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160 Robert E. Howard

you! bum your nudlng and shielded you from others
were wiser than we. Then you
wm a vmh one long-ship. But as soon as
your stockade was built, mare of you came. Now
‘warriors number four hundred, and six dragon-

are drwvm 100 the
me arrogant and overbearing. You
e o young men—of late your
devils have boen carrying off our women and murder-
warrors.

“Man-botel” the dark chicf's eycs fashed in fierce
unger. “Will et wash out it hod? What i shver
P Myo—the

0 wrﬁ;f tbe women of other rces
are trifles m ing ut
that dealin mhﬁmurmm"&{,“:’wu
i ﬁ‘:l’ll * :v?:zl Thorwald shas “speak

4 in sl ur
ind and get_ hence. Your il have e
imy u.mung to your clamor.

b the other's cyes bushed wolfhly. e made

no mp]l m the insult.
he unswered, pointing seaward. “Back to
Nor)gtA (Nor\:{vﬂ) or Hel] or whamryo\l ume from.
1f you will

oy g in pouce 1 Bm.lh . et Fof Hialtand et o

Laug : his
mhedndhuhup)nmmddng*?:m‘k}hp nnhmk
wl(hmlnofjenﬂ mirth.

u fool,” sneered the Norseman, “do
hink Yut Vikiogs ever 10t g0 of wht they bave
hold? You Picts were fools enough to let us in—now
we ure the stronger. We of the et el Down o
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162 Robert E. Howard

the insolence of this ? 1, who have been the
death of a jarl in m

p;ncl}:mul the driving powey the ruthless
of t

“You have talked much md loudly, Brulla,” e said
mildly. “May you are t

He extended a hlimmlng rinking hom, and the
Pict, thrown off guard by surprise, reached a mechani-
cal hand for f, moving as if against his will
with a quick tum of his wrist, ewald dashed the
contents full m hn ﬁue Bmlh staggered with a cat-
like scream of sword was out
I!:r: a flash of mmm-r n lni nnd he

dn i

blind slashes while the Viking laughed i .
Then Aslaf caught up a bench and struck the rﬁeﬂ
terrible blow that stretched lum \1unned and
at Thonlds fect. lakon i dagger, but

il havo 50 v hlmd pollting my.shal
Ho, carles,

The men-at-anms sprany furwlnd wnh brutal eager-
neanIh,l\..l(»WIcgmd Wﬂm
mg uncertuinly to his knees, guided the

fighting instinct of his race and Mlmge
beat him down with shields, Javelin shafts and the flat
of axes, slwwcnn cmel blowl on his defenseless body

til hq h
e Y e u.mug. ooy by e heef' arms "’:7

ing, md ﬂung him contem| isly from the doorway
with a kick and a curse. Pictish chief face
down and limply in the reddoned dust, blood oozing
from his pulped mouth—a symbol of the Viking’s
ruthless power.
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mmﬁmwm.m

o{l’nun
m&nwmuﬂl\m‘cul’kthnymg,“

bg"w- must hunt these vermin out of the wood or
theyll be nedmg up in_the night and loosing their

‘kwlllbr:uruebmn cried Aslaf with an oath.
“We cannot with honor gw.l such reptiles. but we
can hunt them as we hunt wolves—"
¥ou and your vaporings of honor,” sourly growled
Grimm Snomi's son. Crimm was old, lean and
cautious.
“You speak of hanor and vermin,” he sncered. “but
uwnma.mmMaue.mshy.ung Iell
we used more caution in
n!mnupwph They outnumber us ten to

“Naked and cowardly,” replied Thorwald caselessly.
“One Norseman is worth Bfty such. And as for dealing
with them, who is it that has been having his carles
steal Pictish girls for him? Enough of your maun-

. Gimm. We have other matters to ol
Grimm muttered in his beard and
tumed to the tall, powerfully-made stranger whose
dark, inscrutable face had not all the

name, “it is &nmmndlmve;‘uywmm
be—though sooth o say. 1 never heard ur name
m-zngemhngm-mﬂm

