Chapter IX – Redthorn

As Ciniod, Jefl and Lore-Kun (who had dried off) helped Malory and her daughters unload their goods an overweight Norse with long straggly black hair and a straggly beard to match lumbered towards them.

“Help we’re being attacked!” cried the overweight Norse. The trio knew exactly what he meant. Their ride with Malory had meant they had caught up with the plundering Orange Hawks, had they walked through the Forest of Kush they would have been too late. Now was the chance to redeem themselves and allow Jefl back into his homeland to his wife.

Ciniod and Jefl grabbed their equipment which was lying on Malory’s boat and followed the Norse into town. Lore-Kun also collected his sword but not with as much urgency.

“Thank you for letting me dry out,” shouted Lore-Kun as he went after Ciniod and Jefl. Malory and her daughters waved goodbye and then continued unloading and taking on more goods to be delivered further along the river. 

The straggly haired Norse led them to a well, which was in a small square surrounded by empty stalls and a couple of stone buildings. He opened the door to one of the buildings which had a sign above it reading: Redthorn Public House. The Norse led them into the tavern to see the tables and chairs had been thrown over and the various customers all hidden and petrified. On the floor there were two dead punters who had attempted a fight back like Ciniod and Jefl but unsuccessfully.

“Where did they go?” demanded Jefl who was frustrated that they had just missed them. One young orc who was shaking in the corner pointed out of the window:

“To the bridge; to the other side of Redthorn,” he stuttered and stammered.

“That’s Malory!” exclaimed Ciniod and the duo turned to head back to Malory’s boat. Just as Ciniod and Jefl left the Redthorn Public House Lore-Kun arrived at the well out of breath:

“I’m not one for running,” he puffed.

“Back to the boat,” cried Ciniod to Lore-Kun as Jefl and him ran back towards Malory’s boat. Lore-Kun exasperated and leant on the well for a moment before turning around and running back to the boat. They ran towards the boat and could hear a commotion; evidently the Orange Hawks were raiding Malory’s boat. The closer Ciniod and Jefl got to the boat the more they could see the lamp on top of the central mast of Malory’s boat gave the duo a good view. 

Malory and her three daughters were at the stern of the boat held at sword point by the two orcs while the two dwarves had gone down to the hull to take all of the cargo.

“Remember us!” shouted Jefl as him and Ciniod approached the boat. Lore-Kun was slightly further behind but catching up with the front two. One of the two orcs looked up to see where the voice came from but couldn’t see them in the darkness so returned to holding the hostages. Jefl, angry that he had been ignored, charged to the riverbank and leapt onto the boat, he moved with such swiftness that the orcs hadn’t even realised he was on-board until Jefl stabbed the nearest one in the back. It was a good strike but not fatal, however the orc was badly wounded and losing blood. The other orc, upon seeing his colleague badly injured, turned and swiped at Jefl with his sword. Jefl avoided it, just. Ciniod arrived on the boat and went to assist Jefl. Lore-Kun had stopped beside the boat to get his breath back. Ciniod attacked the wounded orc, swinging in a low arc that hit the orc on his thigh. The orc fell to the ground unable to walk due to the strong hit he’d received, Ciniod then took another hit to end the orc. One of Malory’s daughters screamed at the sight of the dead orc. The dwarves came up onto the main deck but unarmed they could not help so decided to run and hopefully regroup later. However, their escape was short lived as Lore-Kun stood by the boat having just recovered his breath. As the two dwarves saw Lore-Kun, they froze.

“Hello there,” said Lore-Kun grinning like a child the dwarves’ shared quizzical looks unsure whether this wood elf was a threat, a hindrance or just plain useless. Meanwhile, the remaining orc lashed out at Jefl square in the chest but luckily Jefl’s armour protected him from a fatal hit but Jefl still sustained a minor injury. Ciniod struck out at the orc but the orc blocked it well with his sword and then he and Ciniod engaged in a long parry, each sword blocking each other’s strikes.

The two dwarves worked together and both shoulder charged into Lore-Kun. Lore-Kun was a dreadful fighter and was caught completely unawares and fell to the ground. Now that Lore-Kun was vulnerable one of the dwarves grabbed the sword that Lore-Kun had swung over his shoulder. The dwarf unsheathed it and was about to strike down on Lore-Kun when he was hit by an arrow to the back of the neck. The dwarf stood motionless for a second sword raised above his head and then collapsed at Lore-Kun’s feet dropping the sword behind him. Lore-Kun looked to see where the arrow had come from. He vaguely saw Jefl on-board the boat armed with his bow, his figure dimly lit up by the lamp atop the mast. The remaining dwarf grabbed the dropped sword, and now armed, ran back onto the boat to attack Jefl and Ciniod leaving Lore-Kun unarmed and staring at this dead dwarf lying at his feet.

On the boat Ciniod and the orc wrestled and fought their sword skills equally adept. Malory and her daughters were still at the stern it was only now Ciniod realised the female dwarves were actually tied. Their arms behind their backs and their ankles tied together and tied to the deck’s floor. Ciniod tried to break the rope to allow the Malory’s family free but in the brief second he took to cut the rope the orc slashed at Ciniod’s side. It was a deep cut and it hurt Ciniod badly. Ciniod and Jefl were now on the back foot with the Orange Hawk dwarf running for Jefl, Jefl was forced to change to his sword. This fight was a lot harder than it was back in Morden.

