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WOilDS ROOO T1HlC WOODS 

Happy Birthday to us! Happy Birthday to us! Yes, it's here again. 
April 1st marks the beginning of our 12th year bringing you the biggest 
and the best in play-by-mail gaming. This year has really brought out 
the biggest and the best. ME-PBM is just rocketing across the country. 
More and more players are registering and more and more happy players 
are signing up for additional games. Moreover, we are extremely close 
to completing arrangements to offer ME-PBM to our fellow gammers in 
Europe! so, what are you waiting for? Join the fun! 

For you new players in ME-PBM, please note that there have been 
excellent strategy articles which have appeared in WHISPERS and these 
back issues are still available. There have been strategy articles i n 
issues for 8/91, 10/91, 11/91, 12/91, 1/92, and 2/92. Just let us know 
which ones you want! 

One of the first ME-PBM grudge games is about to start. This is almos t 
completely full of compuserve players who have come up with two teams of 
ten each and intend to battle to the death. GSI is providing f iv 
important neutrals to round out the game and the game promises a lot of 
excitement for all involved. If any of you have friends who would l i ke 
to play in a grudge match and can field a team of ten players, ple as 
let us know and we will match you against other teams who would like to 
play. One of you play the Free Peoples and the other would play t he 
Dark Servants. If you wish you can also divide up the neutrals betw een 
you. Oh, and by the way, help us to help you. Give us your four dig it 
zip code extensior. so that we can help the post office in getting you r 
mail to you just as soon as possible. 

Another important event has transpired during the last few days. Sprin g 
has sprung! This may not mean much to some of you, but those position s 
who are playing in the northern regions of ME-PBM are shouting for joy . 
Now the production increases, and the hordes can come out to play! And 
thanks to those players who have begun sending in their own unique 
character sketches. We have scanned them, added them to your characte r 
portraits, and I hope you enjoy them! If you want your own character 
sketch added for one of your characters, just send it to us. There is 
a $6.50 charge per each sketch for this service. 

Three final notes regarding ME-PBM. We are still starting 3 week games, 
although these are tending to start a little slower than the regular 2 
week games. If you need a little extra time, consider joining one of 
these games. If you are waiting for a 3 week game to start, get some of 
your friends to start with you. The game will start that much sooner! 
As you know, we have now been able to offer fax service for those 
players who wish to fax in their turns. Although there is a $3.00 
charge for this service, it is much cheaper, must faster, and much more 
efficient than using overnight mail. It also tends to reduce mistakes 
over phoning in the turn. And finally, if any of you experienced any 
ME-PBM players who would like to be put into position to take over a 
stand-by position in an existing game, please let us know. You cannot 
choose the game, but you will be notified when a stand-by position 
becomes available. 

Finally, if any of you took MCI up on their Friends and Family offer, 
please let us know how it is working! 

Good Gaming, 

C,zz:-
PETE STASSUN 
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PERSONALS. CLASSIFIEDS. AND WHAT-NOTS . .. 
Euery current player In a GSI game Is entitled to a free forty word 
submission to this column each Issue, for each game they ere In. Further 
submissions require a charge after the initial 40 words of $2.00 per each 
additional 40 (41-80 words Is $2.00 etc. ). GSI reserues the right to refuse 
materiel deemed unsuitable. 

Please do not let ME-PBM 
become blend end boring! Keep our 
personals section Interesting! Three 
dozen nearly Identical "Oh, mighty 
me• messages signed by a legion of 
faceless Witch-King's end Uuethe's 
Is POINTLESS! 

Lest Issue marks my seuenth 
year using the Psycho-Pirate alias in 
Whispers. I em not the Intruder 
here. With ell modesty I un soy 
thot I om the reigning King of the 
personals section. I helped DEFINE 
the tone of these games! Begone 
naysayer. 

Psycho-Pirate 

•••••••••••••••••••• 
Well said Naugrlml Let us keep 

the flauor of Middle-earth true. 
"Baaltroc•, "Psycho-pirate•, "King 
Benjamin" play your other games. 
Do a little research and read the 
books and you may yet understand 
what Middle-earth Is? 

Bain 

&AME 3 

Dunland has thrown off the 
yoke of darkness and now worships 
freedom. Free Peoples rejoice, Dark 
seruants tremble and Neutrals 
decide as the Mighty Dunlendings 
forge a new world! 

Warlord Enlon 
P.S. You asked for It, you got It. 

R recent conuersatlon In the 
flaming ruins of Dllgul: 

·wen, Hargrog, does uuatha 
still think he Is Ouerlord of 
Rhouanlon?" The messenger replied, 
"No sir, Lord Thelor, sir.• Thelor 
laughed, "That's good to hear.• 

Baaltroc 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Let our words be heard the length 
ond breath of Middle Earth! We the 
Haradwaith choose. No longer will 
we smile when those of •noble 
linage• pretend to tell us our place. 
For Sauron 

Lord Haruth Ramam 

&AME 4 

With half the Free people and 
the Dunlendings attacking me and 
still the Witch-king Is undaunted. 
Now the reol power of the Dark Lord 
will be seen, and the lying 
Dunlendlngs will see It first!! 

Witch-king 

•••••••••••••••••••••• 

Let all of the Free Peoples 
celebrate. Khamul, the Dragon Lord, 
hes gone to meet his maker •••.••• end 
he won't be back. 

t 

Beoreborn 

&RME 6 

Miiraziir, 
Your message was loud end 

clear. We may be a small nation (end 
Neutral), but Dunedein blood still 
runs in our ueins. Beware ell 

enemies! Rhudeur marches to war! 
All Intelligence date Is welcome. 

Prince Rrfanhil of 
proud Rhudaur 

•••••••••••••••••••• 
Free Peoples, 

It has been proclaimed that 
the Woodmen haue done nothing to 
aid In the fight against eull. So be It. 
We will do nothing to help. N Gondor, 
s Gondor, Dwerues, fare you well in 
your struggle. 

