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Reflectionsfor the Winter of My Soul
Karl Edward Wagner

Sinceit was obviousthat themanwas  dying, the crowd of watchers had split apart, leaving only the
curious or those fascinated by the presence of death. Certainly no man could live with so ghastly a
wound; the wonder was that the mangled servant had survived aslong as he had.

Outsde, the blizzard gathered howling force with each minute--a fury of white crystaline coldnesswhose
blasts penetrated the thick stone walls, raced through dark hallways and billowed the heavy tapedtries. Its
coldnessforced entrance deep within the castle, into this crowded room where an attentive circle of eyes
stared down at the thing that gasped futilely in its pool of spreading crimson.

He was one of the baron's servants, avery minor member of the household, whose usual task bad been
to carefor the stables. The blizzard had come with the nightfall, sorming suddenly out of the west asthe
sunwas dying. When itsfirg stinging gusts had hit, the court had been filled with scurrying servants,
struggling to secure the animals and materid within the outbuildings. One man had stayed behind the rest
to complete some errand--none remembered what. His scream of terror had amost gone unheard by the
last of those stumbling back to the castle gate. But several men had staggered through the near darkness
and blinding winds to the darker figure lying in whirling white. They had borne his mangled body into the
castle with panic-sped steps, for no man had seen that which had attacked the human with such savage
suddenness and vanished again into the blizzard.

Thevictim lay closeto thefire, partidly lifted from the stone floor by an improvised pillow of rags. His
eyes gaped blankly in stark horror, and scarlet bubbles broke occasionaly from his stack lips. Relentless
fangs had shredded the flesh about histhroat and chest, foiled in their attempt to sever the carotids only
by the heavy fur cloak and the intervention of a protecting arm. This much could be determined from
scrutiny of the dying man, whose silence had been unbroken since that one shriek of mortd terror.
Severd had pointed out that the servant probably could not speak even should he come out of shock, for
the awful wreckage of histhroat would make speech most unlikely.

There seemed to be no end to the flow of blood that streamed through the rough bandages to glisten on
the stones. The one who usualy tended only to injury to livestock had been called to help--the baron's
physician and astrologer could not be found, assuming he would have bothered. The horse surgeon knew
it was hopeless of course, but for appearances he made afew haf-hearted attemptsto forestall imminent
death.

The servant uttered one great, wet cough that merged with afinal spasm. The horse surgeon considered
thelimpwrig, criticaly pried up one eydid, and shrugged. "Well, hesdead," he proclaimed needlesdy.
There was disappointment among the watchers, who had hoped to learn from the victim of his lant's
nature. Over them lay aclammy atmosphere of gnawing fear, and severa argued louder than necessary,
asserting that awolf, or severa wolves, possibly asnow cat had been the killer. Some had darker
suspicionsaswell, for thisfrozen land of Marsarovj had itslegends.

A sudden hideous movement hated their dow withdrawal! The corpse had lurched upward from the
dippery stones! Supporting itsdf with itsarms, it sat haf-upright and glared a them with wide and
sghtless eyes. Red dobbering lips fought to form words.

"Death! | see him! Out of the storm he comesfor usall!" blubbered that thing which should not spesk.



"Death comes! A man! A man not man! Desgth for dl!"
The corpse toppled hollowly back upon the stones, now slent.
"He must not have been quite dead,” offered the surgeon finally, but not even he believed that.

|. The Rider inthe Storm

Kane at last was forced to admit to himsdlf that he wastotally logt, that for the past hour he had been
without any sense of direction whatsoever. He kicked his plodding horse onward, curaing the fate that
had set him abroad in this frozen wasteland during what seemed to be the worst blizzard in hislong
memory. The shaggy steed was close to floundering with exhaugtion, for even its rugged north-bred
endurance had been overtaxed by the days of flight which had left them logt in thisfantastic ice storm.
Two impressionsfilled Kane's weary mind. One was a sensation of unbearable, soul crushing cold--cold
accumulated during the days of travel through the wintered land and now multiplied by this needled wind
of ice. The chill sought for him through the thick folds of heavy fur that surrounded him, and Kane knew
that when he stopped moving, he would quickly freeze to degth.

The second impression was one of awful necessity to outdistance his pursuers. They had dogged histrail
relentlesdy for thelong, cold days, penetrating every trick this master of deception had employed to hide
the signs of his progress. But then with the last powers of the priests of Sataki, his pursuers had little
chance of missng atrail that no human eye could discover.

Since noon Kane had often been able to catch sight of them, so close had they gained on him. Knowing
that they would amost inevitably overtake him by nightfal, he had welcomed the sudden blizzard when it
had come. Although he doubted if even this could cover histracks from the ken of those grim hunters, he
hoped to gain invaluable time--possbly to recover hislead over them. But the storm had become a
screaming nightmare of white in which Kane had lost hisway completely, and now frozen death joined
with those others who sought to bring down the ice-encrusted man who dumped forward in his saddle,
Many days behind him and to the southeast lay the independent principdity of Rader, once the northmost
province of the old Serranthonian Empire, but now broken away in the collapse of the Empire which had
followed the extinction of the line of Halbros-Serrantho. Rader had become afrontier backwater after
the dynastic wars had destroyed the strength and wedlth of the central states and had created a band of
desolation cutting Rader off from the civilization to the south. Law had been logt in theimperid
disintegration and never restored. In obedience to ancient principle, brute power shaped chaosinto a
more orderly framework, and Rader had been ruled for the past century (when it wasruled at al) by a
variety of warlords. It had been amotley successon, for the land was of little value or importance. Thus
itsrulers had usudly been petty and relatively unambitious men--old nobility, adventurers, robber barons,
andthelike.

Until some few days before, Rader had been ruled by the hated exile Orted Ak-Ceddi, onetime bandit
leader turned Prophet of Sataki. Under hisfanatica command, the dark cult of Sataki had exploded from
obscurity into acrimson wave of terror that had overwhelmed the forest land of Shapdli far to the south
and had very nearly broken forth to hurl itslegions upon the southern kingdoms. But his power had at last
been smashed, and Orted had fled the ruins of his Dark Crusade with only afew of hismost loyd
followers. Safein the obscurity of this northern backwater, Orted had seized control of Rader with the
last remnant of hisformer strength and had settled down to ponder the tangled riddles of fortune and
power.

To Rader had come Kanein the night. As the mercenary general of the Prophet's cavalry, Kane had both
been creator of the fighting arm of the Dark Crusade aswdll asthe cause of its ultimate failure. Treachery
on Kane's part had first sundered the Sword of Sataki, but Orted's final insane double-cross had brought



on disaster for them both. Orted had escaped the ensuing daughter of hisfollowers, but Kane was
trapped by the victorious army of Jarvo. To avoid capture by his enemies he had entered that unhallowed
interdimensiona corridor cursed by ancientsasthe Lair of Y dd. The torments he encountered within

Y dd's cosmic web of soulless horror were such that it might have been better to have accepted the mere
physical torture and desth from those he had thus escaped.

But Kane at length accomplished that which no other man could have done. He emerged &t the one other
place on thisworld wherethe Lair of Ydd impinged. It took him over ayear to recover from the ordedl
he suffered therein, but when he did recover he set out to kill the man who had driven him within the
crawling passages of that elder world nightmare. Thetrail to Rader had taken him from one end of the
known world to the other--atrail that twisted, forked, vanished, and reappeared again. But he followed it
with asingleness of purpose unfamiliar even to Kane.

And amost four years after the massacre of the Satakis at Ingoldi, Orted Ak-Ceddi found himself done
in his chambers confronting Kane. The brief, vicious struggle ended most satisfactorily for Kane, who
was able to present Orted with a curious gem-like crystal derived from the venom of the now extinct
tomb worm of Carsultyal. Embedded in hisflesh, the paralyzing venom seeped through Orted's writhing
form and silently commenced an ineluctable disntegration of every nervein hisbody, working from the
tiniest to the largest cords. Kane was forced to cut short his enjoyment of the fantastic contortions of
Orted's death throes, when the Prophet's guards finally broke into the chamber.

He had vaulted through the hidden passage by which he had gained entrance to Orted's private
chambers--the Prophet had not been ableto learn al the secrets of his sanctuary--and fled the city
before any organized search could be formed. Since that night Kane had been pushing steadily into the
northern wastes. But his pursuerswere the last of Orted's fanatics, and Kane knew that only death would
halt their relentless pursuit of the dayer of their Prophet. Their fanaticism coupled with the few sorcerous
devicesleft to their dying cult had brought them within Sight of their quarry after hard days of searching.
And then the blizzard had given Kane respite.

His horse sumbled over some buried obstruction and haf-fdl to its knees. Kane fought to hold his
saddle, noticing the crackle of ice encrusted on his cloak. Gritting teeth he lurched from his mount and
helped the exhausted beast erect. The agony of forcing his nearly frozen limbsinto action racked his
powerful frame, and he swayed on his benumbed feet, clutching the neck of his gasping horse for
support.

"Easy, boy," he murmured through hisice-hung beard. "Let you rest just aminute.” But only aminute, he
told himsdlf, and stamped his frozen boots, wearily brushing off the crust of ice that enclosed hisbody. A
bed of snow beckoned him to its softness, but he hurled aside its temptation. He would not accept defeat
thiseasily. He had cheated death time beyond comprehension, and if helost herein the storm, his
adversary must take him not gracefully, but struggling blindly onward past the extremes of his power.
That thisfrozen elementa fury should be his doom infuriated Kane, and he glared defiantly into the
scouring wind. Frustration. His enemy now was utterly intangible--a cosmic entity that heedlesdy had
engulfed him--whose massive presence now tore a him, smothered hislifefire. In no way could he even
force his destroyer to take notice of his existence.

Yet it was no ordinary storm, of this Kane was certain. It was too sudden, too violent to be naturdl;

Kane had never encountered anything its equal even on severa excursions much farther to the north. It
was awitch storm perhaps, for its abrupt ferocity hinted at sorcery. But why any sorcerous power should
summon such ablizzard in thiswasteland, he could not begin to guess. Surely the Satakis had not evoked
it, for it had cheated them of their prey.

The horse whinnied fearfully, and Kane decided he had rested aslong as he dared. As he remounted, his
steed started in fright. Kane sought to soothe the beast, thinking at first he had somehow startled it in
mounting. But the horse was genuinely darmed, he quickly noted--its nogtrils flared and eyes widened in
fright. Soon Kane too sensed a presence, an awareness of aien scrutiny. He gave the horse his head, and
the animal bolted forward recklesdy through the storm. For atenseinterval Kane felt the sensation of
pursuit, of some entity reaching for him with awful hunger; then the feding dacked off.

As soon as hefdt clear he dowed his mount's headlong flight to asafer pace. "What in the name of



Temro wasthat!" he muttered. At first he had thought his pursuers had blundered upon him, but the
horse's reaction and his own sensations dispelled that impression. He had seen nothing, heard
nothing--for the howling storm had effectively blotted out and muffled both vision and sound. Y et Kane
and his horse had both definitely sensed the presence of something, and Kane knew better than to doubt
such extrasensory evidence. The strange workings of hisinner mind were not unfamiliar to him, unnatura
talents utilized and strengthened throughout his amazing career. And Kane was certain that some form of
horrible death had been very closeto himin the storm.

Now be strained his senses againgt the blizzard, while the horse plodded dismaly through the rising drifts,
his sudden surge of energy dissipated. For along time there was nothing, until Kane seemed to hear a
wild howling that was not of the wind. Heinhaled carefully, drawing the frozen air degp into hislungs.
Faintly he began to catch the scent of wolf on the stormwind. The horse too caught the scent, and he
sorted fitfully.

Suddenly Kane hated. The howling had become more pronounced and seemed to come from many
throats. To his keen nostrils came the unmistakable sour scent of damp wolf fur. Somewhere ahead of
him--distance was impossible to gauge in the ssorm--lurked alarge pack of wolves. Kane was puzzled
once more. From their criesthe pack was full in hunt--but it seemed impossible that awolfpack would be
foraging in such araging blizzard. Perhapsthe limits of starvation had driven them abroad, he mused. In
that case it was damned lucky that he was downwind.

But this advantage might vanish with ashift of wind and Kane turned his mount away from theinvincible
pack, putting the wind to his back. Might aswell back-track, he thought grimly. With no more sense of
direction than he now had, any course was as well as another or as pointless. As he forged onward
through the drifts the howling was drowned out in the grester voice of the sorm. Just asit was swallowed
up atogether, Kane thought he could also hear mingled in the cries of horses and men. But the sounds
weretoo faint for any hope of clarity, and Kane was too exhausted to pursue the fantasies of his
tormented senses.

The horse plodded on and on, stumbling more frequently now, but refusing to fal. Kane doubted if the
beast would be able to rise once it did down again--doubted if he would be able to remount if it could
regainitsfeet. Time and distance had no meaning. He was utterly adrift from the world of time and space;
there was only himsalf and the horse caught up in the rushing blizzard. Whether he moved or only the
wind moved, Kane could not tell. Nor could he distinguish whether the bits of white moved through the
darkness, or flecks of blackness through a sea of white. Now his entire body was growing atogether
numb. Soon he would be unable to fedl the horse on which he rode, and then there would only be Kane,
bobbing helplesdy, hopelesdy in this maelstrom of ice.

Thiswasinfinity.

Abruptly something clawed at Kane'sface. He reded and lashed out at it drunkenly. Hisfrozen hand
encountered atree branch. Severad more whipped at him, asthe horse painfully dipped itsway between
severdl trees.

Kane forced himself out of stupor, gathering together thefind dregs of hisremarkable strength. If the
horse had blundered into aforest there was hope yet. 1t seemed unlikely, for there had been no body of
treesin sight before the storm had hit--but how could he know how far the horse had carried him. The
wind's roar became muted, and its force was broken by the trees, causing the snow to fall dowly, sifting
through the branches. The blackness of night became settled, and in this darkness Kane's eyes could
penetrate--although another man would il be rdatively blind.

It was indeed aforest--or at least the grove of trees extended as far as Kane could discover. From the
shelter it provided from the stormblast, it seemed likely that thiswas at any rate a considerable wooded
area. Kane urged hisfatering mount deeper into the woods. If he could reach aplace far enough within
to break most of the storm'sforce, he might build a sort of shelter and possibly get afire going.

He caught the smell of wood smoke on the wind and pulled up. Had his hunters also found the trees, he
wondered--or perhaps he had come upon someone e se in thiswilderness. He followed the smoke
hopefully. Should it be the fire of strangers, he would share it one way or ancther. If he found the
Satakis... Well, he had been hunted long enough. Kane loosened his sword from itsice bound scabbard.



At least the cold iron would then find warmth. They would not expect an attack, and maybe with
aurprise, and if his strength had not been fataly drained by the storm...

Visonsof carnage passed through his mind, as Kane followed the scent of smoke through the sentinel
trees. The ground seemed to rise now, he thought. Revitalized with the tangible before him, hope for
shelter and lust to kill, Kane encouraged his horse. The rugged steed was due to collgpse at any step, but
it too sensed salvation and forced itself beyond endurance.

The treesthinned and then broke into aclearing. As he came through the last of their number, Kane
caught Sght of severd small outbuildings clustered about awalled stone manor house or smal castle. The
structures loomed darkly against the snow-filled night skies, their silhouette perforated with specks of
light from curtained windows. Desperately Kane forced his mount to this unknown castle herein the
frozen wastes. Let it be inhabited by demons and he cared not--so long as be found warmth. He shouted
hoarsely as he reached the gate. In sudden despair he redized that no gatekeeper would be at his post on
such anight, and that no one within the castle manor could hear him above the storm--should they be
awake. In his condition he could never climb over thewall. In white fury Kane pounded on the gate with
his great sword. To his amazement the gate swung gar--it had been left unlocked!

Not bothering to puzzle over this good fortune, Kane pushed aside the gate enough to pass through. The
horses hooves clattered hollowly across the courtyard, as Kane shouted wildly, striving to awaken
someone within. Just as he reached the manor's main doorway, the anima stumbled and fdll, pitching the
rider upon the stones. Kane twisted clumsily, too benumbed for hisusua lightning reflexesto serve him.
Hefdl heavily before the door, rolling againgt it.

