5: Farewell


Years later Aryon and Sylarin lived happily among their clan.  Both learned the skills of the Tenali and in return answered many of their questions about the outside world.  Life became calm, though never boring in a place as wonderous as their new home.  The Silione Forest was a place of magic; a place where every leaf held a secret joy and every bird sang the song of creation.  The magic created by the Tenali’s elven blood added to and drew from the wellspring of energy that existed in the forest.  Forests such as Silione were ancient beyond the memories of mortal men and unspoiled by civilization.  The Tenali had guarded them vigilantly since the first sapling reached for the sun brooked no intrusion from any sentient race other than their own kind.  His black cloak flowing behind him, Aryon made his way through the trunks, thinking how lucky he and his sister were.  They were the first of their exiled race to enter a Tenali forest in centuries.  Aryon smiled broadly as he walked, careful not to snag his cloak on any plants as he passed.  Never did the wonders of these woods fail to astonish him with their beauty and power.  The last traces of the sun caught the tree leaves at a perfect angle, spilling their radiant green light across the forest floor.


“Why are you so cheerful?”


Aryon turned to face Lorien.  Her flowing golden hair fell in waves across her face, almost hiding her brilliant green eyes.  The tight clothing she wore was varying shades of greens and browns, a style favored by the forest-dwelling Tenali.  Her pants were little more than a second skin connecting her soft brown boots to her vest.  The vest was dark green at her stomach and lightened towards the top until the eye could barely discern where the garment ended and the wood elf’s light green skin began.  

“Why shouldn’t I smile?”  Aryon replied, “It’s a wonderful day.”  He walked over to where she was standing.  “And it just became even better.”  He leaned down and kissed her.  “I’m looking for my little sister.  Have you seen her?”


Lorien smiled up at him as she wrapped her slender arms around his neck and let her fingers play with his long black hair.  “No.  Why don’t you ask one of the guards?”


“I don’t feel like it.  It’s a nice day for a walk.  Actually, to tell you the truth I haven’t seen any.  Maybe I need to brush up on my-”


“Aryon!”


He spun to see his sister running through the forest towards him, tears streaming down her face.  “Aryon, come quick!  Orcs!”  Eyes wide with fright, Sylarin collapsed to the moss-covered ground and began weeping.


This isn’t like her, Aryon thought, Sylarin walked dangerous roads with me for years before we came here.  Aryon picked her up and held her in a comforting hug as she cried into his shoulder. “Take care of her while I’m gone,” he said to Lorien.  Then he pressed his cheek against his sister’s and whispered, “I need you to be strong Sylarin.  Take care of Lorien.”  Then he released her and left the two women.  As fast as his legs would carry him, Aryon ran through the underbrush towards the village.  Orcs? he thought, Here?  That’s impossible.  No raiding party would be able to get through the woods without being killed.  It must be an army...an orcish army?  There hasn’t been one since the Great War of the Four Winds.  How could-


He reached the encampment to find elves and orcs tangled together in a deadly dance.  The dark green bodies of orcs covered the ground, their black blood boiling into the earth, staining the formerly pure grass of the clearing.  No wonder Sylarin was so scared.  Such a battle in the heart of this sacred place, this is a nightmare.  At that moment Aryon understood perfectly why the Tenali were so fierce about protecting the forest.  Many Tenali had died this day; their lighter colored bodies also lay broken across the field.  While the orcs were cut to pieces by the thin elven blades, the elves were battered and broken by the mighty orc axes and hatchets.  Aryon’s sword flashed from its scabbard and he joined the fray.  


The clearing was a maelstrom.  Twice Aryon came across an orc and elf cautiously circling each other, but most of the battle consisted of elves darting quickly from one place to another, their fine swords slicing at the armoured orcs, who bellowed furiously and charged their victims.  Aryon’s own sword found the throats of three orcs in short order.  Out of the corner of his eyes he caught movement and pivoted while running to see an arc’s hatchet cleave the supports from an elven tent.  From the doomed structure’s door came an elven maid, heavy from pregnancy.  She waddled unevenly as she tried to carry herself and her unborn child to safety.  The well-muscled orc easily reached her in five long strides and shoved her to the ground.


No!  Aryon charged the brute’s back as it methodically raised its weapon.  Even before he hit, Aryon knew that his attack was a foolish one.  His thin elven frame would certainly do little more than throw the orc off balance.   What choice do I have?  I can’t let her die.  And if I kill him with my sword he will surely fall and crush her.  Aryon rammed full speed into its back at a slight angle.  The orc’s weapons stopped its decent as it turned to face Aryon, who had stumbled back dizzily and collapsed.  Aryon reached for his sword, but too late.  Having put its hatchet back through a beltloop, his foe’s right hand slapped his arm away and his left grabbed the collar of Aryon’s shirt and lifted him into the air.  Helpless to save himself, Aryon’s vision fixed on the orc’s right fist, three times the size of an elf’s, as it drew back for the killing blow.


A silver chain flashed between them and three gashes erupted on the orcs faces.  The orc dropped Aryon as it sank to its knees, using its hands to cover its ruined face.  Out came Aryon’s sword and soundlessly he cut the beast’s head off.  Aryon turned to greet his rescuer, already knowing who it was.  Clerathlyon’s three-bladed lash-knife was an unheard of weapon among the Tenali.  Of course, very little about Clerathlyon is normal by elven standards.