“Not 30 strange as it would have been had 1 come

wih tm::ﬁ et eters.” anerd the
e o ﬁnm}h"{m hor and

wit] jorse. it tl ashore, ti

your carles would have e.dm}.mhz-un
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“So ho,” mused Thorwald, chin on fist, “and that
my prisouor—speak moro fully, Partha
captive among the
.driy(bcnnwmtheyuk.hhmq
imess—we have not the

matter of
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coin you never made more easily. My clan is not rich.
Muhngofbhmhm the strong reivers of
we lesser wolves to the edge of the

seas. Bunbmmmunh-ve and if you are too
z!odmnnl‘why\vemus(ni]md-ndukeule
by fore of anns

might be easy.” mused Thorwald, “Dane-
m.rk is ton by civil wars. Mhnpwmendngdm
each other—or did, for I hear that E:s
nf , and Thcrﬁnn fled the land.”

‘Aye—so the sea-wanderers say. Thorfinn was the
better man, and bel(wedhlpl the pwplr but Eric had
the support of Jard Anlaf, the most powerful man
among thc Danes, not even excepting the kings

ther
“1 hurd that Thorfinn fled to the Jutes in a $lnﬁ;
ship, with a few followers,” said Thorwald. “Wou
that T might have met that ship on the high seas! But
this Hrut will serve. [ mddpg(m my hate for the
es on a king, but I am content with the next
noblest. And noble this man is, khoughhemu o
mle |u-ougm him a jarl at least, in the sea-fight,
when m) ha;a.hmnh.mmmwm -high.
bLnd.tm had a hy 1 made my
Mﬂvuukel\lmlhvo—bnlml rmunm 1 might
have wrung a greater price from his
offer, bmngme plms.lnl!omelhan Imml(ufgold,
are the death groans of a Dane.”

“I have told you,” &eGad read his hands help-
lessly. ~rmhund.dm3m;,mc‘yguum
torcs, ten Damascus we rom the
brown men of Serkdand (Barbary), and a suit of chain-
m.nmlmrmmd.ebodyof.lrm.hxhpm
More 1 cannot offer.

“Yet 1 can scarce f the pleasure of carvir
the blood-eagle in the of this Dane.” murmi
‘Thorwald, stroking his long, fair beard. “How will you
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pay this ransom-—have you the silver and the rest in
your pmmm?
The Gael sensed the sneer in the tone, but p-td

no,
‘omorrow at you and 1 and the Dune

g0 to the lower pmm of the uI-nd You may nlm

ten [ widl While you remain on shore with

mwnomynhtpmdhrmgbmk
ths d]wr md the rest, with ten of my own men.
On the: boash we wil make.the exchanga. My men
will remain in the boats and not even put foot ashore
if you deal fairly with me.”
“Well " ‘nodded

Thorwald, as if pleased,
the wolfish instinct nf the Gnl wamed him

events were brewing. zd'xerln ension
In the air. meﬂwuﬂo{ riuhxeﬁ

casvally crowding near him. Crimm Snorr’s son’s
lined, mfmwuovumnmdhuhu\d:wm ed
nervously. But no change In the Gael's manner
shosed that be sensed unyhing out of the ordins
'Yelll is but a poor price to p-yroumn-
will be the mgans of mnuﬂ.n a great Irish pﬂnc« to
his clan.” Thorwald's gned
bamng the other now, b«ndm 1 think 1 hd mher
his buk after all

l—and on

yours as well—Cormac Mac A

He spat the last words s he nnughtaned. and his
chiefs su nl'l:out him. They m)'e " an m:m
too soon, new by rej n-mm [ tni
coordination of the famous by [" v% ns
his lsn brain realize Imu lleel MB:E wh';lle
an ordinary man woul . Before the
words wmz fully out of 'nmrwdr’*n
was on hlm wm. a volcanic burst of motion ﬂm would
have shamed a starving wolf. Only one thing saved
the Shield- hzwsn life; almost as quick as Cormac he
flung himself backward off the (en(lng bench, and the
Cn%: flying sword killed a carle who stood behind it.



CorMaC Mac ART 167

In an instant the flickes of swords made light-
ning in the smoky vastness lhe slu.lh l« ludbeen

and ﬁmdom. but he was hemmed too (Insely by

d Thorwald crashed cursing to the floor,
than Cormac wheelod back to the sword of Aslaf
jarl’s bane who loomed over him like the shadow of

The Gaels reddened bhdc tumed Aslaf’s
stroke and b the Jar slayer could roin s bl
ance, death throat beneath Cormac’s shic-

ing point.

