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“A wise man once said to me: ‘If you desire Love prepare to
be Hated, you want Friendship prepare to make Enemies, if you want
to be Rich prepare to live in the Gutter, and if you desire Peace
prepare yourself for War. One cannot exist without the other and
oft times one requires the other. Many times Love is formed through
Hate, Friendship forms with Enemies, life in the Gutter may result
in becoming Rich, and Peace will always end in War.’ I didn’t
believe him. Next minute, the war between King Elvaar and Lord
Thenridred started.”

-Life as a
Ranger by Rhodavin of the
Essinendeür Rangers

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
One

 


Year 3630, the Fifth
Age, the eighty-ninth day of Summer

 


The Kalladen plains were
dry and windy with rolling grasslands as far as the eye could see.
Not much else occupied these lands other than long blades of pale
green grass, there was the occasional clump of trees or some
boulders, but apart from that and the two rivers that ran through
Kalladen to the sea there was only grass.

Although a weary
traveller would find a few towns also grow out of the grass, mainly
closer to Crydon or on the border of I’ender. But there were few
large townships spread throughout Kalladen, along Hywatier River
that came through Woodlands and branched into two as it moved
southwards across the grasslands.

It was said
that the plain of Kalladen was once the lands of great horse lords
who lived in golden halls. But that was just a myth, and no one had
ever found any proof of golden halls, although horses do run wild
through the sea of grass.

Among the
sea of green blades was also an ocean of tents and camp fires, of
dikes and smoke columns, and shining helmets of soldiers and tips
of spears. It was where the gathered forces of Krnōrel and I’ender
had set camp in anticipation of the war with Sesserrech. The camp
was situated on both banks of the River Temped that branched from
Hywatier that ran from the Broiling Moors in the north and was
virtually at the point where Hywatier divided into the two rivers;
Temped and Vanyin River.

Despite its
name the waters of the river were cool and refreshing, which Nigel
acknowledged as he filled a pot and carried it back to the
campsite. Nigel was an officer in Lord Artures army, and although
he was not a knight he received respect wherever he went. Being
barely thirty Nigel had moved up the ranks quickly and demanded
respect where ever he went. The young Captain could say with
confidence that he was a professional soldier and as such his views
on war were always considered highly, or so he thought.

Nigel grew up on these
plains in the town of Ledolm just south of Woodlands on the western
bank of Hywatier. His promotions had been quick due to his uncanny
ability to find himself in trouble and his equal ability to find a
way out of it. Through the short years in the army Nigel had made
great friends and when he was given the Captaincy he was allowed to
form his own squad and outfit it with his own friends.

“About time Nigel,”
remarked his good friend Julian, who was about the same age as
Nigel and together they had won many battles. “Did you stop to
insult a few of Lord Celots men from Calias?”

“Didn’t waste my breath,” Nigel replied as he put the pot of
water in the spit.

“Good to see we are having some real food,” remarked the
young soldier Griff, who had been placed in their squad because he
had volunteered and was not under a Lord’s authority.

“I’m sick of
stale bread,” Griff crinkled is nose.

“You never said where you’re from boy,” said the last
soldier at the campsite, who Nigel only ever knew as Shorty, even
though the man was quiet tall.

“Flottsome,”
Griff replied seeming embarrassed.

“Never heard
of it,” coughed Shorty.

“You got a girl there?” Nigel asked.

Griff’s cheeks went
bright red, “Kind of,” the boy shrugged.

“What do you mean by kind of’?” laughed
Julian, “Usually you have her or you don’t, it doesn’t really work
in any other manner. Unless you playing more than one girl at a
time?”

“He’s hoping,
that’s what,” laughed Shorty, causing the boys cheeks to go even
redder.

“When you get home serenade a love song to her and gift her
flowers, and she will be yours,” Julian said with a sly wink, “Take
it from me I am a boss when it comes to getting women.”

