Chapter III – Exiled

The doors to the throne room were thrown open, much to Lord Morden’s surprise who nearly dropped the lute he was playing for his enjoyment.

“Where be those dastardly Orange Hawks?” questioned Lord Morden in his overly exaggerated manner.

“Lord, they escaped. They had escaped before we had reached the tavern and they had tied the bartender up,” explained Alfred.

“How incompetent of you two, a Lord Protector and your pathetic aide!” exasperated Lord Morden throwing his arms in an uncontrolled and wild swing, “I shall declare you two oafs exiled and expelled, you must not return herein unless you rightly have caught and brought the Orange Hawks to my residence. I shall send a messenger to pass my displeasure to our neighbouring settlements!” concluded Lord Morden, and with that he flicked his arms away from him to shoo Ciniod and Jefl away. Two guards grabbed the two men and threw outside the town limits. Once they were out of earshot of the town Jefl cursed and screamed.

“Pathetic Aide, how dare he! Oh, and thanks to you, Ciniod, I’ve lost my home and my wife will wonder where I am!” grunted Jefl seething with anger.

“Ah well kicked out of two cities in the space of a couple of months, I’m doing really well!” chortled Ciniod to himself.

“Kicked out of two cities, was the other one Solitude?” asked Jefl nosily. Ciniod merely nodded and chuckled.

“I was Protector of Solitude until I became too friendly with the Jarl’s maidservant and, well, we were caught in the act you could say – in the royal chambers,” revealed Ciniod, the latter part in a very quiet whisper. Jefl was shocked by Ciniod’s honest confession and was speechless – quite a rarity.


Ciniod started to walk away from Morden and towards the nearby swamp. Jefl hurried behind him.

“Whoa, where are you going? If you go alone you’ll be dead!” cried Jefl with moderate anxiety.

“I’m going to find the Orange Hawks so you can have your life back,” yelled Ciniod in reply who was now entering the Morden Swamp armed only with the clothes on his back and the sword he had taken from one of the Hawks. Jefl ran behind him, thankfully he still had a sword from another Hawk. As they entered the swamp the trees began to hide the sunlight and the atmosphere became damp and dark. 

“How do you know they went this way?” enquired Jefl sheepishly. 

“Orcs leave big footprints, especially in wet spongy soil,” answered Ciniod in a matter-of- fact voice. Jefl looked down at his feet and saw two sets of large footprints and two sets of small footprints. The air was stifling due to the humidity in the swamp but on they trekked deeper into the swamp weaving through vines and trees and avoid treading in the dank smelly swamp waters. Ciniod went striding on with a purpose, eyes locked to the ground following the footprints. Jefl looked around a bit more taking in the environment. Gradually he saw cobwebs, cobwebs getting larger and more numerous then he could hear sinister chattering.

“Hold on, Ciniod I think we’re entering a giant spider’s nest,” cautioned Jefl.

“Spiders, we’ll walk all over them,” stated Ciniod.

“Idiot” murmured Jefl. Sure enough Ciniod walked straight through a giant web, cutting it with his sword and then he stumbled upon a giant resting spider. The spider opened its eight red bead-like eyes and tried a bite at Ciniod, who was still unaware until he received a bite on his shoulder. Then out of the corner of his eye Ciniod saw another spider approach. The spiders were big about the height of Ciniod and five times wider with nasty looking fangs. Ciniod swung his sword in a wide arc slicing into one spider’s leg and just grazing the other spider’s leg. Jefl who had gone unnoticed by the two spiders sneaked around the side of one of the spiders lunged with a thrust through the mouth of the spider taking out one of its fangs.

“What will that do?” asked a puzzled Ciniod.

“It’ll stop it poisoning you, you can’t kill these spiders until its fangs are removed,” said Jefl. Ciniod was strong and excellent in diplomacy but he lacked the intelligence to know that spiders were dangerous; thankfully Jefl helped him out in this instance. 


The two spiders once again went for Ciniod. He managed to avoid being bitten by the first but not the second. His left arm started to swell as the poison got into his bloodstream; fortunately Ciniod was right handed so his sword arm was still fine. In a quick sweep Jefl took out the other fang of one of the spiders before plunging his sword through the top of the spider’s head and it collapsed to ground dead and useless. On seeing Jefl’s success, Ciniod tried smashing his sword through the spider’s skull. It worked to an extent but the spider still kept moving, attempting to pierce Ciniod with one half of its face.

“TAKE OUT THE FANGS!” yelled Jefl as he now attempted to aide Ciniod. The spider tried to strike again but Ciniod – having finally listened to Jefl – reacted quicker and then struck back and removed the other fang. The poison stored in the fangs began seeping out as the last spider fell to the floor. The duo took a small break beside the dead spiders to regain some of their strength before venturing on further.

“I don’t understand how those thieves got past the spiders before us, without killing them?” queered Ciniod as he looked at the two arachnid corpses.

“My guess is that they noticed they were heading to a spider’s nest and avoided rather than walking straight into a beast and relying on yours truly to save your hide,” gibed Jefl. 


Ciniod punched Jefl back in a friendly- sadly Ciniod was so strong even a playful punch decked Jefl. Jefl regained himself and dusted himself down. These two outcasts who had only met this morning in a tavern were becoming a partnership and the blossom of a friendship was growing.

