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A SHORT STORY BASED 

ON A NORDIC LEGEND by CAROL ARNon 

The hot, w h ite sun burnt dow n unmercifully on the yielding red so il in a 
remote region of the Australi an desert. Save for an occa sional c lum p of sc rawn y, 
xerophytic scrub this parched wasteland w as barren of v is ib le life . Even the 
hardy nat ives who peopled th is ancient land did not dare to venture into thi s 
d ry, unfriendly part of the co untry, vo id of all food . 

Under s uch forbidding co nd it io ns it was st ran ge to find life - alien to 
this my sterious land - struggling p itifully ove r the scorched earth w hich had 
been er oded to a flat plain throu gh centuries of continual weathering . His 
sk in wa s w hi te , but it s colou r was scarce ly recognizable underneath the 
coating o f red dust which enveloped him . His eyes were puffed and bloodshot 
- his tongue and throat swollen and parched bla ck. Save for one, smal l 
canvas bag thi s man carried no posse ssions . Where were his su pp lies? hi s 
horse ? Surely no man wo uld chance such a journey int o hostile country 
without supplies! 

Dra gg ing hi s sta rved , pain-racked body ove r thi s indifferent land he 
uttered incomprehensible ravings through cr acked and bleeding lip s . Although 
the bulk of what he said was mumbled under hi s breath sm all phrases su ch 
as "aboriginal atta ck " , " my partner", " it wa s wo rt h killing fo r", and ' '\' 11 
never give them up " we re clearly spo ken. 

Apparently in need of rest the tortured body lurched to a stop beneath w hat 
shade a meagre clum p of desert scrub had to off er fr om the penetrating ra ys 
of the intense, midday sun . He lay there, panting heavily - continually 
ranting and raving - and a t od d times uttering w ild burst s of uncontrollable 
laughter . Without apparent cause these uncanny ra vings sud den ly cea sed, and , 
starting violently, he emitted a piercing sc rea m . Grovelling franticall y in the 
dry, sandy so il he retrieved his so lita ry po sses sion - the sm a ll, insignificant 
bag - and feverishly ripped it o pen. Clumsil y he emptied the contents and 
greedily fondled them . These s ma ll, dull p ieces of rock he so hungril y fingered 
obviously meant everyth ing to this man and he would d o an ything to keep t hem 
in his po ssession . 

As he lay there, gloating over hi s ill-gotten wealth , th ere appeared w itho u t 
warning a flash of light, momen taril y blinding thi s ob sessed man . As th e 
glow faded there appeared a figure dressed s im ila r ly to the wret ched human 
being lying in the du st. In ho rror he tr ied to es cape, but he was held to the 
spot as if by so me superna tu ra l power. The we ird figure mo ved clo ser to the 
petrified man until it s fa ce was distinguishable. When he saw the fa ce the 
dying man uttered a strangled cry of recognition and begged for mercy, scream­
ing hy stericall y that he wanted help . The figure reached out a pair of gnarled, 
rough hands indicating th at the man mu st give up the sack and its co ntent s 
before he could expect an y assi stance . This the man bli ndly refused to do, 
burbling about committ ing murder to get them , he would never give them up 
- th ey belonged to him alone, no w! 

The strange fig ure pers isten t ly asked for their return , but the near-dead 
man, his mind a ma ss of uncontrollable hysteria , clung even more tenaciously 
to this small sa ck of stones which could determ ine hi s fate. 

The figure faded into the distance, its vo ice echoing around the lunatic 
man, threatening punishment for the misdemeanour he had co mm itted again st 
his partner. 
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