

The woman snorted and shook her head, frustrated for some
reason Deudermont could not fathom. "Wulfgar," she
answered. "And better for us al if he never came in here.”
Without asking again if he wanted a drink, she merely walked

away.



Deudermont paid her no further heed, staring again at the

big man. How had Wulfgar wound up here? Why wasn't he
dead? And where were Drizzt, and Catti-brie?

He sat patiently, watching the lay of the place as the hours
passed, until dawn neared and al the patrons, save he and one
skinny fellow at the bar, had drifted out.

"Time for leaving," the barkeep called to him. When Duer-
dermont made no move to respond or rise from his chair, the
man's bouncer made his way over to the table.

Looming huge, Wulfgar glared down upon the seated cap-
tain. "You can walk out, or you can fly out," he explained
gruffly. "The choice is yours to make."

"You have traveled far from your fight with pirates south of
Baldur's Gate," the captain replied. "Though | question your
direction.”

Woulfgar cocked his head and studied the man more closely.

A flicker of recognition, just aflicker, crossed his bearded face.
"Have you forgotten our voyage south?' Deudermont
prompted him. "The fight with pirate Pinochet and the flaming
chariot?'

Wulfgar's eyes widened. "What do you know of these things?'
"Know of them?' Deudermont echoed increduloudly. "Why,
Woulfgar, you sailed on my vessel to Memnon and back. Y our
friends, Drizzt and Catti-brie, sailed with me again not too
long ago, though surely they thought you dead!"

The big man fell back asif he had been slapped across the
face. A jumbled mixture of emotions flashed across his clear
blue eyes, everything from nostalgia to loathing. He spent a
long moment trying to recover from the shock.

"You are mistaken, good man," he replied at last to Deuder-
mont's surprise. "About my name and about my past. It istime
for you to leave."

"But Wulfgar,” Deudermont started to protest. He jumped in
surprise to find another man, small and dark and ominous,
standing right behind him, though he had heard not a footfall
of approach. Wulfgar looked to the little man, then motioned to
Arumn. The barkeep, after a moment's hesitation, reached
behind the bar and produced a bottle, tossing it across the way
where sure-fingered Morik caught it easily.



"Walk or fly?" Wulfgar asked Deudermont again. The sheer
emptiness of histone, not icy cold, but purely indifferent,
struck Deudermont profoundly, told him that the man would
make good on the promise to launch him out of the tavern
without hesitation if he didn't move immediately.

"Sea Spriteisin port for another week at the least,” Deuder-
mont explained, rising and heading for the door. "Y ou are wel-
comed there as a guest or to join the crew, for | have not
forgotten,”" he finished firmly, the promise ringing in his wake
as he dipped from the inn.

"Who was that?' Morik asked Wulfgar after Deudermont

had disappeared into the dark Luskan night.

"A fool,” was al that the big man would answer. He went to
the bar and pointedly pulled another bottle from the shelf.
Turning his gaze from Arumn to Delly, the surly barbarian left
with Morik.

*kkk*x

Captain Duedermont had a long walk ahead of him to the
dock. The sights and sounds of Luskan's nightlife washed over
him—Iloud, surred voices through open tavern windows, barking
dogs, clandestine whispers in dark corners—but Duedermont
scarcely heard them, engrossed as he was in his own thoughts.
So Wulfgar was dive, and yet in worse condition than the
captain could ever have imagined the heroic man. His offer to
the barbarian to join the crew of Sea Sprite had been genuine,
but he knew from the barbarian's demeanor that Wulfgar
would never take him up on it.

What was Deudermont to do?

He wanted to help Wulfgar, but Deudermont was experi-
enced enough in the ways of trouble to understand that you
couldn't help a man who didn't want help.

"If you plan to leave a dinner engagement, kindly inform us
of your whereabouts," came a reproachful greeting as the cap-
tain approached his ship. He looked up to see both Robillard
and Waillan Micanty staring down at him from the rail.

"Y ou shouldn't be out alone,” Waillan Micanty scolded, but
Deudermont merely waved away the notion.



Robillard frowned his concern. "How many enemies have we
made these |ast years?' the wizard demanded in all serious-
ness. "How many would pay sacks of gold for a mere chance at
your head?"