Beoreborn 

&AME 11 

The Slnda heue broken the 
bonds of reality and found a new 
allegiance. Anyone wishing to Join 
the "Pseudo-Free-Peoples• contact 
us! 

Nlmrodel & Therudan 
of the Slnder 

•••••••••••••••••••• 
The Slnda Elues ere cowards! 

They hide In their hidden cities end 
couer their eyes and ears to the 
dangers of the world. Traitorous 
dog! our pact is ouerl 

Long Rider 

&AME 12 

News Flash: 
After crushing Regent 

Hrglrlon's army at Kul Dlnbar, the 
Cloud Lord's troops returned home 
ulctorious only to discouer that 
their home was nothing but a pile of 
ashes. 

The Doi Rmroth Tribune 

&AME 13 

Bored-Dur has fallen! Light 
Disperses the Darkness. So much for 
those West-Point so celled 
Tacticians. You'll probably flunk the 
academy as well! Hnd what 

happened to the threats as 
Mueller's Meurauders? Has Ren the 
Unclean taken a bath? 

••••••••••••••••••••• 
Lonely Rrthedaln armies seek 

the company of en Interior Witch­
king army for practice and 
amusement. May lead to 
destruction. R.S.U.P. 1005. "New 
Numenor• Like Pets. ie Miiraziir or 
Dancu. 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

We bid farewell to Prince 
Celdrehll. Like King Rrgeleb 11, Bain 
I, the Eothralm, Horadwalth and 
Northmen, he resisted Seuron. For 
that he Is dead. Resistance is 
useless. 

The Dark Seruants 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

&AME 14 

H warning-Dark Seruent 
assassins are uery effectlue. Guard 
your army commanders well. 
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The Ghost Of Rn 
Assassinated Easterling 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Numenoreans ond their kin 
haue been lording ouer 'ordinary' 
men for far too long. The 
Dunlendings will no longer stand for 
this. Cardolan Is first, but other 
Numenorean successor states 
beware-You're neHt. 

Lord Enlon 
Ruler of the Dun Lends 

&RME 17 

The Witch-king has kindly 
donated the morgul plate, uasamell, 
elfbane. Bids are welcome. 

Lord Hallas 



The North Is now ulrtuelly free 
of the Inept legions of Seuron. 
Mordor must remember that while 
they struggle we build 
unchallenged. Heredwelth end the 
Corsairs, your feeble attacks end 
defeats will be forgluen If you turn 
Good nowl 

Bein I 

6RME 18 

Rmroth, 
Your dishonor cost you the 

Dunlendings, Corsairs and the 
Woodmen es true allies. Awaken 
from your slumber, Free Peoples! 
Trust not ·the Slnda and their 
puppets, the Dwarues and Eothralm! 

Er-Murazor of proud Rngmar 
# 1 Kentucky Nazgul 

6RME 19 

Murazor, 
I tire of the waiting. Prepare to die. 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Elrond, 
Rrthedaln Is honored to fight 

alongside your noble troops. Moy 
your sword neuer dull and moy 
Murazor suffer from an acute cose 
of decapitation. 

Marl Tarmo 
Minister of Defense 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Looks like Hoarmurath Is dead. 
Maybe this has sobered you up JI 
lndur? The scale has tipped to one's 
fauor, but whose? 

Zarenderger for (22) 

6RME 21 

Ouatha II 
Do not ask for too much. I 

haue eHplained my actions to you, 
and proulded a promise. I haue no 
quarrel with · your . nation, so do not 
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make it more than It Is. 
King Rmroth of proud Slnda 

6RME 22 

Cerdolan soon falls! His 
brother soon to follow. Goblin Gate 
lowers its flag as well. The Noldo 
wlues weep for their fallen men. 
Who will be the neHt to fall before 
the might of Rhudour. 

Melkor 
Lord of Rhudaur 

GAME 23 

Followers of Eull, 
The Eothraim spit on your 

armies, make Jokes about your 
manhood, ond would sleep with your 
women if they didn't all look like 
dogs. Pre pore to meet your doom. 

Glsulf 
Chief of Buhr Waldlees 

• ••••••••••••••••••• 

Free People: 
Heer my call. Mordor has 

struck the first blow! Do not yield 
ground; Instead stondfast, make 
them pay deorly for the spoil upon 
which they tread. Let their blood 
flow freely!!! 

Rauen, Guardian of 
the Free People 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Hoil Free Peoples! 
We haue endured ottacks from 

the Dark Seruants long enough. Let 
us now launch an offensiue the Derk 
Seruants will loathe to remember. 
The Dragon Lord will be their first 
casualty; so says Thranduil of the 
Sindar. 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Nazgul, The Witch-king we're 
waiting. 

The Khazad 

HME 24 

Free Peoples, 
Though the foemen be many, 

and enemies as the sand near the 
sea, Light Is stronger than Darkness, 
Uictorlous yet we shall be. --RHe 
work for ore necks I Let's step to the 
task I Die well Derk Seruants. 

lronboot 

6RME 25 

Death to Sauron and all those 
who follow the Lidless Eyes. Free 
Peoples and neutrals unite to 
destroy oll of the Dark Seruants. 
Sauron has armies at his towns ot 
3120 and 3221. 

King Benjamin 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Why hauen't I heard from you 
out there? Could you be too busy to 
write to me? Good Job Woodmen! 
One down 8 to gol How many ores 
can fill a wall closet? Find out In the 
neHt Issue of Whispers of the Wood! 

Sinda Elues 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

"King Benjamin halls all the 
Free Peoples and Neutrals. Death to 
all the Dark Seruants and Followers 
of Sauron. Many of Sauron's forces 
will die soon. The Free People are 
uniting under one banner for the 
total destruction of Sauron I" 

HME 26 

The Derk Lieutenants answer 
The Witch King's call of unity ond 
we too call on all Dark Seruants to 
work as one 

6othmog and Urzahll 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

It might be winter but I 

belieue It will be getting rather hot 
for the Free Peoples. Who gets hit 
first? We won't say, they'll be 
begging for help shortly, but It will 
arriue too late. 

