
 

Chapter 3: Plains of Gechel 

 

 

 

Morning dawned grey and misty.  One of the two forms raised his head as the rain continued to fall.  The 

cold drops cleared his mind and brought with them the previous night’s memories. 

Adom and Jorham had fled in the thick fog and made for the Plains of Gechel.  Whether it was the double 

diversion, or the arrival of the evil rider which had thrown off pursuit, it didn’t matter.  They had escaped and, so 

far, there was no sign of a pursuit. 

Jorham stirred and roused himself.  “Are we still alive?” 

Adom surveyed their surroundings.  They were in a small glen, encircled by short, rolling hills.  He could 

not see what was on the other side of the hills. “For now,” he answered. 

Jorham sat up and squinted through the falling rain.  The furs they wore were heavy and dripping and if 

they continued to sit where they were, the water would soon soak through their pants as well.  They rose and walked 

to the nearest rise.  Grass covered hills rolled for as far as their eyes could see.  Adom took vague notice that the 

grass should have been long for this time of the year, but it was not.  Adom searched the horizon, but could not 

identify the border where the plains ended. 

“We must have come farther than we thought.” 

Jorham agreed.  “There’s no trees,” Jorham mused as he gazed around.  “None.  No bushes, no shrubs, 

nothing!”  Adom nodded, he had hoped for more cover.  If Endorak came looking for them on his flying serpent, 

Tannin, they would have nowhere to hide. 

His stomach growled and he remembered the packs that he had prepared for their departure.  He assumed 

they were still sitting in their hiding spot under the soldiers’ barracks.  Events had unfurled so quickly that there had 

been no time to fetch them.  The travelers had left without food or any other provisions.  In truth, they had left with 

very little -- they had no extra clothing and except for Jorham’s sword, no weapons.  What they had, they were 

wearing and that was quickly getting wet. 

Adom scanned the plains.  He knew little about them; they were relatively unexplored and home to a race 

that no one knew much about.  Endorak had surveyed them a bit with Tannin, and had shared some of the 

information with his officers, but only enough to assure them that there was little possibility of an attack from that 

direction. 

As an officer, Adom was privy to this information: limitless rolling hills covered with thick grass, the 

occasional river or creak, and no cities or villages.  Even Endorak, atop Tannin, had not journeyed to the ends of the 

plains.  Adom picked up a rock and threw it.  It landed with a hollow thud.  Strangely, after a long moment of 

stillness, the rock slid to the bottom before turning and following the base of the hill.  It came to rest alongside 

another stone.  Adom turned to Jorham and shrugged. 

“Must have been washed down from the rain.” 

The creatures that lived here were said to be nomads, roaming their lands in search of food.  What they ate 

was a mystery.  Rumors around Gossamer Fortress said that their hide was as strong as armor and that no normal 

sword could cut through it.  Nobody knew if they could be communicated with and Adom did not plan to find out. 

His stomach fussed again and he turned to Jorham.  “We’d better get moving.  I think we should head east 

until we find The Great Forest and then skirt it south until we are past Gossamer Mountain.” 

With a shrug, Jorham started walking.  Though it was raining, the air was warmer than usual for this time 

of the harvest.  The two walked in silence; at first they were loath to discuss the previous day, but soon the 

conversation rolled. 

“It’s hard to believe we’re here.” 

“It’s hard to believe we waited so long to do so.” 

“I know,” answered Jorham. “But everything happened so fast.  One day we’re rising through the ranks, 

and the next we’re fugitives fleeing for our lives in the middle of the night.  Any thought on our next meal?” 

Adom paused and looked around.  “Not unless you’re interested in eating rocks.”  Adom gestured to the 

many stones that lay among the grass.  The heavy rain made some of the rocks look as if they were moving. 

Jorham smiled.  “I don’t suppose there is much to hunt in this land.” 

“I don’t suppose you have a bow or spear anyways.” 

Jorham chuckled as he muttered under his breath.  “No, brother, I don’t suppose that I do.  Tell me again 

how we will live?” 

