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Prologue One

Che LOST COME Of HNCIENCT MHGIC

CELLS THE THLE Of Maxindin' the
Great, who sattetb alone in the bigbest
{{stone tower of bis ancient keep. "Twas
i there, in his my$tical laboratory, fhat the
'( N wizened wizard now $pent the majority of
S d his time. Quietly, peacefully, he read an an-

(] e
‘ \'I\& , ,i / c1ent tome as he sat in an embroidered
}'
\

/e

b'
R
‘ lf 3 & 0w ¢hair smoking a long meers¢haum pipe,
‘(‘\/"/‘5‘%‘6 }\,) the bowl of which was carved in fhe fear-
S = PINY 4 some likeness of a great Red & Blatk Dra-
g6n5 head. Blue-gray smoke switled lazily about the wizards hoary head as one
long finger §eadily traced the fading words across yellowed parChment.
R 228 OWEVER, peace and tranquility had never been close acquaint-
f; ) ances of Maxindin; and their fleeting and tenuous visit was about to
7 come to an end. For in the darkness beyond fhe embattled walls of
Wizards Keep, three enigmatic figures lurked in the shadowy night~a fierce
steed Champed nervously at his bit, eyes smoldering like glowing coals as he
pawed one massive hoof restlessly at the hard turf; beside the sable mount, gray
and blatk in fhe cold light of a green moon, crouthed a large cat, a sinewy feline
who snarled and fought at the leafher harness fhat held him in ¢heck; and at
the other end of the §&urdy leash §tood a tall lean Man, in heavy blatk robes.
HE young Mans hard eyes surveyed Maxindins impressive citadel,
@yﬂ he smiled confidently to himself; for twas his belief that the old
wizard had grown lax with age and ease, and fhe youth believed fhat
his own time had come at la$t.

1 See following pages for notes on pronouncing the Indréléan vowels, whith have retained their Vibndrdm variants (one-,
two-, and three-dot diacriticals).
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I6h Up WICHIN CTHE STURDY tower, the flickering
light of Maxindins oil lamp gleamed brightly in his eyes, a
mode$t hint at the vibrant life §till radiant wifthin an aging but
agile frame. Yellow flame-light shimmered softly upon fhe

smooth fabric of the old Man5 garb, as do §tars upon a calm
night’s sea. The §trange and shifting opalescent colors of fhe sendaline raiment
made the silver-haired sire appear as fhough he were a Shide who twinkled in
and out of the Airfhal Ambit. For Maxindin wore fhe signifying robes of one
who had $pent his lifetime in the §udy of Benevolent Magic; and the wondrous
and varied colors of the nacreous fabric bore teStament to the fat fhat he had,
indeed, mastered every aspect of what fhe Elves called, “High Trufh.” Yea!
Maxindin was indeed of the order~Migus Magnificent.

IS silver beard hung soft and thitk and so long it lay in curls upon his
;@; lap as he sat and perused the ancient book before him. His eyes were
7 deep-set and furrowed wifh age and care; but the blue-gray orbs, be-
neath thi¢k white eyebrows, shone brightly and twinkled wifh keen awareness.
Alfhough well-hidden by his looseAfitting garments, his build was yet lean and
§trong. Once, he had §tood the most lofty and proud among mortal Men, de-
scended in a direct patrilineal line from the House of Lébénmailan the Quick-
Eyed, fir&t of all magic wielders.

PR ET even for illu@trious wizards... Lo! Even for Maxindin fthe Great,
time will eventually claim its inexorable toll; and fthe-now, fhe old
- mégus sat bent with years~many, many long years~his broad shoul-
ders drooped wifth fhe very burden of simply being.

NDEED, local legend in Férmén~over whose township Wizards

% Keep held §toic watch—~maintained that Maxindin was none ofher than

the Great Silvermin of yore, a renowned wizard of local tradition who

was already old when the World was yet young and, as some believed, was,

indeed, older than writing, itself.

OWEVER, suth was purely $peculation; and little was known for a

certainty amongst the townsfolk of Férmén concerning Maxindins

age, except that he was certainly older than merely “very old” and as

my$terious as time, itself... remembered by fhe eldest of their elders as an an-
cient wizard, even in the earliet memories of their own di§tant youths.

32) ERILY, and if one wished to discern the true age and heritage of

Maxindin the Great, one would do best to journey north to distant

! Eitérés, where fhe long-lived High Elves remember the past as if yes-

ter-year were yester-day. There, in the Emerald Fore§t, Maxindin was well-
known, indeed, and remembered honorably by his many true and rightful titles:
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Ferloxohis Lé Lan" ~the Great Silvermé',n;Lé’[:ér/l/[zlf?ﬁ’mmT/fhe Argent Wizard; L¢
Fer A'Edéréen’ ~the Silver Wanderer; and by fheir most endearing term:
Driték' ~Blf Friend, as they had long ago dubbed him.

had accomplished during his venerable life. The Elves had not forgot-
ten that 'twas he who had driven the rancorous Hill Trélls from the Chinlénk
Mountains ere the Spring of Great Content, banishing forever the horrid flesh-
eating creatures to the lands ea$t of the Nasér. That was the-now more than
ten-score-andAfifteen years hitherto. % Yea, and for that magnanimous a¢t and
for the many ofher great feats he had accomplished~and not only in his much
younger years~Maxindin was forever destined to be deeply revered and well-
belovéd amongst the First-born and fheir descendants.

N7 UT alas, though greatly postponed by his craft, Maxindin was now
é @ N3 beginning to feel the true toll of those many, many taxing years. He
/e was, after all, the-now rightly ancient, even by the rekoning of fhe
enduring Elves of i1, For though he was but a Man, by race, he was as old
as ftheir eldest High Elvan fafhers and §till new to the World only in the eyes of
the Driid" and fhe Elder Elves, who, alone of Névinéiiss Children, yet remem-
ber the fir&t twinklings of fhe fir& Qars, long ere even Azon~Fafher of Mortal
Men~er& walked the Four Realms.”

T Ferloxilis Lé Lan {H.E.} (silver + mane the bearded; “Silver-mane”)

" Dis iz a sénténs dézind tii help G wip pronunséishon in al 3¢ boks.
Vibndréan (vil'mis-esn); Indrél (in'diél); Arqidvéa (i1'kwa-vé); Shimréng ('fimaen).
a (&) =about; a(3)=at; aii(v)=ouch; &(a)="father; 4 (3)=ape; e (&) =set; ¢ (&) =end; & (3) = nefarious;
é(e)=eel; i(i)=fit; i(i)=in; (1) =pier; 1(1)=L o (&
66 (ce) = schon; & (8) = oh; &€ (a1) =boy; u (&) =burn; w (
g (7) = wine
Note: For those who wish to learn the accurate pronunciation of Indréléan words as they have been done into English
from the Common Tongue in L& Wendemiréiiés Morldr—The Heroes’ Bloodline, the following may be helpful. Consonants are
§traightforward and close enough to English to forgo explanation. With respect to vowels, the allophonic variant of eath
vowel is determined by its Vilndréan Variant—the number of its diacritical dots. Simply put: The more dots, the “longer”
the vowel sound; to wit, vowels with no dots are always soft and vowels with three dots are always hard, with increasing
degrees of diphthong and rear-tongue movement, second ftage or "efho" on the vowel, and slight downward pith glide
with the increase from zero, to one, two, and, finally, three dots.

8) =hot; 66 (506) =took; 6 (ce) = monsiew;
(50) = frugal; @ (&) = union; ¥ (y) = yes;

T LéFer Mistfivimn {HLE.} (the argent magic + light; “the Argent Wizard")

T Lé For AEGeréen {H.E.} (the argent notat-home-er; “the Argent Wayfarer”)

T Diiték {HE.} (“Elf-Friend")

T Diiiid (H.E.} (EIf + juvenile; “EI£Child")

T the Four Lands; L Iréintilé Lonili {E.E.} (the this + walk mother; “the Motherlands”; Indrél)
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HE DUSKY CHAMBER IN-CHE-WHICH MAXINDIN
Ch€ GREHCT then sat, he called his sfudy or his laboratory;
though it might better have been described as a library, owing

2 to the countless books fhat lined its walls, shelves, cupboards,
N lintels, and were §tacked upon tables, thairs, and even in ran~
dom piles upon the floor, in the corners, and amongst the hambers many al
coves.

N7/ UT books were nd? the rooms most striking feature. Set apart from
€ the ofher works of art that filled the crowded §tudy, by reason of its
e central and prominent location upon an ofherwise empty wall, hung
a single, &triking Elvan tapestry of most wondrous delight to behold. 5% Look-
ing up from his tome for a moment, Maxindin glanced at that ancient woven
work~the effort of many nimble Elvan fingers and countless patient years; and
when he did so, the old wizard yearned for times and circumstances fhat would
never be or come to pass again. & It had been more than two decades since lat
he had visited the Emerald Wood, and more fhan two centuries since fir& he
had beheld fhe enfhanted homeland of fthe High Elves of the Forest, when he
was §ill but a hild. w# Haeh it truly been so long an age since I was young? he won-
dered. For to him~and all the more so as the many gathering years had ever
more-quitkly faded into the pagt~his life now seemed but fhe briefest encoun-

ter with existence. 2% Aye/ he nodded to himself in rye acceptance; / suppose it
hath, indeed.

"8 MAXINDIN S8AC READING CTHACT evening, enjoying
an Asiréan tragedy, he blew large rings of smoke from his
bearded lips, savoring his rare and fine smoking hetbs; and, as
he did so, he smiled to himself contentedly. i A token of his
vast travels, the Azmir herbs he smoked had suddenly brought
to his mind fthat &range and remote land, where good pipe herbs brought more

upon the marketplace scales than did fhe abundant nuggets of gold or fhe in-
numerable gemstones and jewels so common as to be almost worthless in that
marvelous region.

oy C ROM CTIME CTO TIME, HAS he read, Maxindin also glanced
Y over at a large bookcase that §tood against the wood-paneled
| wall, to the right of fhe Elvan tapestry, dire@ly across from where
 he sat. The dark oak cabinet held fhe wizards mo§t powerful

B magic scrolls and glamoury codices; and, upon its ornately carven

top shelf rested his most treasured possession~a large silver tome, its argent
vellum $pine embossed wifh goldleafed riines. Maxindin was the only mortal
alive who knew that fhe sacred glamoury codex §till survived, and he kept fhat
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secret well; for the silver glamourdex was invisible to all mortal eyes, save for
his own. Even his apprentice, Zérwind ~the one Man he trusted above all ofh-
ers and fthe only one with whom he was truly close~did not know about the
existence of the ancient talisman of protettion. & This §tri€t secrecy the ven-
erable wizard deemed absolutely necessary, despite the taxing toll upon his be-
ing fhat suh ongoing $pells exalted; for he knew fhat if The Skiwird-as the
large tome was named of old in the Common Tongue~were ever to be lost to
malicious forces, the innocent folk of Indrél would be in the grave§t of dangers.
Indeed, discovery of its mere exiStence would surely portend the greate§ doom
for all free Men, Elves, and Dwirves. Not even the Crystal Crown of
Lénalérnalon would be a more dangerous talisman in the hands of an ambi-
tious tyrant who could unloék the book’s powerful magic. For alfhough fhe be-
nevolent glamoury codex’s complement~its evil counterbalance, 7/e Sirsér~was
§till lo&t to the World, if ever twere learned that Maxindin had rediscovered
the silver tome of protection, its malevolent, blatk-tome-counterpart would
surely be sought out by every sorcerer alive and, inevitably, discovered. For yea,
does not Destiny invariably ever so seem to work?

