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      If you enjoy author-curated playlists for your reading experience, please enjoy this selection of songs Amanda feels fit the overall vibes of Don’t Feed the Goblins!

      You can find the Spotify playlist here: sptfy.in/dontfeedthegoblins

      The list of songs are:

      Halfway There: Soundgarden

      Only Happy When It Rains: Garbage

      Rats: Pearl Jam

      Sleeper: Calva Louise

      Can’t Change Me: Chris Cornell

      Not My Idea: Garbage

      I Heard A Cry: Calva Louise

      Jump on My Shoulders: AWOLNATION

      Magic Man: Heart

      It’s Gonna Kill Me: Filter

      Mosquito Song: Queens of the Stone Age

      The Four Winds - Instrumental: Aesop Rock

      Lump: The Presidents of the United States of America

      Witchcraft: Wolfmother

      Uh-Oh: Lice, Aesop Rock, Homebody Sandman

      Brighten: Jerry Cantrell

      Ty Cobb: Soundgarden

      Dreams: Fleetwood Mac

      Dismembered: Jerry Cantrell

      No One Knows: Queens of the Stone Age

      Hang on to Yourself: David Bowie

      12 to 12: sombr

      These Dreams: Heart

      Goodnight Song: Tears For Fears

      You Make Lovin’ Fun: Fleetwood Mac

      Secret World: Tears For Fears

      Around The Bend: Pearl Jam

      Shine: Dolly Parton
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            A Flooded Chapel

          

        

      

    

    
      It started raining again.

      “This is awful,” Quay groaned, pulling her hood tighter. The gray canvas fabric was already soaked, as was her long, pale lavender priestess gown, but it was better than nothing. At least the garment provided some modicum of warmth. It was almost spring, so why was it so cold outside? “I hope the books don’t get ruined by this rain.”

      “Nah,” answered Ghdion, her taciturn-on-a-good-day bodyguard. He sat beside her at the front of their wagon, loosely holding the reins attached to Mertha, the shaggy white ox that pulled it. His own green woolen cloak hood hung low over his head, hiding all but the tip of his long, straight nose from her vision.

      After waiting for him to say more—unsurprisingly, he didn’t; he was a man of few words—she glanced over her shoulder at the back of the wagon. It was stocked full of crates, sacks, bulging bags of food, building supplies, tools, and books. Lots of books. The little bookstore, The Silverfish, back in Dallondale where they traveled from, had too many to choose from.

      So she didn’t choose. She bought them all.

      It’s for the Church in Silvarn, she silently reasoned. They lost everything in that flood a few weeks back. The parishioners deserve nothing but the best.

      Nestled between two sacks sat her newest bodyguard, a bald half-elf by the name of Hypnocost. He held one of the romance novels she bought in one long-fingered hand, his pale blue eyes darting across the page. In his other hand, a tiny ball of magical light hovered at the tips of his fingers. Hypnocost was a mage, and they’d met him back at The Silverfish when his spells helped save Mertha the ox and their wagon full of supplies from a would-be thief.

      “Doing okay back there, Hypnocost?” she asked, trying to infuse her voice with as much cheer as she could muster. It was hard, the weather being so dreary, gray, cold, and wet as it was. She considered it her duty to remain upbeat and optimistic, if only to keep spirits high.

      He didn’t look up from his reading. “Oh, yes, everything is well,” he answered in his cultured voice. He sounded a bit snooty, if she was being completely honest, and spoke like someone highly educated. It’s probably an elf thing. She didn’t know him well—how could she, having only hired him just yesterday?—so she wasn’t completely sure how to act around him yet.

      “The conditions in the wagon are much more palatable since Ghdion put up that covering.” He jutted his pointy chin towards the sturdy canvas roof above him. Earlier, they had to pull the wagon over to the side of the dirt road to set it up after he complained about the sun getting in his eyes. Ghdion, blond, scarred, tattooed, and scowling, grumbled the whole time, muttering under his breath about “useless fucking mages.” He probably thought she couldn’t hear him, but his agitation was evident.

      While he labored, Quay chatted with other travelers passing on the dirt road. Most spoke of the awful weather and how flooded the pastures were. A few mentioned having issues with a local group of goblins. She made sure to let them know she would be stationed at the Church in Silvarn for a few days in case they had need of any supplies.

      Ghdion had remained tight-lipped as she chatted. When he finished, he simply plopped back onto the front bench, grumbled, “This was a waste of time,” and flicked Mertha’s reins to get on the road again. The whole process added an extra couple hours to their already long trip from the village of Dallondale.

      It wasn’t a waste of time after all, as only an hour or so after putting up the covering, it started to rain. The sunny skies turned overcast, and the rain fell in a slow, chilly drizzle before strengthening into an outright downpour.

      She could tell Ghdion was annoyed. His shoulders were taut and he drummed his fingers impatiently against his knees. He only ever did that when something bothered him.