With hislast strength he battered the iron studded oak with his swordhilt. He looked back weskly to the
gate through which he had entered. Just before blackness overcame him, he seemed to see something
white cregping through that open doorway.

[I. Things Found in the Storm

Something white stood blurred in Kane's recovering consciousness. With an effort he forced awareness
into hismind, hiseyesto focus.

Her eyeswidened in sartled fright as Kane's baleful gaze suddenly gripped her, but she recovered
quickly and said to cover her embarrassment, "Here--try to drink this."

Kane accepted the cup she held to hislipsin silent gppreciation, even in his condition savoring the
excdlent brandy. Warmth flowed from the cognac as fully asfrom the crackling fire they had laid him by.
So the people of the manor had heard his call after all, he mused, and quickly he took note of his
surroundings.

Hewasinasmal, stoneroom, furnished by afew benches, some chairs and a heavy table drawn near
thelarge fire that blazed againgt one wal. An antechamber, he surmised, from its plainness--probably
where the porter and stewards kept attendance on the main door. Kane'sice-crusted cloak had been
removed, and aheavy fur rug was thrown about him. Two servants supported himin ahaf supine
position before the fire; severd others and avery deepy maid milled about the room and doorway.
Holding the cup to hislipswas atouded girl of efish beauty. From her magnificent robe of white snowcat
and the emerald set ring on her ddlicate hand, Kane knew her to be alady of high estate. A mane of pate
blond tresses framed a perfect face from which apair of wide, grey eyes shone. Together with a pointed
chin and straight, finely chiseled nose, she presented the picture of asomewhat whimsicd pixie--amouth
made for quick smiles now set in concern. Her age might be from late teensto early twenties.

"Widl, Breenanin, what have you found!" A bear of aman swept into the room, ahuge fur robe hastily
gathered about him. "Who isit that comes calling on anight fit only for ice phantoms and destroysthe



deep of honest folk!" he blustered good-naturedly.

"Hush, Father!" whipped Breenanin. "He'sinjured and nearly frozen!™

"Eh?" muttered the lord of the castle curioudy, and he made avaguely sympathetic noise to mallify his
daughter.

Kane shrugged off the servants hands and drew himsdlf to hisfeet, redling momentarily in pain and
dizziness before he straightened. He met his host's curious gaze and announced formaly, "Forgive thisill
timed and unannounced intrusion. |'ve been wandering through this waste for severa dayswhen the
storm caught me, and | had about given out before | happened on this castle. My horsefdl inyour court,
and | was unconscious until amoment ago. Had your servants not found me, | would have frozen solid
by morning."

"Inthe court, you say?' said the other in puzzlement. "How the hell did you make it past the gate?"

"It was unlocked when | tried it," returned Kane. "Most fortunate that someone neglected it.”

"Maybe so, but that kind of carelessness can get you murdered in bed. Gregig! Can't you remember your
dutiesjust because we get alittle snow!"

The porter looked most unhappy. "Milord, | digtinctly remember locking the gate when the storm hit. |
can't undergtand it.”

"Mmm!" intoned hismaster. "Wdll, isit locked now?"

"Yes, milord!" the porter said hurriedly; then uneasily, "1t was locked when | checked it--after finding the
dranger.”

"At least even anear snowman has more sense than somefat porters.”

"Thewind must have shut it--for | didn't,” Kane brokein.

He received a suspicious stare from hishost. "That isn't possible," he stated. Then he shrugged. "Perhaps
thefal shook up your memory abit. Not uncommon, | suppose.”

Kaneremained slent.

"Well, anyway youreinsde. Welcometo my somewhat chilly manor! | am Baron Troylin of Carrasahl,
and the underfed cupbearer thereis my daughter, Breenanin. Y ou are welcome to my hospitality until this
blizzard lets up and you fed like moving on. We're dways glad for some company from the outside
world here--bresks the monotony.” He laughed, "The way that blizzard's carrying on, it looks like were
al going to be snowbound for somewhile."

Kane bowed. "Y ou are most gracious. | am deeply thankful for your hospitality,” he said formaly,
spesking the Carrasahli with little difficulty. He watched his company cautioudy. "My nameisKane."
There was no reaction, so he went on. "My profession isfighting, but a present | am without aposition. |
was heading toward Ensdljos to see if Winston could use my servicesin his border war with Chectaos,
but | strayed off course trying to save some miles from the usud trails. When the storm caught me, | was
very well on my way to being logt."

Troylin showed no signs of disbelieving Kane, athough Kane doubted if he was as smple as histough
and easy manner seemed to indicate. The baron was scrutinizing his guest carefully, trying to form an idea
of what the storm had brought him.

Kane was a huge man--not much over six feet, but massvely built. From an immense barrel of achest set
atop pillar-like legs, Kane's mighty arms hung like great corded tree limbs. His hands were of greet size
and strength--a strangler's hands, thought Troylin. The man must indeed be powerful, and probably could
handle that sword well too. He seemed to be left-handed, asfar as the baron could tell. His hair wasred
and of moderate length; the beard short aswell. His features were somewhat coarse and even abit
foreboding, with afresh scar on one check that seemed to be fading.

It was his eyesthat bothered Troylin. He had noticed them from thefirst. 1t was to be expected, for
Kane's eyeswere the eyes of Death! They were blue eyes, but eyesthat glowed with their own light. In
those cold blue gems blazed the fires of blood madness, of the lust to kill and destroy. They poured forth
infinite hatred of life and promised violent ruin to those who sought to meet them. Troylin caught animage
of that powerful body striding over a battlefield, killer's eyes blazing and red sword dedling carnageto al
beforeit.

The baron hagtily avoided those eyes and repressed a shudder. Vaul! What manner of man wasthis



creature! Still, hewas amercenary, ahired killer. Such men were seldom tender poets. And from his
bearing, Kane obvioudy was no common ruffian. His manners and speech indicated aman of culture,
possibly of breeding. Sons of the best gentry, bastard or lawful, often took to amilitary career for fortune
or for love of adventure. Kane certainly was impressive enough to have been a high ranking officer, and
the rings and fine wegpons indicated wedth a sometime. His age was strangdly difficult to guess. He
didn't look physicaly over thirty, but somehow his bearing made him appear much older.

Troylin decided he would keep entertained untangling the mysteries of his strange guest for the next
severd days. Probably have somered talesto tdll too. A change from that minstrel anyway. Just afew
precautions until he was more certain about the man.

"Father! Areyou just going to stand there like astuffed bear!"

Troylin snapped dert. "Ah--yes! Started to doze, I'm afraid. Well, Kane, as| say, welcome. The
servants will show you to aroom--plenty here, we're sort of under-populated at the moment. Just
wintering away from the civilized world for therest.” It occurred to him that Kane had no business till
being able to stand after his ordedl, and he redlized again the fantastic strength the man must have. "Right!
So | hopeyou'll be recovering from it al by tomorrow.” He turned and strode away.

Hugging the fur about himsdlf, Kane followed the servants. It was al he could do to walk and hissight
blurred repeatedly, but he didn't wish to show weskness. At least his hosts didn't guess the extent of his
plight. With luck he could hole up here from the Satakis--and maybe the blizzard had finished them.
"Damn lucky we found you," Offered one servant, as he opened the door to Kane's chamber. "No one
was on duty, you know. Falen adeep with that storm blowing.”

"Oh," muttered Kane, too exhausted to fed much interest. "How'd you let mein then?"

"It wasthelady, you know. She'd been having trouble deeping, heard it, and run down, woke the porter,
Ingand me."

"Surprised she could hear me even, with thewind." Kane gratefully collapsed onto the bed.

"Oh, it wasn't you she heard,” replied the servant, stepping through the door. "It was your horse
screaming, you know. Poor thing was pure mad from fear! Something sure had that horse frightened near
to death--but there wasn't athing in the courtyard we could see.”

[11. Prisoners of the Storm

Kaneimmediatdy fell into atrance-like deep, as his tormented body sought to heal the ravages of days
of flight. Occasiondly its serenity was shattered by somefitful dream of past adventure or by needles of
pain from frostbitten flesh, but not even this could rouse him. At one time he seemed to hear again that
edritch howling of wolves, and in the midst of their cacophony two burning red eyes swam into his
fevered vison--inhuman eyes that seared him with savage and abominable hunger.

At length consciousness returned to Kane, and with it came the redlization that something hovered near
his side. Snapping into ingtant awareness, Kane hurled himsdlf to one sde. His corded arm whipped
upward and be grasped a shock of white hair, as his other hand came up with the dirk he had strapped
tohissde.

"Wait! Mercy!" croaked histerrified victim, and Kane halted the disemboweling thrust just short of its
mark. He grasped the beard of a stern and elderly face that projected on athin neck from dark,
impressive robes. The robes flopped in extreme agitation, and apair of scrawny hands clawed in panic at
Kane's grip. Kane released the old man, but retained his knife watchfully.

"By the Seven Eyes of Lord Thro'dlet!" choked the elder, massaging his bearded visage. "Damn near rip
off my faceand dit my gullet, you did! Viciouskiller, that'swhat! A mad dog! What has my good baron
takenin?'



"Who the hell areyou?' Kane growled.

"I'd warned him about strangers! The starstell plainly that these are deadly daysfor us dl--but he won't
listen! Bringsin ademon from the storm and expects me to concern myself with him. | warn you, you low
born spawn of aviper! | don't intend to let this near murder go forgotten!™

"Why wereyou in here?' snarled Kane dangeroudy.

The elder looked alarmed once more. He judged the distance to the door, decided it wastoo far, and
collected himsdf. "I am Lystric, Baron Troylin's persona physician and astrologer. Y ou've been snoring
away here better than an entire day now, and the baron told meto took in on you." He glared darkly at
Kane. "Asif afrolicin the sorm would bother anice phantom! | try to examine your injuries, and you
haf kill mefor my concern! Fine gesture! Nice mannered guest! Troylin should have daughtered you in
your deep!”

"That's been tried before," returned Kane, swinging to hisfeet. "Count yoursdlf lucky that | recognized
you as aharmless old lecher before | spilled your insdes out. But as you have seen, I'm quite al right
Lystric reddened in anger. "Damn you! | warn you that my wisdom holds secrets that could blast you to
ashes, should | seefit to unleash them! Maybe | will! Thisisno timefor Troylin to bring murdering
grangersinto hishold! Thereisdeath inthe stars! | have seen it!”

Kane regained histemper with painful effort. "Would you care to examine me now?" he asked innocently.
"Damn your insolent hide!" shrieked Lystric and stamped toward the door, agtately exit which he ruined
by glancing behind in apprehension. Halting at the door he glowered back. " The baron directed meto
ask you to dine with him shortly, should | find you not too week to ir!"

"Send my thanksand tdll him | accept.”

"No doubt! Well, helll send his men-at-armsto butcher you, if | have my will!"

Kane elaborately drew back hisdirk to throw. Lystric departed.

There was atight atmosphere of uneasiness hanging over the dinner table, and Kane noticed it despite his
preoccupation with the board. He ate hisfirst full meal in many dayswith careful attention, savoring each
mouthful. A man who has been on short rations for many days does not bolt hisfood--it isanovelty to
be dowly and thoroughly appreciated. At the same time he watched with interest the others gathered at
the long tablein the castle dining hall. Baron Troylin and his daughter ate nervoudly, with aforced
lightheartedness that belied an underlying tenseness. Lystric the astrologer, who was a so present at the
high table, spent part of the time offering Kane dark 1ooks, and the remainder watching anxioudy the
young man Sitting next to him.

The youth Troylin had introduced as his son Henderin. Ignoring Kane's greeting, he had spent the first of
the med glaring stonily at the food set before him. Kane observed that Henderin carried no knife with
which to eat, and that the two brawny attendants who stood close behind him seemed to pay an
unnecessary amount of attention to their charge's every move. No comment had been offered on the
Stuation, and Kane had discreetly raised no questions, dthough it was obvious that something was amiss
in the household and that the baron's son seemed to be the center of the anxiety. He was awell built and
well favored young man--afew years his sster's senior--with the pae blond hair of hisfamily. He bore
no signsof ill treatment, although he somehow impressed Kane as a privileged prisoner who was alowed
tostinat hiscaptor'stable.

Henderin chose to end his petulant silence by bresking into an anecdote of hisfather. "Thismest is
burned!" heintoned hoatly. "I specificaly told you to bring me nothing but raw flesh!™

The two retainers behind him stood poised. Breenanin hated her cup before her mouth and frozein
anticipation, while Troylin nervoudy glanced toward Lystric. The astrologer spoke in soothing tones, " Of
course--the cooks must have forgotten. I'll personaly speak to them about this. But since dl the rest of
us are eating, why don't you have alittle cooked mest too. It's ill nice and red, you see--al thefire did
waswarmit for you."

"l said | wanted raw flesh!™ Henderin exploded. "Not burned dead by thefire, but ill warm and
bleeding! Bringit to me!"

Lystric went on hurriedly. "But there isn't any mest |eft that hasn't been cooked. So why not eat just a



bite..."

Henderin screamed an oath and hurled his plate onto the floor. Behind him the two attendantsrushed in,
but Lystric waved them to ahalt. Several hounds had sprung from the corners of the hal and had falen
upon the scattered meat. Henderin watched enthralled asthey greedily fought over the scraps. With a
wild smile he snatched alarge joint of meeat from atray, pulled it to him, and buried hismuzzleinto it. He
tore the flesh in large chunks, devouring it with gusto. From time to time he gave alow growl.

For the othersthe meal proceeded with relative quiet.

With the business of eating completed, the dinner began to gather steam. Servants cleared away the
debris and settled down to the more serious duty of keeping their master and his guest well supplied with
ae Kane prepared himsdf for along evening of drinking and conversation, aware that Troylin expected
him to repay the baron's hospitdity by entertaining him. It appeared to be developing into amost
comfortable evening. At the lower tables, the baron's retainers and men-at-arms were making alusty
charter, serving wenches made free with the de, and the grest fire was blazing. Even Henderin was quiet,
for the moment dowly drawing pictures on the table with an ae dipped finger. In the shadow of acolumn
close by the high table atal man toyed with alute.

Kane had asked few questions during the medl, and to hisrdief neither had Troylin. The baron seemed
content to accept Kane's story at face value, and merdly listened with interest to his guest's anecdotes.
To hisddight, he found Kane an entertaining and informed conversationaist, with afantastic variety of
materia to draw upon. Deeming it none of his concern, he showed no interest in Kanésbusinessin this
region.

Judging it not atogether indiscreet, Kane at length asked, "How isit that you are wintering herein
Marsarovj? Even Carrasahl must be warmer and more congenid than thiswilderness.”

Troylin laughed depreciatively and replied readily, "Wdll, | got tired of civilized winters after awhile. So |
thought it would be a nice change to spend the winter here in the provinces. My family has maintained this
old castlefor years—-it'sredly afortified manor from the Empire days-—-and | thought it would make a
snug, rustic spot to spend the winter. Hunting is excellent too--al year around.”

He lowered hisvoice and added uneasily, "Also I'd hoped the atmosphere would be good for Henderin.
The boy's alittle unsettled, you've noticed no doubt. Lystric assures me though that thisisjust the thing
for him."

Kane nodded and changed the subject to the matter of hunting. Marsarovj, he knew, was a provincerife
with subarctic game.

He became conscious of al unpleasant sensation of scrutiny after awhile and looked for the source. In
the shadows douched afigure with alute, alean man whose eyes gleamed agartling red in the firelight.
Following Katie's gaze, Troylin caught sight of its object and cdled out, "Ah, Evingolis Thereyou are!
Wondered where you were lurking tonight. Come over and give as atune! We've been jabbering too
hard to do any serious drinking." Turning to Kane he said, "Thisis Evingolis, the most accomplished
mingrel you'll ever have the pleasure of hearing. | had the fortune of ataching him to my patronage this
summer, and he'saddight to have around on these winter nights.” He went on to describe the many
virtues of the mingrel.

