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SUMMARY OF BOOK ONE 


THE ASSASSINS RAVEN



PART ONE

In case there are those who have had a large gap between reading The Assassin’s Raven and this book, or those that have skipped the first one to get straight to the action, below is the synopsis of The Assassins Raven for you to either catch up, or remember.

A young girl takes her brother Percy for a horse ride where they meet two robbers. The girl kills them and cuts a finger off to take away with her.

It is discovered that she needs that as entry into the elusive Assassins Guild to be trained. She is accepted and trains for two years under the watchful eye of her female master. The girl learns lots of different ways to kill people: knives, daggers, swords, poison, deception, bow and arrow, even how to swim.

When she completes her training she is sent out to join the guild and kill the targets the King sets for her, after which she accepts payment.

The King dies and his son takes over. He condemns all the guilds, and they are disbanded under penalty of death. The girl finds a small cottage to hide away and tries to live quietly.

A while later, when she is in the woods, the girl comes across a soldier and young girl in need of help. They are trying to get to the girl’s uncle, and the assassin ends up taking them.

The assassin calls herself Lily, the young girl is Princess and the soldier is Trig.

After a series of twists and turns, they arrive at the uncle’s castle.

Trig finds a person eating human flesh and warns Lily.

They try to leave but are captured. The uncle is the King, and Princess is really Princess Morrigan, his niece.

They want to execute the assassin for being in the guilds, and she confides to Trig that she is really named Raven, one of the best assassins, and last one left. Trig vows to keep her secret until death, (which isn’t far away).

Fortunately, they both manage to escape, but have to deal with people trying to eat them. The castle is burnt down in the struggle. They run off to the safety of the assassin’s training ground.

The King and Morrigan follow them.

They all hold out over winter together in the training ground with the others that live there. As the ice thaws, a plan is formed to find a witch who can help them rid the kingdom of this infection.



 PART TWO

After dealing with some sick people who are trapped in the ice, they find a witch who helps them create a potion. They test it out and it works at healing the sick. Raven and Trig plan to distribute it out to everyone.They go out with the king and princess Morrigan to deliver the news.

They arrive at Lord Percy’s house, where he and Raven re-connect as brother and sister. The king and Morrigan try to find out more information from Percy about Raven’s ear ring, but he refuses to say.

They discuss the potion and what to do.

They leave and try to spread the position amongst villages and towns. Raven and Trig also help to kill a few that are too far gone to be helped.

As they ride, the king is pulled off his horse by the sick, and killed.

They also lose a horse in a river crossing.

Tired and weary they come across a broken carriage and find a lord in need of help. They take him back to his large estate and tell him what has happened.

Lord Ayden makes plans with Morrigan to find out about Raven’s ear ring.

He also sends letters to have all the lords meet to decide what to do about the sick and the potion. It includes Raven’s parents and her brother Percy.

Princess Morrigan’s father arrives, and is made king. They have a big meeting, and it is decided that each lord will take a copy of the potion recipe and decide who to give it to.

Raven tries to convince them to make it freely for everyone in need, and when they say no, refuses to give them the position recipe. Then she finds out that Ayden has her master, and is one of the sick. If she gives over the recipe they will save her master. Raven reluctantly accepts and hands it over.

Lord Ayden also tries to manipulate Raven by keeping her family there, and wanting her under his control.

A horde of sick people attack the house, some lords and other people are killed. It is a big fight and massacre. Deryn and the other master arrive and help.

They clean up a mess.

The new king decides that it was the witches that started it and anyone with magick. Deryn is arrested, they have a quick trial, and she is executed.

Raven and Trig find out from Morrigan it was her plan all along to cause this chaos to get her father in power as the king. She is not the helpless little girl they thought. Morigan tells them to run and hide before she decides to do anything else.

Raven and Trig have no choice but to find safety.

As they flee, they are confronted by a Human soldier who is lost, they decide not to kill him, and put him on the right path to get home.

Then they find a small cottage, hidden away from Morrigan, near Trig’s family, and live there.



EPILOGUE:

The human king is sitting with his advisors, when a messenger comes in and tells him that his daughter is alive and with the elves. He is very angry and knocks over a board of wooden pieces.

One of the advisors tells the others that the reason the war was started in the first place was because they thought the elves had killed the queen and their daughter. This is a new development and could change what they do next in the war against the elves.





THE KINGS RAVEN


PROLOGUE:

“Well?” The human king asks sharply. He is sitting at the end of the table in a large wooden carved chair, with his advisors in smaller chairs down the long table.

“I am waiting for ideas here. You are all supposed to be wise, so come on, advise me about what to do!” He slams his fist on the table.

The men all look around at each other awkwardly, not knowing who should speak or what to say.

One of the older ones sits forward and clears his throat.

“Perhaps.” He says quietly. All eyes turn to him. “We should begin with a truce?” He offers.

“A what?” Asks the king loudly.

“Peace would give us time to garner more information.” Says another.

The men murmur to each other, pondering the question.

Another one states, “but if we are the ones to do it, we may be seen as weak or needy. They will think we cannot handle this anymore.”

“The elves will think they have won.”

“Let them think that. It will make them overconfident in their position.”

“We could offer them a deal.” Speaks another.

Arguments erupt, but are then interrupted by the king.

“What kind of deal?” Questions the king.

“What do they want? What do they need from us?”

“What don't they have?”

The advisors mull it over.

“Our metal. They will want our metal to make better swords. They are bigger than us, but their swords are large and heavy.”

“They do not know the metal we use comes from deep mines. Our… umm…workers are there every day collecting more.”

“We also can forge it much quicker.”

“Yes, the boiling is lower, we can make it liquid much quicker than what they use.”

“That is true. Their swords take days, weeks even.”

“But why would we want to give them better weapons to attack us with?”

“Maybe, like us, they also have other foes? Who knows what is happening on their side?”

“I have heard tales of dragons and magicians, maybe they will destroy those things before they come to us?”

“And I did not say we had to give them all our top quality mined metal, just ones that are better.”

“All this effort for what though? What would getting the king's daughter back actually do?” Asks one of the younger ones. They all turn and look at him, flabbergasted. “Ahem.” he says as he clears his throat. “Excuse me for not having much experience in these matters, but how would that help us? I cannot see how it is an advantage to put all this work into a truce for a girl. No offence, your majesty.” He nods towards the king.

Everyone is quiet, waiting for his response.

The king waves him away. “I have called you here to listen to honest thoughts. It would be wrong of me to not accept anything being offered.” He sits up straight.

“Here is why it matters.” Begins the king as he looks around the table. “I was lied to, we were all lied to about what happened. My first wife is gone, but the fact that they have kept this part hidden could only mean one thing. They plan to use my daughter as some kind of leverage, or worse, a weapon.”

“A weapon?” Asks one of the advisors. “How?”

