
“Who is this child?” Asked the imposing man as he scoweled down 
at Twigg. 

Twigg shrunk behind Julius, clinging to his arm.  

“She's my assistant.” Replied Julius. The man scowled. 

“You aren't getting more money.” He said, bluntly. “We asked for a 
single trapbreaker.  We won't pay for two.”  

“That's fine.” replied Julius blandly. “But we're a set, so she comes 
or neither of us do.”  The man scowled for a long time, offering no 
answer.  

“Oh for sky's sake, Gorham, it's fine!” Blurted Gorham's cloaked 
companion.  “ Let him bring the girl so we can get going!”  Her 
voice seemed to startle the imposing man, s
who quickly turned to face his associate.  

“We have to work out the pecking order...” He moped. 

“The pecking order is I'm in chargte and everyone else does as I say, 
and I say its fine.”  The hooded woman barked.  Gorham seemed on 
the verge of tears, but sat down next to  the wirey man who had 
remained silent so far.  

“Chay.” Said the woman pointing to herself. “Gorham, Bund. We 
lost our last breaker, and two good men last time we tried looting the
place we're going.  If you're willing to put this girl in danger on your 
head be it.”

Julius nodded.  



“Fine then,” said Chay. “into the cart.  We'll be there by nightfall and
get started at dawn.”  

Twigg squeezed Julius's arm as the others walked away.  

“Don't worry,” He said reassuringly. “We can take care of 
ourselves.”  

The cart jostled down the road for a very long time before before 
Bund chose to speak.  He alone rode in the back of the cart with 
Twigg and Julius.  

“The girl,” He asked. “how old?”  Julius hesitated, but coudn't see 
the harm in being truthful.  

“Seventeen or so.” He replied.  

“Both of you have the gift...” Bund mused.  

“Magic?” said Julius. “Yes, a little.”

“The girl... Much stronger than you.” Bund continued.  

“She had more teaching than I did.” replied Julius.  

Bund was silent for a long moment.  “Wasn't a question.” 

Julius and Twigg look at one another.  Not sure what to make of this.

“As strong as Chay... Stronger maybe.  In one so young it's a danger. 
Needs to learn from a master.”  



“It's not really an option for us.”  Replied Julius. “We have to eat 
too.”  

There was a long silence.  Bund turned away to stare out the window
flap.  “Pity...”
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“These aren't the polite city elves you're used to, city dweller.” 
Growled Chay.  “They're wilod, like they used to be.  A part of the 
wood and capable of savagery like all creatures of the wood.”

“Even deer?” Asked Julius.

“What?” Asked Chay.

“Are deer capable of savagery?”  Aske Julius sarcastically. “They're 
creatures of the wood.”  

Chay was awestruck by the rogue's impertinance. Gorham chimed in
happily, as the conversation had turned to something he actually 
knew about for a change.  



“A buck will gore you to death in a mate rage, and a doe will protect 
a foal with a fury just as dangerous.”  He grinned over his ale.  
“Never take a wild animal for tame, or safe.  They ain't.  They'll do 
you over as quick as you like if you let your guard down.”  

“Interesting.” Replied Julius, turning toward Twigg.  “We've learned 
something valuable today.  Mark it, my friend.”

“Yes, master!” Chirped Twigg across her bowl of soup.  

Distracted by the conversation none of them noticed the burly elf 
cross the room.  He was suddenly there at the table glowering at 
them all.  Julius and Twigg barely reacted, while the others stiffened 
and put hand to weapon handles discreetly.  After a long moment he 
spoke to Julius.

“You, where did you steal that bow, human?”  His sword hand was 
ready to draw.  A fact Julius took notice of.  

“I earned my bow, friend.”  He replied calmly.  The elf sharpened his
gaze.  

“You've come to a dangerous place to tell your lies.”  The elf said 
sternly.  

“I retrieved it from a forsaken hole in Dorelia.”  Said Julius, 
reaching slowly behind himself.  “A place where few would dare set 
foot in.  It's previous owner hadn't need of it for well over a hundred 
years, I expect.”  

Julius carefully handed the bow across the table.  The elf looked 



over the others before taking his hand off his sword.  Julius noticed a
few other elves taking an interest in the bow.  

“No weapon of elven make would accept a human as a master.”  The
elf said, drawing one of his own arrows and aiming at a beam well 
across the hall.  “It's wasted on your kind.”  

He let the arrow slip.  It spun wildly around, veering off course 
enough to scatter a table.  Although the arrow arced away from 
anything living before lodging itself in a windowsill.  