"That'swhy | employ awizard to watch over me," Deuder-
mont replied calmly, setting foot up the plank.

Robillard snorted at the absurdity of the remark. "How am |
to watch over you if | don't even know where you are?’
Duedermont stopped in his tracks, and awide smile creased
his face as he gazed up at hiswizard. "If you can't locate me
magically, what faith should | hold that you could find those
who wish me harm?"

"But itistrue, Captain,” Waillan interjected while Robillard
flushed darkly. "Many would love to meet up with you
unguarded in the streets."

"Am | to bottle up the whole crew, then?' Deudermont asked.
"None shall leave, for fear of reprisals by friends of the
pirates?’

"Few would leave Sea Spritealone,” Waillan argued.

"Fewer still would be known enough to pirates to be tar-
gets!" Robillard spouted. "Our enemies would not attack a
minor and easily replaced crewman, for to do so would incur
the wrath of Deudermont and the lords of Waterdeep, but the
price might be worth paying for the chance to eliminate the
captain of Sea Sprite." The wizard blew a deep sigh and eyed
the captain pointedly. "Y ou should not be out alone," he fin-
ished firmly.

"I had to check on an old friend," Deudermont explained.
"Wulfgar, by name?* asked the perceptive wizard.

"So | thought,” replied Deudermont sourly as he continued
up the plank and by the two men, going to his quarters with-
out another word.

It was too small and nasty a place to even have aname, a
gathering hole for the worst of Luskan's wretches. They were
sailors mostly, wanted by lords or angry families for heinous
crimes. Their fears that walking openly down a street in



whatever port their ship entered would get them arrested or
murdered were justified. So they came to holes like this, back
rooms in shanties conveniently stocked near to the docks.
Morik the Rogue knew these places well, for he'd got his

start on the streets working as lookout for one of the most dan
gerous of these establishments when he was but a young boy.
He didn't go into such holes often anymore. Among the more
civilized establishments, he was highly respected and
regarded, and feared, and that was probably the emotion
Morik most enjoyed. In here, though, he was just another thug,
alittle thief in a nest of assassins.

He couldn't resist entering a hole this night, though, not

with the captain of the famed Sea Sprite showing up to have a
conversation with his new friend, Wulfgar.

"How tall?" asked Creeps Sharky, one of the two thugs at
Morik's table. Creeps was a grizzled old sea dog with uneven
clumps of dirty beard on his ruddy cheeks and one eye missing.
"Cheap Creeps," the patrons often called him, for the man was
quick with his rusty old dagger and slow with his purse. So
tight was Creeps with his booty that he wouldn't even buy a
proper patch for his missing eye. The dark edge of the empty
socket stared out at Morik from benesth the lowest folds of the
bandana Creeps had tied about his head.

"Head and a half taller than me," Morik answered. "Maybe
two."

Creeps glanced to his pirate companion, an exotic speci-

men, indeed. The man had a thick topknot of black hair and
tattoos all about his face, neck, and practically every other
patch of exposed flesh—and since all he wore was akilt of
tiger skin, there was more than a little flesh exposed. Just
following Creeps's glance to the other sent a shudder along
Morik's spine, for while he didn't know the specifics of
Creeps's companion, he had certainly heard the rumors about
the "man,” Tee-a-nicknick. This pirate was only half human,
the other half being qullan, some rare and ferocious warrior
race.

"Sea Soritésin port,” Creeps remarked to Morik. The rogue
nodded, for he had seen the three- masted schooner on his way
to this drinking hole.



"Hewore abeard just about the jawline," Morik added,

trying to give as complete a description as he could.

"He it straight?" the tattooed pirate asked.

Morik looked at Tee-a-nicknick asif he did not understand.
"Did he sit straight in his chair?' Creeps clarified, assuming
apose of perfect posture. "Lookin' like he had a plank shoved
up hisarse dl the way to histhroat?’

Morik smiled and nodded. " Straight and tall."

Again the two pirates shared a glance.

"Soundin’ like Deudermont,” Creeps put in. "The dog. I'd give
apurse o' gold to put me knife across that one's throat. Put
many o' me friends to the bottom, he has, and cost all o' us
prettily."

The tattooed pirate showed his agreement by hoisting a
bulging purse of coins onto the table. Morik realized then that
every other conversation in the hole had come to an abrupt
halt and that all eyeswere upon him and histwo rakish com-
panions.

