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slung across their backs. The offi-
cer was armed with a long sword
and a dagger.

One of the soldiers muttered:
“If we catch this Conan fellow
alive, what will they do with
him?”

“Send him to Yezud to feed to
the spider god, I'll warrant,” said
another. “The question is, shall we
be alive to collect that reward they
promised us?”

“Not afraid of him, are you?”
said a third.

“Me?” The second speaker
snorted. “I fear nought, including
death itself. The question is, whose
death? This thief is not a civilized
man but a wild barbarian, with the
strength of ten. So I went to the
magistrate to draw up my will—"

“It is cheering to know that your
heirs will get the reward,” said an-
other. “I wish I had thought of
that.”

“Oh,” said the first man who had
spoken, “they’ll find some excuse
to cheat us of the reward, even if
we catch the rascal.”

“The prefect himself has prom-
ised,” said another. “The rich mer-
chants and nobles whom Conan
has been robbing raised a fund. I
saw the money—a bag so heavy
with gold that a man could scarce
lift it. After all that public display,
they’d not dare to go back on their
word.”

“But suppose we catch him
not,” said the second speaker.
“There was something about pay-
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ing for it with our heads.” The
speaker raised his voice. “Captain
Nestor! What was that about our
heads—"

“Hold your tongues, all of you!”
snapped the officer. “You can be
heard as far as Arenjun. If Conan
is within a mile, he’ll be warned.
Cease your chatter, and try to move
without so much clangor.”

The officer was a broad-shoul-
dered man of medium height and
powerful build; daylight would
have shown his eyes to be gray and
his hair light brown, streaked with
gray. He was a Gunderman, from
the northernmost province of
Aquilonia, fifteen hundred miles
to the west. His mission—to take
Conan dead or alive—troubled
him. The prefect had warned him
that, if he failed, he might expect
severe punishment—perhaps even
the headsman’s block. The king
himself had demanded that the
outlaw be taken, and the king of
Zamora had a short way with ser-
vants who failed their missions. A
tip from the underworld had re-
vealed that Conan was seen head-
ing for this gorge earlier that day,
and Nestor's commander had hast-
ily dispatched him with such
troopers as could be found in the
barracks.

Nestor had no confidence in the
soldiers that trailed behind him.
He considered them braggarts who
would flee in the face of danger,
leaving him to confront the bar-
barian alone. And, although the
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line and imitating his style. Mr. de Camp is the author of numer-
ous works, including science fiction, fantasy, historical novels, and
popularizations of science. He has had forty-odd books published,
and with Fletcher Pratt was co-author, some years ago, of the
Gavagan’s Bar stories, most of which appeared in this magazine.
Mr. de Camp denies that he ever intended to be Howard's post-
humous collaborator. “It fust happened that way. I had never even
read a Howard story until 1950.” At present he is editing the en-
tire Conan saga—long out of print—for paperback publication.

THE HALL OF THE DEAD

by Robert E. Howard and
L. Sprague de Camp

THE GORGE WAS DARK, AL-
though the setting sun had left a
band of orange and yellow and
green along the western horizon.
Against this band of color, a sharp
eye could still discern, in black sil-
houette, the domes and spires of
Shadizar the Wicked, the city of
dark-haired women and towers of
spider-haunted mystery—the cap-
ital of Zamora.

As the twilight faded, the first
few stars appeared overhead. As if
answering a signal, lights winked
on in the distant domes and spires.
While the light of the stars was
pale and wan, that of the windows
of Shadizar was a sultry amber,
with a hint of abominable deeds.
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The gorge was quiet save for the
chirping of nocturnal insects.
Presently, however, this silence
was broken by the sound of moving
men. Up the gorge came a squad of
Zamorian soldiers—five men in
plain steel caps and leather jer-
kins, studded with bronze buttons,
led by an officer in a polished
bronze cuirass and a helmet with
a towering horsehair crest. Their
bronze-greaved  legs  swished
through the long, lush grass that
covered the floor of the gorge.
Their harness creaked and their
weapons clanked and tinkled.
Three of them bore bows and the
other two, pikes; short swords hung
at their sides and bucklers were
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One of the greatest writers of heroic fantasy was Robert Ervin
Howard (1906-36), who was born and lived most of his short life
in Cross Plains, Texas. Howard was a voluminous writer for the
pulp magazines of the decade preceding his death. For a time he
made, from his writings, the largest income of anybody in Cross
Plains—including the town banker.

Howard's most memorable character was Conan the Cimmerian,
a gigantic barbarian adventurer of prehistoric times when magic
worked. Conan is supposed to have lived about twelve thousand
years ago, in Howard's imaginary Hyborian Age, between the sink-
ing of Atlantis and the beginnings of recorded history. Coming as
a lawless, footloose youth from the northern land of Cimmeria,
Conan wades through rivers of blood and overcomes foes both
natural and supernatural to become, at last, king of Aquilonia.

Conan (as Dr. John D. Clark once described him) “is the ar-
mored swashbuckler, indestructible and irresistible, that we've all
wanted to be at one time or another”—the personification of the
secret yearning of every skinny runt to be, just once, a huge and
mighty roughneck. In the course of his adventures, Conan’s
enemies once captured and crucified him. As he hung on the cross,
a vulture flew down to peck at his eyes, and Conan bit the bird’s
head off. You just can’t have a tougher hero than that.

Eighteen Conan stories were published during Howard's life-
time, one in a fan magazine and the rest in Weird Tales. Since
1950, a number of unpublished Conan stories—some complete and
some fragmentary—have turned up in collections of Howard’s
papers. (Howard never threw anything away, so even his high-
school examination papers still exist.) The present story is one of
six recently found by Glenn Lord, Howard's bibliographer and
the agent for his estate. It deals with Conan’s early life, when he
was living precariously as a thief in the easterly kingdom of Za-
mora, before he began his career as a mercenary soldier, a pirate,
and in time a general and a statesman.

In its original form, this tale consisted merely of a 650-word
outline without any text. L. Sprague de Camp, who has edited or
completed other posthumously published Conan stories by
Howard, has written the present story, following Howard's out-
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