“Impossible...”  Gaped the elf as several other came to inspect the 
bow. “I haven't missed a shot that easy since I was a boy.”  

“Perhaps you don't know elven weapons as well as you think.”  Said 
Julius, leaning back in his chair.  

The elf wheeled on him in a rage and drew so quickly that none of 
his companions had time enough to do anything.  Not that Twigg 
even tried.  She casually ate her soup and watched the entire affair 
transpire without so much as flinching.  

As soon as his fingers released the arrow it splintered with a 
resounding crack.  Several pieces shot backwards, causing the elf to 
drop the bow and topple to the ground.  The assembled crowd 
gasped, including Julius's employers.  

A very old looking elf stepped forward and picked up the bow.  

“I haven't seen such a thing since before most of these children were 
born...”  He said, as he inspected the weapon.  “A bow that can't be 
turned on its master.  However did you find such a thing, boy?”



“I think it was lonely.”  Smiled Julius.  

The old elf looked shocked, then let out a long genuine laugh.  “I 
think you might be right!  May I test your weapon, child?”  

Julius nodded.  

“I think this weapon deserves a test under the light of the moon.”  

A few minutes later nearly the entire hall had emptied onto the road. 

“It may surprise you to hear this, 
“ Said the old man. “But my son is actually one of the finest archers 
in the world, in spite of what happened inside.”  

The angry elf stood, embarrassed looking, beside his father.  

“Fire an illuminated arrow, Calen.”  Ordered his father.  The young 
elf obeyed without a word.  He fired an arrow that glowed brightly 
as soon as it left his bow.  It sped away at a steep angle, high into the
sky.  A moment later the elder elf drw Julius's bow, which instantly 
lengthened into a longbow, glowing a faint green as it did so.  He let 
slip an arrow of his own which sped into the night as quietly as a 
sigh.  

A second later the brightly glowing arrow split neatly into two 
halves and fell, light diminishing, from the air.  

“Friend of elves,” Said the old man, turning to Julius. “I would know
your name.”  



“Julius Drywood, sir.” He replied, bowing.  

“Bowen Featherfinger.” The old man bowed in return. “When you're 
as old as I am it's a rare blessing to see something you haven't seen 
before.  And I've never seen a bow of the forgotten arts with a human
master.”

“What do you call you weapon?” asked someone from the crowd. 

“Sure Shot.” replied Julius sheepishly.  

The elf, and old woman, took the bow and held it a moment.  “It's 
name is here.”  She said, pointing to some script on the handle.  She 
chuckled as she handed it back.  “Do you read our language as well, 
human?”

“Barely a letter.” Admitted Julius.

“Amazing...”  The woman smiled. “The bow is called Elianth Ora 
Toge.  In your tongue it would be Sure Of Shot.”  

The crowd was suitably impressed by this seeming coincidence.  

Twigg leaned in close to Julius, puling down his ear. “Did you know 
that, master?”

“I had no idea.” He admitted. “It just came to me one day.  I wasn't 
in the habit of naming weapons before that.”  

A moment later Calen, the angry elf, stood stiffly before the pair.  
With a very pained expression he spoke.  “I have judged you 
unfairly.  Only a true hearted man could master a weapon this 



excellent.  For it to have chosen you is...  Exceptional.”

“Chosen me?” Said Julius.

“old weapons, the ones of lost crafts, have powers unlike the crude 
weapons we make now.”  Explained Calen.  “Some are said to be 
infused with spirits, and magics unknown to us now.  Craftsmen and 
smiths who fell in the days of tears took their secrets with them.”  

“I knew it was old and rare, but its true value was unknown to me.” 
Said Julius, regarding his bow anew.  

“None can weild that bow who you count as a foe.”  Said Calen.  
“Why it chose you none can tell, but legends say that only the true of
vision and wise of heart carry weapons such as yours.  They are 
qualities we rarely see in your kind.”

“Of that I'm sure, I'll do my best to live up to the legacy of this bow.' 
Said Julius. “But, just out of curiosity, why don't you take it from 
me?  Surely someone among you is worthy of it.”

“That weapon will serve you till your death, Anyone who would 
claim it by force would find it no more use than any stick from the 
ground.” Said Calen.  “no one worthy would take it from your hands 
until your body had returned to the earth.  Or so it is said.  In truth 
most of old weapon lore is just that.  Stories passed down and 
mutated by time.”