“They have magic, we know this for certain.” Replies the king.

The advisors all nod in agreement.

“They may be plotting to use her to get close to me in some way, some sort of long game. The fact that she helped one of our soldiers could mean one of two things, either she is trying to send us a message or warning, or, they want me to know she's alive for some nefarious plan or other.”

“We have to tread carefully then. These elves are deceitful and manipulative.” Says one of the older advisors.

The king sits back in his chair. “But so are we.”





PART ONE 


TRAVELLING



Chapter 1:

There is a knock at the door. Raven gets a small fright and stops sharpening her knives with a stone. She looks through the window and, surprised, proceeds to answer the door with one of the knives still in her hand. She quickly hides it behind her back when she sees who is with the woman.

“Can I come in?” asks the woman.

Confused, Raven says “yes, of course, please do.” Raven recognises the woman as Deryn’s daughter.

The woman and her two children enter and look around the small room.

“Oops.” Raven says as she quickly collects up the other knives off the table and puts them in a drawer.

“Sorry for the mess. Please sit down.”

The woman does so and they sit opposite each other, watching each other quietly.

“How did you get past the traps?” Asks Raven.

“I had a map.”

“What?” Replies Raven, a bit grumpy. “I've spent months making it hard for anyone to get through. I mean you could have at least tripped one of them for me.” Raven says, crossing her arms, sulking.

“Sorry,” says the witch's daughter, as she tries to hide her smile. “Interesting tactic, using a few sick people in some of the holes.”

“Yeah well,” replies Raven. “The potion didn't work on them, and Trig won't let me kill them. I figured they make good guards against intruders.”

“It definitely slowed us down, didn’t it children?”

The children nod eagerly. “Of course.” “Very scary.”

“Oh!” Says Raven, and stands up quickly. “Tea?” She asks.

The woman nods. Raven has to step over the children to get to the kettle, who have started playing a game of knucklebones on the floor.

Raven watches them while she waits for the kettle to boil over the fire.

“Your children don't seem very upset anymore about it all.”

“We was pretending to be sad real good,” Says one.

“Yeah” says the other, “had to give granny some stuffs.”

“What stuff?”

“Supplies, she hid them in the pockets of her skirt.” Says the other child, as if it was most obvious.

“That reminds me,” Says the woman, “I have a message from my mother.”

“Your mother? Was that before she was killed?” Asks Raven as she brings over two badly made mugs of tea and sits down.

“Sure.” Shrugs the woman as she accepts her tea. “She says thank you and to keep up the good work.”

“I’m not sure what we did, but ok.”

“What do you mean? You did lots of good things. You cured a few people with the potion, you helped many people in towns and villages to stop those monsters. A lot of people are alive because of you.”

“I suppose. I could not stop your mother from being killed though. I am so sorry.”

“That is fine. It was not your fault. It all happened how it was supposed to.”

“Really? You're taking it very well.”

“You did what was needed and you're still alive, which is what my mother was hoping for.”

“Why?”

“There are lots of things for you to do to make this place better.”

“I do not feel I have made anything better.”

“Of course you have, and you can still do more.”

“More?”

They are interrupted by the children running around the table and between the chairs, playing tigi happily and laughing.

“I thought the kids would be a bit more upset with their granny being dead, I guess children move on quickly.”

“Don’t be silly, grannie’s not dead!” Laughs one of the kids.

“Yeah, Grannie’s not a dummy!” Squeals the other as they get tickled.

“Shush now.” Says their mother.

“What do they mean?”

“Let me tell you a tale.”

She begins to talk of her mother’s escape and how she managed to switch with someone that had died in the cell next to her.

“...And so when the guards came to collect her to be hanged, they found a body already dead in the cell. Of course it could only be her, so they never bothered to look at it closely. Just complained about the smell, chucked the body out, job done.”

“That would be right, of course she got out.”

“She’s darn clever, she knows how to escape places, just like you so I’ve heard.”

“Thanks.” Replies Raven, embarrassed. “Where is she now?”

“Who knows? Still got lots to do before she dies for real, she says.”

The woman finishes her cup of tea and gets up to leave.

“Oh, before I go, one more thing.”

“Yes?” Asks Raven.

She rummages around in the pocket of her skirt, “It's in here somewhere…ah found it!” She says as she takes a piece of parchment out of her pocket and hands it to Raven. Raven unwraps it and looks at the contents in disbelief. It is an assassin’s pin, and not just any one, her one. She can tell just by looking at it in her hand. It is a bit charred from being burnt in a fire.

“Of course.” Then Raven starts thinking about the events that transpired, “how did she come across this?” She asks, looking at her suspiciously.

“I don’t know.” The woman shrugs, not catching Raven’s tone. “She said it would mean something to you, and this note.”

Raven opens the piece of paper and reads it. “I do not understand, there are people that can do what?”

“Yes, well, you’ll see when you find them.”

“Why would I want to do that?”

“Why not? Are you too busy?” She says looking around.

“I guess not.” Raven sighs. “Will it be safe for us to leave here?”

“Yes. There are…ummm…other things happening now, people have moved on.”

“Ok. Are you sure?”

“You will still need to be careful, things are a bit…different in the world since you were last in it, there are other dangers.”

“What do you mean?”

The woman clears her throat. “There’s a treaty now.”

“A treaty? What do you mean a treaty? With who?”

“Well, the king has reached a peace treaty with the country we were fighting against, so the

soldiers at the border are returning home.”

“Ok, that is new.”

“I know, it is all a bit strange.” She scratches her head. “Especially as it's the one with round

ears people.” She says quietly.

Raven slams down her mug. “So people know they exist now?”

“Yes.”

“That is unbelievable.” Raven stands and starts pacing and thinking.

“There is talk of trading with them too.”

“What? Why? Why is the king doing that?”

“I don't know, but a lot are happy to have their boys back. In a few years maybe it will be

commonplace to be mixed with them and better for you.”

“I wouldn't trust that to happen. Knowing the king and others they will be trying to set

something up. I am surprised they are not here wanting me for a part in it.”

“Do not worry, I am sure they have other things to think about.”

Raven reads the parchment again and sighs. “Can I not have a quiet life?”

“Yes, if you choose, but I know that is not really for you. You are the kind who builds

traps around your house, just to have something to do.”

“I suppose.”

The woman nods, instructs her children to pick up their knucklebones that are scattered on the floor and leaves.

Raven can’t wait for Trig to get home, she tries to formulate a plan. She retrieves her sword from its hiding place, takes it outside and begins to sharpen it. Her mood improves as she spends time grinding and thinking.

Later on, Trig crashes through the door.

“Wasn't much out there today, but reckon these will do.” Trig says as he uses his foot to shut the door. He lays the rabbits on the table.

“Careful!” Says Raven. “Don’t get blood everywhere!”

