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Part I

Chapter 1,
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a journey.

As the heavy winds calm down, the relentless punches against the shoddy walls of this shack finally subside. A moment of quiet and respite arrives. The few people gathered, huddled together, start to relax their muscles as if they can finally breathe. One of the men; a broad shouldered and burly fellow, walks towards the door.
"No, wait." Whispers the old lady in the far corner of this tiny dark and filthy place. The burly man turns around to look at her, then he looks around to notice all the others staring frightfully at him.
"It will be okay." The man gently whispers. "They could not have followed us through this storm, of that I am sure."
"How can you be sure?" A second lady asks quietly. All the voices are hushed, so frightful of making any sound that could alarm anyone around them.
"We have been sitting here for hours." The man says. "Surely they would've found us by now.”
The entire shack goes quiet at his words. Everyone staring towards the door, the only exit to this shack. No windows or even holes to look through to be assured of those words, the only way forward is through that door.
"We have to try." Whispers a second man, a smaller figure. Slender, with long dark hair far beyond his shoulders. Slowly he gets to stand beside the first man.
"Let us open it. Let us do this together?" The slender man says calmly. The woman in the far back also rises up, quietly sneaking towards the door.
"Yes, let us all do this together. That way, if there is more peril ahead, we will face it together as we always have done." She whispers as she goes to stand in-between the two men, turning around to the fellow residents of this shack. As her words softly fill the room, reaching every ear, it slowly becomes a force. As if her words start to lift everyone to their feet. All nine of them gather at the door, holding out their hands. One last time all of them look upon each other dearly.
"It has truly been a blessing to have fought with all of you." the slender man says.
"The honour is all mine." A third man, the oldest and most veteran of all. His face is scarred and still bloody from the last fight a few days ago. Every man and woman in that moment knows the truth. That if this is to be the end, it will be the greatest they could have ever imagined for it is with the ones they came to love. All of the ones that they came to trust and care for, throughout all of this. The words do not need to be said, all of them know them in their hearts. A last final nod makes them all move a bit closer to each other. The bulky broad man slowly turns the knob on this door that seemingly kept them safe for so long in a world where doom awaits. The door, as it is being opened, creaks and cracks. A deafening sound to the few inside, their heartbeats syncing up. A blinding light fills the dark room, more and more as the door opens. The veteran releases a sigh of relief and slowly walks into the light. Always the first to enter battle, now the first to enter their unknown fates. As he walks out and his eyes start to adjust to the brightness of midday, he can see all around him. The shack standing in the middle between two hills. One in the front and the other more to the left, perfectly hiding this place from view. Perhaps it is what saved them? By the time the other eight came out, the old veteran already was on the move towards the hill in the front.
"What do you see, dear friends?" the old woman asks. Her eyes still blinded, but not from the light of the sun. Her sight went away a very long time ago, only able to see pieces of what she used to.
"It is so beautiful." says the slender man. "All so quiet, calm and warm. The grass has grown, the soft winds moving them gently." As he speaks the words, the old lady starts crying.
"Is it finally over?" She asks
"I do not know." The Bulky strong man says as he puts his arm around her shoulders.
The old woman lets out a deep drawn out sigh as she, with the man's aid, starts walking slowly.
Another lady, slender build with long white hair covering her entire backside like a waterfall, goes to stand on the other side of the old woman. She also places her arm around her for extra support as they walk down the small slope on the unsteady terrain towards the little hill in the front. One last look on the shack captivating her dark forest green eyes, before suddenly ripping her gaze away from the safety they had finally received and back to the unknown path ahead. With a sadness in her eyes, yet a smile on her lips, she embraces the challenge and helps the old woman further. 
“I got her, you do not have to stay behind with us.” She whispers softly to the man.
He thinks for a moment and releases ever so gently his embrace of the old woman. Once he let go, his eyes met hers and a soft smile crept around his lips as well. A few moments later the entire party had gathered on this hill, except for the old woman still struggling to find her footing and the white haired lady still supporting her. Impatient to know what she is missing out on, the old lady asks, still not too loud in fear of attracting danger, “What can you see now?”
The old veteran replies firmly. “Salvation.”
“Are you certain of this?” Asks the slender long haired man, doubting what lies before him. On this little hill they can see far ahead, only one other hill and a few trees block the view for many kilometres There, not so very far away, lie dark figures on the ground. Countless figures, unmoving, in a swamp of mud and pools of what looks like filthy water from this distance.