      She’d learned this after traveling with him for a few months, ever since she hired him to be her bodyguard for her pilgrimage. Quay was a Priestess-in-training of Vidamae, the Goddess of Life and Light, and in order to become a full-fledged priestess, she had to visit every Church in Khamris to prove her dedication to her goddess. She provided supplies, food, aid, and her services as a healer to any who needed it. Magical healing was one of the many blessings the priestesses enjoyed, and Quay was one of the best. It wasn’t a brag, simply a fact. Even High Priestess Lucina Balladoni, head of the cathedral in Praetorius, told her as such.

      Not wanting to disturb her newly hired spellcaster bodyguard, she turned towards the front and squinted at the road ahead. It was entirely mud instead of hard-packed dirt, making it that much harder for Mertha to pull the wagon. The poor ox’s hooves were caked in muck, and her undercarriage was brown, wet, and bedraggled. I’ll have to give her some extra apples when we reach Silvarn. She certainly deserves them.

      She opened her mouth to ask how much longer, but Ghdion, seeming to read her mind, said, “We’re almost there, Priestess. Just around that bend in the road.”

      “Not a priestess yet.” She had no idea how he knew so much about the smaller villages and hamlets that dotted the fertile Khamrian countryside. It was part of the reason he was such an excellent bodyguard for her pilgrimage: he had a good sense of direction and seemed to know all the best shortcuts. That, and he was tall, covered in muscles, and carried a huge greatsword with him everywhere. It made him quite intimidating, if she was completely honest, but he didn’t scare her at all. She felt completely at ease in his presence.

      Having him around was a boon when anyone eyed her sideways, thinking she was an easy mark with her bulging coin purses and wagon full of useful goods. It was no secret the Church of Vidamae was well-off, and there were those who wouldn’t hesitate to take advantage of a lone priestess-in-training on the road.

      And if Ghdion just happened to be easy-on-the-eyes and uncharacteristically gentle with her? Well, that was just an added bonus.

      Mertha plodded along at an even slower pace than usual due to all the mud. The rain drummed against the canvas covering over the back of the wagon, further soaking the two of them sitting unprotected on the front bench. “I’m worried the Church will flood again with all this rain,” she mused aloud.

      “It might.” Ghdion flicked the reins to usher Mertha faster, but the stubborn bovine ignored him as always. “We’ll have to deal with it when we get there.”

      He wasn’t wrong. Still, she was concerned. The poor parishioners had been without a working chapel for weeks. The rainy season came early and with a vengeance, flooding the fields, forests, and roads of Silvarn. The rain didn’t stop for days. Many of the buildings flooded, including the Church. The priest in charge sent a pleading message to Praetorius requesting aid; it was the perfect opportunity for Quay to make good use of being on her pilgrimage. High Priestess Lucina gave her a list of everything the church needed and where they could pick it up, and charged her to travel with all haste to assist with cleanup efforts.

      She was anxious to get there to help out however she could. Sighing, she arranged her cloak to better cover her knees and waited impatiently to reach the village.

      
        
          [image: Scene break]
        

      

      There were two mages in Silvarn.

      That by itself wasn’t strange; mages weren’t so rare that having a few in a small village was out of the question. Sure, the common folk of Khamris viewed most arcane spellcasters with a healthy measure of distrust—Ghdion wasn’t a fan of mages himself, but he wasn’t prejudiced or anything, not like some—but these weren’t just any mages.

      They were sent by the Arcane Academy in Praetorius. He knew right away based on their flashy robes embroidered with the symbol of capital. These were fancy mages. Mages with papers. Mages with money and influence.

      Guiding Mertha towards the stables, he watched as the two spellcasters pointed towards the single tavern in town, The Hogwash Inn. They both had their hoods pulled over their heads to keep out the rain, and one was noticeably taller than the other. The taller one’s robes were much finer, edged in gilt trim, with sleeves sporting two golden stripes. Probably means they’re the leader or something, he thought, hopping from the bench and holding out his hand to help Quay down.

      “Why are there Arcane Academy mages here?” She asked aloud what he’d just been thinking. Her large gray eyes narrowed as she watched the pair converse with a different cloaked and hooded man who gestured animatedly towards the tavern. The two mages had their backs to them, but the third person faced them. He was dark skinned, had a full, bushy beard, and very thick, dark eyebrows.

      Eyebrow Guy held up a finger towards the mages and bustled over. “Priestess!” he boomed, his voice loud and melodic. “We weren’t expecting you for many days yet. What a surprise! I’m Mayor Elegaard. Welcome to Silvarn.” He bowed theatrically, holding out his sopping wet blue cloak with much fanfare.

      Quay curtsied. “Pleased to meet you, Mayor. I’m Quay, and these are my bodyguards Ghdion and Hypnocost. I’m actually not a priestess yet, but an acolyte on her pilgrimage, though that’s neither here nor there.” She pushed a stray strand of dark hair out of her face, scanning the town square. “We came as quickly as we could.”

      “I wish under better weather conditions,” the mayor scowled, glaring at the overcast sky as if it personally offended him. Ghdion figured it probably did, with all the rain coming down and drenching his village. “Let’s get your supplies unloaded at the church. I’m sure Priest Francis will appreciate anything you can spare.” He gestured across the street
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