Ronak, the Mawk of the Hills waitec GweTLY in the silent trees surrounding
the nasis. Already, the reminants of his followers had become little more
than a <loud of dust, vanishing swiftly over the horizon, Hoping against hope,
they PRAYED to meke the safeiy of the Bargeer Mouniains far to the south. Let
them go. Their fate mattered little. They took a gamble and lost...now they
had to pay the consequences. The revolt had been a failure. .t had almost
suceeded. Almost. But somewhere, scmehow, something was not right and they
had lost.

A sudden thunder of hooves from the East shook Ronak back to the threads
of reality. Sound carried well in these berren hills for those who knew how
to listen. Ronak could not be sure but thought there would be at least 100
of the elete of King Khazhals army...what was left of it anyway. They would
be here soon and no doubt at their hesad would be RHizair, a captain in
Khazhak's army who had made a special point of bringing back his head.

Let them come. He wasp‘t going anywhere. He had no regrets. He gambied
and lost and...weil, h2 knew the risks were great. Perhaps he should have
run with his tail between his legs like the rest of his men. Only a few, so
pathetically few, had managed to break out of the slaughter whern they had
beer suprised near Rhad Pass. He, Buckner znd jenslen, two of his best thick-
sinewed |ietenants, had tried to rally the rabble but it was too late.k Ywo of
Khazhakds top units had beern totally cut to pieces by the arcused rebels but
it had been too late, Hemmed in on three sides by a superior force three time
the size and witih an element of suprise on their side, had been just too much,
‘hose who could, ran. Scmehow Buckner had managed to pull ‘him and a few top
troopers from the battle in an attempt t3 get out before it was toc late.Nvow
+ney vanished gver the horlzon with scant heopes cf saving their own necks and
maybe continuing the battle from the Bargeer Mountains.

He watched them go, still somehow heopeful, still scmehcow thinking that...

The hooves were lcuder now, he thought, as the sound brought him back
from his thoughts. Let them come! He wasn‘t going to run! There was nc
point in iti{ End !t here and now! ‘heughts of the triumphant victors
returning e glory to the capital city of Cenzair flooded his mind. Amost
simul taneously he thought of King Khazhak, who deserved todays victory and
of all thesyncopaths, the fawning syncopaths, who did not. Khazhak had fought
hard and won; he at least had Ronak's grudging respect, The others, like
Alth Drezzain, hopelesss incompestants in & world of hopeless incompetants,

did not. Content with their snail-like minds, slowly grasping what went on
arcund them If it did not relate to . a few golden Gluiders or ceurt intrigues.

Content to wallow in the splendor of- the Court,,.a day-X3X4%¥% to-day plodding
sl y

ggi&%svaerivgh, they had mce than be had and would probab ive longer than

He knew that., 't didn®t matter. ‘e had gambled with a good chance of
being many times higher in months thaN they would ever be in many lifetimes!
Yet at the same time, he ran the risk of falling many levels below the lowest
of them...if he failed! And he had failed! And some of them had laughed and
skalked. Though known more for his brain than his fighting skill Ronak, The
Hawk of the Hills was ever a topnotch fighting man in his own right, He'd
proven it time ond time again and now he was golng to prove. it for one last
time! A chance to go down, fighting to the end in a cause in which he believed!

ks ]| he had ever asked. Whe could ask ftor mere. 2 .
et ﬁgscg&ld gee them now., and rea%ized hew much he had underestimated their

size, Instead of a mere 100 or so top soldiers, he now was face-to-face with
about 300. Xhazhak had apparently waated to make doubly sure than he would wevek
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causg problems again. he bod,; of troops waized a lew paces from the oaé?sg
ehile a small grouvp of 10 or j2  appeachad the irees he walted beside., Ronak
instantly recangnized Rhizair and twe of his officers, Slarth and Grolen
immediately. All three were excellent swordsm=n and he had seen their b!ades
hard at work earlier that day. Many & good man had fallen under those biades
and as swordsmen, they were as geod if cot better than Ronak himse!f. Vhey
 asproached.
"Really didn®t thipt Ltd find vou here, Honak. Thought you womi? heve

staved beck at the pass and Fought It out. .'m really cuite suprisec.”

He surveyed their bodies. All were covered with blood and yore, thoughk
probably each had no more than just minor wournds. Their faces were sweaty and
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dirt-cked, 't had been z busv afternoon.
"You know me. ‘ve never run before; and don‘t glan to now.-="
"“hen why-"
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Let’s get this over with." Ronak grunted. He was gyetting impatient.

"four meni"

“Off to fight another day."

*! dont suppose you have any last words. Nor that you weuld consider
surrendering. Despite your actions, Khazhai might be lernient on you, if..."

"Damn it, scumbag! W!ll you never fin gh? [didft stop ta listen to

speeches "

With that, Ronak tore into the group of horsement, his heavy biade
swinging in murderous arcs. His very proximity to the rest of the riders
made it difficult for them to do much mure tran cet irn each others way.

Grofon went down with his bodds at his sides trying to keep his entrails
from falling out of tire evar widdening vend r his lower anhdomin ‘wo of
Rhizair's men fell quickly, cre with his right arm loped off, while the other
ciutched hepelessly at the weminants of a teg., Ronak stayed among them
while moving as swiftly es the wind, wo horzes had been skewered, falling
aver and pinning their riders beneath them. Gore was the more familiar
cuitured Ronak. Fightinrg Rhizair now was a battle maddened barbarian
striking with the speed of lightening leaving dead and dying men in his
wake. With the olood lust upon him, there was no stopping Ronask under these
conditions and Rhizair knew it. While threz or four of his dismounted men,
fed by Slarth gave battie, Bhizair re  back to his 300 horsemen and gave
the order to pursue Ronakis fleeing band of compatriots. Cailing three
archers to his side, Rhizak turned back to firish a somewhat unpieasant tashk.
Mo use in wasting any more good men on Porak. He admired his courage, but
knew how it was when such men came undes the influence oi the blood lust.
Even now he saw Slarth, lieing In a heap and crne of the cther mens auivering
jerking bedy lieing nearby. Two swordsmen sti:il pressed the attack and
Ronakbled from & dozen wounds, all of them minor.