?""‘ GES ago, the two terrible talismans had been lost to the World for-
%2 ever... Or so the Wise had believed, until Maxindin had accidentally

1 discovered The Skiwdrd, in his searéh for ancient written colleftions of
wisdom, knowledge, and magic. He had immediately realized, then, that if 7he
g g y
Skiwdrd could be found, why so, too, could The Sirsér.
‘,’“ SZ HUS, one-hundred-and-one years ago, Maxindin had taken upon
himself a secret quest: for to find 7he Sérsér and fhen to de§troy the two
A q y
PN powerful tomes, together, to rid the World, once and forever, of the
doomed “godssends.”
[>7yp INTIL then, he knew that his only ¢hance at fulfilling this quest lay
! in the keeping of his discovery of The Skiwdrd an absolute secret. As he
b) ping Y
had... until that very night.
==X 0W, TJPON CHACT PARTICULARLY fACEFUL even-

ing, Maxindin was not §tudying one of his many §trange glam-

H oury codices. Neither was he meditating upon an ancient work
9 of Elder Wisdom. Nor even inve&igating an exceptionally in
triguing hi§tory but was, intead, enjoying a work of plain or-
dinary fiGtion~a simple but profound tragedy written by Fliités~a great au-
thor and poet of Asiréan antiquity, famed for his use of comedy amid sorrow.
"Twas a rather random book to be reading, among$t Maxindins vast library of
significant sCholarly writings, a work of fiction recently acquired along wifth a
few precious volumes of the previously lot Jmperial Records of Asdré, which were
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the only extant account of a civilization that had, long ago, blossomed and
flourished, during fhe Fir§t Age of Man~fhe Age of Art~only to suddenly de-
cline and be destroyed during Mans second age~the Age of Ignorance.

S LL throughout his long life, Maxindin had been too busy to enjoy,
ﬁ for their own sake, the lay-books he had colleted. He had devoted all
of his time to §tudying his magic tomes and contemplating works of

ancient wisdom and resear&ling olden hiStories, ever in his ardent search for
The Sérser. 2 But the-now, at 1a&, Maxindin made fhe time for reading collec-
tions of poetry, grappling wifh philosophical treatises upon the nature of being,
and for relishing simple works of fine prose. He was old and tired; and he had
acquiesced, at-the-la&, to fhe inescapable fact that ‘twas not his Destiny for to
find The Sérsér. That que&t, he would or’ long pass on to his apprentice in

magic~Zérwind the Young.

2 GAIN, Maxindin smiled to himself as he thought of his appren-
SKYAY

tices appellation. For, who would the-now call Zérwind “Young?”
$pent in fhe learning of magics many secrets. & And yet, neifher was

The Mans flowing beard had long since grown silver with long years

Maxindins novice “old”~not very old, at any rate... not as was his mentor.
There were yet a few dark §treaks in Zérwinds hair~at the corners of his
moutfh, at his temples~and his thi¢k eyebrows were &ill almost jet black. 3%
And unlike Maxindin, Zérwinds frame was §ill §traight and true, his gait,
&rong and quick. ¥ Neverfheless, the outward resemblance betwixt the two
sdges was so similar that fthey might easily have been mistaken for brothers,
though that, they certainly were not!
VER the years, Maxindin had taught Zérwind much, passing on to
him the secrets handed down from one generation of wizard to an-
N & other~fhe Charms and incantations fhat set events in motion, turn
thoughts into reality, and transform objefts and beings. And or’ long, he would
confide in his apprentice his secret knowledge of the rediscovered Skiwdrd and
turn fhe searlh for The Sirsér over to his one, lagt, faifhful disciple. & "Twas, at-
long1a&, time for Maxindin the Great to simply relax and enjoy his much-
belovéd, muéh-treasuréd musty, old library and his precious pipe weed and his
colle@tion of curious trinkets and artifa@s, to adore his art, to savor his well-
earned leisure, and to reminisce upon a lifetime of colorful~if not always pleas-

ant~memories.

=4 E ¢hudkled and nodded to himself as he read his Asiréan tragedy and

-f i& smoked his meers¢haum pipe, again glancing up to ¢hek upon the se-
cret talisman over whith he kept wath. 32 White rings of smoke
floated lazily about his head and slowly drifted out a pair of open terrace doors,
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at the far end of his §tudy.

e\ 32 N the di§tance, the town bell of Férmén rang-out fhe second half of the

late evening watéh: ten, deep, resounding knells fhat eChoed hollowly
?‘ through the high towers of Wizards Keep.

TN\ NCE more, his gaze went from fhe book he read, up to The Skiwird,
and then badk, again, to the tragedys brittle yellow pages.
AN S

When the last ﬁir monarchs of Asavo, yea even Their Majesties Im-
perial Landros the Benevolent, Imperator of Asavo, and Lady
Ldndre, Imperess of Asavo, were laid to rest amongs? the tombs of
their allies, yea, verily, in the Temple crypts prepared ﬁr the noble
fathers of Asdreé, even in the very Imperial Chambers of Emperor
Ldngsﬁ"rﬂ] the Long-Lived, Pétentate of Asaré, lo and behold! The
Sérsér was sealed therein with them, that it might be kept saﬁ ﬁr
all time and eternity, free from the foolish ambitions of Men...

222N AUSING, Maxindin wondered whether or no’ this could possibly
be true. No one had ever fhought to look in Asavés sister city of

2R Asiré for the ancient black tome. The two empires had fought to-
gether as allies again& Séfhtén and his malign armies; and the sovereigns of
both nations /ad been decimated to the man, at the end of the War, in the Bat-
tle of Kentré Plateau, which was, indeed, near Asiré. & Was it not, then, pos-
sible... even probable that both Potentate Lingsforth of Asiré and Imperator
Landrés of Asavé had been interred, therein, together, below the Temples of Di
émond, in the Vale of Kings? & Might ndt the lost tome of ancient magic have been
buried in Asdré, all along, with the two historic monarchs?

UT ere he could fully ponder the probability of suth a supposition,

y q Maxindin felt a sudden §trong flux in the Network of Magic~a sharp
Al tug upon the mystic fabric of energy through which his life had been,
for so very long, so inextricably interwoven.

YW\? LOWLY, he closed the novel and put his darkly colored pipe in its
Z B stand upon fthe oak treftle table beside his high-back Chair. # The
b 4%

air felt full of pregnant energy, seemed to forebode~to those in tune
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wifh its signs and portents~some great event not yet revealed to time and to
mortal Men.

OMEWHERE, very close at hand, Maxindin could sense a powet-
ful magic wielder casting a formidable §pell. 55 Perhaps Zorwind practices

his are, Mlaxindin tried to convince himself.

N not just s#rong magic that was being worked that night but, rafher, that
= ‘twas the Dark Arts in practice; and fhen, he knew that it could in no
wise be Zérwinds enthanting that he perceived. o
A NXIOUSLY, MAXINDIN DROPPED CTHE fFLAICE-
SEHN tragedy upon fhe floor and, wifh amazing $peed for a
Man of his great age, raced toward fhe open doors of his high

RS @ W UT even as he considered this possibility, he came to sense that twas

balcony. As he ran, he put to his lips a small silver whigtle,

which hung upon a fine silver ¢hain about his neck, blew upon
it, and filled fthe &ill night air wifh a solitary, high-pitfhed note that rang out
like a crystal-clear Elf clarion.

snowy mane like braided ermine interwoven with fine silver threads $pun in
the enfhanted furnaces of FHELHDSFHAR by illustrious Low Dwirves. In the
&allions eyes burned a white-hot fire, which cradkled like lightning; for ke, too,
could sense something foul in the air.

one not. The silver-haired wizard simply leapt atop fhe sleek white
& badk of the Windcourser, and togefher they §prang from the high

balcony into fhe cool night air and were aloft.

T Fugrupsenir {L.D.} (mine + deep) MLTENTD
NOTE: In the original Common Tongue texts of LéWéndéléen Gonninéz, words from the Low Dwirvish Tongue and the
proper names of Dwirves and their lands and possessions are recorded in Dwirvic Riines. Since there is no case digtin¢tion
between upper- and lowercase in Dwirvic Cirth, in this text small caps are used for the sake of clarity. Dwirvish proper
names and uniquely Dwirvish words are bolded to provide the flavor of their original forms (just as the Elvish tongues
are translated with a light italic font to refle¢t the fine script used in Elvan writing forms).
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Prologue Cwo

Che€ CTURNING Of CThe TIDE

74 CTHh€ DARKNESS, fAR BELOW the
great winged stallion, Radiance, & bis
wizard-rider, Maxindin, lay the small
d{townsbip of férmén. Lights &ill flikered
fin 2 few of its windows—some folk kept
awake by labors that continued through the
dark watthes, ofhers cating fhe intimate

shadows of lovers embracing to ward away

N2 g the nights ¢hill. & As the Windcourser cir-

” cled downward through fhe cri$p air, Max-

indin could sense that somewhere, hidden within the black shadows of his be-

loved hamlet, toiled the praftitioner of malicious magic. £ Radiance hovered,

for a moment, wheeling, silent and anxious. Then, Maxindin gave the signal;

and the Windcourser tucked in his furry wings, held them tightly again& his

flanks, and the twain plummeted towards fhe source of malice, as might a
§treaking thunderbolt from a dark and cloudless firmament.

s N Ch€ CENCTER Of THE village was a greensward, in-the-
whith the townsfolk of Férmén had joined wifh Maxindin and
Zérwind in creating and caring for a small sacred grove and gar-
den. The little orlhard of fruit trees and garden of flowering
shrubs and rare herbs, colleéted from fhroughout Indrél, was a
sanftuary of peace and a hallowed place. Indeed, 'twas fhere that the villagers
gathered for song and dance at the sol$tices; upon Midsummers Morn, for a
community breaking of the night’s fa&; and upon Midwinters Eve, when they
ex&xanged boxes of sweet, dried fruits kept hidden from the hildren since the

onset of autumn.
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HAT night, the park was dark, silent, and heerless; and 'twas fhere
that Maxindin dire¢ted Radiance to land.

&7, % QT LO! The village green was no longer recognizable to them.

3] Where once lovely trees and lush bushes had grown, a common
{ whose beauty was rivaled only by the magic and wonder of
The %en’s Garden in the Elvan kingdom of Estérés, §tood the-
now but burnt and grotesquely contorted §tumps, scattered
amids§t uprooted plants and scorthed sod. 3 An eerie mist swirled about the
twisted and misshapen foliage. Silva had risen, fhe waning forest-moon casting
a weird green hue upon a mire of low-drifting fog, which gave to the scene of
misshapen flora the illusion of §trange vepertine monsters lurking in the nights
pale light.

ﬁ T fhe center of fhe perverted shrubbery §tood two dark figures: one,
the silhouette of a tall intimidating Man; the ofher, a §teed, &tark and
S 3 rigid. Before fhem lay a swarfhy panther. 32 The enigmatic Mans long
hair and short pointed beard were the color of shiny coal; and more, he was
clad from head to boot solely in blatk, with a heavy cape of inky suede hung
about his tall frame. Only the icy whites of his hard eyes and his sharp
teeth~whiCh gleamed menacingly in the §arlight-betrayed his mortal §tate.
His eyebrows were thik and wiry, with sharp arches, fierce and yet seductively
handsome, overshadowing dark, wide-set eyes. In his left hand, he held an iron
staff wifh the grotesque head of a Gérgén cast in tarnished silver upon one
end.

EVS:-: HE §teed was as black as the riders suede cloak~or perhaps
@é bladker.~and as tall at the shoulder as the Mans full height, which was
p exceeding. ¥ When fhe sable beasts wild eyes turned upon Maxindin
and Radiance, they flared with a red light that hinted of a malevolence not born
of the Arfhal Ambit but of fhe Ardéntéal. The Chargers coarse coat was rough
and matted, and about him hung fhe &enth of rotting flesh. He was Grithléer
the Nightcharger. )

"8 MAXINDIN & RADIANCE APPROACHED the cen-
ter of fhe park, the black §tallion trotted a few Steps forward in
¢hallenge. Radiance neighed anxiously and pawed at the §trange
fog that slifhered about his hooves as though ‘twere constricting
serpents. 3% But Maxindin &roked the Windcoursers neck in
reassurance; and when the magic wielder alighted from his mount, the green

miét dissipated about them as might the la& wisps of fog at the triumph of
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day.
OLDLY, the black-clad figure before them raised his iron §taff to
the Starry $ky and, bringing it down cruelly, ripped open the he&t of
the creature at his feet. 5% The feline let out an unearfhly scream as
switls of §team rose in the cool night air from the entrails of fhe disemboweled

beast.
HE scent of sudden deafth filled bofh §allions’ nogtrils, heightening
@Radiance's disquietude and, at the same time, exciting Grafhléér into
a near frenzy.
P % AXINDIN $trode slowly closer as the enigmatic sorcerer in blatk
reathed his right hand into the cats riven hest and tore out its heart,
s-»- : --é &ill throbbing its final pulses, §pewing forth hot, §teaming gore.
BPEN CTHE SILVER WHNDERER WHS within a few
paces of fhe incanting sorcerer, a ring of fire sprang up betwixt

them, suddenly surrounding fthe dark figure and his ghagtly

sacrifice, encircling them in a prote@tive wall of green flames

many hands high.
N RATHLEER reared restlessly without but did not advance further.

