Chapter IV – Nightfall

After the encounter with the giant spiders Ciniod and Jefl continued wading and squelching through the swamp still following the trail of footprints that meandered and weaved through the swamp but the general direction was following the River Heir. The River Heir was a famous river in mythology and folklore as it was said to be an inheritance to the people of the ancient lands from their various Gods, it was said that the River Heir also would be the birthplace of the heir who would reunite the Gods in the heavenly civil war, but it was unknown if the heir had been born or if the Gods were still at war so it turned into nothing more than a saga that was passed down the generations.


Every now and then Ciniod would grip and massage his left arm that had ballooned since it was poisoned by the spider. A look of concern covered Jefl’s face as the grimaces from Ciniod became more and more regular.

“We desperately need to get you to a town and see if someone can heal your arm, otherwise it’ll fall off,” advised Jefl, chuckling at the end.

“How far away is the next town? This swamp is massive!” complained Ciniod, his pace slowing as the poison began to spread to other parts of his body.

“If we follow the River Heir we should stumble upon Springhill a small settlement further up the river,” informed Jefl as they carried on trudging through the swamp. The stifling humidity began to cool and the little light getting through the trees was diminishing. The duo picked up the pace so they could get out of the swamp before night fell and the swamp would be in total darkness; they wouldn’t be able to make a torch because all the wood was far too damp and slimy to be of any use. After further trekking the four sets of footprints turned towards the river and then disappeared. Jefl sighed heavily.

“Typical, just what we need, they’ve got into a boat and disappeared,” moaned Jefl, Ciniod didn’t hear as he was getting more delirious and his eyes were unable to focus on anything. Jefl noticed this.

“Please don’t collapse on me, I wouldn’t have a chance carrying you to Springhill,” he said. He was only a skinny elf there was no way he could carry a stocky brutish Norse, plus his energy was low having squelched all day through the swamp. After further walking they reached a clearing in the swamp and they were then able to see little orange and yellow lights flickering on a hill the other side of the swamp, the moon was clearly visible and the sun was dipping behind the horizon sending the sky into a patchwork of pinks, reds and umbers. Over in the distance across the river all the contours and crevices of the Greybeard Mountain Range were seen in various pinks as the light bounced around the rocks and snow, it was a spectacular scene but it didn’t last long as Jefl and Ciniod – lagging behind – entered the final part of the swamp it became pitch black. Jefl told Ciniod to just walk in a straight line except moving for trees and they would soon arrive at Springhill. It was completely dark and they both just hoped that there would be no hidden gorges for them to fall to their death, luckily there was no such problem and in less than half an hour the swamp ended and silhouettes of buildings and flickering lights were visible atop a steep grassy hill.

“One last push Ciniod and we’re there,” reassured Jefl. Ciniod had started to limp as the poison infected one of his legs. It was just as well that they had arrived at Springhill. Half way up the hill they could hear dogs barking. The barks getting louder until they saw four dogs running down the hill barking, behind them an old orc with ran after them with a torch in one hand and a spear in the other.

“Get away you thieves you’ve already robbed us of everything! My dogs will bite if I tell them to!” shouted the old orc has he stumbled his way down the hill, in the torchlight they could see the old orc had grey hair sprouting from his ears and a grey wiry beard, his teeth discoloured. Ciniod reached for his sword to strike the dogs.

“You idiot, put your sword back we’re innocents,” cried Jefl grabbing with both hands at Ciniod’s wrist to stop his hand grabbing the sword. Ciniod who was incredibly delirious wobbled around at the foot of the hill. Jefl would have to try and reason with this orc, a skill he severely lacked.

“We’re not thieves, we were attacked by spiders in the swamp and my friend needs attention because he was poisoned,” requested Jefl. The dogs sat around the duo growling.

“Well what on earth were doing in the swamp, nobody goes through the swamp except by boat,” retorted the old orc and he whistled his dogs back who obediently turned and returned to their master.

“We are chasing The Orange Hawks and it sounds like they struck here as well as Morden. So let us into Springhill so my friend can recover and we can carry on pursuing this marauding band!” demanded Jefl. The old orc didn’t like being told what to do but he could easily see that Ciniod was in no fit mood and that he was seriously injured and so he offered to help Jefl assist and drag Ciniod up the hill. The dogs having realised that Ciniod and Jefl were no threat began nudging and asking to be made a fuss of. Ciniod tried to hug one of the dogs but the old orc stopped him.

“They like being petted but not cuddled, especially with your strength you could break their necks,” commented the old orc. As they arrived in Springhill it was silent everybody had locked their doors and stayed inside, Jefl saw a few people looked through their windows as him and the orc assisted Ciniod. 

“There is one person, who can help. He is a strange character and likes to keep himself to himself but I know he has studied healing,” commented the orc. The orc took them through the town and down the hill towards the river. The house they were approaching wasn’t a house but an old guard tower beside a water mill that wasn’t operating at night. The guard tower was a simple stone cylinder with cracked bricks and boarded up windows, it looked abandoned and in dire straits.