'A backhand stroke shore through the neck-cords of
a carle who was heaving up a great ax, and at the
same instant Hordi Raven struck a blow that was

simultaneously Hordi was lmp-ied on that gl(mmﬂng

ed
of death about the Glel Hulum Skel, hu"dng at
Cormac's unhelmed head, missed a foot and
”M'cmh“fﬁ'bmh“;::“m'::
feet became ent with the corpses 1
Imzmdd-eﬁmrwnth :‘I::e‘ﬂh nch
A concerted rush bore him back across the feul‘l:;s

and
o is b,mmummmm.iluw
a in a
down on the Gael's -Jluil.ymgnp
rimm Snorri’s son
T wvond from s ham Toen. uryed by Thomeid,
the carles upon him, smothering and

power. Even so, m task was not w{ it at
lheyhndmthemelﬁngenﬁvmthe ull throat of
one of their number, about which they had blindly



locked, and bound the Gael hand and foot with cords
dy i break. The carle
be had half-stran the floor as they
Cormac upright to face the sea- who

laug fuce.
a e was red-stained by
the blood both of himself and his foes, and from the
gash in his scalp a crimson down to dry

stare.

“Thor’s blood!” swore the sea-king. “I'm r
comrade Wulfhere Hamnklm[r—(.h% Squﬂﬂrp.l:ln:w
was not with you. lhavehemlofywrpmwmhim:l;

ynu
mkﬂmdﬁ no
mmm.":‘;;.,;""m’ have for comrade,”
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me your first lie. Bah! A chief of Irish reivers, Aye—

Aye, Wulthere Hausaliufr, hated of my mce.
“You desired my prisoner Hrut to trade for your
omnmlmllhnwymdddbyupmnmnlm
And I saw you once, years ago—you came :shme
augonymrhp;to:pyommynmn%
.-,mdm streny ulfhere,
he might seal ypon me some night and
bum ll;lrildllmarmy llme—how e Faa
“Well, now can el many shi
Walthere and where i e

Conmcmeldy u,dnd « remarably hard con
ngednmd"yt
e it el

o m.mlr. wl;ther;v\dﬂ.em:n';" on to Makld
or not, three of my dragon-+
for him oﬂ'd’\e yd-wn Then may

hnekﬁl:mformy —and ( n;n}!yml‘»kmnuim
it well done, ere from the highest tree on
Cmeolbeullwk%nym

Mmuﬂadw(nmmy,mu.ahum
dw’e%mlom ineasy voice of Grimm Snorri's son
i I.mdupmswlthhh&lel Outside the
.mllmpbudy lay in the red-stained
dnu Bmllll\ld bunmmhm i
nage away, or carried is tril
These Picts nhmlumltm Lomuc
Koow, having their Caledonian cousins. A beat-
ing such as Brul hnimsdlvedumuldhnveleﬁlhg

average man a crippled wreck, but the Pict would
E‘mdmybeﬁdlymmdlnnfewlmn f no bones

o o o
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Thorwald Shield-hewer's steading fronted on &
small bay, on the beach of which were drawn up six
long, lean ships, shield-railed and dragon-beaked. As
s s, the siening consisted of » great hall—the
skalli—about which were grouped smafler buildings—
stables, storehouses and the huts of the carles. Around
;rm;m:m.my, stockade, bult ks the

some ten feet set deep nlha «nh and
ened on the to rzwel\sloophde!hcmlnd(heu
i -spaced intervals, shelves
on the inner side on which the defenders lgn stand
the wall at the attac]
the stockade the tall dark forest loor ingly.

lllu]lnw b-y protecting the d.rlgun ships dnlwn up m
h. An inner stockade

[mm of the steading, from one lmmu to Ihe mher.

separnting the beach from the skalli. Men might Mm

out Arwnd !he ends of the main stockade

the beach buf they would still be

blocked from rho
st
Tharwlldl " holdiny see'med well but
vigilance was lax. St swarm
witl m-mthenurhnydnin-l.mrdm
few Norse d v:;:vu 's—mere
irate. camps from which ikings swooped
m the Hel and where the

among, thelr own people, they ranged even farther
than Thorwald himself, md'.h:{vy were koen-beaked
birds of prey, whase taions tore all alike.