The object of the baron's praise strode silently from the shadows and took a vantage point by thefire.
Moving hislong fingers over the lute stringswith fluid grace, he sang in crystaline tones of ablind
princess and her demon lover. One of the Opyros Cycle, Kane recognized, and he recadled the bizarre
fate of that blighted poet. The minstrel was himsalf an unusud figure. He was an abino, with the
characterigtic pae skin, white hair and pink eyes. Kane could hazard no guess asto his nationdity, having
found the singer's accent unlike any he could place. In height Evingoliswas severd inchestaller than
Kane, and dthough he was thinly built, there was no hint of softness or weaknessto him. Hisfeatures
were finely molded, but sharp rather than effeminate. Histhin hair he wore cut short; hisface
cleanshaven. As he sang, his pink eyes stared into infinity--perhaps seeing the strange events of which he
told. Kane noticed that Henderin watched the minstrel with rapt attention, ssemingly magicaly charmed
by thetde.

Therisng lament that concluded the song died out with a keening moan from thelute. Hewas an arti<,



conceded Kane, who could not recal hearing a better performance of that difficult poem. Men shuffled
their feet and made uneasy soundsin the stiliness following the song. "Excdlent!" commended Troylin
after apause. "Y ou dways have something now for us, don't you. Ah, how about another, Evingolis. One
abit morerousing for this cold night.”

"Of course, milord," spoke the mingtrel, accepting atankard from ascurrying wench. " One moment while
| sweeten my throat." He tossed off the ale and broke into arollicking ballad of awoodsman'sfive
daughters, which moved the baron's men to join in the bawdy chorus.

"A bit morbid in histastes" confided Troylin, "but if you indgst he can be common enough.”

"Some hold that true beauty lies only in the uncommon,” Kane murmured, watching thefirdight'sgleamin
Breenanin's pde hair. She smiled, wondering if hisremark was to compliment her. But Kane, sunken into
brooding, noticed only that her teeth shone white and sharp against her red smile.

The baron wasinvolved in an endless anecdote of awinter hunt he had once, enjoyed, and Kane had for
some time been making only ataken attempt to pay attention. At the point when some stag was goring a
favored hound, severd of Troylin's men entered the hall, loudly stamping snow from their gear.

"Well, Tdi. Back at lagt, | seel” Troylin greeted their leader. "What'sit like out there?"

"A white hdl, milord, it truly il So cold your spit cracksin midair, now that the sky has cleared. And the
snow's piled so damn high, it was almost impossible for usto push through asfar aswe went. Couldn't
even get aded out in that stuff. We're snowbound for certain until this crusts over solid.”

"No matter,” said the baron. "We've provisons hereto last all winter, and there's plenty of game, |

know."

Tdi shook hishead. "I don't know mysdlf on that one. The areaisfull of wolves, for some reason. Big,
mean fellows--and bold onestoo! Saw maybe half adozen at one time following us aong--keeping just
out of bowshot! Looked like they'd just as soon rush us, they did! Game must be scarce to bring them
out in the open like that.

"And that'snot dl, milord! We stumbled on something redlly terrible out there in the snow! Cameoniit
just as we was starting back. Party of dead men, it was, milord!" A horrified rustle went through the
listeners. Tali gulped and plunged on. "L ooked like eight or nine of them and horsestoo, but they were so
torn up it was hard to say for sure. Wolves got them--ripped them to shreds! My guessisthat they were
attacked in the storm when they couldn't see what was happening. Must have been aredly big pack to
attack that many men. All armed too, they was. Course you couldn't tell much, but their gear was
strange. Not like anything you see around here. Well, when we saw this, you bet we turned around! Beat
it back herefast aswe could! Wolves attacking armed parties--I've never heard the like!™

Hetossed a gold medalion onto the table. " Saw a couple of these around the bodies.”

Baron Troylin frowned. "Well, wolves can't get to usin here," he concluded. Which seemed to strike
Henderin as quite amusing.

Kane examined the gold medalion with itsfamiliar circle of elder hieroglyphics. Thefollowers of Sataki
would hound him no further.

V. Huntersin the Snow

"Persondly | think the baron is crazy to ride to the hunt after what Tdi and them told uslast night,”
observed the seward, evidently in aloguacious mood.

"Mmm?' Kane, grunted noncommitally, while he tested the balance of savera hunting spears.

"You didn't bear al those things they told to us afterwards. Brrr! When | think about those poor devils
they found out there! Not much Ieft but bare bones, they said! All those wolves around, and the baron
gill saysit'sabeautiful morning to hunt! 1'd think after all you've been through, Sir, you'd of had your fill of



al that snow.”

Kane sdected the best spear and felt the edge of itsiron head criticaly. "Ought to doit,”" he concluded. "I
doubt if therell be any problem with wolves. They probably attacked those others because of the storm.
Our party islarge enough, and the light of day will keep them hidden probably. And in the woods the
snow's thin enough in most places so a horse won't bog down. Problem will be to run down any ek.

"Of course,” hewent on carefully, "I guessthe game around here must be pretty sensationd for the baron
to drag his household dl the way up herein the middle of nothing." He watched the steward fidget
nervoudy, fighting to hold hisloose tongue. "Or was there some other reason for this exile?!

It was too great atemptation. "I don't suppose the baron would care for you to know about it," the
steward began, looking around dramatically, "but someone's sureto tell you, and so | might aswell.
Sinceit doesn't do no harm anyway.

"Baron Troylin had to leave Carrasahl! That son of his, you know, him being crazy asan owl and al!
Why, they were some actudly talking about burning poor Henderin! So the baron pulled out to let things
cool off. And Lystric--hé'sin charge of the young man, you know--said it would be good for him to get
out away from things. All thisis supposed to be soothing to hismind. That's why Henderin does
everything nearly that the rest do--except they watch him careful--instead of being locked up like maybe
he should. Lystric says helll come back to norma easier if heleadsanormd day'slife, which seemsto
make alittle sense.

"Persondly though | wouldn't trust that crafty old buzzard--for dl hisfinetak, he'sjust apenny ante
wizard! Wouldn't surprise me at dl if some of those stunts he'stried haven't just made Henderin crazier.
And everyone knows he's never held down areputable pogition for long in hislife--until the baron took
him on as his son's physician.

"Beautiful bit of irony that! Few years back old Lystric was providing entertainment at a court banquet
the baron attended. Troylin's drunk and he makes jokes about the old bastard's spidl. Lystric gets stuffy
and he cdlsthe baron an unlettered hick, afeeble minded oaf and al that--so old baron sicsthe dogs on
him and they chase him dl down one table through the food and everything. Redly was funny! Course
old Lystric's mad as can be, and the baron really had to eat crow to get him to take the position. Still
Lystricwasdl the help Baron Troylin could find after what Henderin done.”

"Just what isit about Henderin that made people talk about burning him?* asked Kane. "Madnessisn't
usudly treated quite that peremptorily.”

The steward warmed to his subject. Thiswas getting to the good part. He looked about again and
lowered hisvoiceimpressively, "Because thiswasn't just some ordinary lunacy. No Sir! Henderinisn't as
harmless as he looks--that's why they keep so close awatch on him!

"Why, back at Carrasahl he killed aman, he did--one of the court guards! And that's not the worst of it!
Hekilled him by ripping histhroat out with histeeth! Was <till chewing away at it when they caught him!
Growling just likeawild anima worrying his prey!"

Seeing Kane's obviousinterest, the steward expanded. " So they locked him up, and it was dl the baron
could do to got him out of the city and up here. Lystric saysit's clearly possession, and he talked so
clever that the baron packed him along with the rest of usin spite of their grudge.

"And I'll tell you something else! A couple days ago just as the storm was hitting, one of the servants got
his the same way exactly! Something tore histhroat out! Babbled something right at the end about death
coming out of the storm for al of ud It plain wasn't naturd, let metdl you! And I'll tell you something else
too! It may have been awolf that caught him--but there's some of uswho wonder if old Lystricisteling it
graight about Henderin being in hissght al thetimel!

"Ligten, | could tell you about some other stuff going on around here of nightsthat don't quite ring true!
No Sr!"

But whatever other gossip the steward had to exhibit remained under wraps. A call from outside
announced Troylin's gpproach. The baron was impatient to get started. Swinging the hunting spear ashe
brooded over the steward's disclosure, Kane hurried to the courtyard and mounted the horse his host
had provided. The party, numbering over adozen, rode out into the snow-clad forest.

Hounds raced through the snow baying joyoudly, within their shaggy coats obliviousto the subzero cold.



Despite the crystaline coldness of the air and frozen ground, the distant sun shone through the clear sky
and dazzled the hunters eyes. Even under the trees the bright reflection from the snow was significant;
beyond the forest it was overwheming.

Kane watched sharply for wolves, squinting his cold blue eyes againgt the glare, but he could see nothing
of the great packsthat had terrified the baron's party the day before. Tracks were uncertain, sncethe
snow drifted continudly. Still the snow bore numerous signs that Kane recognized as marks made by the
passage of forest beasts. The hounds growled from time to time as they encountered the spoor of
wolves, and the huntsmen kept them in line with difficulty.

On the surface the group seemed anormal hunting party. Besides Kane, the baron bad brought dong the
minstrel Evingolis and perhaps another ten of his hunters and men-at-arms. Shouts and the usua banter
passed back and forth. If any man was concerned over the grim discoveries announced by Tdi last night,
he gave no indication. Thethrill of the hunt and daylight had wiped aside such forebodings. All carried
hunting spears save the huntsmen who tended the hounds, but except for long knives and afew bows no
one carried exceptiona weaponry other than Kane.

Kane rode with his heavy sword strgpped to his saddle in easy reach. Evingolis had laughed at this.
"We're on ahunting party, wanderer, not awar party!"

Kane hadn't cared for the adbino'sjibe, but remembering that minstrels and jesters were expected to be
impertinent, he had only shrugged. "A man of my profession finds his sword alife long companion.”
"And atrue colleague, no doubt!" Evingolislaughed. "I think it'srather an extension of your brawny arm,
and you can't leave it behind. But your profession--what exactly isthat?"

"Degth," answered Kanelevelly. "'But | make no charge for mingrels. Thereisn't acoin smdl enough to
accept asafar payment, | find.”

The others were hugely amused at the byplay between guest and mingtrel. But Kane and the albino did
not joininthelaughter.

The hounds began baying in earnest, drowning the casua exchanges of their masters. In excitement they
strained againgt their leashes, dragging the handlers. " Fresh spoor!" was the shout. "Elk! Good big one
from the tracks"

"Turn them loose!" bellowed Baron Troylin. "Hot damn! Venison tonight for sure!™

Releasad, the hounds plummeted dong the forest trail, hurtling fallen logs and plowing through driftsin
their frantic haste. Exuberant howlstore the air and rang againgt the dark trees asthey poured forth their
eagernessto take their prey. Behind them galloped the hunters, no less eager than their dogs for the
blood of the quarry. Shouting their own calls of encouragement they recklesdy plunged after the
pack--heedless of looming trees or hidden obstructions that threatened to bring horse and rider to a
crashingfall.

"Comeon! After them! Well missthekill! Watch out, you bastard! A day's wages the hounds finish him
before we even get there! Y ou're on! Remember Kane getsfirst throw after the baron! Hurry! It'sastag
for sure! Damn you! Stump! Listen to them howl!" Perhaps the hounds were shouting much the same.
The headlong charge broke into aclearing and fell into sudden confusion. Thetrail had abruptly split, and
the tracks plainly showed that the pack had |eft the clearing in two directions. "Thoem's beard!" shouted
Troylinin delight. "Look! There's another onel”

From the evidence in the snow thefirst elk had come upon another herein the clearing. The second
animal had bolted off on adifferent trail, and the pack had split gpart to follow both spoors. "Well get
them both!" cried Troylin. "Kane! Take after that one heading west! Bunch of you go with him! Hurry,
damnit! ThedKll kill the hounds with the pack split up!”

He plunged after what he judged to be thefirst ek. Kane and five of the baron's men broke off and
galloped after the newcomer. The forest quickly swallowed the sounds of their rushing passage, leaving
the clearing strangely till--but not untenanted.

There was no presentiment of disaster. Kane's quarry had been fresh and the hounds had aready chased
the other elk far. Thus the second stag had run far before the pack had been able to gain. However, the
greater endurance of the dogs along with the lesser hindrance posed for them by the snow soon told, and
with the pack hard on hishedlsthe bull elk chose asmall ravine to make his stand. Only three dogs had



followed this second quarry, and they were unable to bring the great elk down. Around him they
pranced, dashing at the giant, then darting back to avoid the deadly hooves and antlers. When the
hunters came upon them, one hound had already been gored to death and the stag bled from a dozen
tearsin his mighty body. Kane cast his spear with fatd accuracy, hitting the ek in the neck. Histhroat
transfixed, the forest monarch staggered, trumpeting in agony. The remaining hounds closed in for thekill,
as two more spears stabbed into the mortally wounded elk. Shouting in triumph the hunters surrounded
the body of their prey, lying red in the snow; two hurriedly dismounted and ran to pull off the crazed
hounds.

At which point the wolves attacked.

They fdl on the hunters swiftly, Slently asastriking serpent. A pack of perhapsfifteen huge, gray killers
suddenly were on them, having come up unseen from the trees behind the hunters. One second the thrill
and excitement of thekill; then ashriek of terrified agony and aravine swarming with snarling shapes!
They were the great gray wolves of the northern wastes--nearly six feet long and 150 pounds of dashing,
yellow-eyed desth. In arage of blood lust they attacked the startled humans, and hunters now switched
roleswith prey.

Thefirgt to scream died dmost ingtantly. A giant wolf had leapt upon him, hurtling him from hissaddle
and onto the snow. Choking the gaping fangs with an e bow, the hunter drew hisknife and gutted the
beast with adesperate stroke. Y et before the beast's hold had broken in death, a second gray killer
dashed in and ripped open the man's throat.

The two hunters on the ground never had a chance. One lived long enough to wrest free a spear from the
elk's carcass. He spitted the first wolf to meet him, but as he tried to pull the wesapon loose, two more
bore him to the frozen ground and tore him apart. The other was down before he could react. But he
managed to get to his hunting knife, and beneath the gory huddle of gray shapes hisarm plunged in and
out--long after it seemed possible for life to remain. His effortsinflicted deep gashesin severd of his
dayers.

The hounds closed with the wolves with the unquenchable hatred of the tamed caninefor hiswild
brother. At least one wolf rolled away from the snarling melee with his eyes glazed in deeth, and severa
others were flung back with crushed legs and gushing wounds. But numbers and wild ferocity
overwhemed the vdiant struggle of the great hounds, and their fearless defiance ended in crimson ruin.
Kane had been among the first reached by the wolves deadly ambush. Only hisfantastic reflexes and
blinding speed had saved him from their initid rush. Twigting in his saddle asthe first beast had sought to
leap upon him from behind, his powerful hands had locked in the wolf's ruff. Kane whirled the huge
creature about and flung it from him; the wolf dashed againgt atree close at hand and caromed into the
snow with abroken back. In aflash Kane's mighty sword arm snatched the blade whistling from its
scabbard. A second killer had followed amost on the hedls of thefirst, but Kane's draw was faster and
the keen blade sheared through the beast's skull. His horse reared in panic as the others closed in, and
Kane had to clamp hislegsto itsflankstightly to stay on. Another wolf went down, its skull smashed by
the plunging hooves.

The other two hunters were able to hold out briefly againgt the swirling, gray shapes. One il retained his
hunting spear. His cast caught the first wolf to reach him full in the chest. Had he not attempted to bring
his bow into play, he might have lived awhile longer. As he struggled to notch an arrow he was hit from
two sides at once. For amoment hetried to jam his bow down the throat of one attacker, held in the
saddle by the opposing pulls of the wolves on either leg. He succeeded in bresking one wolf's grip, but
before he could do more, the other dragged him to the ground. A gray nightmare closed over hiswrithing
form, and the struggles abruptly ceased. The remaining hunter buried hisknifein the ribs of one wolf
which legped to drag him down, but the flailing beast had fallen back with the blade wedged in itsribs.
Weaponless, the rider sought flight. However, before his horse had covered half the distance of the
ravine, it had been pulled down by the dashing fangs. Beast and rider collapsed in a squirming hesp of
gray and crimson, one wolf crushed benegth them.

