This ig the firgt of seberal tales pieced together by scholarg and storptellers from all ober the globe,
pertaining to a mpsterious ghost ship called the Stormpiercer. This is the account of a goshatwk griot
by the name of T'Fibli, who was an epetwitness of the freak equatorial cyclone that struck Afkambash
in the late 17th age. Thig story has been passed down through the generations to us through his
degcendants, and this bersion twas rvecounted by bis descendant Bdia. I believe it gives us
congiderable ingight into the origing of the Stormpiercer, seeing that it is bery likely the original
ship was [ost to sea during this ebent.

The Doom of Afkambash came like a thief in the dag; lo did the heavens fall upon the People

with a mightg roar and a ferocious wind. The tribes saw the storm as a dreadful omen, a sign
that theirgods were angry with the decadent ru]ing lion kingclom and their corrupt ways. The
southern shores were clccima’ced, Particular]g the slaver Por’cs between Argo and Zarka Mang
fell to the terrible storm, buried under sand and rubb]e, and many more went about naked and
seen exPosecl, theirgarments striPPecl off their bodies that had been hurled about and swept
into the great gusts! | o, how | remember trave]ing West after the cgclone, the earth, grasses,
and even trees brought down 59 the storms as far as the eye could see! 5urely there has never

been such a storm before or since!

The morning saw brisk winds and a blue skg, nary a cloud in sig}'nt. The port was alreacl\tj
bustliﬂg with activity, the shopkeepers at the bazaar displaging their wares for customers,
colorful fabrics and tents Festooning the vicinity. The harbor was far more crowded than
t}jpical, a scene that had ’cranspirccl soon after the traders from the north arrived dags carlier.
They came in giant longships of oak, anywhere from 7 to 10 oxen long and 1 and a half to 2
oxen wide, loaded with silver, si]ksj g]ass, s%ccp, }'Aorses, timber, iron, furs, skins, and pottery.
Much was exchangccl between these northerners and the localsj with many slaves departing in
chains after being sold at the market. There had been nothiﬂg that foretold what came soon
after.

T he birds soon rushed the skies above us, all sPeeding away from the sea, thousands of them
of all varieties, while those in cages Panickecl, some even escaPing from their masters. lt was a
deamcening cacophong of )qapping that would presage what would come next. | hen | saw the
heavens roll up like a papyrus scroll, a mass of clouds blanketing the sky like the maw of a great
monster. ]:irst the waters receclecl, ]eaving many Perplexecl, and some of the boats and even

some of the largcr ships beached upon the sands. At the same time, the horizon turned white



underneath the torrential veil, the raPic}s edging ever closer to shore as the clouds loomed over
us. Mang began to wrap themselves up in their robes, shawls, and cloai(s, while others began
hau]ing in their wares and spreading canoPies over their booths to Protect them from the rains,

an effort that woulc} soon bc for naug}wt.

First, the waters rushed ashore like a great tide, catching many by surPrise and knocking down
o’chcrs, as well as Pus%ing the s}wips into éisarrag, some smashing the docks and others tipping
onto the beach. T hen the rains began to fall, first as a drizzle, then a shower, until it intensified
with the force of a hundred monsoons. The chaos that ensued on]y left us exPosed to the
winds that would Fo”ow, heralded 59 a strongga]e like those of the worst summer storms. Trees
bent and rocked like blades of grass in the gusts, and many Pcoplc were blown to the groundl
including mgsellc‘ The livestock Provecl uncontro”able, many stamPediﬂg for cover and

trampling umcorturwate Fa”en souls‘

| could onlg watch as the winds blew stronger and stronger, causing much mayhem in its wake.
T ents, booths, even the cloaks and shawls of some were all ﬂapping ina clealceninglg loud
manner, which was barelg heard over the roar of the wind. | shielded my eyes from the Hinding
sand, rain, and dust, now Fa“ing sidcwags as the winds rushed us. ] ents ins’cantlg co“apsed,
riPPed to shreds, or blew away wholesale as the residents and merchants ran after them, tru]y
Paﬂicked now. l had the wisdom to wrap my own cloak tightlg around my bod9 with one hand as
| took shelter behind a rock, but others were not so luckg. A“ sorts of riPPing and Happing
sounds, much like the ﬂuttering of so many wings that l heard ear]ier, howled around me as the
storm striPPed away any fabrics that had not been secured Previous]y, with many silks and linen
wares being whipped into the skg as soon as thcg fell to the ground, for the galcs to catch and

rend them into so many bi”owing, colorful sheets.