HROUGH the dance of the arcane flames, Maxindin could see the
bladk-clad Man working his powerful Atrous Magic. He recognized

the incantation as the reversal of a Banish Across the Astronomical

Barriers' spell, which, being intoned balkwards, Maxindin knew would loose
fhe Shide of a condemned Diminwriith into the ZArfhal Ambit. 3 Once in
Indrél, the Diminwriith would be free to enter a physical body and become a
Déiminmongter in the form of a fierce Amalgamation Beast. & And Maxin-
din was well aware that once the Dimanwraifth had crossed over, it would pos-
sess, and fhen mutate, fhe carcass of fhe jaguar, perverting the cat into a hide-
ous creature that would grow in size and shapes as it consumed its victims.
Eaéh Man, animal, or monster fhat it killed would be absorbed, to become an
extension of the transforming Beagt, eath viétim joining and fusing with the
previous bodies, incorporating claw or pincer, hand or hoof, limb or wing, what-
ever furfhered the Dimanmon&ers desires. & Moreover, once released, virtu-
ally nofhing would be able to §top fhe cancerous creature. Ordinary weapons
of iron and §teel would be as useless again&t suh a monster as they were

Y Banich Across the Aronomical Barriers $pell {L.T.} ERUZRAT ROMRAZT NU MURETU = (across Bartier go forever)
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again$t the Unseen or the Undead, its body impervious to all but the most pow-
erful $pells and enfhanted weaponry. Not even Maxindin fhe Great could de-
§troy such a creature, alone and unprepared. The Dimanmonster would be free
to wreak its havoc until he could gafher the clerics and talismans needed to sep-
arate the Dimanwriith from the Zrfhal bodies it had taken, and thus send it
back to the Ardéntéal hell from whence it had come. 2 Until then, nothing in
Indrél would be safe, neifher naked babe nor valiant warrior, fair creature nor
foul; nothing could wifh§tand fhe Amalgamation Beasts malignance. Its vile
presence, alone, would wifher fhe sweetest flowers of Férmén upon the vine,
turn clean flesh unholy, and bringing despair even to the bravest heart.

ND when it had de§troyed Maxindins small hamlet and had assimi-

)

B/

$preading corruption until twas de§troyed or else all wide Indrél laid to waste

lated its every inhabitant, fhe Dimanmonster would seek out the next
village or farm or Orc den for to devour, growing ever §tronger wifh its

and the Amalgamation Bea§t, master of the wreck and ruin thereof.
X \ READ fILLED MAXINDIN'G® PEARCT, BUCT he did not
2

% waver. Quifkly, he searlhed his pouches for what he needed. &
S x| Yet perhaps twas already too late. A flash of green light re
@ vealed fhe face of the dark magic wielder, who looked up from
‘{‘ his malevolent labors, a crooked smile twisting his sharp lips.
The sorcerers black mustache was thin; and his beard was trimmed to a §tiletto
point at the ¢hin. When he smiled, a look of cruel cunning sparkled in his dark
eyes. #Z “A zmadiis!” cried Maxindin when he realized, all too late, the sorcerer’s
identity. For indeed, only fhen did he recognize the enthanter as the young
prince of Nodrésf.
RYERILIOR  some time, Maxindin had been aware fhat the Nodrésféan
prince was §udying the Dark Arts; and thus, Maxindin had been
4 wathing young Azmadiis carefully from a distance. He knew fhat
the Dark Prince was a §tudent under Bircégan, Maxindins own sometime-ap-
prentice. But what Maxindin had not foreseen, nor could he have ever guessed,
was that this young Soufherland prince would grow so powerful so quickly,
§trong enough, even, to thallenge a Magter wizard, suth as himself, even a
Migas Magnificent! Not even Bircégan~Maxindin had wrongly be-
lieved ~was powerful enough for to consider suh fell ambitions.
% NDEED, upon first becoming aware of fhe intrusion, Maxindin had

presumed fhat twould be one of the Order of the Red whom he would
face that night... not the young apprentice of one of its Dark Masters.
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CERUM GN CTZHRMOR...”" 1% As Azmadis neared the
completion of his horrible Release from Banishment $pell,
lightning crashed down from the $ky, sending thunder rum-
bling through the peaceful township of Férmén as though the

S

\
‘2‘
2 Y-
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& ground-quaking march of an invading army of Stone Giants.

Indeed, the very air was torn asunder by fhe $pells power as white bolts rent

the §tarry night into bx:oken shards of black.

5 NXZAXINDIN was too late. The Dimanwriith was coming! Nei-
@ ther valor nor wizardry could prevent its crossing the-now. Suth
1 ’é formidable Mist~Argent Magic or Atrous~once set into motion,

could in no wise be easily turned aside. The $pells powerful inertia was too

great to be halted or reversed by the benevolent wizards own hadty incanta-
tions. Azmadiis had already won. Maxindin had only been lured to the town
gardens out of $pite, not in Challenge. He had been brought there for to be de-
§troyed Airst of all his belovéd town to be assimilated by the new Dimanmon-
§ter’s ravenous bloodlust. .

NS, QY AC CHEN, CHE OLD MAGE had a wonderfully terrible
Y idea. If the glamoury could not be halted or reversed, perhaps
{ it could be diverted. & “OSVEZO LIX MUEZAL,”" intoned

Maxindin.

P ITH those few words of his own~a simple $pell of Seeing Spoken
badkwards—~and a wave of the Silver Wizards hand, Azmadiis loét
CAONSK his sight.
T b€ DARR PRINCE BUT LAUGDHED at the trick. “’Tis

cerer uttered his incantation in full, his long, outstretthed ﬁngers pointing
blindly towards the body at his fet: “UTERUM UN TZARMOR
TARZURE!”"

Y Release ﬁvm Banishment $pell = UTERUM UN TZARMOR TARZURE +# (forever go Barrier across)
¥ pell of Blinding {D.T.} USVEZO LIX MUEZAL # (eyes the awaken)
Y Release ﬁvm Baniskment $pell = UTERUM UN TZARMOR TARZURE # (forever go Barrier across)
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ST=Cwrrr==1C CHAC VERY MOMENC, MAXINDIN'S ap-
A\ \prentice  arrived. Zérwind wore the robes of fhe
learner~the plaid birrus, wifh its crisscrossed fthreads of
| blue, white, silver, yellow, and gold interwoven into the
)| gray clofh of the novice. £ “No!” he cried above fhe din
| of the confli€t when he saw what was toward.
LA d For even as Azmadiis had uttered the la& syllables of
his wicked $pell, Maxindin had leapt through the ring of green flames, shoving
the dead jaguars body from fhe magic circle. In place of the sacrificed cat’s car-
cass, the Dimanwriith was released into fthe agéd wizards prostrate body.
ICHh H BRICLCIANC GREEN BURST of light, the
dreaded crossing commenced. All Indrél shook as fhe fabric of
two Ambits at once meshed and tore apart. A veritable whirl-
wind formed as hot air hissed into the little garden and cool

night air rushed out into Lower Ardéntéa.
WA OR a trice, both worlds overlapped, thenandfhere, and existed in the
§ same $pace and time, two realities as one, two Ambits within one ex-
At iStence, both fhe decimated garden and some unspeakable Ardentéal
hell. Trees were become giant hideous cry$tals, sharp and angular; roks were
growing fhings, shifting and fhanging; verdant grass turned into wrifhing,
bladk, blind worms; the darkness fhat crept into Indr'é’l/overwhelmingly heavy,
enveloping and swallowing everything; the pale light of §tars and moon~was
at the same while dazzlingly bright, glaring, and biting, in the di§tant world of
eternal darkness, as brilliant as §taring into a full noontide sun for the myriad

red eyes that had not seen suth illumination in eons.
e\ 32 NDREL was Lower Ardéntéa~Lower Ardentéa, Indrél. 33 Sounds, too,
?’l"z passed from one Ambit to the ofher. Weird cries, of beagts hifherto un-
?‘ known, unnamed, undreamed-of in fthe deepest, moé&t-fearful nightmares
of mortal Men, flooded into Indrél-fhe thick batting of enormous wings, the
rough scrape of nail and claw upon brittle &one, fthe $kirl and keen of agony
and pain, and the cries of lu§tful conquest, all $pilled into the peaceful hamlet

of Férmén, in a grim foreshadowing of what was to come.
] AMEWHILES, into the Ardéntéal Ambit §ole an alien sound, an
un-sound, as unfamiliar as light to the eternally dark world. A damp-
ES2ZN ening hush of calm night fll upon Lower Ardéntés, as fhough all
sound might be absorbed and muted out of existence. The soft Chirp of crickets
and fhe delicate flutter of a mofhs wings were deafeningly subtle and soft to

ears that had only ever know harshness and clamor.
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Y] UC CHEN, HBOVE HALL~CHE lamentations and fhe si-
f¥ lence~roared up fhe din of sudden combat as the most power-
{ ful Dimianwriiths of Lower Ardéntéa §truggled to cross the
transient threshold firét. & Quickly, one was vi€torious~more
»~ vile, treaherous, and powerful than the rest.

\ IKE a dark eclipse, the great Dimianwriifh—~nameless, faceless, and
§ ‘1 shapeless—entered fhe Arfhal Amblt and claimed fhe body provided

for it within the magic circle. ¥ In that moment, the crossing was

complete. The doorway clapped closed; and Indrél was, again, Indrél-Lower
Ardéntéa, Lower Ardéntéa.

—=>) ILCENCE FfILLED THE NOW-BALMY NIGHCT; and the
5 air grew calm and §till, in the little ruined greensward. # With

a wild cry, Radiance reared up on his hind legs and beat his
powerful wings in fury, swirling the eerie mists about him into
a green tornado of dust and ash. His eyes burned wifh white

fire; and his teeth gleamed in the dim night. & He gharged at Grafhléer; and
they clashed into one another, like day into night, colliding in a fiery sunset of
crimson, bladk, and white. £ Sparks flew from both horses’ shod hooves as they
met. Red flames leapt from the Nighthargers flared notrils as smoke bel
lowed from his snarled mouth.

78] ADIANCE was a giant amongst mortal $teeds, largest of his kind;
@ but Grafhléér was not of the Arfhal Ambit, and he was larger §till.

S

1T fIRSTC, IC LOORED HS fthough his gnashing teeth
would quitkly bring an end to ftheir confli¢t as he tore at fhe
Windcoursers white neck with ferocity unmatthed by
equid—~mortal or fantastical. 5% But Radiance $pread his great
wings and, beating them wildly, pulled himself free of the black
§tallions deadly clenth.

HEN, Radiance reared, once more; and this time, his hooves found
%ﬂmir mark and tore at Grithléérs mangy throat. & Blatk-red gore

flowed from the gash, yet twas not enough to §top the foul beast. The
smell of his own blood only sent the Nighttharger into an even more fevered

rage; and he reared up on his hind legs, as well, pawing at the air betwixt them.
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S==uwan=—=2C CHE 8I6HT Of HIS master'’s possession, Z3r-
\ wind's clear blue eyes filled with tears of anger, frus-
tration, & sorrow as he rose fully erect, bis great
I beight suddenly apparent. True, he was only an ap-
) prentice wizard; but he was menacing and powerful,
| nonetheless~as is one with much §trengfh who is not yet
> d accu§tomed to it and, therefore, unpredi¢table and dou-
bly dangerous. “What have you done!” he cried.