"Aye, Morik, but ye'relikin' the sight,” Creeps remarked,
indicating the purse. "Wéll, it's yer own to have, and ten more
likeit, I'm guessin'." Creeps jumped up suddenly, sending his
chair skidding back acrossthe floor. "What're ye sayin', lads?'
he cried. "Who's got agold coin or ten for the head o' Deuder -
mont o' Sea Sorite?"

A great cheer went up throughout the rathole, with many
curses spoken against Deudermont and his pirate-killing crew.
Morik hardly heard them, so focused was he on the purse of
gold. Deudermont had come to see Wulfgar. Every manin the
place, and a hundred more like them, no doubt, would pitch in
afew more coins. Deudermont knew Wulfgar well and trusted
him. A thousand gold pieces. Ten thousand? Morik and
Waulfgar could get to Deudermont, and easily. Morik's greedy,
thieving mind reeled at the possibilities.



Chapter 2
ENCHANTMENT

She came skipping down the lane, so much like a

little girl, and yet so obviously a young woman.

Shiny black hair bounced around her shoulders, and

her green eyes flashed as brightly as the beaming

smile upon her fair face.

She had just spoken to him, to Jaka Sculi, with his soulful
blue eyes and his curly brown hair, one strand hanging across
the bridge of his nose. And just speaking to him made her skip
where she might have walked, made her forget the mud that
crept in through the holes in her old shoes or the tasteless food
she would find in her wooden bow! at her parents table that
night. None of that mattered, not the bugs, not the dirty water,
nothing. She had spoken to Jaka, and that alone made her
warm and tingly and scared and alive al at the same time.

It went as one of life's little unrealized ironies that the same
spirit freed by her encounter with the brooding Jaka inspired
the eyes of another to settle upon her happy form.

Lord Feringal Auck had found his heart fluttering at the

sight of many different women over his twenty-four years,
mostly merchant's daughters whose fathers were looking for
another safe haven northwest of Luskan. The village was near
to the most traveled pass through the Spine of the World



where they might resupply and rest on the perilousjourney to
and from Ten-Towns in Icewind Dale.

Never before had Feringal Auck found his breathing so hard
to steady that he was practically gasping for air as he hung
from the window of his decorated carriage.

"Feri, the pines have begun sending their yellow dust
throughout the winds," came the voice of Priscilla, Feringal's
older sister. She, alone, called him Feri, to hiseverlasting irri-
tation. "Do get inside the coach! The sneezing dust is thick
about us. You know how terrible—"

The woman paused and studied her brother more intently,
particularly the way he was gawking. "Feri?' she asked, diding
over in her seat, close beside him and grabbing his elbow and
giving it ashake. "Feri?'

"Who isshe?' the lord of Auckney asked, not even hearing
hissister. "Who is that angelic creature, the avatar of the god-
dess of beauty, the image of man's purest desires, the embodi-
ment of temptation?"

Priscillashoved her brother aside and thrust her head out

the carriage window. "What, that peasant girl?' she asked
incredulously, a clear note of contempt sounding in her tone.
"I must know," Lord Feringal sang more than said. The side
of hisface sank against the edge of the carriage window, and
his unblinking gaze locked on the skipping young woman. She
dipped from his sight as the carriage sped around abend in
the curving road.

"Feri!" Priscillascolded. She moved asif to lap her younger
brother but held up short of the mark.

Thelord of Auckney shook away hislove-inspired lethargy
long enough to eye his sister directly, even dangeroudly. "I shall
know who sheis," heinsisted.

Priscilla Auck settled back in her seat and said no more,
though she was truly taken aback by her younger brother's
uncharacteristic show of emotion. Feringal had always been a
gentle, quiet soul easily manipulated by his shrewish sister,
fifteen years his senior. Now nearing her fortieth birthday,
Priscillahad never married. In truth, she had never had any
interest in aman beyond fulfilling her physical needs. Their
mother had died giving birth to Feringal, their father passed



on five years later, which left Priscilla, aong with her father's
counselor, Temigast, the stewardship of the fiefdom until
Feringal grew old enough to rule. Priscilla had always enjoyed
that arrangement, for even when Feringal had come of age,
and even now, nearly a decade after that, her voice was sub-
stantia in the rulership of Auckney. She had never desired to
bring another into the family, so she had assumed the same of
Feri.