Anonymous 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Easterlings ! 
The Free Peoples of Rhouenlon 

will brook no eHpanslon in these 
lands. Keep your towns. 

•••••••••••••••••••• 
Peoples of Rhouanion! 

Friendship we offer to all folk 
that are Free or thot would be Free. 
To others toleration and peace. 

4 

Northmen 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

n harrowing cry Is heard ouer 
Arda. Broue men tremble and 
women cry In terror as Murazor lets 
loose his coll to gother the 
followers of Sauron. From across 
Hrdo the riders gather and plan with 
Sauron's Lieutenants the destruction 
of the Free Peoples know fear as 
one by one they are destroyed end 
their lands absorbed into our new 
order. 

6RME 27 

Hey peoples-listen to my sister 
Bronwyn. She's smart, an' she knows 
what she's talkln' about ... If you 
don't listen to her you may haue to 
listen to me-an' that ain't smart! 
See you 'round, maybe? 

Fiona Quickblade 

• ••••••••••••••••••• 

To all the realms be it 
proclaimed-the lands of Enedwalth 
are the sole proulnce of the Clans of 
Dunland. Send your armies there and 



risk war; leaue us alone and know 
peace! 

Bronwyn the Wise, 
Speaker for the Clons 

•••••••••••••••••••• 
Hey Eull Clique, 

Greetings! How come you oll 
ore seruonts? Don't worry we ore 
oimlng to abolish slouery ond moke 
eueryone free. Of course this does 
require your elimlnotion. 

El and the Uoders 

STATE OF WAR 

6RME 77 

News Flosh: 
The armies of Wisconsin and 

New MeHICO clashed In bloody bottle 
at Springfield, Illinois. Zhukor's First 
Rrmy of Wisconsin Is reported to be 
the ulctor and total casuoltles ore 
estimated at 700,000. 

P Luskin 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

New York: 
The more temporory your 

solution, the more permonent your 
problem. You are a llor ond o 
trickster. Good luck in your neHt life. 
Where Is Bruce? 

Gou. Of Mossachusetts 

6RME 78 

To the Wanna-be of Wyoming, 
Hauen't got It together yet? 

bet you're confused now. After 
finish you off I'll let you know how 
it happened. 

P.S. To all you ME-PBM snobs, get a 
grip & 11 life! !I I 

Montana MaH 
Dlrectorote of the Montanas 

&~ IXJif lJ{J IW@@@ 

@IXJfl®flfJ:!JJ.111 

GRME 226 

Doys of honor, nights of deoth I 
Beware of he who strikes from 
aboue ! ! ! P .s. I long for o good old 
fashioned Eorthwood death 
struggle. 

Rouen 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Goodbye Cruel World. 
T. Gray 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

GRME 227 

"Bo-nd Together! Destroy the 
circle of blood olliance I Rct quickly 
or they will win the gome! They ore 
ployer #2, #9, #14, #22. • 

J Loi 

•••••••••••••••••••• 

Well it's turn 16 ond only 13 
ployers left. 2 more eHpected to be 
out by turn 18. Whot o gome! 

Mike Freed 
alios Chor Rouenswlng #9 Lord of 
the South Circle of Blood Rllionce 
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GRME 228 

Only time Is the barrier for 
your deoth. High EIUes, my &He will 
toste your blood. 

Thorin Skullcrusher 

Tales of Middle-earth PBM ... 

Between the Hammer and the Anvil 
by Thomas Lemont 

Winter had arrlued early In 
the northern tier, and olmost oll 
actluity had been reduced to 11 

minimum. The ground was couered 
in o thick blonket of snow, ond it 
shone with II pole light, os the 
moon tried to force Its woy 
through a dense ceiling of dark, 
wofting clouds. Slowly the 
mountolnside become more ulslble, 
os the moon proued Its dominonce, 
portroying o londscope of bleak 
flotlonds and towering peoks, oll 
thrown together os if it wos here 
the Uolor hod discarded 1111 their 
unused ideas when they hod first 
shaped the world. 

Rtop o ploteou rested a 
lonely fortress,formed from liuing 
rock; this wos the Dwaruen 
stronghold of Zorak-dum. Long had 
Zorok-dum endured the rouoges of 
the polor climes, but neuertheless 
its people continued to prosper 
ond grow in their power. They 
loued the mountoins dearly, liuing 
in oreos thot others would find 
intoleroble. Intended by Rtile 
power of Melkor, they were short, 
stocky, strong, lnuulneroble to 
flames, ond the hardiest of all 
roces. 

R scouting porty hod recently 
returned with important news 
from the south; the Wroith-klng of 
Rngmar hod usurped much of the 
lowlands of the Ettenmoors, 
pitching smoll camps within their 
territories. This grieued the 
Dwarues, for they knew thot mony 
of their kinsmen must haue been 
driuen from their homestead, to 
make woy for the foul ore hordes 
of Corn Oum ond Mount Grom. 

Mony months earlier the 
greot forces of Zorok-dum had 
produced large quantities of liquid 
metal, fashioned by master smiths 

and croftsmen, into scores of arms 
ond ormor: magnificent suits of 
plate and mall, war helms, great 
two heoded &Hes, crossbow points, 
sturdy shields, large shields and 
hommers, ond mighty pickaHes ond 
mottocks. Present fortlflcotlons 
were drilled regulorly; wotches 
were also Instituted. 

On this portlculor euenlng, an 
ombossodor with smoll retinue, 
had arrlued at the gates to the 
city. He requested o meeting with 
the nobles of the poloce. 

"Show us the seal of Dorin, if 
you ore who you cloim to be, and 
be quick about it, before my 
crossbowmen fill you with iron,• 
called II stout warrior from otop 
the outer bottlements • 

"Rnd who moy you be, 
guordsman? • asked Ho gal, slowly 
reoching for the pouch on his belt. 
"I 'd like the pleosure of your 
nome, once I houe 11udience with 
your moster. • He then displayed on 
iron medollion to the wotchers' 
ulew. The gotes did not open, but 
rother o small door wos brought 
to Hogol's ottentlon. The door wos 
cleuerly designed into the outer 
won, ond now it wos pushed open 
by two lorge Dwarues in groy moil 
coots. 