CoRMAC MAC ART m

Cormac was dragged to a small hut built against
lhn stockade at a point some distance from the skalli,
in this he was chained. The dmv nlnmmud behind
Nmmdhawuleﬁmhunmdl
The Gael's shallow cuts had ceanad hu bleed, and
lnumd to wounds—an iron man in an Age of iron—
ave them hardly a thought. Stung vanity bothered
mm "how eusily he had slipped into Thorwald s trap,
whom kings had either cursed or blessed for his
ﬂel Next time he would not be so over-confident,
mused; and a next time he was determined lhun
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to the Point and wait thero till the dawn
Doom'’s Dayl Neither he nor Wulfhere had' been
s to trust themselves in the
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out by some a chance

. If Wulhere I\-d (nﬂo\wd their

run in after dark, feeling his way; there

reason, why cither Pict or Norseman

it. The shore about the cove

ly wd«L h\gh chlﬁ rugged and ummunF
moreover Cormac had heard that the Picts ordinuri]

avoided that part of the island because of some super-

ko roebon There were ancient stone columns on

and a grim altar that hinted of ghastly rites

in bygone ages.

\\m g;mﬂd]urk there until Cormac retumed
to him, or until a smoke drifting up from the Point
assured him that Thorwald was on hand with the

i
35
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i

was
and could not even rise to  sitting posture. His back
was against the rear wall of the hut, which was formed
by the stockade, and us he reclined there, he mm.g:
he heard ind that not of the si of

=
Sl e S e

he writhed i roug
a two 3
m‘ﬂ'{e?mmmhldllkdyu in the dim t he

ly murmurings—as If the midnight forest
were stirring its darksome self, like &
‘monster coming to uncanny life. “When the

forest comes to life, had
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“Thor’s blood, the trolls must be cmt tonight! How
wind through the t

the
Even the dull-witted glﬂe fcl( 0 hlnt of evil in the
d.r)m and shadows. Gluing his eye to the cruck
ac strove to pierce the darkness. The Gaelic
pnmu fu:ulllex were as much keener Ihnn ».e uver-
age man's us a wolf's are keener than a hog's: his
were like a cat’s in the dark. But in that utter blu,k-
ness he could see nothing but the vague forms of the
first fringe of nm Wnll% At 56
took shape in the shadows. A
of figures moved like ghosts just under the shadows
of the troes; a shiver slong Commac's spine
Surely these creatures were elves, evil demons of the
forest. Short and mightily built, half st one
belnnd the other, they passed in alinost utter sflence.
the shadows thetr silence and their crouchln posi-
mmx m.de them monstrous
memories, half lost in the misty lfxof nu:kmsne
came stealing back to claw wit icy fingers at Cor:
mac’s heart. He did not fear them ‘as a man fears a
human foe; it was the horror of world-old, ancestral
memories that gri him—dim felt, chaotic dream-
recollections of durker Ages and grimmer days when
primitive men battled for supremacy in a new world.
Fur these Picts were a remnant of a lost tribe—the
rvivals of an elder epoch—last ou ;ofad-rk
Smne e empire that crumbled bronze
the Rrst Celts. Now these lurvlvor!. thrust
out on the naked edges of the world they had once

was equal to Thorwald's full mvng!hmdfnroutm-m»
bered the men R in the st
bad sent out three of his | pTheshAIhng
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o hed ly i o
Alurid shed a Iuvur Cormac
o w;%".; e
strous events were occurring without, and cre
was, chained like a shecp for the slaughter! He
cuned incrodit

jorsemen were holding the wall; the clash of
ool rose deafeningly in the mght. the hum of arrows
filled the alr, and fierce shouts of the Vlldnp
vied with the hellish wolf-howling of

onset. The Picts, . were meil and
indifferently armed. It was very sible tha th lim.
ited force of Vikings could hold the stockade unil
etumed vth the res, a5 e wond assurely
do whn b suw the lamo—bat whence came the
lame?
Someone vas famblingat the doo. It seung apen
g Cormac s th lean shambling fame and

for the Picts will cut him nﬂ’whmhemlnm&n
bay and feather his men with arrows before they can



mmmmpslrheyhmmmmndmewm
homs of stockade and set the three remaining
g:y;;':mlo:mwﬂdmnnkc.fodwh-

ling
Not a man oy mdwulnmlyhudnme
:Kwhoummgmbm

i3
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1 wil set you froe! Mayhap the Picts will not
Wl Brulla did nt name yon in his
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-iununuvemnhywllmlls)wwyuu
hidden and we'll take

