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The Thief of Silence Book Two

Raven Coyne

I

leap up and realize what a mistake that is when my mind begins to buzz and I feel the knot on my head grow to monstrous proportions.  I look around and see Wulf starting to explore the walls and Ranulf go pale as he realizes where we are.  Looking straight up I decide we’re not getting out that way.  The area we’re in seems to be a natural gallery with tunnels that run from the four corners of the place.  “You know how we get out of here?”  I ask Wulf.

He shakes his head slowly “I’m working on it.  These places are honeycombed some tombs run into other tombs and all of them are designed to kill anyone who’s not supposed to be here.”

“Oh great!  We’re in a death trap?”  Ranulf starts to lose it as he paces back and forth like a caged animal his eyes more than half wild as he awaits something to come and bonk him on the head and eat him.  

“Knock that shit off!”  Wulf says suddenly catching even me off guard “we’re in a tight spot, panicking isn’t going to help us.  Start thinking!”  Like I’ve said before, picked the right partner.  “One direction is as good as another in this case, so it’s up to you M’Lady.”  Wulf smiles and gives me an elegant bow.

“We take the upper right,” I say and we head down the brick lined corridor into the gathering darkness.  After a time poor Ranulf begins to fumble and slow down.  Wulf and I are fine in the low light, me from forests, and Wulf?  Well, mostly from places just like this.  If anything Wulf seems almost at home in this dank underground world.  Much as I hate to give away our location to any wandering hungry spiders I perform a small incantation with my hands and a small light appears over my shoulder.  It sheds its light in a tight circle around us.  I have Ranulf walk between Wulf and I as we thread our way down.  After telling Ranulf to shut up three or four times he finally stops his mumbling and I can hear the world around us.  Few people truly understand how much you can learn just by listening.  And just in time to as I hear a click under Ranulf’s foot when he steps on an odd shaped flagon set in the middle of the floor.  Wulf spins around as if he’s hit by a crossbow bolt and looks down at Ranulf’s foot and he hisses “don’t move!”  We all stop and I hear machinery starting to wind down.

“I’m going to die!  I’m going to die,” Ranulf repeats as Wulf walks over and looks at the flagon.

“Maybe, someday,” Wulf says and gives Ranulf that maniac grin of his.  Then he gently lifts Runulf’s foot off the floor and presses even harder down with his hand on the offending stone and another click and whir of gears is heard.  A small door pops open on the left wall just ahead.  Wulf then waves us on toward the door which he passes through first, battle axe tightly gripped and ready for action.  This hallway is narrower and is nothing more than a rough rock passageway with none of the refinements the main corridors seem to have, like paved floors.  As we walk forward I start picking up the sound of water, rushing and crashing against rock.  “This is a service tunnel.  They built these tunnels to help get from here to there faster.”  Wulf says breaking the oppressive silence.  His words seem like a scream, like an obscene invader filling the silent space around us.  

“I keep hearing water,” I offer, and Wulf nods.

We take a few more steps and reach some old slimy stone stairs that lead downward and my ears confirm closer to the water.  We descend and reach a small landing and there in front of us is a mighty river.  It’s easily as wide as an army parade ground.  The water is so cold the landing is freezing and our breath begins to show.  The only good thing is this place will not contain spiders.  What else it might hold I don’t want to contemplate.  Looking around I see few options and none for getting across.  

“I don’t see a bridge,” Ranulf says and Wulf shakes his head.

“No, no there is a way across.  They were often hidden or required some kind of hidden lever that sort of thing but it’s here.  We just need to find it.”

As he speaks I look into the rushing torrents of water and realize not all the waves are because of the boulders.  I peer even deeper in and see a shape, it’s huge and black like the rest of this place.  I bet we have provided the first light seen here in centuries.  “There’s something in the water,” I say as calmly as possible so as not to provoke Ranulf.

“That’s bad,” says Wulf “might be a Devil Fish.”

“And what praytell is a Devil Fish?”  I ask not wanting the answer.  After all how good can the thing be if it’s called ‘Devil’ something or other?

“Well, imagine a huge, hungry creature about six foot or so just waiting for you to slip and fall,” Wulf says.  Yep, I didn’t want the answer.

“Sounds like my father,” Ranulf says dryly.  Well, at least his mind is off the river and the danger fish below. We start searching the walls and find rock and after a thorough search more rock.  Then Ranulf gives an “Ah-ha!”  And pushes a small piece of stone set in the wall that I must’ve run over ten times, it gives a little click and another whir of gears is heard.  A small wooden bridge pops out quickly then shudders to a stop and hangs in mid-air just over the water.  It's clear that much of the bridge is missing and in its place is a jagged scar of wood where the bridge used to be.  “Humpf this doesn’t look promising,” Ranulf finishes everyone’s thought for them.

“I’m going to see how far out we can go,” Wulf offers and I put my hand on his chest and smile, “that’s my job.  I’m lighter.”  I walk out as far as the full bridge remains which turns out to be depressingly short way, from then on only the rails are left and they’re rotten clear through.  I peer through the mist of the cold water spray of the river and try to judge the distance to the other shore.  As I do so the nasty fish below starts to circle me, obviously, others have tried this.  I wonder how many made nice snacks?  “Stop that!”  I chastise myself and concentrate on the other side.  I see the opening that the bridge led to and study the stones, they are old and tumbled down in spots.  That’s no use to me.  But as my eye wanders up and down I see something and smile.  Pulling out a bright blue arrow I play out some of the special thread that is attached to it and notch it.  I have to settle my breathing down to a bare minimum and look again across to see my crack in the stonework archway, it’s not wishful thinking on my part it’s there!  I take aim but in that instant all I can see is silky black scales then a mouth half my size filled with teeth reaching for me, and I have to throw myself away from the edge of the bridge.  The Devil Fish twists and snaps at my left boot as I scurry away, just missing me he falls headlong back into the water.  “Spiders!  Fish!  What the hell else?”  I whisper then I regret saying that knowing that I’ll probably meet the what-the-hell-else in time.  I creep back to the end of the bridge and take aim a second time, and again I am rewarded with the crack still waiting for me to use.  I’ll have one shot at this, I miss, and chompy down below will have his next meal.  I’ll have to make the shot and back off all in one motion.  I notch the arrow and draw back just behind my ear and let fly.  The arrow sails through the air carrying the thread with it.  As I let fly the Devil Fish makes a mighty jump up at me, this time he lands on the bridge and starts to thrash his body as he tries to climb up to me.  I roll back with his mouth only a few feet behind me.  As he
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