
   The Death of Azharadian  

 

 

By the time the eyes of the kings of Aerdy turned at last to the rich ore 
seams of the Headlands and the fertile vales of the Dragonshead beyond, 
Azharadian the Great had already borne the banner of the Golden Sun 
for two score years and ten. No general was so wise or cunning in the 
arts of war as he and no leader so commanded the loyalty and love of the 
men he led. It was said that he saw the future that he could look into 
the souls of his foes and know the secrets of their hearts, uncovering 
their fears as easily as their stratagems. Under his hand, the Sun of 
Aerdy had never seen defeat and its radiance had spread from the shores 
of the Solnor to the white peaks of the Yatils and from the mires and 
medes of Sunndi to the frigid Barrens where Telchur walks. Where lesser 
men might have lent an ear to the whisper of hubris, that deadliest of 
venoms to the great, Azharadian never once wavered in his loyalty to his 
realm and to his king.  

Thus when that king called upon him to take up the war banner once 
more, this time against the Onnwi of the Dragonshead, though he was 
grey with age and the weight of his years bore heavily upon his 
shoulders, Azharadian answered without hesitation. Bidding his wife 
and daughters and their children farewell, he marched forth from Rel 
Astra at the head of a host of ten thousand, knowing that he would see 
neither them nor his beloved city again in this life.  

Azharadian first marched for the broad green fields of Ahlissa and 
setting his pavilion there, received embassies from the Dwurking of the 
Iron Hills. Meeting face to face, the general and the king found much 
worthy of respect in the other and swore a pact of brotherhood - a rare 
honour, bestowed on few by the Highborn of the Dwur. Together they 
pledged allegiance to a common cause against the Suel. For the most 
part, the Onnwi were a wicked people; the cruel and debased blood of 
the Suel ran true in the veins and they revelled in the torment of others. 
When they beheld the banners of Aerdy drawing nigh to their marches, 
they sent the war flag through their kingdom and mustered a host to 
hold the passes though the Headlands to their heartlands. Now 
Azharadian knew full well that to assail them in these narrows was 
folly. 

"No glory comes from slaughter", he used to say. "And no victory from 
striking an enemy who awaits the blow."  