And Kane was done with the wolves.

Half adozen gray killerscircled their prey warily. Some were crippled and bleeding, but they showed no



hint of abandoning the fast man. Their blood fury was completely aroused, and their savage minds were
Set on an unshakeable god--to drag down the human and steep their muzzlesin hisblood. Kane glared
back a them, lipsdrawn in asnarl and killer's eyes blazing with hellfire. His own insatiable lust to kill and
to destroy burned incandescently within his spattered frame. For the space of severd heartbeatskiller
looked upon killer.

Their attack was agray blur of coordinated fury. Two wolveswent for Kane, while the others attacked
his steed. Thewolf on hisleft Kane met with ablinding sword stroke that clove the beast's skull asunde.
The other wolf arched through the air in agraceful, deadly leap that carried it into Kane'slap. Itsfangs
snapped shut spasmodically, but without aim--for its yellow eyeswere dready stark in death. A dagger
had buried itsdf hilt-deep initsthroat. Right-handed, Kane had thrown the wegpon with unerring aim,
just asthe wolf had begun its legp. The wolf had died even asitsfelow had falen under Kane's sword.
The heavy carcassin hislap encumbered Kane for one deadly instant. Before he could tossit aside,
another wolf buried itsfangsin the horse's neck. Cursing, Kane broke free of the carcass; his sword
flashed out and chopped through the wolf's neck. But the damage had been done, and with a shrill
scream Kane's horse fell to the frozen ground.

Already Kane had vaulted clear of the saddle, and he landed catlike in the snow as his horse crashed to
the earth in morta agony. Only asplit second get his balance, and the last three wolves were on him. He
thrust out his sword; the wolf tried to twist aside and avoid the blade but wastoo dow. Asthelong blade
transfixed it, another wolf legpt at Kane from theright, even asthe third gathered itsfeet. No timeto pulll
free his sword, Kane caught the wolf in full leap with hisfree hand. Swinging the beast by itsforeleg, he
hurled it aside and jerked his sword up. The third wolf had been injured and was just alittledow in
joining itsfellows rush. Kane'srising blade caved in its Sde as the wolf leapt for the man'sthroat.
Meanwhile the second wolf had recovered its balance after landing harmlesdy in the snow. Kane flashed
around to meet thislast adversary. Thetwo last combatants in the death-filled ravine faced each other in
deadly concentration. For an ingtant their two minds met in understanding, in mutua admiration of the
other's sheer ferocity and awful capability. Thewolf made amovement asif to turn and flee, then whirled
and sprang for the man in one mighty lesp of ripping fury. Kane's stroke dmost missed the twisting gray
blur. But not quite. And then only one living thing moved amidst the carnage.

Kanelooked about him carefully, but no more wolves came into theravine. He gulped air in great gasps
and tried to remember how long the battle had lasted. Something like five minutes, he guessed--blood
was streaming from the wounds of the ek yet.

He glanced at himsdlf. By amiracle he was amost unscathed. Only arip in hisright arm where thelast
wolf'sfangs had raked him in passing. His clothes and face were smeared with wolf blood, making him
look like a crimson goblin. Quickly he retrieved and cleaned his weapons. He had to reach the others
before any more wolves found him on foot. Assuming the rest of the party hadn't met asmilar fate, he
mused.

The entire attack seemed fantastic anyway. That the wolves had been drawn by the noise of the hunt and
maddened by the kill would be anatura explanation. But unlikely. In the face of the other attacks
especidly. Theincidents amost seemed like carefully planned campaigns. He pondered uneasily over
what could inspire wolvesto engage in systematic massacre of humans. The possibilities were not
encouraging.

A horsgswhinny cut short hismusing for the moment. In thetrail ahead of him stood one of the horses
which had bolted at the start of the attack. The animal was till quite frightened and eyed the man
nervoudy. It wanted human companionship in this danger ridden frozen forest, but was fill extremely
spooky. Kane caled the horse softly, soothingly--coaxing it close enough to reach. At least the wind was
toward him--if the horse caught the scent of wolf blood, he'd turn and run for sure.

But the animal with agonizing downess came close enough to let Kane catch itsrein, after severd
heart-stopping attempts. He swung into the saddle and gave the skittish mount its head, galloping back
aong thetrail over which many had passed a short time ago.

After afew miles Kane heard adistant scream--aterrified pleafor help. He considered amoment and
decided to check it out. The cry seemed human enough, and it was definitely feminine. Kane cautioudly,



nonetheless hagtily, guided his mount toward the cry's source, curiousto learn what number of throat
produced it.

The horse caught a scent it remembered and whinnied in darm. Kanetried to catch the scent too, but the
reek of wolf on his body masked whatever it was. But from the horse's reluctance to proceed, Kane
guessed it must be wolves the beast smelled. If there were wolves about, they were probably the cause
of the girl's shouts. However, it seemed unlikely that the girl would still be alive to scream--which argued
for an inhuman source of the disturbance. Kane was familiar with instances of would-be rescuers having
been lured to their doom by following unseen criesfor aid, and in view of hisrecent fight he felt inclined
to caution.

Y et the screams sounded familiar, and acting on a hunch Kane spurred his reluctant mount forward.

Two wolves were snarling around the trunk of alarge, low-hanging fir. Perched on abranch wasthe
center of their attention--Breenanin.

Kane drew hisblade, shouted and charged the lurking wolves. They gave alast glare at the treed human
and broke for cover from the newcomer.

He hdted under the tree and helped her from the branches; she landed in a sobbing hegp in hisarms.
Kanetried to get afew questionsin, but Breenanin only clung to him and whimpered. So he made what
he hoped might sound like soothing, sympathetic sounds, and let her run down.

He had amost reached the clearing where the second elk had been come upon, when his charge stopped
long enough to sniffle. "Ugh! Y ou'reamess! Did you take abath in ek's blood or something?'

"Or something. What in the name of the Seven Nameless were you doing out here? | seem to recdll
leaving you at the castle thismorning."

"l wanted to go on the hunt, and Father wouldn't et me because of the stuff about the wolves. Only | had
to get out and see what the woods |ooked like after the storm, so | saddled my own horse and rode after
you. The porter let me out because I've got the goods on him and anyway | said | wasjust going to ride
around thewalls. Except | rode on after you and | thought | could catch up and Father would be too
interested in the hunt to send me back since | was dong anyway.

"But al of asudden this pack of wolves came after me. | knew | couldn't outrun them in the forest, so
when my horse ran under that low tree back there, | dowed him enough to grab a branch and scramble
off." She sniffled. "I thought my armswould pull out, but | knew | had to hang on. One of them nearly
grabbed my leg before | could climb clear of them. But most of them kept chasing the horse--1 guess
they got him, but | didn't see--and just the two stayed to wait for me to come down. So | shouted and
yelled hoping someone would come by from the hunt and hear me. And that's what you did," she
concluded.

Kane was amazed at the girl's coolness. Most women would have been too panic stricken, too stupid,
too wesk. Y et Breenanin had survived and seemingly was relatively calm once again. It was unbelievable.
Herodeinto the clearing and saw with relief that Troylin and his party were waiting there. Intact and
completewith elk. They shouted an exuberant greeting, then fell into my<tified slence at the bloody rider
adongwith hisprize.

"Kanel What the hdl!" gasped Troylin in amazement.

"Here's your daughter--safe enough,” Kane said. "Therest are back with the elk. They won't be
folowingus”

V. TdesonaWinter Evening

The hunting banquet was arather dismd affair. These chases often had their fill of danger, and casudties
of the hunt were frequently toasted to in memoriam. But five corpses were too many. Men drank their ae



too serioudy for fun, and in place of the usua raucous horseplay small groups spoke of the weird attack
in quiet, anxious tones. The behavior of the wolveswas decidedly unnaturd, and not afew old legends
were retold in the gloomy shadows of the dining hall.

At the high table the diners were in ano more festive mood. Breenanin was gtill shaken from her
experience and did not pursue her accustomed banter with her father. The baron had been so thankful for
her safety, that he had forgotten to punish her. Henderin's place was empty, and histwo wardens were
absent aswell. The crazed youth had dipped away from his keepersthat day and eluded them for severa
hours of frantic searching, before he was recaptured scrambling over the outer wall. He had been violent,
and Lystric had been forced to place him under restraint until the spell passed. Lystric himsdf wasno
different from usud. The long-bearded astrologer sullenly gobbled hismed, while favoring the otherswith
abaleful 1ook.

Baron Troylin had just listened to Kane'sretelling of the massacre in the ravine. He had asked him to
repest it three times now, and each time he had shaken his head at the conclusion and made the same
comments about the uncanny behavior of thewolves. Hewastrying to fix the detailsin histhick head, in
the vague hope that somewhere in Kane's narrative would lie the explanation for it all.

He caught sight of Evingolis, who was Sitting in the shadows as usud, watching the dinerswhile he
gnawed arib of venison. "Mingrd!" he rumbled. "This place has lesslife than awake. Let's have some
mudgicto liventhingsalittle A raucous cheer went up from the dinersin anticipation.

The dbino strolled from his perch and collected hislute. Playing over the strings amoment, he raised
mocking eyesto Kane and announced, "Here's atune perhaps our guest will recognize.”

His clear voice began the song, and Kane barely repressed a start. The minstrel's song wasin archaic
Ashertiri--atongue Kane doubted if another man within days of travel could understand! The song was
the work of thelong dead and ill famed poet Clem Ginech of ancient Ashertiri, whose efforts had | eft
those of his age uncertain whether he was a poet turned sorcerer or the reverse.

Within an endlessmirror of my spirit'sinfinite soul,

| reach back into timeless ages beginning or unbegan;
And seeacrydtd pattern, fluctuating panorama,
Forgotten by the gods, but unveiled to inward sight.

"Let's have something in Carrasahli!™ roared a drunken soldier.

Aninsane eder god, in his madness sought to build,

A race of morta creaturesin theimage of divine.

Infoolish egomania, fata folly, the artist had conspired
Within thismorta image godlike perfection to contain;
Blindly had forgotten that an image so concelved,

Must embody the very madness of its deluded parent.
Gresat cataclysmic tail, cyclopean effort, did he make;

To the taunting laughter of hisfellows, amused to seeafooal,
He dluttered dl the earth with his blighted handiwork,

And rested in smug content with hisidiot labor.

Severd louts began to beat on the table in protest to the eerie, unintelligible song.

Intimethisfool's cregtion multiplied al through the land,

And disgusted those before them with their drive,

Content to live awormlike existence for the pleasure of their god,
Who in hismindless conceit only giggled with hisdalls.

Y et in one there rose rebellion with this crawling in cosmic dung--
No maggot hot a serpent was this son of divinity'sfolly.



And in hishdlish fury a the crooning lies of that cregator,

He chose to be his own master and defied this nameless god,
And with his hands he dew his brother--choicest plaything.
Now despair racked the broken mind of thisinsane elder god,
For he saw the flawswithin his cherished children

And recognized himsdlf as the author of that image.

Thisrebel he cursed in rage to blesk, eternal wandering,

And gave him eyes of akiller, so al know the Mark of Kane.

"Damn your pae hide, mingtrd!" bellowed the drunken soldier. "'l said give us something we dl know!"
He lurched to hisfeet and ssumbled over to Evingolis, interrupting the ancient song. "Now let's hear
something ese!™ Hetossed hismug of dein the mingre'sface and roared with laughter. Hisfellows
joinedin.

In Evingolissface there flashed alook of white, hot anger. Helaid the lute aside and wiped his burning
eyes. Then with amovement too swift to follow, his hand lashed out and struck the soldier'slaughing
face. Asif kicked by ahorse the drunkard shot backwards onto the stone floor. He did not get up.
Shocked silence caught the audience; they had considered the lean abino aweakling.

"Sonofabitch!™ gasped Troylinin awe. " Shows you not to pick afight if you can't hold your brew! Must
have hit the floor on his head or something. Somebody get him out of here.”

Sneering at the startled crowd, Evingolis picked up hislute and stalked out of the hall.

"Just aswell!" the baron observed. "He's going to goad those guys alittle too far with his superior airs
one of these days--they won't stand for it in aminstrel. May not get off alucky punch next time." He
chuckled. "Quite acharacter, isn't he though? Sure can sing the strangest stuff 1've ever heard. Make any
sense of that one, Kane?'

Kane looked after the departing mingtrel in caculation. "Somelittle," he murmured, and fell to brooding.
His eyes|ooked into the dancing flames, and none could say what he saw there.

VI. A Man Not Man

It crouched in the shadow of the wall, watching the deeping manor in slent hatred. The cold wind ruffled
itswhite coat, and its panting breath raised smdl puffs of steam. Y et the creature felt not the cold, only
conscious of aburning hunger that shrieked to be satiated. With itsinhuman sight it regarded the quiet
out-building which housed the baron's off duty men-at-arms; in the darkness al objects stood clearly in
varying shades of light tan and brown. Within that lodge there would be soft human bodies--hairless
weekling gpe creatures now deeping without care. Their tender flesh would be warm with seething
blood. The creature trembled in unspeakable anticipation, lips drawn back over champing fangs.

From the nighted forest, dark shapes wereloping across the snow and silently gathering outside the gate
of the enclosure. The cregture felt their presence with its mind and welcomed them. Many of its brothers
had answered its voiceless cal. They too sensed the many hated man creaturesinsde the castlewalls,
and their feral minds rgjoiced in the scenes of daughter drawn for them by their leader.

More than thirty lean, gray forms now were waiting beyond the gate. It was enough, decided the
creature. Once moreits mind reached out to its brothers, impressing upon them the plan they must
follow. No opposition was encountered. Thiswas the wolf leader; they must obey his summons, must
carry through his commands. It had been this way since before man first dropped from the trees and
challenged the Brotherhood with his puny clubs and stores.

The creature unlocked the gate and effortlesdy swung it haf open. Into the courtyard the hungry wolves



filed, dipping aong the shadows until they reached the lodge. Behind this door dept the detested humans,
wrapped in their stolen furs and besotted with burned flesh and rotted plant juices. The leader slently
gtole to the door, knowing it was kept unbolted so that |ate revelers might stagger in. Another wave of
awful burger shook through it. Now!

Itsfearfully taloned hand gripped the latch. Itsred eyes shone with blood lost, and an inhuman grin of
triumph exposed the gleaming rows of fangs arming its doping muzzle. The creature threw open the door
and sprang within! On its hedls poured the snarling pack!

The soldiers awoke from their dreamsto find anightmare of ripping fangs and flailing bodies. The
creature howled its victory--over adozen men for the daughter! Out of the blackness the pack sprang
upon the helpless degpers. Gray forms struggled over the writhing victims, snarling and tearing into the
warm flesh. Screams of death agony--of utmost horror--filled the lodge and overflowed into the night,
mingling with the hideous triumph of the feasting wolves.

The screamswere tilled.

Now! snarled the leader in command. Now, go! Before the others can come! More of thiswill follow for
us! But now, go! Thewolveswore loath to abandon their twitching prey. It was asking much to go. But
the leader must be obeyed. Reluctantly the pack released their booty and pointed their gray muzzlesto
the outside.

Severa humans greeted them in the courtyard--the hopel ess shrieks of the dying had aroused the castle.
Now the humans stopped in terror to see the crimson-splashed pack pour from the lodge behind their
leader.

It was slhouetted there in the pale moonlight--aghastly hybrid of man and wolf. Covered with white fur it
was, and taller than the average human whose shapeit borrowed. Cruel claws ended itstoes and fingers,
itsarmslong and legs strangely set. Atop its great shoulders was set ademon's visage--afurry head with
high pointed ears and along jaw more wolf-like than human. Its sharp tusks dripped red in the moonlight.
And itsbegtid eyes gleamed an evil crimson with blasphemous hatred of mankind.

