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Seastorm was a peaceful village of dwarves. Set back between the Mountains Of Mist and the Plain Of Winds, it had perfect conditions for a mild and quiet life. There was always a nice wind blowing, a warming sun rising, and a good generous weather taking effect. The dwarfs couldn’t ask for anything else. Because of the good nature of their valley, they had for themselves large wide fields in which they could happily plant their crops and harvest them. Since the village was a self-supplying one, they had barely any contact with the outside. The only exceptions of this were their casual trades with the merchants of the east, and the elves of Mist Mountains.

Goldtire was a mature dwarf of high posture, and thin body. Among the dwarfs of Seastorm he was extremely respected and honored, for he was the village hero. Though thin, he was very strong and powerful. Whenever a bear or a giant eagle decided to protrude the village’s peacefulness, he would be there to stop it. When some raiders attacked from the mountains, he would lead his group of fighters and counter the attack. With his famous battleaxe, he could single handedly take out a group of three raiders at once. Stories of his great fights were known and told all around the village. He mastered both face-to-face combat and archery, but knew very little magic. What little he knew, sufficed him, as he had barely used it as it is. Little he thought that he would have to rely on them one day.

It was a sunny afternoon in Seastorm, when Groom, the dwarf merchant, returned from the mountains with grave news. He had been visiting the elven village of carnivus, when it was suddenly attacked by a large pack of orcs. These creatures are evil, foul smelling and merciless. They are infamous for many savage deeds they have commit in the past. Though strong, they have one obvious weakness, which was their stupidity. Groom was sure the elves would soon overpower the orcs with their archers, but reinforcements kept swarming in to surround the village. Eventually the orcs penetrated the surrounding fence and started massacring in the village. Groom was able to get away, and so did a few other elves, but a lot were killed in battle. He does not know what has been the fate of the village, but it could not be more then grim.

Goldtire listened intently to the entire story, and started to think of the consequences. It is by now probably far too late to send help for carnivus, nor was he even sure that such help would be able to beat the orcs as it is. Carnivus, he thought, is the closest elf village to Seastorm. It would only make sense that the orcs are moving downhill rather then uphill. It is possible they would be content with their treasures from Carnivus, and retreat back. But he knew orcs better then that. They are never content. The village will have to prepare for an attack.

The entire day following, Goldtire had been running all over the village, coordinating the preparations. He had set his mind on two courses of actions. One, he would arrange the efforts to fortify the village heavily. Archers would be set in their posts and the dwarfs will be armed with whatever they have. Second, he and his group of elite fighters will sneak up the mountain at night, in order to spy on the orcs. They will gain vital information for the battle, such as the number of orcs and their distance from the village.

It was at sunset, when the village’s oldest dwarf, Binder, had summoned for Goldtire to come to his cottage. It was not too often that Goldtire had spoken to Binder personally.

Binder was very straightforward in his approach. He did not waste time with words.

“ You know why I called for you, Goldtire?”

“ No, elder”, that was his title. “Perhaps to give me an advice?”

“Yes, son. You have a dangerous mission ahead, you know.”

“As I had plenty in the past.”

“This one is different. Most difficult of them all. You will have to resort to all your wits and cunning to avoid the inevitable.”

“What do you mean?”

“You will realize it when the time comes. In the meantime, I wish to teach you a spell. A spell that will be crucial for your success. It is called AWARENESS.”

“What does it do?”

“It will cause your mind to awake, and your senses to sharpen. You will realize things that are beyond. Things only a few others realize. What those things will be will depend on the situation. The truths that will be revealed are the only thing that can help you. Use what you will see wisely. That is all I know, as I have never cast it myself.”

And so Goldtire consented, and the next hour was spent on slow memorization of the spell. This spell was unique and powerful, Goldtire knew, and so he feared it greatly.

It was at dawn when he left the village with his pack of dwarfs.
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The rocky terrain proved to be an easy task for the skilled dwarfs. They moved up the mountain quickly, always alert for sounds and sights that might warn danger. Goldtire was progressing in the front, as always.

It was only after some time, that the lights of the orc camp became visible.

Goldtire saw them last. His sight was deteriorating with age, he knew.

The group of dwarfs started a slow crawl on the ground until they got as close as they could to the smelly tents of the camp. They were skilled at this – they knew how to hide themselves with the darkness and vegetation.

Goldtire evaluated the situation quickly and responded with orders.

“You will stay here on guard. I will sneak into the camp, and snoop around to get a general view. I will return quickly and then we will split off into pairs. Stay well on guard !”

He trusted his group to do well, since he had trained them himself.