E&

" b scrvamed, “The gates havs givn vy and
Picts are inside the inner stockadel™
. The howiing ose to  crscenda of demonias ps-

lmse me, hberln fooll” raged Cormac,
cr.’,“.““ You'e time enough for bab:

g

with fear, Gﬂmm Snurﬂanneppad
umdazhemhgun fumbling wi
ﬁnzmod(helhruhﬂdlm ruvdswm

and silent as A
dark arm hooked about the old Viking's withered
neck, jes his chin up. One sl rst
from his writhing lips to short in @ g
gle as a keen edge whipped across his
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eyed Cormac Mac lndﬂ\erI nm:d b-ck

e bumsing ships, that mado e eal it e u
day, Cormac saw that the sh r was the chlal'
"You are he who slew and Hor
through the door of the :hlll before 1 myu:l.f
away m the forests,” said the Pict, as calmly as thoug
no \nfemo of combat was g wndmut. "1 told my
people of you and wamned them not to harm you, if
u still hwd You hate 'l'horwuld n.s weu as I 1 wd.l
you; glut your vengeance; will Thorwal
mum in his ships and we will cul hu throat. There
'n0 more Norse or Golara. All the free people
of the isles here-abouts are gathering to aid us,
Thorwald is doomed!”
He bent over the Gael and released him. Cormac
rang_erect, a fresh fire of confidence surging
Erough his veins. He snatched his helmet with m
flowing horsehair crest, nnd his long straight sword.
He nlsn took the lwys Brulla.
you where prlwud ane called
Hmt?‘ he’ :slmd., as they ste thugh d\e door.
Brulla pointed across a seething whirlpool of flame
and hacking swor
"“The smoke obscures the hut at present, but it lies
nex! thc storehouse on that side.”
ac nodded and set off at a run, thm Brulla
wcnl he nen}.er knew nor Picts had fired
sta nble. storehouse and skalli, as well as the ships on
beach outside the inner stockade. About the skalli
und here and there close to the stockade which was
also buming In o scom of places, stubborn fighting
went on, as the handful of survivors sold their lives
with all the desperate ferocity of their breed. There
were, indeed, thuusands of the short, dark men, who
swnrmsd nbou ud\ ]owd warrior In a lluhln;
of mailed

swords
Vlhng twk fe-rful lull but the smaller men lashed
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in with a wild beast frenzy that made naught of
wounds, and pulled down their giant foes by sheet
weight of numbers. Once on the gmund the gillvon
swords of the dark men did their work. Screams of
death and yells of fury rent the flame-reddened skies,
but as Cormac ran swiftly toward the storehouse, he

no pleas for mercy. Driven to madness by
mumlm outrages, the Picts were glutting their ven-
mmm to the uttermost, and the Norse people neither

ked nor asked for mercy.

Blond-haired women, cursing and spitting in the
faces of their ldllen. felt the knife jerked across their
vlhlle throau. and Norse babes were buuhumd with

ipunction than their sires had shown in
d.e .I-uy\m—rm sport—of Pictish infunts.
rmnc took no in_this holocaust. None of
hese pecple vas bis Fiandather raco would cut
s thioat f the chance arose, As ho ran he uted his
sword merely to chance cuts that fell on him
from Plct and Norseman Inlllw nlrmd s buyh
moved between staggering clumps of gasping, slashing
men, that he ran ;ﬁsﬂ nuunpl he ugm ![%ue with-
nu( uﬂmn orpcu e reached the hut and a few
th the lock opened the heavy door.
e ldmoom:toomon‘npurksf m the burning
storehouse nearby had caught on the hut thatch an
nl.rendythu interfor was full of this
is w

b-raiy e out in th:ycvmer There was a jangling
of chains and a voice with a Danish accent spoke:
“Slay me, in the name of Loki; better a sword thrust
than this accus smokel™
Cormac knelt and fumbled at his chains. “1 come
to free you, O Hrut,” he . A moment later he
d lhe astonished warrior to his feet and