] dared to glimpse towards the ocean, my hood almost being torn away bg the blast as ] faced
the wind head on. T he sun had vanished, and we were surrounded bg the Hinding grays of the
rains, like that of a great Fog covering the skies and our entire field of vision for some 3arcls all
around. The Paﬂickecl words of those who remained exPosed to the storm were blown right
out of their mouths as thC\lj strugg]cé against the winds, their garments bcing w}wippcé about
before their owners were u]timate]y thrown aside like so much litter. There was no oPPortunity

for moclesty, and no one to witness their indignitg, so clouded was our vision in the tempest. l



could on]g catch g]impscs of many an unfortunate soul emerging from the gray curtains, as their
clothing came undone and tattered about wilc“9 before Fa”ing apart and tearing away, while

their denuded bodies tumbled away once more into the mist.

Suc}c}cnlgj | heard a cracking noise and looked upjust intime to see a tree, one so thick | would
not have been able to hug it had l needed to, uProot like a soft yam and come hurtliﬂg my way.
| ran aside as it struck the rock with a might\g crash and split in hal}c, as my cloak was suddenlg
blown open }39 an uPdraFtJ streaming and twisting behind me and upwards, exPosing my tunic
and threateniﬂg to lift me away, ]ight being my stature as a goshawk. The storm caught my wings
and flexed them backwarcls, threatening to snap them like twigs as l felt the Paimcul Pricks as
the winds Plucked away a few feathers that scattered into the rain.

] felt mgsellc getting draggecl backwarc}s, wings outstretched in the storm, disheveled feathers
left to tatter. | had been ?ocusing on %o]ding my tunic down before | felt the knot of my cloak
t}wreatening to come undone. | grasped at it with both hands, my tunic now free to blow inside
out and bare my loins to the stinging squa”s. l was knocked down once more, and gotup with
my back to the wind, my cloak wilc“g bi”owing and Hailing over my head, wings streaming in front

of me to my sides. Now the wind was Pus}wing me forwards, away from the shoreline.

] Pushecl through the storm and let the wind carry me as ] ran into a nearby buildiﬂg, Frantica”g
grabbing at my cloak to prevent it from bcing torn free and wrapping it around mgsch. As soon
as | touched the door, the winds blew it open, almost knocking me to the grounc} once again.
The door slammed back and forth in the ga]es afew times before with a loud crack it broke off
its Hngcs to soar away down the road. | took the oPPor’cunit}j ’cojump in the building, thankful

to be away from ’che ’cempes’c it even for a moment.

Hearing nothing save for the loud whistliﬂg of the wind as it rushed outside, ] oPenecl my sore
bcc}ragglcd wings, feathers in disarrag and torn like a well-used pen, some broken in twain,
others missing, altogether‘ ] winced in Pain, 1<nowing that even with extensive oiliﬂg and Preening
] would not be able to ﬂg for weeks after this, though ] was thankful that my wiﬂgs hadn't been
broken. Tucking my éamaged wings in, | undid my cloak and wrung cnough water and mud out
ofittofilla ]argejar, sowet l had been. Shaking it dr9 ] saw that it had been Frayed and tattered
with several small holes from being S0 vio]ent]y whiPPed around by the winds. Though my tunic



was also wet and dir’cgj it had been shielded for the most part from the gusts, the cloak taking
most of the clamage.

| harcﬂg had time to realize how wet | was before with a slow snapping sound the roof lifted away
and c}isintegrated, lcaving the whole room cxposed to the %owling skg above. [Turniture crashed
to the floor and Potter9 shattered, while lighter objects such as loose cloth and basketware
were sucked out with the remains of the roof. Mg cloak was snatched upwarc}s and was almost
lost to the squa”, on]g being held back }39 the ’cips of my gingers as | gough’c with the winds over
it. Managing togeta bettergrip, ] swaddled mysellc tightlg with the Fabric, curliﬂg into a ball and
retreating against a corner as one of the brick walls co”aPsecl‘ Whateverlcumiture that hadn't
alreadg been blown away was hurled across the room, narrowlg avoiding my frail form. | crawled
behind a broken table and cowered as l was beaten and battered 59 the ga]es. Between the
Fragmented Paﬂels l was able to see out into the harbor, and the scene was one of utter

Panc}emonium.

5}11'}:)5 of all sorts were either being swamPed, suni(, or capsized 59 the violent waves, many
smashing into one another upon }Jreaking free of their moorings. T he storm shredded banners,
broke even the strongest ropes, and unfurled many a sai], some alreac!y thras%ing about like
many giant striPed curtains, others alreacly reduced to tattered rags as torn striPs flew off to
Parts unknown. l saw the wind blow open the reefed canvas, which iﬂstantlg ballooned out
before bursting to shreds with the sound of much riPPing and snapping. Some of the sails were
even torn away a]together, being outright striPPecl from the masts and 3arcls, breaking them as
they were blown into the sky like clouds.