Adom smiled at his friend and put his arm around his shoulders as they walked.  “First we will disappear 



for a while.  I have been thinking about returning home to see our family.  What do you think, Jorham?” 

“Even I know that the emperor will hunt there first.” 

Adom nodded.  “Perhaps, but for how long?  How important are we really to Endorak.  Two men among 

thousands.  He will have his hands full with the events of the last few days and I think we will not be the only 

deserters our good emperor will have on his hands.  No, Jorham, he will give up on us soon enough.  Then we will 

be free to return home and see our family.” 

“I would like that.  How long do you think, Adom?” 

Adom shrugged.  “We’ll have to wait and see how things unfold.  I suppose that we’ll know when it’s 

safe.” 

“And until then?” 

Adom slapped his friend on the back.  “Until then?  Until then there is always a tournament or a contest 

waiting to be won.  We will move through the lesser towns under assumed names and earn our meals with our 

swords.  There are few limitations for two men such as us.”  The two laughed. 

“I guess you mean my sword, don’t you, brother.” 

Adom’s hand went to his empty sheath.  He smiled sheepishly as Jorham continued to laugh and walk on.  

Adom’s stomach shuddered at how close he had come to dying. 

As they traveled, they talked about childhood memories and dreamt of the fortunes that they would make.  

The sun was beginning its downward journey when they heard the sound of metallic ringing.  Yells soon 

accompanied the clashes.  Adom and Jorham ran to the top of the next hill and searched for the sounds’ origin. 

“I think it’s this way,” yelled Jorham.  He ran to the next rise but still could not find the commotion. 

The yells turned to screams and Adom saw flashes coming from behind the slope on his left.  Calling to 

Jorham, he ran up the incline, and was met with a horrible scene.  He had suspected it was a battle, but the fighters 

were nothing that he had imagined.  Imperial soldiers were fighting a skirmish; some already lay dead on the grass 

while the others fought a losing battle.  But it was not the men that held Adom’s attention, it was their foe. 

The men fought an opponent that more resembled beasts than men.  Though they stood shorter than a man, 

the creatures had a longer reach.  They had hair on their heads as well as beards.  Their teeth looked as if they were 

too large for their mouths and thus, most fought with their maws partially ajar.  They stood, slightly hunched over 

and moved rather slowly, though this did not hinder them.  Their arms and legs bulged with powerful muscles and 

when they did connect with one of their quarry, he seldom rose again.  They wore leather helmets and shoulder pads, 

though the reason was unclear.  Their hideous, dark skin seemed virtually impenetrable to the soldiers’ weapons.  

Adom stared at the beasts and knew he was seeing for the first time the natives of this land.  They fit the description 

that Endorak had given his officers.  The Rorgs wore tattered clothes and had dark brown skin.  They carried no 

shields.  Some wielded curved blades made of a shiny black material and others had clubs with pieces of sharp black 

glass sticking out around the end of the shank. 

Jorham was beside Adom now, absorbing the scene.  He watched the men hack at the rough skin of the 

Rorgs.  The swords did penetrate, but only after many repeated blows.  Adom watched in horror as two men fought 

one Rorg.  One managed to cut off an arm, while the other penetrated his sword into the heart region of the beast.  

The Rorg was dead for sure, yet it continued fighting and killed the two soldiers before finally falling to the ground.  

Jorham moved to join the battle but Adom held him back.  He had recognized the men, they served Endorak.  They 

were probably a search party, sent out to find Adom and Jorham. The Emperor probably assumed that they would 

not enter the Plains of Gechel, so he, himself, was searching elsewhere, but to make sure he must have sent out this 

party. 

The men were starting to hold their own.  Some of the Rorgs were faltering, but not dying.  Then another 

being drew the two onlookers’ attention.  Adom forced his heart back down his throat.  It was the dark rider that had 

attacked Gossamer Fortress.  It still sat upon its kelpie-mount, but now held a leash.  At the end of the tether was a 

panther, black as night – beautiful and fearsome. 