“This, my king Lorh, is a battlefield. Already fought and over with.” the veteran replies.
“Between whom?” the slender long haired man asks, still doubting what can clearly be seen.
“Whoever it is, it does not matter to us.” The veteran says, shrugging his shoulders as he turns around towards the second hill.
“Why is it our salvation then?” Lorh, The slender king asks.
“I think this battlefield allowed us to sneak into the hut. My guess is that this battle was fought a few days ago. No man would risk coming close to such a foul place.” Another man says, stroking the start of what could be a beard while he is thinking over his words. The burly man looks at the one who just spoke. “Always the thinker, Vénri. You could be right. Although this battle, by the look of the field and the decaying corpses that not even the crows are touching any more must have been fought perhaps weeks ago. At least that is what I make out of it.”
“Good that we stumbled upon the hut and not ...” The old lady says, leaving her words hanging in the air. Unable to finish this awful thought in words. The entire party looks around for a few more minutes, waiting to see what would happen. Whether or not the corpses would rise up and run towards them, or the earth would start shaking by the hooves of the scouting parties. Yet only silence meets them, except for the old veteran who as he is climbing onto the second hill makes deafening noises disturbing this serene silence. With a collective sigh, as if the entire party knows what to do in that instant, they all turned around towards the veteran.
“Hold on, Edro. You are going way too fast for Enra.” shouts Lorh to the old veteran who turns around towards the party, already halfway up the second hill, “Do not worry, once up there I shall discover. Go back to the shack and wait there for me.” He shouts back.
“You heard him.” Laughs the old lady Enra. “Let us go down to the shack.”
The bulky man puts his arm around her shoulders once more as they slowly start descending. Just as before, the white haired girl goes to the other side of Enra. The rest however, still in awe of the sights, stay behind just that little bit longer.
“Come on guys. Lorh, get them moving.” The burly man says, his face straining with difficulty trying to keep the old lady from falling or sliding down the hill.
“You heard the gentleman.” Lorh replies, saluting as if he was in the military following orders. They all smiled, even allowing a giggle here and there, 
“Silly Lorh.” the long haired woman replies, shaking her head but with the most beautiful and gentle smile on her lips. Her eyes like fire focused on the soft and darkened eyes of Lorh. He meets her gaze and tries to hold it for as long as he possibly can, before becoming too shy to watch her beauty any longer. Her brother, jokingly poking Lorh in his side , whispers “One can never look too long into the sun.” and with a wink he starts walking downhill. It takes them only a couple of minutes, even the old woman, to get back down. Meanwhile the veteran stands atop the other hill staring out over the countryside. Lorh, looking at this imposing figure, starts to ascend the second hill as well. With great haste, Lorh is able to reach the top. Standing there in awe next to the great veteran of old. “Always the greedy for adventure aren't you?” The man asks quietly, without ever looking anywhere other than the far distance. Nothing but immense fields as far as the eye can see, not a single threat in sight. This piece of land, so peaceful and quiet.
“It is difficult to believe that here we see peace, while on the other side is nothing but war.” Lorh replies softly, still in awe of the magnificent view. The old veteran merely shrugged his shoulders and started to turn around towards the party.
“Have you truly seen so much that nothing ever amazes you any more?” Lorh asked the man, genuinely interested in knowing the answer.
“I have lived long enough and seen more than my share in this world.” The veteran replies coldly as Lorh sighs, seemingly not being able to understand this man.
“I hope you will, one day, open up to me and actually talk as the others do.” Lorh whispers softly in the wind as the old veteran starts to slowly descend again, but these words however halt him.
“Believe me, your highness, some things are better not to be known or understood. Sometimes silence is the only true gift or blessing a man can get.” With these words he starts to descend again, this time as fast as he can to escape this conversation it seems.
“Perhaps, old Edro, perhaps you are right.” It takes Lorh a few more moments of staring into the great and beautiful distance. The luring unknown compels him to descend towards it, away from the party, yet he doesn't. Slowly Lorh turns around and quickly follows the old veteran Edro.
“What have you seen?” Asks a burly, strong woman, a bit heavier than most of the men. She has short golden hair that waves softly with the wind.
“Strange for you to finally speak.” Lorh smiles. The burly woman smiles politely as a response without saying anything further.