The waves battered angthing and evergt%ing that floated, carrying away and uttcrlg
clestroyiﬂg the docks. ] watched one of the traders’ ships HlP over in the air, before laﬂdiﬂg
upon and crus}wing one of the smaller boats. ] even saw the waves fold up another ship, prow
and stern shat’cering the mast as t}weg collided and the s}'nip broke in half. |n the distance, | saw
many shiPs alreacl9 blown out to sea, bucking wi]c”y like a Panickecl anteloPe upon the
whitecaps, on]y to be swallowed up 53 the mist or sinkiﬂg beneath the waves. ], like so many
other unfortunate soulsj was completclg at the mercy of the storm, like these ships and boa’csj
and everythiﬂg else the storm touched, though atleast ] was ]uci(y enough to seek reFuge in this
Place, shielded by the debris that stoPPecl much of the storm from riPPiﬂg at my bocly even



further, the screcching and wai]ing blending into my own Pained screams as | fell unconscious

in sheer Panic.

Upon waking up | was grec’ccd }39 frantic 36”5 as a Northman climbed onto the wreckagc of my
shelter and cast aside debris to uncover me. | could harc“g hear him as he s]ung me upon his
shoulcler, before setting me down upon the beach as they kept on ge”ing at me. ] sat up and he
backed away ncrvouslyj while the ringing in my ears Pcrsis’ccc}. | blinked and began to stand
upon wobb]y legs as he helpcc} me to my feet. Other than the shock, the disorientation, and
some mild bruising, ] had been left relative]y unhurt, though l cannot say the same for many
others. We looked arouncl, awestruck at a scene belcittiﬂg the end of clays, the sky blue once
again and the wind calm as if not}wing happencd.

Almost every siﬂgle bui]cling had been clamagecl or utter]9 clestrogecl in the cyclone. Broken
Pieccs of wood, shreds of fabrics, and strings of seaweed littered the shoreline. Aheac} of us,
boa’csj both ours and theirs, laid upon theirsides, some ha]¥~submergcd inthe waters and others
complete|9 Pilecl atop one another in a haphazarcl Pile. Not a tree was left stancling, most of
them strippcé of their leavcs, branches, even their bark. Further in]anc{ many of the buildings
had cither had their roofs blown off or ou’crig}wt co”apscd upon any unfortunate People inside.
The skg]ine, 50 colorFu”3 adorned before, was now the color of mud, with every surface
striPPed bare in the storm. Where the bazaar had once been was now ajunkyarcl, clestroyed
goods littering the roads among, the broken remains of s’ca“s, much of their coverings now

hanging in mere tatters.

Bc}wind us, out in the harbor, the scene looked no bc’ctcrl the s}wips either left adrift in total
disarrag or broken and hal}gsubmergcd in the waters. Tang]ed ropes that were once rigging
hung limplg from splinterecl masts, and shredded rags that were once sails now fluttered in the
breeze. T}we remains of the docks, many of the ships‘ hu”s, and cargo were }Jobbing on the
waves. T}we head of a snarling dragon reared liFelcsslg above the water, the rest of the traders’
ship swamped and sunk by the shallows.

Trulg this was a disaster like no other. Almost the port's entire fleet had been sunken and of
the 30 cargo ships and 10 escorting clragor%headed ]ongships the traders brought with them,
on]y 7 cargo shiPs remained seaworthg, along with 3 very bac“9 clamagecl but sti”~1qoating



longships. Theg could on]g recover the wrecks of 3 other longships, the others either having
been lost to the sea altogether or still out there, Hoating adrift. ] often do wonder what
haPPeﬂed to the missing shiPs‘ Ferhaps theg are still out there, cripplecl, mang]ecl, and
unmanned, Hoa’cing aimlesslg for who knows how long before u]timate]g being claimed }39 the

oceans.

T}wa’c did not matter in comParison to the dead, wounded, and missing,. T}wa’c port ci’cg never
trulg recovered from this event and in my old age, | still visit the site of this calami’cg from time to

time. ]t is on]y a mere shell of itsehc, much of it reclaimed by nature.

As for w}wg this became the doom of Afkambash? T he devastation highlig}wtcd the impotencc

and corruption of the lion kingdomj laid bare forall to see. | remember the chaos of the ?o”owing

years we” as the tribes baﬂded together ancl overthrew the lions.

| managcd to flee with the last of the Nor’chmcn, and have since devoted my life to investigating
a Pecu]iar Phenomenon: The so-called Storm ls]and The Northmeﬂ claim that the cyc]one
came from the direction of this mgsterious no-man’'s lancl, one l have heard many stories of. An
island that conceals its migl‘n’c within an ever-raging hurricane, one that would make the storm |

exPeriencecl feellike a geﬂt]e zephyr.

| wonder what other secrets this island holds.