Trig notices Raven looks serious and is about to say something, but then eyes the buns on the table.

“Hey! These buns don't look nearly as burnt as I expected.”

“Thanks very much!” Replies Raven.

“Yeah just a bit well cooked I'd say.”

“Better than that damper bread you tried to make the other day when it was my turn to be out hunting!”

“Well, at least I know now that when you add too much water the bread doesn't come off the stick very well.” Replies Trig.

“Or at all.” Says Raven.

“It’d be better next time, I know what I did wrong.”

“Yes, I really do not want to starve out here.” Raven growls.

Trig looks at Raven anxiously. “You look like you have had a good day.”

“Really?”

“Yes, you seem less grumpy than usual.”

Raven replies, “am I not usually in a good mood?”

“Ahhh, is that some sort of trick question?”

Raven glares at him, and then says, “you're right, there is something. Start packing!”

“What do you mean?” Asks Trig. He has moved over and grabs more wood to stoke up the fire.

“We have a mission!” Replies Raven.

Trig is so surprised he drops the firewood, and a few pieces land on his foot. “Ow!” He jumps up and down in pain. “What mission?” He says gruffly.

Raven explains, “There are a few people over in the west woods, apparently some sheep are going missing. Something about the people there, they are fine during the day, and turn into big dogs sometimes at night. Deryn wants to know if we mind hopping over there and taking a look? I already said we would.”

“The Deryn that’s dead?”

“Yes, of course that one! Keep up!” Raven says as she throws him a bun. Trig manages to catch it with a bit of juggling.

“What’s this for?”

“Got to get your strength up, might be a long ride!” Raven says as she buckles up her belt. “And don’t forget that fresh meat.”

She picks up her sword and places it in its sheath. Better to tell him the other things while they are riding, thinks Raven as she opens the door.

Trig grins and then takes a bite out of the bun.



Chapter: The Other Side

Morrigan and Ayden sit on comfy armchairs drinking wine and discussing tactics, when a messenger enters the room and bows. Morrigan stands up with her drink and walks towards him.

“What now?” Asks Morrigan, irritated.

The messenger clears his throat and reads the piece of parchment he has been holding. “It is from your head knight. We are trying to round up all the magickers like you asked, but a few have slipped through. We have found one with deserters from our army fighting with them. Our soldiers report that they have been unable to capture that one yet and ask for more supplies.” He rolls up the parchment and holds it tightly.

“Is that all?” Demands Morrigan.

“Yes.” Squeaks the messenger as he looks at Morrigan’s angry face.

“Fine. Tell them, more supplies will be sent. You may go.”

The messenger bows again, and as soon as he is out of the room breathes a sigh of relief. That message still kept his head on, thank goodness!

Morrigan stomps around the room.

“I am so sick of her disrupting our plans! For once I want to make it useful to us!”

Ayden turns in his chair to watch her. “But hasn't everything come about how we planned? Raven has done everything you thought she would and now your father is on the throne just like you wanted.” He says.

Morrigan throws her wine goblet and it crashes against the wall. The liquid splashing around.

“I am not talking about Raven!” She growls. “I am sure we will find her! She does not know how to stay out of trouble, that one. Deryn on the other hand, is another pan of sausages altogether.”

“Oh. I see.” Replies Ayden, quietly.

“I hate Deryn!” Morrigan spits out angrily. “She cannot help but interfere.”

“Is she not dead?” Asks Ayden, confused. “Did we not kill her a while ago?”

“Of course not!” Morrigan snaps. “Stupid woman does not know when to lay down!”



Chapter 2:

Deryn sprinkles some seeds on the window sill. A few sparrows come and investigate. Then a black shadow falls over them and they flee.

The raven lands and starts pecking the seeds.

“Well hello there!” Says Deryn to the bird as she pats the top of his head. “Good to see you.” The bird lets out a loud caw between mouthfuls.

“Looks like it's been a few days between meals for you, so I'll let you eat first. Come inside when you're finished and we'll catch up.” Says Deryn as she turns and stokes up the kitchen fire with a steel poker. She starts humming a tune while she busies herself with her daily chores.



Chapter 3:

Raven prepares their horses and Trig ties the rabbits to his saddle. Then they begin walking the horses carefully around Raven’s traps.

As they leave Trig says, “what are we going to do about them?” Pointing to a hole. “Who's going to feed them while we're away?”

“Umm.” Says Raven.

“They're going to starve and die aren't they?”

“It cannot be helped.” Replies Raven. “Say goodbye and get on your horse. We have a fair way to travel.”

Trig unties the rabbits, and throws them into the hole. “Sorry guys, this is all you get.” There is ripping and growling.

Trig sighs. “Such a shame the potion didn’t work.”

“I know, it did not work on everyone, but we saved who we could.”

“I guess.”

“Come on.” Says Raven, impatiently.

“We need to stop at my parents house on the way out, say goodbye and all that.” Replies Trig.

They both step into their stirrups and begin riding, Raven leading at the front on the narrow trail and Trig following behind.

“You just want to get more supplies in case you get sick of eating my buns.” Says Raven.

“Umm.” Says Trig, “I’m not sure how to answer without getting into trouble.”

“That is true.” Replies Raven.

“Good thing we are on horses and you can’t reach me.”

“I can wait for the right moment.” Replies Raven.

“Well?” Asks Trig. “Are we stopping?”

“Even though there are trees with fruit we can pick on the way?”

“Well, maybe.” Replies Trig. “It's always better to make sure we have enough food, you never know what's going to happen.”

“Fine.” Raven sighs. “It’s not like we are in a hurry or anything.”

Soon the trail widens and they can walk their horses side by side. Raven reaches across and punches Trig’s arm.

“Ow!” he cries, rubbing it. “What was that for?”

“I told you I would get you back.”

“I didn’t expect it to be so soon.”

Raven shrugs, “better now than when we are at your parents.”

“I guess.”

They arrive at a wooden fence with a gate. They step down from their horses and walk through with the horses following. The stables are ahead of them, they find an empty stall for each of their horses, and then walk up to the main house.

After knocking on the door loudly several times Trig’s mother answers and ushers them in. She closes the door and gives them each a hug.

“So what do we owe the pleasure of your company on this day?” She asks.

“We have some news.” Says Raven.

“Perhaps it would be best if we sat down and talked.” Says Trig.

“Well, alright.” She replies. As they go into the study, Trig’s mother turns and yells up the staircase, “hurry up and come down! We have visitors!”

They hear a bang and then someone cursing.

“Oops.” giggles Trig’s mother, “I guess that was a bad time.”

As they sit down there is thumping on the staircase and then an older man barges into the room. “Darn it woman! I almost had it fixed on the wall in the right place!” He immediately calms down when he sees Trig and Raven. “Oh! I am sorry, I did not know you two were coming today. I hope you are well?” He pulls out his handkerchief from his pocket and wipes his sweaty brow.

