Chapter VII – Forest of Kush

It was around midday when the trio entered the forest, almost instantly all sunlight was blocked out and the temperature dropped from cool to chilly.

“We could’ve done with some torches,” pointed out Jefl as the further they went the darker it became.

“The logs and branches are fairly dry we should be able to make some,” replied Ciniod and then no more than a few moments later light appeared and Lore-Kun was carrying a small but bright lamp.

“Found it in my pocket,” said Lore-Kun matter-of-factly. Now with a light source the trio were able to make progress. It was quiet, the occasional squawks of ravens and crows and the crunching of their feet were the only sounds. A few hours passed by and other than Lore-Kun complaining that his feet were sore and him trying to chat-up a tree that ever so vaguely represented a female form the journey was boring and dragged on.

“Surely they must have stopped overnight, but there is just no sign of them,” complained Jefl, “We’re probably heading in the wrong direction,” 

“I’m hungry!” moaned Lore-Kun, clutching his stomach overdramatically. Lore-Kun was an incredibly strange character one minute he was sensible and intelligent. The next he was depressed and then the minute after he was a like a child. Ciniod sighed heavily and aimed towards the river so they could eat and have a drink. However, as they went over a small brow they encountered three small boggarts. They were no more than the size of a young calf with long hairy arms and sharp claws. A black and a dark grey boggart appeared to be fighting (or at least play fighting) while the other light grey boggart scratched and clawed the ground, possibly searching for food.

“Boggarts shoo!” shouted Ciniod waving his arms to shoo them away. The boggarts turned their heads, their pointed chins lifting and stared at Ciniod. 

“You stupid rock, you can’t shoo boggarts. Making noise will usually scare off bears and imps but not boggarts,” scolded Lore-Kun

The three boggarts ran up the small incline. Ciniod reacted quickest and took out his great-sword and took a swing at the dark grey boggart. The boggart weaved away from the swing and with its long claws scratched Ciniod on his side; it grazed him but nothing more. Jefl armed his bow and fired a shot at the dark grey boggart. The arrow pierced the boggart in the neck. Lore-Kun was next to attack and he flailed his sword about completely missing the boggart and burying the sword into the trunk of a dark oak. The other two boggarts teamed up and clawed at Ciniod. Ciniod managed to block the attacks from both boggarts with his sword. Then he swung his sword down on the light grey boggart cutting through the spine and the boggart collapsed immobilised, Ciniod then put it out of its misery with a clean chop. Seeing its mate dead infuriated the black boggart and it leapt at Ciniod. Ciniod managed to stop it stabbing his chest but with its other claws dug into the top of Ciniod’s right shoulder. Ciniod wrestled with the boggart and they rolled down the hill fighting. The dark grey boggart with the arrow in its neck turned its attention to Jefl and lunged, before Jefl had the chance to get an arrow away or to unsheathe his sword. Lore-Kun who had removed his sword from the tree intercepted the flight of the boggart and stabbed it square in the chest. Two boggarts down. 

Ciniod had the upper hand on the last remaining boggart but he had dropped his sword before during the scuffle and could only use his fists. He punched the boggart’s long pointed nose, which was a reflection of its chin. Jefl was trying to fire a shot away but it was too risky as he could likely hit Ciniod, so he put his bow over his back and took out his sword and charged down the hill. Lore-Kun thought he would help Ciniod out by collecting his great-sword, however, it proved to be too heavy and as Lore-Kun picked up the sword he fell over due to its weight and was lucky not to be pierced into the ground by the sword.

Ciniod saw Jefl charging towards the boggart and rolled away from it so as it leapt to attack Ciniod it was left prone to Jefl who rammed his sword into the boggart’s side and left it in until the boggart was certainly dead.

As Jefl helped Ciniod back onto his feet Lore-Kun came skipping down singing: “sticks and stones have broken their bones,” he chanted. It had become obvious now that Lore-Kun would never call them Ciniod and Jefl and instead always referring to them as stick or pointy stick (Jefl) and big rock (Ciniod). After Ciniod had collected his sword they continued towards the river in order to eat and drink. They knew where to head because the darkness of the covered dark oak forest dissipated allowing more streaks and cracks of light to get through until they could see the River Heir once more. It was beautiful along the river bank. On one side was the great forest of Kush and on the other were rolling meadows slowly rising up to the Greybeard mountain range. The trio had found small pebbled beaches where they could sit and eat and fill their water flasks up from the river. Lore-Kun put the lamp he’d been carrying all the day back into his pocket and took out a small loaf of bread and a dead fish. He then took his sword out and cut some slices from the bread and put the raw fish which had not been filleted - or even its head and scales removed – between the slices. Ciniod and Jefl looked on bemused, for a start where had that food come from and also the fish was totally untreated, not cooked, not filleted and not gutted. Ciniod and Jefl only had a piece of fruit.

