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Tiernon’s boots crunched through the snow, his legs sinking to the hip with every step. Even bolstered by the magic of a giant-kin belt, the dwarf could barely struggle forward with the iron chest balanced on his shoulders.

He spat curses as he forged through the snow. Curses kept him warm.

The chest strapped to Tiernon’s back was a crude, soot-black box. Secured by chains barely a finger’s width thick, the chest was easily twice the dwarf’s size. Frost-tinged shields, hammers, and axes dangled from its sides, rattling against the chest as Tiernon trudged steadily onward.

Everything around him was white. The great ice plain of the North fell beneath his feet step by step, and the snowy air swirled around him. Even with the wind whipping his face, Tiernon’s eyes remained fixed ahead, to where a thin black line cut across the vast whiteness.

This black horizon was what called to Tiernon.

The barbarians told him it was a great glacier, a sacred place that had suffered the pains of the world. They said it was where the earth had given birth to the sun, scorching the land for miles around as the newborn star had burst into the sky.

Those same barbarians shunned the place. They spoke of elk herds that sickened and died after passing through the glacier’s shadow, slain by the earth-mother’s lingering birth pains.

Tiernon asked for the glacier’s name. They told him: the Gloomfrost.


The call had begun as a murmur in Tiernon’s head, a nagging voice that whispered he had forgotten something. As it grew stronger, Tiernon began pausing in his labors to check his tool belt or glance around for the hammer he already held in his hands. His behavior worried his two apprentices, who feared Tiernon’s age had finally dealt him a hammer blow from which he would never recover.

They did not dare voice their fears to their master. They did not have to, for Tiernon shared their concern. He became even more short-tempered every time he roused himself from standing frozen at the forge, lost in thought.

Tiernon had heard of other dwarven smiths who had felt the call, and he knew it took different forms. Some had heard it as they set raw iron upon the anvil. Others were said to have felt it stir in the rock, like a steady heartbeat within the earth. For Tiernon the call had come like a mother’s persistent reprimands.

Whatever its form, the call was a summons, a call to the greatest of dwarven smiths that the time of their masterwork was upon them. The priests said the call was the voice of Moradin, the greatest of the dwarven gods, challenging his people to prove themselves. Others claimed the call was not a god’s voice but the earth itself, calling out to the dwarves to plumb its secrets.

No matter the source, those who answered it would make the finest work of their lives. At the end of their ultimate labor, they would have created a weapon that could write its own legend, one before which all other weapons would seem crude.

When he realized what the murmur must be, Tiernon followed it eagerly. It led him north, where the land was ice. It led him deeper, through the windswept snow. It led him to where the black horizon cut through the white land and sky.


Tiernon climbed, a pick in each hand, grunting with every swing of the picks. The grunting was out of necessity, not exertion.

With a word from Tiernon, the heads of the picks blazed, and he plunged them into the glacier wall, the ice melting to water from the heat. With another grunted word, the picks froze the water around the impact to ice once again, rooting the pick in place.

And so he climbed, grunted commands and swinging picks working together to carve a path upwards, until he reached a jutting ledge. Locking the picks in place, he heaved himself up and over onto the flat sheet of ice.

Tiernon had kept to himself for much of the journey; thanks to his icy, monochromatic surroundings, he did not realize that of late, he could no longer see as well as he did before. And so it was that he missed the two great forms already squatting on the ledge. The white-skinned giants stared as the elderly dwarf with the chest twice his size chained to his back shuffled onto the ledge.

One of the giants, the larger of the two, wore a patchwork of polar bear skins, and his beard was braided with the bones of humans, bears, and elk. The bones rattled as he turned his gaze upon the dwarf, and it was this noise that made Tiernon turn.

The giants and the dwarf regarded each other for a heartbeat, neither one moving.

