Chapter XII – Back in Morden

It took the most of the afternoon to reach the shore near Morden. Morden was the largest town in the nearby area so had a small yet busy jetty and it took a bit of time waiting to be able to moor up but eventually both boats were moored up and Ciniod and Jefl  jumped off the boat and onto the firm ground. A harbour official stopped the two of them and stated that they were banished from Morden or face arrest. The duo explained that they had killed the Orange Hawks but the official was having none of it, this wasn’t helped when Jefl became angry with the official. The official called for the guards to seize Ciniod and Jefl. Lore-Kun on seeing the difficulty Ciniod and Jefl were in attempted to help out.

“Excuse me bossy, rock and pointy sticks are very good they are here to return the stolen goods,” spoke Lore-Kun trying to sound incredibly efficient but instead he sounded childish and by calling the official bossy, ended up being seized by the guards as well. Malory and her daughters looked on in confusion at this shambles that ended up with Ciniod, Jefl and Lore-Kun being arrested and about to be thrown into the jail.

Soon after the cry from the official five guards came and arrested the trio. They were marched up the street towards the Hall of Lord Morden. Once again two guards were stationed at the door attired in their green dyed leather tunics. Upon seeing the guards with the three helpless prisoners (for they had left all their weaponry on the boats) they opened the door. The guards escorted them along the gallery with all its previous Lord Mordens portraits who were seemingly glaring at the unfortunate three. Just before the double doors that led to the grand hall where they had previously spoken to Lord Morden they turned into a small room with a staircase going down.

“Is there not a trial or an appointment with Lord Morden first!” said Jefl angrily glaring at the guards who were escorting them down the stairs.

“Absolutely not, as you have breached your exile and well your friend was just rude,” explained a guard.

“They killed the Orange Hawks so aren’t they allowed back?” questioned Lore-Kun out of the blue.

“You have no proof, why would Lord Morden listen to the ramblings of a demented wood elf and two criminals?” snapped the guard back.

“We do have proof! We have their tunics and their boat!” cried Jefl angrily, “show them the clothes Ciniod,” requested Jefl. Ciniod bit his lip and awkwardly fidgeted.

“I left them on the boat,” replied Ciniod.

“So what, that’s fine. Go check our boat you’ll have all the proof you need,” said Jefl his tone impatient his face reddening with anger but the guards were having none of it. The guard reached a locked door. He unlocked it and then the other guards shoved the trio into the dungeon. The dungeon was damp and dark the only light source they had were a couple of iron bars high up on the wall out of reach. There was a small dark hole in one corner covered by a rotten and frankly useless trapdoor that was to be their toilet, it was so rotten it barely covered the hole and the stench of from it was overpowering.

They weren’t the only ones in the dungeon, there were also two other people, an old frail female orc and a sly scary looking elf with long messy hair and almost black eyes. The guard threw the three friends into the dungeon and slammed the door shut, followed by a click as a guard turned the key and locked the prison door.

“We could have been executed,” said Lore-Kun cheerfully, however, Ciniod and Jefl did not share his optimism; instead all they did was peer through the iron bars and watch the small part of the outside they could see. Lore-Kun walked over to the frail orc who was sitting against a wall and appeared to be sleeping as she hadn’t watched or made eye contact with the new inmates when they were thrown in.

“Hello, I’m Lore-Kun, nice to meet you,” he said politely and offered his hand out. The frail orc didn’t say anything her eyes closed. Lore-Kun stayed hopeful for a few moments, but still no reaction, so he moved on to the sly and scary elf. Lore-Kun made the same introduction to this elf that had been huddled up in the far corner opposite the “toilet.” The elf stared at Lore-Kun and his hand for a few seconds and then leapt at Lore-Kun grabbing him and putting him into a headlock. Lore-Kun squeaked oddly and then squirmed but the elf had got him into a tight lock. Ciniod and Jefl turned surprised and went over to help their comrade out.

Ciniod went first with a strong punch to the elf’s cheek. The elf released one hand in order to defend him; the other remained strongly wrapped around Lore-Kun’s chest and shoulders. Jefl went in for a punch but the sly elf did well to block it grabbing Jefl’s fist and turning it out of the way but the fight was all over too soon as two against one was no match and after Ciniod made another couple of punches the elf dropped Lore-Kun and curled up in his corner again.

“You never told me your name,” said Lore-Kun to the defeated elf, Jefl quickly grabbed Lore-Kun and ushered him back to the other side of the dungeon. 

“Folk aren’t overly friendly down here, so it’s probably best you just stay put and not go making friends,” said Jefl seriously as the trio sat in the corner near the jail door.

“Oh, is pointy stick jealous of my friends?” mocked Lore-Kun childishly. Jefl gave him a withering stare he was angry as it was for false imprisonment, he didn’t need the strange and childish Lore-Kun to make it worse.

There was nothing the trio could do unless they were given the opportunity to go and collect their evidence. The trio sat together to try and work out a plan.