“We are good.” Replies Trig. “what was it you were trying to do?”

Trig’s father sits on a chair next to Trig. “Your mother had bought one of those new mirror things with wood around it, and I was trying to hang it up against the wall in the bedroom so she can look at herself.”

“And did you finish?” Asks Trig’s mother.

“No, I was interrupted.”

“Maybe I can help you?” Suggests Trig.

“Well, alright then.” He says and stands up. “No time like the now.” And takes Trig upstairs.

Raven and Trig’s mother sit quietly for a minute.

“So, I am guessing the special messenger got through to you both then?” Asks Trig’s mother.

“Yes.”

“And?”

Raven explains to Trig’s mother what was written in the note.

She sits back in her chair pondering.

Raven twirls her ear ring.

“I need to let you know that I cast a protection spell over the cottage to keep you both safe, once you leave here you will be seen by everyone and anything.” Says Trig’s mother.

“Anything? Like what?”

“Who knows what other monsters are in the world now? I just want you to be prepared.”

Raven nods.

“I guess now you know where Trig got his magic from.”

Raven shrugs. “I thought it had to have come from somewhere.”

Upstairs Trig’s father picks up his hammer and nails and asks Trig to hold the mirror while he bangs it in place. When they finish, Trig turns to walk downstairs.

Trig's father coughs.

“Yes?” Asks Trig.

“Can I talk to you, while you're by yourself?”

“Of course. What is it?”

“Well.” Says his father. “I am not sure how to put this.”

“I can probably guess whatever it is, so just say it.”

“Alright then.” He clears his throat. “Are you sure you're happy?” Asks his father, looking concerned.

“Oh! Of course!” Replies Trig. “I thought you were going to say I didn’t hold the mirror right. Yes, I’m happy!” He chuckles. “Why wouldn't I be?”

“Well, it's just that this Raven girl can seem cross all the time. I don't want you to be in a bad way, you know, like…” he stumbles over the last words.

“Like my mother was with my father before she was with you?”

“Well, yes.” He says quietly.

Trig laughs. “I promise I am fine. One good thing about Raven is she does not hide her feelings.”

“But that is what I worry about. Do you have a say in anything? I just don't want you to be ordered about all the time, you are not a soldier anymore.”

“Raven only seems like that. She is a good person underneath it all and cares for people, and I promise I make all my own decisions.”

“Ok.” Says his father. “If you're sure?”

“I am.”

“Just know you are welcome anytime, if…if something goes wrong.” He rubs his forehead. “She seems reckless and bad at protecting you sometimes is all.”

“Thanks, that will never happen, anyway, Raven is the one that needs protecting, she seems like she knows everything, but she does not. It's good that you're looking out for me though.”

“Of course. Always. You are my son, now and forever.”

They look awkwardly at each other and then quickly hug.

“Right.” Says his father, slightly embarrassed. “Better go downstairs and see what they're up to.”

Trig’s mother and Raven meet them at the bottom of the stairs, then Trig’s mother leads them into the dining room. “Let’s have some food before you go.”

“Fine.” Says Raven.

As they sit down, Trig’s mother walks to the kitchen and brings back a plate with cheese and slices of bread.

Trig’s father snaps his fingers. “Back in a moment.”

“What is he doing?” Asks Trig.

Trig’s mother shrugs, “Who knows what is in that man’s head.”

Trig's father returns and plonks a bag on the table in front of them.

“What's this?” Asks Trig.

“The king had new coins made which are legal tender now, I assume you want to buy things while you're away?” He says, slightly sarcastically.

“Of course.” Says Raven. “Thank you.”

Trig opens the bag and picks up a coin to inspect it.

“I don't think this is a very good likeness.” Trying not to laugh as he passes it to Raven.

She takes a look and snorts. “Shame. They have really tried hard to make him look less angry than normal.” She drops the coin back in with the others.

“Thanks for this.” Says Trig, as he puts the bag close to him on the table.

Two of Trig’s brothers come in from working outside in the gardens.

“Ohh, great! I’m hungry!” Says one.

“Uh uh, go and rinse your hands first.” Says Trig’s mother. “You're both filthy!”

“Fine!” They whine, and walk through to the kitchen. One of them prods Trig in the side as he passes.

“Oi!” Yells Trig, as he tries to hit him back, but misses.

“Too slow!” The brother laughs as he moves out the way and into the next room.

“Do they have to be here?” Says Trig to his mother.

“They have been working hard around the house, so yes, they do.”

As Trig and Raven are eating, his brothers walk in, pat Trig on the head as they pass to sit down.

“How's our little brother today?” One of them asks, with an emphasis on the word little.

“Please, keep reminding me that I'm the youngest. That never gets old.”

“Are you sure you're not sick of him yet?” Asks the other to Raven.

“Not quite.” Replies Raven.

“Well just let me know.” He winks at her.

“Stop it you two.” Says their mother. “Sit down and eat your food.”

Everyone quietly nibbles on pieces of bread. Trig’s brothers eat just as fast as Trig and grab the last slices of cheese before anyone else can.

“I will get the horses.” Says Trig, as he stands up. His brothers nudge each other, “we’ll help.” Says one.

“Whatever.” Replies Trig, shrugging. “Im just going to go through the kitchen, if that’s ok?” He looks at his mother.

“Of course,” she replies and smiles. “We’ll meet you out there. Come on.” She says to Raven. “I want to show you something in the garden.”

They leave Trig’s father at the table. He is still eating.

Trig’s mother takes Raven out to the side of the house where there is a small vegetable patch.

Trig’s mother says, “it looks like the potatoes are ready to be pulled out. I will have to get onto that later.”

“I did not know potatoes were in season? It is the end of summer.” Replies Raven.

“Well, truthfully they're not normally, but with a little persuasion they come up when we need.”

Raven watches as Trig's mother touches a few plants. As she walks past them the plants start to grow and flowers bloom. She turns to sniff a pretty pink daisy.

They turn and walk back to the front of the house.

“Trig is a good boy.”

“Yes, he is.” Agrees Raven, somewhat embarrassed. “Trig.”

Raven twirls her ear ring.

“Yes?” asks Trig’s mother. “Is there something you want to ask me?”

“Uhh, it’s nothing.” Replies Raven.

“You want to know why we named your husband Trig, when all his brothers have more Elvish names?”

“It had crossed my mind to ask, but I did not want to pry.”

“That is fine, it is an easy answer. He was so small when he was born, he almost died, it was a very hard time, his first father wasn’t sure if it was worth giving him a proper name, as it seemed all we were doing was waiting for his death, and then we got so used to calling him by his nickname it became easier to keep it.”

“Trig for three? That's how many times he nearly died?”

“Yes, that is correct.”

“Well, he is not small anymore.”