The giants were not the largest of their kind that Tiernon had seen. They looked to be hunters, but they seemed gaunt, as if their hunting had met with little luck. Their furs were wrapped loosely around them, and they had not yet gathered up their great clubs. Tiernon was suddenly conscious of the picks he had left locked on the edge of the cliff.

When Tiernon saw the giants’ surprise give way to anger, he acted.

He shrugged the chains from his back and let the chest tumble onto the ledge. As the two giants grabbed their clubs and rose to their feet, Tiernon fumbled for a huge hammer hanging from the side of the chest, and the first shield he could latch onto. By the time he had both, the smaller of the two giants was thundering toward him.

Tiernon barely had time to raise his shield in a clumsy block as the giant’s club swung low. With a sound like the tolling of an old church bell, Tiernon flew into the air, slamming into the ground with a heavy thud.

Ignoring the stabbing pains in his back, Tiernon staggered to his feet as the smaller giant circled him, smiling with a half-row of yellowed teeth. Tiernon risked a glance at the now-dented shield hanging limply in his grip, then grunted and cast it away.

His right hand freed of the shield, Tiernon gripped the huge hammer in his left more tightly. He rumbled out a quick hymn to Moradin, and suddenly there were two hammers, a twin for his right hand. As the giant paused at the second hammer’s sudden appearance, Tiernon let the first fly, giving the haft a vicious spin as it left his grip. The hammer flew like a skipping stone along the ledge, creating ripples of cracked ice with each impact, circling around the giant and back to Tiernon.

A breath before the hammer completed its circle, Tiernon smashed the other hammer onto the ledge, and a crash of thunder rolled outwards. The vibrations rippled through the ground, and the ice beneath the giant’s feet splintered and fell away, the giant roaring as he plunged into the hole left by the hammer’s wake.

Tiernon caught the first hammer as it finished its path, and secured his grip on both of them. He turned to the remaining giant, who was staring at the huge hole where his fellow had stood a moment ago. The bones woven in his beard rattled again as he turned back to look at the dwarf. By then, Tiernon had already let the second hammer fly.

The giant’s head cratered, the hammer plowing through his skull. The headless body swayed for a moment, then slumped to its knees and fell forward, blood running from the ruined mass of the neck.

Tiernon stood for a moment, breathing heavily, then frowned.

He hadn’t been in the mood for killing giants.

He hiked his belt up around his waist, and with a grunt, heaved the chest back upon his shoulders. He pulled his two picks from the ledge and glanced up at the climb that remained. Not long after, his grunts and the sound of the swinging picks began again.


Tiernon had thought the exterior of the glacier was huge; the interior seemed even larger. The view inside stole his breath for several heartbeats.

Great spears of ice blossomed around him, from the walls, the ground, the ceiling – everywhere he looked was ice. The smoky glass walls flowed in rivers of blue and black and were canted at strange angles, each plane catching and splitting Tiernon’s image into a dozen, a score, a hundred pieces, each fragment staring at the heart of the Gloomfrost in wonder.

The call was all around him now. He felt a sense of reverence among the pillars of ice and the strange blue-black walls of the glacier, and the call became a chorus around him, each pillar adding its voice to the others. He felt as if he had stepped into a cathedral of black glass.

This place, at the edge of the world, would serve as his forge.

The hundred pieces of Tiernon stared in their separate directions, lost in the call.


Tiernon’s exploration of the glacier quickly proved frustrating. Every chamber within the Gloomfrost looked the same, and Tiernon retraced his steps repeatedly as he walked the black-mirrored corridors. Some of the ceilings were so low that Tiernon could brush them with his fingertips; other passages were nothing more than cracks in the ice his thick frame could barely squeeze through.

As he descended deeper into the heart of the glacier, these jagged narrow passages opened up into great snaking halls, with ceilings five or six times his height. The walls were smooth, polished, as if a molten river had once flowed through the body of the glacier and left these great passages in its wake.

Tiernon had barely stepped into the first of these larger halls, his gaze locked on studying the ceilings and walls, when he felt the crunch beneath his foot. He froze, glanced down.