NOFIDZMADUS turned blindly toward the horrified voice he took to be
ﬁ Maxindin5, believing fhat he had succeeded and fthat the Dimin-
&—L@ wriifh was now free to de§troy Férmeén. “Barcégan foolishly warnéd Us
that We were not yet ready to Challenge fthee, Maxindin the Crafty. But verily,
he was wrong 'bout a great many things. 3% “Our time, 'tis as at hand! We
prophesied truly the Dimanwriifhs arrival; and verily, We hath foreseen thy
death this very night. Naught that fhou may¢§t accomplish fthe-now shall
¢hange thy terminal de&tiny, Maxindin the Foolish!”

ORWIND, WHEN K€ REALIZED THAT Azmadis was
blind, acted quickly. Rolling his hands togefher, he produced a
sizzling blue ball of eleftricity and hurled fhe §phere of flames
and $parks at Azmadiss. $ The cluster of fervid energy §truk
the Dark Prince squarely in fhe ¢hest, in a bur& of dazzling

azure light.

HE bla& of ardent flames was potent but not powerful enough for to
 kill fthe sorcerer, though it momentarily stunned him, knofking Az
a’d madis aback, unconscious.

S the ring of green flames dwindled with its creator’s faint, Zérwind
rushed to his prostrate master and knelt at his side, gently rolling the
X .

old mége over onto his back. 3i¥ Maxindin yet lived; but his visage

was a sitkly shade of gray-green, contorted wifh pain and inner turmoil as if a
long-decaying body had been untimely and unwisely resurreted. Maxindin’s
pallid lips §tretlhed in agony to reveal teeth fhat gnashed and ¢hipped and frac-
tured as he gritted them unmercifully, seeming to fight a most intense fhe pain.
JEEING HIS MASTER'S DIRE STHCE, Radiance took

% to wing and drove Grithléér farther and farfher abadk until the
Nightcharger fled from the garden, galloping wildly through

—_

\‘% the empty cobblestone §treets of Férmeén in terror.
Yet the white Windcourser did not pursue the dark beast then
and kill him, as he might have. Nay, he swept bak to fhe side of his fllen

(
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rider, where Zérwind §rove to comfort his tortured teaher. 3¢ For wifthin
Maxindins rigid body two essences §trove painfully, one wifh anofher, in a
Staggering §truggle for control of the single corporeal shell. The Spécteral, intel
leGtual tussle contorted his face so fhat fhe skin was §tretéhed and bruised, and
blood tri¢kled from the corners of his eyes and mouth.
T times, a look of hatred filled red-embered eyes as the Dimian-
%2 wriith prevailed and §trove to drive the aged wizard from his own
e body. 3¢ At ofher whiles, Maxindin gained fhe greater part of control;
and in his blue-gray eyes might be seen a look of sharp pain, even fear, but also

of great §trength and defiance.

y@ ACK and forth, the tide surged thusly.

N, R4 PEN, fOR H fEW MOMENCS, Maxindin prevailed; and
he gained enough control for to focus his eyes and look upon

){ Z6rwind. “Bear me to my keep,” he managed through clenfhed

“Quickly!” urged Maxindin. “Not long shall I be able to hold
the Dimanwriifth at bay.”

P24 VEN  at those words, the pupils of his eyes glowed red once more,
(W5=28 and the orbs rolled up in fheir sockets until but bloodshot whites
N might be seen; and once again, his visage appeared inhuman as fhe
tide of fhe battle slowly turned again§t Maxindin.

P 7 “{ BEYING his mentors command, Zérwind lifted Maxindins rigid
body as if it weighed no more than a parChment cutout, gently plac-
A ,.é ing fhe old miguas upon the back of his anxious Windcourser. J#
Then Zérwind, too, clomb onto fhe winged horse; and Radiance leapt into fhe

air, fhru&t upwards by his powerful hind legs, until his great, whitefurred pin-
ions might carry them aloft.

E’w%w LOWLY, they rose into the air; and Radiance made for the high
{ B Sone towers of Maxindin’s keep.
=7
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CHhE DRAGON'S CHAST BREATH

HDIHNCG CANDED WICH H BLUS-
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CER of wind upon the bigh, open tower
terrace of Wizards Keep. C@ékly, Zoérwind
carried Maxindin within. Heedlessly, he
Y brushed aside loose books and parChment
A scrolls as he cleared a large oaken table in or-
‘ der for to lay fhe old Man5 body upon it. &
'o.-‘i‘?( hj\‘,"jcy‘.g For a trice, he was uncertain what to do with
\.C/’—« & Ahis possessed master. & Then, gently, he
brushed Maxindin§ long hair from his agonized face and reassuringly held
wrinkled hands fhat trembled rigidly. Speaking softly to him, Zérwind sought
to comfort with words that seemed to ease the look of anguish knotted upon
Maxindins ghatly countenance.
(y’ oW, LeT IT BE KNOUWN that upon the balcony behind
zﬁ// ] s them, a tiny unnoticed intruder liftened and watfhed~a small
] P green Qiidzlot called by his master, Qi. The diminutive rep-
tilian creature was Azmadiiss animal familiar, a dark-green,
leathery-wingéd fhing the shade of rotting leaves, who §tood
barely shin-high, had yellowed fangs, and $ported long sharp claws. From Qii%
crafty little head §prouted two devilish, yellowed-brown horns; and bony barbs
of the same twisted shape and color grew upon his shoulders, elbows, knees,
and heels. £ He crouhed in fhe shadows of Maxindin’s verandah, ﬁdgeted with
his slender, twitghing tail, and eavesdropped for his magter, his rubious, beady
eyes darting this way and fhat, pointed ears twitChing to and fro as he wathed
intently, and surreptitiously listened to all that was said and done.




RiNEGLAIVE: Sworp oF HEROES XIX
ProOLOGUE

* GHIN, MAXINDIN GHINED €NOUGH Of an edge in
the battle for to speak: “Harken unto my words carefully, my
son,” he whidpered. ## “What can I do, Master? Speak and I

will adt” € Yet ere Maxindin could reply, his eyes, again,

turned red. & In a voice most §trange to Zérwinds ears, harsh

and full of hatred, a declaration fhat was ndZ Maxindins came from Maxindins

lips: “There be naught that thou canét do, Bearded Fool!”

HE grating voice laughed mockingly as fhe Dimianwriifh gained
ever more control.

) ORWIND fell batk from the quaking body, letting his master’s
? limp hands drop from his own. & “Thy wizard be §rong,’ the Di-
x> minit motked, “but I be the §ronger and do destroy him utterly,

even the-now!”

ONECTDHELESS, MHXINDIN HGHIN WON OUC over
the intruder wifhin him one lag time. “Not yet, foul plague!”
he cursed harshly. & “Strengfh! Good Master! Thou shalt yet

prevail!” encouraged Zérwind. # “Alas, not so; the End upon

e bl me,” Maxindin replied hoarsely.

) ORWIND shook his head. “Nay! Nay!” 32 But Maxindin want
%;] ({‘:*} on. “Hush and heed my words: Ere I pass on, I mu& needs entrust
cmx>L/ thee with a great secret, Zérwind. What you must do wifh what I

impart hath more import, even, than my very life.”
“ UT Magter...!” & “Hearken well, my son. Heed me well.” His mas-
@E ters words fell to all but a whisper. “I shall not live to see the breaking
of the-day; but ere I die, I impart this great secret unto thee~a secret
upon which shall rest fhe fate of all Free Folk. .# Lo! Many ayear ago I redis-
covered The Skiwdrd, lo§t to the World in ages past. And the-now I Eharge thee
with the tasks of finding its corrupt counterpart, The Sirsér, and of fthereafter

destroying both glamoury-tomes, togefher, ere the same calamity may befall
Indrél that came at their creation.”

“eTZ HE SKIWARD. .7 and The Sérsér. ..? But surely, Magter” & “When
r “d’\ ” - . 7 . “ 3
ig; I am gone,” Maxindin interrupted, “you mu&t er§t take The White
NSy Tome, already in our possession, to the High Elves in £z, There you
mus’—" 4 “But you cannot not die! You musint!”
AXINDIN continued his infrutions §traightforwardly. “Hian-

thelas shall keep The Skiwdrd in good safety until its malevolent twin
s-»-- --é be found. Meanwhil&, must you venture forth and locate The Sérsér,
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that both tomes might be destroyed togefther and fhe World be rid of fhe

44
!

dooméd godssends forever

“PRARYOU cannot die, I say,” insited Zérwind. “I am not yet ready for such
a quest. There are innumerable $kills you have yet to teath me and too
: many sectets yet to be revealed, Great One.”

“ E §rong, Zérwind. Be &till. There be neither time nor hoice left to
i@ us the-now.” Maxindin$s voice was §ern as it became a harsh whis-
per. His body shook with $pasms and sudden convulsions.

7% ORWIND bent closer and listened, with sorrow in his heart, to his
]2 magters la§ words. 5 “My Gentle Apprentice, hearken well my final
x>l rede and esChew any selfish concerns for my life. Repeat to none the

words that have fallen~and shall fall Afrom my dying lips. You must vouchsafe

my secrets, for in their safekeeping rests fhe key to survival for all the Free Folk
of Indrél”

HOKING batk his tears, Zérwind nodded. “I swear, wifh my life,
to keep your secrets safe and to accomplish all fhat you require,” he
assured his magter. 2 “Then, heed me well the-now: This very eve,

as I read Flaités, I Chanced upon a fortuitous verse which revealed fhat, verily,
buried within fhe catacombs at Dale Orafh,...”

% AXINDIN coughed violently and tried to swallow fhe thick blood
[@ that ¢hoked his fhroat and slowly filled his lungs. His cold hands

P len¢hed Zérwinds so tightly they cut off fhe circulation and made his

fingers for to tingle wifh numbness. .

=S N CHh€ SHADOWS, QU’'S pointed ears perked as he listened

intently for fhe momentous “secret” about to be revealed.

ICHIN ChE€ SEALED TOMBS below the Temples
of Asiré,” continued Maxindin, “wifhin fhe Imperial
Chambers, lies The Sorsér, lo§t for more than a millen-
nium. There, I deem, the dark glamourdex of fell sorcery

ce e may yet be found.” His words were but a soft whisper as
his grip slowly slackened. “You must locate 7he Black Tome and then destroy both
codices, together, Black and White. 3% “’Take all that is mine. Use it to aid thyself
in thy search for The Srsér,” he said softly as a large drop of crimson fll from
the corner of his moufh, widening the red lines fhat ran down his ¢heeks to his
ears.
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“ 7 ORWIND,” he whispered, barely audible, “de§troy my body fhe-
g] 2; now, while the Dimanwriifhs attention is yet diverted.” ## “Fie!
el [ord!” cried Zérwind, who, again, §tepped away from his dying mas-
ter.
AT AXINDIN'S possessed body began to shake with fiercening con-
vulsions as he coughed and gasped for one 1ast breath. His eyes, ever
Q §trong and proud, suddenly revealed fear and uncertainty.
HEN, they smoldered with hatred and rolled back in their sockets.
The whites~red-§treaked ~bulged as Maxindins fhik eyebrows knit
with pain.
; ND CTHEN, CHh€ ANCIENT WIZHARD grew §till. & Zér-
wind crept forward, took his &ill hands within his own and felt
the warmfh return to them. He clut¢hed fhem, tightly. “Mas-
ter...! Mager...?”