“Erdria, do not mind Lorh. He is only trying to be funny.” The young woman says jokingly to tease him. “But do tell us, what have you seen?”
“A great plain, fields of grass as far as my eyes could see. Not a single hill or forest blocking the view. Some trees here and there for shade, yet not even a house or anything man made.” Lorh explains vividly, his eyes intensely focussed on each and every party member as he speaks, although his eyes remain the longest on Horre’s.
“I think we should be moving towards the battlefield first.” Horre’s brother says.
“That would not be a wise idea.” Replies Edro.
“Why not? That field has countless bodies, nothing but free weapons and armour for us. We should at least try to find some weapons, no?” The brother, balling his fists as he shows his muscled arms replies.
“The battlefield has been there for days if not weeks. The chances are too high that there will be nothing of value left.” Answers Vénri calmly.
“I agree with Vénri, you should not be so hasty to rush into danger, Vérien.” adds the old lady Enra.
“So we shouldn't even try? Have a look around??” Asks Vérien, visibly frustrated now. Throwing his hands up as if to say he does not want to believe what they are saying.
“Hush now brother, let Lorh decide.” Horre says, putting her hand on his shoulder to calm Vérien down. The entire party except for Enra and Edro look expectantly at Lorh, who by all this attention becomes uncomfortable. He stares at the ground, not willing to meet their eyes until he has made a decision. When he finally does, after a few moments, he looks up straight into her eyes before meeting every other gaze. He then immediately fixates again on her with a longing desire, seemingly giving him strength to speak up.
“We shall not go to that field. Our destination is not in that direction and as we have established, the risks would be too high. Therefore I think we should move immediately towards the north.” A sigh of relief passes through the party, except for Vérien. He keeps his jaws firmly shut, as if to try and stop the words from breaking out. His arms are still shaking as he can’t seem to relax his fists.
“Let us go then.” The old Edro says as he starts walking towards the space in between the two hills. “Once we are out in the open we shall head straight north as you suggested.”
“We do not know what lies beyond, hidden in the fields or after. So everyone, please keep an eye out as much as you can.” Lorh asks gently. “We have come so far already, let us make the last part of this journey together.”
The party becomes quiet again with these last words said. All start to move towards Edro, who as always has taken the lead and is already marching away.
“Please go help Edro, stay close to him. Don't make him walk alone.” The old lady whispers gently to Lorh.
“Don't worry, I will make sure he doesn't get hurt.” He answers with a wink to Horre,  just before turning around and running off to catch up with the old veteran. Enra lets out a second soft sigh as she blankly looks onwards. Slowly she shakily sets the first step on this unsure journey, her body hunched over ever so slightly and the expression that her face carries tells a story of worry.
“As Lorh said, do not worry. You will not lose Edro so easily. “ Horre ads, also staring off in the distance. The old lady starts smiling, hearing these words and realising something she hadn't before.
“Our lovers walk so far away, so much faster than us.” She says jokingly. Her smile grows as she turns to face Horre and their eyes meet. It takes Horre a moment to process what she heard before she looked onwards again to the two men. The old lady now, dead serious again, softly puts her hand on Horre's shoulder as they walk.
“Do not worry dear.”
“I am not worried about Lorh. It is everything else that worries me.” Horre whispers.
The old lady places her arm around Horre's waist as she does the same.
“Everything will be okay.” Enra says determined.
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Where paths collide.

“We need to rest!” The burly man exclaims loudly. His tone is not so gentle, as he fiercely looks at the old veteran far in the front. His arm is still around the old lady, she can barely stand on her own it seems. The old veteran hearing these words stops for a moment before turning around saying: “No, we move on.”
“It is alright Wahrlon, I can go on.” The old lady says, trying to defuse the situation. Edro for a brief moment, smiles at her. He then turns around and starts walking slowly onwards.
“No, I will not accept this.” Wahrlon exclaims again loudly. “She needs to rest, we can not go on!”
“It is only a few hours, you can already see the place far in the distance. The rocks will give more protection then here in the open.” A young and bright girl says on the other side of Enra, also supporting her. “We can go on.” looking hopeful at Wahrlon, but he does not budge.
“No, enough of this.” The burly Wahrlon again exclaims. “We cannot ...” Before he can finish this sentence Lorh waves his hand at Wahrlon. Slowly Lorh kneels down before the old woman, his back turned to her. “Help her get on my back.” He says.