His boot was buried in the shattered remains of a polar worm egg… one of many that were nestled together, all of them hatched and hollow.

Tiernon’s gaze traveled the length of the corridor, and he saw another nest… and another… the corridor’s gently sloping floor was a cobbled road of egg clusters, some clumped within the snow, their tips barely showing, others huddled against the walls like frightened children. Some were no larger than the size of his fist, some were the size of boulders – he could have crawled inside one of them if he had wanted to. All the shells were cracked, tiny pieces littering the snow around them.

Tiernon chewed his beard in thought. He hadn’t seen a single polar worm in all the time he had been in the glacier.

He glanced again at the walls, noticed the absence of angles.

Something had tunneled through this section of the glacier and had left the curved, glassy surface behind. His gaze traveled up to the ceiling, cresting twenty feet above him.

He turned his thoughts from exploration to shelter.


He had heard tales of the remorhaz, the great polar worms that burrowed beneath the ice and tundra in Icewind Dale. The barbarians had told him the worms hunted by burying themselves beneath the snow, only to erupt when they felt a creature come close. They told him wild stories about the worms – that their flesh burned so hot that the shafts of spears and axes burst into flame when striking them, and that the worms’ appetites were such that they could swallow an entire camp whole. The barbarians joked that Tiernon’s stumpy legs would do little to aid him if he should chance to step upon one in his travels.

“If they be thinking to swallow me,” Tiernon had grunted, countering their jests, “they’ll find me a tougher meal than some thin-blooded giant.” He had come prepared, and tapped the great iron chest he carried for emphasis.

The barbarians had bellowed at this, laughing and shaking their heads. But one of them had not. An old warrior with a fierce gaze had suddenly stood, then spat on the ground at Tiernon’s feet.

“Boasting may keep you warm, half-man, but if you’re thinking words will make you lord of the Gloomfrost, know it already has a ruler.” The old warrior sneered, his lips scarred, his beard dotted with frost and ice. “Go too far north into the Gloomfrost’s shadow, and you’ll find out what happened to the frost giants, why none have been seen in the southern tundra this past season.”

The gazes of the barbarians around the circle darkened at this, and their laughter had died.


As he stared across the great floor of shattered eggs, Tiernon felt a deeper chill take a hold of him.

It occurred to Tiernon he didn’t know what the frost giants he’d killed had been hunting. There were no elk, no wildlife, no wolves… and no polar worms. It seemed a far way for the giants to travel to hunt nothing; perhaps they had exhausted the glacier’s hunting grounds and had killed all the remorhaz within.

He nudged one of the hatched eggs with his pick. The shell had a curious whitish tinge with blue accents; he tapped it, testing its strength. It gave a strange metallic ring. Tiernon frowned.

A second strike with the pick, and the corridor erupted.

Tiernon’s heart thundered in sudden panic as the floor… a great shadow within the floor… moved. Blood raced through his body, his arms, demanding he move, he act, he strike, anything, or he would die.

Tiernon swung down again, past the egg, through the ice, and into the rolling shadow beneath, and he felt the pick ring again, glancing off the hide of the great beast. A wave of heat poured from the rippling opening, and the huge mass beneath the floor arrowed upwards, the floor pitching forward in a great wave of ice as a great hissing of steam and vapor rose around the surfacing creature. Tiernon tried to brace himself, but there was no place to stand, and his legs twisted, dropping him to his knees as the creature erupted from the floor. Its back ran almost the entire length of the corridor, the shattered eggs embedded in its hide like pebbles.

It was a hideous mash of insect, dragon… fish… its scores of chitinous legs clicked like a rain of swords against the icy floor. Steam rushed from the melting floor, and the walls of the corridor began to bead up, turning to water from the waves of heat pulsing from the creature’s body. It felt like the sun itself had dawned in the corridor.

