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    This collection gathers four interrelated works by Robert E. Howard that illuminate the figure of Bran Mak Morn and the wider constellation of tales orbiting his legend. Its purpose is not to offer the author’s entire oeuvre, but to present a focused suite of key narratives in which Bran’s presence, heritage, or shadow is central. By bringing together Kings of the Night, Worms of the Earth, The Children of the Night, and The Dark Man, the volume traces a design that moves across eras and modes, revealing how Howard built a cohesive myth-history that binds prehistoric memory to historical struggle and enduring symbol.

The texts assembled here are short fiction—short stories and novelettes—originally issued in the American pulp magazines, most notably Weird Tales. They represent a fusion of genres: historical adventure, heroic fantasy, and weird horror. Readers will find battles and stratagems alongside uncanny lore and ancestral dread. These are not novels, nor are they essays or letters, but tightly wrought narratives that showcase Howard’s command of pace and atmosphere. The selection demonstrates the range of his storytelling within brief forms, while also underscoring the coherence of a mythic backdrop that allows separate tales to resonate as parts of a larger cycle.

Bran Mak Morn, a Pictish king imagined by Howard, stands at the conjunction of history and legend. In Bran’s world, Rome and its frontiers loom, tribal confederations waver, and older, darker forces murmur beneath the soil. Howard’s Picts do not merely mirror the archaeological record; they are a literary people forged to embody endurance, memory, and the hard calculus of survival. By centering Bran—or his legacy—in these stories, the collection surveys a character who is at once tactician and symbol, a leader negotiating the perilous thresholds between the fading of ancient ways and the encroachment of imperial order.

Across these works, certain themes recur with compelling insistence. Howard examines how cultures confront decline and how leaders weigh honor against necessity. He probes the friction between barbarism and civilization without offering simple moral arithmetic, and he returns to the idea that the past is never past—that forgotten oaths, ancestral blood, and buried gods thread through the present. The result is a continuum in which personal resolve collides with communal destiny. The tales measure power by its costs, victories by what they purchase or forfeit, and identity by the shadows that history casts upon living minds and contested landscapes.

Howard’s style is unmistakable: muscular yet lyrical, rhythmic in its cadences, vivid in its sensory impression. He is economical with background but lavish with suggestion, compressing world-building into a handful of evocative details. Action moves with a relentless tempo, yet the prose lingers over atmosphere—the cold of moor and fen, the hush of ancient stones, the sudden bright clangor of steel. Archaic turns of phrase accent the historicity without obscuring clarity. Above all, his sentences carry a tensile energy that makes the past feel immediate and perilous, while hints of the uncanny tilt events toward dread and awe.

Kings of the Night places Bran amid a crisis that demands more than mortal diplomacy or battlefield courage. Facing a threat that outstrips ordinary alliances, he reaches beyond his century to enlist a champion whose legend belongs to another age of Howard’s creation. The premise is one of audacious crossing: a tribal king of Roman Britain summoning aid across time. What follows is a tableau of marching hosts, council-fires, and grim oaths, but the heart of the tale is strategic will—how a leader shapes disparate powers into a single blow, and how unity forged by necessity tests the limits of kinship and myth.

Worms of the Earth presents Bran in a more intimate struggle, defined by vengeance and the temptation of forbidden recourse. The premise is stark: a Roman outrage drives a Pictish king to seek aid from entities older than any empire. The story threads historical tension with subterranean horror, exploring how a ruler’s duty contends with revulsion at the means available to him. Howard uses the landscape—barrow, bog, and blackened stone—to externalize moral peril. The narrative’s power lies in its inexorable pressure: when lawful avenues fail, what doors open in the dark, and what enters when they are unbarred?

The Children of the Night shifts to a more contemporary milieu for a tale of uncanny recognition and ancestral memory. Its premise pivots on a seemingly ordinary scholarly gathering and an artifact that acts as a conduit to earlier ages. Through this modern lens, Howard refracts the same concerns that animate the Bran cycle: blood-remembered enmity, the persistence of ancient peoples in the mind’s deep strata, and the violence that sleeps beneath civilized discourse. The piece links the present to the remote past not by archaeology alone, but by the suggestion that identity is a palimpsest written across generations.