“But, my lord? You ...” Wahrlon says, yet again interrupted by Lorh.
“Help her get on my back, I will carry her until the march is done for today.”
The young and bright girl immediately springs into action, helping the old lady Enra move her legs up. Without question Horre and Vérien start tying ropes together to make sure Enra is tightly fixed to Lorh.
“My lord, I can not let you do this. You should not kneel before me. Not anyone.” Enra says, a tear finding a path down her cheek as the young, bright girl together with Vérien help her climb on. Her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck. Horre fixes the cord to Lohr's chest, making sure Enra is tightly and comfortably attached. As all of this is going on, Lorh replies: “I kneel when I want to before who I want to.”
“Your grace, please. I am a fool, let me help. Please do not take this burden all on your own.” Wahrlon now says gently, staring down at the mud defeated.
“It is not a burden to help those who need help.” Lorh says. “Now no more of this. Carry on, let us make the last part of this day as quickly as possible. Then we can all rest.”
With these words Lorh stands up, Enra still crying soft tears trying to bury her head in the hair of Lorh. As he starts marching, the entire party follows. Only Edro is already on the move, a small distance away from them. They catch up to his pace decently fast and as they do, Edro holds back and starts walking next to Lorh. “I am sorry my dear.” he whispers to Enra. Wahrlon is still trying his hardest to make sure the old lady does not fall, still trying to support her as much as he can, although all the weight is still purely on Lorh. Yet Lorh nevertheless does not budge, walking at the same speed or even faster than before, as if the old lady weighs nothing more than the clothes on his back.
They soon reach a rock formation, a wide circle of giant boulders seemingly left there by giants ages ago. “This will do perfectly.” The old veteran says. The entire party immediately does as they should, everyone setting up camp. Not a single word needs to be said, the fire goes up in mere moments and the bedrolls are being spread around it.
“Please, my lord, let her down.” Wahrlon says softly.
“Make sure there is a bed where we can put her in, then I shall let her off my back.” Lorh says determined to not wake the old lady up. She fell asleep shortly after the march restarted and has been asleep ever since.
“The bed is ready for her, Lorh, please do not take this burden any longer.” The young and bright girl says calmly.
“Stop calling her a burden Loria!” Lorh nearly yells out, trying to keep his voice down. “She is not a burden!” He adds angrily, Loria the young girl bows her head “I am sorry my lord.” she says in a shaking and passionate voice.
Lorh marches towards the bedroll, the biggest they have. Helping hands arrive from all directions to softly take Enra off the kneeling Lorh's back. They all in unison, without a single word, lift her up and put her down on the bedroll.
“Thank you.” Says Lorh as he stands up and starts walking towards Edro at the far side of the encampment. He is standing on one of the taller boulders looking out over the entire area in front of them. The party, now finishing all the tasks required, start to sit down around the fire, except for Wahrlon who stands guard at the side from where they came.
Lorh easily climbs on top of the boulder, roughly two thirds of his length and goes to stand next to Edro. After a small moment of silence, them both looking out far into the distance, Lorh gently whispers. “Such a beauty” His voice barely holding stable through the frustration felt before.
“This sight will calm you.” Edro states, dry as always. Without ever taking his eyes off the distance. Lorh lets out a sigh, “truly magnificent.” he says. They are both looking over an immense open area as far as the eye can see in all directions except from whence they came. The moonlight is barely able to light up everything, yet the countless stars lend her the aid. Nothing but grass slowly waving in the breeze and the occasional critter disturbs this peaceful scenery. “Perhaps we should stay here forever huh?” Lorh asks jokingly. A slight chuckle escaping his lips as the old veteran turns to him. 
“We can not.” He states. “Our journey is long, still so far to go.”
“I know, old friend, I know.” Lorh sighs again, dead serious. “How far will we have to walk tomorrow before reaching a place like this here?”
The old veteran shrugs his shoulders and as his gaze turns back to the endless plain he says “Perhaps days, perhaps only till the end of what we can see.”
“Thank you, my old friend. Go check on Enra, be with her. I will take the first watch.”
Edro, shaking his head, “No, I need to make sure we are safe.”
“We are safe. Go now, sleep.”
The old veteran, doubting what to say next, looks at Lorh once again and eventually nods his head, “Thank you, King Lorh. For everything.” he then says as he starts to climb down. Within mere moments he is already close to the fire seeking his companion.