LA
P ITHOUT warning, the Transference began. In one long explosive
(%&‘@ blast, all fhe fhoughts and memories of more than a lifetime, indeed,
AN all the hopes and fears, loves and losses, lessons and follies of gener-
ation upon generation of wizards passed, flowed from Maxindins mind into
Zérwinds.
S fhe full Transference flooded into his consciousness, Zérwind reeled
E as though physically blown aback by fhe sudden outpouring of emo-
R 3 tion and information. % Into the hidden recesses of his mind swept
every thought Maxindin had ever had, every feeling he had ever experienced,
every desire, every belief, every affe&tion, every insight, every passion, and every
dream, yea, and more than that-fhe memory of the fhoughts, feelings, desires,
beliefs, affections, insights, passions, and dreams of all his mentors predeces-
sors, as well, batk to Lébénmistlé the Foresighted~all these rushed into Zér-
winds mind, overwhelming, overpowering, very neatly completely overshadow-
ing his own consciousness.
16 SUDDENLY HAS IT BHAD begun, the Transference was
over~fhe investiture of Zérwind into the role of fullfledged
wizard, anointing him as a Master of All Colors, was complete,
with the bequeathing of the sumtotal of the Mentors knowledge
and experience to his Apprentice.
OWEVER, wifh the rush of edification and under§tanding came
ofher experiences~past disappointments, pains, fears, regrets, and

sufferings. .. And something else, as well, somefhing §trange fhat did
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not seem good or wise at allAeelings utterly unfamiliar to Zérwind, ideas
completely alien to him or his perception of his master.
UT Zérwind did not judge the Gift, could not judge it; he could but
S accept it wholeheartedly and absorb everything he had been offered
4‘. or reject it altogether.
, b€ CTIME PAD COME FfOR Zérwind to destroy Maxin-

ﬂ,ﬁ

dins weakened body, while the Dimanwriith was yet within
it."Twas his only fhance, his only opportunity to save Férmen,
though twould mean killing a friend he loved more fhan all the
Wotld. .. yea, killing himself, almost. & A knot tied itself in
Zérwinds tomath so tightly it seemed it could never be undone, and his head
pounded with pressure. He had never faced such a terrible dilemma before; and
as he fought to do what he knew he mu§, his haggard breafh came in short
shallow gasps.
] WICE, he went to place his large hands upon his belovéd masters
@ temples, to detroy his body wifh a lefhal ¢harm. % And twice, his
hands shook uncontrollably; and he withdrew them. & [ need time...
time to ponder possibilities, time to consider what I have been commanded to do. .. and if
thar is, indeed, what I must do; time to evaluate the situation and to ﬁnd anéther option;
time to consider the cots and consequences of each choice ere I do what I musZ,
522N ERHAPS, Maxindin was being too rash. Mayhap, there was a way
' he could save his beloved mentors life and yer destroy the Dimian.
% wriith,
“'4% OWEVER, time was one luxury that Zérwind did not possess.
m ‘The Déaminwriith would not wait for him to weigh his options or to
devise some other §tratagem; Zérwind could see as in his friend &iff.

ening visage. )
€€pP IN BIS HEARC, ZORWIND knew what must

%\ % needs be done. Yet he shook his head ruefully. Tears came to
‘ﬂ N his eyes. “I cannot, Master,” he said at la&, his heart torn be-
Gé A

twixt what he knew he mu§t do and fhat which he knew he
% could not. & For, had not Maxindin raised him almost from
the cradle? Had he not cared for him, protected him, had he not even loved him?
How can Ireturn a lifetime of kindness and charity with bister anguish and cruel death?
= A\ DEEP sense of helplessness filled Zérwind wifh depair, and he flt

 unworfhy even to be in his maters presence. He knew fhat twas his

duty to destroy the Dimanwriifh, but he could in no wise perpetrate
the terrlble murder necessary for to do so. His heart alhed wifh guilt, as though
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it might rupture within his hest. Yet he could not kill the Man he loved and
respected so deeply.
YW\? AMEWHILES, however, he felt a §trong urge, an alien one~the
desire to fulfill the command, to destroy both the Diminwriith and
b 2:3 Maxindin and become the new Master of the Wizards Keep, wat-
den of its many treasures and secrets, and the sole lord of all its dominion. i
He was powerful, the-now, more powerful than he had ever dared to imagine
he might become. Indeed, wifh fhe Dimanmonster and Maxindin gone, he
would be the most powerful being in Indrél, more powerful, even, than Az
madiis. w# With The Skiwird at his di§posal, he could rule the World benevo-
lently, if he so ¢hose; and none could §top him~not his nemesis, not the Men
of Indrél, not the Low Dwirves of FHELHDSFHAR, not even fthe High Elves of
Estéréz; not should fhey all unite as one and be joined by all the foul races of
Indrél, could they ftand again& him if he claimed lordship of the Arthal Am.
bit with 7he Skiwdrd in his hands. Only fhe 7/7én, Themselves, would be his
equals. & And if I were to recover The Sirsér, as well? Why then, ndt even They could
Stand agains? me!
7% ORWIND forced himself to esChew such wicked thoughts and was
%;] ({‘:*} horrified to find fhat they had entered into his mind at all. Never
x>l before had he lusted after power or domination over ofhers. From
whence came such vile and evil thoughts? He had never even allowed himself to im-
agine fhe time when he would inherit his mentors mantle and rise to fhe level
of Mégus Magniﬁcent, though su€h was his inevitable; and the-now this sud-
den powerlust affrighted him.
S this some inherent ambition only the-now awakening in me at the sudden pos-
%ﬁbﬂhy of truly astaining such greatness? & Or is this newfound aspiration to
rule over dthers a result of .. the Y;an.sfe'rence?
"6 ZORWIND WHVERED IN INDECISION, precious
moments slipped away; and Maxindin the Great grew ever
weaker. ‘Or’ long he would surely lose the inner battle he waged
againét fhe bea& of darkness, fought valiantly though it was.

The Dimianwriifh was §trong, §tronger than Maxindin, alone;
Zérwind could sense it."Twould claim his masters body unrivaled, in the end;

and noﬂ'xing that he or Maxindin could do would éhange that outcome.
ORWIND knew all this; and yet... $%ill, he did not... could not act.
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== FEN MAXINDIN'G GRIP WENCT SCACK, and Zir-

7}: wind laid fthe ashen hands gently upon a sunken ¢hest. His eyes

watered, but they would not cry. He was filled with rage, frus-
tration, and sorrow. He wanted to weep, needed to weep, but
would not... could not.

buried fheir nails deep into the sinews of his netk, and §topped fhe flow of air
to his lungs and blood to his brain.
IS head burned wifth a white fire, and he could in no wise see clearly
through pain- and grief-moitened eyes as he §truggled futilely to
loose the contricting grip. +# He began to feel faint... to feel the
§rengfh ebb from his every thew. 3% Bright lights danced in his vision like
crazed fireflies. )
? 8PELL CAME INTO ZORWIND'S mind, and he acted.
& From a hidden pouth in his gray-plaid robes, he produced the
powdered component he needed~a dark orange admixture of

sulfur and carbon, with which he quickly coated his own §trong
hands.

|2 ";,_n' HEN, Zérwind placed his palms upon Maxindins possessed head,
r(g; g intending to wield an Invoke the Dead" $pell and thus to revivify his
PO mentors Shide.

228 ET wifhout breafh, he could nowise ¢hant fhe §trange mystical words
needed to bring to bear the power he sought to summon. The incan-
tation needed to be uttered aloud: REDENEX ORVADEUM LENX

V4. But he could not. He was being §trangled... even unto to death.
7% ORWIND and Maxindin wrestled, his master rising from the ta-
]2 ble, wrifhing and seefhing in an inhuman fashion as the Dimin-
cm>U wriith took full control of his body. 5% They twisted and turned,

tumbled upon fhe table and, then, onto fhe ¢hamber floor, knocking over book-
shelves of dusty volumes and toppling ancient sculptures.

Y Invoke the Dead $pell {L.T.} REDENEX ORVADEUM LENX-VA = (reore Shide body)
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ORWiIiND §truggled with all his might to pry Maxindins... The

Ddménmonster’ fingers from his throat and was just able to gasp a

small breafh of air. This, he let out as he intoned: “AV.XNEL
MUEDAVRO XENEDER!”"

N, R4 h€ WORDS HAD COME OUT BACKWHRDS! He had

just cast a Slay the Living $pell upon Maxindin! ## His vision

cleared, and he went suddenly numb. He felt naught, physical

fore him but only the Diminwriith~nameless, evil, and corrupt; his mortal
enemy.
GAIN, he placed his trembling hands upon the sides of his adver-
sary’s head and squeezed. His palms grew red with heat, then yellow,
and fhen white as the Malevolent Magic burned within, around, and
through him.

‘,’“ A/ HEN, Maxindins grip loosened upon his throat; and he could smell
ﬁ burning flesh and hair as he breafhed the lifes source in, once more.
2> The odor made him nauseous. He (hoked and coughed upon the very

air he so desperately needed. 3 Nevertheless, he breathed deeply and lived.
4 Z Z Z

hwt: hIL€ CHhE€ GREAT MHAGIC WIELDER & bis
( P4 apprentice wizard struggled with the Damianwriith
I released by Hzmadiis, bigh up witbin the lofty tower
Hof Wizards Reep, the Dark Sorcerer, bimself, re-

: -A . =)

'&- W) gained consciousness down in the greensward & re-
>g <7 ) cuperated somewbat from bis oyer—bold deed of bav-
AN Laling called fortb the damneéd Shade. 3% The blindness
Maxindin had infli¢ted upon him had only been temporary and was already
wearing off.

?’@' AZING about, Azmadiis found fhat his nemesis was nowhere to
PN/

be found and fhat fhe Dimanwriith had not possessed the jaguars
Griafhléer bak to his side.

lifeless body. . Instantly, he surmised what had happened and called

Y Slay the Living $pell {L.T.} AVXNEL MUEDAVRG XENEDER # (corporeal-body Shide retore)
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= ery wings and flew up to the citadels high open balcony.

“ P 7 “< SNOZO LIX M ﬁE/‘ZjL,”Y he whispered; and with a wave of his
hand, the verandah was entombed in silence as he threw a cruel black
§~ Aé rope about Radiances neck, hit&)ing the Windcourser to the terrace

railing. 3# The winged horse reared and whinnied in fear; but no sound of warn-
ing could be heard within, neifher by Zérwind nor by Maxindin, as Azmadiis
joined his $pying Qitzzlét and watched and waited from behind shadowy cur-

f” g UICKLY, they rode to the nearby ancient keep of his enemy. 3
Then, using a Lewitate” $pell upon himself, Azmadiis $prouted leath-

tains.

1 C CHAC TIME, REVICALIZED SOMEWDHHCT by the
intense physical pain Zérwind was infli¢ting upon his body,

Maxindin fhe Great regained some small fra¢tion of control

.
Lz‘(g [r-}‘ l over his physical shell. It had been he who had caused Zét-

==Y wind to reverse his Jnvoke the Dead” §pell, turning the (harm
into a curse. For he had not yet been completely vanquished but rather had

feigned an early defeat, purposing for to lull the Dimanwriith into overconfi-
dence.
HE-NOW, with his la$t reserves of physical and mental §trength,
@Maximﬁh added to the power and intensity of the Slay the Living'
$pell that Zérwind had conjured, turning fhe already lefthal curse into
somefhing ever more powerful.
ICH H CREMENDOUS SILENT BURST of light, Max-
indins physical form disappeared at the culmination of the
$pell. His body vanished ~whether to be translated §traight into
the Asfheréal Ambit, where his Shide could walk forever be-
side those of his forefathers~or whether he had come to an end
of all being, lost to utter nothingness, only The Ancient 7/¢7¢in can say.
UT ’tis of a certitude fhat the Dimanwriifh, left without a physical
shell for to possess, was cat back across the Astronomical Barriers
and into the Ambits of Ardéntéa from whence it had come.

Y Levitate el {L.T.} ADAMANTIOT ERGM # (Sone of weight)

Y el of Silence (L.T.} OSNOZO LIX MUEZAL # (ears the awaken)

Y Invoke the Dead $pell {L.T.} REDENEX ORVADEUM LENX-VA = (reore Shide body)

Y Slay the Living $pell {L.T.} AVXNEL MUEDAVRG XENEDER # (corporeal-body Shide regtore)
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=3 NSEEN UPON CHE BACCONY, AZMADUS &roked his
AR DA pointed goatee with two, long; thin fingers and nodded as he lis-
R E_l/% tened to his tiny green $py’s quick accounting of all else that had

\% transpired. Thus, he smiled; for it seemed to him fhat he would

@l come away with a great vitory fhat eve, yea! far more, indeed,

than he had hoped for.

:&:(g/’r':\hwt: BEN CTHhE€ BLINDING LIGHT HAD faded away
&g \Q;P s & the cloud of concgmitant white smoke bad dissi-
NANTY Ad pated completely, Zorwind's epes readjusted to the

:gj dim candlelight in the study, & bhe found that all
)

that remained in bis burned bands were the empty
WL gY sendaline robes that bad once belonged to bis beloved
RS A SRS master.