The soldiers drew their weaponsin desperation. But they were only four, and the wolves smply overran
them--bearing their victimsto the earth and dashing them to tatters. A few wolvesfél before the humans
died. The creature threw itsdlf in fury upon one soldier whose blade had smashed through agray
murderer. Knocking away the human's wegpon, the creature pulled him to its chest in an awful hug. Ribs
and vertebrae snapped, asrazor fangs buried in the unprotected throat. Then the leader tossed the husk
aside and raced through the gate with the pack, as now more men with torches and weapons emerged
from the castle. They vanished into the forest.

A scene of hideous carnage greeted the belated rescue party. Those who entered the fatal lodge recoiled
in horror at the sight of the dashed and mutilated carcasses of their comrades. In the trampled courtyard,
one man yet lived.

"Wolves" he gasped out with hisfina breeths. "Dozens of them! It led them in here! A demon! A
werewolf! Let them in so they could murder usal! A werewolf!" He died screaming shrilly of dripping
fangs

Kane considered the man's disclosure. He had just gotten to the scene and had not seen the retreating
attackers. Questioning of the men revealed that no one had had any more than afleeting glimpse asthe
wolves dipped into the forest. The servants and soldiers who had dept within the dining hall had been
firgt to the scene, and none of them could give an intelligent story of what little they had witnessed.

In afrightened group they dared to go beyond the gate. The tracks of many wolves could be seenin the
torchlight. Other tracks were present aswell--asingle set of dmost human footprints. But no bare human
foot had made them, for the steps were oddly contorted and the marks of talons reached deeply into the
Sow.

The worst part was when they dared to follow these uncanny tracks. For thetrail of the werewolf led
only part way to the woods. Then it curved around and headed back to the castle, to a point along the
wall on thefar side of the courtyard. Here the tracks indicated that the creature had vaulted the high wall,
and on the other sde the snow was too trampled to say where he had gone. But it was all too clear that
the werewolf had not |eft the courtyard again.



"May dl the gods have mercy on usgl” cried someone. "One of usisademon!™

VIIl. "Oneof us..."

"Not counting the women, that leaves our strength at about thirty,” was Troylin's gloomy conclusion.
"And out of this number, one of usisawerewolf,” he pronounced, looking over the grim assemblage. It
was noon of the following day. A careful search since dawn had failed to turn up any trace of the
cresture. Since no one had |eft the enclosure, the werewolf had to be till within. The castle was
small--redlly no more than afortified manor. A systematic search, check and recheck, of every
conceivable hiding place had been carried out. It was plain then that the demonic leader of last night's
attack was not present in the form described by the dying soldier and only faintly glimpsed by those first
on the scene. Only one conclusion was possible. The creature was awerewolf--a demon capable of
assuming human form to mingle with unsuspecting mankind. Asit now was doing.

"There are severd types of creatures generally referred to as ‘werewolves," explained Lydtric. "Onetype
isahuman who for some reason can dter his shapeinto that of awolf or semilupine hybrid. In other
cases, some maevolent demon, ghost or other spirit will assume such aform--although thisis merely one
choice of many physica manifestationswithin its power." Hewarmed to hislecture. Y et another type
occurs when awolf is able to assume human form. Thismongter is usudly cdled the ‘wolf leader' and is
by far the most dangerous. While the other types represent basically solitary habits, the wolf leader is
able to coordinate the action of many wolvesin order to carry out its fiendish goas--usualy wholesde
daughter of mankind. Of course, there are many finer shades and distinctions. Not to mention those
harmlessindividual s who through some mental disorder imagine themsdavesto be wild beasts”
"Meaning your charge Henderin, no doubt!" snapped Tdli. "Sorry, graybeard, but we're not buying your
burst of finetalk and lecturing! We dl know that madman's no harmless nut--we know about that poor
bastard he killed in Carrasahl! Same asthese other guys here! 'Demonic possession’ | believe you said it
wasthen.

"Well wethink thisthing has gonefar enough! Y ou've had your chanceto exorcise the devil! All you've
doneisloaf around and use Henderin to get free meals Well by Thoem, we've had enough staling, and
now there's going to be some action!™

"Just what do you mean by that?' thundered the baron, pounding on the table. " Just what sort of "action’
do you havein mind againgt my son!"

Tdi retreated a bit, then supported by the opinion of hisfelows, he began less bdlligerently, "Now,
milord we al understand how much the boy meansto you. And the bunch of us has been loyal to you
throughout. There was plenty who said we'd regret ever coming up to this godforsaken place with a
madman along. But damn it al, were not about to St here and be daughtered in our beds just because
your son istoo highclassto burn for his crimes!™ Hisfellow retainers murmured assent.

"May | remind you," Troylin hissed, "that murder of an aristocrat--no matter how insane--by acommoner
carriesasure penaty of crucifixion! And | assure you that anyone who triesto lay ahand on my boy I'll
cut down mysdf!"

The crowd was getting dangerous. Tdli retorted, "Well then, there's some of uswholll run that risk if we
have to--better than taking our chances being snowbound with awolfpack at the walls and awerewolf in
our midst! And there's no punishment when theré's no witnessed!" he added significantly.

"What are we doing!" Breenanin shouted over the ugly growls of the crowd. ™Y ou stand there talking
about murdering someone who's never given any of you ajust cause to complain! A month ago you
would have died for Baron Troylin! Time and again I've heard you congratulate yourselves on being in
the service of one of the most generous and easy going gentry in the land! And now because you're



suddenly frightened, you talk of killing his only son--whom al of you thought was agreet guy before his
sickness! Y ou even talk of massacring al of us! I'd prefer letting the wolvesin--they'd show more
gratitude! Y ou don't even know if Henderin had anything to do with these murders!”

Thetwo factions glared a one another uncertainly. They were ordinary folk, acountry baron and alot of
provincid retainersfrom abackwater kingdom. Murder and mutiny were foreign to their rugtic
background, but terror of the unknown and the presence of hideous deeth brutalized them dl. The
retainers must regain their accustomed security at any price; Troylin would fight to the deeth to preserve
his son.

Kane had carefully avoided identification with either sde. It was not hisfight and asdways hisonly
loyalty wasto himsdf. He needed the baron's hospitaity until the way south was open. After that he
cared less how they resolved the dispute. Still aslong as he was here and awerewolf was haunting al in
the castle, he was an interested party. And at present he did not want to get involved in
mutiny--especially since strangers made bad risks as witnesses.

Tdi perasted. "Wdll, if Henderin isn't the werewolf, thereés sure alot of evidence againgt him! First, we
know hekilled that guard like he was awild animal, and we dl know he'scrazy. All thetime asking for
raw meat and howling nights and going berserk! Second, when the hunting party was attacked yesterday,
Henderin was running around loose. Caught him coming back from the forest. Mighty strange wolves
attacking armed men on horseback, while an unarmed man on foot runs around unharmed. Like he didn't
need to fear them--like he was out there telling them to kill usl Ok--where is Henderin when these other
attacks happen? Poor Bete gets hisin the storm, bunch of travelers get theirs too--and the thing last night
inthe soldiers quarterst And Henderin--oh, he's safely locked up! So we're promised. Only thing
is-wevejust got Lystric'sword for that! And | for one don't care to believe everything that scheming old
fosdl hasto say!"

Lystric snarled a stream of curses, and the affair came close to blows. Kane saw his chance.
"That'samost interesting point you've made." The baron eyed him in disgust, but he went on. "L et'stak
about Lystric for amoment. | understand he was just afifth-rate back of awizard with a smattering of
occult knowledge--unable to make ago of it, until suddenly he getsthisjob. Sort of suspicious, don't you
think? A perfectly normdl, likable guy beginsto act like awolf, and this cunning old fakir announces he
knows how to cure him. Nice soft position for him--but only aslong as Henderin stays mad. And |
understand about al Lystric'sideaof trestment congsts of isletting Henderin run around until he snaps
out of it. Interesting way to trest demonic possession. Put it al together and it sort of soundslike Lystric
has made a plush position for himsdlf. There are severd strange drugs and countless spells that can make
anorma man beginto act likeawolf."

Lystric was shrieking protestations and curses by this point, too enraged to make arebutta. The others
werelisgening intently.

"So Lydric thinkshesal set," continued Kane. "Once in awhile Henderin gets away from him and tirs
up some mischief, so the old vulture finds it necessary to claim he was under lock and key dl thetime. Or
take it astep further. Maybe he's mad himsdlf, and he's using Henderin as atool to destroy us. |
understand he and the baron have no cause to love one another. Magicians have curious ways of settling
grudges.

"And for that matter, Lystric just might be awerewolf himsdf. Not thefirst time asorcerer lost his
humanity by meddling in the black arts. With Henderin as camouflage, it would be a perfect set up to
wipe usdl out while we chased the wrong fox."

"So what do you suggest we do?" asked Tdli, ho longer as sure of himself.

"Remain calm. My point iswe don't know that Henderin isrealy awerewolf, and Lystric has some
mighty questionable connections himself with dl this. So we place aguard on them both. Henderin is
locked up--we just need to make sure he stays that way. At the same time put severa men to watch
Lystric. That way they're both harmless--and no one gets hurt. If they're innocent, well let them go. And
sncethey're under surveillance, were safe from them. No rebellion, no usdessfighting. We might even
see asudden improvement in Henderin's condition.”

He paused. About him hislisteners were showing signs of assent. Here was a reasonable sol ution that



both factions could accept.

"Sounds good,” concluded Tdi, who seemed to act as spokesman. "WEII do it then. Forgive us, milord,
for our threats. Of course none of us mean any harm to you or to Henderin--if he'sinnocent. It'sjust this
whole business has gotten the lot of us unhinged. Weredl in abad fix here, and not knowing whether the
man next to you isafriend or amonger... Wejust lost our heads.”

"l understand,” assented the baron, histemper still aroused but somewhat suppressed. "L et this be the
end of thisnonsense and I'll let matters pass. Sure well put aguard on Lystric and my son--and welll
watch them. But therell be no harm to Henderin while I'm master here!™

"All right!" Lystric hissed, forcing himself to speak dowly. "I've lisened to dl this supidity aslong as|
can stand it. I've heard mysdlf insulted, my motives misinterpreted, my methods criticized--and by abatch
of ignorant dobs. I've been accused of all manner of nameless crimes and schemes. Now I'm to be put
under guard. All right! Go ahead! Obvioudy | can't sop you blundering, cowardly foolsfrom your idiotic
vigilantism! So lock me up then!

"But | promise you you're barking up the wrong tree. Time will prove I'm innocent aswell asmy charge.
And while you're guarding me the real werewolf--assuming it's not just the product of your terrified
delusons--will be running around with impunity! And don't forget I'm better suited to protect you from it
than anyone €lse among you. Who e se has any training or understanding of the necromantic arts? Given
time, | tell you, | can discover meansto ferret out this creature in your ranks--to seek him out and
destroy the beast! Didn't | earlier warn you al of the danger | bad foreseen in the stars! And no one
listened. Fools! Ungrateful scum thelot of you!" The astrologer's manner was not designed to win him
sympathy.

"And now let metdl you something for acharge. I've done some thinking on my own, and I've got some
of my own suspicions! Does that surprise you? Surel He's ascheming old charlatan, you say. Bah! What
do ignorant buffoonslike you know of true geniusl Peasants who measure ability by materia wedlth! | tell
you, my taentsare so far beyond your mundane groveling imaginationsthat | waste my breath even trying
to help you!

"But listen! Think on thiswhile you smugly pass judgment upon your betters. When did dl this start?
When this man called Kane came riding up to our door out of the storm, that's when! And just what do
you know of him? A wandering mercenary, hetdllsyou. And you believel Well I'm not an ignorant
backwoods plowhand, and | know something of what goes on in the rest of the world!

"And there are plenty of legends and rumors and wild stories that |'ve encountered about aman called
Kane. And none of them speakswell for him! At best he's atreacherous, murderous rogue who's figured
in more plots and dark schemesthan Lord Thoem and his demons ever dreamed of! And a worst the
legends hint he's some sort of immortal cursed by the gods to wander the earth and bring havoc wherever
he stops”

About timeto put astop to this, Kane redlized. " Ok, old man! Y ou've had your chanceto clear yourself!
All you've doneisinsult good people and brag about your own dubious abilities! Asfor these dark
legends and nonsense, | don't suppose you can produce any of it either. Sorry, graybeard, but the old
divide and conquer ruseisalot older even than you--and these people are too smart to be sucked in by
your desperate ravings! How about it, Tai? Heard enough from him?”

"Plenty!" camethe hot reply. "Come on, fellows! Well take thisold viper up to hislair and see he stay's
put. He can batter Henderin's ears with his garbage! ™

Spluttering Htill, but trying to look dignified through it dl, Lystric let himself be borne away to the wing of
the castle where he and his charge were quartered.

The tension in the room was eased. The enemy within was dedlt with to the gpparent satisfaction of most.
It was daylight, and plans could be made for the night to come. Guards would be posted. Doors locked.
Weapons kept at hand. The bulk of the survivors departed on their own business.

"Thanksfor what you did," Baron Troylin told Kane awvkwardly. "For amoment | thought you'd thrown
inwith them. Now | see you werejust leading them aong, sdling for time.”

"I'd hoped you wouldn't think me so ungrateful for your hospitdity. But it was the best way to manipulate
them.”



"Y ou seem pretty adept at that sort of thing,” returned his hogt. "Seemstheresalot of talentsyou
possess that speak for more than acommon mercenary.”

"I never said | was acommon mercenary, though," said Kane with assumed levity.

Troylin discreetly let matters drop. Nonetheless he found himself pondering the astrologer's accusations.
The name of Kane was not unfamiliar to him, now that he strained his memory. Of course, political
matters other than those of Carrasahl were only obscure if interesting gossip to hisway of thinking. He
wasasmpleman, and his chief concerns were usualy connected with filling the hours between waking
and deep with as much enjoyable activity aspossible.

But now that he thought about it, hadn't there been agenerd named Kane connected with that ugly
business down in Shapeli? And Kane wasn't exactly acommon name. Certainly, heredly did know
nothing at all about his mysterious guest. He began to speculate about this red-haired stranger with the
uncanny eyes.

VIIl. One by One

The hour was getting on toward midnight. Most of the castle€'sinhabitants had sought their beds for what
deep their nerveswould alow them. All were not adeep, however. Severad men stood guard outside the
chambers of Lystric the astrologer. These were in the northwest wing of the castle--atower set apart
from the more frequented halways. Thiswas convenient for both occupants: Lystric could pursue his
sudiesin quiet, with agood view of the stars from the tower's summit, while Henderin could rave and
howl as he saw fit without disturbing the others. The open area on top of the tower was used by Lystric.
Immediately below thiswas the chamber wherein Henderin was confined; its one window was barred
and overlooked a seventy-five foot drop to the courtyard, and the door which opened onto the tower
garswasthick and heavily locked. Below thiswas another room given over to Lystric's sudies and filled
with aclutter of sorcerous pargpherndia. Still below, at the base of the tower where it adjoined the main
body of the castle, was the room in which Lystric dept. This chamber had two doors: one to the tower
stairswhich was locked, and the other which opened into the hallway at that end of the castle. This|atter
door was now bolted from the outside, and five armed men stood guard beside it, keeping close watch
over the deeping astrologer. No one could enter or leave the tower chambers except through that door.
A few otherswere still avakein the great hdl. A firewas burning lustily, and those who did not fed like
deep sought its companionship. It had been agreed that for some men to stay awake through the night
was an obvious precaution, aswell as having guards patrol the halwaysin pairs. More would have been
better, but the castle's strength had been dangeroudy cut by the previous attacks.

So Kane sat awake beside the fire, spping larger quantities of de than seemed wise and moodily listening
to the mingirel. The abino sat in the shadow of the beams as usud, evoking strange melodies from hislute
and from time to time singing aong to these rare works of departed genius. He was an unusua man,
Kane mused, his performance and repertoire displaying fantastic sengtivity and skill. He wondered what
meade Evingolis content to attach himsdlf to a country bumpkin like Troylin--perhaps something in the
mingtrel's past had barred from him the richer, more appreciative patrons of the southern nations.

