
Mynax and the Tower of Darhanu Page 1 of 11 Pages

Mynax and the Tower of Darhanu

The wizard in the hooded grey cloak walked down the hall of magnificent tower. He clasped his
hands behind his flowing grey robe and shuffled his feet beneath its voluminous length. Occasionally he
would look up from beneath his cowl, three or four times he even tossed back the cowl, revealing his
face, deeply lined cheeks, aquiline nose. His long brown hair beginning far back on his head in widow’s
peak, tied back with a length of old rawhide. The hair was so long it went down his back, under his robe.
Cowl up or down, when he did stop, he would turn to stare at the stare at the stone wall, seeming to
count the stones, no two of them alike, or inspect the mortar that held them together. The stops lasted
as long as he felt they needed to and then he would resume his pace.

He walked for hours but the corridor went on and on. The flaming torches, spaced ten feet along
the cold, grey stone walls of the arched corridor were spaced exactly ten feet apart, providing plenty of
light. Looking down the corridor, the opening leading to the green grass and towering trees of the forest
got no closer. If he turned around, it would lead to a large set of double doors made from. The wizard
continued to walk.

The wizard stopped all at once at a point in his walk, his robes falling to the ground like bed linen
on a clothesline in the dying wind of a summer’s day. This time, when he lifted his cowl, he spoke.

"I would like," he said to the wall," to look outside for a moment or two, if you please. "

The wall suddenly grew to form an open hole right at eye level for the wizard. He stared for a
while, peered left and right and spoke again to the new hole.

"North."

He looked again and repeated a second cardinal direction. He kept this up until he had
completely scanned the outside of his place.

"Thank you.” He motioned with his hand and the wall spiraled to close over the window. The
wizard then walked wistfully away from the window, not bothering to put his cowl back over his head.

A voice from nowhere suddenly spoke up, too real to be anything but artificial. "What is
troubling you, Master?”

"Me? “

He looked around as if in surprise and shock but with a smile. He knew full well who he was
talking to.

"Yes, you. You have been walking about here like a headless chicken. Something is bothering
you and I would like to know what. "

"Oh, you mean me looking outside and around and all of that. I thought it was important for me
to do so.”
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He started to walk again, his hands behind his back, but kept his hood down. This time, as he
walked, he made progress towards the double doors of Viking Oak. He stopped before it and looked up
to the ceiling.

"I've been looking for a murderer,” the man said. “You see, I'm going to die."

In a room made from dark stone two men sat at a table of pale wood, its polished surface
gleaming in the light of the low fire in the hearth. A small cauldron steamed over the flames. There was
just enough light to make out a counter. Beyond that, everything was in shadow.

The wizard had changed. He a tunic and a pair of leather breeches, in addition to a pair of knee-
high soft leather walking boots. His waist-length hair secured with the same old piece of rawhide. He
sipped at the mug and stared absently. The man across from him was all grey, as if he were a human
being draped in half a dozen ashen cloaks. Poking out from where the head should be was only a
hairless pink face, with hazel eyes and bushy brows.

The grey man bent to try and look the wizard in the eye.

"Damnit, Mynax,” the grey man said. “What is this talk of dying?"

"Hmmm?"

Mynax stared into his mug when he answered.

"Dying, Mynax, dying. You told me that you were looking for your murderer! "

"Murder?" Mynax said and that seemed to snap him out of his dream world. He set his mug on
the table and looked the grey man in the eye,

"Oh, yes. Me dying and all of that. It bothers you? "

"Bothers me? No of course not. I was always looking forward to your funeral ever since I met
you. "

"Really? I haven't. I've always wanted a really big ceremony. All of my friends show up and even
my enemies. Everybody stands up and sings me a song. It would be in"

"Shut Up! Shut Up! Be straight with me for once."

The grey man stood up and slammed a fist on the table.

Mynax caught his mug before it fell off the table then twirled it in the palm of his hand for a few
moments before speaking.

"Yes, I have been a bit evasive of late, haven't I?"

