
Addrun Silverfleece was busily munching on some tasty partridge foot, when he heard a commotion around the bend.  He had been casually following a popular mountain pass exploring the scenic area.  Starting to run forward to see what the disturbance was, he reigned in his excitement and proceeded a bit more cautiously to peek over the lichen-covered rocks.  What he saw, paralyzed him as a tumult of emotions flew through his heart.  His flock’s most despised enemy had attacked an innocent merchant train.  The hill giant was brutally decimating the merchant’s guards and horses with cataclysmic swings of his massive club.   Corpses smashed like rotten tomatoes already littered the road, but the guards held their ground defiantly.  


Addrun readied his bow and ran to help.  “Hey, rockhead!”  The giant did not hear him but at least Addrun gave fair warning before shooting.  Each arrow hit the easy mark but at 50 yards, they seemed to barely penetrate the beast’s hide garment.  In fact the giant did not even seem to notice.  Addrun closed-in ten more yards and continued firing lest he waste all his good sheaf arrows.  Finally, with a dozen arrows sticking in his right side, the giant turned to look to see the proud Bariaur shooting at him effortlessly.  


Deciding that the puny humans were little threat, the hill giant ran for cover behind rocks on the left side of the road.  Two more arrows hit him on his left side as he ran.  Addrun thought that with the help of these men, they could quickly finish him off now, but as soon as they were no longer being attacked, they ran back down the road after their long-gone horses.  Addrun stared for a moment in disbelief as the cowards fled, but all too soon large rocks were flying in Addrun’s direction.


The cunning giant was now protected behind an outcropping leaving Addrun completely vulnerable, so he ran for cover behind the right side of the abandoned wagon dodging the stone missiles.  Addrun could now see his foe, however the wagon offered little protection from the raining rocks.  They stones fell so quickly that Addrun had no time to return volley without being hit.  Seeing no alternative, he dropped his bow and with an age-old war cry, charged spear-first. 


“Chiba t’omni brobdinagi!”


Not realizing how fast a charging Bariaur can move, the giant threw well over Addrun’s head.  Stupidly trying to get in one more throw, the brute bent down to grab another rock and nearly got a spear stuck in his head rather than his gut.   As it was, the spear nearly ran all the way through him and would have knocked him down had not Addrun kept hold of it.  Addrun tried to pull his spear loose but let go when a massive fist pounded into his head.  Luckily Bariaur do have hard heads but he was forced to retreat from the swinging arms.  As the giant broke the spear shaft, Addrun readied his last weapons- a small knife and his hooves.  The monster who was a little out of sorts from the piercing pain of the spear and all the arrows still in him, looked around for his club, which was behind him several paces away.  Addrun let the giant take a few steps then dug-in his hooves and charged headfirst.  The blow hit the giant squarely in the lower back knocking him to the ground on his wounded belly.  He could almost reach his club but Addrun leaped on his back attacking with knife and hooves.  The giant’s huge arms could not reach around to protect his back as Addrun stabbed with his knife over and over.  The giant’s ribs were cracking from the weight of 750 lbs of Bariaur standing on top of him.  He managed to reach his club, but could not roll over to swing.  Just when Addrun thought he had won, the monster curled up his huge legs and knocked Addrun off of his back.  The giant rolled-over in the dirt and swung the club in his right hand, shattering Addrun’s front left leg.  The pain was intense, but he could not now run away even if he wanted to.  Addrun fell with all his weight right on the giant’s chest and with both hands on his knife, plunged the tiny blade deep into the giant’s soft neck and pulled with all his might to the right.  The giant’s left hand now had a death grip on Addrun’s right horn trying to pull the Bariaur off of him and effectively aiding Addrun’s cut though the giant’s neck.  Blood gushed and spurted into Addrun’s face.  He kept sawing at the wound and looked the beast right in the eye as life drained out him.  Addrun started shaking violently as his muscles release their tension…


Addrun was being roughly woken from his dream.  Male voices were whispering, but he could not make out the words.  He could not see, nor could he move his hands to see what was over his eyes, but he could feel many pairs of hands tying him up.  


“What’s going on?  Who is it?  Let me go.”  He started to panic and struggle uselessly, but it was too late.  He heard muffled laughing and smelled something strangely familiar.  Claustrophobia started taking control.  Intense Fear!  Every muscle vainly strained to break the confining bonds.


Then a strong hand gently squeezed his left shoulder and a fatherly voice assured him, “It will be alright, Addrun Silverfleece.  It is your time.  There is no need to struggle against the inevitable.”