Scowling, Priscilla glanced back one last time in the genera
direction of the young lass, though they were far out of sight
now. Their carriage rambled along the little stone bridge that
arched into the sheltered bay toward the tiny isle where Castle
Auck stood.

Like Auckney itsdlf, a village of two hundred people that
rarely showed up on any maps, the castle was of modest
design. There were a dozen rooms for the family, and for Temi-
gast, of course, and another five for the half-dozen servants
and ten soldiers who served at the place. A pair of low and
squat towers anchored the castle, barely topping fifteen feet,
for the wind always blew strongly in Auckney. A common joke
was, if the wind ever stopped blowing, al the villagers would
fall over forward, so used were they to leaning as they walked.
"l should get out of the castle more often,” Lord Feringal
insisted as he and his sister moved through the foyer and into
a sitting room, where old Steward Temigast sat painting
another of his endless seascapes.

"To the village proper, you mean?' Priscilla said with obvi-
ous sarcasm. "Or to the outlying peat farms? Either way, it is
all mud and stone and dirty."

"And in that mud, a jewel might shine al the brighter,” the
love-struck lord insisted with a deep sigh.

The steward cocked an eyebrow at the odd exchange and
looked up from his painting. Temigast had lived in Waterdeep
for most of his younger days, coming to Auckney as a middlie-
aged man some thirty years before. Worldly compared to the
isolated Auckney citizens (including the ruling family), Temi-
gast had had little trouble in endearing himself to the feudal
lord, Tristan Auck, and in rising to the post of principa cour-
selor, then steward. That worldliness served Temigast well



now, for he recognized the motivation for Feringal's sigh and
understood itsimplications.

"Shewasjust agirl," Priscillacomplained. "A child, and a
dirty oneat that." She looked to Temigast for support, seeing
that he wasintent upon their conversation. "Feringal is smit-
ten, | fear," she explained. "And with a peasant. The lord of
Auckney desires adirty, smelly peasant girl."

"Indeed," replied Temigast, feigning horror. By his estima-
tion, by the estimation of anyone who was not from Auckney,
the "lord of Auckney" was barely above a peasant himself.
There was history here: The castle had stood for more than six
hundred years, built by the Dorgenasts who had ruled for the
first two centuries. Then, through marriage, it had been
assumed by the Aucks.

But what, redlly, were they ruling? Auckney was on the very
fringe of the trade routes, south of the westernmost spur of the
Spine of the World. Most merchant caravans traveling between
Ten-Towns and Luskan avoided the place al together, many
taking the more direct pass through the mountains many
milesto the east. Even those who dared not brave the wilds of
that unguarded pass crossed east of Auckney, through another
pass that harbored the town of Hundel stone, which had six
times the population of Auckney and many more valuable sup-
plies and craftsmen.

Though a coastal village, Auckney was too far north for any
shipping trade. Occasionally a ship—often afisherman

caught in agale out of Fireshear to the south—would drift
into the small harbor around Auckney, usually in need of
repair. Some of those fishermen stayed on in the fiefdom, but
the population here had remained fairly constant since the
founding by the roguish Lord Dorgenast and his followers,
refugees from aminor and failed power play among the sec-
ondary ruling familiesin Waterdeep. Now nearing two hun-
dred, the population was as large as it had ever been (mostly
because of an influx of gnomes from Hundelstone), and on
many occasionsit was less than half of that. Most of the vil-
lagers were related, usually in more ways than one, except, of
course, for the Aucks, who usually took their brides or hus-
bands from outside stock.



"Can't you find a suitable wife from among the well-bred
families of Luskan?' Priscilla asked. "Or in afavorable deal
with awealthy merchant? We could well use alarge dowery,
after al.”

"Wife?' Temigast said with achuckle. "Aren't we being a bit
premature?’

"Not at al," Lord Feringal insisted evenly. "I love her. | know
that | do."

"Fool!" Priscillawailed, but Temigast patted her shoulder to
cam her, chuckling all the while.