"A bit?"

"Whatever. I have not told you the whole truth. I have not told you anything for that matter. "
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Mynax stood up and walked about the room. When he did, the flame of the hearth picked ip a
bit, lighting his way as he passed around the contents of the room. Dusty suits of armor mounted on
mannequin, two handed swords, bastard swords, short swords, daggers, scimitars, long handed axes, a
hammer the size of two men’s heads, all on a rack, all looking as if they were made the day before. A
line of bookcases along the wall, twice his height, spilling over with books. There were books on the
shelf, books stacked in front of those books and books on the floor in front of the case. Some of them
looked worn and well used, some looked like they were used and waiting to go back into their proper
place on the shelf, but none of it look organized. There were new books sandwiched between books
with spines that appeared they would disintegrate if you looked at them too long. Encyclopaedias, texts
on demonology. Next to the bookcases, on the opposite wall, were staves, crystal balls, skeletons of
humans, elves, and the remains of a skeleton of a creature few people on Gremyr had seen alive. An
Amar, a demon mage of Auroch – a former elf, or human or dwarf or any one of the Races of Man who
traded their souls for access to deep magic. Back around to the area next to the hearth was a cage of
forged iron. On the floor, underneath the cage and around it, were strange symbols in white, painted
over blood and scorch marks.

When Mynax came back around to the hearth, it roared fiercely, flashing the room with heat. He
stood with his back to the fire. The grey man forgot his anger and felt too afraid to say anything. He had
never seen Mynax look so sad before.

"I have been a wizard now since I was eighteen. I have adventured most of my adult life and
settled into a life of sedentary study. You look at me and it appears that I am no more than thirty, or
perhaps a worried thirty five. But this has been through the use of potions and devices of my own. I
have lived on this continent for over one hundred and thirty five years, one hundred more than I appear,
and it is my time to die. "

"Why?"

"Why? Why does the sun shine, only to die in the evening to give way to his sister, the Moon?
Are the stars points of fire? Mere pinholes in the cloak of Night? No one knows the answers to any of
these questions and yet it still happens. We die for the same reason we live. Because we are supposed
to. "

"But you aren’t going to just die. You’re convinced you’re to be murdered. Surely you can’t know
this. Not even you can know for sure. "

"The gods,” Mynax said.

He stopped and smiled before going on.

"The gods do not like me. I have lived too long past my designs and therefore I thwart their
plans. As I have been an eternal force of magic, there must be another such force, a greater force,
created to destroy me. The gods then must find a way to rid themselves of this power. Thus they wait."

"The gods plot your destruction? I think you overestimate your worth, Mynax. You are good, but
you are not that good. "

"Really?"
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Mynax stepped forward to the table and upended his mug, emptying it down his throar, then
threw the mug into the hearth, sending its flames roaring up the chimney. With his back to the fire, he
was limned with fierce orange light. He mouth a few words, waving his right hand to draw a line of flame
from the fire to form a lariat before him. The grey man saw him now through a frame of flame.

"Watch," he said.

When he moved his mouth again, he closed his eyes and spoke the words of magic now, his
voice changing, seeming to come from the stone walls. He opened his eyes and they burned the colour
of the setting sun. The last words conjured an image inside the frame of flame, a scene from the world
outside the tower.

In the frame, the grey man could see the blanket of lush green forest that covered the west
coast of Greymr. A few hills and mountains poked up, the most notable of which was a tall mountain in
the middle of that blanket, poking out as if through an unmended hole. The view gave the impression
that the grey man was flying overtop and then diving down, down, down to the ground only to be
whisked through the thick tree trunks of that land. The movement stopped at a fallen log and the grey
man could see small humanlike creatures walking around. As he looked longer, the grey man could see
what he had assumed were trees were in fact cleverly disguised homes and buildings designed to blend
in with the environment.

“Clever,” the grey man said.

"This is the Kingdom of Tarwyria, in the Haven of Greendowne. Are you familiar with the system
the elves use to preserve their part of the Peace?