Lorh goes to sit down, staring out over this magnificent sight as he hears footsteps approach from behind. “Have you come to bring me food?” He asks hopefully.
“Yes and no.” Horre says.
Lorh turns to her with confusion, “Yes and no?” he asks.
“Yes I have brought food.” She laughs, “but no, I am not only here to bring you food.”
“Then why are you here?” He asks with a bright smile on his lips as he takes the food given to him. She goes to sit down, laying her head on his shoulder and her left hand resting on his knee. “You, my lord.” She teasingly says.
“How can you still want me?” Lorh asks entirely serious again, staring intently at the scenery.
“How could I not?” Horre answers with a silky smooth voice.
“I have failed all of you.” He says with great difficulty. Trying not for his emotions to take over.
“If anything, we have failed you.” She whispers. Gently tapping his knee. “You did everything for us. You are the reason we are alive.”
A long moment of silence follows until Lorh finally finds the courage to say “I have doomed us all.” His eyes are barely able to lift up to meet hers.
She moves her arm around his shoulders to let him put his head gently on hers. Softly she places a kiss on his head, caressing his cheek with her right hand. 
“Don't ever blame yourself, my love. You kept us alive when the world turned into fire and steel. Streets ran by blood and bone, it was you who kept us alive. Ask anyone in your following, ask anyone who survived the downfall of your empire, they would all tell the same story. My sweet king, you are not to blame.”
Lorh puts his arm around her waist, allowing his eyes to close for a moment. All the pain and anger falling away like raindrops on his cheeks. The softness of her fingers make him forget everything for that brief moment of peace. He opens his eyes again and stares out at the scenery, the majestic beauty in front can not compare to the perfection sitting next to him. “I will always love you, my brightest star.” He finally says.
They sit there for what seems like ages, the entire camp is long gone quiet. The flames long dead and the soft snoring of a few is the only thing Lorh can hear behind him. Next to him, laying on the hard boulder, is the sleeping Horre. On the far side of the camp is Wahrlon, it seems like even he fell asleep. Only Lorh is still awake, still looking out in every direction for anything that could have ill will against them. The night slowly turns into day with rays of sunshine gently breaking through over the horizon.
“Still a magnificent sight” He whispers as quietly as possible looking out over the fields. His hand resting still on the crown of her head, trying not to move. The camp is disturbed by some noises, people are waking up as the sunlight reaches them. Still as quiet as they can, the ruffling of bedrolls being moved as the first few stand up. Immediately knowing what to do, some set out to forage for anything edible they can find, others start to clean up any trace of this camp as best they can. Horre gently opens her eyes, staring intently at him. A tender smile forces him to look down, as if all the beauty in the world is gathered in these eyes, these lips. He cannot help himself but to bend down to her, planting a small kiss on the cute nose poking out. 
“Good morning.” He whispers. She raises her head to meet his lips before they could vanish away, their lips entangled for a moment. Her hand tenderly stroking his cheek before she finally says. “Good morning.”
“Have you slept well?”
“Have you slept at all my love? I haven't been awoken and we are still on this boulder.”
Shaking her head at him, already knowing the answer.
“You all needed rest.” He whispers again.
“You need more rest then all of us, or should I say: you deserve more from us.” She whispers back. Kissing him again, making it impossible for him to give an answer.
“Hey, you two. The camp is ready to move.” The old man says standing in front of the boulder, smiling briefly with Enra next to him, they are holding hands for the first time in what seems to be forever.
“Have you slept well?” Horre asks.
“We have my dear, hopefully you as well my grace.” Enra replies cordially, like an equerry bowing gently. Horre tries to say something but Lorh cuts her off saying “That is great to hear. Yes Edro, but first let us gather everyone near the fire. I have something to say.”
Hearing these words, Edro immediately lets go of Enra's hand to bow deeply before turning abruptly around to march off towards the others. They can hear him shout “Everyone, gather up.”
Lorh lets out a sigh and briefly stares back out at the sea of grass before grasping the helping hand offered by Horre. They both manage to easily get off this boulder and make their way to the now utterly quiet party, all eyes fixated on him.