"Of course you do, my lord," the steward said, "but the mar-
riage of a nobleman israrely about love, | fear. It is about sta-
tion and alliance and wesalth," Temigast gently explained.
Feringal's eyes widened. "l love her!" the young lord insisted.
"Then take her as amistress," Temigast suggested reason
ably. "A plaything. Surely a man of your great station is deserv-
ing of at least one of those."

Hardly able to speak past the welling lump in his throat,
Feringal ground his heel into the stone floor and stormed off to
his private room.

*kkkk*k

"Did you kiss him?" Tori, the younger of the Ganderlay sis-
ters, asked, giggling at the thought of it. Tori was only eleven,
and just beginning to realize the differences between boys and
girls, an education fast accelerating since Meralda, her older
sister by six years, had taken a fancy to Jaka Sculi, with his
delicate features and long eyelashes and brooding blue eyes.
"No, | surely did not,” Meraldareplied, brushing back her
long black hair from her olive-skinned face, the face of beauty,
the face that had unknowingly captured the heart of the lord of
Auckney.

"But you wanted to," Tori teased, bursting into laughter, and
Meradajoined her, as sure an admission as she could give.
"Oh, but | did," the older sister said.

"And you wanted to touch him," her young sister teased on.
"Oh, to hug him and kiss him! Dear, sweet Jaka." Tori ended by
making sloppy kissing noises and wrapping her arms about



her chest, hands grabbing her shoulders as she turned about
so that it looked as if someone was hugging her.

"You stop that!" Meralda said, lapping her sister across the
back playfully.

"But you didn't even kiss him," Tori complained. "Why not, if
you wanted to? Did he not want the same?’

"To make him want it all the more,” the older girl explained.
"To make him think about me all the time. To make him dream
about me."

"But if you're wanting it—"

"I'm wanting more than that,” Meralda explained, "and if |
make him wait, | can make him beg. If | make him beg, | can
get all that | want from him and more.”

"What more?" Tori asked, obviously confused.

"To be hiswife," Meralda stated without reservation.

Tori nearly swooned. She grabbed her straw pillow and
whacked her sister over the head with it. "Oh, you'll never!"
she cried. Too loudly.

The curtain to their bedroom pulled back, and their father,
Dohni Ganderlay, a ruddy man with strong muscles from
working the peat fields and skin browned from both sun and
dirt, poked his head in.

"Y ou should be long asleep,” Dohni scolded.

The girls dived down as one, scooting under the coarse,
straw-lined ticking and pulling it tight to their chins, giggling
al thewhile.

"Now, I'll be having none of that silliness!" Dohni yelled, and
he came at them hard, falling over them like a great hunting
beast, a wrestling tussle that ended in a hug shared between
the two girls and their beloved father.

"Now, get your rest, you two," Dohni said quietly a moment
later. "Y our mas a bit under the stone, and your laughter is
keeping her awake." He kissed them both and |eft. The girls,
respectful of their father and concerned about their mother,
who had indeed been feeling even worse than usual, settled
down to their own private thoughts.

Meralda's admission was strange and frightening to Tori.

But while she was uncertain about her sister getting married
and moving out of the house, she was also very excited at the



prospect of growing into a young woman like her sister.

Lying next to her sister, Meralda's mind raced with anticipa-
tion. She had kissed a boy before, several boys actualy, but it
had always been out of curiosity or on adare from her friends.
This was the first time she really wanted to kiss someone. And
how she did want to kiss Jaka Sculi! To kiss him and to run her
fingers through his curly brown hair and gently down his soft,
hairless cheek, and to have his hands caressing her thick halir,
her face. ..

Meradafell asleep to warm dreams.

*kkkk*k

In a much more comfortable bed in aroom far less drafty not
so many doors away, Lord Feringa nestled into his soft feather
pillows. He longed to escape to dreams of holding the girl from
the village, where he could throw off his suffocating station,
where he could do as he pleased without interference from his
Sister or old Temigast.

He wanted to escape too much, perhaps, for Feringal found

no rest in his huge, soft bed, and soon he had twisted and
turned the feather ticking into knots about his legs. It was for-
tunate for him that he was hugging one of the pillows, for it
was the only thing that broke his fall when he rolled right off
the edge and onto the hard floor.

Feringal finally extricated himself from the bedding tangle,
then paced about his room, scratching his head, his nerves
more on edge than they'd ever been. What had this enchant-
ress done to him?

