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In spite of the title ~-which, meaning Flame of the VYest, struck us
as singularly appropriate for a fanzine published in Texas «~this
fanzine will not be exclusively concerned with Tolkien fandom, nor¥ -
an attempt to compete with or-displace I PALANTIR, the official woiice
of the Fellowship of the Ring, Rather, this zine will embrace all
manner of private worlds and fantasy universes, and provice a sound=-
1ng board for those whose particular delight is in'Cloak-and~Sword,
swordeand-doreery fantasy of the alien-worlds type; Kuttner, Vance,
Howard, Brackett, Tolkien, and for lovers of Middle Earth, lslandia,
Lankhmar, Al-Merdin and Carcosa, Coventry, The Green Kingdom or the
country of Angria and the Gondals, : A% X
"Wle" in this case means Paul Zimmer and myself, - Sincere apologies are
extended to Adrienne Maortine, who had the idea of calling a fanzine
"NDURTI soon after we did, DNo specific promisés aré made about how
(continued on page 5)
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"3trider sighed and paused before
-he spoke again, 'That is a song,!
he said, 'in the mode that is call-
~ed ann-Taennath among the elves.IE
15 hard To render in snr Common
.Opeach, and this is but a rough
echo of i%, 17

In 1954, 1955 and 1956, the 3
volumes of The Lord of The
Rings appeared,  The rexicwe
ers expressed their delight
immediately in, for example,
The HNew York Times, The Haticn
and F&SF, The readers exprec~
sed thelr delight, too, and by
the time The Two igﬂprs appear
ed, The Fellowship oI thé Ring
was already out of print, "In
1958, at the Solacon, fans be-
gan demonstrating the sincer-
est form of flattery; the im-
itation, in costumz, of the
Tolkien characters,

Ted Hohnstone describes the-
Solacon costumes as follows;

"I was Frodo, in a costume
which I had worn to an LASFS3
Hallowe'en party the year before;
pink shirt, flowered vest, pinl:
knee~breeche8 with silver buckles
at eadh knee; a heavy gold ring
on a chain of cdd manufacture (i%

; looked more like scales than lirks)
‘/ a green-lined grey cloak and heced,
V/ fastened at the throat with a sil-

R ver veined grecen leaf, I also -
took an old pair of socks and sewed curly brown crepe hair on them,
dair from the ankles to the knees was ample enough and natural, My
nstume was enhanced by a long-stemmed pipe, I also had a short -
ord, made from a British WWI Baycnet; it had a wooden handle,

vzt much of a hilt, and a perfectly shaped blade for a short sword.

' out an edge on it and carved Sting in runic letters on the leather
s.abbard that came with it, ; /
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Ricy Smecry came as the leader of the Ringwraiths, He wore a
shimmery bluck cloak and hood, biack shirt and trousers, carried a
black sword, and wore a silver-and-black gauze mask, Steve Tolliver
was Strider, in leather jerkin, green doublet, sword and criass,

George Fields, as Gandalf the Vhite, wore white robes, loose
and flowing, and a broad-brimmed hat, designed after a number of
Kelly Freas hats; flat and low-profile, with a curiously pointed
brim,

IMilo Mason as Sauron wore a costume designed and constructed
by George, which was one of the best Tolkien costumes I've ever seen,
To begin with, Milo is six feet four, and rather thin, The costume,
naturally, was all black, including black gloves, The Eye was paint-
ed on the chest of the shirt, and repeated in the center of the ;
cloak, which was draped over both shoulders, Over his head was not
a2 hood, but a stiff cardboard helm, shaped to fit the head closely
and descending to a point between the eyes, Here another Eye was
inscribed., Rising behind the head, as high as the helm, was a stiff
high collar, The face was masked by a black curtain mask with gold-
inged eye-holes, The effect was quite dramatic; when he arrived at
1y house to pick me up, Miriam Dyches went to the front door and ran
back screaming "There's something at the floor! He's big, and he's
black, and he's ten feet talll" u

Bjo, who was the Arwen in the group, (- . ', says
"This was the.wery first Arwen costume, drawn from the first exub-
erance of the book's first listening, Later I realized that Arwen
was a good deal more dignified than this, but the sketch remains
my idea of a young, sylvan irwen, The skirt and sleeves were of
silver~grey taffeta, with fdrest green lining in the sleeves; the
bodice of grey-green brocade with thin curlycues of pale green-
gold embroidery, The neck scarf is sheer crystalline , shimmering
grey-silver-green. The sleeves touch the floor, as,does the scarf,
and have jewels sewn into the V-shapes; stones of amber against
the green, green against the grey,"

In 1959, at the Detention, there were two Tolkien costumes,
planned independently, I dame as Frodo after the One Ring had been
destroyed, I came as Frodo because it is Frodo with whom I identify
most strongly, and of course, because my height and coloring suit
the character of a hobbit, I chose to be Frodo after Mount Doom
simply because I had a beautiful white jewel to represent Arwen's
gift, but did not have a suitable ring.

My costume was simple and unimpressive, but, I thought, close
o the proper spirit; after all, Frodo was simple and unimpressive
cept to those who, like Gandalf, could see beneath the hobbit ex-
~ior, I wore bright blue slacks and a red shirt because 'they
2ss in bright colors’” and brown shoes because I could think of
vetter way to represent hobbit fur., I also wore a silver-grey
30k fastened with a pin of a dragon holding a vaguely leaf-shaped
_.cen stone,; my jewel was an ear-ring of my mothet's, set on a
¢raing a white stons surrounded by silver filigree, L crooked the
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long flnger of my 1eft hand down, and held it that way; this gave a
startlingly real appearance, My choice of fingers caused some com-
ment, but I was able to cité chapter and verse; "He sat up, and then
he saw that Frodo was lying beside him....o0ne hand behind bis head
and the other resting upon the coverlet. Eia'wes the right hand, and
the third finger mas missing," I had mixed the hands, but I had

the right finger, That is, I was right considering that Tolkien
nunbers fingers beginning with the first finger and I have always
started counting .with the. thumb

Bruce Pelz and I first met in costume at the Detention, He
-asked who I was, and I said "iJould it heTO if T told you my sword
was called S*lngq"

A gleam coms into his eye and he smiled slowly., "It would,? he
said, I asked who he was, #Would it help if I told you my ring was
called Nayya3" How's that for a wild set of introductions?

Bruce has a strong feeling for Gandalf; Gandalf dis his favorite
cha acter, Since he was unable to find grey er white robes, he came
lack; black shirt, trousers, cape ond hood., Also black beard.

He wore a gold colored ring, with a large red stone,

Gohdalf appeared again in 1960, at the Plttcon, 1n the person
of Den Studeboker, who describes his costume as follows; "As soon as
B had Tdeci:dedpiet stmrted to work on my staff, I walked through the
park with machete in hand. In the process I tripped -and fell flo%
_on my face over a fallen tree, .The tree was only nine to twelve
feet tall, Whipping out my hacksaw, I hewed away the top half of
the tree, Then I cut away the lower portion with the roots, and the

smaller side branches, leaving a piece about five feet high, After

several months of carving and burnlng with an electric stylais, the
staff had the general outline of a dragon -~- whose face reminded me
of a cross between Arlene Francis and a lovesick cow-- with a head,
o horn behind the head, twenty-seven gyes, thousands of SCﬂles, and
stlll wasn't finished the night before. the Pittcon,

Dying torn sheets and placing them piled on various grades of
porcelcin surfaces to give them o faded look, I dried them and sewed
them into a huge ragged cloak and hood of the most nondescript color
and form, IMy mother and I went digging in old. chests and found an
impossible white material which had the property of letting light
in ond diffusing it, so that the material seemed to glow, though it
Wwas opaque, Mother worked half the night sewing ond fitting until
I had what I wanted, an alb of irridescent white, We then dug out

gold chain belt with a gold cage change purse attached, A plasten
and wax ball went into a blue and silver knit sack. The corners
were bound with gold thread, and this served asco palantir, The
hardest part of the costume was the wig and beard, Nobody had a
white wig and beard in August, so we got hold of some Angel Hair,
that spun-glass stuff, used on Christmas trees, This was sewed on
a cheesecloth base,

iccessories to the costume included some of thot good old
Martland red clay, which I put on my face and built in layers and
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wrinkles to add about a hundred years to my ageg some “"stardust”

and tinselly, pewder which Harriet Kolchak provided and sprinkled
through my hair and beard; a white plastic moonstone glued in the
middle of my forehead, and an elaborate fire opal which was actually
a brooch glued to my real ring,

"More surprising was the act I staged to give the costume im-
pact, Doc Barrett asked who I represented, !'Gandalf,' I said,
*Gandalf the wizaord.,! Then I swept off the cloak and hurled a .
~ireball into the audience, It went off with a superb puff of
smoke and a loud bang,

The Lord of the Rings will probably continue to be much in
favor as costume material, In the first place, it includes many
different, yet recl-sceming characters, Almost everyone identified
with someone in it, In the second place there are so many different
societies in it that almost every house has the materials to
represent the costume of one of its peoples., And last, The Lord of
The Rings is a great book, We love it, The highest form of _
ITattery is imitation; and even 8trider wanted to put something of
the Elves! into the Common Speech.