Scent of delicate perfume and sparkle of pae gold hair in the warm glow. Breenanin sat down besde him
in the hearth light. Kane remembered her face asit had first formed in hisvision. Only afew days before
wasit that he had come so close to frozen death in the storm. Time had no meaning to Kane. A dozen
years or as many minutes--once past both fitted into the same span of memory. Either a century ago or
just that morning he had fled across the northern wastes-—-and for how long? It was nothing, for it was
past and beyond him. Hislife was only aminute focus of time, an instant of the present balanced between
centuries of past and an unknown duration of future existence. He felt amoment of vertigo, ashismind



hung poised over time's chasm.

"I couldn't deep with dl thison my mind, so | came down to the fire where it would be cozier," shetold
him, feding it necessary that she offer some reason for her presence beside him.

Kane stirred. "It's a haunted night. There's a certain tensenessin the air as before a battle. Death hovers
near, and man is reluctant to deep because he knows an eternal deep may be hisfate within afew hours
more.

"Some a e to soothe your thoughts perhaps?' She nodded and Kane rose to pour a cup.

She accepted it with adight smile, uncertain of her feelings toward the other. He was so strange--huge
and brutal, every inch amachine of destruction, she sensed. Y et he was civil of speech and manner--and
far more erudite than any man of her experience, other than those learned fossls and smpering dandies
of the court. There were many contradictions embodied in the big stranger, nor could she hazard aguess
to his nationality or even his age. He seemed so inhumanly aoof and alone. He gave her the same sort of
eeriethrill that some of Evingoliss strange songs created.

"Y ou never say another person's name when you speak to him," she commented.

Kane favored her with one of his uncanny, penetrating stares. "No," he admitted. "1 don't suppose| do.”
"Breenanin," she prompted softly.

"Breenanin.”

In slence they shared the fire and the minstrel's song.

| saw her inwinter'ssilent cold light

Clearly, with her warmth upon the sparkle

Of that magicd, crysdline night.

And love | knew unspoken passed,
Itstimelesswarmth, one frozen ingtant,

Eternaly encased ininfinite amber.

But what | sensed | could not return;

Theingant vanished in that crystaline sorm.
Invaindo | cal through thisdancing myriad

Of relinquished emotions, frozen fragments of time.
For the moment has passed, now lost in that swirl--
Splintered shards of time's reflection--
Reflectionsfor the winter of my soul.

The mingre's voice echoed into sllence; hisfingers stilled the strings of hislute. Quietly beleft the hdl to
the two seated before thefire. In the far comer of the room, afew half-aseep servantsrolled dice.
"Whered you get him?' brokein Kane.

Breenanin shifted in her chair. The mingtrel's song had lulled her into an amost trance-like Sate. "He
cameto uslast summer. Came up from the southlands, | suppose--he never said anything about his past.
Sort of wandered about the court in Carrasahl for awhile, then attached himself to Father's patronage.
We were glad to got him--others offered him more money than we could. He talks occasiondly of some
far away places he's been, and most of his songs no one can understand. Guess he's just wandering
about theworld as hisfancy suitshim.

"Must be nice to go somewhere new. In Carrasahl we don't get to travel much. Can't handle an estate
from somewhere far off, Father always says, and travel's dangerous for anyone to risk. Once we went to
Ensdljosto see Winston's coronation, though.”

They taked of various mattersfor awhile--long periods of mutual silence between their spots of
conversation. At length Kanelooked over and saw that she dept. He was reluctant to disturb her, but at
the same time he knew she should not be left donein the great hal with desth abroad in the night. So he
lifted her in hisarms and carried her up the wide stairsto her room on the balcony acrossthat end of the
hall.

Shedtirred in her deep, but did not awaken. A half-smile was on her thin lips, and her fine teeth were



white againgt her pale skin. She was soft and warm in her fur robe. Kanefet an emotion stir within him as
he carried her that he had not experienced in long years. It might have been love, but then he could not
remember.

Returning to the hall, he sat before the fire again. But the spell had been broken. Now hefdlt strangely
restless, sick of brooding over dead memoriesin thefirelight. After another cup of de, Kane arose,
fastened on his sword, and announced to the few remaining servants that he would walk around to see
how things went with the others.

The hallways were long and dark, their silence only faintly broken by Kane's soft tread. He walked the
cold stones dowly, hand near swordhilt and keen eyes searching every shadow. There was an amost
tangible aura of fear abroad in the torchlit corridors, and degth crouched invisibly in each spot of
darkness. The spirits of those horribly murdered danced about him, laughing and gibbering in hisears,
pointing derisive fingers at the lone man who in his conceit thought to avert their hideousfate. The
numbing cold of the winter soaked through the stones dong with the blackness of itsnight. The feeble
torches were usdessin digpelling either its cold or its gloom.

Faint winds from nowhere, damp ghost breath, played upon the hairs of Kane's neck. Sudden scurrying
sounds haunted his steps, causing him to whirl about and stare aong the corridor through which he had
just passed--then redl about once more as the wraith-like movements teased him. There was nothing to
be seen. Even when Kane stopped long minutes to listen, or walked back again over the same stones.
Nothing even for his eyesto discover. Heredized his nerves were getting the better of him, and fought to
control himsdf--for he knew he must not become dull and insensitive on this haunted night. Because
sometime a shadow might hold alessintangible menace.

He stopped suddenly, looking everywhere about him with painful concentration. Then he bent over
quickly and touched afinger to the spot, knowing even as he did it that the smear was fresh blood. He
grained his eyes againg the uneven torchlight. Normal vision would perhaps have missed it, but Kane
could seethefaint trickle of blood trailing aong the stones. Sword in hand, he followed the shining
path--every sense strained to dert him of ambush.

Thetrail halted before the door of an unused bedchamber. Kane remembered checking through the
chamber during the morning search. They had found nothing, and had |eft the door securely locked. Now
the door was still closed, but unlocked. A smear of blood marked the jamb.

Kane considered only amoment. He could bring more men, but the cregture, if insde, could then escape
and mingle with those who cameto assst him. He could shout for aid, but that would take awhileto
arrive, and the werewolf would be aerted of his presence. A sudden attack seemed best. Kane had
cons derable confidence in the deadliness of his mighty sword arm.

He kicked the door open and lunged into the room, swirling his sword in ashining are of death.

He whirled once quickly, saw nothing to attack immediately, then jumped back with the wall to his back
and carefully examined the room. The werewolf was nowhere to be seen among the dightly dusty
furnishings. But it had been there. At least it was unlikely that the four corpses had entered the room on
their own.

They were the broken bodies of four of the guards who were supposed to patrol the hallways. They
were freshly killed--still warm, Kane discovered. Of three the necks had been broken; the fourth had his
throat torn out. A crude attempt had been made to sop up the blood, but enough had trickled through to
leave atrail to the room. The creature was cunning, Kane realized. It had slently killed these
guards--probably leaping upon them from behind after they passed the door. It had tried to kill them
bloodlessly so as not to give evidence of their fate. Evidently on one the werewolf had been forced to use
itsfangs, and it had not been able to stop the telltale bleeding completely.

The question now was what to do. How did the werewolf's presence hererelate to Lystric and
Henderin? Kane decided to check this out. He was close to that wing of the castle anyway, and those
guards would be his nearest source of help. He would investigate the Situation at that end, and if clear
summon their aid to hunt down the werewolf before it redlized its presence had been detected.

Warily, asfast as he dared, Kane rushed to the tower chambers. The five guards till sat in front of the
door. At least they had not been overpowered, he thought with relief.



Thefirgt thing that struck him was that be had not been chalenged. They couldn't al be adeep, surdly!
They were not. They were dl quite dead. There was not asingle mark on any body--at least that a
cursory check could disclose. They sat or sprawled about the door in vaguely lifelike attitudes--probably
arranged that way, Kane decided. An empty de pitcher lay beside one of them, and Kane sniffed it
cautioudy. There was no scent of poison that he could distinguish, but there were many that bore no taint.
Poison seemed the only logical answer to these five silent, unmarked degths,

Still determined to see it through, Kane stepped to the door. It was unlocked, as he had expected. A
peephol e was agape through which the guards had watched the interior. Looking through, Kane could
see nothing lurking within.

He once more kicked in the door and hurled himsdf into the room, following his earlier procedure.
Nothing moved. Lystric wasin one corner, haf under atable.

Kane examined the astrologer. Whatever his schemes or abilities, he would exercise them no more.
Lystric's head was dl but torn from his body, and hungry fangs had ripped away most of the soft flesh of
hisarms and legs. The werewolf had not been able to contain its unspeakable appetite dl night.

Nerves prickling, Kane dowly rose from the mangled ruin of aman. Perhapsthe answer would liein
Henderin's chamber upstairs. Sword ready for instant action, he tiptoed to the door leading to the tower
gairs. The door was till locked, whatever that might portend. Kane carefully manipulated the bolt.

A sudden scratch of claws on stone warned him! Kane jumped from his attention to the bolt, whipping
around with blade swishing!

Thewerewolf glared a him ba efully, its bloody tusks gnashing hideoudy! A low snarl rumbled in the
cregturesthreat. Tdler than Kaneit stood, and under itswhite fur rippled bands of stedl-like muscle.
Before Kane had a chance to do more than recognize the beast's awful presence, it sprang for him!
Putting al histremendous strength behind his stroke, Kane smashed his blade full against the lunging
werewolf!

Had his attacker been aman, the blade would have sundered him to the waist. But from the werewolf's
shoulder the sword bounded back asif it had struck dightly resilient iron! The sound was adull thunk,
and no other evidence was there that the blow had |anded--the werewolf's spring was not even
dackened! Y et Kane's arm ached to the marrow with the force of the resounding blow, and his sword
bounded from numb fingerd

Inasplit second the creature was on him, fangs davering, fetid breath in hisface and taloned hands
clutching for histhroat! Kane had no chance to dodge! The snarling force of the creature's lunge smashed
him onto thefloor! His head cracked againgt the stones, and consciousness mercifully left him, asthose
burning eyes bored into hismind!

Sometime later he regained consciousness. Kane rolled to his kneesweakly. His head wasin agony and
his mouth wasfull of blood. Then with astart he redized two things. One, that for some reason he was
gill dive. And secondly, he was no longer by the tower stairs, but lying beside Lystric's corpse. In disgust
he recognized that the blood in his mouth was not his own!

He spat in revulsion and groggily stood up, staggering to the doorway.

"Don't move another step! I'll skewer you for sure!™

Kane saw, with sudden awareness of his stuation, that Evingolis was standing in the doorway--a
crossbow aimed at the other's heart.

Running feet and shouts sounded from the hal lway.

"Well, Kane" said the mingtrel in awe, "you played it cleverly. I'll admit | never thought you'd be the
werewolf!"



IX. Impasse

The surprising thing was that they had not killed him immediately. Kanesfast tongue was some helpin
postponing matters, but he suspected Breenanin had been more effective. The baron had not completely
forgotten that Kane had rescued his daughter from almost certain degth.

Evingolis had spelled it out, point by point. The first desth had occurred right before Kane had ridden out
the storm. A search after the storm had disclosed the mutilated remains of another band of
travelers--abroad in the blizzard with Kane. During the hunt it had been Kane's party that the wolves had
attacked, and only Kane had been witness--himself miraculoudy unscathed. And when the werewolf and
its pack murdered the soldiersin their lodge, Kane had not come upon the scene until late. Findly, this
last attack had come while Kane had prowled the halways aone. And when Evingolis had discovered
him, he was crouched beside the torn body of the old astrologer--aman who had claimed to have
damning knowledge of this mysterious sStranger.

But they had not killed him yet. Instead they had taken Kane and thrown him in acedll in the castle's
cellars. Now athick wooden door fastened by a stout bar stood between Kane and three menacing
guards. Through anarrow grilled gperture in the door, Baron Troylin regarded his prisoner.

"Y ou know you're making amistake in this," offered Kane.

"l suppose you killed Lystric because you knew held unmask you. And to think you even had me
suspecting poor man!™

"Damn your thick skull! That old fool couldn't count hisfingers and get a correct answer! | told you |
found him like that before the werewolf knocked me senseless by the stairgl”

"Strikes me as abit odd this werewolf didn't kill you--even went to the trouble to drag you acrossthe
room. Didn't know such athing had that much restraint.”

Kane pounded hisfist on thewall in frustration. "It may be amonster, but the creature's as cunning as any
man. Looks like it hoped to frame me and throw the rest of you off the scent.”

Troylin snorted in disbelief. " Speaking of framing, that'sanicejob you did on my son. Guessyou figured
to makeit look like hed broken loose and dain the lot! Only we caught you before you could finish
preparations--had to stop for ameal, | guess! Too bad you didn't arrange for Henderin to escapefirst.

Y ou might have had usdl believing it washim!"

"You'rejust so damned anxiousto clear that son of yours, you'll grasp a anything el se that presentsitself!
Why wasn't | awerewolf when Evingolisfound me?Why didn't | kill him and escape? How'd | get this
crack on the skull? Why did | rescue your daughter from the wolves?!

"Oh, I'll agreethereésafew things that don't seem to check out. That'sthe only reason you're still
alive--which you won't beif you try to break out of here! Most of them would be just as happy to see
you burning right now, only | figure | owe you at least achance.

"So welll just watch you afew days--Henderin too, just to be safe. If the creature strikes again, well be
sorry for doubting you."

"Morethan likely you'l be dead--and me with you! And what if nothing more happens?'

The baron shook his head grimly. "Guessthen well just haveto build afirefor youto stin.”

Kane cursed in frustration as the baron departed. The yokelswould do just that, and Troylin would
consder Henderin cleared of guilt. Meanwhileif the werewolf still were a large, which seemed an
absolute certainty, the idiots would drop their guard and et him roam at will. He sat down in disgust,
enjoying the agony of his battered skull.

After severd hours of watching vermin crawl through the straw, Kane heard afierce growl. He jumped
to the door and saw one of the baron's hounds bristling before the entrance.

"Stay back, milady! He's on guard and hell bite your pretty leg surestheworld if you go any nearer!™
"Then cal him off! | want to talk to Kane!" 1t was Breenanin.

"The baron said no one wasto talk to Kane except him." Some coinstinkled. "Well, guessyou can see
him just for amoment. Make it short though! Don't want to make trouble. Come here, Slasher! Easy
boy! Cut that growling now! Hear me!”



Breenanin's frightened face appeared before the spyhole. "Oh Kane!" she cried. "'l was sure they'd kill
you!"

"About what | figured," hereplied. "Thanksfor pulling for me with your father. I'm afraid though thet
they're convinced I'm their werewolf, and either way things don't look too bright for me.”

She looked a him in congternation. "Well, | know you can't be amonster! Not after you saved me from
those dreadful wolves! Anyway, you're too gentle to be amongter!”

Kane started. No one had accused him of gentlenessin sometime.

"They'rewrong, | know! And timewill proveit to them!" She stopped uncertainly. "But the only way
they'll know you're innocent will befor the werewolf to kill again..." Shetrailed off, unsure where this|eft
her. 1t seemed horrible to hope for more deaths, but if the creature stayed hidden, then this man whom
she bdlieved sheloved would die hideoudy in the flames.

"The werewolf istill here, you can be sure of that. But whether it'll attack again soon, who can say. It's
truethat steel can't hurt them, though! | should have cut the beast in haf by dl logic, but my blade
rebounded without amark. Uncanny sensation--it was al solid flesh when it hit me, but my sword was
turned back asif I'd struck stone. Left my whole arm numb from the impact.

"They say only afew things can kill awerewolf, outside of more potent sorcery. Fire, of course. Silver is
sad to bethe only metd to pierce itsmagic invulnerability. Outright physica combat can hurt one, too.
I've read of wolvestearing them in rare battles for leadership of apack. If you have anything Slver to use
for aweapon, you might keep it near you. If the baron would only listen to me, he should cast some Silver
pointsfor arrows or spears.”