"A cup of warm goat's milk," he muttered aoud, thinking

that would calm him and afford him some sleep. Feringal
dipped from his room and started along the narrow staircase.
Halfway down he heard voices from below.

He paused, recognizing Priscilla's nasal tone, then a burst of
laughter from his sister as well as from old, wheezing Temi-
gast. Something struck Feringal as out of place, some sixth
sense told him that he was the butt of that joke. He crept down
more quietly, coming under the level of the first floor ceiling
and ducking close in the shadows against the stone bannister.



There sat Priscillaupon the divan, knitting, with old Temi-
gast in a straight-backed chair across from her, a decanter of
whisky in hand.

"Oh, but I love her," Priscillawailed, stopping her knitting to
sweep one hand across her brow dramatically. "I cannot live
without her!"

"Got along well enough for all these years," Temigast
remarked, playing along.

"But | am tired, good steward," Priscillareplied, obviously
mocking her brother. "What great effort islovemaking alone!"
Temigast coughed in hisdrink, and Priscilla exploded with
laughter.

Feringal could take no more. He swept down the stairs, full

of anger. "Enough! Enough | say!" he roared. Startled, the two
turned to him and bit their lips, though Priscilla could not hold
back one last bubble of laughter.

Lord Feringal glowered at her, hisfists clenched at his sides,
ascloseto rage as either of them had ever seen the gentle-
natured man. "How dare you?' he asked through gritted teeth
and trembling lips. "To mock me so!"

"A bit of ajest, my lord,” Temigast explained weakly to
defuse the situation, "nothing more."

Feringal ignored the steward's explanation and turned his

ire on hissister. "What do you know of love?' he screamed at
Priscilla. "Y ou have never had a lustful thought in your
miserable life. Y ou couldn't even imagine what it would be like
to lay with aman, could you, dear sister?"

"Y ou know less than you think," Priscilla shot back, tossing
aside her knitting and starting to rise. Only Temigast's hand,
grabbing hard at her knee, kept her in place. She calmed con
siderably at that, but the old man's expression was a clear
reminder to watch her words carefully, to keep a certain secret
between them.

"My dear Lord Feringal," the steward began quietly, "thereis
nothing wrong with your desires. Quite the contrary; | should
consider them ahealthy sign, if abit late in coming. | don't doubt
that your heart aches for this peasant girl, but | assure you
there's nothing wrong with taking her as your mistress. Cer-
tainly there isprecedent for such an act among the previous



lords of Auckney, and of most kingdoms, | would say."
Feringal gavealong and profound sigh and shook his head

as Temigast rambled on. "I love her," heinsisted again. "Can't
you understand that?"

"Y ou don't even know her," Priscilladared to interject. "She
farms peat, no doubt, with dirty fingers."

Feringal took athreatening step toward her, but Temigast,
agile and quick for his age, moved between them and gently
nudged the young man back into achair. "I believe you, Ferin-
gd. You love her, and you wish to rescue her."

That caught Feringal by surprise. "Rescue?"' he echoed
blankly.

"Of course," reasoned Temigast. "Y ou are thelord, the great
man of Auckney, and you alone have the power to elevate this
peasant girl from her station of misery."

Feringal held his perplexed pose for just amoment then

said, "Yes, yes," with an exuberant nod of his head.

"I have seen it before,” Temigast said, shaking hishead. "Itis
acommon disease among young lords, this need to save some
peasant or another. It will pass, Lord Feringal, and rest
assured that you may enjoy all the company you need of the
girl."

"Y ou cheapen my feelings," Feringal accused.

"| speak thetruth,” Temigast was quick to reply.

"No!" insisted Feringal. "What would you know of my feel-
ings, old man? Y ou could never have loved a woman to suggest
such athing. You can't know what burns within me."

That statement seemed to hit a nerve with the old steward,

but for whatever reason Temigast quieted, and hislips got
very thin. He moved back to his chair and settled uncomfort-
ably, staring blankly at Feringal.

The young lord, more full of the fires of life than he had ever
been, would not buckle to that imposing stare. "I'll not take her
asamistress,”" he said determinedly. "Never that. She isthe
woman | shall love forever, the woman | shall take as my wife,
the lady of Castle Auck."

