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m"mé HALLS OF m»on GKUL, Fe
1=ou~|:> wnm' HE WAS LOOKING FOR.

THIS WAY!
WE CAN HOLD
THEM OFF IN

HERE.

CLOSE
THE DOORS!

HANNIMAR!
BEHING YOU!
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BRACE
THE DOORS, USE
STONE, BROKEN TIMBERS.
ANYTHING YOU
CAN FIND!

THE BEST
WE CAN DO. AND IT STILL
WON'T TAKE THEM LONG TO
GNAW THEIR|$AV THROUGH A

> e OTHER WAY
- nn = & OUT OF HERE

FINE WORK, EITHER.

OLD ONE, ALL YOU'VE
DONE |15 DELAY THE HOUR OF
OUR DOOM FOR A SHORT
WHILE LONGER.
LORD
GOTTERSIN HIRED ME
TO FIND THE PATH INTO THESE
HALLS. HE PAID NO HEED WHEN |
WARNED HIM WHAT HE MIGHT
FIND HERE.

AND
WHERE HAVE YOU
LED US7 AN OLD SHRINE
CHAMBER, IT LOOKS
LIKE,

WELL, IF
WE MUST DIE, AT
LEAST THE SPIRIT OF
THIS FORGOTTEN DWARFLORD
WILL KNOW THAT WE
DIED FIGHTING.




HAVE DWARF
MEMORIES FORGOTTEN 50
MUCH? SHOW 50ME RESFPECT,
YOUNGBEARDS. THIS IS NO MERE
ANCESTOR SHRINE.

YOU LOOK
UPON THE FACE OF
CREHEL/NEAL WHO 15
REMEMBERED IN THE LEGENDS
OF OUR RACE AS THE
WHITE CVHARE,

IO LT e WATCH YOUR

TONGUE, OLD ONE. | AM NO
YOUNGBEARD, AND IN THE HALLS
OF MY CLAN, WE STILL REMEMBER
THE LEGENDS OF THE
WHITE DWARF.
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An!b WASTES; i TO! 'mwx AGANLY 5







‘ALl THE DWARFLORDS
GATHERED IN A GREAT
FEAST TO HONOUR
GROMBRINDAL'S VICTORY.
IT IS FROM THIS FEAST
THAT WE, THEIR DISTANT
KINSMEN, LEARNED THE
NOBLE ART OF KULGUR, OF
COOKING TROLL-MEAT, WHICH
WE STILL DO TC THIS PAY, IN
HONOUR OF KING SNORRI
WHITEBEARD.

AYE, IN MY
CLAN'S RONGHOLD, WE
TOO TELL TALES OF GROMBRINDAL,
ALTHOUGH IN THE STORIES | HEARD
AS A YOUNGBEARD, HE WAS NOT







TRAVELS IN DISGUISE,
FTEN TAKING THE FORM
F AN OLD PROSPECTOR
HO JOINS PARTIES OF
W ARFS TRAVELLING

THE MOUNTAIN

I'VE BEEN
TOLD HE'S THE MORTAL
FORM OF THE WAR GOD GR/HNMR
WALKING THE WORLD IN DISGUISE,
THERE ARE OTHER STORIES,

HA, IVE
HEARD THAT
STORY TOO, AND

NBBEARDS, WHO'S
§ THAT HE HAD - 5&2«1 GROMB INBA
| WITH HIS"SWN il
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SOMETHING'S THEY'RE

HAPFPENING OUTSIDE
THE DOORS! WHAT'S St
THAT SOUND?

% ARE OTHER TALES,
YD TOO..,

THE POORS
AND 5TAND
READY!




GROMBRINDAL, WAIT!
WE OWE YOU A LA~
LEST,

you
OWE ME NMETHING, MY TASK
YOUNGBEARD. HERE 15 DONE.
LEAVE THIS PLACE. THERE
15 NOTHING LEFT HERE NOW
FOR OUR KIND BUT
CEATH,

THE
LONGBEARD...
HE'S GONE!

HANNIMAR,
LOOK!