“Good to know.”  Said Julius.  “I hope we remain a team for a good 
long while.  It'd be a shame if Sureshot spent another hundred years 
or more laying in the dust again.”



The rest of the evening was spent in closer company with the elves.  
Stories of the local lore, warnings, and advice for surviving 
encounters with straggling creatures of all types.  

“The forest is wild and alive.”  Bowen cautioned.  “It took back acre 
upon acre of land men once claimed in so few years it speaks to the 
presence of forces more powerful than mortals understand.  Even we
children of the land go with care through the deep places.”  

“Would any of your number be interested in coming along as a 
guide?”  Asked Julius. “I value my life above potential treasures.”  

The others were within earshot of his question and visibly stiffened 
at the mention of further dividing any spoils.  It didn't go unnoticed 
by the old one.  Perhaps to spite them he suggested that there were 
adventurous elves in their company who might jump at the chance to
improve their circumstances.  

A little later Chay cornered Julius.

“Who told you it was okay to recruit these elves?”  She asked 
quietly.

“I took the initiative myself.”  He replied. “You three have already 
proven that travel in the forest is not your strong suit.  Your 
woodsman has scarcely traveled 4 miles from his lands.”  

Julius motioned casually towards Gorham.  The burly oaf was 
loosing badly, but graciously at darts.  

“And your... I don't even know what his function is.  Creepy guy?  
Doesn't seem to have much skill beyond backstabbing and purse 



cutting.  We started this little venture with you questioning my 
pedigree, but I seem to be the only one with any actual experience in
the world outside the walls!”  

“I-” Chay replied, taken aback. “We've worked together on several 
jobs!”

“Robbing houses?  Looting graves?” Julius shot back. “What exactly
do you have experience doing?”  

“Never you mind!”  She replied. “But if you're going to lash out over
the matter then have your mud covered guide!  Their pay comes 
from your cut!”

“Maybe I should forgo the guide and wait for you to get yourselves 
killed!  Then there will be plenty for me to spread around however I 
choose!  I'm starting to think you needed my services a great deal 
more than you let on!”

Chay was speechless.  For a few moments her harsh face melted into
one of genuine worry and hesitation.  Eventually she regained her 
composure.  

“You're deluding yourself, child.”  She replied shakily. “We can 
more than handle ourselves.  See that you don't forget that.”  

With that she excused herself and melted into the crowd.  

“Your companions are ill chosen...”  A voice commented as Julius 
watched Chay retreat.

Julius turned towards the speaker, an elven maiden with pale skin, 



but dark hair.  She was glancing at his associates with a calculating 
eye.  

“Except the little one.  A lover perhaps?”  She asked.  

“More like a sister.”  He replied. “It's a long story.”  

“Not as long as you think it is I suspect.” She smiled. “I am 
Coraphelia Skydark.  You may call me Cora.”  

“Thank goodness.”  Joked Julius, taking her hand. “How much of 
that did you hear?”  

“I think you'll find that almost everyone within three meters heard 
the entirety of your conversation.”  She winced.  “You forget where 
you are, I think.”  

Julius closed his eyes and tapped two fingers between his brows. 

“Wood elves...”  He muttered.  

“Our hearing is known to be... exceptional.”  Cora smiled.  “Your 
friend didn't do herself any favors by calling us mud covered.”

“She's no friend of mine.”  He replied. “She's an employer, nothing 
more.”

“You should choose your employers with more care then, I should 
think.”  Cora offered.  

“I keep telling the guildmaster that but he keeps giving me these 
offers.” Explained julius.  “I think he's trying to get me killed...”  



“You're an odd man, even for a human.”  Cora laughed. “But I think 
I'd like to join your party if you would have me.”  

“Really?”  Julius replied incredulously. 

“Indeed!”  She replied. “The elders think you travel under a unique 
star.  I'd like to see where it takes me.”

  The woman seemed trustworthy and earnest and, as no other elves 
seemed interested in joining the group, Julius essentially hired her as
his assistant.  Chay was adamant that any pay the elf received would 
come from the cut he was already splitting with Twigg.  Julius 
reckoned that treasure had little value to a dead man anyway.
  Cora had extensive knowledge of the elf paths and a better 
understanding of what lay off of them than most.  The Skydarks 
were named thus for staying in places where leaves were so dense 
the sun never reached the ground.  

  When the sun rose the party set out, afoot, since no roads past the 
inn would accommodate the cart.  They left it in the care of Bowen, 
fully assured that no one would dare put finget to it under the watch 
of his family.  