red out nr the hut, just as the
mr oll n. %nw?n!g el o Cormas
ly -l is companion—a
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splendid, red-maned giant of a man, with the bearing
of a noble. He was half-naked, ragged and unkempt
from weeks of captivity, but his eyes gleamed with an
uncongerable lght
word!” he cried, those eyes blazing as they
pt The soone, “A word, good i, in the. name of
Therl Horo s  goodly braul and wo stand ll”
Cormac stooped and tore & reddened blade from
the stiffening hand of an amow-feathered onum-n.
“Here is a sword, Hrut." he “but for
hom il ym skt Norse who have kept you
like a caged wolf and would have slain you—
Picts whey will cut your throat because of the
culov of your hair?”
re_can be but little choice,” answered the
Dane. I heard the screams of women—"

“The women are all dead,” grunted the Gael. “We
cannot help them now; we must save ourselves, It is
the night of the wolf—and the wnlvel are Mﬂngl

1 would like to cross swords with Thorwald,” the
big Dane hesitated as Cormac drew him toward the
flaming barrier. o

“Not now, not now,” the reiver #
game is afoot, Thor—Hrut! Later we e %
mdﬁnuhwhnlhcmmj now we have
ourselves \Lthu:‘k about, lor lflhhu;
Wallhere Skullspiter heis ready marching throu
the woods ldgble-qmck timel”

The stockade was in places a rmMerlng mass of
coals; Cormac and his companion battered a way
through and even as they stepped into the shadows
of the trees outside, three figures ruse ubout them and
set upon them with bestial howls. Cormac shouted -
warning, but it was useless. A whirling blade was
his throat and he lud to :mlre to save himself. ’hnm-
ing from the n loath to make, he
saw Hrut, hsm mangled body of one Pict,
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take the barbed sword of the other in his left arm
and split the wielder’s skull with an overhand stroke.
Cyring tho Gael sprang forvard. “Are you badly
hurt?” Blood was gushing from a deep wound in
Hrut's mighty arm.
A scratch,” the Dane’s cyes blazed with the battle-
light. But des'p(la his pm«nns Cormac tore a strip

from his own garments and bound the arm so us to
staunch the flow of bood.
“Here, help me drag these bodies under the

brush," grovied the b S B ol
when'they saw your red it o v o
theirs. I think Brulla would see our point of view,
if the rest find we killed their brothers neither Bmll-
ot the dev] can keep their swords from our throats.
s done—"Listen!” commanded Hrut. The roar
of bl Bal ot o W i A i o
rour of fames and the hideous und triumphunt yeling
of the Picts. Only in a sing laming
skalli, yet untouched by the fire, e vandtl of ! Vkings

351l gt up'a subborn deforse. Theou heough the
o the fre there sounded u rythic clack clack.clackl
“Thonald s retuming!” exclaimed Cormc,sping-

ing back to the forest to peer over the

K ruins of the mefuseh Into the bay swept a single
dngtm ship. The long ash oars drove her plunging
through the wller from her rowers and trom the

on poop and gunwale rose a roar of
doeponed ferociy u they saw the smoking s of
the steading and the mangled badics of helr peopl.
From the buring skalli cume an echoing shout. In
the smoldering glare that tumed the bay t a gulf of
blood, Cormac and Hrut uw the hawk-face f“
Skel where he xtrx)d But whorc were
m t he knew and a
xmllv of grim apy lecuﬁon somber fuce.
vgo gml ship was sweepln,; m to the beach
a0 e 5 screaming Picts were wading out to



int
deadliest gale it had ever faced the

while men went down in windrows gun-
wlh,lmm&ehgﬂldi‘hﬂmm
through li buckler and scale mail armor to
pierce the flesh beneath.