Through the steam and heat, he caught a glimpse of great crystalline eyes, like huge diamonds set into its skull, and the great finned crown that flared up from the flanges of its neck – it was huge, too huge to take in with the eyes, and Tiernon half-stumbled, half-crawled backwards as the huge bluish-white wall rose in front of his vision.

He struck again, desperate, a child’s swing, and the pick glanced off the thing’s hide, and then again – nothing, no wound, and then the heat was suddenly too much to bear. This was not a battle he could win.

Tiernon ran, ran, his cold, cramped legs knotting with the effort as he dashed down the corridor, desperately looking for a place to hide, a side branch, anything to flee down that would cause the beast to falter. Ice shattered behind him as the creature’s head brushed the top of the corridor, snaking around to follow the dwarf’s flight.

Tiernon ran for what felt like a league, sprinting, trying to hug the walls, running to the left and right with sharp turns in the hopes of confusing the creature.

Barely a few moments into his flight, he suddenly found himself pulled by instinct, causing him to dodge to the left and into a side crevice, one he hadn’t seen in his initial survey of the corridor.

Panicking, praying to any dwarven gods who would listen, he twisted inside, fighting his way as deep into the constricting passage as his body would go, his lungs pounding and his breath coming in heavy bursts. The dead black of the crevice walls enveloped him like swirling smoke clouds, steam hissing from the side corridor as the thing flowed by, a wave of cracking and splintering as the ice fractured beneath it, hearing him, sensing his movements, its head lashing into the crevice to seize him…

…but it could not reach him.

The black ice edges the crevice, the blackest core, would not melt or break, even in the presence of such heat and strength. The beast screeched, smashing itself against the crevice walls, but Tiernon was far from its fangs… safe.

He was safe. He couldn’t believe it.

A distant part of him stared, hypnotized as the beast a hundred times his own weight thundered against the walls of his hiding place, trying to get at him. If he had been a few moments too late, a year or two older and slower, he would have been swimming within the flames of the creature’s stomach.

He fought his way backward through the crevice, barely able to turn his head from the monstrosity to see where he was heading. He crawled and stumbled, fighting his way step by step, until the screeching and hissing of the great beast receded.

Countless hours later, the walls began to widen, and Tiernon squeezed from the crevice. He took one step, then another, then collapsed to the ground. His heartbeat hammered in his chest so hard he was worried its drumbeat would somehow give him away.

His only thought as his vision went black was that next time he would pay more heed to barbarian tales.


He awoke after a timeless darkness. His first thought, and to calm himself: shelter. Defense. Make walls. Burrow down.

Yet even the simplest shelter proved more difficult than Tiernon thought.

Trusting that the darkest, densest pools of ice would serve as walls against the creature’s attacks, he set to work looking for a defensible site. It didn’t take long – the area the crevice had deposited him ran thick with the black ice. Choosing a suitable pocket, he used his remaining pick to burrow deep within it, carving out a shell large enough to keep him safe.

When he finished, half-numb with cold and exhaustion, Tiernon fell upon the floor and caught his breath. As the chamber became silent of all except his breathing, Tiernon suddenly noticed the call, lost beneath his pounding heartbeat and brush with death, had gotten louder… stronger somehow.

Guarded on all sides by the walls of black ice, he suddenly realized what had been calling to him.

Tiernon stood, then began a slow circuit of the chamber, tracing the scorched paths of ice with his fingers. The black ice within the chamber… the black ice of the crevice; it hadn’t been chance that had pulled him from the creature’s jaws and led him here. He chuckled softly.

The ice was calling out to be shaped.


There was no way out of the glacier that did not go through the creature’s egg chamber, Tiernon discovered. His scouting expeditions were confined to the passages of black ice where he had made his home – a dark knot at the heart of the Gloomfrost, beyond which the beast hunted freely. He became sensitive to tremors and sounds, real or imagined, and he had to fight off his racing panic as he explored the glacier, looking for an alternate route to the surface.

Nothing.

