Chapter VI – Springhill

After Lore-Kun had changed and offered Ciniod and Jefl a bed – or rather two benches in Lore-Kun’s library. After a few hours’ sleep Jefl and Ciniod decided to explore Springhill and hopefully gather more information they could use to find The Orange Hawks. They started by visiting the water mill which was next to Lore-Kun’s tower. They went through the door into the mill. They could hear the grinding of the stones grinding the wheat and they could hear the water wheel creek and turn as the water passed through it. The ground floor was full of sack of flour and workbenches and in the corner you could make out a small rudimentary kitchen and bedroom.

“Hello!” called out Ciniod wondering if anyone was there.

“Yeah, what can I get you two?” asked a voice hidden in the room somewhere. It was a gruff but friendly enough voice. They saw some sacks of flour move and then a bald red-faced dwarf dressed in old overalls and with flour on his face, on his overall and in his brown beard trotted up to them. Ciniod wondered how the dwarf knew there were two folk when only Ciniod had spoken, but decided against asking why. 

“Hello there, I was hoping you could enlighten us about The Orange Hawks who raided this village last night?” enquired Ciniod in an official sounding voice. The dwarf nodded:

“Yes, they raided this water mill when I was out with my wife, also if you speak to Boris the innkeeper. All of his money was taken included anyone who was in the inn at that time. Are you chasing them down, because please do!” said the dwarf. Ciniod and Jefl shook the dwarf’s hand and he went downstairs to add more grain to the grindstones. Ciniod and Jefl took the dwarf’s advice and went to see the inn.


The inn was simply called The Springhill Inn and it was only a small tavern; much smaller than The Parched Horse back in Morden. The duo walked into the inn and asked to see the innkeeper Boris. A small old lady called shouted upstairs to her son Boris who trudged down half-dressed and half asleep. Ciniod asked the same question he had asked the mill keeper. Boris explained, in-between yawns, that there were four of them two orcs and two dwarves (which evidently meant that they were only four) and how after taking everyone’s wealth and jewellery, jumped into a small boat and sailed around the peninsula back into the swamp and then onwards into the dense Forest of Kush. The Forest of Kush was a dark and dangerous forest with massive Dark Oaks, the leafage so thick that it blotted out the sky and lurking underneath were numerous beasts like giant spiders, evil boggarts, savage bears, mischievous imps and reptilian forest beasts known as Goreanthises. If Ciniod, Jefl and Lore-Kun were going to venture into The Forest of Kush, they needed to prepare and equip themselves with armour and weapons. Ciniod and Jefl returned to Lore-Kun’s tower to find that he had packed two travel chests of things and he was sitting in his library reading a book about the legends of the River Heir.

“Ready when you are,” said Lore-Kun smiling. He was attired in a long green coat that went down to his knees and leather sandals on his feet. It appeared he wasn’t wearing anything else, clearly this elf was a bit eccentric and an exhibitionist surmised Jefl internally; however, it was far more modest than when they had been introduced.

“According to Boris we have to go into The Forest of Kush, so before we go there we need to improve our gear,” said Ciniod who was dressed in a dirty weathered grey tunic with an old leather belt and plain dark trousers. The same clothes he had worn since being exiled from Solitude. Jefl was not any better equipped wearing a simple white shirt, a hide jacket and woven trousers in a blue colour.

“If you’re adventuring with us you can’t take those two trunks! We don’t have horses and only Ciniod is strong enough to carry them!” chided Jefl staring at Lore-Kun’s travel chests with dismay. Lore-Kun appeared offended by Jefl’s remark but humbly nodded. Lore-Kun finally left his tower with a few books about medicine and dangerous wildlife which fitted into one pocket and the other pocket had a small satchel which had food and water. He had found another satchel which Jefl took and that had some food and water with his sword swung over one shoulder. Ciniod led the way back up the hill and into the heart of Springhill – which was only one street containing a handful of properties and then further along the peninsula until they arrived at a wooden building with a stone brick dome attached to it. Above the door was a sign that read: Makin & Son Foundry. They knocked on the door of the blacksmith’s foundry and stepped inside. A young Norse with messy red hair and freckles greeted them. He was wearing a black apron that was covered in soot and he held a hammer in one hand which he was subconsciously tossing and catching in the air.

“Welcome to Makin & Son Foundry, what’ll you is wanting,” answered the young lad chirpily. He put the hammer on the side and smiled at Jefl and Ciniod but avoided making eye contact with Lore-Kun.

“I hoped you had armour and weapons that we could buy,” replied Ciniod browsing the armour that was shown on display.

“This be are the right place,” answered the red-head, “what be your reasons?” he furthered.

“If we’re to stop those scoundrels who plundered your town and my town we need to go into Kush, so you’d better give us your finest goods,” snapped Jefl, his short temper rising, as he did not understand good customer service. Ciniod apologised on Jefl’s behalf for his outburst. Lore-Kun appeared to be getting nervous standing around and clearly wanted to leave Springhill behind. The young lad showed them a variety of swords; from cutlasses to broadswords to daggers. Ciniod admired the great-sword which was the height of Ciniod and required two hands. This was the type of weapon he used to use as Protector of Solitude. Ciniod picked up the great-sword and held it for its weight.

“That be our local iron that come under from this village, in the cave,” the young lad piped in upon seeing Ciniod inspect the sword. The sword was lighter than what they used in Solitude but then this was local iron; he was used to Prime Steel in Solitude. Prime steel was forged from iron in the Primus mountain range which was near Solitude. It wasn’t ideal but it was far better than the sword he’d taken from the Orange Hawk. Ciniod enquired of the price which he found out to be 60 crowns (it was normally 140 crowns for a Prime Steel great-sword) so Ciniod purchased it and then gave his Orange Hawk sword to Lore-Kun who still stood by the door as if embarrassed. Ciniod then went on to browse the armour but sadly nothing fitted him because he was too stocky. Jefl however, had no such problem with armour and bought himself tough leather armour with metal pads and second hand iron skullcap all for 30 crowns and he kept the sword.

“Do you sell bows and arrows here?” enquired Jefl who revealed to Ciniod that his first job was an archer in Morden before he started gambling and looking after a household.

“We selling arrows but aren’t bows, luckily we are second hand dealers and have bow, 5 crowns,” revealed the lad. Jefl took him up on his offer and bought two quivers of arrows for 10 crowns. Now they were fully equipped to venture into the forest of Kush.

Ciniod led the way with Jefl and Lore-Kun closely following behind as Lore-Kun left Springhill they heard a slight cheer from those who saw them leave.

“It’s like a heroes send off,” stated Ciniod.

“Afraid not big rock, they’re cheering because I’ve left,” muted Lore-Kun. Soon Springhill was behind them and they were heading towards the Forest of Kush passing by a few farms and pastures before the dark oak trees loomed.