The rest crouched behind their shields and rowed
and steered as best they could. Now the keel grated
on the water-flooded sand and the swarming savages
closed about her. B{,:jxe}:undm& they serambled up
the sides, the stem and ti . while others

ey e om0 i o e
mh.msrmm‘pmdnﬁgw, -

between two slashing Picts a
:ﬁked‘ﬂml)‘h)mnun.ﬂulwbﬂ\iim
m&znhnlngewimmme’ywﬂhd!

ir giant stature, their armor and long

a'éiﬁ?ti_s

s axes rose and fel, blood and
brains, and shapes dropped withing from the
e e o s

rmac caught

the ship X with dead, and Cor
bis breath us he

i
i
il
£
big

the naked Picts .
heard their chiefs shouting to them and he
the attackers sullenly away.
we:shm:ngl’orthemmhﬂb&k
Vikings at long range.
"The Vings soon realzed that
! with an arrow through his
of fury the Norsemen began leaping fr

Fgf
if H
£

i
1t

i

i

ship into the water, in one
with their foes and take
accepted the challenge. About

£
/
i g

Norsernan
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# dozen Picts and the bay slong the beach secthed

and eddied with battle. The waves ml blood

nndwpuﬂm dnclrmhnzm} m.#:
ping, the feet and the urms of the living,

w-mmpenmdm i sallied forth to die with

whn Conmc had looked for, o«urmd A

%: Illdfmmlhemhdmt(ﬂngcd!hel hum
rwl.klshlcldhawm with the crews of MIJ

his back. Cormac knew that,

ummed he had sent the other ship on ludnw
the Picts out and give him time to land below the bay
and march through the forest with the rest of his men.

!wem\hmﬁmmndxdo g the shore and bore down
the toward their foes. With howls of unquench-
able fury, the Picts tumed on them with a rin of

not all Pictish. But as often as a Norseman fell, his
comrades locked their cl as ever,
trampling the fallen foot. No longer
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-syuem without waming
broke nnd fied in all Y thn& iz

lit space of the s\euiui% some Inm lhe forest. With
yells of triumph the nldngs bmh! formation and
plunged after them, though Cormac saw
‘cmum frantic orders and beating at hh men wnh
e L e
n as well as Thos it i ting
the carles betrayed them as th
‘The moment they streamed out oosely n purnu, the the
Picts turned howling and a Vikings went
b;g:m a hail nlbq Before the rest emngyx.\d .m':imn
tl ition they were surrounded in
rugghing chumps, and the work of death began. From
1sin mnwc{‘bm]c.thccmnbnbmmnxvmof
tl'fng,ll: :';dnmxhrs on the beu:}»lh—;hem the squod:
[ r way—before
i e b fringe of the forest.
And suddenly as from a dream Cormac woke and
cursed hims nl[
oY the blood of the gods, what a fool I am! Are
have never seen a battle, to stand here
gpm%ﬁwhen wo should be legging t through the
He was forced to fairly drag Hrut uul the
twn ran swiftly through the [mg w all sides
the clangor of arms and the shouts dwh 'ﬂ-e
b-nh Inul spilled over into the (mv_n and that gri
darksome wood was the scene a bluody
e e wumedby&a
muuged to keep clear of 1uch stru Wﬂm@ ance

m from
ln lhe hq}‘nd bn:r\ghnd of b-n.le that followed, lhey
whether it was Picts or Norsemen who
Ml hafnm their swords.
Then

sounds of conflict were behind them and
mfmnxmndald.mmpurm.ymn, Hrut
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stopped ipping his red-stained sword, but
cm.,..uﬁ’

mudllnql i be but
Wullher!lwolvu % o fioy e be ree

The next instant they burst into a yudu (hmly
lighted by the first whiteness of dawn, and from
umu side strode a bund ofndburdadmad
chief, looking ke a very god of war, be
a welcome:
g hrough. the scture wooks g
forever!
When | saw the glow above the trees and heard the
1 brought every carle on the ship, for I knew

not but what you were burning and looting Thorwald's
steading siny h-ndall thl is lorwwa—u

is this?
o This b Hiut_—whom we sought” answered, Cor:
Ilellmdtheledwhlrl[-mtnfwurwwhmu
forward-—there’s blood on your axel”
“A B o hack ot vy through 3 e of
. dark fellows—Picts I belive you
Cormac cursed. “We'll pile up a blood- score that

for—"
“Well,” grumbled the giant, “the woods are full of
th:m and we heard them howling like wolves behind