E fll to his knees, out of breath wifth ﬁttigue and degpair. His tealher
and close$t friend of so many long years of §tudy and erudition, was
suddenly gone; and he was wholly alone in the World. His only close
confederate the-now was Légéndil, a self-exiled recluse who, in denial of his
calling as ally againét such wickedness, had long ago fled into the wilds, aban-
doning his duties and his birfhright. None could the-now say where he might
be found nor whefher he meant ever to return to his blood-bound role as High

Hero unto the World.
RN EARS carlier, Zérwind had §udied magic wifth Légéndil, under the
tutelage of Maxindin, along wifh Barcégan and Vélgir diiizxré,nt; and
once-upon-a-while, all had been true and close friends. & Yet bitter
rivalries and divided allegiances had sundered them~Zérwind and Légendil
upon fhe one side, Bircégan and Vélgir upon the ofher.
N the early years after fheir Master had turned out Barcégan and
%V&g&r, Zérwind and Leégendil had campaigned together in the Gob-
lin Wars, oft fighting side-by-side upon fhe battlefield, eath Man hav-
ing saved fthe ofhers life many times over. ,# Yet when the Wars were over and
freedom and peace hard-won at thela&, he and Légéndil had drifted apart. &
At fir§t, and at whiles, fhere had been holidays in the Arqiidvéan or Eéteréan
courts that had reunited them... a the-least for a brief $pan; or they had seen
oneanother in Férmén, when their Magter summoned them to Wizards Keep
for in§truétion or for to send them upon some enigmatic quet. & But then,

Zérwind’s former fellow apprentice had vanished altogether, disappearing after
a bloody assault upon his family by their now great enemy, Vélgir dixArant.
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(22 ’

N\

OLLOWING the cruel attatk, Légéndil had turned his batk ut-
§ terly upon their friendship and upon their mutually sworn duty for to
4 aid and to proteét the Free Folk of Indrél, an aét made all the more

seeming egregious given that Légéndil was also fhe sole descendant of an an-

)

cient and noble lineage of great knights whose heritage twas for to serve right-
eous kings and to harry unjust ones; for indeed, he was sole heir to the High
Heroes’ Bloodline.
= UT where Légéndil could fhe-now be found, who might say? The
@ former apprentice wizard and abdicant High Hero had simply wifh-
drawn from fhe world and his honorable obligations. . Yet with suéh
a grave que§t suddenly set before him, Zérwind knew fhat he would have to
at-theleast seek out the reluétant High Hero and beseeth his aid, whefher Leé-
gendil were willing to render it or no.
OLEMNLY, ZOR((IIND 8 CEHR-fILLED €EYES
CURNED to the bookcase where his Master had kept 7he
Skiwdird; and as Maxindins powers in fhe Arthal Ambit slowly
faded wifh his deafh, The Black Tome reappeared.

hU6, CTHE PRECIOUS GLAMOURY CODEX became
visible to ofher eyes, as well, eyes that lurked in the shadows

a =4
%ﬂ% ? and waited deviously. ## Azmadiis had failed in his plans for to
Q‘\\?é}‘? M unleash a Diminwriith upon his arth adversary’s sheltered lit-
i SN e village of Férmeén~whith sorely upset himfor he prided
himself in his ma&erfully cunning devices. However, he consoled his damaged
ego with the accomplishment of Maxindin fhe Greats utter de§truction and
nursed his wounded pride with fhe unanticipated and unprecedented oppor-
tunity for to seize The Skiwdrd and claim it for himself, to wre&t from fhe hands
of fhe Benevolent Wizards the powerful glamourdex of protection spells.

E S soon as he saw the large silver tome appear, Azmadiis ated, while
Zérwind was §ill dazed with grief. He outétretthed his sinewy hands
S 3 for to draw The Skiwdird to him, through fhe air; and lo! silently, the an-
cient volume rose off the oaken bookshelf and drifted towards him."

Y Levitate el {L.T.} ADAMANTIOT ERGM # (Sone of weight)
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oW, WHEN ZORWIND SHW CTHE $pell book levitate

and move towards fhe balcony, he realized what was happen-

J

Be
S

ing; and fhe leafher-bound glamoury codex Stopped in midair.”

T
S

& For a moment, the glamourdex looked as though ‘twould

be drawn back across the room to him; but it remained sus-
pended, quavering half-way across the chamber.

7 “'4% AD fhe ancient tome been but an ordinary volume of cloth or even

vellum, 'twould have been torn asunder by fhe incredible invisible

= forces contending for it, its boards blasted into a fhousand tiny §plin-

ters, its pages riven to shreds. But fhough it shuddered and, at whiles, lurhed

b
y

badk and forth in the invisible tussle, it remained undamaged.

= OR an eternity, it seemed to Zérwind, the two magic wielders’
‘E minds §trove for control over the floating tome. Eaéh Man unders§tood

that fhe balance of power betwixt fhe benevolent wizards and fhe

malevolent sorcerers of Indrél hung wifhin his grasp; and fhough exhausted,
intelle®tually as well as physically, neifther mige nor necromancer would suc-
cumb to the ofher, though ealh drew ever closer to the lefhal limit of his mental
endurance.

?'g,;"i WEAT poured down Zérwinds forehead, dren&xing his long, gray
@\ §treaked hair and beard as he §truggled to his feet. & Out of the cor
N7 ner of his eye, he saw Radiance upon the balcony fighting for to break
the §trange rope about his nek; but the blatk line held fhe white §tallion L&
as the tome remained locked in midair.
=5 ELPLESSLY, Zérwind watthed as Qit $Stooped upon Radiance,
. swooping batk and forth, clawing at fhe winged horses back and

haunthes with his razor-sharp processes, driving the great §teed to
¢hoking himself upon the lasso as he §truggled for to escape the Qiiazlots har-
assments. ;% In deperation, Zérwind sent thoughts of comfort and reassurance
into the dumb beadts mind, afraid the Windcourser would injure or §trangle
himself if not quickly calmed.

= Y2 UT the §rain of the §ruggle with Azmadiis, combined wifh his at-
€ tempts to pacify the overwrought mount, were too muth for him.
e They drained him dangerously close to deaths embrace, as he grew
ever weaker and weaker.

¥ Weightlessness $pell = IZMA MOREBO = (become weightless)
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%4 ET himseemed that Azmadiis, too, was beginning to falter. His foe

had already worked great conjurations fhat night, and the sorcerers
hands quaked as he tugged mentally at the object of fheir grapple.

N OREOVER, the balls of electricity that Zérwind had hurled at him

[@ in fhe greensward had wounded Azmadiis grievously. He was

2= scorChed from head to bootheel and grievously wounded. # Howbeit,

the sorcerer seemed sore bent upon acquiring 7he Skiwdrd; all his thought and

=

desire appeared resolved to the task as he, also, pushed himself hazardously
close to his utter limits.

F/"" HE floating tome vibrated and shook with fheir contention, fir& drift
@ ing slightly closer to Zérwind and fhen slipping away.

Sy, BEN RADIANCE SLIPPED TUPON THE spew of his
own blood, ghoking himself in his inability to regain his foot-

ing, the di§traction caused Zérwind to falter; his will snapped
like a dry twig over-bent. 3 He collapsed to the floor, his last

effort $pent in trying to right the floundering &tallion and save
him from fhe noose about his neck.

=24 N that in§tant, The Skiwird flew into Azmadiiss hands~a flaming sil-
% S ver arrow loosed to the victor.
TN~

ICHh H RUSTLE Of BLHACK velvet, the sorcerer and his

accomplice were gone as Azmadiis leapt from the keeps high

tower, down to the grounds far below, and fhen onto Grifh-
léer’s balk, the silver glamoury codex burning white-hot in his

2 blackened hands.
) ORWIND dragged himself to the edge of fhe balcony and watched
%1,2 helplessly, too weak even for to cast a simple §pell of Following with
bl which to trace the Nightlhargers course as the dark duo galloped off
into the black night, a winged §treak of green at fheir side. 3% Yet he had but
little doubt as to whifher the thieving culprit would go. Azmadiis would hie

across the Andréan Waes, returning to his dark cadtle in Nodrédf, whither
none could tou¢h him under the protection of his father, The King.

¥ $pell of Following = OZEVSO NULUB = (eyes go with)
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~s N H BICCER fIC Of anger and frustration, with a la& tre-
mendous effort, Zérwind conjured up one more scorfhing blue
fireball, whi¢h he hurled down at the escaping sorcerer. £
Then, he buckled wifh fatigue and collapsed upon the balcony,
supine beside Radiance.

NSEEN, the globe of blue flame faded and fizzled out ere ever it
reathed the fleeing thieves.

4 4 4 N4

7y NCONSCIOUS, ZSR((IiND LAY NEAR DEHATH
Y upon the open terrace for many long days &
) nigbts, bis body an immovable stone, bis mind vexed
V4 with sorrow & twisted apparitions. & Vitalus rose
and fell in the sky, many times over, as Silva waxed and

\' & \ '.(’. 4 :
? @ VA UT he lived. 3 And slowly, slowly Zérwind recouped from the over-
’ reach of his powers.

HEN TUPON H DAY~-AH fortnight, 2 moonth, a year, a life-
time later, Zérwind §tirred and oped his eyes. He blinked. The

season was the same; and fhough it felt many long years later,

ADIANCE whinnied with joy when he saw that the new Master
of Wizards Keep yet lived. Again, he §truggled against Azmadiiss
bitter rope, trying to reath Zérwind; but fhe rope yet held him fag,

biting into a neck ¢hafed and bloodied, choking him sorely and keeping him in
hedk.

Y Fireball $pell = EZRATRER HTAOT # (snowball hurl) [used by Zérwind?]
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—=) LOWLY, Z&R«IiND 8COOD, HIS BPAND upon his lower
% badk, for it suddenly pained him greatly to §raighten his ever
before limber frame. & He made his way over to Radiance and
leaned heavily upon the winged horse for support. £ For a long
moment, he but §tood there petting the mounts neék, caressing
it lovingly. He felt haggard but was determined to emerge from his defeat
§tronger and wiser than ever he could have become without suh a trial.
“ ENTLE RADIANCE, thou art brave, indeed, and a companion
true,” he comforted the Windcourser, &troking fhe &allions blood-
clotted mane, abating fhe beasts pain and disquietude wifh a soft
touh, letting the animals pain ﬂgw into himself.
A C LENGCTH, ZORWIND 8TRAIGHTENED HIMSELS
full upright and §ood tall and proud. No longer did he lean
upon Radiance for support as he ca& his plaid apprentice birrus
aside. He §tretthed for his hand, and from the adjoining room
flew forth fhe opalescent robes of a Master. These he donned
ere he turned the blatk rope about Radiances netk to gray ash wifh but the
slighte§t ge§ture of one hand. £ He was the-now hight Zérwind the Argent,
able to heal the Windcoursers bloodied fhroat with a whispered incantation
and three loving §trokes.
Hq OORING OUT CO THhE NORTPHEHST, it seemed to Zér-
wind that he saw afar, beyond the surrounding township of

Férmén and the Chasméén Desert fthat encroahed upon its

(] castern walls, beyond even the distant band of verdant green
a2 228 upon the horizon that marked the passage of the Glimmer
River soufhward~dividing the Chasméén Desert from the Andréan
WastesAar over the northern spurs of the RRéT Mountains, pagt both vast
deserts, and beyond fhe realhes of ftheir farfher environs, to the green ribbon
where the Shimréng River flowed south toward the Marénéan Ocean, verily,
even unto distant Nodrééf, upon the southern footholds of fhe Férgéng Moun-
tains, to fhe very towers of Azmadiiss dark caétle, where himseemed he were
able to eSpy the formidable banners of House Nodrésf-blue, yellow, and
blatk-flying from their highest spires, many, many days’ journey hence.

’ @ WAS, doubtless the Gift, a magus vision, his first-a glimpse of dis-

tant lands and times.
PN
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§ N CH€ DIVINACION, ZORWIND 8HW fhe minutest of
details upon the highmost pennant~the very fhreads of embroi-
dery in the Royal Nodrééféan Insignia blazoned fhereupon.’ So
cleatly could he make out its sable lions rampant against a shield

of gold, upon a field of azure; its three golden crowns, in ¢hiefs
and its blazing sun, rising from base, fhat he thought he could even descry the
glint of blood-red eyes and red claws arming its two blatk lions, rampant
queueforthy. Indeed, he even though to make out its eStoile of four rays nowy
sable~the “Black Star of Nodrésf” ~inescuttheon, at the very center of the in-
famous coat of arms.