"Those are elves?” The grey man said. “I have heard of this system of Havens to maintain people
and government.”

"Nothing so basic as all of that. To put it simply, all of the people are one. They think as one and
they act as one, one represents an entire population. They actually have survived this way since the
dawn of their creation. It is amazing that this incredible force of good has not yet turned upon its own
designs."

"You mean they are interconnected? For their whole lives? I wonder if a life is worth living that
long if it really isn’t your own."

"And some of the elves, those of the purest blood, some of them live for thousands of years.
And the other two Races Of Man, had once planned to take that from them. But the dwarves, acting in a
rare display of unity, ended up betraying the humans. And now the humans are at war with the
dwarves.”

“All of this connects to your eminent death?" the grey man asked. “I don’t believe it. Political
concerns were never a focus of yours. How can all of this connect to you?"

"Because I have spelled the doom for all of the people in the world, and the gods are not
pleased.”

"I don’t believe you."
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"Let me explain.”

Tarwyria faded to a scene of four people standing side by side, looking majestic and proud.

"The knight is Lythanus Whiterage, the Whiterage coming from the river next to which he was
born and baptized by in the name of Anulus, the god of justice. It was his destiny to be a knight and he
fulfilled this part of his fate. The weapon in his hands is the only one he ever wielded. I made it for him.
When I was done it wasn’t just the only one he ever wielded, it was all he ever wanted. The Sword of
Lythanus. "

"That’s the Sword of Lythanus?” The grey man said. “The King of Nemedia has been looking for
that for a decade or more. You created it? "

Mynax nodded.

“That and three other items of such power that you could not imagine. Such incredible power
was contained in these four items that even the gods could be challenged on their own plane of
existence.

"The priest beside the knight is Ander Thaal, he carried a cudgel that represented all of the
Powers of Good. I am still amazed as to how I managed to harness the power of Ander's prayers.

"The Ranger crouched at the base of the four, the one wielding the rapier, is quite a character.
I’m anxious to get my hands back on that rapier. I never got to find out exactly what I did to it so it
worked.

"The cocky young man dressed in flowing red robes is me. With that floating globe surrounded
in electricity you see behind me, I once outsmarted the goddess Vennessae herself.

"Dwarves made these, at my request. There was a condition that I accepted without
considering. Once the original owners died, they items were all to return to my possession and I could
gift them to anyone I wanted, and once they died, I would repeat the process. As a result, I became a
caretaker.

"I searched the world for the worthiest and when I found someone to take the Cudgel of Thaal.
Larran Treefellow, the first of the line. Then I realized the other condition once Larran took up the
weapon. He lost his arm after attempting to lift it. The arm simply fell off from the shoulder, bloodlessly.

"No one else in the world, save the human being, could wield the Four Masters, as the weapons
came to be called. I became the immortal caretaker of indestructible weapons that could only be
wielded by humans."

The scene inside of the lariat changed to a trio of humanoids dressed in black. Despite their
dark, red rimmed eyes and how they stood apart from one another, the grey man thought he
recognized them.

“Are they?” the grey man said. He stepped forward until his nose nearly touched the image. He
jumped back when he saw the flame before he realized it did not give off any heat. He turned to look at
Mynax. “I mean, were they elves?”

Mynax nodded.
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"The one on the far left is called Rykoziur. He has the power to rend anything into nothing. The
power is granted through his left hand, where five forged claws extend and make use as formidable
weapons. His entire arm is one forged appendage, made from the strongest and most enchantable
silver.

"The one in the middle is known as Belaeth, kin to the Rykoziur. Belaeth has an appendage
similar to Rykoziur but entity and appendage have separate identities and traits. Belaeth is known to go
in berserker rages while the 'body' remains calm, or even asleep.

"The final one, the one on the right, is known as Tharorort the Terror. The Terror surname was
added after Tharorort received his appendage. His body generates and has the ability to launch
mysterious needles of magical enchantment. Despite their small size and feeble appearance, these
needles kill on strike.”

