
































































































































The Elks Magazine

Face of Stone

Qove. while T was there,” Ager began
in his grave, story-teller’s way, “on
her half-yearly passage from Cahen
of The Ser with a cargo of barley,
and her master landed at the point
looking for a butt, or maybe two, of
out graded spirits—and a sound
judge. ‘Is that Long Baravaish under
the pine hills?’. he asked—six or
seven of us “kicking - our heels
amongst the puncheons. ‘Well you
know it, Coll,’ said I, ‘and you call-
ing at Rem Cove twice a year this
ten year.”’ ‘You.are from that place
yourself, Ager,’ said he then. ‘Tell
me did you know a tall swart hero
named Urnaul of Rem? ‘I did, and
will again,’ said I. “The best swords-
man from Long Baravaish to the
point of Rem, and the son of my
fnent’l, Orugh the swordmaker.’
That’s the man,’ said he, ‘and you
are the man I am looking for. Ur-
naul was the best swordsman about
here, it might well be, but he was
not the best swordsman in The Ser.
Fprgps of Running Water killed
him in a sword fight three weeks ago
come tomorrow morning.’ And that
is how I heard it, Orugh.”

ORUGH b i
Waifl;ed. owed his head and

“I would not believe it at first,”
went on Ager, “but the shipmaster
sitting there on one of my own kegs,
was sur? of it. ‘I saw the killing,’
faid he, ‘and here is Urnaul’s sword.’
Coll is 2 man of The Ser himself,
and, while his boat was taking in its
cargo of the famous Ser barley, he
went inland to a place called Alder
Hollow on the far side to see his
broi:he_r. The woman Alor had already
been living in that place for a week
in a small s}!ieling by herself, and,
on the evening that Coll arrived,
Urnaul came over the brink and
Stayed the night with the chief man
?if Alder Hollow. Urnaul was in the

nest humor, giving some of the
%’outhg, a lesson-bout in the ring, and
aughing when some of the venture-
Some ones kept drawing toward the
Eed-h;:ured she-devil, like a red flame
rawing moths. All might have been
well for that time if someone had
not sgent word down to Running
ater, which is only a mile or so
elow—

‘Someone would do just that,”
said Flann bitterly, “af}d be vel,'y
ca}"eful of his own gkin.”

Anyhow, Fergus the Killer came
up hot foot in the morning, and,
With Fergus and Urnaul in the same
Place, short was the time till the
Swords began to stir and whisper in
the‘alr sheaths.

‘Was the woman Alor at the bot-
tom of the trouble ?”” Maur asked.

(Continued from page 39)

“That very question I put to the
shipmaster, and he only laughed at
me. ‘Maybe she was and maybe she
wasn’t, he said. ‘Fergus, as the
world knows, needs no excuse to draw
a sword, and the sword was soon
drawn.’ It appears that Fergus came
up to Urnaul like a fighting cock,
head out and knees stiff in that way
he has.. ‘I hear you are a fighting
man, Urnaul of the Rem, son of
Orugh,’. says he. ‘When cause is
given,” says the weighty Urnaul.
‘Cause or no cause,’ challenged Fer-
gus, ‘will you try a bout with me?"

‘If Alor will let me.” That was what -

Urnaul said: ‘If Alor will let me.”
‘I need no leave myself,” said Fergus
laughing—he laughs readily but it
is not good laughter. ‘Nor does Ur-
naul,’ said the red woman. That is
the thing she said. ‘Nor does Urnaul.
Fight if ye like and kill if ye like—
ve are no men of mine.” That’s.it.”

And then Delgaun, who did not
seem to be listening, groaned deeply :
“Brother—O brother mine!”

“Without more ado they fought in
the ring in Alder Hollow before all
the people. It was a good fight as
the sailor told it, but, being of The
Ser, he had a bias for Fergus. My-
self, I will never believe there was a
better swordsman than Urnaul.”

“Fergus killed him, nevertheless,”
Flann reminded him.

“He did. From a skilly bout it
grew slowly to deadliness: that is
Fergus’s way. Urnaul took many
wounds, for Fergus is a slow killer,
and there was blood on Fergus too.”
But Ager did not tell Urnaul’s kin
that the blood was mostly Urnaul’s.
He threw his hands wide with a ges-
ture of finality. “What more is there
to tell?”

“No more, indeed,” agreed Orugh
forlornly.

“Did Alor go away with Fergus?”
Maur questioned after a pause.

“That I did not ask. But Fergus,
whose only love is swording, was
boasting all that day that Alor would
be a fine lure to lead hardy men that
way.”

“The Ser is proud of him,” said
Maur.

AND Delgaun shook his heavy
head.

“Fergus sent back the sword?”
said Con in his teeth.

“He sent it back with Coll, the
shipmaster.”

“That is what a fighting man
would do,” said Con.

“And that is all then,” said Orugh
wearily.

Ager hesitated. His eyes rested
on Delgaun who was the full brother
of dead Urnaul, but Delgaun sat stiil

aloof as an idol, shoulders hunched
to his lifted knees, and his gaze out
over the marshes of Rem turning
wan and strange in the desolate
after-light. Then Ager’s eyes flitted
past Maur and Flann and stopped
on Con’s. .

“There was a message with the
sword, Con,” he said. “Fergus the
Killer sent it. ‘Tell Orugh and his
sons,” it runs, ‘that if one of them
would like to try what Urnaul tried,
Fergus can be found.” That was it.”

“It is the message of a fighting
man,” said Con.

Ager lifted himself slowly to his
feet, and grunted a little.

“You will try a mether of our new
rum,” invited Orugh, on his feet
also. .

“I will not, Orugh, and thank you.
It might not sit well on its founda-

"tion. Come round tomorrow, Con,

and I will have the new blend ready.”
“] may not be around tomorrow,
Ager,” said Con quietly.

W HEN:Agerwas gonethe five men
sat still for a while and said nothing.
The death of Urnaul had brought its
weight of gloom to his kin, but these
men —and men everywhere — pos-
sessed too much poise to be long un-
balanced by death and loss. Urnaul
had been a likable man in his own
way, but the road he had chosen met
and dared death at every turn, and
death had, at last, grown tired of
being dared. But now, though Ur-
naul had found his only peace, he had
left his kin with a challenge on their
hands that would have to be an-
swered one way or another. They sat
there thinking their own thoughts,
and, beyond a doubt, four of them
thought alike; for their eyes watched

* the hunched shoulders of Delgaun,

who was the oldest brother and full-
brother to the dead man, the brother
who had first right to speak or do.
They waited for him, but Delgaun
made no least move, and at last Con
lifted on his feet.

“Let it be!” he said fiercely, as if
someone had been speaking. “Del-
gaun is no swordsman, and I am. I
always knew in my bones that Fer-
gus and I would look at each other
over the hilts. I will take the sword.”

“I am Urnaul’s full brother too,”
cried Maur, on his feet also. “I will
take it.”

“Wait till you are a man,” Con
stopped him forcefully.

It was then that Delgaun, turning
head over shoulder, looked at Con,
and Delgaun’s face was strangely
rigid, and a hard film over his dark
eyes.

“Is there nothing I can say will

(Continued on page 44)



















