“How much did you pay them?” Nigel asked with a laugh,
causing Julian to swing at him with his soup spoon.

“She ain’t at
home,” Griff remarked offhandedly, “She volunteered like
me.”

“Really? What
division?” Nigel asked, genuinely curious as he cut up the
vegetables for the soup.

“Doe Company,”
Griff replied.

“Ain’t got the
tits to be among the real soldiers then, ay,” Shorty laughed,
causing Griff to get angry.

“Watch your
mouth,” Griff flared at Shorty.

“Calm down,” Nigel
replied sternly, “It was just a jest. Shorty was just saying that
she isn’t as strong as our good friend Sev. Ain’t that right
Sev?”

Nigel called across
to the campsite beside theirs and to the group of soldiers that sat
there, one of which was a woman with short blonde hair.

Sev raised her mug
towards them but did not reply, clearly oblivious to their
conversation.

“Do you want to know
what happened to the last man that tried to force himself on Sev?”
Nigel asked with an amused smile.

“Probably
not,” Griff cringed.

“She severed his manhood with a dull and rusty blade,”
Julian said
ominously.

“Enough with the rabbit food, Nigel,” Shorty said looking at
the food being prepared for the soup. “Where’s the
meat?”

“We’re on rations Shorty,” Nigel reminded the bigger man,
“So rabbit food will have to do. Plus, its healthy eating. If you
didn’t eat so much bad food you could be as toned as myself, or as
muscly as Julian, Shorty.”

Shorty grumbled but said
no more.

“How did you
get the name Shorty, anyways?” Griff asked curiously.

“Because he has only one eye, of course,” Julian
laughed pointing at Shorty’s
eye-patch, “He is short sighted.”

Nigel joined in the
joke as did Griff, but Shorty was not happy.

“Nah, it’s ironic see,” Shorty said, “Cause I’m tall and big
in the pants, I get the name Shorty. Which is why Julian is called
Big Man.”

Their
laughter increased tenfold and Julian smirked.

“For Julian it’s an understatement,” Nigel laughed back, and
Shorty stopped smiling.

“Thanks boss,”
Julian laughed as well and Shory grumbled something under his
breath.

“Look, there rides Lord Brank from Woodlands,” Nigel point
towards the entrance to the camp, “Late as usual.”

They all
stood up to see a column of riders come through the wooden gates of
the camp. Their cloaks flapped in the wind and the tips of their
spears shimmered in the light from Inüer as they rode past,
followed by the footed regiments.

“About five hundred head,” Julian remarked with a sigh, “I thought there would be
more.”

“Black Pine Company is coming behind them,” said Griff
excitedly, “I was hoping to see the Essinendeür Rangers
too.”

“No chance of
that,” said Shorty, “Unless it’s on the other side of the battle
field.”

“Cardonian would have paid the Essinendeür Rangers a large
fortune to fight for him,” Julian agreed.

About a
hundred filthy road weary soldiers came through the gates, most
walking, others riding tired looking horses.

“That was a
disappointment,” Griff sighed.

“Don’t be fooled by their appearance Griff,” Nigel said, “As
vicious as cornered beasts they are, just like us. But still, I
thought there would be more.”

When the soldiers past
they sat back down on the logs around the fire and continued to
prepare their soup.

“You guys hear of the story of the young woman singin’ and
cryin’ in Woodlands?” Griff asked, breaking the silence.

Nigel and his two
friends groaned.

“Too many times,” Nigel said, “And unless this one is about how I ploughed her I don’t
care.”

Griff’s shoulders
slumped.

“What about the one of the farmer’s family on the Broiling
Moors?” asked Griff, his expression brightening.

“This guy,” Nigel sighed and laughed slightly, “Every story
you could think of we heard of it.”

Griff
suddenly jumped to his feet, “Look there’s a Helwyr.”

This time
the boy caught their attention and Nigel got to his feet to look
where the boy was pointing. Directly across the wide river he could
see the white hair of a Helwyr walking by the side of Lord Fornest
who had lands just east from where they were camped.

