
The End of Days
We never knew who attacked us. A raiding party from the mountains, another lord wishing to 
increase his demesne. It matters not, my village and everyone I knew died all the same. 

I lived in the high plains, between the mountains and forests. My village was not large, but 
we lived well. Rare were the times when there was not enough to eat. I was privileged in my 
birth and my home was the great house. A younger son, my position was never one of much 
importance. I spent my days practicing with a blade or riding in the grasslands. My blade 
tutor, Marik, was a stern fellow. He was a dark skinned man with angular features and 
worshipped but one god. We grew close, he and I. Closer even than my father and brother, 
who were often too closely bound with their duty to offer time for the spare son. My mother 
and sisters were also busy among themselves. After childhood past, I was left to my own 
devices.

It was my love of riding and the lands around our village that landed me with the duty of 
touring the outlying farms. I was to give the farmers chance to raise problems and to check 
on their progress. This was a light duty and given to me, I suspect, more to keep me out of 
the way than any real need for the task to be done. It was through this task that I met her.

There have been few dalliances in my life, but only one love. The elder daughter of one of the 
farmers. The first time I visited the farm, she was feeding the hens roaming around the 
house. She wore a simple dress, but her beauty was enhanced by her attire rather than 
reduced by it. Not usually one to be reticent in deed or speech, I must admit to have been 
tongue-tied in her presence. Nevertheless, I must not have made a bad impression as we 
often talked when I visited her father. Her family were nervous at my attentions I could tell, 
and I knew a union between this woman and myself would never be sanctioned by my father. 
I also knew that I could not stop what was gradually developing. In stolen moments we 
courted and, after some months, submitted to our desires. Her father did not approve, but 
said nothing and we saw each other frequently.

The last time I saw her before everything was lost, Jenise told me that she was bearing my 
child. I would like to say that I was happy, but I knew that now I would have to tell my father 
what this woman meant to me and that I meant to legitimise the child. To say that he was not 
happy about the situation is to vastly underestimate his reaction. I became a virtual prisoner 
in the great house. With some help, I managed to escape the confines of the house and rode 
out to bring my wife and her unborn child back with me. 

When I drew near the farm, I could see that disaster had fallen. A column of smoke rose from 
the yard of the farm and I could see armed men in the yard. I rode down on them and slew 
them quickly, having surprise on my side. I dismounted and raced through the farmstead, 
looking for my love. Her father I saw quickly enough, gutted by a sword blow and lying in the 
dust. Others of the family were likewise killed. In time I found Jenise, violated and murdered. 
My rage was beyond anything I had felt before. More raiders arrived and I met them, glad to 
expend the rage in violence. Eventually I was alone in the yard, surrounded by the fallen and 
soaked in blood – mine and theirs. There I stood for some time, empty and desolate.

I am unaware how long I stood in the yard, only that I awoke to myself after some time had 
past. I washed off some of the blood in water from the well and caught my horse, who had 
strayed from the combat. I laid my love and her family in the house where they had lived and 
gathered what remaining combustibles I could find. I then finished the task the raiders had 



started and set light to the small house.

It was dusk when I finished with my labours. I mounted my horse and looked back on the 
farm where I had known such happiness and was now a place of desolation to me. I had left 
the bodies of the raiders for the elements and animals to finish off. The fires in the yard and 
the house combined to light the growing darkness. Turning away, I began to ride back to the 
village.

On my arrival, my dishevelled state limited the demands for an explanation for my 
departure. Instead, queries arose about my return and why my clothes were stained with 
blood. My wounds were treated, by my mother and sisters, while I told my tale to those 
gathered; my father and brother among them. My father wore a worried expression on his 
face as I told him of the raiders. My brother was told to gather some men and to check the 
other outlying farms in the morning. He promised to leave at dawn.

In the end, the raiders came to us. The village awoke to an cried alarm and scrambled to 
defend the crude wooden walls set around the village, more as a stockade and boundary as 
any serious line of defence. As I was wounded, albeit slightly, I was given the role of defender 
of my mother and sisters. My blade tutor, Marik, joined me in my guard duty. We gathered in 
the hall, facing the main door of the great house. The waiting was torturous, the sounds of 
the battle outside making me restless to join my father and brothers in the wider defence of 
the village. After some time, it became clear that this battle had been lost. The doors of the 
main hall were tried, and then the sound of axes came. We knew that the doors would hold 
only long enough for the enemy to gather a team of horses. 

We headed for the cellars, the last line of defence in the great house. The small staircase was 
built to allow ease of defence from below. My mother and sisters retreated to the cellar itself 
and hid. Marik and I waiting on the stairs for the enemy to arrive. It did not take long.

Marik defended first and many fell to his blade, helping to block the stairs. Eventually, he 
tired and I took his place. Not fully recovered from my efforts of the previous day, I tired 
quickly and was forced to retreat to the cellar. The stout door was closed and barred. Once 
again we listened to the sound of axes. 

As had happened the previous day, I lost track of how long it was I stood and listened to 
those axes. I focussed my will on the door and everything else was lost to me. The door was, 
for a brief time, the limit to my world. Then it was gone and men clambered through the 
remains. Again we fought, but the numbers coming behind them told me that all was lost. 
The stale reek of furs, horse and sweat filled the room as more men filled the room. Suddenly 
my fatigue gave my enemy an opening and I felt a blade slip through my defence and in to 
my stomach, just below the ribs. As I fell another blade whipped across my back, laying open 
a wound across the shoulders. I lay on the floor, unable to do anything but watch as Marik 
was mobbed and also fell. Then, darkness took me and the sounds faded.

I am named Davyn, and I died this day.  Standing in the mists of the Otherlands, the weight 
of my life bids me to talk and give account. The mists gathered me to them and I stand to 
declare my deeds in life and death. The light now beckons and pulls me on to a new life. 
Mayhap I will have chance to remedy the debt I owe to Jenise and our child. Mayhap this 
time, I will be allowed to love.


