Chapter II – Lord Morden

The Hall of Lord Morden was a grand longhouse with a steep roof and the gable ends decorated with an image of an oak tree and a large apple beside the tree carved into probably goat or cow hide and strung across the gable. Two guards attired in green dyed leather tunics with an iron helmet and chest-piece stood guarding the door to the hall.

“Stop, who goes there,” ordered a guard. Jefl marched up to the guard and tried to make himself larger than the guard, which was impossible since Jefl being an elf only reached the guard’s chest.

“We need to see Lord Morden about my reward!” snapped Jefl. The guard unsheathed his weapon.

“On whose business?” barked back the guard, Ciniod pulled the angry elf back and tried a different tact.

“Please forgive my tactless companion. I am Ciniod Elpin, Lord Protector of Solitude. I request a meeting with Lord Morden concerning information of the Orange Hawks. May I and my elf companion come through?” requested Ciniod in a much more formal and diplomatic tone.

“Please wait and we will ask Lord Morden if he is able to see you,” returned the guard and then he entered into the hall and the other guard stood in front of the entrance.

“Protector of Solitude, if you’re an official why have you come so far to drink in The Parched Horse and without an entourage?” questioned Jefl as they waited. “I’ll tell you later, also can I spend the night at yours or should I see if The Parched Horse has a bed?” replied Ciniod “I guess I owe you a favour, for helping me out in the tavern, sure stay at mine’s tonight, free of charge!” exclaimed Jefl, “As long as I get Lord Morden’s reward,” he quietly muttered afterwards.


The guard returned, “You may enter the Hall of Lord Morden he is eager for you to enlighten him about the information you have concerning the Orange Hawks,” the guard then opened the intricately carved doors and allowed Ciniod and Jefl inside the hall. A servant also dressed in a green dyed leather tunic escorted them along the long corridor; along both sides of the walls were portraits of former Lord Mordens all attired in royal green robes. The servant opened another intricately carved double door into the Grand Hall. At the far end of the hall sat the current Lord Morden on his grand marble chair with beautifully embroidered upholstery. Lord Morden was grizzly hairy Norse with a messy ginger mane that was loosely tied back and a wiry long ginger beard; he was attired in the green robes as seen in the portraits along the corridor. Lord Morden looked tired and bored; there were remnants of a feast that servants were hurrying around cleaning and tidying up from.

“What be your message of the Orange Hawks?” questioned Lord Morden, he spoke with an overly stressed and formal accent. Jefl having learned from his previous experience speaking with the guard decided to let Ciniod do the talking. Ciniod walked to Lord Morden’s throne and bowed onto one leg as a sign of respect.

“Lord Morden, we have apprehended and captured the Orange Hawks in the local tavern, we stopped their robbery through the brave actions of myself and Jefl your humble elf,” Jefl disliked being called “humble”, “we request that you send your guards so that these villains may be prisoned and brought to justice,” Ciniod vocalised with a certain authoritative tone, “Excellent!” cheered Lord Morden, “you shall be rewarded and I shall send word to other settlements of your bravery. Alfred, send your soldiers to The Parched Horse and cast the evildoers into the dungeon!” commanded Lord Morden, immediately Alfred a tall and stern looking elf dressed the same as the guards outside, went into another room to gather his troops. Ciniod and Jefl bowed and thanked Lord Morden for entertaining them before being escorted back through the portrait corridor and outside.


Once outside they saw six soldiers led by Alfred heading towards The Parched Horse, Ciniod and Jefl thought it best to follow these soldiers and return to the tavern.

“So where’s our reward?” complained Jefl.

“Once Lord Morden has the Orange Hawks in his prison he will give us the money and you can repay your debts,” assured Ciniod.

“I don’t have debts! I may have lost those games but I paid up straight away!” snorted Jefl in defiance, Ciniod merely shrugged and they were back inside the tavern. The tavern was still empty the regulars were still obviously shook up by the attempted robbery, but it was very empty. The two orcs and dwarves who had been tied up were gone.

“I don’t see any of the Orange Hawks,” retorted a guard.

“You have just wasted Lord Morden’s time!” growled Alfred his eyes getting dark and he stared angrily at Ciniod and Jefl. There was some movement from behind the bar Jefl ran over to see what it was. It was the bartender! He had been tied up and gagged. Jefl immediately untied the bartender.

“One of them woke. He let the others go. He tied me up. I couldn’t stop them,” gasped the bartender trying to regain his breath.

“You fools! You let them go!” screamed Alfred, “Lord Morden will make you very sorry!” The guards apprehended Ciniod and Jefl and marched them back to Morden Hall.