"Feri!" Priscilla screeched.

The young lord, determined not to buckle as usua to the
desires of his overbearing sister, turned and stormed off, back



to the sanctuary of hisroom. He took care not to run, as he
usually did in confrontations with his shrewish sister, but
rather, afforded himself a bit of dignity, astern and regal air.
He was a man now, he understood.

"He has gone mad," Priscillasaid to Temigast when they
heard Feringal's door close. "He saw this girl but once from
afar."

If Temigast even heard her, he made no indication. Stubborn
Priscilladipped down from the divan to her knees and moved
up before the seated man. "He saw her but once," she said
again, forcing Temigast's attention.

"Sometimesthat's all it takes," the steward quietly replied.
Priscillaquieted and stared hard at the old man whose bed
she had secretly shared since the earliest days of her woman-
hood. For all their physical intimacy, though, Temigast had
never shared hisinner self with Priscillaexcept for one occa
sion, and only briefly, when he had spoken of hislifein
Waterdeep before venturing to Auckney. He had stopped the
conversation quickly, but only after mentioning awoman's
name. Priscilla had always wondered if that woman had
meant more to Temigast than he let on. Now, she recognized
that he had fallen under the spell of some memory, coaxed by
her brother's proclamations of undying love.

The woman turned away from him, jealous anger burning
within her, but, as aways, she wasfast to let it go, to remem-
ber her lot and her pleasuresin life. Temigast's own past might
have softened his resolve against Feringal running after this
peasant girl, but Priscillawasn't so ready to accept her
brother's impetuous decision. She had been comfortable with
the arrangement in Castle Auck for many years, and the last
thing she wanted now was to have some peasant girl, and per-
haps her smelly peasant family, moving in with them.

*****

Temigast retired soon after, refusing Priscillas invitation to
share her bed. The old man's thoughts slipped far back across
the decades to a woman he had once known, a woman who had
so stolen his heart and who, by dying so very young, had left a



bitterness and cynicism locked within him to this very day.
Temigast hadn't recognized the depth of those feelings until

he realized his own doubt and dismissal of Lord Feringal's
obvious feelings. What an old wretch he believed himself at
that moment.

He sat in achair by the narrow window overlooking Auck-

ney Harbor. The moon had long ago set, leaving the cold waters
dark and showing dull Whitecaps under the starry sky. Temi-
gast, like Priscilla, had never seen his young charge so ani-
mated and agitated, so full of fire and full of life. Feringal
always had a dull humor about him, a sense of perpetual
lethargy, but there had been nothing lethargic in the manner

in which the young man had stormed down the stairs to pro-
claim his love for the peasant girl, nothing lethargic in the way
in which Feringal had accosted his bullying older sister.

That image brought a smile to Temigast's face. Perhaps

Castle Auck needed such fire now; perhaps it was time to
shake the place and all the fiefdom about it. Maybe a bit of
gpirit from the lord of Auckney would elevate the often over-
looked village to the status of its more notable neighbors, Hun-
delstone and Fireshear. Never before had the lord of Auckney
married one of the peasants of the village. There were ssimply
too few people in that pool, most from families who had been in
the village for centuries, and the possibility of bringing so
many of the serfs into the ruling family, however distantly, was
a definite argument against letting Feringal have his way.

But the sheer energy the young lord had shown seemed as
much an argument in favor of the union at that moment, and
s0 he decided he would look into this matter very carefully,
would find out who this peasant girl might be and see if some-
thing could be arranged.



Chapter 3
FINAL STRAW

"He knew you," Morik dared to say after he had

rejoined Wulfgar very late that same night following

his venture to the seedy drinking hole. By the time

the rogue had caught up to hisfriend on the docks

the big man had drained almost all of the second bottle. "And
you knew him."

"He thought he knew me," Wulfgar corrected, surring each
word.

He was hardly able to sit without wobbling, obviousy more
drunk than usual for so early an hour. He and Morik had split
up outside the Cutlass, with Wulfgar taking the two bottles.
Instead of going straight to the docks the barbarian had wan-
dered the streets and soon found himself in the more exclusive
section of Luskan, the area of respectable folk and merchants.
No city guards had come to chase him off, for in that area of
town stood the Prisoner's Carnival, a public platform where
outlaws were openly punished. A thief was up on the stage this
night, asked repeatedly by the torturer if he admitted his
crime. When he did not, the torturer took out apair of heavy
shears and snipped off hislittle finger. The thief's answer to
the repeated question brought howls of approval from the
scores of people watching the daily spectacle.