Tiernon did not have much in the way of supplies – he had dropped most of his equipment within the egg chamber as he had fled, and he couldn’t risk going back for it. His legs might not carry him as far or fast enough as they had last time, and he knew he could not outrun the creature.

And his pick had been useless. Even with his giant-kin belt bolstering his strength, the pick had merely glanced off the creature’s hide. He held the metal in his hands, examining the head of the pick, trying to see if the heat from the creature had harmed it. The head still looked intact. Despite its use as a climbing tool, the enchantment upon the pick was strong, the equal of many of his other weapons. If it had not harmed the beast, then he doubted his other weapons would prove any more effective… and he was certain he could manage only one strike, perhaps two, before the beast would be upon him.

He returned to his chamber and huddled against the wall. The urge to run, to flee the Gloomfrost, fought against his fear of the creature that waited for him. Escape and oblivion pulled at his thoughts, splitting them into two directions, but both led to the same place. He would die here.

A chill burrowed into Tiernon’s bones, driven deeper by his pangs of hunger. He had come all this way, and it had all been for naught.

The beast had already won.


Eventually, sleep claimed Tiernon. And with it, the tides of the call seemed to form themselves into words, the black ice a voice like crystal.

Awaken, child of the elder races.

Tiernon floated within a great sphere of blackness, his equipment gone, his weapons gone. His terror was a naked thing, stemming from the edged words that sliced from the darkness around him.

You have come too far to surrender now. We have waited a long time for you, Tiernon.

You must do battle here, now, or your life’s work shall never be complete.

Tiernon’s lips struggled to protest, to find words.

“I cannot. No weapon can harm the beast—”

You have forged the Many-Toothed Maul, which cracked the great wall of the Keep of Aengys Soothammer and silenced the boasting of his engineers and architects. Upon the maul’s twin faces you sowed the teeth of stone giants, planting them into metal chipped from the copper-veined walls of your home in the Sunset Mountains and forged in a fire fueled by the last hundred trees of Ored’s Wood, all of which you felled in a day with a great double-bladed axe.

To help a youth, the last hope of a frightened people, you crafted the Singing Blade of Aihonen. In this blade you placed the dying breath of his broken-hearted mother, then gave it to him to give the boy strength in his battle against the last of the dragon matriarchs of the Spine of the World.

You armed the Nine Beards, the cursed axemen of the Hearthstone Clan, who took up your weapons knowing that wielding them would kill them as surely as their enemies. In each weapon you had caged a fury of nature. One of the Nine held a hammer that screamed as a whirlwind. Another held an axe that glowed like magma and spit lava and hot ash upon anyone in its path. One wielded a spear that could wound the sky and turn the rain to acid. Each a mighty weapon – so mighty that the Nine were willing to give their lives so that your weapons might bring salvation to your people. 

There was a silence within the darkness, and Tiernon found himself frozen, paralyzed, each word sinking like a fang through his flesh.

You are the greatest weaponsmith of your kind. There is nothing you cannot make and sunder and make and break again, until the great mother and all her metals and stones bow to your will.

You must learn to find your way in the darkness, or you are lost. If you die here, all the North will die with you.

You must face the Winter King.


The dream left him, but the words echoed in his skull, striking like hammers in his head.

As Tiernon awoke in the darkness, it seemed as if the whole chamber had come to life, watching him like an audience. He could feel eyes – and see them, in his mind. But more terrible than anything, he still felt the call of the black ice, and he was unable to answer. Rather than slip away into silence, the call instead became louder, more insistent.

“Leave me be,” he hissed. “There’s nothing to be done.”


Tiernon, in all his life, had never been idle. It was a new experience for him. And so it was that time stretched out before him, and he sat. And thought. The flurry of thoughts and tasks and days fell and became still, and his black days became sensations of cold and wind and hunger.

He was starving to death. His skin was becoming slack, his body devouring itself slowly, piece by piece. His strength ebbed, and he was forced to stop his explorations of the cave; there was no way out except through the beast, and that was a road he would not take.