"This woy, sir, • sold one of 
the Dwarues. "Our orders are to 
prouide you with escort.• 

With o worrlor in front and 
behind, Hogal ond his retinue were 
ushered down o long, winding boll, 
until they come to another door; 
this one being more ulsible, but 
bon 'ded with thick strops of iron; 
Euerythlng obout the fortress wos 
lmpressluely powerful. 

One of the guardsmen opened 
the door, ond the group proceeded 



forward, Into II large, well-lit 
chomber. 

"Greetings Hagal, ambassador 
of Kh11z11d-dum, • called II Dwarf 
seated upon a great Iron throne. 
Motioning to the guards, the Lord 
said, "You may go now, kinsmen.• 

The Dwaruen soldiers bowed, 
turned, and left the room. 

• Hall, mighty Dain. I bring 
news that you had deemed to hear 
for lo these many weeks.• 

"Well, come then, and tell me 
what you haue to say.· 

Hagal reached into his 
ouercoat and produced a folded 
document. Handing It to Dain he 
replied, "RII that I need to tell you, 
my lord, is written in the King's 
own hand." 

Dain took the parchment 
from Hagal, unfolding it quickly. 
With his eyes quickly rouing ouer 
the paper, he murmured, "Yes-yes, 
yes. This Is the news I had 
eHpected, but I first had to obtain 
the Kings orders before I acted 
rashly. The time is now, to go on 
the march.• Dain turned to one of 
his retainers, "Go assemble the 
officers within the Great Hall.• The 
retainer turned upon his heel and 
left the room. 

• My lord,· said Haga I, "There 
was a guardsman from the outer 
battlements, who would not let me 
enter Z11r11k-dum upon my 11rriu111. 
He Insisted that I produce the seal 
of Durln as proof that my claims 
were true, as if my raiment was 
not enough.• 

"Who WllS this Impudent 
soldier?• requested Dain, turning 
back to Hagal. 

"He called himself, 
'Mazarbul', lord, and I wish to 
congratulate you on the discipline 
and awareness of your garrison; 
he did an eHcellent Job.• 

Both Dwarues had a hearty 
laugh,, then Hagal left for the 
Journey back to Khazad-dum, 
while Dain mode his way to the 

Great Hall. When he arrlued, most 
of the officers were already 
present, and the benches were 
soon filled. The noise of much 
murmuring and muttering amongst 
the warriors soon quieted as Dain 
stepped atop the dais at the 
forefront of the Hall. 

"My friends and officers of 
the garrison, I haue called you 
here today to reloy news that we 
houe been anHiously awaiting, for 
some time now. Rs you are all 
aware, MOrazor's filth, from out of 
Rngmor, has come forth as rats 
from a cesspool, to Infiltrate our 
lands south. You know, too, that 
we had foreseen such on 
occurrence, and thusly prepared 
our forces to meet the threat 
foce-to-face. Howeuer, we had to 
first receiue word from the capital 
of our respected King, thot this 
wos his intention as well. My 
friends, we houe Indeed recelued 
that word.• R boisterous cheer 
went up from the assembly. 

"Now my friends there Is no 
time to waste. For the longer 
these new comps eHist, the 
stronger their lord becomes. That 
is why I haue decided to put the 
garrison on the offensiue. Rt first 
light, we march on the camp of 
Raudo, ond crush it under the 
hammers of our warriors. The 
others shall soon follow.• 

R tall dwarf, nearly the size 
of o man, spoke up, "My lord, there 
is olso news that seuerol armies of 
MOrazor, led by Doncu, Durkarlan, 
and Cykur, are mouing to protect 
their new establishments. What 
must we do if they seek to 
intercept our mouements?" 

"Must you ask?" Interjected 
another, seated II few yards away, 
brandishing a large iron mallet. 
• We will crush them as well!• Rnd 
he crashed the hammer upon the 
floor of the hall. Another cheer 
resounded within the chamber. 

1 

I 
1J. 

Dain raised his hands to quiet 
the crowd. "Yes, It Is true that 
those foul leaders will seek to 
protect their new claims, but we 
haue the aduantoge of morale, 
brothers. Our troops ore well 
trained, uery well equipped, and 
well led. It may go hard for us, but 
we sholl show them that one 
Dwaruen warrior Is worth at least 
four Orcish ruffians.• 

The following morning, the 
soldiery assembled in the outer 
courtyard of the palace. Weapons 
and armor glistened In the last 
light of the polar moon, ond oll 
warriors stood in steadfast 
attention. Officers mode their last 
routine checks of all baggage train 
items, supplies, and forces, then 
dispersed to their respectlue units. 

Dain rode to the front of the 
massed formations, astride a huge 
polar bear, couered with molted 
layers of chainmail. His ormor wos 
of burnished steel, his helm of 
polished gold. R stout warhammer 
was clutched In his hond, ond o 
large, circular shield was stropped 
about his left arm. 

"O mighty Khozad, • Doin 
addressed the crowd, "the time 
hos come for us to glorify the 
name of our ancestors. We must 
coll on the great nome of Durin, 
and upon our creator, lord Riile, for 
the ulctory that must be ours.• Rnd 
with o great rattling of weapons 
upon shields, the procession 
oduonced. 

The camp Roudo fell quickly 
the neHt doy with little cosuolties 
to the Dworuen armies. Continuing 
his press, ot the word from 
Khozod-dum, Doln ond his dworuen 
forces, In concert with Rhudourlon 
armies, Intended to smash the 
bastion of Mt Gram, weakening the 
foothold of the Witch-king within 
the region. 

The generals then gathered in 
11 hastily constructed commond 
tent, ond uoiced their concerns to 

one another about the fight which 
lay before them. 