”lh-dwnllwmldheutbeundmg.“mm-

Hrut.
Cormac shook his besd. “Brulla of a gather-
ing of clans;they have come from ul the isles of the
m_uhndx ; mhnblyhndcd(mnﬂnrhnfd.e
sten!”
The clamor of hmk:ﬁfw louder as the fighters
netrated deewr into the mazes of the forest, but
Fom the ulfhere and his Vikings had come
there soundesl  long-drwn yel Lk m pack of rumning
wolves, swiftly rising higher and
“Close ranksl” yelled Cormac, paling, and the
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Danes had time to lock their shields before the
was upon them. Bursting from the thick trees a

und:edewbmmrd_-m unstained broke

Hewnllld.llhemwewl’mofﬂm\nldmddkw
A0 et handiul of the orighnal attackers
down, trodden under foot

oot and snaring 1 thely death

throes. Cormac m the shelter of the over-
i and darted into the forest, Searching

chief in to- forest was

would probably have to fight their way across the
whole island to rogain their Doubtless these
T arions [ from some island lying to the east, who
ded on Golara's eastern coast.
o{l“w could find Bnllln—l'w’tmd not gone a score
t the glade when he stumbled over two
p:t‘&ﬁkudlnndnﬂhgnp le. One was Thorwald
Sbleld hewer.' The other was % lla. Cormac stared
at them and as the wolf; ﬂof!hePIﬂlmul}ml
him, his skin crawled. rng up and run
back to the where he hld |:K
Waulfhere Teaned on his great ax and ,u.-d n the

corpses at his feet. His men stolidly held their
poﬂBm]h is dead,” sntg‘ﬁed the Gael. “We must aid
. cut our throats if they can,

ourselves. These Picts
and
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E’m m visible among the trees and a hideous

medkyo{kmhngml’alnjmlwrnn There
was but one answer to t 3

‘ve found and fired our 5![1) * muttered Cor-

lhe blood of the guds, Fate's dice are loaded

lglhut

‘Suddenly a thought came to him,

“After mel Keep close together and hew your way
through, if needs be, but follow me closel”

A

Vi it question o him through the

strewn forest, hearing on each hand the sound
m men, un at the forest frit

and over the crumbled stockade at the ruins of

the steading. By merest chance no body of

it march, but behlm{v them rose a

frightful and venrlul clamor as a band of them came

upon the corpse-littered glade the Danes had just len
No ﬁﬁﬁng was going on among the steadi
ruins. only Norsemen in sight were many

5. The fighting had swept buck [nto the forest
M:I:sr the close-pressed Vikings had retreated or
riven. From the incessant clashing of steel
wuhm its those who yet remained alive were
ging a good weount of themselves, Under th trees
bows were more or less useless, the survivors
m@n defend lhnmnhes (or hours, though, with the
island swarming with Picts, their ultimate fate was
mmn
ree or four besmen, weary of battle
at Im, had left khz ﬁpmng to their fresher tribesmen
were g what loot they could from the
umlﬁ:;kclrf the numbw::l R -
Cormac’s sword pointed to the dragon-shi
Mmpm.dmlnl}nzr‘uh held her grmndm‘[
n}mﬂ.mmmw-.nm “In a moment we will
a thousand yelling demons on our backs. There
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luwhﬂnmlgm—ﬂahh::kd‘sﬁwnd We
through and gain it, shove it free and row

MlMorelherxunnapus nl\uwd.ldne

Vikings only excuse for living!
“Lock shields!” medw . “Close ranks! The
Lol il

him unceres

have no
“nudyoldwdpm..ch..gemd.;rm
the winners!”

Like an avalanche the stecl-tipped wedge shot from
the trees and raced toward the beach. The Picts loot-
ing the ruins turned with howls of amazement, and a

I-ml-umdrhgwny«oxheﬁnersedge But
I

% g B 1 O
and tram) undtr.mdweriumdmhunuhed

races. Thirty of the warriors who

Walfhere wore heavy bows and quivers of long arrows

i e
cars now

e and directed thei shahs on the Picts wading meo
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the water to attack the men at the prow. In the first
light of the rising sun the Danish shafts did fearful
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‘Thorfinn’s eyes lighted with a wondrous gleam.
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thre bis o back a a in throws back his mane
and flung up his reddened sword it the eye o the

l"heuied"He-dmeme-mlrkmy
Menda,lnd Thor fill our sail!
mmmwmmdwb muvqulﬂihe'l!
o the men at the sweeps. “We go to set & new kin
on the throne of Dane-mark!™ £ &



