Chapter XI – Treasure Haul

After the exchange of gifts and the trio’s wounds healed – or stitched up at least – Malory asked what their next step would be after defeating the Orange Hawks.

“To return to Morden and get my life back,” stated Jefl, Ciniod agreed with Jefl although Lore-Kun had no plans, just as long as he wouldn’t have to return to Springhill.

“Although it is going the wrong way, my daughters and I would be honoured to escort you back to Morden free of charge, we really appreciate what you have done for us,” said Malory authoritatively. The trio accepted the offer, especially Lore-Kun who had taken a shine to Malory’s bearded daughter, whose name was Ellice, although Malory had made it clear that Ellice and Lore-Kun could not be a couple.

The boat turned around but before they left, Jefl spied out another vessel docked in the distance that appeared to be abandoned. It was just around a bend in the river so completely hidden from the land.

“Hold on why is that boat not berthed in Redthorn?” asked Jefl who had no maritime experience. One of the daughters looked to where Jefl was pointing.

“It’s as if they don’t want anyone to see them, and I wouldn’t have seen them if it wasn’t for you pointing it out,” said the daughter, her voice very similar to her mother’s if not a little slower paced.

“Let’s investigate it, I wonder if that is the Orange Hawk’s boat?” asked Jefl.

“Pointy stick makes a good point. They don’t want everyone to know them,” replied Lore-Kun who wasn’t looking to the mysterious boat but instead staring at Ellice.

“Why don’t we pull alongside it and investigate?” offered Malory, who before receiving an answer turned the boat once more and was sailing towards the boat. 

Her three daughters took to the oars and rowed level with the boat. It was very similar in size and design to Malory’s but made of different wood. Ciniod and Jefl climbed from Malory’s boat onto the mystery boat. It lay very low in the water, obviously weighed down by something. The main deck was very plain. Only the central mast with its sail tied tightly around and six seats and four oars. It looked very much like something the Orange Hawks would use. Four oars for four members. There was no small cabin in which you could descend to the hull only a trapdoor. The trapdoor was locked and they didn’t find a key on any of the Hawks when they had buried them last night. The boat shook as Ciniod and Jefl looked into the trapdoor and turned to see that Lore-Kun had jumped onto the boat, but landing poorly had fallen flat on his face, followed by chuckles from the dwarves on the other boat.

Ciniod told Jefl and Lore-Kun to move out of the way as he grabbed the trapdoor and using his great strength pulled the door off its hinges revealing a ladder that led to the hull deck. One-by-one the trio climbed down the ladder, it was dark but the light coming down from the hole where they had come from lightened it enough to easily see what was down there, and what was making the boat lie so low in the water.

In the hull they could see sacks upon sacks of gems, jewellery, money and other valuables.

“This is where the Orange Hawks kept their stolen goods,” exclaimed Ciniod, the trio took a minute to take in their finding. It wasn’t the biggest boat but it still contained a vast amount of wealth.

“Ellice would love this, it matches her eyes,” cooed Lore-Kun as he held an emerald necklace to the light and watched with fascination as the light reflected and twinkled in the gem. Jefl gave Lore-Kun a slap on the back of the head.

“Put the necklace back. It’s not yours and it isn’t Ellice’s either. Stop obsessing over this dwarf, you know it’s a no-go so stop kidding yourself,” chided Jefl harshly. Lore-Kun gave a muted and upset look as he put the necklace back in its sack.

“If we show this boat to Lord Morden he’ll certainly believe we successfully defeated the Orange Hawks,” said Ciniod emphatically, “I wonder how we can get it to him though?” continued Ciniod scratching his forehead. Jefl rolled his eyes and sounded a sigh, “we have four experienced rowers with us, if we work together we can take both boats to Morden,” said Jefl fed-up

“Oh yeah,” said Ciniod realising the stupidity of his comment.

The trio returned to the main deck.

“Well was it the Orange Hawks’ boat?” asked Malory in her usual high pitched voice. The trio nodded excitedly.

“If you could help us take this boat to Morden, we would very much appreciate it,” said Ciniod across the boat.

“I think we can work something out,” replied Malory. After some discussion they finally worked out how best to transport the two boats. Malory, Ellice and Ciniod would row the treasure haul and the remaining four would row Malory’s boat, Malory purposely keeping her Ellice away from the soppy teen-like wood elf.

They rowed at first awkwardly, Malory constantly barking orders to Ciniod for not doing it right and likewise her eldest daughter telling Jefl and Lore-Kun off but after an hour or so they reached a rhythm and made good progress, passed the forest of Kush and through the Swamps of Morden.