"Ruth Berman
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continued from contents page

frequently this fanzine will appear, but Don Studebaker sent us a
letter, about the length of an Entish speech, which will serve as
a core for a second issue; and future issues, also, will contain a
letter column, And we have material promised from Téd White and
others,.... so there will be AT LEAST one more issue,

Copies will be sent free to contributors, letterewriters, and to
active members of the Hyborian Legion and the Fellowship of the
Ning, Freeloaders and mere '"collectors’ are actively discouraged
rom subscribing; but for those who have more mongy than time,
copies will be'reluctantly dispensed for 25¢ each, NO subscriptions
will be accepted for more than one issue in advance, at any time,

For future issues we would ‘'be particularly interested in articles
dealing with the work of Kuttner and Merrit}, early Leigh Brackett,
and the growth of fantasy into science-fiction fantasy, This fan-
zine will also serve as the small voice of that peculiar subdivisiom
of fandom known as ''costume fandom, "

We repeat; we are not competing with PALANTIR, or with AMRA, ; we
just think it's too long between issues, and we think fandom can .
support more than one sword-and-sorcery fanzine, Are we right?

Tell us. eew

Marion Bradley, David Bradley, Paul Zimmer



éb DAVID BRADLEY is the youngest contributor to ANDURIL, as well as
the youngest member bf the Fellowship of the R;g%. ahd of the N3F,
His age is tleven,  This arficle, printéd without editorial omis-
diohs or retouchings, is presented as .an interesting and logical,
if perhaps not entirely tenable thesis about

the BEGINNING of the ORC.S..

Goblins spawned by elves? . .

I have been wondering where the 6recs came from, s

We know they were short and had long arms and were bow-legged,
because Sam said, when Frodo was disguised, "..a perfect little orc..
..if we could give you longer arms and make you bowlegged," We know
that they were very cruel, and (from "The Hobbit!") that "they msde no
veautiful things but many clever ones,'" They lbved below the earth,
I expect, because the sun hurt their eyes badly and made them weak,
The most characteristic thing about them, I think, is their fear of
the Elf swords,

How did they get that way? : - : :

There was something wrong with.them, not quite right, They
speak of them as having been "spawned" rather than born, What sort
of things are spawned. Fish and frogs, cold-blooded things, The
orcs must have been cold blooded also, Treebeard said "Sauron made
them in mockery of elves", But Treebeard was only using a figure of
speech, I am sure, For Frodo said "The Enemy céannot ‘make real true
living things....he did not create the orcs, he only ruined them and
twisted them,.,." ' '

_ (Refer here to Doc Weir's explanation of radioactivity and mu-.
tations, in his article on Hithlain,) * Before the sinking of Beler-
4and, there were "webs of horror..." and such things there, caused by
the Great Darkness, This was what caused the elves to make their mag-
ical swords, .

Now the way I see it, there must have been a group of elves
living in Beleriand, and when the great evil came, when they had chile
dren they were strangely deformed, The elves treated them with kind-
ness but watched them to see what they would be like, They were mean-
er than the elves and did many cruel deeds, The elves would have
treated these things (who were still their children) as humanely as
possible (as the parents in THE MIDWICH CUCKOOS, or, if you've Seen
the movie, VILLAGE OF THE DAMNED, treated their mutant children, )

I think that in the end when these were growh they took them”
off to another place and gave them their home there, They had to
get rid of them, maybe, because one of them had played a cruel prac-
tical joks and caused the death of an E1lf and the elves sent them
away ere some worse thing should happen, They drove them away with
the elf sworde which hurt their eyes, Question; did the orfs have
any feeling for the elves? No, I think not, because they have no
love for anything, which is:- why the elves gave up on-them,

That's why they say "spawned"., Because the ores didn't even
love one another, or their children, any more than any cold blooded
creature, The eives were too kind to kill them, But when they saw
what these creatures had brought on the world they repentéd it, and
stayed to die in Beleriand when it was sunk under the sea, By now
you have probably guessed that this was the beginning of the orcs,

DAVID STEPHEN BRADLEY
(%I PALANTIR # 1; A Discussion of Hithlain; Weir -ed,)
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\%\2, In speculation about the change of
¥ Arwen from elf-kin to mortal woman

the thing to remember is to limii
the talk only to the elves as des~
cribed by Tolkien, It has been too
lbong sihce I re-read THE LORD OF THE
RINGS, but the general feeling I got
while reading about the elves was
that while they ware wondrous fair,
and oft refarred vo a8 seeming %to
glow with an iuternal radiancz, they
ware not greatly differeat from Men,
Not, at least, physically,in anponr-
ance or internal chemistry, a th-:
would not have been able to intr
marry and have children by men,
difference came from withinj watl
than making them "not human",it mo
them "more than human,"

\/ W) 95/

While the elves can do many wondrou:
things, these abilities are treatea
~ more as "skills"™ than as "Magic,"®
\#7 Their abilities are similar to,and
7 in some ways less than those of 'The
People" in the Zenna Henderson 8er«
ies, Even their great cge scems more
the récsult of action than an inheri-
tance; for they are able tn give 1t
up at will, Then, too, long 1lile
was known t0. some ‘men ‘of IMidlie
Earth as well, and was not limi%ed
to the elves alone,

There may have been something they
did to keep themselves young and in
tune with the elf-magic, Thelr pow-
ers might have been toch psycholog=
ical and physical, resultiang thoth
from mental training and some type
of physical action; siich as what
they ate, The elves may have drawn
on cne another for their powers and
skills; and closing off their minc:
from the rest of their kir might ©
in pars  what' brouplt abcut’ to
change, All this may scem less p
t'iesque than viewing tasu as an
elder race apart; but it weuldd fir
the teeling the books give ---that

RICK SNEARY



could be explained --if only we knew enough about them, A

Thus, when Arwen decides to renounce her heritage and become
a mortal woman, she ma{ not actually have undergone any magi-
cal transformation =~~although the knowledge may have been so
old, and so steeped in tradition, that it had taken on the air
of magic, She may have but closed that part of her mind that
was attundd to the elf-world, and given up the elvish science
that had assured her long life, ,In much the same way, a Prine-
cess of a later age might have given up her Royal title, and
rights, to marry for love, She too might feel that she was giv-
ing up something real, and in becoming a commomer, becoming a
different kind of woman, While no actual change might take

place, in_either case, the belief that it had taken place would
be the main consideration,

Wouldn't this fit in, then, as another of the "great loves" of
classic fiction? The one who gives up family and fortune, to
follow the hero, Strider becomes an all-powerful King; but Ar-
wen gives up what might seem to be a gift even greater --- be
it science or magical inheritance -- for her love,

. OF MENAND SLVes

It puzzles me how Arwen could marry a
man two thousand years younger than
herself, One would think that the
difference in ekperience "would be
such that.they would have little in
cormion,  Perhaps elves, after a cere-
tain point, did not continue to mature;
or perhaps their maturity came so slow-
ly that, two thousands of years - older
than her husband, she was still on a
par with him in respect to experience.

