
Keriandor reached the doors of the Painted Mask Inn just as the night curfew bell 
began to toll. The Bactrian armies were still at least a month’s march away, but 
Arnwold, along with all the fortified hill cities along the Ambrian range, was deep in 
preparation for the assault. Curfews, questions at the gate, the boiling of pitch and the 
construction of ramparts had stamped their presence on daily life. Time was now 
regulated by the keep bells with the intervals between them measured out by the 
continuous dull ring of hammers on anvils.  
 
Kerinador noted the banner of the Woodsommer Archers under the inn-sign: a black 
arrow fletched with gold on a deep green field. As reinforcements from the southern 
heartlands had swelled the populace of the city, each arriving regiment adopted  
taverns for their exclusive use and marked their territory accordingly. At first there 
were skirmishes for the better drinking holes, but when these began to get bloody, 
enforced billeting was assigned by the High Marshall. Nonetheless those found in the 
wrong quarter after nightfall were still considered fair game. Latecomers to Arnworld, 
The Woodsommer Archers had been quartered in the Cooper’s square, near the 
western midden. The decision was not popular with the troops on account of the reek, 
but they did not expect to have to endure it for long before they were sent north with 
the other skirmishers to slow the enemy’s advance. 
 
Satisfied that this was the place he sought, Keriandor threw the hood of his forest 
green cloak over his head and entered, hoping that he would pass muster as an archer 
under the glance of a casual eye. He need not have worried. The attention of the men 
within was fixed upon the centre of the room. In the smoky confines of the large 
tavern lit only by a fire and tallows on the barrels that served as tables, furniture had 
been hastily arranged into walls of a make-shift arena in which two men, armed with 
hand-axes now circled each other. Keriandor knew that the axes the Woodsommer 
archers bore were razor sharp, but saw  that these were still sheathed in their leather 
covers. Not a fight to the death then.  He threaded his way through the crowd’s 
shouted encouragements at the combatants, past a frowning barkeep and his daughter, 
her cheeks red and eyes wide with excitement, to a man sitting alone in a dark corner. 
 
“You owe me a drink, Methil” Keriandor said as he pulled up a stool and shed the 
cloak. A few men glanced in his direction, the patchwork of ring, plate and leather 
marking him out as a stranger among them, but  now that he sat with Methil, he was  
vouchsafed by one of the Woodsommer’s own, so they raised no argument at his 
presence. 
 
“Several,” Methil replied, a smile briefly waking on his saturnine face. He rose and 
signalled to the barkeep for two short-beers. Although the Woodsommer men were 
naturally tall, Methil was a giant, even amongst them. In the manner of his folk he 
was broad shouldered, and slim at the waist, his tunic was fashioned of coarse mottled 
wool of brown and green and on his forearms were leather bracers, tooled with 
intertwining designs.  
 
“That’s very kind of you, sergeant,” Keriandor nodded at the insignia woven into 
Methil’s tunic. “When in God’s name did that happen?”  
 
Methil chuckled wryly. “Promotions for the worthy, old friend. After the Eastern 
campaigns were settled, when you left at Northpoint to chase your dreams of easy 



gold, I was commended to rank for good service at arms and promoted to first feather. 
Four years later, at the battle of Gildor, I found myself in a tight spot at Harewood 
hill. We had been sent ahead to secure high ground for the main force. We were 
ambushed by the Drogan legion’s out-runners. Three killed before we could nock our 
arrows and then close axe-work in the woods. We fell back and I held them at bay 
with Sinew,” he motioned to a great bow by his side, leaning against the wall. “We 
lost the battle, but my actions did not go unremarked. So now I am a sergeant. At four 
and twenty summers, the youngest to ever reach those heights.”  
 
He paused at a roar from the men as one of the combatants was thrown to the floor by 
his adversary. The barkeep’s daughter appeared with two foaming flagons. Methil’s 
glance skittered over her breasts as she leant to set down the tankards. He took a long 
draw as he watched her depart.  
 
“And after that? Well, for the last three years we’ve been fighting. More death, more 
lost ground, and now penned up in this shit-hole of a city. We’ve lost the north” He 
set the wooden tankard down carefully, drawing his finger in circles around its rim. 
“They will send us out again.” He shook his head, as if to rid dark thoughts from his 
head and remind himself he had forgotten his manners, “And what of you? What 
news from the south?” 
 
Keriandor hesitated, this was not going to be the evening of long ales and tall tales he 
had anticipated. He kept his tone light. “Aye, I did come by the easy gold – 
bodyguard duty for a well to do family in the silk trade down at Goshawk Harbour.” 
He laughed, “Not that the job paid well, but I discovered that my employer made his 
real wealth smuggling Nicotia root from Kesh for consumption at the houses of 
dreams. I received a handsome offer from one of his competitors to reveal the details 
of the next shipment.”  
 
“So once more Keriandor came before the loyalty to his masters,” Methil finished. 
 
Keriandor spread his palms upward, “But of course, my old friend! Two hundred 
crowns are not to be cast aside lightly. I used the money to buy boat, and entered into 
the smuggling trade myself. I found I had quite a talent for it.” 
 
“So how did you end up in the uniform of the Chogue battalion?” Methil asked.  
 
“Ah, yes. This.” Methil motioned to his dull and dented armour, scavenged off 
corpses from the battlefield. “I too was caught. It seems that a Houri I took up with 
decided that my hide had a price. I was sold out. Lost everything and thrown into the 
local house of correction.” 
 
 