“They are a force for evil unmatched in the world.”

“Dear gods,” the grey man said. “Did the dwarves make these for you, too?”

Mynax smiled at what the grey man said, while the grey man recoiled a little at Mynax’s
reaction. As if he were happy to make such creatures.

"Not many people are aware of that fact but yes, the enchantments are mine. I wanted to make
up for the Four Masters I created for the humans. I have given enough power to two thirds of the Races
of Man that they could challenge the rule of the gods.

“The Four Masters are hidden and cannot be wielded by anyone without my permission. The
elves, who call themselves Three of Haven Seri, are being held by the Tarwyrians who threaten to
release them upon the world should they ever be crossed. I am far too powerful to be killed by just
anyone, so before I go and create another device to counter those other two of my creations, the gods
must get rid of me.”

The scene dissolved and faded out completely until Mynax could be seen in full view. With a
weak gesture from Mynax the lariat returned to its birthplace within the fire.

"All of this is why you have been so distant and brooding for the past few days. Are you
expecting your demise soon? “

The old man surprised himself with his calmness but Mynax’s story explained much of his
predicament.

"Anytime between now and the next century.”

"Next century? Why are you worrying? Simply don’t make another weapon or device or
anything magical. "

"No, Dar, my time has come. My time should have been fifty years ago. I tempted that time
during my adventures with Zalbar, Lythanus, and Ander and succeeded in beating fate time and time
again. I welcome my death and wait for its messenger. "

“Run away, then. Use your magic to hide.”
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“No, in the meantime, I must stay and protect you,” Mynax said.

“Darhanu, you are my greatest creation to date. Each of the stones used to make you was taken
from the mountain ranges of Almharrak, no two of them exactly alike, and joined together with mortar
made from lime taken from the Mythral Mines of Westwind in the Khagalahni mountain range. You are
to be my force for good, even if the dwarves don’t know it yet. I need for you to be ready for your new
Master. He will notably weak willed or have some other quality that will quickly spell his demise.

“And, when he comes, I want you to be ready. No matter what happens, you must be ready to
welcome him. Between then and now, we will prepare."

Time went on.

Summer left and fall swept its way in. Winters grip was considerably lax and lasted longer than
expected. Spring came in slowly and did not reach its peak until it was soon to be over.

Mynax did not leave his tower. The four seasons came and went without event. Dar and Mynax
recorded day and night all of the magical information that Mynax had accumulated over his one
hundred and seventeen years of study. The time came in the evening, while Mynax completed his final
volume. He sat across from the fireplace with Dar close behind him, pacing.

Mynax wore a heavy brown cloak, the hood lined with fur. He huddled within it before the
warm fire. His face was wrinkled and drawn, as if he had aged years despite the few long months he had
lived. Dar paced and was looking more anxious than Mynax had ever seen.

"Are you troubled, my friend? Your pacing is beginning to remind me of me. It is unfortunate
that of all my habits you have taken up the one that I thought was among my worst. "

"Yes, it appears that I have. But the reason I'm pacing is not because I'm worried or thinking. I'm
trying to shake this mood that has fallen over me."

"Mood?”

"Yes. It seems that during our efforts to record and research everything in your library we did
not encounter one difficulty, one problem, or one interruption. Now that our job is done it seems like
something is supposed to happen. It’s like boiling water in a closed pot and waiting for it to explode. "

"I understand the feeling but it is not one that I lack knowledge of. I have felt this way many
times before and all you can do is wait. "

"Does anything ever happen or does it just passes away.”

"Oh, something happens. Always something happens. "

"And.”

"And? Well, this time I should think I will die. "

Mynax fiddled beneath his robe, considering twisting his fingers into the magical signals that
would cast a simple sleeping spell, but instead only watched as Dar finally drifted off.
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With Dar asleep, and wanting to put his magic to good use, he looked to the dwindling fire and
waved his hand for an invisible servant to stoke it so the flames went higher. The same servant moved
his chair a foot and a half forward towards the heat. He had remained further away while Dar was
awake to ward off his concern. With Dar asleep, Mynax admitted to himself that he was unbearably
cold. He thought he would never be warm again.