It appears that the elvish immortality
is at least partly psychologicalj; from
Arwen! s increased gravity and maturity
after meeting Aragorn, from the abili-
ty of the Halfelven to choose between
humanity or elfdom, from tThe fact that
the elves lost their immortality after
marrying humans, It has occurred to me that thHe elves must
have had some ability to predict the future, Why else would
any half-elf choose to be human, except from the knowledge
that his seed would inherit the earth? Nothing else would
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THE MYSTERY OF CHOICE ; Elinor Busby . . P

even partially récompense for the logs of the elvish immortality,.
Yet at least. two of the elf-women made-#his mysﬁeyious_phoice. :

Interbreeding bétween tHe various races of '"Men" is interesting

to copsider. “Apparently elves. and men'could interbreed with ease,
the oply deterrent being that.in general’it would not appeal o
the elf, It appéars that in’‘each casc of inferharriage it was a-
mortal man with an'elf woman, . Why is this?" Did elf-men (perhaps
a tautology, but we will retain the term Tor the sukelel clarity) -
never interbreed with human women? If not; why not? Since from
21l accounts the elves mate for life, I surmise that the elf who
made such a choice lost his -~ immortality, or whatever it was --
and women having more humility, the elf-women were more apt to
give . up this gift than were the elvish men,. A2 b | s
And most interbreeding between races--Americans with Koreans, In=-
dians or whatever =-'is on a ®asis of promiscuity} the elves,with,
what seems to have been a high order of emotional’ monogamy, were
completely barred from this type of interbreeding., Of course the
differences smongst modern men are mere wvariety, while elves, men,
dwarves, hobbits and whatever were all true species,

But when elf and man intermarried, whether the result were man or
elf was a matter of choice. Aragorn and Arwen, though of different
species, were actually distant gousins; but tﬁe one who chose to
bc a man still inherited elvish qualities, as with the vastly ip-
proved longevity-in the line of the Kings of Gondor, Did the
children of such unions who chose to be mff elven-kind, inherit
human qualities as well? If so, what? Did Elrond have some
characteristicg.more typical of humankind than elven-kind? = Was
he, perhaps, warmer to Bilbo. and to the ether hobbits than he
might have been, had he been-of pure elvish descent? w0y

It's known that orcs and men could interbreed, They did --and the
offspring had the evil quality of ores, but were able to.endure the
daylight --which orcs could not, It's not a pleasant thought, It!'s
possible that the Dark Lord was simply able, in some way, to make
it possible for his orcs to.go.out in the daytime, and hence ob-
servers merely assumed that théy were not pure . ores, .I like this
better, I think, than the idea of orcs and men interbreeding.

Did men and hobbits interbreed? Were there not some hobbits who
were considerably larger than the rest, and might have been of
partially human destcent?. ((The Stoors, who also had occasionally

a trace of beard,)). Difference in size would be ng, barrier, sinhce
midgets often marry full-sized humans and ‘have children by them,
Would there be an insurmountable psychic barrier? I doubt it,

I feel sure that dwarves never married non-dwarves, Their pride
of rage would be terrific, nor would they be attractive to other
races, They also, I believe, mated for lile, You remember that
there were many fewer women than men) and that many of the women
chose not to marry, and for that reason the dwarves were not an
expanding race, (I suspect that dwarves were less apt to marry
than elves, but when they did marry, had much larger families,)
Because this part of their lives seems to have held much less
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relative importance, Gimli was able to form ~-as the most im~
portant part of his life-~ an attachment for Galadricl,  without
any fear, on anyone's part, of scandal or embarrassment,

It seems apparcnt that elves lived, not just in the réal world,
but also in another world of perhaps superior realityg although
this scemed to apply only tc elves who hnd dwelt in the Blessed
Realm beyond the farthest seas, so this wouldn't say anything"
zbout Aragorn and Arwen, But Galadriel had this ability -~ to
dwell in both worlds at once, Elves who had been in the Blessed
Realm had much more prestige among their kind than elves who had
not, which may bec one rcason (to digress for a moment) why
Galadriel wore the Ring, rather than Celeborn, It's clear that
Galadriel was the more important of the two -=- the Lady of the
Golden Wood-~ but tho tact with which she referred to, deferred
to her husband was exquisite, and must have prevented his ever
feeling one down,

The reason why the clves had to leave Middle Earth was that they
weré an unsuccessful experiment in the long struggle against e-
vil, They were a success, in that they loved good, and they were
essentially incorruptible, But they lacked flexibilityj;and they
lacked guts, Not in the sense that they would ever renounce the
good, or embrace evil, through fear or anything else, But they
would flee from evil, through a fastidious horror, rather <than
fighting it, at times; when dwarves, hobbits or men would fight
it, DRemember Legolas in Motia? Boromir showed far more guts
than Legolas, there, On the other hand, in an open struggle,
Legolas did magnificently against the orcs; I strongly suspect
that he failed, at Helm's Deep, to kill more orcs than Gimli,
because of deference to Gimli's pride; and the strong friendship
between them; not bechuse he couldn't have killed more orcs, if
he put his mind to it.

But the elves had a tendency to
run across the sea when things
got rough for them in  Middle
Earth, This was better than a
giving in to the Ememy, better
than embracing evil ---~ but it
didn't help Middle Earth much,
When -the elves went across the
Sea, all they did was clear the .*
field for action, Of course ,
this does not apply to those of
the elves who were still around
during the action of the story
and those who went across the
Sea after the destruction of

the One Ring were not running a
way; they were leaving a world
where there was no longer any
place for them, el N M N Ol N
And those who had chosen mortal b i = et e e e
king remcined, inheritors of the world they“rQQDunced,ﬁgprever.‘
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FIRST OF THE SUPERNATURAL ROMANCES
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AS FAR AS I CAN FIND, The Worm Ouroboros (by Eric

Rucker Eddison) was the first of all supernatural ro-

mances, Previously there had been certain works which

had 5o some extent pointed out the direction that the
supernatural romance was to take, For example, Rider Haggard
with his semi=historical fantasy The World!'s Desire, which
undoubtedly influenced many writers of the supernatural ro-
mance, This story, however, tokes place within historicad
times, and upon our own planet,

Eddison was the first writér to produce the true Super=-
natural romance, His Worm Ouroboros takes plac¢e on the
planet Mercury, and concerns itself with a war between the -
two greatest nations of that world, Witchland and Demonland,

We are introduced to this world by Edward Lessingham (one
of the central figures of Eddison's later Zimianvian trilogy)
who is carried there on the back of a hippogriff, He remains,
however, an invisible spectator throughout the story, making
comments for the benefit of the reader, but unable to affect
the actions of the people of Mercury, thus setting a precede
ent for future writers of the supernatural romance,

The story tells how King Gorice XIII of Witchland, :
great nigromancer, uses his sorcery to carry off the Lord
Goldry Bluzco of bemonland, Goldry'!s brother, Lord Juse, is
bidden in a dream to inquirc in Koshtra Belorn, a mountain
that lies beyond the haunted plateau of the Moruna, Journey-
ing there with the Lord Brandoch Daha, he meets the immortal
Queen Sophonisba, from whom he learns that he can go to the
side of his brother only upon the back of a hippogriff,.