“Female,” Julian observed holding his hand to his brow to shield his eyes
from Inüer’s light, “That must be the famous Rivian of
Garrald.”

“Don’t like
all them scars,” Shorty remarked as they stared across the
river.

“I’d plough her,” Julian shrugged, “Them scars are hot, and besides Helwyr can’t get
pregnant.”

“You’d plough anything though, Julian,” smirked Nigel, and
Julian shrugged in reply.

“You reckon she’s the only Helwyr here?” Julian
asked.

Nigel shrugged,
“Depends on how much King Lienthor is paying. But everyone knows
Fornest is obsessed with that Helwyr, Rivian.”

“You reckon
he’s doing her?” Shorty asked as they sat back down.

“Is that all you think about?” Nigel asked with
smile.

“That, and
food,” Shorty laughed, “Speaking of which.”

“It’s cooking. Be patient, my young and freakishly tall
apprentice,” Nigel said
jokingly and Julian laughed.

They all
looked up briefly as a single rider galloped through the gates and
towards the Commander’s tent at the centre of the camp, but gave it
little thought and went back to waiting for the soup to
cook.

Not long
after the rider went through a commotion started to happen at the
centre of the camp. Once again they all stood up and looked to the
hill where the Commander’s tent stood.

“What’s going
on?” Griff asked absently.

Nigel shrugged,
“Probably another knight’s honour has been challenged and they
think the best way to resolve it is to slash at each other with
their ornamental sword.”

“On guard you
braggart,” Julian said in a mocking tone as he swatted at Nigel
with his soup spoon.

“You fiend,”
Nigel replied in a similar tone and defended with his own spoon, “I
shall kill thee dead. Yes, dead you will be.”

Nigel and Julian shared a
laugh and Shorty joined in as Griff regarded them all
quizzically.

Just then a
group of runners came dashing from the Commander’s tent, screaming
wildly to everyone in sight and ending the jest. The voices raised
and Nigel could not hear what the runners were shouting.

“Hey Sev, can you hear what’s going on?” Nigel called to the
blonde haired woman.

“Someone died,
I think,” Sev shrugged in reply.

Finally
Nigel heard what the runner was shouting.

“The Princess
is dead. The Princess is dead. Princess Xanthia has been
assassinated by Lord Cardonian. King Lienthor calls for the banners
to match. The Princess is dead. Princess Xanthia
assassinated.”

“Damn,” Nigel said as he threw his stirring spoon into the
pot, “There goes our meal.”

* * *
*

It was a
crisp night to end the month of Summer, and a cool and salty breeze
flew in through the open doors. The sounds of celebrations could be
heard echoing up from the city. Even though the change of month and
the festival of The Watchers was a grand occasion it was somewhat
subdued in the aftermath of Princess Xanthia’s assassination and
the marching of the army.

The Night of The Watchers
celebrated the coming darkness of Winter when the days became
shorter and the nights longer. The night and darkness was always
considered as concealing demons or evil creatures, and The Watchers
were the ones who protected the good against such evil.

A demon hunt
was usually part of the festivities, where The Watchers chased down
the evil and destroyed them. It was all for show of course, and in
fact had simply turned into a night of laughs and the darker
undertones completely forgotten. To conduct this demon hunt people
either wore masks that depicted a noble face for the Watchers or
one twisted and evil for the demons. As most things usually end up
the festival had become a form of courting. The woman wore the
masks of the demons and the men The Watchers. The men would chase
down the women and instead of mock killing of the demon, passionate
love making would ensue.

But with
most of the younger citizens marching to war for their country the
festival seemed to skip the passion and move straight to the feast
and the burning of the demon lord in the town squares, which was
quite simply a bunch of people watching a bon fire while gorging
themselves on many foods. Sadly the demon lord was more often than
not depicted as an elf in memory of the disturbed Magi Gildon, who
performed countless atrocities during the latter half of the Third
Age. Gildon was finally killed by the warrior Argron of Alabast who
later became the King of I’ender.