The flames greeted him and he smiled the first smile in over five months.

Yes, he said to himself, this is good. I can sit here and read and enjoy myself while I can. At least
I do not have to worry about what the future holds I just have to worry about when.

He spoke a few words of magic and a book on the bookcase glowed with an inborn light. He
motioned with his hand in a 'come hither' movement and the book glided through the air and into
Mynax’s hand. He began to read.

A shadow appeared on the opposite side of the room, casted by the glow of the fire. The
shadows of all of the vials and beakers on the table were eerie in the half light. It stalked towards where
Mynax was reading. Once it was within fifteen feet it stopped and extended its arms and the chair with
Mynax in it was reduced to cinders.

"He is dead! I am now Master Wizard of the Tower of Darhanu. All of its secrets are mine. "

With a silent movement a club whirled in the air and hit the new wizard square in the back of
the head. He slumped to the ground, clutching at the wound with both hands, like he could grab the
pain and throw it away.

"And who," Mynax said. He leaned over to try and look the intruder in the eye.

“Just who the hell are you supposed to be. Did you expect to surprise me in my own home? My
friend, you have a lot to work on. "

Dar jolted to his feet, a sword emerging from within the folds of his body.

"Relax, Dar. It was kind of fun dealing with it myself. "

Dar took a deep breath. "Then tell me what’s going on, please? Did you do anything to make me
so calm all of sudden? I mean, a man just tried to kill you.”

"Can't say I know what you’re talking about,” Mynax said. “But as for this guy, I have no idea
who he is, but he is poorly trained. You have your work cut out for you."

The intruder turned over on his back and supported himself on his hands.

"I should have known it was too easy,” he said.

"Yes, that you should."

"Who is this?” He pointed to the sleeping Dar.

"That, my friend, is Darhanu. Dar for short. "

"No, this is Darhanu. The tower. We’re in it."
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"No, you're standing in my room. The tower is Darhanu. "

"What?”

Mynax shook his head. “Don’t worry about it for now. Tell me. Why are you here?"

"To be the new Master."

"Ahh. We get the heart of the matter.”

Mynax made a sweeping gesture towards the chair.

“Please,” he said. "Have a seat."

A second chair rose up out of the floor for Mynax to sit on. He gathered himself in his robes and
got comfortable.

“Are you alright?” Mynax asked. “Was it something you ate?”

“Where did that chair come from?”

“Where does any chair come from?”

“That came out of the floor.”

“Yes,” Mynax said. “Yes, it did.”

“Amazing.”

"So,” Mynax said. He leaned forward, eager to get on with the conversation. “You are the one
who is supposed to destroy me and make use of the tower for your purposes. I must say for starters that
for a master’s apprentice, you are not very good. In fact, your performance was putrid. "

"You are old and weak while I am young and vibrant. I had an early dinner date this evening and
wanted to get this over with as quick as possible. "

"Really?”

Mynax perked up, clasping his hands in his lap like a giddy schoolboy. "Who were you going to
dine with? Is he important to your research? Does he wield some obscure piece of evidence that will
give you a hint into the mechanics of the universe? "

"No, she does not," he answered.

“Right. Good. Because you are not going anywhere for a long while. "

"I think not, old man!” the new wizard yelled and disappeared in a burst of smoke only to
reappear within the forged iron cage located within Mynax’s study.

He stared at Mynax with amazement. Mynax shrugged and shook his head as he approached the
cage.

"Such short sightedness will be your undoing at the time of your passing."
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The young wizard clenched his eyes shut, trying to cast as spell, but nothing worked. He released
his grip on the bars and fell back against them, breathing hard and looking at Mynax with wide, pleading
eyes. Mynax shrugged again.

"Don’t look at me like that. Magical protection. Another safeguard."

The wizard stood up and his whole body tensed, his eyes squeezing shut with strain. Mynax
could see the tendons of his neck stretched taut against his thin skin. All Mynax could do was sigh.

