| [
|Iq|

Bl




Even with his weird, seuttling, ’

spider-like gait, the Ligurean
assassin’s head start on Abit
yawned into an ipsurmountable chasm.
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battle for Fippr they — =
ran, and Abit?a sandals gh_#
slipped ard slid or the "
torrents of blood. lm_

The battle-zaddened paid no
attention to either him or his
greﬁ as thai de a{arnteiy tried

o kill or live in alternati.
bursts of thrusting and parrying.

Prince almuric stood atn¥
the main slave block in the

center of the slaughter like
& king demon in the inferno...

...8 demon who yet
deluded himselZ




The fleeing scout ran past a
E:uup of his own fellows who
d captured a st ling
merchant and were out to
roast him on an open spit.

4nd the screams of
the violated pierced
through Abit's ears
even Irom a great
distance, no matter
how hard he tried to
convince himsell he
was not hearing them.

Abit of Kush was {et
nd like t now, as he passed
ugh the doom of
Fippr, he felt the full
=ass of the world's

1f it
- evil push down on his
ﬁ}lliljeu?e “}::.: :?:‘;.g’:‘d own nuscule existence...