Meanwhile, Gorice sends his forces to conquer Demonland,
We witness a great deal of intrigue between the hobles, ‘
Corsus, Corinius and Corund for the command of the expedition,
The trcacherous Corsus receives it, and so mismanages the
campaign that his soldiers mutiny, He is recalled and re-

laced by Corinius, who defeats the forces of Demonland, but
instead of following up his wictory, assaults the castle of
Krothring in an attempt to capture Mevrian, the sister of the
Lord Brandoch Daha, While he is still ~t Krothring, Lord
Juss and Brandoch Daha return and lead fhe forces of Demon=-
land to an overwhelming victory, Lord Brandoch Daha- dives
to the bottom of a lake for the eggs of a hippogriff, which
"5 hatched and ridden by the lord Juss to the haunted mountain, Zora
ch Nan Psarion, and rescues Goldry Bluzco, The Demons then attack
itechland,

Gorice once again attempts sorcery but loses control of the

spirit he summons, and is destroyed; and the nobles of Witehland

vuid killed by the treachery of Corsus,
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The demove journ for tie fnil of Witchland, foresseing their
own downfall --"For now scrmanship and all high arts of war must
perish..,and we must become shepherds and herdsmen.,” The Gods
answer their prayers, and time itself is turned back so that the war
may be eternal, : 5 S i -

The first writer to follow Eddison's lead was Robert A, Howard
whose Conan and King Kull Stories show the unmistakable influence of

ﬁddlson, This is to be secn most clearly in The

Phoenix on the Sword and The Hour of the Dragon.
{Ccnan the Conqueror)., I¥ is secn less clearly in
Beyond the Black River, the Tresbure of Tranicos,
The Sandow Kingdom, and Black Colossus, Traces
are to be found in virtually all Howard'!s work, -
Through Howard, Eddison also indirectly influenced
a host of other writers, of whom Poul Anderson and
Fritz Leiber are today the most prominent, Eddis-
onts direct influence is also noticeable in Flet-
cher Pratt's Well of the Unicorn, )

While there is no evidence that J,R.,R, Tolkicn
~~greatest of the Supérnatural Roémancers --ever
Zasg  read The Worm Ouroboros, it is not impossible that
i = he may have donc so; for Eddison was, as Tolkien
‘3, a scholar of some note, translator of EEil's Saga, and a linguist,
+hus it is not improbable that Tolkien may have read The Worm Ouro=~
boros before beginning his massive trilogy --yet, if so, he received
IittTle from it save the idea of creating a new world, ' )

Tolkien, however, drew his world from the same clements out of
ghicthddison fashioned his; the ancient Norse myth® and medieval

egends, £ b

The Worm Ournboros is important begausc it was the prototype of

an entirc new subdivision of fantasy, the Supernatural Romance,
Before Eddison, no writer had ever cteated a new world as a setting
for the creatures of myth and legend, The field of Fantasy would
be far poorer without Eddisonts Mercury and Zimionvio, Howard!s
prehistorica world of the Hyborian Age, Pratt's world of the Well,
Tolkient's Middle Earth, and the other worlds of the Supernatural
Romance, :

The story is written in language of a richness seldom encount-
ered in writers of thc twentieth century; Eddison wrdte in a quasi=-
Elizabethan style which is sometimes rather ¢ircumlocutious but "
often poetic, The dialogue reads like Shakespeare, Eddison's major
fault is one stolen from Spenser; he continually mis-spells words
to moke them seem more archaic,* LIRS

The Worm Ouroboros is truly a book to inspire the imaginatiédn,
filled with such characters as the philosophicidl traitor Gro, who
2lways deserts the winning side for the losing; or the magnifidént
'nd sinister King Gorice, whosc signet and seal is the worm Ouro-

“oros, symbol of eternity,
Paul Zimmer
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This needs a_bit of elaboration, Spenser, writing before Shake-
s care in the 16th century, wrote in a day when the spelling of the
.nglish language was s$till fludc¢ & lettered men so few thot each man
spelled as he saw fit, Those who wish tb imitate medieval writers-
tend to imitate this quality, and take their spelling from Spensér,
rather than Shakespcare whose spelling -omtliwad him to become modern.
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THE THEORY OF INTERLOCKING FANTASY-WORLDS has always fascine

ated me, Suppose that some day, through the work
of unguessable agencies, Conan shduld be confront-
ed with Tarzan ,.,Shérlock Holmes match with with
Dr Fu Manchu ,,, Northwest Smith face adventure a
step away from the Grey Mouser?

HERE I HAVE ENVISIONED A MEETING between Regis Hastur, hero

of the Merdinian~Darkover fantasies, and.,....but
you may decide for yourself the true identity »f
the man who called himself Speranszu,

THE MERDINIAN-DARKOVER cmcle, which I have also drawn upon

for the "Terran Empire Novels, is a selfcogtgined
world with its own geography, history, and lang-
uages, oSome accidental similarities of names,dis-
covered AFTER I had read The Lord of the Rings
caused me ~~ like the loremaster of Minas Tirith--
to "reflect at leisure on the history of tongues.!
Such names as Castamir, Lindir, Arador, Eldarion,
Estel, have long been current in the chronicles of
the Hasturs, Names of course, are free to anyone
inventive enough to make use of them; for instance
at onc time it seemed to me that no sooner would I
locate or invent a name for use in a story, than
Leigh Brackett would promptly use it in one of her
fantasiesl All this simply states that my speci-
al background of linguistics and folkloew is by no
means unique,

THIS CAME TO MY ATTENTION while working on one of the sword-

THE FOLLOWING EPISODE, THEN

and=-cloak fantasy adventures, this one about Regis
Hastur, and sending it to my brother to read,chap-
ter by chapter, as completed, He recmarked - pro-
voking me - that he hoped "the persual of the Tol-
kien books will influence your work,..I think itts
Just what you need, "

was begun with the intention of
writing a pastiche of the Tolkien style, and send-
ing it to him without comment, as just another of
Regis'! adventures -~ the point of the joke Dbeing
to see whether Paul realized it when his leg was
being pulled, But before I completed the epssode
I had lost sight of the joke and was interested in
the possibilities of this curious interlocking of
two separate private worlds of fantasy,

AS THE FIRST, THEN, (we hope) in a series of Apocryphal Adven~

tures, we present a meeting in the HyadeS.cesee
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THE YADARIN LAY BEHIND HIM; the lower sloped of
the Hyades lay btchind him; and on the evening of the fourth
day since he had set forth from High Windward, Regis Hastur
led his horse wearily along a trail that descended steeply
into a valley filled with evening mists,

He was tired and worn, His wounded hand ached
with the dampness and cold, although he could hold reins and
knife, now, without pain, Bul befcore him the final ridge of
the Hellers still barricaded lis way, an obstacle which he
must cross before finding the citadei of Des Trailles,

' He had met with few travellers on his way; no one
left their home now unless they must, with the country to the
South rising in war, and Regis had taken the least-known trails,
Sometimes these had led him to abandoned shepherds' huts where
he had snatched a few hours of broken sleep, woven with euil
dreams and the shock of waking in fear, hearing in his mind
something like soundless cries in Daniiofs voice, But whether
these were true Seeing, or mere phantoms born of his dread, he
could not guess,

Only rarely, and when no other means would serve
to tell him which of the confusing trails would lead most rap-
idly to his goal, did he drew forth the starstone from conccak-
mente  In its depths, colours swirled and no true sight, nor
did he try to concentrate upon the swirling for clear vision
cf Danilo's face, It was enough that when he thrust it away
again He could feel the unmistakable pull -=~ to the left or
Lo the right, forward or backward -~ telling him which way
Danilo had been taken by his captors,

The night before, he had slept, cold and cramped,
in a little thicket near the roadway; before dawn he had wak-
ened to hear hoofbeats and voices, and from his hiding place
seen a company uf men passing by, They were Dry~towners rrom
Ardcarran and Daillon, their faces smeared with barbarous col-
ours after the fashion of those folk in warj since their passing,
his road had been deserted save for silent farms where dogs
barked menacingly as he rode by , or a ragged child would peep
from behind a hedge as he passed, But all the afternoon even
these signs of life had been lacking; he rode through bleal
hills stripped clean of life and plucked of people as if by
some monstrous gardener gathering in his crops, ;

He did not dare turn his thoughts south, nor try
to see in the crystal how the Rangers fared behind him; and in
fact his brain quailed at thought ©f the wrath that would fall
on his head when Ggynn Leynier discovered that he had ridden
alone into these hills,

But in his mind he defended what He had done, After
he had taken a wound at the battle of High Windward, Gwynn had
intended to send him to safety; he was no further use in battle
aow, and the capture of Danilo had shown them all that the foes
were even more eager for Sevener hostages and prisoners than to
.Aflict death: so that his presence actually endangered the bamid
. Rangers, But before Gwynn could send him, with the escort
his Hastur rank .demandad, Regis had gone sccretly to Dyan Ardais .
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"I am no child}" he had flamed at the scconde, "to be
sent here or there under guard in time of war} ~Nor can Gwynn
spare the men] Dcnilo rode alone from Syrtis to High Windward
to warn us ~~ I can ride alone to Edelweiss, or let me put a
shift about my knees and call me princess of Hasturs, not prince"