The Dark Man widens the canvas to medieval adventure, following an Irish warrior in conflict while a carved figure—a grim Pictish king—presides like a witness from antiquity. The premise is simple and potent: in the upheaval of clan strife and raiding, an emblem from an older world exerts a silent, steadfast influence. Here, Howard dramatizes legacy as a tangible presence, a symbol capable of steadying courage and unsettling enemies. Though Bran does not stride the stage as protagonist, his silhouette is unmistakable, reminding readers that a legend’s potency often endures most fiercely when embodied as memory and sign.

Read together, these four works demonstrate how Howard builds continuity without requiring linear sequence. The through-line is not a single biography but a network of echoes: names recurring across ages, places layered with successive histories, and motifs—stone, night, oath, and crown—reappearing with altered valences. The stories collectively propose that time is not a straight road but a wheel, turning eras beneath the same cold stars. In this light, Bran Mak Morn is both a figure within one spoke and a hub to which disparate tales attach, binding heroic deed to folkloric residue and the uncanny to the martial.

The lasting significance of these stories lies in their forging of a distinct mode that later came to be called sword-and-sorcery, in which intense, personal stakes and uncanny forces intersect with martial prowess. Howard’s historical fantasies also extend the reach of weird fiction by anchoring terror in specific landscapes and peoples rather than abstract realms. The Bran cycle, especially, shows how mythic cross-pollination can enrich a shared imaginative world without diminishing the integrity of individual tales. Their influence persists because the prose remains urgent, the images indelible, and the themes—power, cost, memory—perennially resonant.

This edition offers a concentrated gateway into Howard’s Pictish imagination and its satellites. Readers may approach in any order, yet there is a satisfying cadence in moving from the large-scale alliance of Kings of the Night, through the intimate dread of Worms of the Earth, then outward to the modern reverie of The Children of the Night and the medieval testament of The Dark Man. The stories reflect the language and attitudes of their time of composition, and they reward attentive reading. Taken together, they form a compact but capacious chart of how legend, history, and the weird interlock in Howard’s art.
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    Robert E. Howard (1906–1936) was an American writer of the pulp-magazine era, best known as a founding voice of modern heroic fantasy. Working largely from Texas, he produced vivid tales for Weird Tales and other venues that fused history, myth, and adventure with a stark sense of existential dread. He created enduring figures such as Conan the Cimmerian, King Kull, Solomon Kane, and Bran Mak Morn, and helped define what later came to be called sword-and-sorcery. The stories gathered here—Kings of the Night, Worms of the Earth, The Children of the Night, and The Dark Man—illustrate his range from historical romance to cosmic horror.

Educated in Texas public schools and never a college student, Howard cultivated his craft through extensive self-directed reading and relentless practice. He absorbed classical history, frontier chronicles, folklore, and anthropology, drawing equally on an interest in boxing, small-town life, and library stacks. Adventure writers and historians shaped his historical imagination, while poets and stylists honed his ear for rhythm and hard-edged imagery. He participated in the informal Lovecraft Circle of correspondents, exchanging letters about civilization, barbarism, and the weird. The result was a voice that could move from archaic cadence to colloquial snap, grounding the fantastic in tactile detail and a keen sense of place.

Howard began selling professionally in the mid-1920s, placing stories in pulp magazines that paid by the word and demanded pace. Weird Tales became his primary outlet, where he introduced sequences set in invented or reimagined pasts and in grim present-day milieus. He ranged across genres—fantasy, horror, historical adventure, westerns, and boxing yarns—yet his recurring concerns remained constant: struggle, honor, fate, and the costs of power. The Bran Mak Morn cycle, represented in this collection by Worms of the Earth and Kings of the Night, exhibits his historical bent, while The Children of the Night and The Dark Man reveal his aptitude for occult menace and ancestral memory.

In Worms of the Earth, Howard places Bran Mak Morn, the last great king of the Picts, against the encroaching power of Rome and the inhuman forces that brood beneath Britain's soil. Refusing simple heroics, the tale confronts the limits of vengeance and the moral erosion that attends forbidden bargains. Howard’s prose here is compressed and visual, steeped in night marshes, standing stones, and rumor-laden folklore; it is also notably modern in its psychological immediacy. The story’s blend of historical specificity with subterranean horror became emblematic of his method: the past as a living stage where mythic conscience and cosmic dread collide.