Gildon’s
atrocities were never forgotten however and he is now considered as
being a demon in mortal form, and as such is burned in effigy at
the stake every year during the memorable festival of The Night of
The Watchers.

Although, this year’s
celebration was one to be forgotten.

Lieut waited calmly
looking out through the open doors, the light of the full moons
streamed in through the opening and across the marble floors,
causing the thin curtains to glow in the light.

Heavy
shadows cloaked the corners of Princess Xanthia’s private rooms,
and the only source of light coming through the windows and door.
King Lienthor had ordered that no lights shall ever glow in his
deceased daughter’s chambers again, so now the bedroom was shrouded
in shadow.

But the darkness held no
fear over him as he waited patiently, his breathing steady and
deep, the tips of his fingers tingled in anticipation. Explosions
and fireworks echoed distantly in the city as he pulled back the
cowl from his head, and still he waited.

The moons slowly climbed
higher in the night sky and the glow on the floor receded from his
feet. The light glistened off the dried pool of blood on the white
sheets of the bed, reminding him of his task.

A strange
sensation filled the room, and he felt a presence in the shadows. A
light sound made his ears twitch, maybe it was his imagination. But
he heard it again coming out of the darkness. Lieut had not
expected to hear his brother enter. Perhaps the sound had been for
his benefit.

“I knew you
would come,” Lieut said softly, “Even after the funeral, I knew you
would come here.”

For many minutes there
was just silence filled with the moan of the wind and the distant
crash of waves.

“It is my job,
brother,” a voice came out of the darkness and a silhouette moved
in front of the door facing him.

The light
cast his features in a deep shadow but Lieut could see the two pale
purple orbs of his brother, Ne’tra, staring at him. His brother was
a head shorter than him and the youngest of his siblings. Like his
other brother Nar’to he knew Ne’tra was a dangerous adversary, and
Lieut hoped it would not come to trading blows.

“I was
informed that you might show yourself here, Nen’on,” the purple
eyed shadow remarked, his hands resting easily on the twin blades
at his hips. “But it was not expected that the princess die by
other means, aside from my own blades.”

Lieut shrugged, “I killed
her to gain favour.”

“I hardly thank you for stealing my kill,” Ne’tra said
coldly, “Favour could have been gained by completing your own
mission, and not wasting your time here.”

“I need help,”
Lieut replied, “I need to make communications.”

“You have PBE’s same as I do,” Ne’tra dismissed Lieut
remark.

“That is my point, ever since the crash they do not
transmit,” Lieut said, showing his exasperation. “There is Fog
inside my head brother. I cannot get it out and it is causing me to
see illusions. I need help.”

Ne’tra was
silent for many minutes, his thumbs rubbing over the pommels of his
swords, the silver metal carved into the likeness of panther
heads.

“This is
unexpected,” his brother finally said, “Not at all like what was
anticipated.”

“You will help me?” Lieut asked, a sense of relief flowing
over him.

“We will help you,” Ne’tra replied, “You are to finish your
mission and will receive medical treatment on your return
home.”

“But your
betrayal of blood will not be forgotten,” Ne’tra said, his eyes
flashing dangerously.

“I never
wanted Nar’to’s blood,” Lieut angrily replied.

“Yet it is on your hands.”

“Nar’to was a fool to think he could defeat me,” Lieut shot
back, “A fool not to listen to me.”

“You were the fool that went to Port Na’brath,” his brother
replied angrily, “You could have completed your mission and headed
home, and then sought aid for illness you have
contracted.”

“Do not speak
of what you do not know, brother,” Lieut growled, his golden orbs
locking with Ne’tra’s purple glare.

His brother soon blinked
under his fierce stare and looked away.