Dyan Ardais -~ tall, rangy, cruel of eye and heart ==
surveyed him intently, and Regis wondered if the Sevener had
seen through him; but Dyan was not one of the telepath Leyniers,
and at last he had said only "Be it so, young Hastur, Pledge
me but your word in honor to ride direcély to Edelwedss without
turning from your path, except in necessity if you meeb armed
men, and you may go unescorted, I will answer to Gwynn,"

And Regis had given his word; and to Edelweiss he had
ridden, indeed ~~ for clothing which would be*inconspicuous in
the mountains, for food and a horse better suited to mountain
trails than his beloved Melusine and which, ab need, he could
abandon, And, not least, for the blue crystal he wore about
his neck, the starstone given to him reductantly by his sorcer-
ess sister, But Gwynn would have seen through him, Gwynn
would have bidden him to ride to Edelweiss without turning a=-
side, but Gwynn would also have bidden him not to depart thence
without orders,

Now, four days later, he found himself in the hills,
alone and afraid,

Now, at thé bottom of the balley, he heard the faint
trickle of a stream; thc horse lifted her ears and nickered
softly, and Regis patted her neck, "I am thirsty too," he
murmured, "we will drink, and you shall graze a little, but
then we must push on; there is no time for sleep tonight, chiya®

He went on murmuring oehildishly to the animal, because
it eased his tension to speak aloud, "Yes, and soon I must
turn you loose, you cannot take the road over the Hellers, You
have a willing heart, but I shall need hands and feet more nim-
ble than yours, lass, Where will you go, I wonder? To someone,
I hope, who will appreciate you as you deserve, You are much
too good to wander for long unclaimed in such a country of
outlaws, but even a renegade of the Hellers might be good to
such gift from the horse~Gods,"

He halted as the horse threw back her head, smiffing
as if at some unexperted scent, Regis smelled it now, too;
wood smoke, He stopped, checking the animal with a hand on her
bridle, and looked ground, '

Down here in the valley it was already quite dark,

He could just see a pale glint of smoke away to the left, ris-
ing from behind a high, conical mount of rock -~ only a black-
ish outline at one side of the path, The fire was well con-
cealed behind it; even now, the telltale smoke had diminished
to nothing, Eyes less keen than those of Regis would not have
seen it at all; and there was always a smell of burning in the
hills ravaged so ofteb by forest-fire,

' Regis hesitated, Anything might lie behind that
mound, Yet it was too quistw he thought, for an armed encamp-
ments no stamp of horses, no sound of men's voices, and above
all no challenge from the guard sheh an encampment would surely
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“have posted, Shepherds, doubkless,
. o charcoal=burners,: Or somessoli-
“ tary outlaw, or even an innocent
hunter -~ unlikely as it scemed for
anyone to come here for his hunting,

In any case his path led past
the mysteriously concealed fire,for
it curved around the mount, in the
perfcct way for an ambush;y and Regis
had no desire to stop an arrow or a
knife coming noiselessly out of the
-dark, Yet if he drew off now, he
might lose his road in the dark and
wander long before he found it anew,
Suddenly making up his mind, he drew
his hobbles from. the saddleﬁag and
tethered the horse!s front feet so
she could not wander far awayj;there
was grass, Bhough coarse and bunchy,
‘here at:the bottom of the valley,

: Carefully he drept toward the
mound, From its top, he thought he
could look down unseen at the hidden
fire, and decide ‘how many were near-
by, and whéther they were likel¥y to
be-a-threat to him, O i s ¥,

© - One wiser in woodcraft than Re-
gis could have made this mistake--=
skilled he was indeed, in the mount-
“*ains -0f his own country, but he had
never before come into %he Hellers;
the regularity of the mound signif-
ied nothing to him except an - easy
loockout and an easy climb, He set
his feet carefully, among the loose
stones, and did not sec in the dark-
ness the network of cracks and holes
winding across the surface, He did
not, indeed, like the "feel" of the
mound under%oot; but even when  he
put his foot into a hole, he only

‘4 reminded himself that snakes, at an
;#=  hour like this, would be curled up
: asleep, and weny quietly on, feeling
for footholds with his toes,

He reached the top and paused,
with an uneasg sense as if something
were crawling®on his body, He brush-
i{ed at himself nervously, put his fod
iinto another hole, rccovercd his bal-
ance and looked down toward the glimt
ciygiof the fire below,
sl A mist was rising from the nars
row stream that ran along the rocks;
beyond lay a cluster of dark tress,
and within the trees the small fire,
and a dark oblong that might, or
might not, have been a slceping man.
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The crawling sensation persisted; Regis put up his hand
to brush at his neck, then gasped as an agony like fire stung
through his palm, The next instant another stabbing pain ran
through the anklw above his boot; he jumped and fell, sliding,
along the broken holes, A rock rattled loose, and another hot
and terrible needle firerted his wrist with a pain so awful that
he could not have ferced hack a yell if instant death had been
the penalty, He heard sudden, clattering feet and scrambled
desperatel:r to fling himself back across the ridge and geb away=--

"This wagl Quicki"™ Strong hands jerked him up to
hig feet; he stumbled, fell against somebody, and then a man,
only a blue in the twilight, was raining swift, beating blows
on his body and head., Regis cried out and raised a hand to
protect himself, but the man went on slapping at him, meanwhile
shoving him roughly down the slope and on to firm ground., He
stooped quickly to brush at his own clothing; then came back to
Regis, slapping all over him; jerked him around, then sighed
with a gasp of relief,

"I think that!'s all --" and as Regis swayed and
stumbled, the man held him upright with strong hands, "Here,
come this way ~- what blundering fool would try to cross a
mound of scorpion-anys in the dark?" ‘

Regis gasped, but still could not speak, They
splashed across the stream and out into the light of the small
fire; by it, Regis could see his rescuer, or his captor, clear-
ly, 4 tall man, unusually tall and rangy, clad in dark unfam-
iliar clothing; in the firelight his face looked sunbeaten and
weathered and grim, and his eyes were grey and stern, "Blund-
ering young fool," he repeated, still gasping with his efforts,
"you came near to meeting a dreadful death, but that my ears
are sharp. Had I not heard you until you cried out, by the
time I reached you, you would have had a thousand stings and
your body by now would be bursting like a rotten apple with
their poison}™ ;

"I ~~didn't know," Regis stammered, The man pushed
him down by the fire ~---where, feeling deathly sick and faint,
Regis was glad to let himself fall -~ and knelt beside him,
taking his arm and pushing back the sletve, then unfastening
the topmost clasp of Regis! ankle-boots, Arm and leg were
already red as fire and swelling fast and the man looked
grave, touching the wounds with strong gentle fingers; then he
gighed and straightened up with something,which, in a face less
grim, might have been a smile, ‘

"Your luck is better than you deserve,” he said,

"Three stings, no more, You will have a swollen arm and leg,

but by morning you will not be much the worse, You may even

be the better, if this teaches you to keep away from such

things -- pain is a rough teacher, but a good one, Had you

had a dog or a horse with you, they would have had the sense

not to set foot on the'moundlﬁ

Regis sat up., '"Are you not hurt?" he asked, "You
stamped all over the mound =~ /

"My boots are thick; also I knew what I was about,
and I moved too swiftly for them," said the stranger. "Well,
one thing is certain, you cannot go far on that foot; so 1



wui have a guest at my fire, it seems, Though company is what
L sought to avoid, Now tell me what you were doing, crawling a-
bout on a scorpion-any mound in the pitch~dark, "

"I too was seeking to avoid company," said Regis, and
the stranger threw back his head and laughed., an unexpectedly
merry sound, "But those I tried to shun would have been wise
enough in the ways of their own woods to stay off the btarricade
I chose to give me shelter! But what is a boy your age -- for now
I look well at you, I see you are only a boy =--=- doing in these
hills, alone and wandering so late?" .