We cannot stop with the 
destruction of only II few small 
comps,• sold Lord Turchan of 
Rhudour. "My men thirst for battle, 
ond their thirst must be quenched 
by human or orclsh blood!• 

Patience, Turchon, • replied 
Regent Rrfanhll, King of Rhudour. 
"The time will come when we shall 
indeed foce the Wraith on his own 
ground, ond we must respect, if 
not feor, the power which he 
wields.• 

Turchon, frustrated, topped 
the fingers of o gountlet-couered 
hond upon the table. "When do we 
moue?" 

"My friends,• soid Dain, his 
orms wide, the mutter is quite 
simple. Reports indicate thot 
MOrozor hos fallen upon finonciol 
difficulty, ond cannot maintain his 
armies much longer. Mt Grom is 
opporently held by only o small 
garrison, which should be easily 
ouercome, with only minimol 
losses for our own side. Rnd, 
because of our cotopults, 
mongonels, bollistae, scorpions, 
ond other machines of wor, the 
fortifications themselues should 
proue to be no problem.• 

"How mony machines did you 
bring with you ogoin?" inquired 
Rrfonhil. 

We houe nearly II score," 
replied one of the Dwaruen 
coptoins, • while Cardolon forces, 
now on the moue northward, bring 
up almost os mony; howeuer, we 
cannot woit for them to orriue, 
lest we lose the 11du11nt11ge of 
destroying the isolated garrison of 
Mt Grom while the Witch-king may 
still bring about on army to beor. 
We must oct now.• 

"The Dwarf, it seems, speaks 
true,• soid Turchon. "If we ore to 
crush the seruonts of the Black 
Lord we houe no time to waste in 
idle chatter.• 
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Slightly perturbed by the 
humans remark, Dain scowled, 
then replied, "Then It Is settled, 
longsh11nks. Rt dusk we shall moue 
11golnst Mt Gram.• 

The euenlng sky wos 
ouercost, the air biting cold, ond 
light winds whipped the snow 
about the troops, causing them to 
look like frozen statues. His wor 
machines were dragged by teoms 
of men ond polar bears, atop lorge, 
wooden sledges, forming the bulk 
of his m11ssiue b11gg11ge train. Doin 
rode to the front of his Dworuen 
formations, barking orders oboue 
the wind, then moued to the front 
of his . army. Rrfonhil, sitting atop o 
he11uily blanketed warhorse, 
ushered his Rhudouri11n forces 
forward, diuidlng the couolry to 
the flanks ond the shock troops to 
the center, 11nd w11uing his 
broadsword 11boue his heod in o 
means of silent communication. 
Finally the uost assembly wu 
prepared. 

RII could see the dork wolls 
of Mt Gram In the distance, 
teaming with the milltlo gathered 
from Its lnh11blt11nts; such on 
Insignificant force to contend with 
the 5,000+ troops 11rr11yed og11inst 
them. This would Indeed be o 
crippling blow to MOrozor ond his 
alms to conquer the north, ond 
Dliln could not help but lough, the 
steam of his breath circling obout 
him os smoke from o forge. 

With o great bellow, Doin 
ordered his engineers to launch 
their 11erl11I 11ss11ult. In response, o 
b11rroge of heouy stones ond fiery 
pitch uiled high into the oir 
ouerheod, lighting up the night sky 
11nd lllumln11tlng the mosses about 
the parapets of the fortress. The 
cloak of fire 11nd rock flowed like o 
burning w11ue 11boue the fort, Its 
woke of thundering destruction u 
lce-couered stone duhed both 
humans 11nd ores to pieces. 

"Prepare the ground 
11ss11ult 1 • shouted Rrfllnhil, 
spurring his steed towards the 
forefront of the he11uy c11u11lry 
units. The solid ranks of malled 
horsemen bristled with spears 11nd 
lances, 11nd began their slow trot 
across the snow-couered plain 
which loy before the foothills of 
Mt Grom, building up momentum 
for the chorge 11goinst the stoked 
positions outside the gates. 

Dworuen ond Rhudouri11n 
infantry columns quickly followed 
in their steod, bringing up ladders 
to breach the wolls, os the borroge 
of oeriol missals continued to 
pound the interior of the fortress 
like o hammer upon the onuil. 
Archers otop the wolls rained 
down their own meons of 
destruction upon the ottockers, 
until they were blasted from their 
holes. 

The charge struck the center 
of the forces assembled before the 
gote, os few riders were impaled 
upon the sharpened stokes, ond 
soon the oreo wos cleared. The 
ladders were raised ogoinst the 
wolls ond both mon ond dworf 
clambered to the poropet, fighting 
those soldiers who remained 
within. Rt Inst the wnlls were 
brenched. Rnd with n tremendous 
rending of iron nnd rock, the gntes 
were wrenched npnrt by buttering 
rams. 

The men within the fort 
continued to fight, but when their 
orcish counterpnrts lost heort nnd 
fled down their dork tunnels 
benenth the mountnin, they had no 
choice but to surrender. 

Rs smnll contingents of 
soldiers mnrched prisoners back to 
ench other's respectiue cnpltols, 
the Dwnruen ond Rhud11urion 
armies soluoged whnt they could 
from the ruins · of the broken 
fortress. Dnln, Rrf11nhll, 11nd n few 
officers were within one of the 

few remaining buildings, 11 kitchen 
sitting 111 11 small table. 

"R great ulctoryl • eHcl11lmed 
Rrf11nhil, wiping his brow with n 
gloued hond. 