He jumped off, and disappeared into the dark mist. He slowly approached a tent that was close. One side of it was well lit by a torch. The other completely exposed at darkness. There seemed to be not a soul around, but he could hear the orcs, not far away, in one of the other tents. However, this tent was empty. He just knew that. He crept inside and looked around. There was a dirty wooden table inside, and a torn mattress lying on the ground. On the table was one thing of interest. A map. He spread it open and looked around. It took a few seconds to tell where he was, and locate the village of Seastorm. It was marked in a red circle, with a red path leading through the mountains to it. Goldtire was glad. The exact trail the orcs will walk in, is valuable information.

His thoughts were cut off when he heard sudden footsteps outside the tent. He quickly folded the map and placed it on the table. Then he slid through below the tent on the opposite side of the entrance. He froze once he was out. This was close. Too close.


As he moved back from the camp he easily spotted his group of dwarfs lying on the ground. Though extremely still (he was proud), they didn’t look at all ahead for danger. He would speak to them about this mistake. He joined them and crept quietly back on the ground. It was then that he noticed his men were too still. He felt the back of Greentail, the one closest to him, and when he withdrew his hand it was full of blood. His heart pounded. A trap!


Goldtire had to think quickly. He leaped on his feat and drew his axe. Just as he had expected, a group of orcs, ambushing in the trees, leaped off after him. They were something like five, armed with swords, and he was one. He knew he was outnumbered. Still, orcs are heavy and slow, he could outmaneuver them. He put back his axe, and started a wild run down the mountainside. He might be fast, but running down the mountain like this, with the high cliffs ahead, was very dangerous. A single wrong move or judgment and he will be done for it. Having to calculate heavily his every move, forced Goldtire to slow down. He kept looking back with fear, although he knew this was only slowing him down even further. Numerous times he was a step away from death. Stones he had kicked off while running plunged into the bottom with a fall he himself would have surely not survived. It was when he was getting tired and desperate, and the orcs were closing in, that he found an opening in the rock – a long cave. He didn’t know what was inside, but he preferred risking it there then out here. He went in, and immediately a good idea popped up. Since the entrance was narrow he could crumble the ceiling into rocks with his axe and seal the entrance. And so he did.


The orcs didn’t take long before they started pounding his seal and slowly breaking it down. It could last maybe a minute or two he knew. Further more, he could hear disturbing noises down the cave: growls, snarls and of the sort. He wasn’t sure which fate will be more unpleasant – with the cruel orcs or with the monstrous creatures deeper in the cave.


It was after a minute of thought that he had reminded himself of old Binder’s words.

“A spell that will be crucial for your success.” 

He pictured him saying the words.

This must be the time to cast the spell, he thought, for a couple more minutes and I am dead. He closed his eyes and concentrated. He concentrated hard. He withdrew all that he had memorized mumbling the words one after the other. Putting everything he has into it. Praying it would work…


And it did.

The revelation took place.

He was aware… at last.

He instantly realized what he must do.

He needed help!

And only one person could help him now.

“YOU!!” he shouted.

Silence.

“Yes, Yes. I am talking to you.”

If the orcs saw him now they would surely think he was crazy. But you know whom he’s talking to.

“For the last time, I am talking to you.

Yes, you! The reader of this story…”

You can’t believe what you are reading.

How can he be referring to you? Surely he can’t be aware of THAT …

“Look, just listen to me. I know this comes as a surprise to you, but hear me out. I know everything now. The whole works. The spell made me realize it. The way I figure it, my only chance to get out of this alive is you. Are you willing to cooperate?”

Good catch in the story, you think.

“This isn’t some catch! Don’t you see? This is life and death here.

Look, I’ve got it all planned out. Your job is very simple.

All you have to do is quit reading. Now !!”

…

“Look, if you don’t stop reading those orcs will barge in sooner or later, and I’ll be dead meat. Even if I run down the cave I’m bound to be someone’s supper…

Then again if you stop reading none of that happens and the village of Seastorm will stay safe forever. I can see you are not evil, so the choice is simple. Just stop reading.”

“Can’t you hear me? stop reading !

I don’t want you to see you reading my next line!

I warn you! I’m gonna hurt myself!”

Goldtire took out his axe and stabbed himself in the knee. Blood drew all over.

“See what you are doing? Now quit it…”

“Come on, don’t you realize what is at stake here?”

“Please I beg you for the last time, stop reading and give the story a happy ending…”

“DO NOT FLIP THE PAGE !!!!”

Goldtire screamed with the top of his throat.

The orcs barged in, and hammered down Goldtire ruthlessly. He was dead quickly enough.

The next day, the orcs took over Seastorm and burnt the village down. Without their hero the dwarfs had no chance…

