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Prelude: Escape

The roof burst into flames as the flaming arrows

impacted it. The elven woman rushed around the room in

sheer panic. She quickly donned her chain mail vest and

draped a cloak over her shoulders. The elf ran to the corner of

the room and retrieved her short sword and bow. She strapped

them on with incredible speed and headed for the door. The

door was in flames, no matter, thought the elf, as she grabbed

a nearby vase, poured the water on her cloak, and slammed

through the thatch-work door just as the roof collapsed behind

her.

The woman glanced down the street to see hordes of

orcs pouring into the village. Most of her kin had responded as

she had and were, even now, rushing out to meet their

attackers. Elven blades met with orkish cudgels. The elves

were far too agile for the slower swinging orcs, but where one

orc was felled, another appeared in its place. The sheer

number of orcs was overwhelming. The orcs, with their larger

builds and heavier swings, defeated any parry the elves

attempted. One by one, the elves of the village perished under

the mighty force of the orc horde.
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The elven woman, seeing the defeat, took off down

the street to her right with speed that only an elf could possess.

Soon she recognized the telltale twang of bows as a hundred

arrows took to the sky. Instinctively she dove into a nearby

alley. Only a heartbeat later did the ground where she

previously stood become engulfed with flaming arrows. The

elf darted in and out of the alleyways and soon came upon the

forest’s edge. She ran into the forest with all-purpose to warn

the other elves of the attack and to save her child from certain

destruction.

!

On a small hill not far away from the village stood

Orinek, the orc king. Orinek was a beast of a creature.

Standing at over six foot ten, he was quite large for an orc.

With large arms and legs as thick as a tree trunk, he

intimidated even hill giants with his appearance. On his

scarred, flattened face was a scowl that would make a drow

shudder.

Orinek gazed at the sight that lay before him. It was

near midnight so he couldn’t see much except what was lit by

the burning buildings. The elven village stood between two

great forests, both on the east and west sides. To the south,

was the hill upon which Orinek stood, and to the north was a

crystal blue river coming from the east and wrapping to the

north cutting through the forest.

Orinek was quite pleased with how the night was

proceeding. He was walking down the hill a little ways when a

lone elf burst through a fiery house. He heard his men cry out
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and let free a volley of arrows, but the elf was too quick for

them and darted off down an alley.

Orinek called out to one of his chieftains in the

guttural language of his people. The orc chieftain quickly

obeyed his master’s command.

“The elf that fled in the midst of the attack—make

sure she doesn’t get away. I want her dead, but I must have her

child alive” he commanded with graceful language.

“As yous wish King Orinek,” he replied in the more

natural broken speech, “I’s will send a group to hunt her

down, she’s will not escape.”

Orinek nodded and dismissed him with a wave. The

orc chieftain fled from Orinek with all speed fearing the

consequences if he hadn’t. Orinek heard him yell out to his

nearest squad and sent them running off toward the forest

where the elf woman was seen entering.

A group as large as twenty orcs would be heard long

before they were seen Orinek knew. He would not risk his

entire operation on a few battle-crazed minions. His plans

were most delicate and he could not entrust them to these few.

Orinek walked back up the hill to where his army had set up

camp. He trudged past three or four tents to the entrance of a

larger tent. He pushed open the flap and approached the figure

standing near the back cleaning his sword.

“Noldor, I have a task for you.” Orinek said to the

figure. Noldor was the champion fighter, the best fighter in the

clan, except Orinek of course, but he was only half-orc, no one

knew what the other half was because it wasn’t apparent by

his appearance and he rarely spoke. He was of average height

reaching just over six feet. His frame was smaller compared to
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that of his king’s. Noldor’s body bore much more resemblance

to a human, whereas most orcs are burly creatures, he was

smaller with a moderate build. None came to judge him too

quickly though, for all those that did were now dead. His

endurance, speed and efficiency with a blade more than made

up for the lower weight than that of a full blood.