"I'll try totalk himintoit," Breenanin answered brightly. "And I've got alittle Slver bladed dagger that |
wear for hunts. Not much of awegpon redly--just alady'stoy--but I'll keep it under my pillow."

The guard muttered anxioudy, "Hey, come on now, milady! If the baron findsyou here of al people, hell
damn sureflay me! Cut things short!"

"I've got to run now," shetold himwistfully. "I'll seewhat | can do. Don't worry!" She ducked from the
aperture and left the dreary cdllar.

Kane listened to the watchdog's snarl, and an uneasy thought recurred to him. Where had Breenanin
been during these murderous attacks? Something about her presencein that tree and the wolves
half-hearted attempts to reach her had been nagging the back of hismind for sometime.

He shook the thoughts away. Again only guesses and circumstances! Any man here could be shown
guilty by that course! Troylin, Evingalis, Tdi--any of the baron's men. And shewasbut agirl!

But wasn't the she-wolf fully as dangerous asthe mae?

X. Fangsinthe Night

When the light of the full moon shone whitely through the bars of hiswindow, Henderin knew it wastime.
Mogt of the furniture of hisroom was in shambles--smashed during hisrages. Now he rose from the nest
of litter he had collected in one corner; he assumed a crouched stance and began to shuffle stedthily
about the debris-strewn chamber, alow growl in histhroat. It was hard to think at times, but he fixed the
details of what he must do into his disordered brain. Excitement over what must happen tonight ran riot
through his senses, and he delighted in prowling around, listening for sounds of his guards, savoring the
thrift of the adventure.

All was sllent. Henderin dipped to hiswindow and |ooked down over the courtyard below. Nothing
moved. Satisfied that none watched, Henderin pulled at the stone at the base of the window ledge,
grunting with the strain. Ashe knew it would, the stone tore free of its setting, for the crude mortar which
held it in place had been carefully wesakened. He placed the heavy stone on the floor of the room, then



turned to the iron bars. With the stone removed, the bars set exposed in their sockets, which had been
cut into adjoining faces of theinsde and outside stones of the ledge. Henderin easily worked the bars out
of their half sockets below and did them down from their upper attachment to the wall.

The way cleared, he swung onto the ledge and carefully lowered his body over the edge. Now was the
difficult part, but one which he knew he could carry out. The wall was built of rough-cut stones, whose
edgesjutted outward unevenly. Thetireless hand of the elements had eroded enough of the grainy mortar
to provide an appreciable crevice between the rough stones. These furnished a precarious hold at best,
but to one of Henderin's strength and agility it was sufficient purchase to climb down the wall and drop
into the empty courtyard. And furthermore, Henderin obeyed secret urgings beyond al denid--he could
not fall.

With abark of triumph he dropped the last few feet. It had been afaultless escape. Laughing softly,
Henderin vanished into the shadows of the courtyard. There was much yet to accomplish.

The castle dept uneasily. Degath had struck relentlesdy among itsinhabitants. Even now, when the
creature who held them al in cold letter must be securely locked and guarded, afearful doubt yet
gnawed at their hearts. But still man must have deep. So they trusted to locks and guards and S umbered
fitfully--this pitiful remnant of the castle's household.

And inthe slent halways, death stalked. No human eyes had seen it dip across the snow strewn
courtyard and in the shadow of the gate softly draw back the bar. Only the dead eyes of Gregig the
porter--he had dept at his post afind time--watched the long, gray shapes dink through the openingin
an endlessline of red death. No one saw asthis silent pack of blood-mad wolves followed its leader
through asmall, unguarded door in the castles rear.

Nalils clicking softly on the dusty stone, the deadly horde padded across the unfrequented storage room
and penetrated the heart of the castle.

The hounds were first to scent the presence of their natural enemies, and they greeted the pack with
fierce snarls. Thus the men who patiently stood guard outside Henderin's empty chamber looked upon
death.

For one gtartled moment they were frozen in horror as the howling wolves and their nightmare leader
raced through the hal toward them. Then they shouted the alarm and drew their swords for a desperate
last stand. The shouts of the doomed retainers added to the snarl of the lunging wave of gray fury--and
the combatant swirled in ahowling, milling melee!

Thistime the wolves faced not hel pless degpers or unsuspecting victims. The retainerswere well armed
and mad with the hopel essness of their position. Dripping swords hewed into the onrushing ranks,
smashing through one furred devil after another. The hounds battled gamely beside their masters, equally
determined to meet death with as many of their hated enemy as possible. The stonesran dippery with
blood, asthe halls resounded with shrieks and howls of agony.

But the wolves were too many, and their awesome leader made them invincible. In unspeskable fury the
werewolf legpt among the struggling figures and seized one of the soldiers. Ignoring the human's
desperate sword thrugts, it hurled its hel pless prey against the stone floor, smashing his skull with the
impact. Already the hounds had gone down under an avaanche of dashing fangs, and the remaining
humans now fettered before the pack. Blood spurting from frightful wounds, they continued to hack
wildly at their dayers, even asthe pack pulled them down to mangled extinction.

Then the hallway was ill, but for the death throes of afew wolves. For an ingtant the pack stood
panting, tasting the warm salt of their victims lifeblood. Already sounds could be heard asthe others
responded to the darm. The werewolf raised achilling howl of maddened power, then led its pack
dashing down the hallwaysto find the rest of these terrified weaklings, whose stupid pride it wasto be
man.

Sounds of the battle above them penetrated even to the cellar room where Kane was imprisoned. The



guards dropped their dice and listened. "What the hell isthat!" gasped Tali in shocked amazement. Kane
jumped to the door to see what was happening.

Someone threw open the door &t the head of the stairs and shouted down, "Come on! Hurry! Wolves!
The castlésfull of wolves! Hurry or they'll kill usal!™

The guards rose up in panic. Snatching their wegpons they ran up the stairsto join their rallying
comrades.

"Wait! Damn you! Wait!" Kane bellowed futilely. "Come back and let me out of here! Come back!
Thro'ellet take you al!" He shouted after the last man had disappeared up the stairs, but it was useless.
Either out of panic or distrust they had left him here. In disgust he envisioned the fight in the upper floors
of the castle and its probable end. Bitterly he pictured himsdf sitting here helplesswhile the werewolf and
its pack came to finish the prisoner trapped in hiscell.

Kane strained to see the fastening of the door through the spyhole. He knew it was secured by a heavy
wooden bar, for asthey had thrown him in, be had automatically examined the fixtures of hiscell. Inthe
short glance he had had, it bad seemed that the iron fastenings that protruded from the stories of the wall,
and upon which the bar rested, would be the weakest point. With thisin mind he backed off acrossthe
cell, then hurled his over 300 pounds of bone and corded muscle against the unhinged side of the door.
He ricocheted painfully from the bruising impact. The door held solid. Making another attempt, he again
tried the door. It seemed to rattle dightly more loosdly. Perhapstheiron fastening was pulling away from
its setting in the stone. But the jarring crashes againgt the unyielding door were dealing him bruta
punishment. Altering his strategy, Kane launched himself in aflying kick at the spot where the bar
reached across the door to the bracket. With startling agility for hisbulk, Kanelanded lightly after the
blow. He knew the fantastic power such akick could deliver when properly executed.

Helashed out again. And again. Teeth set in determination, he battered the door of his prison relentlesdy.
Theiron bracket would give sometime, he was certain. But how much time was|eft to him, he could not
guess.

Within her chamber Breenanin listened in terror to the fierce struggle outside her door. She had
awakened with these soundsin her ears—-the shouts of the castle's defenders and the enraged snarling of
the wolves. The deeth cries of man and beast. She tried to imagine how the battle was turning, but from
her chamber she could tdll little. And the scenes offered by her terrified imagination drove her to hysteria
On Kaneswarning she had provided hersdf with a silver dagger, dthough the wespon seemed laughably
inadequate. In addition she had tied asilver chain across the fastenings of both tier door and the shutters
of her windows. She had little faith in their efficacy, but it had been something she could do.

The fight now seemed to be moving to another quarter, for its clamor was growing dim. What could be
happening out there? she wondered. From what she had heard, evidently a great pack of wolves had
invaded the castle.

A sudden rattle on the stories outside one of her windows caught her attention! In abject horror
Breenanin riveted her eyes on the shutters. From without now came unmistakable sounds of something
scraping and clambering upon the ledge!

A heavy blow smote the shutters, caving them back dangeroudy! Petrified with terror, Breenanin
watched the fastenings with awful fascination. Another blow! And one more! With abrittle crack, the
lock splintered and the silver chain snapped apart!

And through the wreckage of the shutters |egpt--Henderin!

Her brother was almost unrecognizable. Hisfingerswere torn and bleeding; his clothing disordered.
There was stark madnessin hisrolling eyes, and histeeth gnashed wildly. Blood ran upon hisface and
spotted his chest.

He dropped to the floor in acrouch. With abizarre blend of titter and growl, he began to stalk his
fear-sckened sster!

Bresking from the spell of dread that bound her, Breenanin uttered a soul-tearing shriek and bounded
across the room for the door. Behind her Henderin shambled, mouthing insane g obbering noises.

In panic she fumbled with the bolt of the door, pulling loose the silver chain. Gasping, she freed the bolt
and shot it back! She swung wide the door!



And looked into the face of gore-splattered nightmare!

Howling in hideous glee the werewolf lunged from the crimson tiled hallway through the gaping doorway!
For the moment it had chosen to alow its pack to fend for itself against the crumbling ranks of the castl€'s
defenders. Its red eyes brimming with unspeskable lugt, the davering demon stretched forth itstalons for
theterror stricken object of itsdesire.

Breenanin recoiled in absolute horror as the hulking abomination stalked across the room toward her.
Henderin was forgotten in the face of thisinhuman beast of scarlet streaked white that now crept toward
her in dreadful certainty of its prey. In amoment the werewolf had her trapped in one comer of the bed
chamber. The creature dowed, asnarl of fiendish laughter in itsthroat; it clashed together the awful fangs
of itslong muzzle, savoring to the fullest the piteocusterror of itsvictim. In despair Breenanin hurled an urn
at her attacker, but the werewolf disdained even to dodge, and the vessel smashed into fragments against
itshairy chest. It moved toward her confidently.

"No!" shrieked avoice that had been stripped of its humanity. "No! Y ou can't have her! You said she
would bemine!"

The werewolf hated and flung a contemptuous snarl acrossits shoulder to the frantic Henderin. The
insane youth was gnashing his teeth and jumping about in the frenzy of hisrage. Ignoring the, frothing
madman, the creature returned to the focus of its dark appetite.

Inaslent blur Henderin pounced upon the werewolf's back! Driving his kneesinto the creature's spine,
Henderin dashed it to the floor; even asthey toppled he locked his arms about its neck and dug histeeth
into the flesh of its nape. Caught off guard by the human's strike, werewolf and madman rolled to the
floor before Breenanin's feet. Henderin was a powerful man, and his strength was doubled by the surge
of hisinsanerage. Pressing his advantage, he forced the creature's snout into the stones, while continuing
to crush hisknessinto its spine.

Reacting in the fury of its pain, the werewolf raked its assailant with its claws, at last securing agrip on
the human. With aburst of strength it ripped the writhing youth from its back and hurled him acrossthe
floor. Henderin landed heavily, but rolled to hisfeet in time to meet the mongter's charge.

For amoment they lashed punishing blows at each other, neither of them able to secureahold on his
opponent. Then they flung themselves together in a clawing, gnashing embrace of deadly hatred; they
struggled vicioudly for severd heartbesats, and fell in atangle on the floor. Over and over they rolled, as
each sought to remain on top.

Freed front her comer, Breenanin shook off her paralysis of fear and darted across the room for her bed.
Flight did not register with her--for the werewolf seemed inescapable. But she remembered Kane's
advice now, and in afrenzy she sought underneath the bedclothing. Shefelt asurge of hope asher small
hand closed about the cold hilt of the silver dagger. Drawing the white, bladed weapon free, she turned
to the thrashing combatants!

Henderin had neither the strength nor the meansto press hometheinitia advantage of his sudden attack.
Only luck and his berserk strength had made it possible for him to hold out thislong. But now the
werewolf was agtride his struggling body. Locking itslong arms about its victim's chest, the monster
sgueezed him in a crushing embrace of death. Even astheribs cracked rottenly, its razor-like fangs tore
through Henderin'sfailing guard and sank into the human's neck! Ultimate blackness closed upon the
youth's tormented mind, as human muscle and bone proved unequal to the test. Overcome with
blood-lugt, hisdayer greedily gulped down the gushing flow from the ruined throat of itsvictim.

Seeing her chance, Breenanin rushed upon the momentarily pre-occupied werewolf. Her lithearm raised
high; then she drove the silver blade with al the desperation of her fear and loathing into the creature's
unprotected left shoulder! It sensed the danger at the last moment and tried to avoid the blow, but too
late! Only dightly off itstarget, the keen blade sheared through inhuman flesh and glanced along the
scgpulal

Had the dagger been aslong as area weapon, the stab would have been amortal wound. Instead, the
werewolf howled in unaccustomed agony and sprang to itsfeet. Only barely did Breenanin succeed in
maintaining her desperate grasp on the dagger's hilt, asthe werewolf wrenched itself freeinitslunge.

Its pale fur now matted with its own blood, the werewolf whirled to faceits small assailant. Fury wasin



itseyes, but as Breenanin raised her dagger to strike again, something like panic also appeared. The
dread held by the creature for the slver wegpon was out of all proportion to a human's judgment. But the
inhuman mind recognized athregt to its existence--athresat that held al the more terror because of its
unfamiliarity. Wounded and uncertain, the werewolf decided to try asafer Srategy. Snarling defianceiit
gprang to the open window and leapt front the room to the courtyard thirty feet below.

Sick and shaken from her hideous orded, Breenanin dumped to the floor, moaning incoherent sobs. In
her shocked state of mind she knew only that the ravening demon had left her--beyond this she could not
understand. Wesakly she dragged hersdlf to the torn corpse of her brother. She redlized dimly that his
intervention had preserved her from an abominable fate, and with this came the recognition that this
importunity had cost the life of her brother.

Forgetting his madness and the crimes perpetrated under its cloak, she fell upon Henderin's mangled
body and sobbed hysterically. She did not even hear the shuttling footsteps that pushed through the
doorway behind her.

Baron Troylin staggered drunkenly into the room, his mind fogged with pain and horror. Behind him
tottered two of hisretainers, smilarly weakened front numerous wounds. Troylin seemed to regard his
shuddering daughter Without recognizing her. "All deed,” heintoned dully. "All deed but us. The
werewolf even smashed in the door where the women were hidden and let his pack loose on them.” No
onelistened to Troylin, not even himself. Only his mind numbly recounted the events of the past hadf hour.
"Wolves everywhere. Those awful bloody fangs. Snapping. Leaping at you front al sides. Onceyou're
down they just tear you to ribbons. Somehow we stopped them. Their leader |eft them. Werewolf gone
we could hold out againgt the rest. Kill the devils. So damn many though. Drove them off somehow.
Findly they stopped coming. Don't know if they're al dead too, or just run off. But were al that areleft.”
He stopped his mumbling and stared dumbly at his daughter. Slowly his eyes began to focus. He saw her
stretched beside the scarlet stained body of ... Recognition dawned. Screaming an oath he raced to his
son'ssde and flung his daughter away.

"Henderin!" His soul broke under the shriek of anguish. "Henderin! My son! Not you too!" He collgpsed
inthe hysteriaof hisgrief.

Breenanin recovered somewhat. Her father and his men had returned. She was safe with them. Hesitantly
shelaid ahand on his heaving shoulders. "Father," she sammered.

Hisface snapped upward to gaze at her. In his eyesthe light of madness burned. The baron had been a
smple, graightforward man. During the nights of fear he had lived under strains unimaginableto his
worldly mind. And under the relentlessterror and daughter of thisfina battle with the wolves, he had
seen the comfortable world that he knew fdl to crimson destruction. Death had brushed by him
everywhere, and now he looked upon the mutilated corpse of his son, his most beloved possession. With
the crushing weight of grief and horror, his mind had broken.