“Even though we still have a long way to go and the path is uncertain, we still have each other. I trust in that, I believe that we will make it out of this. Let us move on, my friends.” He says quietly. His voice is barely heard by the furthest ear. Nonetheless they all hear and they all know it will be hard. Slowly the entire party starts moving in complete silence, following Edro who as always is far ahead again. Wahrlon tries to put his arm around Enra again, yet she refuses with a wave of her hand.
“It is alright my dear. Just warn me for holes or rocks in my path.” She whispers softly before he could make a fuss.
Vénri holds a moment, his eyes fixated on the road ahead. Lorh sighs quietly and with a last glance at Horre he lets her go and walks towards Vénri.
“Is something on your mind?” He asks, annoyed ever so slightly.
Vénri shakes his head and immediately picks up the pace to join with the rest. Befuddled, Lorh just stands there, staring at the back of Vénri’s head. Finally he sighs yet again and starts walking, now a fair distance behind the rest already. All of a sudden the entire party halts, seeing this,  Lorh runs forwards to see what is going on. They all in sync go to lie down, as fast as they could. So Lorh jumps forward and lets himself be masked by the half metre tall grass around them. A shout is heard a very long distance away, then another. Too far away to be understood, yet too close for comfort. Lorh tries to sneak forward without making any sound, trying not to move the grass. He finally reaches the end of the party after a few minutes of crawling,
“What is it?” He whispers to Vénri, who looks frightened in every direction possible. His eyes nearly giving way to panicking. Lorh once more asks the question, this time he crawls closer as he puts his hand on Vénri's back.
“The captain told us to hide!” He says in haste, as quietly as he could possibly make it.
“Thank you Vénri, we will be fine.” And Lorh moves on, still crawling, making sure not to disturb any of the grass too much, until he reaches the main body of the party.
The sound of horses in the distance can still be heard, although it seems to slowly fade away.
“Are they leaving?” Lorh whispers.
“Yes, I do think so.” Wahrlon answers.
“Where is Edro?”
“He is a few metres in front of us.” Vérien says.
“Hush Vérien, not too loud.” Erdria answers in a whisper, angrily staring at him.
“Sit tight” Lorh whispers as he makes his way forward through the grass. Finally he reaches Edro, looking back at Lorh with an expression rarely seen on his face. His eyes, scared to look anywhere else. Barely breathing, not a single sound he produces until Lorh asks him: “What do you think?”
As quiet as possible he answers “4, perhaps 5. One of them is coming this way, the others are moving around.” He tries to gesture to the right by only moving his hand.
“Coming this way? Did they see us?”
Shaking his head Edro answers, “If they had, they would have charged already.”
Lorh tries to get a view of what lies in front, without lifting his head above the grass.
“I need to see.”
“No” replies Edro, “Do not do it. They will see!”
“What do you suggest?”
“I do not know, my lord.”
“okay” Lorh answers, contemplating the next action, listening for any sound that could betray the horseman's location. Although all remains mostly quiet but for the soft breeze moving the grass. “They are too far away.” He whispers to the old veteran. “I can not hear them.”
“No, my lord, no.” The old veteran hushes, before Lorh could raise his head once more. “I will do it.” He says determined, his fear seemingly forgotten. Quietly and very slowly he raises his head up until his face; with only the forehead and eyes, rises above the grass.
“I do not see them.” He whispers, his head still up looking around as fast as he can before dropping down again. “I think they are gone.”
“Then what are we waiting for?” Lorh replies as he slowly gets to his hands and knees. Looking around with his head clearly visible now. He gets up completely, standing there for a few seconds listening and looking around. “It is okay, get up.” He says to Edro. Hearing this, the rest eagerly follow.
“Who was that?” Asks Erdria, the woman standing a few metres back looking around frantically as if seeing ghosts.
“Let us move on.” Lorh says.
“Who were they?” Now asks Vénri who ran to be in the middle of the group.
“Lorh, what was that?” Horre asks as well.
“I do not know.” looking at her “Let us move on.” He says again, this time so gentle as if he only spoke to her. They cautiously start walking, Edro in the front as always, remaining as quiet as they possibly can. Not a single word nor sound apart from the footsteps and the grass ruffling. They spend what seemed to be hours like this, until the grassy fields slowly and gradually changed into a huge field of flowers, with each reaching at least as high as Lorh's chest. A beautiful pallet of colours as if walking in a huge painting.