“You have always sought the glory,” Ne’tra said softly, “At
the Sentrin Gate and in Cer’ben, and now here.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You stole my target from me,” Ne’tra replied coldly,
“Likely you were trying to take Nar’to’s in Port Na’brath. But I
will let you have it. Soon it will be my turn to bathe in the
glory. Your time as the greatest of us is ending brother, and I
will be there when you fall.”

Lieut sneered, “You speak
the words of a childish fool.”

There came no reply and
Ne’tra turned to the open doors and headed onto the moon lit
balcony where he simply stepped over the edge, leaving Lieut’s
words to hang in the air.

Lieut
growled angrily and looked for something to hit, but there was
nothing. He sighed deeply and ran a hand over his face, and
stretched the stiffness out of his neck. But from the irritation he
felt a feeling of hope grew within him. If he completed his mission
this Fog in his head would eradicated and he could go on without
the constant indecision he felt.

“What will
happen then?” Lieut asked himself, “If I am cured I will return to
perusing the missions given to me, what will happen to the others,
the ones I dare to call friends? I do not think I can simply
abandon them, but that will be asked of me and if I refuse. .
.”

Lieut’s voice trailed
away as he considered what the future might hold, but he shook away
the thoughts.

“One step at a
time,” Lieut told himself, “Firstly I must be rid of this Fog in my
head. I will deal with whatever may happen afterwards when it does
happen.”

Lieut nodded to himself
and he firmed his jaw as he looked back out the window of the
Princess’s private quarters.

The sound of the festivals had all but subsided and all that remained to be heard were
the waves crashing against the rocks. The eastern horizon grew
light and Lieut left the chambers with a cloud of anger hanging
heavily around him.

 



Chapter
Two

 


Several days later
Lieut’s mind still played that meeting over and over in his head,
wondering if his brother had always been like that, or whether it
was he who had changed.

It was quiet on the
Kalladen plains, nothing but the sounds of the wind whistling
gently through the long pale green grass and the steady clop of
hooves on the hard road could be heard. Inüer slowly climbed into
the eastern skies rapidly warming the frosty morning. Autumn had
begun and already the nights seemed colder, even though they were
traveling through the warmer climates of Krnōrel.

Lieut had led the party over the wide stone bridge that arched the River Hywatier
earlier that morning. The former camp of King Lienthor’s army was
still clearly seen along Temped River where it branched from
Hywatier. The soldier’s heavy boots and pitched tents had left a
great scar upon the grasslands, and the wounds upon the earth were
starkly present on the road before him.

The wind
picked up and howled through the stony crags to the northwest, a
perfect place for Grenlocks to hide. But nothing came running
towards them brandishing weapons, and in fact they had come across
very little excitement since leaving Crydon.

Neither had many words been spoken amongst the
group, Vythe had been in a
foul mood ever since they left the capital. Fairris never said much
unless it was a request to spar with him in the mornings, which had
been every morning since they started out. Bārdin said little as
well, mumbling in his beard during the day as he wistfully looked
toward the mountains far to the northwest, and slurring his words
when he drank heavily in the evenings.

There were
very few towns on the road through the Kalladen plains, but the
ones they did come across were empty and devoid of life. The only
forms of life were old dead eyed farmers who had no crops to sow
since the army had taken all resources and all able bodies. They
found no welcome in the keep of Calais, the south-western most town
from Crydon, the Lord and his household had all left and the castle
was now a silent monument.

The only other life they
came across were either stragglers of army followers or petty
criminals scavenging on what the army had left in its
wake.

Once they
come across a group of young men blocking the road, likely
foolishly forcing camp followers to pay a toll. Lieut had hoped for
some excitement upon seeing the pathetic outfit, but the bandits
wisely moved aside and let them pass. Lieut had expected Vythe or
Fairris to argue that they should teach them a lesson for they were
bandits preying upon the weak and helpless, but no dispute was
voiced. Lieut reasoned that the forlorn landscape and gravity of
recent events had taken its toll upon the senses of his
companions.