Trig's mother replies, “I think I used a bit too much magic. I only wanted Trig to be slightly bigger so he did not get picked on, but he grew much quicker than we expected. And when the castle was asking for boys to become soldiers, it seemed the best place for him at the time.” She sighs. “But I think they saw this young man with a beard turn up and thought him older and more experienced than he was. And it caused some problems.”

“I see.”

Raven sees Trig and his brothers with their horses. Trig has a sack of food and is chomping on something.

“I had better go and help.” Says Raven, and runs to catch up with them.

“What?” Asks Trig, with crumbs falling down his beard.

Raven shakes her head at him as she heads closer.

Trig’s brothers whisper something to him.

Trig yells “Enough!”

“What is happening here?” Asks Raven as she slows down and stops in front of them. They all turn away and look at the ground, embarrassed. One of Trig’s brothers whistles and they walk around Raven back to the house, trying not to giggle.

“What was all that about?” Demands Raven, as she grabs her horse’s reins.

Trig turns bright red and coughs a little.

“Well?”

“Umm,” he starts. “They were making jokes about us.”

Raven's eyes narrow, “what kind of jokes?”

“It's just silly really. Nothing to worry you.”

“Then it should be easy to tell me then.”

Trig clears his throat and says quietly looking at the ground. “They were making fun because we don't have a baby yet, and wanting to know if I need them to give me lessons.”

“I see.” Says Raven, “that’s all?”

Trig gulps. “They also offered to help get a baby in you, for me. I'm sorry, they were quite rude.” He looks down at the reins and sack in his hands, unsure where to look and what to do.

“I am certain they were.” Raven glares at the backs of his brothers, as they push each other while they walk, wishing she had a knife in her hand to throw at them and make them bleed.

“It's alright, it's just brotherly stuff, we are leaving now, and they will move on soon enough.”

“I hope so.” Says Raven.

“Come on.” Says Trig. “We’ll at least see my parents before we leave.”

“Good idea.” Replies Raven.

She takes Trig’s hand in hers as they lead their horses.

“And don’t worry,” says Raven as they walk, “out of you and your brothers I still like you best.” She grins at him.

“Oh really? That’s good to know.”

Trig’s parents stand on the steps waiting to say goodbye.

“Have you got water?” Asks Trig’s mother.

“Yes we have, mother.” Replies Trig, showing the water skins attached to his saddle.

“And they're full?”

Trig nods. “Of course.”

“That’s good.” Says his mother, looking relieved. “You don't want to be dry on the road.”

“I know,” replies Trig.

“What about food?”

“Yes,” says Raven. “We have dinner sorted tonight, I made some buns.”

Trig looks at his mother and holds up the sack. “I have done this a few times now, you know.”

He ties the sack to the back of his saddle.

“Alright, alright, I just can't help it, you're still my boy.”

“Bye mother, bye father.” Trig says.

“Bye.” They both reply. “Good travels.” Says his mother.

Raven and Trig step up in their saddles and turn to wave as they ride to the main gate. Trig’s parents wave back until they can’t see them anymore, then head inside.



Chapter 4:

They walk their horses out the gate and onto the road.

A carriage rushes past and then they see a few men ride behind in armour. They wait until it seems clear before continuing on horseback.

After a while of riding Trig asks “can we walk for a bit? I need to stretch my legs.”

“Fine.” Says Raven. “I am sure the wolves will still be there when we arrive.”

“Good,” says Trig, ignoring her tone as he steps down from his horse and stretches. “Isn't this nice?” He says as he looks around.

“Is what nice?” Asks Raven as she stops her horse and walks.

“Being out like this, seeing new things.”

“Whatever.” Replies Raven.

“Come on, you know you are loving it already.”

“Are you skipping?” Asks Raven.

“No. Of course not.”

“That's funny, because it really looks like that's what you're doing.”

“I am just happy to see different fields. Look, cows!” he says, and points up high on a hill.

“I can see.”

They keep walking along the road with their horses in tow.

Trig stops every now and then to look at a flower or tree.

“And now it sounds like you're humming.” Says Raven, irritated.

“Me, hum? Never!”

“Must be my mistake then.”

“What do you think they look like? What will be the best way to dispatch them? Are they going to be like wild dogs, do you think?”

“If you're talking about the wolf people, I have no idea. But you do not need to be so happy.”

“Can’t help it, I guess I have missed some stuff, like being out here, on the road, eating, all that.” Shrugs Trig.

“And taverns with food.” Says Raven. “You have obviously missed them.”

“Oh yes!” He says licking his lips. “And don't forget the drink.” He nods. “I am looking forward to bar food again. Uhh, not that what we were eating was bad.” Trig adds hastily.

“Nice recovery.” Replies Raven.

Trig turns red.

“You are not worried that we might have to kill some wolf people then?” Asks Raven.

“I am trying not to be, maybe they're nice?”

“Yes, we have been sent out of hiding just to meet some nice people.” Raven rolls her eyes.

“Could happen.” Shrugs Trig. “Anyway, I know you're happy to be doing something too.”

“How can you tell?”

“I've seen you looking at your map several times and checking your sword. I can tell you are just as keen as I am not to be cooped up anymore.”

“Perhaps.” Says Raven. “Just a bit.”

“Time to get back on the horse.” Says Trig. “All this talk about taverns has made me excited to get to a town.”

“Of course.” Raven rolls her eyes as she steps into her stirrups. “But not tonight, I do not want those buns to go to waste. And that sack looks quite full.”

Trig moans as he climbs up on his horse.



Chapter : The Other Side

Morrigan is looking at a map spread out over a large table. She closes her eyes and chants something, then opens them, and is disappointed when the map has not changed. She stomps her foot angrily.

“This is insufferable!” Morrigan yells.

Ayden walks in the room. “Is this a bad time?” he asks innocently.

“Not at all.” Replies Morrigan, sighing. “There are just so many things to think about right now.”

“I know.” Replies Ayden, sympathetically. “And I do not want to complicate things but I have received word from the Humans that they are sending an envoy to collect Raven at the pass very soon. Do we know where she is yet?”

“No!” Yells Morrigan angrily. “How can someone like Raven be so hard to find?” She complains to him. “Surely many people have sighted her by now?”

“We only have this peace because the humans want her back.” Reminds Ayden. “What are they going to do when we cannot deliver?”

Morrigan sighs and paces. “We have to try harder, is all.”

“We cannot afford to have the humans start up again, it will ruin things.” Say Ayden.

“I know! I know! We have to figure this out.”

“Maybe we are looking in the wrong place.” Replies Ayden.

“What do you mean?”

“Have you thought that she might be on the Human side by now? That is why it is so hard to find her?”

“She is not.”

“How do you know?”

“I have spies everywhere. I would know.”

“She may have slipped through?”

“You know as well as I do that there is no way to get over the border unnoticed.”