He motioned for his rocking chair and it slid toward him with effortless grace. Mynax sat down
and crossed one leg over the other.

"Now, let’s get back to the original topic - are you the one come to kill me? Are you the one they
call Dan Markum? "

"Yes.”

"Excellent!”

Mynax snapped his fingers and Dan Markum reappeared, seated in a chair opposite Mynax. Dan
Markum looked down at his own feet, then back at Mynax, his arms held out, and palms upward,
silently asking what was going on.

“You obviously aren’t much of a wizard. So how did you plan on killing me? "

"To have you at the peak of your magical powers and have you waiting for me while I snuck up
behind you. And despite all of your wild and deadly magicks I would have garrotted you where you
stood. You would be dead before your god knew where you were. "

"What an insult to the magical profession. You are a wizard, man, not a common thief. And,
please, speak plainly. We aren’t in any king’s court, you know.”

Mynax sounded disgusted with the way he was to be killed. Dan Markum may as well have tried
to wipe his greasy mouth on Mynax’s robe after a meal.

He stood up and walked around the room, hands behind his back. He didn’t look at Dan Markum
when he spoke.

“Is this what they teach you in school now? What did you expect to find here? What were you
told you would find? Did you even expect for me to be here, is that why you can unprepared? Did you
even know it was me in the chair?”

Mynax ran his finger across the shelves of the bookcase and inspected the dust that was there.
For all of the time I’ve been here, he said to himself, I really should have taken the time to run a feather
duster across a shelf or two.

“Perhaps you can stay with me a while,” he said. “And learn a few things. In exchange for, let’s
say, light housekeeping duties?”

Mynax turned to look at the wizard who was supposed to be tied to a chair.

"Dar!" He yelled. But he knew his friend would not come. He’d told him not to.
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His scream ended with a garbled and throaty whisper. He looked down to watch two feet of
glistening spear penetrate his stomach and then twist three hundred and sixty degrees. He tried to grab
it to break it in half but the strength of his body left him. He could only watch as the spear withdrew
itself and blood shot out of his bowels. He turned to look not into the face of an unskilled wizard but of a
cunning devil that had just accomplished his life’s ambition.

"You?” Mynax managed to whisper.

"Yes, old man, me. My short-sightedness may be my shortcoming, but your good nature was
yours. "

The wizard held the spear before him as a form of defence. The closer Mynax’s limping frame
ambled, the tenser he gripped to spear and prevented Mynax’s approach. Mynax looked down at his
stomach that he was barely managing to keep in place, despite how much his intestines wanted to
explode, and thought for a second. He tipped his head to the side and raised his eyebrows in
contemplation. With a smile and a shrug he impaled himself upon the wizards spear and pushed forward
so it dug deeper, and eventually through, his body. He reached the point where the wizard held the
spear and Dan Markum could only stare in amazement.

"You are going to die," Dan Markum announced.

"Yes, I know what’s coming. Do you?"

Mynax spat in the wizards face.

The young wizard wiped his face and Mynax’s open palm carried his last spell. Dan Markum
opened his eyes to see a glowing hand grasp his face. The mark of Mynax’s hand would be raw, weeping
flesh, a hand shaped wound that would never quote heal and it would remain that way for the rest of
his life.

Dan Markum fell to the ground in pain, screaming. Mynax stood over the prone figure and
withdrew the spear from his stomach. He stood over the wizard, spear in hand, and spat again.

"You lose, my friend. Now you can spend the rest of miserable your life wondering who they’ll
send to kill you."

Mynax smiled and fell into his seat, lightly holding the spear that penetrated him. The invisible
servant then moved his chair to be next to the sleeping Dar, who had not moved. When the sun came
up the next day, Dar would have a new master and Mynax would be no more.

He looked down to the floor, watching the live blood that spilled from him being swallowed by
the stone floor of his tower.

"Show him how to be good, Dar,” Mynax said. “And remind him, the master reigns supreme. "