AT . IBEN, ALL WHS NIGHT BEFORE BIM; & Zor-
4 wind was filled with borror & dismay as he watched
o a gigantic winged beast slowly rise up out of Castle
BN Nodredts open ward. & At fir&, slowly, in great sweep-

A\ Then, with growing $peed, sent abroad upon some mis-
sion of malice by Prince Azmadis, the fell creature wheeled and turned north-
ward, racing toward the di§tant horizon.
5 T fir§t, Zérwind could nowise be certain of fthe exa& nature of the
ﬁ wingéd monster. But the great, leathery, bat-like wings of red with
black trim came into focus; and a saurian body of scarlet scales and
swarthy claws was revealed unto his mind; and Zérwind knew her, recognized
her, and named her~for she was none ofher than Lém Arrim, called of
old~the great Red & Blatk Dragén.
=54 IS Stomath turned to §tone, and his throat felt filled wifh desert sand.
| The vision, he knew, was not only of what transpired far away but was
of events in the not-too-distant future~a brief glimpse of things to
come; and Zérwind shivered beneafth his new masters robes. He took the rev-
elation as a warning of how powerful Azmadiis would or’ long become and

* Royal Nodrésféan Insignia

Emblazon:

Blazon: Azure an orle Sable, on an inescutéheon Or with an orle Sable an eftoile of four rays nowy Sable ¢harged with
a plate Sable, all between two lions rampant queueforchy Sable armed and orbed Gules, in ¢hief three coronets Or with
an orle Sable, issuant from base a demisun Or §raight rays countertharged Or and Sable with wavy rays Gules

see also: Appendix F» Roll of Arms of Indrél » Royal Nodrédféan Insignia
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knew fthat he mu$ heed the omen and prepare for to face an even more impos-
ing sorcerer than the one how had athieved the ruination of his most-powerful

master.

""’: ] b€ SPECTRUM fHADED; and at the very edge of his mor-
‘v j? tal vision, Zérwind could but barely descry the dark gray-green
band of trees fhat lined the Glimmer River Valley, less than
ten leagues di§tant. # Still, Zérwind looked to an unseen
Nodrééf and $pake aloud to an enemy he had not ¢hosen but

whose nemesis Fate had required him to become.
“ ?“"{ TERRIBLE LOSS! O grave misfortune! Seldom hath the death
of one Man been so paramount a bereavement to all Mankind as the
AA passing of Maxindin the Great. The hurt thou ha§ done this land

and its inhabitants, Young Prince of Nodrésf, was most grievous, indeed; and

I do swear it shall not be fheaply recompenséd.”
6 HEN, Zérwind mastered his rancor and shook his head ruefully as

he remembered his former mentor and mourned all fhat had been lo&t

@

with his maters passing. His voice came fhen low but fell. “Beware
the §&orm you cause to brew, Fell Azmadis; or thou shalt be caught up its
growing fury and swept away by its passage, as is a dry leaf in a Foremidwin-
ters gale.”

ORWIND £l silent, then, as he looked down at his silvery attire.

3% Returning to his magters... Nay! Alas! My laboratory... he §tepped

before L¢é Oiom Di Lé Andin-Eréindilé " ~the toom’s one looking glass. &
Before him §ood Maxindin... or so fhe refle€tion would have him believe: an
ancient wizard in the silvern robes of a Master of All Colors; a white-haired

ﬁgure, for the former gray §treaks in his hair and beard were now gone; even
his thick, tangled eyebrows had grown as pure silver-white as cry$talline snow.

Never before had he realized just how much he had the look of his former men-

tor.
TANDING thus before so §tark a reminder of is loss, he grieved for
@ a teather from whom he would never again glean new wisdom; a
friend, in whom he would nevermore confide a deep secret or hidden
hope; and a compatriot, with whom he would, at no time more, share the lonely
exi§tence wizardhood. For since Leégéendils flight and Maxindins death, he was

uttetly alone in fhe practice of his Arts, an anomaly in the world, a pariah to
some, an outca$t to all but the wise§t, even among& his own kindred.

T 16 i DiLé Andin-Eréindité (H.E.} (the Window of the World; “the Worlds Window")
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7% ORWIND wished to curse Azmadiis furfher and to swear and
%;]ZE prophesy The Princes utter doom and destruction; but he turned
x>\ aside from wrath and harsh words, then, and did not let his heart
dwell upon such thoughts of vengeance and anger, anymore. Rather, he be-
thought himself only of the great Man who had sacrificed himself for the peace-
ful folk of Indrél; and he sorrowed at how all in the Four Realms would sorely
miss fhe old Magter, in the ominous days to come.
2 WAFT of sweet-scented Azmir herb wafted through fhe keep li-
brary, then; and suddenly a wave of tears washed over Zérwind, so
N ‘§v ?( that he shook with sobs fhat rattled his being to his inmog core. For
he thought, The meerschaum Drdgon hath breathéd its last ﬁery breath.

N4 4 4 4

SRmiND fE€LL BACK INTO BIS dead masters
ancient armchbair & let bis ¢yes survey the study that
was now bhis. Another wave of painful notalgia
washed over him, watering his eyes wifh grief. How little
the thamber had ¢hanged in his long years of apprentice-
ship there. Upon its tables and tucked away in its nooks

and alcoves, there had always been boiling beakers and
alembics wifh simmering decoctions, bubbling admixtures, and §teaming infu-
sions. Cry§tal-§toppered cruets and wax-sealed ampoules were §ill nestled eve-
rywhere, among$t books and hidden away in secret drawers and cupboards.
There were bunéhes, bundles, jugs, and jars of aromatic herbs and rare com-
pounds; well-worn mortars and pestles; and, in one corner, a brass astrolabe
and an armillary sphere.

7% ORWIND had always loved his ma&ters Sudy... My SFudy, the-now,

%;] ({‘:*} he thought. But he also mused fthat the ¢hamber might better have
mx>L/ been described as an apdthecary or athenaeum or library or even a mu-
seum. For there were also there colle¢ted many ancient scripts and numerous
works of fine art. Bronze sculptures and marble busts of oncefamous warriors
and long-dead poets could be found amongst the myriad relics Maxindin had
amassed and carefully preserved, fhough fhey fhen §tood beshroudéd in dust,
neglected or lo&t in the rooms many dimly lit corners and obscure alcoves. Their
artisans, patrons, and honorees were, the-now, long-forgotten by all, save for by
the Elves and a few rare historians. They were the works by, for, and in memo-
riam of Men and Elves and Dwirves whose great and noble deeds were lost,
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for the moét part, to common-knowledge hi§tory, more oft than not the-now
relegated to dubious lore or even deemed fanciful legend, else lapsed into obliv-
ion altogefher.

g""‘@ UMEROUS canvases and fine frescos also decorated the walls and

whispered testaments to longAorgotten days and lo§t ancestors.
“\)5 80OfC STIR Of HIR RUSTLED the myserious Elvan

g tapestry that was the rooms most prominent feature, quicken-

ceiling of the wizards ¢hamber, their temperas and plasters age-
cratked and ftheir paint and pigment faded ~images that remained as

ing the vibrant images of forest-clad Elves and fheir $piral
horned §teeds. ## As Zérwind §tared, the arras glimmered
and became a wide window that opened unto fhat immutable
realm of fhe Fir§-born-Ederés. # For a $pan, the tower of Wizards Keep
looked out upon the distant homeland of the High Elves of the Forest—~upon
little yellow-haired L/f$prouts at play; upon dark-green Evertrees, tall-as-
mountains; upon tumultuous tourneys of jousting upon snow-white /niirnéi:
and upon fencing bouts, wherein lightning-swift rapiers and blunt-tipped foils
crossed and recrossed with the soft €kirl of foible upon foible or the faint clang
of forte upon guard. i Thereupon, fthe banners of the High King of the High
Elves of L1, Regal Lord of the Emerald Wood, blew in a gentle breeze, his

green and white E§téréan Insignia® divided quarterly with two vert Evertrees

and two white /nhirnéi, all below an emerald jeweled crown, in ¢hief. & The
far-off happy melody of ¢hildrens laughter, the soft ru§tle of wind in needled
boughs, the fint ringing of fine &eel, the distant thunder of deft hooves, and
the soft &rum and pipe of lute and fife, all wafted into the silent ¢hamber
through fhe mytical portal~an eho of the remote pa&t or a refleftion of an
eternal future or perhaps jut a glimpse across vast di§tances.

‘,’“ S HE breeze subsided; and all grew oncemore §ill and quiet, within
@ the somber keep. The seeming enfhanted window drew closed and

was, once again, but a colorful tape§try, mere fabric fashioned of

b Regal E&eéréan Insignia

Emblazon:

Blazon: Quarterly Argent ermined Vert and Vert ermined Argent, in bend two pine trees proper, in sinifter bend two
Unicérns couthant Argent, on a ¢hief potenty Azure an ancient crown Argent jeweled Vert

see also: Appendix F» Roll of Arms of Indrél » Regal Etéréan Insignia



RiNEGLAIVE: Sworp oF HEROES XXXVII
ProOLOGUE

woolen twine and $pun silver and gold, its arcane Elvan magic dormant, once

y €5, IN ZSR«IiND'S “8TUDY" could be found many suth
d magical and marvelous treasures~a wealfh of beauty and lore
f| and hi§tory, in yellowed ivory carvings, woodblock prints, ot

‘ d nately etthed arms, Stained-glass windows, intricately tiled mo-
A7/ A saics, pastels and oil paintings, exquisitely detailed embroideries,
burnished antique musical in§truments, ancient §tone sculptures, finely glazed
pottery, glassware and enameled jewelry, and much, much more that was either
a delight for the eye to behold, a key to insight and learning, or else had held
some profound personal connection to the pat for the agéd wizard who had
collected it.

PR ET truth be told, books were the §tone keeps predominant and most
treasured feature. Indeed, the &ale odor of aging par&)ment and
- leafher bindings was, even then, beginning to muddle and dull fhe lin-
gering sweet aroma of Maxindins pipe herbs.

2 GAINST very nearly every wall and buttress §tood a tall, oaken
N

S ?( bookshelf filled wifh ancient records~some volumes covered in dust

regularly treated with ermine oil to keep them supple and limber.

ey TACKS of vellum sheets and tightly rolled paréhment scrolls §tood
§tacked beside, piled upon, or jammed into very neatly every nook, hole,
IS and cranny of the ¢hambers many bookshelves, tables, desks, and cup-
boards.

ND€E€ED, CTHE ROWS TUPON ROUWS of books, illustrated manu-

{ scripts, plays, scripts, novellas, novels, tomes, folios, scriptures, codices,

from years of disuse; others, freshly burnished, their leather bindings

4 gatherings, pamphlets, rolls, scrolls, sheets, and even §one, clay, and
golden tablets, §tacked here and there, made Maxindin$ collection fhe
largest library assembled since the fall of fhe Asiréan Empire.
HE arhive that Zérwind had inherited was extensive and diverse, a
collection that his mentor had compiled over a lifetime, a lifetime that
had $panned more fhan fhree centuries. The vast holdings comprised

literary works of prose and verse, learnéd books of knowledge and erudition,
extensive compendiums of myth and tradition, various magic scripts and glam-
oury tomes, long works from The HisZories of Indrél-suh as The Imperial Records of
Asdré, ancient plays, poetry, and prose, including, indeed, the tome fhat had re-
vealed The Sirsér’s longforgotten whereabouts~Flaités' The Most Lamentable Trag-
edy of King Fors? and the Daughter of Dawn.
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7% ORWiND picked up the ancient tragedy, which had fallen §pread-

%;] 2; open upon the floor beside his Magters hair. His eyes scanned the

x>l arcane verse for the words Maxindin had §umbled upon just before
his death.

... lo and behold! The Sbrsér was sealed, therein, ... that it
might be kept safe, for all time and eternsty, from the ambitions of
Men...