Addrun slowly began to calm as reason and understanding replaced the fear.  He felt himself lifted and carried a short distance by the many hands, set down and again lifted on something like possibly a blanket.  His captors began moving, probably carrying him between them.  He envisioned himself floating over the prairie on a magic carpet.  He finally regained control of his reason and concentrated on his other senses.


He could hear very little past the many hoof-falls of his silent captors moving through the grass and the night insects chirping mockingly.  He was reminded of the games that pathfinders play during the gatherings where they are blindfolded and asked to find the prize.  His father won last summer.  He proudly walked through the forest like his feet knew all on their own where to go.  Later he explained to Addrun that a pathfinder couldn’t find the right path for the flock with his eyes alone; he must use all his senses and his intuition as well.  He wondered how well his father would fair if he found himself in this situation- probably much better at any rate. 


That peculiar smell kept teasing Addrun’s nose, but he could not place it.  They were taking him into a forest now- perhaps the one to the East of camp that he had wanted to explore since the flock came into the area.  He heard the unmistakable sound of leaf litter and the occasional twig crack.  After an hour, the group stopped and gently set down Addrun.


“Are you going to free me now?”

A slurred voice replied, “In a moment.  There is one last thing to do, kid.”  The cryptic announcement was followed by giggling and whispers.  Then they held up his head while one started pulling his long hair.  They were cutting his hair!  He had known that this was coming but had been hoping against hope that they might forget.  His beautiful indigo hair!  

Silently, he bore the humiliation honorably.  

And so Addrun found himself on the road to Bazhotown- alone and embarrassingly bald.  Three days gone and he missed his family terribly, but not enough to bring down his optimistic spirit.  He could not have faced the pretty does in his present state anyway.  By the time he returned, his beautiful hair will have grown back and his horns will have spiraled more.  

Addrun ran through his list of equipment in his mind hoping that he had brought everything that he would need away from the safety of the flock.  He had his spear and his recurve and a brace each of sheaf and flight arrows.  He hoped that Noco understood why he needed the sheaf arrows and the extra quiver.  Addrun would return the quiver when he returned and hopefully, after some more practice, give Noco a brace of sheafs that Addrun made himself and worthy of the master arrowsmith.  He wished that he had found more broadheads than eight in Noco’s tent, but at least he had his own set of fletching tools.  They were in his new saddlebags that he had borrowed from his friend Gekk.  Addrun didn’t really like the strap around his belly to hold them on, but he figured that he would have to get used to it.  He didn’t want to have everything in an awkward backpack, but he could not help but wonder if horses hated that saddle tied around them.  On his right were his fletching tools, flint and steel, hoof-knife, small hatchet and his quilted leather vest that his father gave him three days ago.  He thought about wearing it to break it in, but thought that it might look out of place when he reached Bazhotown.  Besides, it was too nice of a day to sweat under the heavy thing.  His cotton shirt was much more comfortable.  In his left saddlebag was a wool blanket, his rena drum, waterskin, and of course, a large bag of emergency grain.  

That reminded him of how hungry all this walking had made him.  He couldn’t imagine leaving the abundance of the prairie, but he knew that his journey might lead to that.  Sticking his spear, butt-first, into the earth, Addrun unhooked his sickle from his belt and unconsciously began mowing down bunches of grass and chomping down on them.  That reminded him of his belt pouches.  He had one for his extra bowstring, wax and whetstone.  One pouch held his small knife, one empty one would be used for feathers- if he could find decent ones without killing any birds and the largest right in front was for food, which he began stuffing full of grass.  He could almost get enough in there for another whole meal, or at least a midnight snack.

While munching away, he thought back three days ago to his Mi-goka.  He pleaded with Chief to allow him the honor of retrieving the Flock’s sacred War Horn of Tirag.  

“No Addrun, the Payira are looking for it.  They have the skills and resources to best deal with the other races in their big cities.  You know nothing of the kind, young buck.”

“But Chief, if they do find it, it will cost us every valuable thing in the entire flock.  Let me find it and bring it back…”

“No, we need you here in these troubled times.  You will be a valuable warrior in the next battle.  Your Mi-goka will be to continue your pathfinder apprenticeship with your father.  You must now begin to act more like a mature buck with adult responsibilities, Addrun.”

A pang of guilt stuck in his throat as he thought about how he had disobeyed his Chief by leaving on this quest.  He would make the Chief and the entire Dalabnankor flock proud when he returned a hero with the Horn.
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