Noldor snorted and shot an inquisitive glare toward

his king.

“I want you to track down an elven woman—kill her

whatever the cost.” Orinek commanded him.

Noldor hoisted his large sword from the table and cut

the air in front of him with emphatic acknowledgement of his

objectives. He sheathed his mighty sword and trudged out of

the tent with Orinek.

“You will find her in the forest to the east of the

village,” Orinek said as he pointed. “She shouldn’t have gone

far. If you find the child, do not harm. Bring him to me, I

have…plans for him.” A conniving smile crossed his face and

he waved Noldor on his way.

Noldor nodded and bolted down the hill toward the

forest and disappeared from Orinek’s view as he entered the

tree line. Orinek, quite confident in his champion’s abilities,

turned back to the situation at hand with the village.

It had taken nearly eighty orcs to conquer a village of

twenty elves. The orc king had expected worse though, so he

was satisfied with the outcome. He still had over four hundred

orcs at his command, and that was plenty for the immediate

task. He walked up to his nearest chieftain, who was busily

ordering around his men.

“Have you found the child yet?” Orinek inquired.
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“No we’s haven’t master.” the commander answered,

“Me thinks the woman has’s him.”

“Find him at all costs. Decimate the village. Leave no

table unturned, no closet unopened.” Orinek told his

commander in an angry burst and trudged back up the hill to

make preparations for his special guest.

!

The elven woman dodged in and around the trees

with deadly precision. She could hear the rapid pursuit of the

orcs on her tail. She dared not turn from her course and fight

them; too much depended on her warning the others. Despite

her elven speed, the darkness was having an effect on her. The

rustling of leaves and snapping of limbs was getting closer.

She entered into a small open field and had no cover

of trees to shadow her movements, before her lay a small

meadow with high grass waving in the wind. She darted across

its expanse hoping to outdistance her pursuers in a dead run.

She was about half way across when she met face to face with

the cold ground as she tripped into a hidden tree that had

fallen. She regained her footing and continued ignoring her

throbbing body.

She was just about to enter the opposite tree line

when she heard a click and felt a complimenting pain searing

through her shoulder. She turned her head to see a crossbow

bolt protruding from her shoulder. She reached back and broke

off the shaft, not having time to fully remove the bolt and tend

the wound. The elf woman turned to find her pursuers too

close for comfort. She lifted her hands and uttered a command
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word. Instantly, two orbs of fire the size of apples appeared

floating above her hands. She sent them soaring into the orc

throngs.

The lead orc dove to the side, but the unfortunate

ones behind him didn’t see it coming until it was too late.

Three orc bodies lay charred and lifeless on the ground. The

remaining seventeen were thrown to the ground from the surge

of energy. The elf reached down and ripped a handful of dirt

from the ground. She whispered another command word and

whipped the dirt across the field. As the dirt landed, it burst

into flames bur ning the dry grass of the field and transforming

it into an impenetrable wall. Pain coursed through the

woman’s shoulder, but she simply shrugged it off and

continued on her way.

!

Four of the elven village’s high priestesses and its

eldest wizard were assembled in a small clearing. The full

moon was nearing its zenith and the ceremony of the rune

casting would begin. The lone heir of the Nasheib line, an

elven child named Elanesse, was to be emblazoned with the

rune of fire. The Nasheib elves were an ancient line of magic

wielders whose body allowed magic to course through the

veins like blood. Through the power of the runes embedded in

their bodies, they could cast spells at will. The line had all but

dissipated over the last few months as a result of war and the

three lone survivors were the child, his mother and another.

The art of embellishing a rune into a living soul was nearly an

extinct practice and it required a full-blooded Nasheib to
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work. The blood had to be the right type and the soul of the elf

had to be pure. Runes were usually emblazoned at a young age

for this reason, if the heart wasn’t pure, the attempting caster

found himself very much dead. The village of the Nasheib

elves was the only remaining group of elves still in active

practice.