“She is definitely still here then?”

“Most definitely.” Replies Morrigan, narrowing her eyes at the map on the table. Then she turns and sits down in a chair, sulking. She leans over one elbow and rubs her forehead.

A flash catches Ayden’s eye and he turns to the map. “What is that?” Asks Ayden, pointing to a small blue light flickering on the map.

“There you are.” Says Morrigan, smiling. She steps towards the map to look closer. “Now I see you.”



Chapter 5:

Raven and Trig let their horses graze on some long grass by the side of the road while they rested against a tree at the top of a hill. Trig has his hand on Raven’s knee. He takes it off to rub the back of his leg.

“I’m getting too old for these long journeys.” Complains Trig as he unfolds his knees and straightens his legs in front of him.

“Nonsense.” Replies Raven. “You just have not been on one for a while. Your body will grow used to it again.”

“That hill was hard.”

“Imagine how our horses feel, they did most of the work.”

Raven’s horse lifts its head and neighs as if it agrees.

Raven sees movement between two trees. A young girl sprints up to Raven’s horse and jumps on its back. She digs in her heels and the horse gallops away.

“Oh no!” Cries Trig as he stands up. “What are we going to do?”

Raven slowly rises and leans against the tree. “Just wait.” she says calmly.

The horse speeds off down the hill, then it bucks as hard as it can and the girl is thrown to the ground. She gets up slowly and watches the horse run back up the hill towards Raven.

Trig and Raven try hard not to laugh as the girl walks off slowly, rubbing her bottom.

“That's my horse for you.” Says Raven. “Quite picky about who it wants on its back.”

The horse slows down at the top of the hill and ambles over. It nuzzles its head up to Raven. She gives the horse a pat on its nose.

“I wish I had some treats for you.” Raven says as the horse snorts. “I promise that the next town we stop at I will find you something.”

They climb up onto the horses and continue their journey.

Trig and Raven ride quietly for a while, then the silence is broken by Trig shouting “Plough!”

“What? Where?” Asks Raven.

Trig points to a field. “Over there.” He says.

Raven shakes her head. “I cannot believe you still got a plough when it is the end of summer.”

“Just lucky I guess.”

“Hmm.”

“To be fair it was rusty and had grass growing around it.”

“Yes but you still saw it before me.”

“That's ok, you're looking out for dangers and keeping us safe on the road.”

“True. But it still does not help me to win this game.”

“You're good at so much, it's ok to have one flaw.”

“Only one? According to you, when you are with other people I have many.”

“Well, it wouldn't be right to let you think you're perfect.”

“Of course not. How silly of me to think that the person who loves me would tell others I am perfect. I might start being nice to you or something.”

“Exactly. I would be worried if you started treating me fairly.” Trig grins at Raven.

“You are really testing me today.” Raven mumbles.

“And that is what you love about me, I challenge you.”

“If that's another way of saying you annoy me so much sometimes that I want to beat you to death, then yes, that is true.”

“That's how I know you still love me. You haven't done it yet.”

Raven glares at him.

Trig starts singing one of the tavern songs.

“Oh no, not this song,” moans Raven.

“Oh come on!” Says Trig. “You know you love a good sing song. Join me!”

He takes a deep breath and sings loudly, “I said hey ho, here we go, the king chopped the knight’s head off for loving his wife so!”

“I wish we were not riding so I could cover my ears.” Says Raven.

“You love my singing!”

“Maybe I will find something to suffocate you with tonight while you are sleeping.” Raven mutters under her breath.

Trig ignores her and carries on the next verse of the song.

“….hey ho, here we go,

the knight's son then vowed revenge, he stormed the castle to challenge the king,

with one stroke of the sword he cut off his ring,

the king's finger then dropped to the floor,

the boy was in trouble and tried to run out the door,

here come the king's men, they are not his friend,

oh who could know the boy would come to such a bad end.”

“That is such a silly song.”

“I thought you'd like it. It's about your favourite thing, everyone killing each other.”

“I do not think making such bad things into a lively song is very helpful.”

“Well, you know, there has been so much death I think something good needs to come from it, and if it's funny songs that entertains people and makes them happy, then who am I to stop it?”

“It does not make me happy.”

“Yes, well, you're the exception.”



Chapter: The Other Side

In a paddock there are white tents, with flags on poles with the king's crest. There are squelchy patches of mud from soldiers trekking back and forth through the area. There are many small fires scattered around, which young boys are tending, waiting for the soldiers to return for a meal.

There is not much left of the castle nearby. A tower with a chunk missing is all that can be seen from a distance. As the soldiers walk around the charred remains their hands are blackened from climbing over the stones and rubble.

A group of soldiers report back to the leader. He is at a table inside the largest tent.

“No sign yet.” one says to him.

“Keep looking then!” Yells the leader. They bow and leave, one closing the tent flap as hard as he can, wishing it was a door to slam.

They join the other soldiers sifting through.

“I hope not to be here for too many more days.” One of the soldiers complains.

“I don't understand why King Rian thinks finding an old crown is going to help anything.”

“Me neither.”

“Maybe it's magic?”

“Who cares why he wants it?” Growls another. “This is far better than watching the border for those stupid humans for a change.”

The others nod their heads.

“Or whatever that secret mission is the princess gave some people.”

“What secret thing?”

“I dunno, just overheard them talking in the stables when they were getting their horses.”

“Could be somefin dangerous, so probably glad not doin that.”

“True.” There are murmurs of agreement.

The soldiers keep searching through the wreckage.

Then suddenly one of them yells, “I found it sir!”

“Well, thank the past kings!” Says the head soldier, relieved. “I thought we would be here for weeks!”



Chapter 6:

Two cows with horns pull a cart. Raven and Trig move their horses to the side of the road to let it pass.

The man on the seat nods his head towards them, they nod back.

“Those are some well fed cows, look how big they are!” Says Trig, in awe as their large hooves clop on the road.

“We must be getting close to a town.” Says Raven. “We are seeing more and more people and animals.”

“And poops!” laughs Trig.

“Really?” Questions Raven. “That’s what you notice?”

“Well,” shrugs Trig, “there are more of those too.”

Trig is excited as they enter a town. They stop their horses outside some shops and tie them up in front of a feed bucket.

“Come on!” Exclaims Trig. “I want to see everything!”

Raven sighs as Trig grabs her hand.

He notices a sign swinging above a shop across the street. It has a picture of some clothes. “Ooh, a tailor!” Trig pulls on Raven’s arm so she is forced to follow. “I think we need some new clothes!”

Trig drags Raven inside, as she rolls her eyes. “I think my clothes are fine.” She says.

“What are you talking about?” Cries Trig. “The holes in your shirt have holes. Come on, we need some more things before it starts getting too cold.”

“Fine.” Raven mumbles.

