Chapter V – Old Guard Tower

As Ciniod and Jefl continued down the pathway towards the old guard tower the orc and his dogs stopped at the top of the pathway. Jefl stopped and looked back quizzically at the orc and his dogs, Ciniod continued to wobble and amble towards the vague direction of the door. Finally they reached the door and Jefl knocked twice on the battered wooden door. They waited a few seconds until a tall thin wiry wood elf opened the old door. He was totally naked with water dripping off him. Ciniod and Jefl were taken aback by this totally unexpected sight.

“What can I do for you?” asked the wood elf with a slow and mysterious voice. The wood elf had curly blond hair which was incredibly unusual for a wood elf he also had a sharp pointy nose which matched his sharp pointy ears. His ears were much pointier than Jefl’s and felt ever so slightly jealous of his pointed elf ears.

“My friend, here, was bitten by a giant spider and that old orc over there,” Jefl said jabbing his thumb behind his shoulder towards the old orc who had started to walk home, “said you were the right person to see about a cure,” Jefl continued.

The wood elf smiled and beckoned the two inside.

“What type of spider was it?” asked the wood elf as the three of them stepped inside, Jefl and Ciniod following the wood elf further into the old guard tower.

“A giant one,” answered Jefl huffily. Ciniod drifted off in the wrong direction and Jefl quickly grabbed his non-swollen arm and guided him back on track. The wood elf led them down two sets of stairs to the bedroom.

“Calm it pointy stick, was it a giant river, swamp, marsh or black-heart giant spider?” elaborated the naked wood elf. Jefl did not appreciate being called a pointy stick and his natural anger began to surge.

“It was in the Morden Swamps, so probably a swamp! My name is Jefl, don’t call me a pointy stick!” retaliated Jefl.

“Ouch! Get you,” said the wood elf patronisingly, “Just because it was in the swamps doesn’t mean it was a swamp spider. I know for a fact that in the Morden Swamps they have swamp, river and there have even been accounts of a giant black-heart spider, so describe the culprit to me – Jefl the pointy stick,” jibed the wood elf.

The wood elf opened another door and went into the room. Ciniod and Jefl followed him. The room turned out to be a bathroom and the wood elf hopped into the warm bath. Once again Jefl was shocked. Ciniod appeared to have not noticed he was more concerned about his neck that had now started to swell also.

“Err, should we wait until you’re finished?” asked Jefl not feeling comfortable with this crazy blond naked elf that had so nonchalantly greeted them naked and now was having a bath in their presence.

“No, no don’t worry, please tell me about the spider?” answered the wood elf.

“Err, okay. It was about his height,” started Jefl pointing to Ciniod, “About five times as wide. It was black and hairy with eight red eyes. That’s all I saw, it was dark in the swamps,” finished Jefl.

The wood elf grabbed an old rag that was hanging next to the bath and began washing his back, thinking about Jefl’s description.

“Well, at least it’s not a black-heart, if it was he’d be dead by now. So we can cut his swollen arm and let the blood and poison drain, which could kill him. Or,” he paused, “we could give him the vile for a river and swamp spider, but the two medicines would likely react and kill him,” concluded the wood elf.

Jefl was not pleased with the two possibilities so asked which would be least deadly. The wood elf just shrugged and hopped out of the bath and dried off with a towel. The wood elf, now dry walked upstairs – still naked – into the kitchen and Jefl assisted Ciniod up the stairs. Ciniod was now struggling to breathe as his neck which had swollen was so swollen it began to suffocate him. The wood elf took them to an open fire where he hung his wet towel to dry.

“I think we’ll drain him as I can’t remember where I put the venom and poison medication,” muttered the wood elf. He asked the duo to stay where they were and he disappeared downstairs again before returning with a wooden pail full of water, he then went into a nearby drawer and took out a large kitchen knife. Jefl was seriously beginning to think this elf would be of no help whatsoever. The wood elf put the knife blade in the fire for a few seconds.

“What are you doing!” exclaimed Jefl.

“I’m glad you asked,” replied the wood elf, “I put the sword in the fire because I reckon it makes the blade cleaner so that when I make the insertions into cracked rock over here,” he pointed towards Ciniod who lay on the floor struggling to breathe, “it’ll be less likely to cause harm. This pail of water is for him to drink to clean his system and help his blood level. If it works, it’ll be a quicker recovery. If it doesn’t work, then he’s dead but he’s basically dead at the moment,” concluded the wood elf as he approached Ciniod with his knife. 

Jefl was unsure of how to act, this wood elf sounded crazy but it also made sense in a way he wasn’t quite sure of. The wood elf grabbed a nearby drinking horn that lay on a table and filled it with the water from the pail. Then he gently helped pour it down Ciniod’s mouth. After which he made the first cut. He took the knife and cut halfway up Ciniod’s upper arm, close to the sight of the original bite. Ciniod cried out and the wood elf gave Ciniod some more water. He then made another on his thigh and then gave him more water. The wood elf did this multiple times until his floor around the elf and Ciniod was red and Jefl had, had to fill the pail up twice. He had never known a person to drink three full pails of water but it was working as Ciniod became more compos mentis with every sip of water. Then once Ciniod was virtually back to full health the wood elf poured water over the wounds, cleaned them with some cloths and rags and then bandaged the wounds.

“I haven’t had success with this operation for a while,” said the wood elf proudly. Ciniod who hadn’t realised the elf was naked during his time of delirium finally recognised the elf was naked.

“Whoa! What’s wrong with you! Get some clothes on, do you perform all your healings in the nude!” Ciniod gasped and quickly turned away from the elf.

“Well you did interrupt my bath and it is very late!” explained the elf. Ciniod and Jefl had totally lost track of time and it was now approaching daybreak, “That’ll be 70 crowns please,” asked the naked elf. Ciniod and Jefl were surprised by such a request.

“We don’t have that type of money. We’re outcasts. We’re trying to catch The Orange Hawks who plundered your village earlier in the day,” explained Ciniod. The wood elf stood solemnly for a moment his eyes gazing into the distance.

“I’m an outcast also, even though I’ve lived in Springhill all my life. My life is so dull and boring. Sure I’m the only person in this village who can treat all their ailments but they only ask me as a last resort. I long for a life of an adventurer. If you let me join you on your hunt for this marauding band, I’ll forget the 70 crowns. Deal?” said the wood elf enlightening the duo of his situation.

Ciniod and Jefl looked at each other for a minute.

“Only if you put some clothes on,” answered Ciniod, “I’m Ciniod and this is Jefl, nice to meet you,” said Ciniod.

“I’m Lore-Kun and I’m going to get changed!” replied Lore-Kun excitedly.
