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Therric p3
watched over the bodies of my fallen companions.

Erik, the Norseman. He even laughed as the corpses piled over us Like a pestilent tide, swinging his
sword in huge, glittering aves.

Krieger hacked Like a madwman as he called to the Man-God Sigmar for aid against the evil tide. Half of his
face had beew bitten away, bone and brain exposed to the uncaring winter wind. Apparently Sigmar had other
things to do.

Vverilin had beew a sly elf, quick with his daggers and with his hands always in someone's purse. A scoun-
drel and thorough bastard, they had gotten him first, tearing him to pieces to feed their other-worldly hunger.

Aerin sereamed her Last spell, An undead thing's claw at her throat ve-divecting the harmonics of the uni-
verse into her body. She detonated Like a bomb, spewing her and her enenmies entrails for hundreds of yards
and saving my Life. The largest part ( could find was her hand.

[ am Therric.

[ am of the True people.

[ should never have Left the safety of the warrens of Karaz-a-Kavak, should never have tempted the short-
lived ones... [ van my rough hands across the double bitted axe of my Forefathers and remembered them
fondly, now that ( watched over their cold, empty shells.

(t was my map that brought us here. It was my gold that funded our mission. tt was my leadership that held
us together. (t was my ervor that Lead to this ambush.

The Fault is mine.

verilin's mirror served well enough, and one of his knives served better. Locks of hair fell about me Like
blonde snowflakes, Littering the ground. The sound of the knife seraping my skull filled my senses.

(had no dye,  had no Lime, nor animal fat.

The blood of fallen comrades would have to do.

Erik's blood ran into my eyes as it congealed, stiffening my new mohawk into a startling crest. | stripped
from my armour as fear tightened my gut into a twisting mass of maggots.

[ took up my axe and swung it about, relishing it like the grip of an old friend. The language of my people
came upon me. A beautiful language, solio and flowing, it was the wmost dwarfish thing about me now. |
raised it like a weapown to the uncaring stars above. Like the time of the Ancestor Gods, when dragons blotted
out the sky, the grasping fingers of storm clouds raced in above.

Feeling my soul scream with the echoes of my voice, [ made the Oath.

"Hear e, Oh Mighty Grimnir! God of my Ancestors, the True People! | am unworthy, [ am gravel, | am
sand! No buildings can be made upon me, nothing built of me can stand. My only redemption can be to
buila ey cairn with the bodies of the enenmies of Your Childven. | will die as a hero, for even as you turn your
eye from me now, [ will send such a host of foes before me into the afterlife that not even you can deny my
worth. [ am honourless and without family now. But my death shall serve the Lives of many.

ownly then will 1 be restored!”

Thunder crackled above and the rain began to come down L sheets across the reborn battlefield.

Awnd the fear was not so close now as it had beew.

"Necromancer! | know you are close! | come for Your black heart, you bastard! A Slayer comes to send your
corvupted soul to the abyss!" My words were swallowed by the night, eaten by the same demon that had stolen
the sun, moon and stars.

[ Thervic, Therric the Trollslayer, marched forth to meet mey heroic death, or the end of my quest.

They were the same thing now, really.

Yet [ survived, and still seek my doom.

(writtew bg Ouroboros)