A seamstress tries her best to offer Raven a dress or skirt, but after Raven flatly refuses she gives up, and sizes Raven up for a new pair of trousers. She asks Raven to take off her weapons belt to measure around her middle, but Raven growls “that is not going to happen.” The seamstress struggles to get her measuring string around Raven’s weapons, but eventually decides she has done it close enough.

Meanwhile Trig seems to be enjoying the attention of getting measured and hands over his sword and belt so the woman can move in closer to him.

Raven hears laughter at the back of the shop and looks over to see what is happening. There are two Human girls getting measured with brightly coloured fabrics.

Raven is surprised. They haven’t seen Humans like this. Raven freezes and watches them suspiciously. But everyone else seems to be relaxed. The seamstress with the Humans hitches up a skirt to get the length right and cuts a piece off.

“I did not realise Humans were going to be shorter than us.” The seamstress complains as she cuts.

The Humans giggle to each other, talking in their language.

One of the helpers taps Raven on the shoulder, and Raven forces her glare away from the Humans. They will try to have their clothes ready the next day.

“Yay!” Says Trig. “We'll get a bed tonight then?” He asks hopefully.

“Fine.” Replies Raven.

They walk around a few more shops and Raven buys two carrots at a vegie stand. “I had better get these, or I’ll be in trouble.” Says Raven.

“Absolutely.” Agrees Trig, “Especially now that I have seen your horse get angry.”

Once that is sorted, and Raven feeds a carrot to each of their horses, they walk further into town and sit in a tavern. Trig orders some food and drinks.

Raven watches a few Humans at the bar trying to say “beer” in their language, and the bartender laughs at their pronunciation and starts pouring them.

“What’s wrong?” Asks Trig, looking at Raven’s sullen face.

Raven sighs. “This is strange. I know that it's good that everyone is our friend, but am I a bad person for missing fighting?”

“No.” Chuckles Trig. “It's something you like to do and what you're good at. Chances are this peace won't last long anyway. Kings always want more power. I can't see either king wanting to be friendly forever. Besides,” He pauses, “who knows what these wolf things are going to be like, you may still get to fight.”

“True.” Says Raven, cheering up.

“Let’s not think about that anymore. There are far too many other things.”

“Like what?”

“Like the fact that we get to share a bedroom again tonight, and we don’t need to worry about making our clothes dirty.” He grins.

“Of course.” Replies Raven. “I should have known.”

The next day Trig and Raven return to the tailor. Raven says “I’ll just wait out here.”

Trig shrugs and enters the shop. One of the garment makers points to a bench, their clothes are wrapped in paper with a piece of string tied in the middle.

Trig hands over the coins and leaves happy with the two parcels. He finds Raven sitting on a step outside, waiting. “Time to go,” she says as she stands up.

“I guess.” Replies Trig, a bit glumly.

Raven waits until they are out of town and near some bushes before getting off her horse to look at the new shirt and trousers.

Trig is already stripping off and tears open his package.

“Ohh, this is so nice.” says Trig, almost hugging himself as he feels the material.

“It is just the same to me.” shrugs Raven, as she pulls her new shirt over her head.

“Yeah, well, you grew up with nice clothes, so you probably just don’t understand how good this feels.”

Raven pokes her tongue at him as she puts her jacket and cloak back on. She sighs in relief as she pushes her weapons in place. Somehow that always helps to make her feel completely dressed.



Chapter 7:

Early the next morning Raven and Trig see a very high wooden fence with a gate ahead of them, blocking their way.

“What’s all this about then?” Asks Trig as they near the large gate on the road.

“I do not know.” Replies Raven, looking uneasy. “But we may have to go around this town.”

Someone is standing in front of the gate.

“Halt!” yells the man loudly, holding a long spear out in front of him.

“Why? What's going on?” Asks Trig.

“We need to check you!” He yells. “Get off your horses and take down your hoods!”

Trig asks “Why?”

The man steps closer and shakes his spear. “Do it or go around!”

“How long will it take if we go around?” Asks Raven.

“Probably just an extra two to three days before you are back on the road.” The man smiles.

Trig sniffs the air, and can smell bread baking. His tummy rumbles loudly and he says to Raven, “Please?”

“What about the sack of food? There should still be a few bits left.”

“Uhh,” Trig looks guilty. “I got hungry late last night.”

Raven sighs, “fine.”

Trig and Raven step down and pull back their hoods. The man cautiously steps closer to examine their faces.

“Turn your heads.” He says, “slowly.” They do as he says. The man squints as he tries to see in the bright sunshine.

“Ok, you pass.”

Trig and Raven climb on their horses, slightly confused.

The man steps back against the wood, and knocks. The gate opens inwards and the man moves aside to let them pass.

Four men push the gate closed with a thud once they are through.

“What was all that about?” Asks Trig, bemused

“I think he wanted to look at our ears.” Replies Raven.

Trig’s stomach rumbles again.

As they approach a tavern there's a large sign next to the door.

Raven reads “no humans allowed!”

“Well, I guess that answers that question,” says Trig as they dismount and tie up their horses.

“This is more of the reception I expected from our people seeing Humans.” Says Raven as they enter.

Everyone stops to look at them for a second and then get back to what they were doing. Someone sings a tune while people dance.

People are cheering and congratulating someone at the bar.

“Hooray!” Some yell.

“No more of them!”

“The gates are working!”

A group clink their mugs together and take large gulps.

There is a group of drunken men at a table talking raucously. Raven keeps one hand close to her sword. This place does not sit right, she thinks to herself. The sun has barely risen and there are people drinking.

“I heard they like anything, even our sheep!” Says somebody and everyone laughs.

Raven clenches her fists and tries to ignore it as they go to the bar and order food and drink.

She whispers to Trig, “just so you know, we are not staying here long. We are going through as soon as we have eaten.”

Trig nods.

Raven is relieved when they reach the other side of town and the gates are opened for them to leave.

“Let’s not go that way again.” Says Raven.

“I agree.” Says Trig. “I mean, I like beer and all, but it did not make sense that early, and those people were strange. I do not know how or why, they just were.”

“I know what you mean.” Says Raven, a shiver crawls up her back.



Chapter 8:

As the sun lowers in the sky and shadows begin to form Raven spots a field just off the road with two trees in the centre.

“That looks like a good place to stop for the night.”

“Alright.” Replies Trig. “But a bed would be better though.” He grumbles.

“I told you, we cannot stop at every town. It would take us far too long!”

“I know, I know.”

The horses settle and Trig builds a fire. He uses his hands to light it.

The sun fades and stars appear. Raven lies down. She curls up next to the fire for warmth. Trig lays behind her on his side and curls around her. He reaches for his cloak and pulls it across so it mostly covers them both like a blanket.

Raven relaxes for a bit, and then prods Trig’s tummy with her elbow. “Hey! Do not fall asleep! Someone has to stay awake and watch the horses.”