The pangs that thudded in his gullet were overshadowed by the image of the Winter King’s great, razored fangs, gnashing against the crevice, desperate to reach him.

It had been hungry as well. Perhaps hungrier than he was.

He didn’t know how long it had been since it had fed last. It had been so hungry it had cannibalized its own young… maybe its mate as well. Judging from what he had seen on the floor of the egg-strewn corridor, the Winter King had not even waited for them to emerge from their shells before devouring them.

From hunger, a slow idea began to shape itself in his mind.


Tiernon took up his pick and with a grunted word, began to use its great heat to chisel away at the walls of his prison. The ice was stubborn, and he was only able to chip away small fragments at a time. It was enough.

The pile of shards in his chamber grew. When the pile was his height and width, Tiernon began to lay the fragments across the floor, like a craftsman setting a mosaic inlay for a throne room. The fragments blended curiously with the grayish black of the chamber, and the reflections cast by the splinters made the walls and ceiling seem blanketed with fragments as well.

When the floor was tiled in a thin layer of black shards, Tiernon began weeding through them, choosing a piece, tossing another, and dividing the fragments into smaller and smaller piles. He drifted off several times in the process, only to jerk awake and begin the process again, his hands fumbling for new fragments to appraise.

When only a lone pile remained, he took up his pick again.

His hands unsteady from hunger, he began to work the shards, slowly and awkwardly at first, then with greater precision and skill as his hands and mind warmed to the task.


Tiernon worked, his rhythm growing to fervor, laboring hours past his body’s cries for rest. His pick stopped carving only when the last piece was shaped and pile of shards was no more.

He took the final piece of ice in his hands and felt its edge, turning it to get a feel for its dimensions and weight, then used his super-heated pick to chip at its edges, circling it with small notches until it resembled a piece of a child’s lock-puzzle.

When he was satisfied, the shaped fragment was connected to the growing blanket of linked ice plates before him. After a time, the blanket came to resemble a scale mail cloak, its brim so wide it looked like it could encircle Tiernon twice over. When the last piece had clicked into place, Tiernon peeled the ice-shelled cloak from the floor and drew it about him.

He fitted it across his shoulders, once, twice, then three times, then tested it, swinging its ends outward and then jerking them in sharply. The razor-sharp edges of the cloak rippled at this, then came together, the notched ice pieces clicking into place like teeth, every edge locking together to create a mailed sphere around the dwarf.

Sealed within the chilly circle of the cloak, Tiernon could not help but smile at the coffin he had constructed for himself.


Tiernon knew he had to act soon. His plan required that his mind be sharp and his reflexes sharper, and hunger took a greater toll on his body the longer he remained a prisoner. Gathering his resolve, he left his chamber, prepared for battle.

He returned to the nesting corridor and unrolled the cloak, slowly and carefully so as not to make a sound. He draped it loosely about his shoulders, then gripped his enchanted pick in his left hand.

“Damn me,” Tiernon whispered to himself. “More fool, I.”

With a trembling breath, Tiernon began to tap, slowly and steadily on the icy floor, the pick making a ringing noise within the vault of the Gloomfrost, calling the Winter King to battle.

The walls rippled from the sudden burst of heat and rage as the great worm arrowed in on the sound of the pick, its ravenous mind seeking the tremors that would lead it to Tiernon.


By the third ring, the Winter King was upon him.

It flowed into the egg-strewn corridor, shell fragments and ice spinning around the chamber in its wake. As he again felt the heat emanating from the creature’s hide, Tiernon whipped the ice-shelled cloak out and around his squat frame, the edges latching together like dozens of locks to form a black icy sphere around Tiernon.

He was blind, a dwarf encased in ice. He could not move, could not see, and he clutched his pick tightly in his hand. It was his reserve weapon. If it proved useless, then his new home was in the Winter King’s belly, and nothing could save him.

