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This is a short story which was written long ago. It is basically an outline for which will one day hopefully be a novel in it’s own right. But for now I hope you will enjoy the story as it stands, one of the Tales of Asbaln.
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To speak of Ardan the Grim is to speak of many things. One must tell of how he was the last in a line of men who had stood for far Tharid. A line descended from Ardan the Fair, who left Asbaln that there should be no quarrels with his brother, Randell of Avantir. Both of them being sons of the famous Guardian of the Sword of Avantir, Rorick. 

But Ardan was cursed with too much ability. Unlike Ardan the Fair, he was dark, with sea-grey eyes, and a face that seldom showed a smile. So much had he been in the field against the clans of the Nangs that he knew little, save the ways of the warrior. He managed to spend some time at various studies, including the Old Arts of the Letters of the Elder Folk, and he excelled in that as well. In his twentieth year, his father died, and he was chosen to take the place of his father, who was the leader of all the hosts of Tharid. Young indeed, but he had gone into the fields with his father since his fifteenth year, and there was little he did not know about the leading of men and the fighting of battles.

This brought his troubles, for the men of the war-host were determined to make him their king in the place of the new King who had succeeded to the throne. Wyrta the seer spoke to him in these words: “In the twentieth year, on spring’s first day, seek a path to the West away. Go to the land of the Silver Hair, for thy fate does await thee there.”

The next day was the first day of spring, and Ardan had no notion of leaving so suddenly. But as he went again into the busy streets of Cadair, he was greeted by an old man who said, “May luck follow you on your journey, Lord.”

Then melted he into the crowd before the startled Ardan could ask him any questions. Barely had this happened when an old woman, swathed in grey, came to present him with a brooch set with a blue stone, “A gift for one going away, and a gift for a maid, whoever she might be.”

Ardan was just about to begin his first question when a large barefoot Asbalnian sailor, wine-jar in one hand and a woman in the other, came blustering along. He stopped, straightened, and then said, ‘’Ah, milord, we both be travelling tomorrow, ye and me, but ye be travelling something farther and something longer than I. A drink to travellers, then.”

He raised his wine-jar, drank, and was off on his way.

Ardan ceased to question himself then. On the next day he set out and was a long time travelling, for he found himself dodging across the track of a band of migrating Nangs, and was forced many miles to the Northward. 

Having reached the edge of Cymruthair, the land of the
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