Kings of the Night expands that canvas into a bristling war-epic. Through sorcery and dreamlike time-folds, Howard unites Bran with the Atlantean-age monarch Kull, creating a rare crossover that links separate mythic cycles. The narrative explores leadership, legitimacy, and the uneasy alliance of tribes facing imperial armies. Tactical detail and clashing speeches share space with mist-haunted prophecy, yielding a story that reads like saga and pulp at once. Without forfeiting momentum, Howard contemplates the burdens of command and the charisma of kingship, questioning what kind of ruler can forge a people in crisis—and what price such forging exacts on the soul.

The Children of the Night, a modern-set weird tale, shifts perspective to a scholar whose sudden trauma unlocks ancestral memory and a vision of primordial conflict. The piece engages with the shared mythology of Howard and his correspondents, invoking forbidden books and an ancient, malign continuum beneath ordinary life. The Dark Man returns to the British-Irish fringe in a tale of raiders, vendetta, and a brooding idol whose presence suggests that legend endures beyond its makers. Together these stories show Howard’s ability to use memory—personal, cultural, and ancestral—as a narrative engine, binding disparate eras through recurring symbols and fatal recognitions.

Howard’s career was brief—about a decade of sustained output before his death in 1936—but his influence has proven durable. Posthumous editions, scholarship, and textually restored versions have emphasized the vigor and variety of his original prose. His characters and settings have moved into comics, film, and games, while critics continue to examine his preoccupation with the tension between barbarism and civilization. The four works in this collection remain central to that legacy, showcasing his command of mood, momentum, and mythic resonance. They exemplify how a writer working under pulp constraints forged stories that continue to shape popular fantasy and horror.
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    Robert E. Howard wrote the Bran Mak Morn cycle during the early 1930s, at the height of the American pulp-magazine era and amid transatlantic fascination with antiquity, lost civilizations, and stark tales of empire and resistance. The stories in this collection range across eras: late Roman Britain and its northern frontier, the shadowed centuries after Rome’s withdrawal, and later medieval Atlantic settings. Composed for Weird Tales, a venue that welcomed historical adventure shot through with the uncanny, these pieces fold antiquarian interest into dark fantasy. They present the Picts, Rome, and later Norse and Celtic worlds as pressure points where cultures contest land, memory, and legitimacy.

Howard’s professional context shaped the tone and reach of these narratives. Weird Tales, founded in 1923, nurtured a network that included H. P. Lovecraft and Clark Ashton Smith; the magazine encouraged cross-genre experiment and recurring mythic frameworks. Cheap newsstand distribution and rapid editorial cycles demanded vivid, compressed storytelling while rewarding recurring characters. Within this ecology, Howard honed a hybrid mode that joined historical research with supernatural motifs. The Picts and Roman Britain supplied recognizable backdrops to readers regularly exposed to popular histories and archaeological features—Hadrian’s Wall, legionary roads, and frontier forts—that circulated in schoolbooks, periodicals, and illustrated encyclopedias.

The interwar atmosphere lent urgency to Howard’s recurring theme of civilization versus barbarism. The First World War’s devastation, economic turbulence in the 1920s, and the onset of the Great Depression in 1929 fostered skepticism about imperial destiny and the stability of complex societies. Oswald Spengler’s Decline of the West (1918–1922) popularized cyclical views of cultures rising and falling, an idea that entered general discourse far beyond academic philosophy. Howard’s correspondence with Lovecraft (early 1930s) explicitly debated these issues. In the Bran cycle, imperial order appears powerful but brittle, while marginalized peoples—tribes on frontiers—embody endurance, memory, and retaliatory will.

Public fascination with British prehistory and Roman frontiers grew through the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, aided by excavations and heritage tourism. The monumental remains of Hadrian’s Wall, constructed in the 120s CE, and the shorter-lived Antonine Wall in the 140s CE offered visible symbols of imperial reach and its limits. Antiquarian interest in Pictish symbol stones, clustered mainly in northeast Scotland, fueled speculation about their origins. The Roman exonym Picti—generally interpreted as “painted people”—entered popular writing as a tag for northern adversaries. Howard mined this shared vocabulary, providing readers a stage they recognized even as he infused it with eldritch elements.