• Yes quite correct,• replied 
Dain. "The Witch-king will now fear 
ns we knock upon the gates of his 
lnnd. • He remoued two lorge steins 
from II nearby shelf, 11nd filled 
them with ole. Presenting one to 
Rrfnnhil he sold, "Now drink, 
friend. Whoteuer tomorrow holds, 
let us know thnt 111 this moment 
Dworf nnd mon houe fought 

together for II common 90111. R 
historlcol time Indeed, 11nd I regret 
that my lord 11nd king could not be 
here to s11uor this moment, 11s he 
hos been c11mpnlgnlng further 
south. Yet, 11s I 11m here, and 
representing the Khnznd, I do 
congrntulnte the warriors of 
Rhud11ur, for they fought 11s the 
Dunedoln of old nnd deserue credit 
ns such. RII hnil the Khnz11d nnd 
Rhudnurlnn! Moy the Witch-king 
nnd 1111 seru11nts of euil fnde In the 
spirit of their power! 

The Last of the Dragon Slayers 
Part Two 

By Will Parker 

"How much longer?" Kent whined, 
swatting at the cloud of gnats and 
mosquitoes that were encircled about his 
head. 

"Not far now," Deston called, giving 
Kent a disgusted look. 

The two skirted around a pool of 
quicksand, waded through a pool of 
scummy water, and scrambled over an old 
log. Kent squealed when a hairy spider 
scurried across his hand. Deston shot him 
another contemptuous look and continued 
to lead the way. They entered another pool 
and began to wade across.· 

"Something just slid past my leg," Kent 
said in a horrified voice. 

"It's probably just a snake," Deston said. 
"A SNAKE!!!" Kent screamed as he 

plunged forward to the opposite bank and 
crawled hastily out of the water, despite the 
weight of his armor. Deston laughed and 
Kent shot him an evil look. "Boy, I ought 
to cut your head off for taking me through 
this." 

"Hey, mister, you were the one who 
wanted to fight the dragon, not me. Now 
shut up and follow me." 

"You are a very impertinent young 
man. Your parents ought to be ashamed of 
your behavior." 

''They are ashamed of it." 
"Oh." The two continued in silence ... 

for about ten feet. "How much longer?" 

"Not long now," Deston snarled. 
"You've been saying that for the past 

hour." 
"We've only been in the swamp for 

thirty minutes. Besides, we'd be there if 
you weren't so damn slow." 

"Watch your mouth, young man." 
"Yeah, yeah, that's what they all tell 

me.fl 
"I'm sure they all do, but I'm going to 

do something about it." Kent lunged 
forward as if to catch hold of the young boy 
and administer a sound spanking, but 
Deston leaped nimbly out of the way. 

"I don't think so, dragon-slayer," Deston 
said. "Besides, you don't want to hurt me. 
I might get the idea to leave you alone in 
this swamp, and we both know that 
without me, you don't stand a chance of 
finding your way out. And that's assuming 
Mandrig doesn't find you." 

Kent nodded and mumbled, "It's 
Dragon-Slayer, not dragon-slayer." 

"You say something?" Deston asked 
with a suspicious glance. 

"No," Kent said, "I was just making a 
remark about the gnats." 

"Oh, okay. Now, follow me." 
The two plunged forward into the 

swamp. After several more minutes of 
slogging around in scummy water, Kent's 
hysterics over every little creep-crawly 
thing, and Deston's smart-alecky 
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comments, the two reached Mandrig's lair. 
They heard the dragon long before they saw 
him, and they smelled his breath long 
before they ever heard him. 

'What is that stench?" Kent asked. 
'Well," Deston said, "it's either you and 

your · rusty armor or Mandrig's dragon 
breath. I'm not sure which is worse." 

'Watch it, young man," Kent warned. 
"Watch what?" 
Kent growled. 
The two eased forward quietly, so as not 

to awake the slumbering dragon . Kent was 
a strong believer in the old proverb that 
said, "Let sleeping dragons lie," and he did 
not want to have to go against such wise 
advice. At last the two came up to the 
small clearing that Mandrig called home. 

It was not much of a lair, as far as 
dragon lairs go. There were no mounds of 
gold and precious jewels. There were no 
piles of charred bones from the dragon's 
previous kills. In fact, Mandrig's lair was 
nothing more than a small island of clear 
land with a couple of boulders on the side 
in case he felt the need to sharpen his 
claws. 

It was from behind these boulders that 
Deston and Kent watched Mandrig. The 
dragon seemed perfectly oblivious to what 
was going on around him, and seemed 
perfectly content to stay that way. Kent 
stared in amazement at the size of the old 
dragon. Then, looking at the shredded 
stones that the two were hidden behind, he 
gulped. Deston gave him an evil look and 
chuckled. Kent turned a little white in the 
face. 

"See, I told you so," Deston said. 
"You sure did. Now let's get out of 

here." 
"What?!" 
"I said it was time to go." 
"Go! We just got here, and besides, I 

thought you were going to kill him." 
"Well, I would if I had the time, but I 

just remembered an important engagement 
in the neighboring kingdom. I have to go 
and slay an ogre or two. However, I'll 
probably be back this way in another decade 
or two, and I'll take care of your dragon 
then. Okay?" Kent turned and began to 
slowly-and very quietly-sneak away. 

"MANDRIG!!!" Deston shouted . The 
dragon snorted and Kent jumped. 

"What the hell do you think you're 
doing?" Kent hissed. 

"Why me?" Mandrig moaned, coming 
awake. "That's it. Move over Santa Claus, 
I'm moving to the North Pole." 

"Hey, Mandrig," Deston shouted as he 
trotted toward the dragon, "look who I've 
brought. His name is Kentough Berrizinni 
Dragonbane and he's the world's greatest 
dragon-slayer. I guess you didn't kill them 
all, did you?" 

'That's Dragon-Slayer," Kent said in a 
low voice so that only Deston could hear 
him, "and will you please shut-up." Kent 
smiled sickly at Mandrig. 

"Oh," Mandrig said peering close. "He 
doesn't look like much of a dragon-slayer 
to me." With a sniff, he turned his head. 

"That's Dragon-Slayer," Kent growled, 
"and I could too kill you, Sir Dragon." 

"Really." 
"Yeah, really." 
"Go for it then." 
"Huh?" 
"I said, go for it. Try and kill me, Mr. 

dragon-slayer." 
"Oh boy," Deston said clapping his 

hands together, "a fight." Both Mandrig 
and Kent shot him an evil glare. 