What was it doing here?  Why would it join a search party for the two deserters?  Adom’s stomach shook 

and he almost swooned as his body flashed with heat.  What did this evil rider care about two insignificant soldiers?  

And then Adom remembered the accursed sheriff’s warning.  “They are coming for you!” 

As some of the Rorgs started to fall, the rider joined the battle.  Fire flew from its hands, searing and falling 

men from Endorak’s search party.  The scene was reminiscent of the night when Cale’s Nightguard was slain.  That 

was when Adom understood.  The black rider was not part of the search party. 

For Jorham it was too much.  He pulled loose his sword and with a deafening battle-cry, lunged down the 

hill.  The rider turned and its eyes began to glow.  For Adom the scene unfolded in slow motion.  The next instant 

Jorham lay still at the bottom of the hill. 

“NO!”  It was Adom’s voice, but he had no control over it.  His whole body trembled and his eyes glazed 



over.  All he could see was his best friend lying in the grass.  Adom leapt forward and rolled to his feet.  The patch 

of grass where he had been standing was smoldering; the pelting rain hissed as it hit the charred earth.  He turned his 

gaze toward the evil rider.  It had fired upon him and was going to do so again.  Adom remembered the death of 

Cale’s Nightguard. 

A red streak shook Adom from his thoughts.  Once again, he was no longer standing in the spot where the 

bolt landed.  He turned to the rider, realizing that the fighting around him had stopped and all attention was focused 

on him and his opponent.  The dark rider fumed.  It dropped its leash.  Flames spurted from its eyes as well as both 

its hands.  Adom dodged the first blast and rolled under the others without thinking.  Only his reflexes reacted. 

Adom found himself on top of the hill again.  His mind reeled as he tried to realize what was happening.  

Why was he able to avoid the rider’s wrath?  He began to feel dizzy.  The accursed heat was making him swoon.  He 

had to cool down before he fainted. 

The creature ceased firing at Adom.  Realizing that it could not kill its foe with its flaming bolts, it turned 

its attention to the end of the leash. “Slay!”  It was only a whisper, but all present heard it.  The panther lurched 

forward, a black blur.  It was so fast that it was difficult to follow, but Adom saw the cat’s eyes.  Against its black 

fur, they shone with a crimson hue, like those of its master. 

Swiftly, Adom glanced at Jorham’s fallen sword.  It lay at the foot of the hill.  There was no time to reach 

it.  With one last look at his friend, Adom turned and retreated down the back of the hill.  His senses had returned, 

the foremost being fear.  He reached the bottom and tripped.  Turning, he saw two glowing eyes staring back at him 

from the top of the hill.  The panther did not attack.  It stood and stared at him.  Adom felt something tug at his 

mind, but was too preoccupied to deal with it. 

The panther was different than the evil steed.  Though the cat’s eyes glowed unnaturally, the creature was 

not altered in any way.  Its coat shone with brilliance and its muscles rippled, perfectly matched with its body.  The 

cat was stunning. 

Then it jumped.  In three leaps it had reached the bottom and was charging Adom.  Once again, reflexes 

took over.  Adom returned the charge.  Eager for the taste of blood, the panther leapt.  Adom dove, skimming the 

grass, under the cat.  The beast sailed high over him.  Adom rolled and rose to his feet, but there was nothing under 

him.  He felt himself falling.  The next thing he knew, he was lying flat on his back staring through a hole at the sky 

above him, rain droplets wetting his face.  The wind was knocked from him and he gasped for air.  It did not come.  

He felt cold stone floor against his back as he watched the black face of the panther sniffing at the open hole.  Adom 

stared at the crimson eyes, knowing that they were searching for him.  He waited for the beast to leap, but it did not.   

To the winded man’s surprise, the cat stepped onto the hole and stood there, its front paws suspended in the empty 

air directly above him.  The panther stood for a moment without falling, then it passed over him and Adom 

succumbed to the loss of air, falling unconscious. 

 