Clerathlyon did not return Aryon’s greeting as he was already facing another orc.  This one, thinking a chain would be useless against his war axe attacked with a mighty overhand swing.  Gripping the chain with his hands far apart, faced the orc.  Instead of taking the force of the swing with the chain, Clerathlyon instead twisted the chain to ensnare his attacker’s weapon and they stepped to the side, sending the mighty weapon spinning off into the woods as the confused orc stumbled past.  It spun to charge the elf, but Clerathlyon had already begun his own attack.  From ten feet away the elf sent the chain sailing towards his enemy.  As the orc turned Clerathlyon jerked back on the chain, cutting its throat out with the three claw-like blades on the end of the weapon.  The life drained from the orc’s eyes as it slumped to the ground.


Before the lash knife returned to him, Clerathlyon was lifted from the ground and slammed into a tree as though by an invisible hand.  Aryon quickly found the source of the attack.  An orc shaman, wearing the skin of a mighty bear and waving a staff capped with the skull of a hawk, had shifted his attention Aryon and began waving his staff in circles as he chanted.  Two of the largest orcs Aryon had seen flanked the shaman, carrying their weapons, one an axe and the other a club, with a confidence many of the other orcs lacked.  One young elven woman leapt at the shaman from behind as Aryon watched, but the guard with the axe brought his axe around impossibly fast to cleave her in half.  Aryon made to sprint for the treeline.


The guard to the left of the shaman burst into flames.  He roar was short-lived as the flames consumed him and his club with unnatural fury.  The shaman turned his attention from Aryon and instead concentrated on the elven sorceress facing him from across the clearing.  Her sheer green robes whipped around her as she hovered a hand’s breadth from the ground.  Though several battles were taking place between them, the two magic-users were focussed solely on each other.  


The duel might have been fairly matched, but that the battle was nearing its end and had gone badly for the orcs.  The shaman had yet to cast his first spell before an arrow from the woods split open the back of his head.  The guard, seeing that the battle was lost, dashed into the woods.  Wanting to follow, Aryon glanced back to see if Clerathlyon was all right.  His friend was already up and running after the huge orc.  Aryon reached him before they made the tree line and they began the chase together.


Despite the elves’ speed and familiarity with the woods, their prey managed to stay ahead of them.  Using its bulk, it tore its way through the underbrush, further enraging the elves.  Following the clear trail of trampled bushes, they came upon the corpses of three elves.  All of them were barely recognizable, so badly had they been torn apart by the orc’s axe.  The trail continued on, but something seemed amiss.  The noise has stopped.  It’s waiting to ambush us.  Smart for an orc.  Clerathlyon nodded to show that he had noticed as well.  The two elves split apart and moved on separate paths, meaning to converge on the orc.

Aryon’s sharp eyes caught movement in front of him.  He moved closer and saw the orc, its eight-foot frame towering over the body of Therina, whose neck had been crushed almost to the point of decapitation.  A slight whistling preceded the lash knife’s attack.  The orc was faster than either elf had anticipated though.    It brought its axe up and whipped it sideway, wrapping the lash knife’s chain around its haft.  The axe continued its swing and pulled the chain taught.  Caught offguard by the sudden jerk on the chain, Clerathlyon was pulled into view.  Wasting no time on finesse, the orc brought one massive fist down on Aryon’s hapless friend, who crumpled beneath the blow.  Aryon dashed from the bushes, sword ready to attack, but the orc was already bounding away.  He knelt beside his friend.

“Big monster, wasn’t he?” Clerathlyon gasped.  With a horribly hacking noise he coughed up blood.  “Don’t worry about me Aryon, I’ll live.  Please, go finish that cursed beast off.”
Aryon rose, warily eyeing his friend, who obviously had several broken bones on his left side.  He’s right; the healers will find him soon.  Aryon’s blue eyes narrowed, the beast will not escape this forest.
The orc had a head start, but Aryon caught up soon.  He burst through the trees onto the thin strip of land running along the edge of the great rift in the heart of the woods.  Bottomless, or close enough, Aryon had quickly been taught to stay as far from its edge as possible.  All he could see as he glanced into is was swirling fog.  A shrill scream snapped his head around to the right.  The orc had Lorien held up over the precipice while his sister struggled to rise a few feet farther off, favoring her right leg.  The orc laughed and prepared to drop Lorien to her doom.  


Aryon quickly drew his sling and sent a small rock flying towards the creature.  The rock could not possibly hurt the huge thing but its impact in the side of its head caught the orc’s attention.  A howl shook the air as the beast threw Lorien into the woods and charged him.  Aryon drew his sword just in time to have the orc slam into his shoulder.  Desperately he searched for a solid foothold to hold back the orc, but realized that there were no footholds.  An expression of dread coming over his normally cheerful face, Aryon reached his hand out towards his sister and love as he toppled backwards into the dark. 


Sylarin Tinia Drathmire would never forget the sight of her dear brother dropping over the edge of the rift, his beautiful face disappearing into the fog.  When the clan found her much later she was curled up into a ball, crying.  In the aftermath of the tragedy, burial rites were held for all who had lost their lives defending Silione, including Aryon.  Also for Lorien, who was never found.  The sorceresses and priests tried to contact her with magic for days before admitting defeat.  Clerathlyon, also grieving over the loss of his friends, took Sylarin in as his own sister.  Sylarin would never forget the orcs that had cost her her brother, the most important person in her life, and especially not the orc named Thuul Gruumsh K’tar.