Worms of the Earth crystallizes the confrontation between Roman imperial infrastructure and those it subjugated. Historically, the Roman occupation of Britain involved garrison towns, road networks, taxation, and punitive expeditions beyond the wall. Frontier policy oscillated between negotiated clientage and harsh reprisals. In the story, the governor’s authority and the machinery of occupation provide the moral and political provocation; the narrative’s response mirrors recorded cycles of raid and reprisal on Rome’s northern boundary. By setting his Pictish king against this apparatus, Howard echoes long-standing debates over the costs of imperial order and the legitimacy of resistance.

Across Britain and Ireland, the nineteenth- and early twentieth-century Celtic Revival—manifest in literature, scholarship, and visual arts—renewed interest in mythic ancestors, bardic traditions, and heroic cycles. While often romanticized, this movement made early medieval and Iron Age cultures familiar to general readers. Kings of the Night draws upon that environment, presenting intertribal alliances, warrior assemblies, and druidic figures in ways that reflect revivalist imagery while emphasizing pragmatic politics on a contested island. The story’s evocation of ritual memory and ancestral leadership aligns with a broader cultural search for deep roots amid modern dislocation.

The Dark Man engages the maritime world of the early medieval North Atlantic, where Norse raiders, settlers, and mercenaries interacted with Gaelic peoples. From the late eighth century, Scandinavian fleets struck monasteries and ports; by the ninth and tenth centuries, Norse-Gaelic polities formed around the Irish Sea. Annalistic records document shifting alliances, hostage-taking, and warfare. Howard situates his tale in that intersectional zone of island strongholds and coastal halls. The presence of a carved figure of Bran as a talisman of identity reflects how medieval communities invested objects with communal memory, while the clash of crews evokes chronicled encounters without reproducing any specific campaign.

Kings of the Night also bridges prehistory and legend through its invocation of a king from a sunken antiquity. Popular culture around 1900–1930 brimmed with speculation about lost continents, propelled by Ignatius Donnelly’s Atlantis: The Antediluvian World (1882) and Theosophical writings that treated deep time as a stage for vanished races. While scholars disputed these claims, they captivated mass audiences and the pulps. Howard repurposed this milieu to link the Picts to a mythic antiquity beyond written record. The result is not academic history but a reflection of contemporary enthusiasm for primordial ages used to dignify present struggles.

The Children of the Night shifts to a modern frame in which antiquarian debate, occult speculation, and scientific-sounding racial theories intermingle—exactly the blend common in early twentieth-century popular discourse. At the time, diffusionist models of culture, craniometry, and eugenic rhetoric circulated widely in English-language periodicals, though many claims were methodologically weak and ethically indefensible. Howard stages such conversations among scholars to underscore how modernity inherits myths of deep ancestry. The story’s uncanny turn intersects with Weird Tales’ broader exploration of deep time and atavism, showing how pseudo-scientific certainties can collapse when confronted by the unknown.

Howard’s Texas background also mattered. He wrote from small-town central Texas during periods of oil-boom volatility, labor migration, and sudden wealth followed by bust—conditions that kept frontier myths alive in the American imagination. Local histories of Comanche raids, settler fortifications, and county-seat rivalries were common knowledge. Although far removed from Roman Britain, these narratives of contested borderlands and honor-based violence gave Howard a vocabulary for depicting tribal leadership, feud, and reprisal. The visceral immediacy prized by pulp readers drew on that frontier idiom, translating it into Britain’s hills, marshes, and storm-beaten coasts.

The portrayal of the Picts in the Bran cycle reflects nineteenth- and early twentieth-century scholarship that often cast them as an aboriginal, pre-Celtic people, sometimes imagined as diminutive or racially distinct. Works by writers such as William F. Skene and John Rhys popularized speculative models that later research would reject. Modern archaeology and linguistics tend to view the Picts as closely related to other Brittonic-speaking groups. Howard’s use of older conceptions therefore documents the scholarly atmosphere of his time. The stories capture a transitional moment in which romantic ethnology and hardening academic methods coexisted in the public sphere.

Roman Britain, as reconstructed by historians and archaeologists, provides an apt mirror for modern imperial debates. Imperial roads facilitated trade and troop movements but also extraction; auxiliaries recruited from distant provinces enforced frontier order; walls projected power yet advertised anxiety. In Worms of the Earth, the Pictish answer to occupation dramatizes moral dilemmas that resonated in an era still digesting the Irish struggle for independence (culminating in the Irish Free State, 1922) and the wider critique of empire. The tale’s ethical contours—ends versus means, vengeance versus justice—echo public arguments about anti-imperial resistance between the wars.