Now he stared at his daughter's bloodstained nightdress. She recoiled before the soulless gaze of a
dranger. "You!" shrieked the baron hrilly. "You!" He clutched the sllver dagger which Breenanin had
dropped and lurched to hisfeet. "You killed him! Y ou're the werewolf! Y ou killed them al!"

Mouthing insane curses, Troylin grasped histerrified daughter. The silver blade flashed downward! A
gasping shriek of agony. Sound of asoft form failing to the floor. White hands strained as they plucked
ineffectudly at the pain.

Sillness.

He gazed at her fallen form. Desth eased the lines of fear and pain. Below her |eft breast a spreading
crimson over her white gown, pae flesh. Red on white. Tumbling images through his mind. Red on white
over and over. Days, nights of red on white. So much red. So much white. And the end?

A harsh snarl behind him broke off his kaleidoscopic thoughts. Troylin ran to the doorway. The werewolf
hed returned.

Oneretailer was dready dying, histhroat ripped open from the savage fangs that had struck without
warning. While they had stood there gaping at their master's madness, death had stolen upon them from
behind. Troylin watched in the agony of disbelief asthe werewolf brushed aside the other's frantic sword
thrusts and crushed hisneck in itstaloned hands. The creature was unkillable then!



It turned at last to the baron, scarlet fury blazing in its eyes. Unarmed, he backed away in horror, pitiful
pleas dobbering from nervelesslips. The creature advanced relentlessy, arms outstretched and alow
growl initsthroat. Something pushed against the baron's back. It was the balcony railing! He could
retreat no farther!

With ahowl the werewolf lunged for him! It raised the screaming man high aboveits head. Theniit threw
him from the ba cony, arcing him high over the great hall. With asickening crunch, the baron's body
bounced upon the stone floor, but haf astep from his place at the high table.

And aslifeleaked from his smashed skull, aflash of sanity returned to the human. In that moment Baron
Troylin knew that the end to the kalel doscope was death.

Onefina kick and the cell door flew open; the stubborn iron bracket had at last been torn fromits
socket. Breathing heavily from the exertion, Kane limped from the cdll. Around him &l was slent. No
wolves met hissight.

Carefully he ran up the sairs from the cellar and peered along the empty corridors. Again nothing.
Silently be dipped down the halways, heading for the main part of the castle. As he had no weapon, he
moved with extreme caution, knowing that his chances were dim should he encounter the pack. But
nothing challenged his progress, other than an occasiond cluster of dead. From the many human and wolf
carcasses he met, it was clear that within the castle had been fought avicious battle.

His keen ears caught the sound quickly, and he smiled grimly as he recognized it. Silently hefollowed it to
its source. He entered the great hall.

Evingolissat in his accustomed corner, hislong fingers once more drawing haunting notes from the lute.
The two regarded one another in the tillness of the darkened hall.

Kane broke the quiet. "So it was you. | wasafool not to have realized it before! | had suspicions--but |
felt the same way toward too many others.”

Themingtrd continued to play, favoring hisleft am dightly. "They sddom redize until it'stoo late" he
began. "No one expects violence of aminstrel--an abino, at that. Over and over it's happened. | prepare
thetrap, and white they're faling one by one, the survivorsfight among themsaves with fear and
suspicion. Break down trust, and men are helpless. And no one suspects the mingtrel. Alwaysit goes that
way,"

"Always?'

"Perhaps. The pattern repestsitsaf. Variationsfall within the frame. Usualy it happensasit did here. |
wander into anew place, play around the area, pick up information until | find an arrangement that | can
manipulate.

"And once | succeed in isolating agroup of men into asituation that | control, my pack and | wreak our
vengeance! For itisyour race, Kane, that dared to leave its home in the trees to challenge the
Brotherhood! Man and his wegpons and histraitor hounds! Man who seeks to banish the Brotherhood
to the wastelands Man who declares his stifling cities to be civilization--a society superior to thewild
freedom of the pack!

"Perhaps the day shal come when man and his cities shal be destroyed by the plagues, the famines, the
wars hisidiocy perpetuates. And then shal the Brotherhood once again run free. But until then there will
be those in your smug flock who will pay the pendty for the insolence of your race! These shdl know the
wrath of the Brotherhood!

"Hereit wasrather smple. | found out in Carrasahl that Baron Troylin owned this conveniently isolated
edtate; then it wasjust amatter of discovering how to get him here. Easy enough. A spell on hisson
causes him to run berserk, ascandal results, and the baron isforced to retire. Thisway | not only could
use Henderin for a scapegoat, but under the spell | could also control his actions. He was useful at
times—-and so was old Lystric. Thefool gladly took credit for any suggestions | offered--even to bring
Henderin up here.

"So | have aszable party of humansisolated from their fellows. Next step isto cut off escgpe. The sorm
| summoned took care of that part. | aimost had you on two occasions that night, but you eluded me



each time. Then it was Smply amatter of dowly cutting down their strength until an outright attack could
destroy the remnant. My strategy should be obviousto you by now. At first | arranged for my wolvesto
gplit the hunt by driving a second ek across your path, then they ambushed your half. They should have
killed you then, but again | underestimated you."

"Then you know who | am," said Kane, "--and what | am."

The mingird laughed softly. "Yes, | know about you--and I've guessed alot more. As|'ve wandered I've
cut across your trail occasionaly--it seems neither of us staysin one place very long! And I've heard a
good many stories about awanderer named Kane. The old legends and sagas haven't forgotten you
ether. Even that old fool Lystric had some suspicions of the truth about you.”

He laughed again. Kane remembered the panting laughter of the wolf--soft, tonguelolling. "I even saw
you once in my youth--over acentury ago now, in old Lynortis. Y ou were scheming your way into the
court, | recdl. The city was destroyed not long after that--by treachery within, the tale was.

"So your presence here had me worried after | realized who you were. But | soon found ause for you as
an added diversion. Y ou played into my handslast night in Lystric's chamber. | spared you then in order
to make it appear asif you were the werewolf everyone so desperately feared. If they killed you as | had
intended, then you would be taken care of, and the rest would relax their vigilance. Instead they let you
live, split their strength to guard both you and Henderin, and were still careless.

"Tonight | had Henderin escape again, planning to use him for adiverson whilel let my pack insdethe
castle. Asit happened | didn't need him for that--the guard at the gate dept until the moment Henderin
killed him. Later when | discovered Breenanin had barred her chamber with silver, | used him to bresk in
and drive her out. The fool attacked me then, and | had to kill him before | had intended. The bitch had
gpirit though! She stabbed me with alittle dagger, and | l€ft to circle around.

"Meanwhile Troylin had been able to fight off my wolvesin my absence. But | came on him outside her
room and finished them.”

Kane surveyed the destruction about him, the smashed figure on thefloor. "And Breenanin?' he asked,
wondering that he felt concern.

Evingolissnarled. "That grossfoal killed her himsdf! Theidiot must have thought shewasto blamefor al
my work. Killed her with her own dagger!" Kane winced. "Redlly makes mefurious--I had some
interesting plansfor the girl! She's till warm and | suppose 1 can still have some fun--but it isn't the same
aswhen her struggling heart forces hot red spurts over your muzzle!™

Helaughed again, running along tongue over hislipsin memory of ungpeskable pleasures. "What's
wrong, Kane?1 know you aren't squeamish about such things. No, | think you redly felt something for
that girl. Love? Y ou don't even know what the word means! Kane--doomed with the curse of eterna
wandering--in love with amorta girl! A flower who would be faded and gone before you could even
understand! Her lifetime aday of yours! By this nine you've surdly seen this happen enough to understand
the absurdity of it! No, | know what it was! She loved you--and you were simply stunned to receive
anything other than faselove artificidly induced by your cunning manipulations--and more often by far, to
receive only fear and hatred! And you were so moved with the novelty you tried to discover tenderness
inthat stone you cal your heart! Ah, Kane! Y ou've crown soft headed in your dotage!™

Kane stared silently at the taunting mingtrdl. In his eyesthe cold flames of death werelegping.

"Yes, itisararejest! And here the two of us stand-- human shapesin ahal of death. Human in shape
only, for the humansdl lie dead! Kane--you're asfar gpart from thiscarrionin your ownway asl amin
mine! Two immortals, it seems, and both of usleave only death and destruction in our wake! | wonder,
Kane! Thewretch | killed at the first of my storm--from beyond death he made a prophecy that out of
the storm would come aman not man who would bring death to al! | wonder though--which of usdid he
meen!”

Thedbino laid asde hislute, till chuckling wolfishly. "Wel Kane, this has been amogt interesting game. |
salute you. Y ou have led an extraordinary career, to use an absurd understatement. | admire you.
Perhaps | understand you. And you of al men are thefirst to command my respect.

"I will deriveimmense pleasure from killing you!" He arose.

Kane had been prepared for the change, but he had not expected its abruptness. One instant the minstrel



stood laughing before him--there was a split-sccond blur, asif Kane's eyes had momentarily gone out of
focus--then asnarling hulk of white furred death was legping for him!

That ruined one chance, cursed Kane, who had hoped to launch his attack while the creature wasin the
throes of transformation. As Evingolis hurtled toward him, Kane grasped the table which separated them,
and heaving with dl hisfantastic strength he hurled the massive structure full againg the rushing beest. The
werewolf went under in acrashing tangle of splintering furnishings. For amoment it had to freeitsdlf from
the wreckage; in that second's hesitation Kane dashed for the sairs at the end of the hall. From the
mingtrel's sory, the Slver dagger should gtill beimpaed in Breenanin's lifelessform, growing cold in her
chamber. Kane knew his chance of reaching it was dight, but it would be aweapon against the werewolf
if hecould gettoit.

He pounded up the tairs. Howling in rage, Evingolistore clear of the wreckage and hurtled after Kane.
Kane had adight lead and he moved with al his great speed, but before be had reached the top stair his
awesome pursuer had nearly overtaken him. Snatching claws raked his boot. Kane made the top and
tried desperately to reach the door of Breenanin's room. Halfway there and he knew he would never
make it--another few steps and the werewol f would be on him!

Kane suddenly legpt into the air, pivoted in midflight, and lashed out with his boot into the chest of the
werewolf. The power of hisblow knocked the creature backward, grunting in surprise and pain. The
dagger was beyond reach. Kane knew his only chance would beto kill his assallant with sheer physica
force. But man against demon seemed hopelesdy mismatched. Y et Kane was not an ordinary man.

As Evingolisfettered from the surprise kick of the human, Kane hurled himsdlf againgt the werewolf!
Driven with the brutdl power of histhick legs, Kane's massive body caught Evingolis off balance and sent
him regling backward over the brink of the stairs. Wrapped in adeadly embrace, man and demon
plummeted down the long, Sairway, rolling over and over, crashing agonizingly againgt the steps and
wall! With asurge of strength Kane gained abrief contact with the spinning stairway and used the
purchase to push their fal over the edge. Splintering the railing, the locked combatants plunged off into
space ten feet above the sone floor under them! Kane wrenched himself atop the snarling werewolf just
before they smashed onto the floor.

Theforce of thefdl flung them gpart. Evingoliss furry body had cushioned Kanesfdl, and herolled
away with only severe bruises from the tumble. Legping to hisfeet he faced hisenemy again. Thefal
would have crushed a human antagonist, but Evingolis appeared only to be even more enraged. Still he
seemed to be alittle stunned and staggered as he rose to meet Kane.

Once again Kane rushed the werewolf, hoping to hit him before he could recover. But the cresture legpt
aside, catching Kanein aloose grip, and threw him across the floor. Kane skidded over the stones,
bresking hisfdl, and he was ableto catch himsdlf just as Evingolis sorang for him. With lightning speed
Kane pulled up hislegs, and with his back on thefloor he caught the lunging beast on the chest and
hurled him on over hisbody. The werewolf landed heavily, but was again on hisfeet with Kane.

Thetwo circled warily, watching for the other to offer an opening. Evingolis was amazed with the
human's strength and speed--and the punishment he had taken was considerable. Painfully throbbing and
bleeding once more, the dagger wound was handicapping him. Raw fury coursed through his demon
brain. Hemugt kill this human--must tear out hislife. Kane was badly battered aswell, but hishellish
blood lust was fully aroused. No fear did he experience--only the insane desire to kill and destroy.
Silently they waited for the other to make amistake.

Evingolissimpatience to kill hishuman foe spurred him to bresk the impasse. Confident in hisinhuman
strength and razor-like wegpons, the werewolf sprang! Kane knew to leap back would only leave him
exposed to the followup of the creature's attack. Again he did the unexpected. Ducking down, Kane let
his opponent’s clutching arms pass over him; then he hurled himself at the creature's throat!

Kane's powerful hands gripped the werewolf's furry throat, holding those gnashing tusks away from his
graining flesh. Evingolis wrapped hislong arms about the human's body, striving to crush hisspinein this
deadly embrace. They rocked back and forth in the gloom of the hdl, two titanic figures straining with
unbelievable strength to overpower the other. The pressure on Kane'sribs was unbearable, but his
powerful muscles knotted to resst the avesome strength of the werewolf's embrace. All thewhile Kane



tightened his strangler's grip about the thick throat of the demon.

Evingoalis began to fed the consuming need for breath. He relentlesdy tightened his crushing hold on
Kanestrunk, trying to snap the human's back and thereby break his stranglehold. But the wound in his
shoulder kept him from getting full use of one arm, and the werewolf had never encountered such massive
strength and endurance in a human before. He champed hisfangsfutilely, unable to roach the human;
clawing Kané's back with hisfearsome talons, he fought the need for air. He could fed ribs sarting to
buckle under histightening armsg!

The pain from his back and ribs was awhite hot agony now, but Kane continued to lock his hands about
Evingolissthroat. He knew his only chance would be to outlast his opponent, even though the awful
pressure made it dmost impossibleto force air into his own lungs. Suddenly the werewolf loosed his
vice-likegrip! Evingolismust haveair; frantically hetried to bresk Kane's grip, snapping hisdavering
fangs and ripping wildly with his clawed handd

They fell to thefloor then. Kane landed atop the werewolf, and immediately he sought to pinion the
punishing arms, whaose talons now sought hisface. Hunching forward on Evingoliss chest, Kane
succeeded in pinning his shoulders with hisknees. The cresture writhed in great spasms, hislimbsflailing
desperately!

Then thewild struggles of the werewolf grew weaker. Itsinhuman vitaity wasfailing under the attack of a
more powerful one. With glazing vison Evingolis stared into the cold blue eyes of Kane and recognized
the desth that flamed within. Under Kane's deadly hands suddenly grated the dull crunch of snapping
vertebrae.

"Thusdied Abd!" hissed Kane, dowly forcing hisfingersto relax their desthhold.

There came that same abrupt blur over Evingoliss body, and Kane found himsdlf clutching the broken
neck of an abino wolf.

Epilogue

It was early morning, and a solitary horse and rider stood in the snow. Searching the outbuildings, Kane
had come upon his own horse, overlooked by the wolves, and now well rested and fed. Painfully he had
saddled him and put together apack of provisonsfor another long ride. Kane had suffered severa
cracked and bruised ribs, a ong with numerous deep gashes and scratches from the werewolf's claws,
but he dressed his wounds aswell as he could and mounted, determined not to spend another night in the
dead cadtle.

As hewatched, the flames of the burning castle rose high into the air. Another floor had falenin, and
soon the stone wals would stand completely gutted. Kane had fired the structure before he left, making a
giant funeral pyrefor human and wolf dike. In those flames was now being destroyed the corpse of
Evingolisaswell; the minstrel would sing his songs and cast hiswelbs no more.

Somewhere in those flames was being consumed another who would sing no more. Kane had wrapped
her in her white fur cloak and laid her gently on her bed, before setting ablaze the pyre. Perhaps
Breenanin had found peace, if death were peace. Kane could never experience either. Still he had for a
moment experienced something with her--some emotion that he had forgotten he ever had known. Even
in memory, he could not identify the sensation.

Kane shivered, suddenly redlizing how cold it was.

He urged his mount southward. The snow was thickly crusted and bore him easily. But for pots.