Usually the
lack of conversation from his companions Lieut thought was a good
thing, but this time he could not help but think their demure was
somehow directed at him.

“We should reach the edges of the Foglornt Forrest by
tomorrow,” Bārdin remarked absently, breaking the quiet moan of the
wind. “We will be on the army’s tail by then.”

“Perhaps we can stop this war yet,” Fairris said hopefully,
looking towards Vythe.

Vythe shrugged,
“Perhaps.”

“Try to show some optimism at least, Vythe,” Fairris replied
sarcastically.

Vythe sighed heavily,
“My annoyance seems to overpower my optimism at
present.”

“Still upset
about the Princess?” Bārdin shook his head.

“Yes,” Vythe replied quickly, “There had to have been
another way, we should have stopped the war from starting then. If
only Lieut had agreed to give evidence against the High
Commission.”

Lieut sighed loudly.

“You humans
can sure hold a grudge,” Bārdin laughed, but his levity was not
shared.

“There was no other way, even I can see that Vythe,” Fairris
said seriously, “The Princess would have died one way or another
and the army would have marched.”

“But all our efforts were for naught, the war has started
despite our best determination,” Vythe said bitterly, “What was the
point of going all the way to Crydon just to fail?”

“Sometimes
that is just how it happens,” Fairris said simply.

“We could have done things differently, could Lieut not have
killed the assassin?” Vythe asked incredulously.

“I would never willingly kill one of my own blood again,”
Lieut said calmly.

“What of Port Na’brath?” asked Vythe.

“I had no choice,” Lieut replied with a glare at
Vythe.

“Enough of
this bickering and grudges,” Fairris said loudly, “How can we think
to stop this war if we cannot keep peace between
ourselves?”

Vythe sighed, “You
are right, Fairris. What is done, is done. We need to concentrate
on the goal ahead.”

Fairris
nodded and smiled, “If we can obtain an audience with King Lienthor
I believe we can change his mind, don’t you?”

“I share your hope, but we shall have to wait see,” Vythe
nodded slightly.

The mood in the group
seemed to lighten, but still few words were spoken and the day
drifted by with the moan of the wind and the clip of their horse’s
hooves on the hard road sounding in their ears.

Lieut
decided not to correct Vythe and Fairris in their assertion of
‘we’, for he would not be accompanying them to see King Lienthor,
he had a mission to complete. Although, Lieut did secretly want his
companions to abandon their pointless quest and perhaps accompany
him to the south, but he did not voice his thoughts.

That night they camped
among a group of trees and made a small fire in a previously dug
pit. The wind continued to moan sending thin fingers of clouds
racing across the night sky.

“Didn’t Kalladen use to belong to some horse lords or some
such?” Fairris asked curiously as she stared into the
fire.

“So the tales suggest,” Vythe shrugged, “Do the dwarves of
Ironwood have any tales, Bārdin?”

Bārdin looked up as if
coming from a dream, the dwarf shrugged before pouring another mug
of ale.

“Well?” Vythe pressed.

“What’s it
matter?” Bārdin shot back.

“We are curious,” Fairris replied, “You are very
defensive.”

“Well, I don’t go asking you lot about your race secrets,”
Bārdin snapped.

“Secrets?’ Vythe raised an eyebrow, “It is history we are
after not secrets.”

Bārdin shrugged, “Same
thing.”

“Come on at
least say something.” Fairris pressed curiously.

Bārdin grumbled to
himself, “Alright,” the dwarf huffed, “There used to be Horse lords
in the Kalladen plains. Happy?”

“Hardly,” Vythe replied with a slight laugh, “What happened
to them?”

“Same thing
that happens to everyone,” Bārdin said, “They died.”

“Just like that?” Fairris asked disbelievingly, “Was it a
war, or plague perhaps?”

“How come there are no remnants of them?” Vythe inquired
curiously.

“What does it
matter?” Lieut said as he put another log on the fire.