Literary forebears furnished Howard with forms and atmospheres. The historical romance of Sir Walter Scott habituated readers to clan conflict and rugged landscapes; H. Rider Haggard’s imperial romances offered treasure of antiquity and moral testing; translations of Norse sagas and Celtic tales by the late nineteenth century made feud, oath, and doom part of Anglophone genre vocabulary. Howard adapted these materials to pulp pacing. In Kings of the Night and The Dark Man, the concision and rhetorical cadence of saga episodes—councils, boasts, and desperate stands—coexist with the magazine’s demand for swift reversals and climactic, symbolic gestures.

Technological and media shifts enabled Howard’s reach. By the 1920s, the United States had high literacy rates and a nationwide newsstand network. Cheap pulp paper, halftone illustration, and efficient rail distribution put Weird Tales before readers from city arcades to small-town drugstores. Radio and cinema widened appetites for fast-moving spectacle, influencing prose rhythms. Against this backdrop, Howard’s brevity, sensory intensity, and episodic architecture made ancient Britain feel immediate. The material conditions of production—word-rate pay, tight deadlines—also rewarded cycles of related stories, explaining the recurrence of Bran across disparate historical vignettes and the cross-referencing among them.

Weird fiction’s shared universe tendencies surface in this collection, particularly in The Children of the Night, which gestures toward cosmic-horror idioms popularized in the magazine. Authors exchanged letters, story proofs, and mythic names, cultivating intertextual recognition without formal collaboration. This practice encouraged readers to treat deep time and human prehistory as permeable, thematically aligning Howard’s Picts with more universal anxieties about humanity’s smallness. The crossover sensibility reinforced the impression that Roman Britain, the Norse world, and modern study rooms all occupy one continuum where the past is never inert and the present is vulnerable to ancestral return.

Initial publication in Weird Tales meant these stories were ephemeral by design: read, discussed in letters columns, and replaced by the next issue. Mid-twentieth-century paperbacks revived Howard’s work, and subsequent scholarly and editorial efforts sought accurate texts. In the early twenty-first century, annotated and restored editions presented the Bran stories in comprehensive form, enabling historical contextualization. As sword-and-sorcery received fuller critical attention, Bran Mak Morn emerged as a key figure linking Howard’s historical adventure and his darkly supernatural mode, showing the author’s range beyond the later, more famous Conan cycle.

For modern readers, archaeology and historiography have moved on. Research into Pictish society, symbol stones, and language continues, with caution against earlier racial typologies. The stories thus serve as cultural documents that record how early twentieth-century popular writing imagined Britain’s deep past. They also register interwar concerns about domination and identity. Rather than factual guides to antiquity, they are historical reflections: narratives that refract Rome’s legions, Gaelic and Norse seaways, and scholarly debates through a lens shaped by pulps, postwar disillusionment, and the hunger for mythic continuity amid rapid change. Their power persists as commentary on empire, memory, and belonging.
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    Bran Mak Morn: Kings Of The Night & Worms Of The Earth
Kings Of The Night: Bran Mak Morn, embattled king of a fading people, seeks an edge against overwhelming foes by turning to eldritch aid that brings a warrior-king from a lost age to his side. The tale builds toward a night-bound clash where fragile alliances and ancient sorcery test leadership and courage. Its tone fuses heroic warfare with twilight melancholy, stressing the cost of unity and the weight of ancestral destiny.
Worms Of The Earth: Driven by vengeance against occupying powers, Bran descends into forbidden places to bargain with a hidden, inhuman race beneath the moors. His quest forces him to weigh victory against the moral and psychological toll of unleashing older, colder forces. The story leans into horror and fatal resolve, exploring how resistance can curdle into obsession when honor meets the abyss.
Together these core Bran narratives braid sword-and-sorcery vigor with brooding, cosmic unease. Howard’s style is muscular and atmospheric, pairing visceral combat with stone-cold barrowlands, and recurring themes of doomed sovereignty, ancestral memory, and the perilous trade-offs demanded by survival.
Shadowed Echoes: The Children Of The Night & The Dark Man
The Children Of The Night: A modern observer handling an ancient relic is hurled into a vision of prehistory, confronting a nonhuman enemy that stalks humanity from the edges of myth. The experience blurs scholarship and nightmare, suggesting that blood memory carries old wars forward into the present. The tone is stark and uncanny, linking Bran’s world to cosmic dread and the lingering shadow of ages before recorded time.
The Dark Man: Amid a coastal siege and clashing steel, a grim, enigmatic statue of a forgotten king becomes a focal point for defiance—and perhaps something more than symbol. The drama balances swift, brutal action with a sense of ancestral presence watching over mortal struggles. It meditates on how legend outlasts empires, with courage and fate meeting under storm-dark skies.
Read together, these tales extend the Bran cycle beyond direct chronicles into reverberations and relics, where memory, myth, and identity shape the living. Howard threads his signature momentum and stark imagery through meditations on heritage, otherness, and the uneasy traffic between the human and the inhuman.
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The Caesar lolled on his ivory throne