“Wauw” Horre cannot help but exclaim, forgetting the long painfully silent march. The entire party now halts to marvel at this sight. They had never seen something like this, these magnificent flowers as far as the eye could see. The grass at their backs, trading one open field for the next.
“This is beautiful.” She says as she puts her arm around Lorh’s waist.
“It very much is.” He answers with a smile, staring at nothing but her as he puts his arm around her shoulders, softly pulling her closer.
“We should wait here for a bit.” Vérien says, turning to Wahrlon. “Let us go hunt for food.”
Wahrlon agrees with a nod, already making himself ready to hunt. Throwing down his travel gear and preparing his bow.
“That is not a good idea.” Edro says
“We do need to rest.” Vénri now interjects on Vérien's behalf.
“We can not do like yesterday, marching all day. Enra can not hold on like this.”
Wahrlon now calmly states to Edro who again looks at Enra, softening his gaze while his eyes meet the old lady’s soft eyes.
“Are you okay?” He asks softly to her.
“I am, my dear.” She replies. “I can go on.” and to prove it she tries to set some steps forward, missing one step in a tiny hole in the ground. Her foot seemingly caught in the dirt making her fall forward, hitting the ground way harder than you would expect. Not being able to move her hands forward fast enough to catch her fall. The loud 'ploof' noise disturbing the entire area. Immediately Edro and Wahrlon jump forward to try and catch her before she falls, yet far too late, now trying to help her up. Cursing and out of breath the old lady manages to get back up, if only with the aid of the other two. 
“People!” Erdria yells out, pointing far behind them. All heads turn as one towards where she is pointing.
“The same as before!” Edro exclaims loudly, his voice breaking midway his sentence.
“RUN!” Lorh shouts. “RUN!!” He shouts again, this time as loud as he could. Turning around and making sure that everyone is up and running into the field. A glance backwards tells him they were right to run. Nothing mattered any more but to get away from the now 20 or so riders, galloping towards them. Steadily they increase their speed as the party starts to run as fast as they possibly can. Deeper and deeper into this field, they feel the same tiny holes all around them. The horses become louder and louder as they draw closer. They can already hear the horsemen shouting, although they can not understand. “Come on! Run!” Lorh yells again, staying at the back pushing on everyone who is not fast enough, his left hand on the back of Vénri his right arm around the waist of Erdria. “We can do this!” He shouts again “Move on!” The party makes it so far into the field that they can not see the grass behind them any more, the only sight are these flowers and the horsemen still following them, getting closer and closer. Their voices reaching them now “Halt in the name of the righteous king!” and “Do not resist!” Are heard throughout the area, as they shout at the same time with a distance too great to truly understand everything they shout. Not giving this a mere moment of thought, the party rushes on. The holes they feel beneath the flowers becoming bigger, almost as big as their heels now where before it only was as big as a toe. They feel the ground grasping at them as the flowers start cutting away slowly. Deeper and deeper they rush in, the cuts not deep enough to actually draw blood, the holes not big enough to actually halt the party in any way. The grasping barely felt due to the adrenaline pumping them forward. They rush on, evermore further, finally gaining some ground on the pursuers. The horses have more of a problem navigating this strange field. With a hove getting caught in one of the holes for a split second, one of the horses comes to a standstill. Lorh looks back at this moment, he sees the horse neighing. As if it refuses to go onward, sensing something. Without giving it much thought at this moment and still pushing them forward he moves on, Horre nearly out of breath shouts: “They are stopping!'' Now the entire party looks back as best they can without halting. Keeping up their pace, screaming in joy as they all see one of the horses losing its footing. It falls to the ground with a really hard bang, as if it hit something solid like metal instead of the dirt. Lorh yells for everyone to halt. “Prepare to fight.” He exclaims as he halts and turns around. They set up in a V formation, Wahrlon and Vénri on either side of the tip where Lorh stands. The old woman, sitting on the ground after they put her down, behind the front line starts chanting softly in a language no other could understand. They watch as the horsemen one by one dismount before the horses could knock them off the saddle. The one horse on the most right side of this party still lies unconscious, barely seen because of the tall flowers. Its rider getting back up, dazed and shaking his head. Both party's look upon each other, around 50 metres in-between. The horses, barely able to contain their fear, all start running towards where they came from. The party goes into a formation similar to the V shape, with the first 5 men standing in the front with shields as big as their torsos raised forward creating a small wall. Behind them 3 archers start preparing their bows
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