Chapter X – Deliverance

The Orange Hawks dwarf took a swing at Jefl but Jefl managed to avoid the swing and was able to return with a chop down on the dwarf’s arm. It hit the dwarf and cut the skin but only lightly. Jefl was now in a sword fight and he knew himself that this dwarf was more skilful than he was.

The wounded Ciniod had succeeded in freeing Malory and her daughters but their hands were still tied behind their backs, still, they ran past the on-going fighting and sought refuge down in the hull until it was safe enough for someone to untie them. Ciniod struggled to fight back against the dwarf, mainly due to the pain from his splitting side and also he was on the back foot, constantly defending and blocking unable to turn the table. Jefl was also struggling against the tough dwarf combatting and blocking every one of Jefl’s blows. The dwarf took a swing at Jefl’s chest. Jefl avoided the worst of the hit but the sword still struck him on the collarbone, the armour protected it from a break but it was certainly sore. 

The orc had pushed Ciniod right to the very edge of the boat, nearly knocking him off. The fall would not prove fatal but even still, Ciniod would not lose this battle. Ciniod, with all his strength, pushed blade against blade, slowly the orc began to weaken as his brute strength was no match for Ciniod. Ciniod managed to move away from the edge and he now had better purchase. The swordplay continued, Ciniod managing to hit the orc, it tore a bit of the orc’s tunic but he remained unwounded.

Jefl was quickly tiring and unable to hold off the dwarf any longer. The dwarf got a low swipe aimed at Jefl’s legs, Jefl successfully jumped out of the way but the dwarf reacted fast and quickly pounced at Jefl with a strong thrust. Luckily the dwarf missed, stabbing nothing but the air beside Jefl. The dwarf was quick to defend and prevent Jefl getting a clean chop at him. The dwarf then struck again but Jefl blocked it. However, Jefl had no more energy to attack all he could do was block and hope for the best. This encounter had lasted a long time with no sign of it ending. After more minutes of battling the dwarf broke through Jefl’s tired defence. Jefl could no longer fight back he was exhausted. The dwarf kept attacking Jefl until he had fallen to the floor. Ciniod was unable to help Jefl out for he couldn’t get through or past the orc. The dwarf was about to make the killing blow on Jefl when there was an almighty clang and the dwarf was knocked off his feet. There was Lore-Kun armed with his lamp.

“I found it in my pocket,” said Lore-Kun, then he frowned and rubbed at the dent the dwarf’s head had made in the lamp. Jefl climbed to his feet and stabbed the dwarf in the back to properly finish off Lore-Kun’s work. The Orange Hawks had now been reduced from four to one.

“Lore-Kun go and free Malory and her daughters, I’ll go and help out Ciniod,” said an exhausted Jefl. He gave the sword back to Lore-Kun and Lore-Kun went down to the hull to free the dwarves. Lore-Kun approached the female dwarves who had been cowering in the corner for nearly the entirety of the conflict, Lore-Kun cut the ties one-by-one an after having freed the four he received a grateful peck on the cheek from one of the daughters. Lore-Kun’s face reddened and he quietly and nervously said thank you, just like a love-struck teenager who’d received their first ever kiss.

Meanwhile, the orc became flanked from Ciniod and Jefl, and then having seen his dead comrades littering the nearby area he fell upon his own sword rather than be killed or captured. The suicide surprised Ciniod and Jefl but nevertheless the two were thankful that this long battle had finally reached an end. Lore-Kun emerged with the four dwarves from the dark level below into the dimly lit deck where Ciniod, Jefl and the three dead Orange Hawks were. The dwarves were horrified at the sight of all these dead bodies and the blood that had been spilt.

“I had hoped that my daughters would never see a scene like this,” said Malory calmly her eyes gazing into the distance as if reliving another horrific scene.

“I suggest that you four find a bed in Redthorn tonight. Myself, Jefl and Lore-Kun will clean your vessel and dispose of the dead Orange Hawks,” suggested Ciniod not wishing to frighten and terrify the young maidens anymore. Malory agreed it was a sound idea and she escorted her daughters off the boat and on towards the town. There was another shriek when one of the dwarves accidently stepped on the final dead Orange Hawk who still had an arrow buried in him.

“After cleaning up we’ll be able to return to Morden and you can return to your family,” stated Ciniod once the dwarves had disappeared from sight. Ciniod and Lore-Kun had no delay and straight away were dragged the lifeless corpses off the boat.

“We need proof though,” interjected Jefl, “we can’t just walk up to Lord Morden and say the Orange Hawks are dead, he won’t believe us,” finished Jefl. Ciniod hadn’t thought of that outcome and pause contemplatively.

“Cut off their heads and take them to him,” offered Lore-Kun.

“That’s a possibility but, pretty gruesome,” returned Jefl.

“And killing the four of them wasn’t?” enquired Ciniod rhetorically.

“How about we take their tunics, with the Orange Hawk head emblem?” suggested Jefl finally after a few moments of silence.

“Excellent, and after we’ve taken their tunics we can bury them and be done with this whole unpleasant business,” said Lore-Kun triumphantly. Ciniod agreed with Jefl’s suggestion and then they continued to clean the boat of all the blood and return some of the loot that the Orange Hawks had taken but had left beside the boat, evidently waiting until they had collected all the booty and then would share the load carrying it to wherever their base was.

The trio worked tirelessly into the night and through until morning, even finding a secluded area in which to dig a mass grave (which was easier than expected as luckily Malory carried a shovel and a pickaxe on-board – evidently due to her inborn tendencies of being a dwarf). When Malory and her daughters returned in the morning to her boat they found the three heroes fast asleep on the main deck around a dented lamp that gave no more light and a pile of the Orange Hawk’s tunics, still blood-stained. The dwarves, unsure of the trio’s next location, stayed berthed at Redthorn until midday when the trio finally awoke. The day was cool and breezy with clouds gathering in the far distance, but that had not interrupted the shattered and exhausted heroes who had spent all night tidying up.

“Good morning, or should I say afternoon,” said a cheerful and chirpy Malory looking at the sky trying to judge what time of day it was. Ciniod was first to awake and then he soon nudged and woke Jefl and Lore-Kun up.

“Thank you very much for cleaning our boat. My daughters and I would like to give you a reward for your brave endeavours last night,” said Malory and then she turned to her daughters who approached the trio, who were awake but not fully. One daughter gave Ciniod an iron chest-plate it was second-hand but it had no damage. The daughter also offered to heal Ciniod’s wounds especially the nasty gash on his side, which had stopped bleeding but remained open to infection. Ciniod thanked her for the gift and accepted her medical work. The second daughter gave Jefl more arrows and some sturdy footwear, which was far better than what he currently had. The third daughter, the one who gave Lore-Kun a kiss, approached Lore-Kun with some chain leggings and his lamp with the dent removed and the wick replaced. Lore-Kun blushed at the gift and then lunged forward giving her a kiss on the lips. The dwarf was taken aback and then smiled meekly. Malory however, slapped Lore-Kun around the face for kissing her daughter.