“"Chacsain: Marbain® Stand back U

However, even as they moved back, Ronak, heedless of ail danger, moved
hetweenr them and in a thtice had cut both down. Whirling quickly he pulled
out his dagger and hurled it with unerring accuracy at one of the bowren,
who, though almost rotched up, was felled immediately! PReaiizing the urgency,
he hurled his sword at the other archer, felling him also, but noct keforeg
the archer qot off a shot. Rorak-s very act of hurling his sweed was what
saved him, for instead of burrying deep in his heart, merely passed through
his ieft sheouider. The pain was intense and Ronak winced as the momenturn
of his charge carried him forward, just under theswwoping swing cf Rhvzair‘s
wicked bruadsword. Cursing loualy, Renak scrambled for ene of th: horsemen’s
broadswerds, whnile grasping a handful of  sand at the same time. Rising
bearly in time, he managed to fend off Rhyzair®s latest wicked cut while
casting sand in his eves. Ronak grimmaced with infinate pain as hs realized
the last archer had not been idle, The shaft in his back had rot hit anything
vital, but @ rib fell auite broken and it tock greater effort toc turn and i
huri the broadsword at the archei. That donc, only a half blinded Rhyzair
remained in fighting shape. Ronak pushad his pain wracked body to pick up
anpother lcose broadswerd and was just in time to parry a wicked slice from

now dismounted Rhyzalrfs broadsword. Weak,with his strength aimost gone,



horr.es

ffgure of Rorak moved siowly away Ffrom thes oasis, away from his Last Stand.
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onak knew he couldn®t for more than a czuple minutes of extended swrdplay,
H 5 sienath fading by the second, he siskad a2veryihing on & low sweeping slash
vt Rhvzairs feel, though leaving himseif totally vnprotected in the attemp:.
is vould have to be it., Full/ expecting a sharp slice ir his back mementarily
onak fz2lt his sword connact with scmething even &s he landed on his pain wr
wracked chast, pushing cone arrow completely through and out the back of his
lefi shoulder upon imsach “he intesity of the pain of landing was 50 great
that it took all the strength he had remaining to roll away for cne last act
f defiance., Blood ran down his forhead and his eyves refused to focus as he
ursed silently., 7To die, skewered while ha!f blind, unable to raise even

token defense was too much for Reonak to bear. 1Tumbling away while clearing
{s eves, he managed to rise fcv one last time and was fully suprised to see
no one in sight! He looked arcund cuickly., fRhyzair was scme ten feet from
im, 1ieing on the ground. both of his legs amputated at the knee. So, his
‘ast blind strcke had been luckier than he thouaht. Rhysair was still alive,
ut out of commission. Ronak was amazed that he was st!ll siive, He had taken
s great deal of beating and bied from cver & dozen swordcuts and two arrow
wounds, The battlie was nct finished vet. He could stiil swing a sword and
back there, back at Rhad pess, were som2 of the men who had ambushed his
army. The battle was ncot over., Slewly he moved to his horse, deaf to Rhyzair's
ceas for ald and he scmebow managed to pull himself up in the saddle. Moving
slowly, he managed to point his meds¥ in the direction of Rhad Pass. The horse
egan moving slowly in the direction cf the battlefield as Ronak, the Hawk of
fhe Hitls tried to clear his mind, Ten or }5 mcre warriers had died beneath
s blade teday and more will soon foliow. . he charger with the drooping

The above fiction was ccmposed on stencii, when | felt the urge to write
something of the sorc. There were a fow rough places, but when composing on
stencil one expects that sert of thing. Overall, ! must confess that | was
quite pieased with my effort and ! hope you are tov. |If there are no major
cbiections and maybe even a few words of encouragement, | mey do a couple of
other Ronak stories. Or perbaps coilaborate with Bill the Barbarian on ons,

Specificiy regarding REHupa #12, | must say | was not too impressed with the
averall productior. ilecay, your mimeo wust have really been on the blink because
! sure had a heck of & time reading your zines, Why you ' printed on one side
of tha paper {'11 never know, but | guess it was related toc your mimeo acting
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On zmother note, Li'd Tike to say that | think ceriain care should go-in the.
assenbiing ard mailing out of RiHupa. 8ill Whitcomb tells me that his copy

of REHupa #12 was missing Eric Carlson's 'Conan at Lancer’ and his copy carried
the hanc scribbled notation ‘apazires missing'. Granted e member might not
iend enough copies, but it seems to me in such a case, mewbers shcuid get
compizte copies first and pecple on Speculation (if there are any} should

9e given the incomplete copies (if there are any;. | suppose that Bill can
atwavs write to Eric for an exira copy, but i can't help thinking this
shoutdn’t have happened, Hamn.., ! seewn to be runring out of space. Till
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TIM: THAMKS FoR YOUR GICRES OF SYPATHY ABouT say AILMENT. T'M OUER
IT Now, AUT For AWHIAE THE Gowe wAS RoOUSH. THERE'S
NOTHING: GWITE (i1he A St WEER ILLNESS 1o MAKE ONE
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