“Alright, fine.” He yawns.

Raven prods him again. “You have not moved yet.”

“Ugh.” Trig kisses Raven’s cheek, then rolls away and pulls himself up. He walks close to the horses and plonks himself in the grass. “I will poke you when it’s your turn.”

Raven nods as she drifts off. “You do that.” She whispers quietly.

Trig shakes Raven.

“What?” Raven snaps as she sits up.

“I hate to tell you, but someone stole our horses while you were sleeping.”

“You are playing a trick, right?” Raven growls.

“No, I'm not.” Says Trig sadly.

Raven jumps up and looks around. She can see outlines of the horses hoof prints that she follows towards the treeline, but then after a few steps they disappear.

Trig stands there forlornly. “I have already looked for them.”

“I mean come on!” Growls Raven as she searches. “We've only just started on this thing and we already have to replace our horses!” She turns on Trig. “How could this have happened?”

Trig is embarrassed. “Guess I was more tired than I thought, must have dozed off. Sorry.

Probably just getting used to being back on the road again.”

Raven twirls her ear ring and paces around.

“I mean, our horses aren't dead, that's something at least.” Says Trig.

“I suppose.” Replies Raven. “At least as far as we know.”

Trig gulps. “True.” He pauses and then says, “umm, also.”

“What now?” Asks Raven.

“Our water skins were still attached to the saddles. I was too tired to get them.”

“Of course.” says Raven. “Let us hope we find a river or lake today before we dry out.”

“Sorry, again.” Says Trig.

“I know.” Replies Raven, gritting her teeth. She walks away from Trig at a fast pace.

“Where are you going?” Trig calls out to her.

“If we have to walk, we had better get started now, had we not?”

“Of course.” Trig rushes to the embers of the fire and stomps them out with his boots, then runs to catch up.

“At least we still have our money bag, right?”

Raven nods.

“So that’s something?” Trig asks, hopeful.

Raven folds her arms as she walks onto the road. “I need quiet now.” She says.

“Yes, of course.” Replies Trig, turning red.

After a while Trig fidgets with his arms as they walk and continues to sigh. Finally he breaks the silence. “Please stop.”

Raven halts but refuses to look at Trig.

“Are you still mad at me?” Trig asks quietly.

Raven unfolds her arms and sighs as she looks up into Trig’s face. “No. I thought about it, but it seems magick must have been part of the theft, so it could have happened to either of us while keeping watch.”

Trig breathes a sigh of relief. “That’s good. I thought you were going to hate me forever.”

Raven shrugs, “I could have, but it would still not return our horses back to us.”

Trig is about to say something when Raven shushes him.

“What?” he whispers.

“Water.” Raven replies.

They both stand still for a moment listening to a trickling sound nearby. They step off the road quietly towards it. They peek through a hedge and there is a small stream running on the other side. It is very shallow and rocky. Trig pushes his way through the branches and steps into the stream with a splash. He leans over and dips his hands in, then slurps a bit of water cupped in his palms.

“How is it?” Asks Raven.

“Nice and cold.” Answers Trig, with water dripping down his beard.

Raven crawls through and drinks a few mouthfuls in her hands. Then stands up and wipes the mud off her knees.

“Mmm. That was good.” She says, wiping her face with her sleeve. “Or I am just too thirsty.”

“Either way it was just what we needed.” Replies Trig smiling.

They walk parallel to the stream until there is a break in the hedge and step on the road.

“I suppose we need to buy some supplies at the next town.” says Trig.

“And horses.” Says Raven, smirking.

“Yes, I remember.” Trig groans.

Raven’s mood has picked up and they laugh and chat as they walk.

Towards evening they arrive at the next town.

Trig asks a tavern owner if they have a bed, he tells them certainly, and hands them a key hanging on a wall. A barmaid tries to tempt them with food, but they shake their heads. Trig and Raven are too tired for anything else except to sleep. They slowly drag themselves up the stairs and find their room. They pull off their boots and weapons as fast as they can and fall onto the bed. They are soon both snoring.



Chapter 9:

The next morning Raven washes her face with a bowl of water on a table and dries herself with part of the blanket in a corner of the bed. Raven quietly dresses, and then carefully opens the door to head downstairs. She tries to be very quiet so as not to wake Trig who is lying on his stomach, with an arm as his pillow, and his feet hanging off the end. His actual pillow has been tossed on the floor while he slept.

She discovers a woman downstairs wiping a bench and Raven quietly asks for the outhouse. The woman points to the door at the back, and Raven nods gratefully.

When she returns she hears Trig laughing as the woman is telling him a story. He is sitting at the bar eating a small bun. Raven shakes her head as she shuts the back door, she still can’t believe how quickly that man can get up and out of bed for food. She walks towards them, and while he is distracted Raven grabs the bun out of his hands and takes a bite.

“Hey! I was still eating that!” Cries Trig.

She shrugs, “well, now I am.” She turns to the woman behind the bar. “Thish ish very good,” she says with a mouthful.

The woman smiles, “you're welcome.”

Trig stands up, “Well I guess it’s my turn to relieve myself anyway.”

Raven takes his seat. “Ooh, it’s warm.”

“Don’t get too comfortable.” Says Trig, “I’ll be back shortly.”

Raven orders some more food while he is away. Trig licks his lips when he returns a little while later and sees the offerings. Raven is eating a bowl of hot oats with a spoon. There is a small jug of warm milk next to her that she lifts up and pours over it. She has got Trig some fried bread and honey, which he speedily tucks into.

The bartender walks in from the kitchen carrying some mugs and puts them under the bench. He asks if the room was alright. Both Raven and Trig nod. “It was just what we needed after a long walk.” Says Trig.

The bartender then pulls a cloth down that was sitting on his shoulder and uses it to wipe a goblet clean while he asks them about their journey so far.

Trig loves storytelling, and spins a long tale of the girl trying to ride their horse. He starts to talk about the other town with the gate, but Raven glares at him and kicks his shin to be quiet, so he switches to how their horses were stolen while they slept instead.

The bartender nods. “Been a few strange things like that happening. Some people are blaming the Humans, some think it's magickers seeking revenge for not being allowed anymore.”

“What do you think?” Asks Raven, stiffening up.

“Don’t know, don’t care, as long as I keep getting customers.” Replies the bartender.

They are quiet for a moment.

Trig breaks the tension. “Do you mind if I ask, why is it when we come into a tavern, the barkeepers are always cleaning a glass, is that to give you something to do while you listen to people's problems?”

“Partly,” replies the barman. “It puts people at ease, gets them to let it out.” Raven and Trig nod. “But it's also so if there's trouble I'm always ready to pop somebody with whatever I’m holding. Smashing a drunk person over the head is sometimes the only way to keep things calm and make everyone know you want
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