"T am old enough to be out at night,” Regis said stiffly,
© 1T was==hunting,"

"You are i1l equipped for that," said the stranger, stard-
ing above him almost menacingly, "no bow, ho ‘spear,; no snares --
~nd no woodecraft, Whatever your quarry, you could hardly come at
.0 with less 8kill," 'He surveyed Regis in silence for a moment,
"y hunting was better, you see," he said at last, and gestured’
to the fire, Regis could see that over the flames a rough spit
of green wood had been rigged, on which a large bird was roasting
with little sizzles, It smelied very good, The stranger said
"And since the better hunter must show. hospitality to the less —
there is plenty here for becth,” He pointed to where the trickling
stream splashed down from the rocks into a shallow pool, only a
few feet away., "Take off your  boot and bathe your hand and foot,"
he said, "it will lessen the worst of the swelling, Then we wil
eat, and ~-=" he added, his eyes kindling to sternness again, "we
will talk, " ‘

Regis felt confused and, oddly, annoyed; it was apparent
that the man dismissed him as someone too ineffectual to take
Sseriously as a possible foe; a harmless boy to be helped out of
a blundering mistake, but no one to worry about or challenge,

It occurred to Regis that this was probably the safest mask he
might wear --while the stranger did not take him seriously, he was
not apt to be dangerous,

And yet there was something about the man --the stern
glint behind his eyes, perhaps -- which warned Regis; this was no
one to trifle with, He would not be easy to deceive,

But somehow Regis did not believe this was one of the -
renegades of the hills, He warned himself not to place overmuch
trust in any stranger because of a chance courtesy; but from what
h¢ had heard of the outlaws of the Hyades, instead of rescuing
»im from the mound, they would have been more apt to stand by and
listen to his shrieks with laughter, jeering at his shrieks and
4atching him die with pleasure; or, if by chance he escaped, to
vhrust him back, : '

Nor did the stranger speak the jargen of the hills, but
addressed Regis in the casta tongue of Carcosaz speaking with
ease and skill, although his accent was something strange and
the words phrased a little differently than a lowlander would have
spoken them, s T

The man was still regarding him with something like
amusement in his grey eyes, and it struck Regis that in any case,
offered hospitality should not be requited with distrust, And
courtesy was second nature to a valley Sevener,

He said quietly "There is food, and some .wine, in my.
saddlebags, She, too, would be safeir behind the mound, Tf you



will wait a moment, I will fetch her," 21

"Stay where you are! You will get no boot on that foot a-~
gain for two or three hours," said the man, "I will bring your
horse out of range of any light-fingered passer-by, I advise
you, now, to try that cold water on your foot," He went swiftly
away, moving with thc noiselessness almost of a shadow, and
Regis, abashed by the repeated admonition ~-given as if to a ‘
child =-- sat and bathed his arm and his foot as he had been bidden,
At first the shock of the icy water was as painful as the bites,
but after a time he felt the pain begin to subside,

He looked around the small clearing, What he had thought,
from his lookout, to be the form of a sleeping man, was only a
long, rolled-up cloak of sombre grey, without ornament of any
kind; beside it lay a sword-belt and sheathed sword, but there
was no sign of any other pack or gear of any sort except a loop
of cord which Regis guessed to be the snarme he had used for taking
the bird now crackling and browning over the fire,

At last the stranger appeared, leading Regis!' horse, and
the boy heard him talking softly to the animal in some tongue he
could not understand, as he unsaddled the mare and tethered her
to a tree, 0Oddly, his way with the horse was more reassuring to
Bwgis than his grim hospitality, He came back to the fire, moving
silently in long steps, and prodded at the roasting bird with
the point of a long, finety-wrought knife,

"I too have small store of traveler's food," he said, "and
this will not keep or carry well, So let us spare what we can
take with us, and eat well on what tonight has given," &6 Ssaying,
he cut up the bird and extended a generous portion to Regis, Re=~
gis bowed as best he could while still seated, and accepted it,
Hungry after several days of cold food, it seemed to him that few
fine feasts had ever tasted so good as this wild bird roasted over
a hidden fire, y

Tet he spared a moment to observe his host, His clothing
was shabby and travel-worn -- as indeed was Regis! own, an old
hunting~suit of Gabriel's, too large for him -~ and rough and poor,
but his boots were well made of good leather, and the leather
gauntlets tucked into his belt were lined with fur, The knife,
though plain and the hilt much worn, was beautifully forged of a
silvery metal, He ate, though as hungrily as Regis and as if he,
too, had eaten poorly for some days, without any hint of unseemli-
ness or greed; and when they had both eaten as much as they could
hold, he gathered up the bones leisurely, buried them in the sand,
and carefully cleaned his fingers in the grass, Then, returning
to the fire, he sighed, regretfully, ;

"To sit by a fire is pleasant in the wild," he said, "yet
I feel we would both be safer without the light, I have no taste
for raw meat, or I would not have dared to build it and leave it
lighted for so long, It betrayed me to you, and might bring
others, By your leave, I think we had better put it out,"

"It is your fire," said Regis, startled by the tacit assum-
ption that they might have common foes, "you need not ask my leave
to put it outl" .

With noiseless laughter, the stranger covered the fire
until no spark remained visible, and then damped it with water,
One burning branch he laid asidc for a moment, a glowing cgal;
then, seating himself a little way from Regis, drew something
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from his pockets., To his amazement, Regis saw that it was a pipe,
ahich "8 man proceeded unabashedly to fill, g

“Will you smoke?i

"No indeedi" said Regis, startled to real discourtesy this
time, "what do you take me for?"

The stranger laughed, aloud this time,

"Forg.ve me! I hid forgotten for a moment, almost, in
what land I was travelling! Well now; that tells me more about
you than a hundred questions, young man; for here in the mountains
and in every other land I have known, men smoke --where the custom
is known--but it is unseemly for women, Only in the Seven Domaiins
of Carcosa have I seen a land where women alone may smoke without
fear of ridicule or worse,": So -~ what is a son of the Seveners
doing in these mountains which your people fitly call Hellers?®

"I may have leave, surely, to hunt in my own mountains?"

"Hunt? Not, I think, for rabbits or birds!"

"Be that as it may," Regis retorted, "you who question me
must know that strangers are selflom seem in this land, and seldom
de we give them leave to wander about where they will, What is my
host®s name, that I may thank him fitly for his hospitality?"

The man, dark in the small light of the glowing branch, was
filling a small pipe. Regis knew --from Gwynn's tales-~-that this
was not, beyond the Kadarin, the mark of effeminacy which it would
have been in the Domains; indeed, he had seen Miguel Leynier smoke
~-though of course he did not do so publicly, Still, it made him
remotely uncomfortable,

"By your leave, then?" the stranger said, raising the

branch and lighting his pipe, His face was weatherworn in the red
glow, and careworn too; but he looked kind when he smiled, "Well,
my young hunter who hunts without snares or bow, I do have leave
to travel in these hills, given me in Carcosa; though I am now on
my road home and out of your country. As for my name--~ well,
I have many names, almost as many as the lands I have seen, And
here the sound of my name is a word with another meaning, But if
you will, you may call me Speranzu, which is the fashion of your
language for the name I bore in childhood, "

"And where is your country?" Regis asked, and again he
smiled, sending a pale ring of smoke away over ﬁis head, "It lies
far to the North of here, and no one within your.borders has heard
so much as the name, I guess," He spoke the name, but it was only
a form of harsh syllables to Regis.

"No, I have seen no country but my own, Though from the
hills near Castle Hastur, the borderland of Corandolis may be seen,"”

"Corandolis is a fair land of many mountains,” said
Speranzu, "I travelled there, and I know it well,"

"You must be a great traveller,” said Regis, a little
wistfully,

"There are few lands I have not seen, for all my life I
have walked strange roads, Though indeed this is far afield for
me, Yet it lay on my road from Corandolis, and I was in haste to
return by the swiftest path, I grieved, as I came, to see war
rising on your beautiful lands. Had I not been summoned away on
an errand which would admit no delay ~-and of which, forgiwe me,

I may not speak -- but tonight we are far from war, so let us
not speak of such things, - What brings you to this mountain
country? If you must hunt, why not in the fairer hills to the
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“suth, where no scorrpion-~ants lie in wait for the unwary?"

"I think, by your leave," said Regis, politely, and without
deliberation falling into the strangeris manner of gpeech, "that
vie will not speak of my errand either,"

"Be it so," said Speranzu courteously. "We are travellers
met by chance, no more, and I have no wish to pry. For your land
is beautiful, and vour people kindly te strangers, though I would
venture to say that thev see very few," :

"No, we have turned ouh batk on the world," Regis said, "Our
mountains guard us on all sides, so that we are shut away from the
world without, y

"Yet this has made your land peaceful, There are many sorr-
owful shadows outside your hills.I hope you need not see them,"

"Peace? When you rode through war?"