"Well," Kent began, as he tugged 
nervously at his beard, "I could kill you, but 
since you could very well be the last one of 
your kind, I had better not. I think after I 
took out that flock of dragons in the 
Kallendore Mountains, your kind was 
placed on the endangered species list." 

"I thought you said that you had never 
killed a dragon before," Deston said. 

"Will you please shut-up?" Kent asked 
with a forced grin. "Are you trying to get 
me killed or something?" 

"Well, now that you mention it .. . " 
"Never mind." 
"I'm waiting," Mandrig said as he flexed 

his muscles. Kent gulped. Deston laughed. 
"Waiting for what?" Kent asked 

weakly." 
'Waiting for you to kill me, of course. 

Or at least try and kill me." 
'Well," Kent said, "as I was just telling 

Deston before he rudely woke you up, I 
have business elsewhere and really must be 
going. I'd really like to stay and fight you, 
but a commitment is a commitment." 

'What business?" 
'Well, you see. There's this ogre .. ." 
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". . . in the neighboring kingdom and 
you have to go fight it. Yeah, that's what 
the last one told me." 

"What last one?" 
'The last dragon-slayer that tried to kill 

me," Mandrig nodded his head toward a 
pile of bones by the boulders . Deston 
blinked and Kent looked as if he were about 
to cry. When Kent looked away, Deston 
watched the bones disappear into thin air. 
He knew they had not been there moments 
before. He looked at Mandrig and the 
dragon winked. 

"Well," Kent said, "it's your life we're 
talking about here." And with that, Kent 
made a valiant attempt to draw his sword. 
The sword stuck. Kent gave a sick laugh. 
He drew his dagger. The tip was broken. 
Kent's laugh became sicker. Deston started 
to roll on the ground in hysterics . Mandrig 
just grinned and began to visibly salivate. 

Kent looked hopelessly up at Mandrig 
and fell wearily to his knees. A single tear 
rolled forth from his left eye and he bowed 
his head and awaited the killing blow. 
Mandrig, his dragon grin reaching from ear 
to ear, lifted one clawed hand and prepared 
to deliver the coup-de-grace. Deston looked 
on horrified. 

"Any last words, dragon-slayer?" 
Mandrig demanded in a booming voice. 

"It's Dragon-Slayer," Kent corrected in a 
weary voice. 

"What?" 
"Never mind, just do the deed and get it 

over with." 
"Deston," Mandrig said, "you might not 

want to watch this." 
Deston looked on stunned. Mandrig 

was actually going to kill this poor 
defenseless and humble knight. He was 
shocked. He always thought that deep 
down inside, Mandrig had a heart of gold. 
But now, the enormity of what the dragon 
was about to do, hit him. 

"Stop!!!" He shouted. 
'What?" Mandrig said. 
"Huh?" Kent said. 
"I said, stop," Deston said, his youthful 

face looking scared. "Don't kill him, 
Mandrig." 

"Why not?" 
"Because he hasn't hurt you any." 
"He tried to kill me. I'd call that a 

justifiable reason to kill him." 

"I know, but you know that he really 
didn't stand a chance of killing you. I 
mean, Mandrig, you're a thousand times 
bigger than he is and then some. He didn't 
stand a chance, and besides, it was my 
fault." 

"Your fault?" Mandrig asked. 
"Yes, I was the one who brought him to 

you, was I not?" 
"Well, now that you mention it, yes. 

Why did you bring him to me?" 
"So you could fight each other." 
'We did fight, and I won. Now I am 

going to kill him and eat him for dinner ." 
Mandrig leered at the hapless knight and 
Kent fainted. "See, he's nothing but a weak 
burden on society." 

"He's not weak," Deston protested, "he 
killed a wyvern once ." 

"Well, ain't he special." 
"Mandrig!" 
"What!?" 
"You can't kill him." 
"And why not?" 
"Because, I won't let you. And if you do 

kill him, I'll kill you." 
"How?" 
"Well," Deston said, pointing to the 

edge of the clearing where the ground was 
the highest, "you see that bit of raised 
ground right there." 

"Yeah," Mandrig said not liking the 
sound of this. 

"Well, you see, I thought about building 
a house there and moving into it. That 
way we can be together all day long, and 
you can tell me stories, and play games 
with me, and be with me all day long. Now 
isn't that just what you want?" Deston 
smirked. Mandrig began to look a little 
green in the face. 

"Wake up, dragon-slayer," Mandrig 
said, nudging the knight with a claw. Kent 
jerked awake. "You can leave now." 

"Huh?" 
"I said you were free to go." 
"What? How?" 
"The kid vanquished me in combat." 
"Physical combat?" Kent asked 

incredulously. 
"Nope. Verbal." 
"Ahh. I see." 
"No, you don't," Mandrig said, "you 

haven't known him long enough." 
"From what I've seen, I can already 

tell." 
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"Now that we've got that settled," 
Deston said, "let's do something. Kent, do 
you know how to play hide-and-seek?" 
Mandrig groaned. 

"No," Kent said. 
"Don't worry, it's a simple game. I'll 

teach you." 
''I'd love to stay and learn, but I really 

need to go kill that ogre. Dam . I was really 
looking forward to it." Kent picked up his 
broken dagger and prepared to leave. 
Turning to Mandrig, he saluted. "It was 
nice meeting you, Sir Mandrig. Maybe I'll 
stop by some time." 

"Sure," said Mandrig. "Any time. The 
door's always open to my friends." 

"What door?" Deston asked. 
"It's a figure of speech, kid." 
"Bye, Deston," Kent said. 
"Bye, Kent. · Good luck." Kent began to 

walk away and Deston turned to Mandrig. 
'Well, Mandrig, how about a story e>r two?" 
Mandrig looked like he was going to cry. 

"Hey, Kent," the dragon called. The 
knight turned around with a grin on his 
face. 