“Exactly,”
Bārdin agreed, “What’s gone is gone, no use dwelling on
it.”

“So no use dwelling on Ironwood than?” Vythe was quick to
ask.

Bārdin shot
Vythe an angry look but did not reply and sculled his
drink.

“Have you ever
considered returning to Ironwood?” Fairris asked
curiously.

Bārdin stared into the
fire, “Every damn day.”

“What happened to those mighty dwarven halls?” asked
Vythe.

The dwarf sighed “Maybe I’ll tell you one day. But not now with the Foglornt
so close at hand.”

The night
past quickly and midway through the morning they found themselves
at the edges of the Foglornt forest. The old trees appeared out of
the long grass, casting deep shadows beneath their bows. Lieut led
the way along the wide road as it pushed into the forest and was
very quickly lost to the shadow of the trees and hanging vines.
Thick ferns groped around the twisted roots of the trees and the
branches arched above their heads letting only the smallest shafts
of light through. The wind had stopped completely and the air had
already become stuffy and thick. Lieut could hear the sounds of
animals and birds echoing through the trees.

Although the
road remained wide, even his eyes could only penetrate very little
the jungle’s gloom and Vythe and Fairris had become obviously
uncomfortable. There was a feeling of malice and contempt among
these branches, Lieut could feel it too. Bārdin, on the other hand,
did not notice the quiet threat and had a bright glint in his eyes
as he peered into the trees and listened to the
wildlife.

“This road goes through the thinnest part of the wood,”
Bārdin remarked. “To the north it is much thinker and much more
dense. We will eventually come to Karrar’gorn, a
magnificent bridge crossing the river Myst right where it splits in
two. We dwarves built it you know, right into the rock it stands
like a tower amidst the strong waters of Myst.”

“Likely the army has already reached that bridge,” Vythe
remarked seriously.

“But they will
be moving slowly,” Fairris was quick to add.

“How far would you say the bridge is, Bārdin?” Vythe
asked.

The dwarf
looked thoughtful for a moment, “If me memory is right we should
reach it in no more than two days.”

Bārdin was
correct in his estimation, and on the evening of the second day,
just as Inüer was drawing close to the western horizon and
disappearing below the trees, the thick branches parted before them
and the rush of water filled the air. Glowing in the evening light
stood the grey stones of the bridge as it reached out across the
brown waters of Myst and grabbed hold of the towering rock that
stood like a prow of a ship amidst the turbulent waters. The base
of the small mountain divided the river right down the middle
forcing the water to branch, one half moving off to the east and
the other more southward.

The bridge
arched high and into the rock face where a tunnel was carved
through the mountain rock before an identical bridge jumped the
river back towards the tree line. The cliff that divided Myst had
been worn down to a sharp and narrow edge and resembled more of a
sword’s edge than a tower, as Bārdin had described.

“This is Garāgg
Dōrm, the workers hall,”
Bārdin said as they walked their horses into the large cave that
joined the two bridges, “The perfect place to rest.”

“Look here,” Bārdin said suddenly as he jumped from his pony
and dashed to the far corner of the cave, “See these runes in the
rock? Carved by the very dwarves that built this bridge: me
ancestors.”

With night
coming quickly they decided to set up camp in the cave, but they
found little rest, the roar of the water echoed deafeningly off the
stone and Bārdin spent most of the night looking around the cave
and admiring the craftsmanship of the stone. Of course Lieut did
not sleep and he spent all the night looking towards the south over
the top of the trees.

That was
where he had to go, Lieut knew that, but then what was troubling
him?

The next day
came too quickly and they set of early, and within a day they came
across the first of the camp followers. Merchants, smiths, wives of
soldiers with their children lined the road and crowded the way,
all of them giving Lieut and his companions suspicious and scarred
looks.

“Perhaps we would be better if we moved off the main road,”
Vythe suggested when they were stopped by a wagon that had a broken
axle. “Not to mention it would be quicker.”

Agreement
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