Chapter XIII – Forgiven

It had been a few hours of thinking and planning but they were still struggling. Ciniod was strong but not strong enough to take down the door or break the iron bars. The three of them might be able to overpower a guard if he came with food or water but there were no guarantees how long that would be. It had started to go dark and the business that could be heard through the iron bars was diminishing as citizens finished their working day and headed home or to The Parched Horse Tavern for a few drinks. The sly scary elf in the corner still bruised was staring, glaring at the trio and the old frail orc was alive, as she had changed position and then had fallen asleep again. 

The trio heard some footsteps coming down the stairs and approaching the corridor which led to the prison. The guard was carrying a flaming torch as there was no light other than the fading sun through the iron bars, the rattle of keys and the clunking of the lock mechanism woke the old orc. The trio and the frail orc looked towards the door that opened.

“Lore-Kun, Ciniod and Jefl!” called out the guard. The guard was a strong, muscular Norse - but he was nowhere near as bulky as Ciniod – and was dressed in the official garb of the guards.

“Here,” replied the trio.

“Lord Morden wishes to see you,” said the guard rather monotonously. This was the bit of luck the trio needed to leave the prison and have their exile quashed.

“Where’s my food!” cried out the frail orc with a croaky voice, this was the first word that had been said by any of the trio’s inmates (other than themselves).

“It’ll be here shortly,” answered the monotonous guard, his face just as bland as his voice. The orc grumbled and then promptly fell asleep again. The guard beckoned the trio out of the prison, locked the door again and then escorted them along the corridor and up the staircase, to the main corridor and then he opened the beautiful carved doors to the Grand Hall. The guard stayed outside the grand hall, probably to go and feed the prisoners. The grand hall was busy. Lord Morden sat on his throne his wife who looked old enough to be his mother sat beside him. Alfred and the guards who had arrested them at the docks on one side and Malory and her daughters, stood on Lord Morden’s other side. Lore-Kun blushed at the sight of Ellice and gave her a small wave. Alfred stared with disgust and slight envy at the trio as they stood before Lord Morden.

“I am profusely apologising for you dramatic inconvenience that you suffered as of earlier. I assure you with certainty that a miscommunications error occurred between my honoured guards, that your assailant Malory graciously rectified,” uttered Lord Morden in his usual pompous and overall excessive manner.

“You don’t talk like that rock,” whispered Lore-Kun to Ciniod who ignored Lore-Kun’s remark and answered Lord Morden:

“Firstly I thank you for giving us another audience with yourself. I’m sure Malory has given you a full story,” said Ciniod formally. Lord Morden nodded at a guard who turned around and picked up the Orange Hawk tunics.

“Your statement is true; Malory approached my throne with these tunics which are from the distasteful Orange Hawk group. My guards upon searching your vessel agree that it contains much stolen goods and I am grateful with admiration that you have returned the ill-gotten goods so that they may be returned to their rightful owners. This will be a grand burden and as you are trustworthy with your deeds and actions I bestow the honour upon you whilst also nullifying your expulsion of Morden. You shall rest tonight and tomorrow you will endeavour to return the Orange Hawk haul to the commoners of the settlements under Morden jurisdiction,” concluded Lord Morden, to which Ciniod and Jefl bowed and thanked Lord Morden. Lore-Kun stood baffled.

“What is he on about?” asked Lore-Kun whispering in Jefl’s ear. Jefl grabbed Lore-Kun’s head and pushed it down to force Lore-Kun into a bow.

“Your friend is not customary with our customs I see,” said Lord Morden off the cuff.

“We apologise your Lordship he has spent many years a hermit in isolation,” replied Jefl, surprisingly formal and peaceful in tone. The session was over and the trio along with Malory’s family and multiple guards left.

“Honestly you boys, you need a woman to save the day,” said Malory jovially as they all exited the Hall of Lord Morden. Neither of the three replied to Malory’s quip instead Lore-Kun asked about where they were to sleep.

“I’ll be sleeping in my home and I owe Ciniod a favour so you can stop at mine’s, however I don’t have enough room for anymore,” replied Jefl. Ciniod recommended the Parched Horse Tavern to Lore-Kun. Malory and her daughters said they would sleep in their boats as they had done for a long time. She wouldn’t let Lore-Kun sleep with them though due to her protectiveness of Ellice. The group went their separate ways and agreed to meet up in the tavern in the morning.

As Jefl opened the door to his home which was a small modest cobblestone building in the less affluent area of Morden. As he walked in his wife was taken completely by surprise. Tears welled up in her eyes and she threw her arms around Jefl, even the grumpy Jefl gave way to tears. It had only been three days but Jefl’s wife had not been told anything and had wondered where Jefl had been. He introduced Ciniod and then retold their whole tale to her, after which she readily showed hospitality to Ciniod and quickly made up a bed for him.

Chapter XIV – Rewarded

The next morning Ciniod, Jefl, Lore-Kun, Malory and her daughters met up in the Old Horse Tavern to discuss the logistics of their assignment from Lord Morden. Soon they were calling out in the town squares that the Orange Hawk haul was here and the public were to collect their stolen goods. Malory and her daughters looked after the boat while the trio returned the stolen goods. It took the whole day sailing and rowing up and down the River Heir until the Orange Hawk’s boat was empty.

Then they all returned to Lord Morden who gave them all 150 crowns and various items of jewellery and armour. It was a substantial reward and it was gratefully accepted.

It was after this that Malory and her daughters said goodbye, Lore-Kun was reduced to tears that he wouldn’t be able to see Ellice again (Ellice was not so love-struck but gave him a goodbye kiss nonetheless). As Malory’s boat rowed off into the evening the trio waved their goodbyes. The folk of Morden viewed Ciniod, Jefl and Lore-Kun as heroes a wealthy noble dwarf even offered Ciniod and Lore-Kun a house. It was two storeys Ciniod chose to live on the top floor while Lore-Kun lived on the bottom.

However, their thirst for adventure was not quenched and they hoped that another quest would come along in the future.     