"Yes." 
"You need a hand with that ogre?" 
"Somehow I knew you'd say that." 
"Well? " 
"Sure, come along ." 
"What about me?" Deston demanded. 
"It'll be too dangerous for a young boy 

like yourself," Kent said gravely. 
"But we'll tell you about it when we get 

back." Mandrig added helpfully. 
"I want to go." 

"Sorry, kid," Kent said. 
''That's not fair," Deston protested . 
"Life isn't fair," Mandrig said. 
''That's what my mom says." 
"I know," Mandrig said. 
"Wise woman," Kent added. 
"You're mean and I hope the ogre chops 

you up into pieces." 
"I hope so," Mandrig said, "at least I 

won't have to deal with you anymore ." 
Deston turned red in the face and stormed 
off. Mandrig and Kent watched the young 
man crash through the undergrowth, 
kicking at rocks and anything else that got 
in the way. 

"I think he's mad," Kent said. 
"I know. Ain't it a beautiful sight." 
'What? Him being mad." 
"No. Him leaving ." And with that, 

both dragon and Dragon-slayer had a long 
hard laugh. Kent laughed so hard he 
started to choke and Mandrig got the 
hiccups. 

"Well, I guess we took care of him, " 
Kent said, when he finally recovered . 

"I guess so. Well, friend Kent, shall we 
go take care of this ogre of yours." 

"What ogre?" . Kent said with ~ grin. 
Mandrig chortled . "I can tell that you 

and I are going to be good friends." 
"I HATE YOU BOTH!!!" Deston 

shouted from a long ways of off. 
Kent gave Mandrig a look of mock 

abashment, and Mandrig grinned 
sheepishly . Then the two went into 
hysterics again. 

Tales of Middle-earth PBM ... 

Land Hoy! 
by Finsky 

The longboats of the Corsairs 
pulled into the docks and onto the 
beaches in front of the white­
walled city. Those citizens actually 
at the wharf watched In curiosity as 
Admiral Mlreiidur and his Wizard 
stepped from their crafts and 
organized their legions. Rpproua.l 
registered more and more as those 
watching noticed the gleaming 
umor, the crisp precision, and the 
~ood natured energy of an Elite 
rorce. 

Rnd what a force! Besides two 
companies of armored pikemen and 
a company of archers to protect 
their Uanguord, eight whole 
companies of the legendary Marines 
of the Seafaring Folk! Help had 
arrlued! 

Two of the Nazgiil's armies had 
only weeks before marauded into 
Harondor and were drawing closer 
by the hour, so the arriual of the 
Corsairs sent a stir through Caras 
Mirllond. Four squadrons of Men-Of-
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Wars and ouer a dozen troop­
transports crowded the harbor. The 
city would not die without a fight! 

Rs the pair of officers led their 
army through the streets to the far 
side of town, they gazed around in 
eKcltement. Caras Mlrllond. The 
Shrine of Castamlr - the Jewel of 
Harad! Euery heart powering the 
Jackboots of the new arrluals leapt! 
Oh, how they coueted this city! But 
In these times, the King of this land 
was a staunch friend of Rngamaite. 
Rnd like a good friend's wife: Caras 
Mirilond was a treasure you could 
admire, and euen dream of, but 
neuer touch. 

The center of town soon gaue 
way to the homes of Its inhabitants, 
and then finally to the fields at Its 
feet. The Admiral stiffened as he 
sa w the mounted Hordes of Harad. 
The camp of their cau-alries was 

already stowed, and they appeared 
ready to march. Rnd Indeed, smoke 
could be seen rising from 
settlements Just ouer the 
neighboring hills. 

Where was their general? His 
standard was lost amidst the dust 
of his forming columns. Admiral 
Mireiidur and his mysterious 
companion gaue mustering orders to 
their commanders and set off to 
find their host. 

Streaming from the city and 
Joining with the ranks of the 
Haradwaith, the Corsairs marched 
into the hills: and some of them 
caught a lost glimpse of the sea 
they knew so well. The weathering 
sun sang a soft farewell to those 
with time to peek, os they rushed 
off into the gathering Night-the 
onslaught of Sauron .... 

Poems of Middle-earth PBM ... 

Thranduil 
by Nick Cody 

Lord of the Wood: green, tall, and vast. 
Lord under the Stars, flaming in the night. 

Lord of swan ships: green sails and white mast. 
Lord of the Grey: the elves of twilight. 

Wielder of Troll Slayer and Ore Slayer. 
Enemy of the Flaming Eye, and Balrog flayer. 
Defender of the West, a Lord Marshal there. 

Friend of man, eagle, deer, and bear. 

Feast giver! Harp player! Storyteller! 
A Host to rival Elrond's good graces. 

Curate, Herald, and wisest soothsayer. 
A giver of smiles to children's faces. 
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f Concr--a.:lulazcone Co al.l of dieee n,en,1,era, 
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S-rCL-re of WCL-r-

1n 1.f-2 rum 'Che A.llca.nce of 'Che R.n,CJhra of 
,=:orrune decrorecl al.l dia%' opposed _a.nd 
diwa.rced diecr ""••ion•. 'Chce ""CJhrr al.ll:a.nce 
Ca con,pceed of rlle followmCJ plar•ra: 3, 9 a.nd 
18. Concr--cat':\,&laztone on ca. 1rea%' v<ccorr, 

c,c:. ..... 73 

1n ontr 21.f. rum• die a.r-n,(ee of 'Che A.llccance of 
'Che 'Ocrcy ~ff'•n Scoundrel. mcan~cl ro overrun 
die fore- ot caU. dioee wh<ch were nor of dieer 
alt;:-• 'Z:'o orm ca. new f.derazton, 'Chte a.1..ll:a.nce 
WGa •pea.rhead.d t,r Plar•r 5 a.ncl he rece(vecl a.. 

cp-GZ' dea.1.. of caae(era.nce p--ont plar•re lJ a.ncl 18. 
We ea.luee die n,en,1,erw of O,Ce ""CJh'Z:'f a.1..ll:cance, 
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