  His iron legions came

  To break a king in a land unknown,

  And a race without a name.

  The Song of Bran

THE dagger flashed downward[1q]. A sharp cry broke in a gasp. The form on the rough altar twitched convulsively an lay still. The jagged flint edge sawed at the crimsoned breast, and thin bony fingers, ghastly dyed, tore out the still- twitching heart. Under matted white brows, sharp eyes gleamed with a ferocious intensity.

Besides the slayer, four men stood about the crude pile of stones that formed the altar of the God of Shadows. One was of medium height, lithely built, scantily clad, whose black hair was confined by a narrow iron band in the center of which gleamed a single red jewel. Of the others, two were dark like the first. But where he was lithe, they were stocky and misshapen, with knotted limbs, and tangled hair falling over sloping brows. His face denoted intelligence and implacable will; theirs merely a beast-like ferocity. The fourth man had little in common with the rest. Nearly a head taller, though his hair was black as theirs, his skin was comparatively light and he was gray- eyed. He eyed the proceedings with little favor.

And, in truth, Cormac of Connacht was little at ease. The Druids of his own isle of Erin had strange dark rites of worship, but nothing like this. Dark trees shut in this grim scene, lit by a single torch. Through the branches moaned an eerie night-wind. Cormac was alone among men of a strange race and he had just seen the heart of a man ripped from his still pulsing body. Now the ancient priest, who looked scarcely human, was glaring at the throbbing thing. Cormac shuddered, glancing at him who wore the jewel. Did Bran Mak Morn, king of the Picts, believe that this white-bearded old butcher could foretell events by scanning a bleeding human heart? The dark eyes of the king were inscrutable. There were strange depths to the man that Cormac could not fathom, nor any other man.

"The portents are good!" exclaimed the priest wildly, speaking more to the two chieftains than to Bran. "Here from the pulsing heart of a captive Roman I readdefeat for the arms of Rome! Triumph for the sons of the heather!"

The two savages murmured beneath their breath, their fierce eyes smoldering.

"Go and prepare your clans for battle," said the king, and they lumbered away with the ape-like gait assumed by such stunted giants. Paying no more heed to the priest who was examining the ghastly ruin on the altar, Bran beckoned to Cormac. The Gael followed him with alacrity. Once out of that grim grove, under the starlight, he breathed more freely. They stood on an eminence, looking out over long swelling undulations of gently waving heather. Near at hand a few fires twinkled, their fewness giving scant evidence of the hordes of tribesmen who lay close by. Beyond these were more fires and beyond these still more, which last marked the camp of Cormac's own men, hard-riding, hard-fighting Gaels, who were of that band which was just beginning to get a foothold on the western coast of Caledoniathe nucleus of what was later to become the kingdom of Dalriadia. To the left of these, other fires gleamed.

And far away to the south were more firesmere pinpoints of light. But even at that distance the Pictish king and his Celtic ally could see that these fires were laid out in regular order.

"The fires of the legions," muttered Bran. "The fires that have lit a path around the world. The men who light those fires have trampled the races under their iron heels. And nowwe of the heather have our backs at the wall. What will fall on the morrow?"

"Victory for us, says the priest," answered Cormac.

Bran made an impatient gesture. "Moonlight on the ocean. Wind in the fir tops. Do you think that I put faith in such mummery? Or that I enjoyed the butchery of a captive legionary? I must hearten my people; it was for Gron and Bocah that I let old Gonar read the portents. The warriors will fight better."

"And Gonar?"

Bran laughed. "Gonar is too old to believeanything. He was high priest of the Shadows a score of years before I was born. He claims direct descent from that Gonar who was a wizard in
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