Sorsér—proving to be both the greatest boons and the greates? curses ever be-

Stowed upon Mankind by The Ancient Thoréan.
% Z “'4% E slammed Fl4ités’ volume shut and gazed about the silent chamber
wherein his beloved teather had been wont to $§pend his days and
= nights of late in contemplative §tudy. & Only when I have fully avenged
the one who de]q[ed this library, he swore to himself, will I gpe again a book, save in the

% WO mos? terrible glamoury codices, Z6rwind thought—The Skiwdrd and The

)

pursut of my revenge!
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S| while, to grieving Z3rwind the Young & tbus

W(Atravel back in time some six years ere Hzmadiis

2\ the Hugur murthered Maxindin the Great & stole

2K eN-SJfa from bim The Skiwdird, & In the gallant kingdom of

" /ﬂ \&%? | Arqiidvéa—not twenty leagues norfh of Prince Az~

{ \*&Bé’ Zfigi\\/” madiiss Black Keep in Nodrésf~another youth was

. = P22 coming of age... a seemingly common swain who

lived with his father and brofher in a humble isolated cottage, in the Southern
Oakwood Fore$t, just a days walk north of Arqiié',v'é'é,.







s G vt fefor

Chapter One

WIELDING ChE fAMILY SWORD

nofhing else about him could be described
in su¢h menial terms. He was quifker of wit than mo& swains twice his age
and quicker afoot than a hare with a fox at its heels.

=4 IS father was a humble husbandman, by all appearances—~rustic in

1

but for four parallel puniceous scars that marred his left heek as if fhe mark

dress and weathered countenance~except for a small, silver brooth,
which he wore daily upon his breagt. He was common enough of face

of some wild animal’s vengeance. Yet to Mitak’s eyes his father was handsome,
nonetheless, a bit rugged, yet pleasant enough to look upon, especially when he
smiled. And Fafher smiled oft, as he did fhen, for himseemed to Mitak fhat his
father was ever most proud of him.

2 S Mitak li§tened intently to his fafher’s intruétion, he §tared wifh
fascination at the great family sword they discussed. His fathers
words $poke of how fhe glaive had been forged long ages ago and
how it held powerful en¢hantments upon haft and blade. And though his father

called it not by its true name, a wise s¢holar or, indeed, any learné¢d swordsmifh

worth his mettle would have recognized fhe great claymore to be Riine-
glaive~Sword of Heroes. For upon its bronze hilt and along the bright blades
fuller were scribed many ancient riines and mystical symbols; yea, for it was
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obvious that {harms, there were, writ upon the proteftive hilt and along the
length of fhe double-edged weapon, eChoed upon each of its two sides. 5 Upon
one side, in the ancient High Elvish Tongue, inlaid with wondrous Riinic cirfh,
were Dwirvic Charaters that Mitak recognized wellenough though he could
nowise read them and whiéh ran thus:

< MBNTIHPE SR I M H S<ME Mo M A
MRV RASHERN o™

And upon fhe ofher side, also in Riinic cirfh, but in the Low Dwirvish Tongue,

for any who could read it, was inscribed the same phrase:

Sy AN Sy St YA Y SN MM St
AXMNRY IO M AP SN M S

ATHER held the sword reverently in fhe callous hands of 2 Man
who toiled long days in fhe heat of Vitalus, tending a farm and tilling
A its rugged soil. “Listen well to the words behind fheir words when
he quoted the old adage as he

pointed out the curious symbols upon fhe engraved bronze hilt. £ ““Wizards,

wizards, warriors, and wise men do $peak!’”

warriors, and wise men?”” Mitak repeated curiously.
“ ISTEN well to wizards’ whereas behind their words lie the secrets
of their craft. & “‘Listen well to warriors’whereas behind ftheir words
§tands fheir §teel. ¥2 “And ‘liSten well to wise men...”” & “.. .because
they're smart!” finished Mitak, exuberantly interrupting his father.
] ATHER ¢hudkled. “Yes, whereas they are smart and whereas behind

their words is oft hidden their true wisdom~as when riddling wifh a

Féli6n or parleying with a Wrm, one mu&...”
ITAK laughed. “Riddle games with Sphinxes! Chatting with Dra-
géns! Now you jest with me, Fafher.” 3% His fafher, who was relatively

= young, himself, leapt to his feet and, wielding the sword several times
above his head, brought its heavy blade crashing down upon the §tool on-the-
whi¢h Mitak fhen sat, betwixt his very knees, cleaving the hair in twain, so

T ':‘<MEn\h*ﬁl{é‘?fﬁf,h’]’lHM#M‘TT{FHPQBKJ’M‘H*M\W\Wﬁw Mol RIS e (HLE.} (Sdmantégiiw Din Arehéiis Od Tii Déciim
Sirén Ond~Od En Ni Din Blith Lé Lizinz. “Whoever be worthy to draw my blade out—~to him shall be given the ability.")

T PNARRP AR SR Y AR 0 AN AP MK M {LD.} (GA vHOR GHO NHARRHANAN VHO GLI RRHI
ZHOT DHORRHUN: VHO TEG FHAL GHO ARRZ TOVH NHAL.) “He who be worthy to draw me blade forth~to him shall be
given vhe skill.”
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that he fell upon his baékside, betwixt its shivered halves of the §tool.
“GAEINN) ARK you well, Little Mouse: Sphinxes and Dragdns are no less real
ﬂ1a,n this sword or that §tool.” ¥% The fierce glint in Fathers eyes
Q faded and he smiled. & Turning the sword around, he handed it,
pommel fir§t, to Mitak, who tried to conceal the quiver in his out&tretfhed
hand as he scrambled to his feet. 3 But he took the great glaive and tentatively
touChed one of the designs etfhed in detail and inlaid wifh enamel upon the
hilt-a rampant Dragén: “Mat Arrét the Bladk,” he §poke his assumption.
And Fafher nodded but amended: “.~most ancient of Dragéns.”
7 ITAK pointed to a second engraving. “And what does this symbol
stand for, Fafher? The wide-open eyes?” 3 “Well, the answer is writ-
& D ten in plain Common, just here, below the symbol. ,# “If you could
but read Ancient Skrit riines, Little Mouse, you would know that fhe Lidless

Eyes represent Trufh, for the writ reads thus: “Whether one cares to see the
trufh or no, Truth remains ever the same.” .## He pointed at the inscription:

lailiied 2 Gedetals K ot i Letctll stot £ Retctil
aidsdiod ol Slla 2f Ll L@l

“PRARJ OU see, my son, the present is oft uncertain, the future may ever shift
and ghange, the pa& becomes every more than a tainted remembered
5 blur; but the wisdom of Trufh is eternal.” 3 “‘You mean to say,
“Whereas Sphinxes and Dragéns really do exist, whether I believe in them or

Laid

no,” concluded Mitak.
T-——F) ATHER smiled broadly and nodded his head. “Verily. And I assure
‘E you, Little Mouse, whefher you believed in her or no, should Val
Arrin thrust her fearsome purple head through the front door, her
gaze would certes turn you to §tone... “And fhe fiery breath of Lém Arrim,
whether either of us believed in her, would wifher us bofth to ash should she
bla& her breath of flames fhrough yon kitthen window.”
P2\ ITAK realized that he must have looked rather frightened, for his fa-
ther patted him comfortingly upon one shoulder and said: “But never
s_,. s _.é fear, my son, though the Dragén Lords and their High Dragéns once
ruled all the Four Realms, fthe great Hérémeér banished fhe la§t of fheir foul
race to Ardéntéa, a long age ago; and alfhough they certainly &ill exis% they no
longer dwell in Indrél. 2 So, you can sleep well and safe in your bed the-night,

TMWW&&M&M&MM%KMWWMM (CT)

“Whether one cares to see the truth or no’, Truth ever remains the same
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Little Mouse; though perhaps, if you are lufky, you may ill catéh a glimpse of
one of those beautiful... and terrible creatures in your dreams.”

‘%THINK I under§tand the symbols and fhe coat of arms, the-now,

Fafther; so, can I not now learn to use the sword?”

2N ITAK had, at dawn fhat very day, gone through the rites of becom-
ing a “man,” having reathed his twelfth year in the World; and it was,
& D afeer all, the-now his ascribed privilege to use the family sword as he
¢hose, .. .though to even touth the great claymore before his twelfth nameday
had been §&riétly taboo.

ESIDES,” he pointed out to Father, “the blade is fhe important

part of a sword not the hilt or the symbols written upon it.” He made

a qui¢k cutting motion with the sword as he sliced fhe air. ,# How-
ever, his awkward §troke was misjudged; and fhe heavy blade carried down-

wards, in his nascent grip, until fhe tip §truck fhe §tone floor of fheir cottage
wifth a §park.
=g E looked up fearfully at his father, uncertain how he would react. &

But Father merely shook his head ruefully as he took back the vener-
able glaive. “Mitak, medeems thou hast already forgotten the fir& icon
we talked about~The Acorn and the Oak. % “Remember, my son: ‘Patience is the
key to many treasures. ¥ “You must fir& come to fully under§tand the trufhs

engravéed upon the swords hilt; for they shall protet you in life as surely as its
§teel blade and bronze guard will protect you in battle.
HEN his father laughed. “Moreover, Little Mouse, one does not #se
@a sword.~one wields it! Or it shall certainly be of little use to him,
whether it be a common blade or one blessed wifh the most-holy pow-
ers of the Ancient 7horéin!”
[ P ITH those words, Fafher seemed to transform into a mighty High
(%&‘:’ {{Hero of old, as he brandished the shiny blade deftly then fhrice
CROW swung it round above his head ere slipping it into its coppet-bound
sheafh in one fluid movement.
HEN, Father reverently placed the glaive upon the mantelpiece
above the hearfh, where the family heirloom had always been kept. &
“Now, off to bed with you,” he announced. “For you may have become
a ‘man, fhe-day; but we men need our sleep as well. 5% “In fa&k, we need to res?
just as much as your younger brdther, Gérdk does!” He said the latter a bit louder
and over his shoulder, producing a rutle in the loft above them and then the
sound of young Gérak jumping back into bed and under the covers.
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“QW7 WASN'T listening,” insisted Gérak from above. & Mitak $tarted to
@ é‘z sni¢ker but then remembered that he was, after all, the-now a man; and

2 he curbed his Childish laughter.
PR ET he §tood before the fireplace mantel a long moment more and
§tared at the large claymore fhat had rested fhere for as long as he
.- could remember, just gathering dust. .# One day, or’long, however, it shall
hang at my side, he thought; and never again shall i languish in such gross disuse. 2
For having held fhe sword of his ance§tors in his hands, at longla$t, he suddenly
decided to become a bold adventurer, to go forth into the Four Realms for to
seek out his fame and fortune, to live by the sword, like fhe errant knights and
swashbudklers of whom he had so oft heard tales told.
s ND when I have won me great wealth and much renown? ;% Why then, I shall
{@2 woo me a lovely young lady of genteel breeding and delicate demeanor—perhaps
a noblewoman. .. or a princess, even. £ For what, in all wide Indrél, could
not he accomplish with suh a great sword in hand and enough courage for to
wield it ambitiously?
f” NG UITE suddenly, he was resolutely determined not to remain but a
f simple farmer, all his life, as his father had. /am going to win the wide
AWerld for my own! And nothing short of attaining a mountain of gold
regals/mdeed a great trove of treasure~and deep renown in fhe eyes of great
Iords and mighty kings, was going to satisfy him!
IR SUCPH WERE THE GRANDIOSE fantasies, at-theleast,
dof a youth on fhe fhreshold of true manhood. & Nevertheless,

} Mitak quickly enough went obediently up to bed for to dream
of ﬁre/breafhing Dragéns and of fair damsels in di§tress; and he

238 would or " long forget, altogether, his silent vow and remain but
the humble son of a humble husbandman for, at-the-least, a few more years.

ND yet... though Mitak knew it not then, he was, indeed, destined to
(3

be fthe next in a long and proud line of bold adventurers. .. indeed, of

High Heroes; for, as Fate would have it, he would neifher be the fir§t
nor the 1a§t of the High Heroes' Bloodline for to wield Riineglaive in que&t, in
battle, and in courtship.

Thus Endéth a Sample of

The Heroes’ Armaments