The five elves gathered, with the child, around a

small fire pit. The wizard took the child in his arms and laid

him on his lap beside the fire. The four women took up song

and dance. The song started softly and grew louder as they

went. A soothing sound harmonized with the nature around

them and drew power from it. The dance was that of a child at

play, and quickened in pace with the surge of power. The

sweet tune entered the Nasheib child’s ears and he entered into

a deep sleep. The song continued and the fire began to dance

wildly, balls of light and sparks floated up into the sky and

circled above the fire like a hawk over its prey.

The wizard took out an ornamental dagger with a

jeweled handle. There was a ruby in the hilt: it lay pale and

lifeless. The wizard dipped the blade of the dagger into the

fire. He then took up a soft melancholy chant. With his free

hand, he reached into a small leather pouch pulling forth a

handful of a dust-like substance. Pulling the heated blade out

of the fire, he tossed the dust onto it and it flared to life turning

from red to white and then back again. The elf reached for the

child’s right hand and began to call on the power of the flame.

The ruby in the dagger began to pulse and glow with an

immense light. He made a swift stroke with the tip of the

dagger leaving a garish line on the child’s forearm, but the

child did not stir from his sleep. The old elf carefully finished
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the rune leaving a symbol of fire carved in the child’s skin.

The energy floating above the fire swirled in a downward

spiral filling the black symbol until it glowed a bright red. The

wizard then began to reach for his healing salves to nurse the

burn.

Then quite suddenly another elf came bursting into

the clearing. “The village is under attack!” she exclaimed,

nearly out of breath.

The four dancing elves suddenly stopped, turning

their attention toward the woman. As soon as they stopped, the

child came back to consciousness and he howled in pain from

the yet unattended burns of the rune in his forearm.

“Orcs have ambushed the village,” she said catching

her breath. “We were quickly overtaken.” She tur ned her head

back to the way she had come. “There are at least fifteen more

orcs behind me, maybe more,” she explained.

“We need to get out of here,” the woman

exasperated. “Is the ceremony complete?”

The wizard nodded and handed her the child

“The child’s safety is most important, get him out of

here. We’ll fend off the orcs. Meet us at forest’s edge, across

the river, two miles north of the village and we’ll finish the

rune casting then.”

The elf woman nodded and took off to the east to

make a round about path back to the village.

!

The four elves formed a defensive formation around

the wizard. The two in the rear readied their bows and the two
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in the front brought their swords up to bear. The wizard set up

defensive wards to block against any physical attack, and then

prepared spells for the coming battle.

They didn’t have to wait long until the sounds of the

orcs drew closer and then the first orcs came into the clearing.

The lead orc gave out a command, and the orcs let out a cheer

and rushed forward into battle.

The rear elves let fly and had two more arrows

knocked and ready by the time the first found their targets.

The first arrow took the front orc in the throat and if it had

survived, its life was taken from it by the trampling of its

comrades. The second arrow took an orc in the eye, going

right to the brain and it fell with a thud. The elves released

their second arrows with abandon seeing as the orcs were too

close to miss and then took up their swords as well.

The orc throng met head to head with the front elves.

The first orc lifted its sword and swung with all its might at

the waist of the elf in front of it. To its amazement, its sword

didn’t find hold in the elf’s skin, but reflected off as if it had

struck rock. The elf smiled at the clueless orc and slit it’s

throat with one fluid movement. She thrust the dead body into

the path of another orc and ran past it plunging her sword into

its back as she passed.

The orc leader found a stump away from the area of

battle and stood up on it. It began to give commands and

warnings to its fellow orcs. They regrouped and came on with

more ferocity. One of the elves’ magical shields had dissipated

and she took a quick cut across the shoulder. The wizard,

seeing this turn of events, took out his wand and aimed it

toward the wayward leader hoping to disband the orcs. A burst
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