Chapter I – Orange Hawks
The Parched Horse was busy as ever; full of dwarves, elves, orcs and Norsemen drinking alcohol and engaging in banter, songs and gambling. A large, stocky Norse brute of a man with short greying black hair and a full grey beard entered the tavern. His face was weathered and he looked exhausted. His weary hazel eyes scanned the crowd of folk jollying in the tavern. No one took any notice of him as he walked up to the barman who was a fat orc, he was busy cleaning up tankards and drinking horns.

“Excuse me sir,” the orc turned grinned his lower teeth nearly reaching his green eyes, “Do you have Morningbloom Mead by any chance?” The stocky Norse had a deep and commanding voice. The orc nodded and put up a stumpy finger with sharp nails and hurried out of the back momentarily before returning with a bottle of Morningbloom Mead.

“That’ll be 2 crowns please, and do you want it in a tankard, horn or straight from the bottle?” Asked the friendly orc as he handed over the bottle, “In a horn please,” replied the Norseman as he handed over two pieces of gold each engraved with a three-pointed crown. The orc bent down and returned with a drinking horn which he handed over to the Norse. The Norseman thanked him and then took a stool beside the bar to drink his mead in peace.


In one corner of The Parched Horse a table was overturned and a grumpy elf threw his hand of cards at a ginger dwarf followed by a succession of profanities and curses. The bartender orc shouted across the tavern:

“Jefl, calm down now that’s three games in a row you’ve lost, maybe today isn’t your day. Sit down and finish your Dragonblood!” Jefl – the grumpy elf – stomped over to the bar with his glass of clear strong spirit alcohol. He sulkily took a stool next to the brutish Norse, staring angrily into his glass.

“How much did you lose?” Enquired the Norseman, sipping on his mead which proved to be very refreshing after days, weeks on the road, the elf scoured back, “Who wants to know?” huffed Jefl taking a swig of his Dragonblood.

“I’m in need of a place to sleep tonight and I’d be willing to offer you 20 crowns. By the way my name’s Ciniod. Ciniod Elpin,” Ciniod proposed. Jefl took a few moments to contemplate the offer.

Before Jefl could give his answer the tavern doors exploded open as two dwarves and two orcs ran in armed with swords, bows and arrows and burlap sacks. The four intruders all wore brown tunics with an orange hawk head stitched onto the right breast of their tunics.

“Give over your wealth, or you will be slain!” bellowed one of the orcs; the other three intruders went around tables demanding the customers’ money, jewels and anything of value. Grabbing an empty bottle Jefl smashed the bottom on the bar and ran at one of the intruders with his broken bottle. One dwarf intruder took his sword and sliced at Jefl, missing Jefl but hitting the broken bottle and it fell to the ground, then, with his free hand thrust a fist onto Jefl’s cheekbone with a crash. Jefl fell to the floor cutting his arm on the smashed bottle remains. Ciniod picked up his barstool and ran with it towards the dwarf and pinned him against the wall and then proceeded to throw some punches at him until that dwarf slumped down unconscious. Ciniod was extremely strong and tough and the other intruders noticed this, they stopped collecting the customers’ goods and armed themselves. Ciniod picked up the unconscious dwarf’s sword which was large to the dwarf but light and small to Ciniod.

“Do you dare to fight Ciniod Elpin? Lord Protector of Solitude!” exclaimed Ciniod as he wielded the sword. The fellow patrons all rushed out of the bar except for the bartender who was watching eagerly to see the outcome and Jefl who was still lying on the ground recovering from the punch he received off the dwarf who lay unconscious in the corner of the tavern. The intruders snorted at Ciniod’s outburst and the one archer quickly strained his bow and volley shot at Ciniod. Ciniod slashed the arrow with his sword:

“Don’t you know bow & arrows don’t work indoors!” jeered Ciniod as he took a step forward to take a swipe at the last remaining dwarf, but the dwarf reacted quickly blocked the swipe and jabbed a stab at Ciniod, missing. Now on the wrong foot, Ciniod took this advantage and charged his elbow into the dwarf knocking him off his feet. Jefl crawled over to the fallen dwarf and snatched his sword before the dwarf could realise. 2 dwarves down, 2 orcs to go. It was the orc with the sword who was next to attack. He lumbered towards Ciniod with a two-handed broadsword. He took a swipe at Ciniod who dodged and the sword smashed a chair.

“Oi, you’ll pay for a replacement!” threatened the bartender who was watching the action unfold whilst drinking a cup of tea. The archer who had heeded Ciniod’s advice put his bow over his back and took out a dagger and lashed at Ciniod, the dagger sliced into Ciniod’s bicep leaving a cut, but not seriously injured. The fallen dwarf woke up for only a second before Jefl who had regained his strength smashed him on the head with the hilt of the sword.


Meanwhile, Ciniod and the orc with the broadsword were engaging in a melee each one blocking each other’s strikes. The orc with the dagger was not so adept in hand-to-hand combat and was happy to sit back, except Jefl armed with a sword ran past Ciniod to the archer and got a firm slash to stomach. This distraction was what Ciniod needed and catching the broadsword wielding orc lapse in concentration planted a firm punch to the orc’s chin knocking him over. The last standing orc now facing a two versus one situation stopped putting up a fight and surrendered.


The fight was over and The Parched Horse was a mess, tables overturned, chairs fallen over one smashed chair and the barstool Ciniod had used had lost a leg, and the blood from the wounds stained the wooden planks. The bartender left his position and went over to Jefl and Ciniod who were tying the dazed and unconscious intruders up with rope from their sacks.

“Thank you so much, I’ve heard of the Orange Hawks and knew it would only be a matter of time before they came into our village,” expressed the bartender gratefully.

“Who are the Orange Hawks?” enquired Jefl.

“They are a marauding gang who have been robbing and stealing from various villages for the last few years. No one has been able to stop them yet, until now. I hear that various villages and tribes have been offering a substantial reward for apprehending this gang. You should pay a visit to Lord Morden and inform him of your success, and here is a free drink, on the house!” explained the bartender who went behind his bar and returned with to tankards of ale. The duo accepted the ale and drank, before thanking the bartender and heading to the Hall of Lord Morden.