"Such small wars as this--" Speranzu began, then broke off,

"Shadow or no shadow, I would pass beyond our borders one

day," Regis said, "Have you seen our one harbor city of Temora?

Tt {ooks on the sunset like one window of a dark castle, open on the
wids world outside, Ships come and go there, and the sea carries
tales away -~ "

"I have been in Temora," said Speranzu, "and on the seas
beyond Carthon, " . '

Regis drew a long envious sigh, "On the seal] On the seal
One summer I dwelt at Valeron near the shores =-I was a child then--
and I spent each moment I could steal, slipping away to the wharves
and harbors, listening to the tales of the sea-folk ---"

- Speranzu smiled again, "So you love the sea? Most of your
people seem to fear it} Take care, my boy, for the love of the sea
is a strange passion, Once waked, it never dieS,«..0r so my own
rcople are wont to say,"

‘ Regis sighed again, this time with resignation, "Is it so?
Yet the Hasturs are forbidden to leave this land, unless the need
is desperabe, so I have little hope to travel,..,"

"Yet I see in your eyes that you are not one to sit content

- in a great house nursing dreams, You may wander even as far as I,
though I hope through more peaceful days, before you pass beyond
this life," .

"T wish I might hear your tales of travel," Regis said, 3

Speranznu's face, gbim in repose, looked kindly when he smiled,
"Then bear me company through these hills, young hunter, I am
sumoned away to my own country, but I need not make nmore spced
than you can well accompany ne, and ny road lies through Nevarsin,
where you may find a safer read hone," '

"I wish I might," said Regis gravely, "But my own errand
takes me into the Hellers, sir, and I have need of desperate haste,
I would not even have rested tonight, had I not fallen by mischanee
among the scorpion-ants, But, Speranzu, perhaps I nay requite
ccurtesy with courtesy, yet leave me in your debt, Tomorrow ny
roads lie where no horse nay travel, I feared that I nmust simply
abandon her to any chance comer, Your road lies through Neverain,
and you can press on by ordinary pathways; take her, then, and
leave necr ab levarsin Monastery in the name of Regis Hastur., If
I return in safety, I can send to reclaim her,"”

*3ir; Merdinian Dom, more courteous than messere,
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"Regis Hastur," said Speranzu, raising his head sharply 2
"Now this -is particularly strange, my friend; perhaps we will not
part compan¥ so soon as I thoughtl® ,

In a spasm of sudden panic Regis put his hand to his dagger,
attempting to scramble to his feet, .but Speranzu did not move,

"Put away your stcel, lad," he said, "I am no renegade nor
outlaw -=nor even so would I take even an eneny at disadvantage
when he had had food at my fire.and was in trust of me, Sit down
and hear my tale! For it strikes me that your desperate haste
may bear on this, Late yesterday, and alone, I lay hidden by a
watercourse up that way --" he pointed, "while some of those filthy
folk watered their ponies, trampling and fouling the clean pools
and quarrelling like~-" he used a word Regis could not understand;
it sounded like 'irrh" '"And as they talked, I heard them say that’
Regis Hastur lay bound and a prisoner in the Forst of Des Trailles,
No man can travel in these lands without khowing of the Hasturs,
and I wondered if I should ride in haste to Nevarsin and bear
them this news, The problem was settled for me when they sighted
my horse and gave chase, shooting the poor beast down with their
poison-arrows, and I.was forced to flee with little but my knife
and sword-~belt ---though I would gladly have dyed ‘both with their
blood," he added grimly, and his eyes were cold again, "You do
not seem to have escaped such bondage, yet you have not the look
of one who would lie about his namec or lineage, Are you one of
this luckless child's kin --for indeed, from their talk I gathered
that this Regis Hastur was no more than a childi"

"A child in years, but one who has played a man's part,"
Regis said, and covered his face with his hands., "He is in the
forst, then, as I feared,..."

"Very well, Speranzu," he said at last, never looking up
"T will tell you my tale, and perhaps you can give the counsel I
feared to seek from my own elders, For I can see; you are one to
trust/ Yes, Speranzu; Regis-Rafael Hastur am I, and their prison-
er is but an unlucky boy who by ill fortune wore my cloak into
the battle, And his own bravery --"

"Wait," Speranzu said, "You tell your tale from the middle
to both ends, Dom Regis; begin at the beginningl"

So Regis told him of the burndd Ranger station, of the ambush
and Danilo's desperabe ride to warn Gwynn's detachment; and while
he told this, he could not keep from explaining briefly why Danilo
was not himself a member of the Rangers--

"Ranger?"

Regis repeated the casta word, Andruado, border-runner liter-
ally, and Speranzu nodded, p

But he did not interrupt again, though he smiled briefly
at the story of Danilo's bravery, and his nostrils flared in dis-
dain and contempt when Regis touched on the reason why Danilo had
incurred the enmity of Dyan Ardais, Regis explained then how -~
in token that Danilo was under the flirect protection of a Hastur--
he had laid his own cloak, with the silver~fir signs of the Hastur
clan, about Danilo!s shoulders,,,,and the trailmen had mistaken
Daniio for a Hastur, and carried him away as a hostage.

At last Speranzu nodded slowly, "A brave resolve you made,
tofrescue your friend, Regis-~Rafael Hastur, But foadlhardy,

I fear,"
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‘say, Dom, For I cannot let Dani be tortured on my behalf, Yet
how can I, alone, storm their evil forst? The most likely thing
seems that I will join him in captivoty, Yet even that -«if it
must be, it must, Better that, than that he alone should bear
torments meant only for me," :

nSpoken well and bravely," said Speranzu, "And do not des=-
-pair that you are all alone, Inéeed, one man with his wits about
him may accomplish more than a company of armed men, For, if what
I hear is true, f£orce alone could not take their forst, Ror could
an army go thaé way, But alone-~bone may get in, and if one can get
in, two can get out, You spoke of touching your friend!s mind--can
you still see him?" ' ~

"Not unaided; I am young and the Hastur gift wakes but slow-
ly," said Regis, "This I have,f He drew the crystal from its place
ind slipped the chain over his head, Only a fleeting picture came
.0 him of Danilo, his face smudged and dirty, lying in exhausted
"leep, twisted sérangely to one side, Regis shivered and thrust the
rystal away, Then, seeing that Speranzu was watching him curiously,

> passed the stone to him, '

"See, if you will, It is my sister's witch-atone, There is
0 harm in it, ‘It will show you, if you wish, the face of the one
.>u long to see, Would you know how it goes with those you love in
- our far country?"® :

: The man looked at the starstone curiously, "Such things
ave all perished from my country, or been drowned in the sea,# he
snids He glanced at it, but only briefly; it seemed for a moment
vhat an almost wistful ionging came into his face; he seemed younger,
smiling as if in happy memory,

"Fair are the woods of my land," he 8aid, "and fair as the
star of the twilight is the face'I would see, Yet in such comfort
lios danger to one who must wander long, No, Regis, I will not gaze
into your secing-stone, ‘For you, who use it in great need, it is
well; but such things used lightiy and for mere heart!s ease often
prove a man's undoing," He passed the crystal to Regis, "Put it
from sight, my lad, before my rcsolve lessens, ™

Regis bowed gravely and obeyed, e

"And now let us sleep," said Speranzu, "Tomorrow I will go
with you the first few miles of your way, More than that, I may
not leave my own road, and iindeed my help would after tha% be ohly
a hindrance, Yet such help as I can give shall freely be yours, I
think I can guide you unseen almost to their gates," ’