The Winter King knew that within the shell lay the dwarf. It lashed downwards, its fangs extended to pierce the dwarven-made egg. There was a tearing shudder, and Tiernon’s stomach lurched as his sphere was lifted off the ground by the Winter King’s jaws, and there was another jerking motion as the creature tilted its head back, forced the egg into its jaws, swallowing it, smashing at it with its fangs.

A wave of heat from the creature’s gut could be felt even through the icy shell that surrounded Tiernon, and Tiernon winced as the shocks and growing heat jolted through his cloak of mail, and he prayed for it to hold.

The Winter King’s jaws snapped down, and the screeching of the Winter King nearly deafened him.

The mail’s curved shell was reinforced against itself – the plates of jagged black ice were interlocked so that when it was wrapped around the wearer, it would remain fast. For anything that swallowed it, it would be akin to chewing a stone… or a diamond.

Tiernon heard the cracking as the Winter King’s fangs buckled against the icy-plated sphere, the teeth snapping like icicles, and the screeching grew to a keening. Its jaws drew back, the fangs gone or retracted, and Tiernon felt the pressure around his makeshift armor ease, a respite.

It was his moment to strike.

Tiernon hunkered down within the shell like a quilled fish curling into a ball, then flung his arms outward, the cloak unfurling within the Winter King’s mouth.

There was a swarm of clicking, like beetles, as the edges of the cloak split apart, the notched edges suddenly bright and sharp. The flanged edges of the cloak swept outward with a rattling sound and the now-bladed cloak locked into its new shape, an icy caltrop within the Winter King’s mouth. Where once was armor, now was a weapon.

Tiernon let the carefully honed edges of the cloak sow death, the daggers of black ice raking the soft inner flesh of the creature’s throat, carving wounds that a dwarf, no matter what his speed or strength, could have hoped against the massive, heated hide of the Winter King.

He gripped his pick tightly as the heat and acid from the beast’s stomach began to pour into the cavity left by the cloak.

He had known going in he could not fight a hero’s fight and expect to survive. The Winter King was too big, too fast, its hide impervious to his attacks.

Tiernon let his panic claim him. Pick still in hand, he lashed out as the Winter King buckled and thrashed, trying to loosen the bladed egg from its mouth. Tiernon let his pick hammer out its rhythm of death, hacking and tearing at the creature from within, and every blow struck true, striking deep into its soft portions, the hollows of its throat, the membranes that arched across the roof of its maw, tearing chunks from its throat and skull as if he was mining it from within.

He let all the rage at his imprisonment, his skill, his fear, his near-surrender fuel every swing of the pick, but it was hopeless. It was like he was trying to batter down a living, breathing castle with his bare hands. Still, he gripped his pick tighter and raised it above his head.

As the creature’s fiery insides washed over him, he sunk the enchanted pick deep into its rushing blood and bellowed out a final, desperate command. There was a rushing wind, the crackling of ice, and the dwarven smith knew no more.


He awoke.

His skin felt crusted, raw, but there was no pain. He knew he lay within the egg chamber, but he did not know how he had got there. Around him were fragments of ice, colored black, and chunks, pieces of white, blue and great tracts of frozen flesh… the body of the Winter King, its fiery blood turned to ice when Tiernon had given his enchanted pick its final command. The creature had fallen, shattered, and aside from a few chunks of ice that still clung to his tattered boots and leggings, Tiernon felt nothing broken, no great marks on his flesh. The icy cloak had done more than its craftsman had hoped and shielded him from the worst of the steaming blood.

He had not expected to survive; his ploy with the cloak and pick had been one of desperation.

Yet he had triumphed.

He let a smug smile cross his face.

Tiernon lay there for what felt like hours, letting the feeling slowly return to his bones and joints, and savored his victory. There was a song or two in this, of that he was sure.

The call had demanded he shape ice, and so he had.

Around him, the black ice of the Gloomfrost drummed out its steady rhythm.


