
Next morning, Ottil woke to the sounds of fighting on deck. He prodded Muus. ‘Something’s 

wrong.’  

As he made to go on deck, Muus pulled him back. ‘Stay here, I’ll go.’ 

Grumbling, Ottil resheathed his sword, while Muus hastily put on his boots.  

‘Be careful,’ said Moira, as the Runemaster stepped out of the cabin.  

There was a pitched battle going on, saw Ottil from inside the door. Alongside the ship lay a 

sleek, black-painted galley, looking as deadly as any Norden dragonship. Avaristos’ fear of 

pirates had been justified. Under cover of the gray of dawn, they must’ve crept near 

undetected by the sleepy watch, and boarded while most of the Kassanda’s hands were still 

below. The captain himself lay face down halfway the companion ladder, looking for all the 

world like a slaughtered sucking pig. His men fought with desperation clear on their faces, 

and, outnumbered three-to-one, were rapidly losing the battle.  

‘Watch out!’ cried the Prince.  

Muus evaded a slashing pike and turned to go inside again, when a wild looking pirate 

jumped down from the afterdeck and cracked the Runemaster on the skull. As Muus fell, Ottil 

darted outside, his sword at the ready, but the pirate had disappeared in the fighting. Without 

hesitation, Ottil gripped Muus’ ankle and dragged him back into the cabin. He slammed the 

door shut, while Moirra knelt by the unconscious body. Taut-faced, she sought for damage. 

Finally she sat back on her heels. ‘He lives. The skull is intact, but there’s a large bump. I 

don’t know how long he’ll be out, but he’ll have a concussion. He...’ Terrible screams from 

outside made her stop and everyone looked at the door. The cries broke off as suddenly as 

they had started, and moments later, the door crashed open. A scarecrow of a man stood in the 

opening. He was tall and bone-thin, dressed in mismatched clothes that had seen better days, 

his hair in long rattails. It was the bloodied sword in his hand, though, that drew their eyes. 

‘Passengers,’ said the pirate with some satisfaction. ‘I hope you make my efforts here 

worthwhile after all. Tell me, are you bait or booty?’ 

‘Bait?’ said Ottil. ‘Explain, please.’ 

‘Food for the fishes,’ said the pirate calmly. ‘Like the crew. Or else you’re important enough 

to warrant a ransom.’  

‘In that case we’re booty,’ said Ottil. ‘I’m the nephew of the King of Gaul.’ 

The pirate grinned. ‘Good try, boy. The King of Gaul has but one nephew, and he’s in the 

Norden.’ 

‘He is not. The Norden is rife with rebellion. I am Prince Ottil Vidmersen.’ 

 