: Regis spoke confused thanks, but Speranzu shook his head,
"The need of all men of honor and valor is one neced, my friend, and
in -serving you I thus serve my own aims, Each step against evil
lightens the shadow which lies over our world, Surely you know
his much,”" He rose; covering the last trages of the fire care=
'ully as he spoke,* "Judge not even the lord Ardais too cruellys
cme men there are who, losing the thing they love most, seeck

r a time to win it back by baser means, Yet, in men of high

‘cod -and honor, save in madness, they come at last to see and to 4o

"%A few paragrﬁphs are omitted here, dealing with counter=-
discussions of varying customs which would not be relevant

to the main progress of the narrative; discussions of adoption
procedures, the place of an eldest son in heirship, and the
don' amizu.
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the better thing, While I tarried in Nevarsin, I met the Lord Ar=-
dais, though under other guise and another name, and I know him to
be a proud man and a cruel; but wise, and skilled in many arts,
and valiant; a virtuec which excuses many fatlts, Regis Hastur, I
hage %nown many of such sort....he may at last come to honorable
ends, : s
"May he indeed," said Regis, "I find it hard to believe,"
"ait then till it happens, with Jjudgment unbiased,™ said
Speranzu, and stretched out on the ground, wrapping his cloak
about him, "Only years bring patience to await a good end without
trying to hasten it unwiselyw, Sleep, then, and find wisdom,"

Speranzu wakened him before dawn, and after eating a little
of their cold food--there was no time for fire-—~ they took a
track running to the North, far from the path Regis had chosen,
His swollen arm was still red and painful, but he could wear his
boot and use his hand without much trouble, He rode, at the
older man's insistence; and Speranzu strode along at his side,
keeping pace without apparent effort. The land was empty and the
trail deserted, and Regis, as they went, made some comment on the
mants swifc unhurried nace, :

Speranzu laughed, "OUthers have said so before you; one name
I bear in my country might be made, in your tongue ~-" he hesi-
tateq, "Andarvguari* ..., or Dom Zancadullla™.,,, ai, your language
defeats mes But long travel has made me hard and swift indeed,
like all my folk."

And as he went, he began to while their steepening road with
tales of his travels, in a kaleidoscope 6f colorful words and
names that bore whispers of enchantments; glimpses of white and
shining cities and towers, broad plains where herds of horses
roamed--"Not unlike the lands of your Leyniers, young Hastur--"
and dark looming mountains, whose very names were like magical
spells of mist and shadow and dim colours; of battles with wolves
and strange crecatures more cvil than the trailmen, and the endless
struggle between forces ever in opposition, those who sought peace
and those who sought only to destroy it, The words were like
trumpet-calls, and as Regis listened he felt stirring in him the
longing to see such lands and fight such battles as these,..

Speranzu smiled as if reading his thoughts, “~"But the
battle lies everywhere; and not least here, Repis, And to an
intravelled man of my country, what I could say of Al-Merdin would
bc enchantment beyond all enchantment, mountains of fire, tall
cities of crystal and blue, lakes of deep cloud, and the strange
birds of your forests,"

They had now come to a fork in the road, and he halted,
saying "Now our path leads along. a track too steep for your
horse, We will leave her here, and I will guide you a mile or
so further, and set you on your clear road, then I must be off
on my way -~although your generous loan wiil indeed shorten my
Journey, more time I dare not spare, " )

"You have already been too generous," Regis said, And as
he was to learn later, the path he had planned to take, before
encountering 3peranzu2 would have cost him two days wandering,
For, although it led indeed by the proper direction, it wouid

*Andaruguari - "Gadabout' ,,.,Zancaduilla = "Master Long-legs"
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have led him to a sheer rock-wall beneath the forst, and he would
have had to retrace his steps and go the long way round, .

Bperanzu hid the horse in a thicket near The road; and.they
. began to climb up a final ridge tcward a knife-iike crest, The
p2ss was well-hidden, and they went slowky, often spread-eagled
and grasping at rocks and handhcids, It was a hard climb, and Re-
gis had reason to remember, thankfully, his climbing holidays in
the hills, before they reached the top of the ridge, At last,’
however, they reached a place where they could stand erect and walk
and Speranzu led him, swiftly now, along a narrow defile, then
pointed, A

"There lies your path,!" he said; and far away, just visible
mong the trees, Regis could see the uppermost ribs of the forst-

he evil forest fortress of Des Trailles, "Take this way, keeping
ver to the left, and you will reach their citadel ~-which is not
..h a fortress as it seems, Remember, they think themselves best
.~ded by the chamms and crags which surround their forst,"

He stood silent for a moment, looking into the long valley,

d seemed to hesitate, At last, with a deep sigh, he turned:to
ogis, .

"And now I must leave you," he said, "It goés against my
acart to say farewell in the midst of such perils, Yet truly,
uore peril than aid would a companion bring to you on such a road

5 you must take now, May you come to-a good end,? he said, and
.aying his hands on Regis! shoulders, he looked long into his face,

"T will not wish you:peace,’" he said at. last, "for that is a
degrading wish, nor valor, for you have it, I will say only; use
but half the wisdom of your good courage, Regis,-and you will in-
deed bring this errand to success," £ 5

"Many words I could speak to thank you," Regis said, "but
what I feel does not lie within the power of one man's tongue to
speak, You know what I would say, I think,"

"I do," said the man gently, "Indeed, I griecve to say fare-
7ell so soon, I would we had met when your need was less des-
nerate, and my errand in your country had still some time unsped.
For it comes now on my heart that we shall never meet again in
this world; f=om the moment I crossed your borders, I have felt
“hat this land lies in a time apart from my own, Here I am a
man from a different age of the world, and strange were the ways
that brought me here, But my heart will long remember the lake
of cloud and the towers of Carcosa and not least, the valiant
young Hastur-lord, Worthy of honor indeed are tﬁe Seveners-~
“hough I thought not so when first I came into your country,"

"Indeed we have scattered and fallen from the past," said Regis,

t I could wish you might know the lord Gwynn, or my grandsire,

- the Lady Cassandra, and not Judge us by the least in my

se, Yet if I may say so, Lord-- you are yourself like to one
our Great ones, out of tﬁe past, And I shall seek ever to have,

¢ day, such wisdom and courage=-~ and such kindness to awkward

~ung fools and lesser folk,"

Speranzu smiled, "Say not lesser folk," he answered, "for
¥ one kindred aee we come, Master Regis, in the beginnings of the
crld, you and I; though our ways lie apart."

hwill you not tell me your true name, Lord?" whispered Regis,
» curious thrill touching his heart, "Are you indeed one of the Sons
of the Lord of Light®"



e

"Nay, not so highr nor by the name" said .the man he had call-
ed Speranzu, softly, "Gladly would I entrust mg true name to
your keeping, son of Hastur, who are kin to Arador and Eldarion
and the sons of the Elder Kindreds. Yet have I eworn in hondr .
never to speak my name or lineage outside the borders of my own
country, and even at journey's end I will fhot break that pledge.
But my feart 1s glad that I have known you, Think sometimes of
me, Regis Hastur," He embraced him and spoke a few words in a
curiously liquid, lovely tongue, words that remained like the
sound of a song in Regis! memory; "Now have I said farewell to
you in the fashion of my own country," N

"And T after the fashion of mine," said Regis, returning
his embrace, ""Farewell, kord, and whatever God you honor, may
he reward you with your heart!s desire," He watched sorrow-
fully as his friend turned and quickly, never once looking back,
made his way down the steep and rocky path and 'was lost to sight,
seeking again the road that would take him to Nevarsdin and from
thence by strange roads, never to be seen again in Carcosa or
the lands of the Seven bomains.

Then, resolutely, Regis Hastur turned his face toward the
valley an& the last stage of his own desperate Jjourney, But the
strangerts last word of farewell remained, like the 1ilt of some
alien bird-call, in his memory forever; - "Namarié&,"

R e T
W, RIS




l‘/ézj 4 460/99 oj :

AN D 1, e STRYRCRE

A fanzine dedicated to sword-and-sorcery fantasy, and to lovers
of Middle Earth, Islandia, Hyborea, The Green Kingdom, Al=

Merdin, the Country of the Gondals, and all the Worlds that
Never Weree,

The price of issue #1, (unless you receive it free for some
reason or other usuaily correspondence with the editor) is

25¢; but we'wouid prefer to revive the old "free to contributors’
designation,

The Post Office is requested to deliver this copy, by
Pony Express, Nazul=back, Hippogriff or
any other convenient means,

Marion Z, Bradley
Box 158
Rochesterp Texas

PRINTED MATTER ONLY
RETURN REQUESTED,

GUARANTEED TO CONTAIN
99-44/100% pure (FANTASY)
Reading Matter Only,

- T
. . .- '