Of course, admitting to the crime was no easy way out for

the poor man. He lost hiswhole hand, one finger a atime, the
mob cheering and hooting with glee.

But not Wulfgar. No, the sight had proven too much for the bar-
barian, had catapulted him back in time, back to Errtu's Abyss
and the helpless agony. What tortures he had known there! He
had been cut and whipped and beaten within an inch of hislife,
only to be restored by the healing magic of one of Errtu's foul min-
ions. He'd had hisfingers bitten off and put back again.

The sight of the unfortunate thief brought all that back to

him vividly now.

Theanvil. Yes, that was the worst of all, the most agonizing
physical torture Errtu had devised for him, reserved for those
moments when the great demon was in such afit of rage that
he could not take the time to devise amore subtle, more crush
ing, mental torture.

Theanvil. Cold it was, like ablock of ice, so cold that it
seemed like fire to Wulfgar's thighs when Errtu’'s mighty min-
ions pulled him across it, forced him to straddle it, naked and
stretched out on his back.

Errtu would come to him then, slowly, menacingly, would
walk right up before him, and in asingle, sudden movement,
smash asmall mallet set with tiny needles down into
Wulfgar's opened eyes, exploding them and washing waves of
nausea and agony through the barbarian.

And, of course, Errtu's minions would heal him, would make
him whole again that their fun might be repeated.

Even now, long fled from Errtu's abyssal home, Wulfgar

often awoke, curled like a baby, clutching his eyes, feeling the
agony. Wulfgar knew of only one escape from the pain. Thus, he
had taken his bottles and run away, and only by swallowing
thefiery liquid had he blurred that memory.

"Thought he knew you?' Morik asked doubtfully.

Wulfgar stared at him blankly.

"The man in the Cutlass,” Morik explained.

"He was mistaken," Wulfgar slurred.

Morik flashed him a skeptical look.

"He know who | once was," the big man admitted. "Not who |



"Deudermont,” Morik reasoned.

Now it was Wulfgar's turn to look surprised. Morik knew

most of the folk of Luskan, of course—the rogue survived
through information—but it surprised Wulfgar that he knew

of an obscure sailor (which iswhat Wulfgar thought Deuder-
mont to be) merely visiting the port.

"Captain Deudermont of theSea Sprite," Morik explained.
"Much known and much feared by the pirates of the Sword
Coast. He knew you, and you knew him."

"I sailled with himonce. . . alifetime ago,” Wulfgar admitted.
"I have many friends, profiteers of the sea, who would pay
handsomely to see that one eliminated,” Morik remarked,
bending low over the seated Wulfgar. " Perhaps we could use
your familiarity with this man to some advantage.”

Even asthe words |eft Morik's mouth, Wulfgar came up fast
and hard, his hand going about Morik's throat. Staggering on
unsteady legs, Wulfgar till had the strength in just that one
arm to lift the rogue from the ground. A fast few strides, as
much afall asarun, brought them hard against the wall of a
warehouse where Wulfgar pinned Morik the Rogue, whose feet
dangled severa inches above the ground.

Morik's hand went into a deep pocket, closing on a nasty

knife, one that he knew he could put into the drunken
Wulfgar's heart in an instant. He held his thrust, though, for
Wulfgar did not pressin any longer, did not try to injure him.
Besides, there remained those nagging memories of drow elves
holding an interest in Wulfgar. How would Morik explain
killing the man to them? What would happen to therogueif he
didn't manage to finish the job?

"If ever you ask that of meagain, | will—" Wulfgar left the
threat unfinished, dropping Morik. He spun back to the sea,
nearly overbalancing and tumbling from the pier in his
drunken rush.

Morik rubbed a hand across his bruised throat, momentarily
stunned by the explosive outburst. When he thought about it,
though, he merely nodded. He had touched on a painful

wound, one opened by the unexpected appearance of Wulfgar's
old companion, Deudernont. It was the classic struggle of past
and present, Morik knew, for he had seen it tear men apart



time and again as they 