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The witish shimmering wall, completely filled his field of vision…..
The rain, that accompanied him for the last hours bounced against that wall, and the drops swayed off their hissing. The wall itself seem to making a whistling noise, that fool his exhausted and foggy mind into voices that mock and laugh at him. 
The view horryfies him!
Never would he have thought that one stormy morning he would stand on this cliff, trembling and freezing. Clothed only in a coarse cotton garment of a farmer,
and simple leather boots, around him the coarse-, garlic-smelling guards, between them the helpless figure of the Archon, who sit trembling and sullen on his horse and call out the verdict. After all, he was the first son and heir to one of the largest trading houses in his hometown, accustomed to live in a large Villa, cared for by servants; and not someone who has been read out a verdict by the grisly voice of a court archon, who spoke of „loss of civil rights“ and „life imprisonment.“ As if through a wall of horror, he relize that his future is being described here. Theft was spoken of,, and the ugly face of his stepbrother came to mind again, the man who came into the family through his father’s second marriage and envied him from the beginning the position of heir. 
Again his words came to mind „… on the way to power, you stand in my way!“
At the time, he laughed and replied that this was the case and there was nothing to do about it. 
Now he had thaught something better.
It had just been a week ago when he returned from an extensive colliery tour with People he thought of as his friends at the time – in the early morning he was awakened by the city guards, who invaded his chamber, followed by the sleep-drunk figures of his terriefied parents. Astonished, he noted that he was suspected to stole a magically, almost valuable amulet from the treasury of one of the city councils, and his astonishment turned into horror when, behind a tapestry, that very gem was revealed.
The memories of the next few days were vague: his assertions of innocence, the evidence of the accuser, testiemonies from people he had never seen before, and then finally the trial and the verdict, proclaimed by a prinzeps whom he had previously seen laughing and snubbing on balls in the company of his stepbrother. He saw again the impotent rage in his father’s face, permeated by doubts, in front of him, and then the ugly grin of his stepbrother, who away from the Courtroom whispered „I told you before you are in my way on the road to power.“
And finally this morning, he hear steps rumbling infront of his celldoor he remeber the cheap booze-smelling breath of the prison Guards who searched him, the transport in one rumbling wooden cart here. And finally followed by the sight of the barrier, a dark shimmering hemisphere on whose surface the light wafted, and worm-like movements could be seen, which seem to change vaguely into structures. 
He think that he look in his father’s face, the vicious laughter of his stepbrother, the faces of his friends. Impenetrable, the Guards had told him, whoever is in it will never return. It is a perfect sphere of 10 miles in diameter, half in the rock their is this  anchient oremine formed by the most powerful principals of the mages and in it is the  scum, the ground of society: assasins, highwaymen, killers, insurgents, rapists; all those who should be denied acces to society.
Oh yes, he fell the astonishmend of the guards that he, a son of a distinguished merchant family, was accused of a crime such as theft. Again he see the princeps and his stepbrother put their heads together. Then finally, he understand…. Suddenly he became aware of the silence around hin. He hear the snorring of the horse, the crunching of leather, the hissing of the magic wall infront of him. He want to turn around, to pledge to be innocent again. The shock come, hard and unexpected, as he feels the sway of it, and with wildly fumbling arms he staggered towards the white of the barrier. 
The movement in it seemed to be getting faster, eager to pick him up. The second blow finally caused him to loose his footing and with arms rowing, he stumbled forward, trough the barrier that seemed to take on his stepbrother’s face at the moment of the impact. He feel…..nothing, cold….. maybe, - a pull in his head…. Maybe, a…. and he fell! With a loud scream, in wich the horror of the last few days unleashed, he plunged like a stone into the grey dark that filled his field of vision.He see lights in the distance, hear loud voices from afar through the sound of de wind. Rapidly, pictures rose in his Head on: His dying mother, the grief on his father’s face, the laughter of his confidante, friend and fencing teacher; followed by the images of an ancient temple, enlivend by the sloopy steps of the guardians, who have been guarding the millenea of sleep in this ancient temple deep underground for eons…...temple? Guard? What---? The impac on the water hit him like a club, squeeze the air out of his lungs, and to the next breath, fluidity penetrated his throat. Coughing, spitting and beating around him, he sank deeper into the brakish, murky greenish wet. Thanks to his reflexes of a good swimmer he survive. Suddenly his head broke through the surface and greedly soaked up air, enjoing the delicious tast. With a pounding heart, on the edge of panic, he looked around in the water. Some kind of fog seemed to lie on the lake into wich he fell. And a milky shimmer lay over the scenery. 
The brakish broth around him was suprisingly warm, as was the sultry air above it. To his left he see several lights flashing over the surface of the water and he notice a choir-like chant. Behind him he see the cliff from wich he fell before, smooth, almost vertically rising directly from the water.
Punctuated by several different-sized openings, staring at him like empty eyes. Opossite, a few hundred meters away, he could see the dark line of a wooded shore. Gradually he calm down, estimating the distance to the lights, confident that he would be able to reach them soon. „Stay quiet“ he think so far it’s been fine, the Guardians have told me that the ore delivries from the convict camp arrive regullary at the end of the month, that sound like order, organization, something to fit into. „After all, he had enjoyed a good education in sword fighting and unarmed combat, and had learned to deal with people of every blow; Characteristics that would certainly be of use to him here. His confidence grow.
Then he feel something grap him. It was like a stroking on his foot, delicate, light, a sling around his knee, like a water plant, but too determined along his leg, swaying around it, gripping with an ever firmer grip…. With an outcry, he threw himself around, and the clutch, which had gradually tightened, was torn off. He looked around frantically and maintained a meandearing motion behind him in the water, a small wave that move straight torward him and above there in the cliff , in a higher entrance…. The panic, wich had, been lurking like an animal on the edge of his conscious, show her claws, jump at him, and with a horrified scream he swimm away, away from this cliff, away from that cave. 
Later, he can’t remember how he covered the distance to the shore; Several times something had tried to grab him under water, but through his fearful, stumbling movements he was able to free himself. He saw nothing, heard nothing, only this cave entrance, this greenish mass, wich had perversly assumed the meter-high shape of a female face, dominated by greenish-shining eyes and a wide, wide-rising mouth with several rows of pointed teeth, in between dozens of arm-tick, green-scaly tentacles that poured into the water in its direction and brought the fluidity to the edge of the cliff. He swam and swam, swallowing water, stumbling, screaming, and a rockblock, wich suddenly appared in his path, ended his escape. Dazed by the Impact he sank below the surface, ready to finish with life. 
Then his knees touched the gritty ground under him and in an reflex he brouht his legs under his body and stood up. Swaying, dripping and bleeding, to his hips in the water on the edge of the shore, wich he had seen from afar, he dragged himself with last streght to the dry and collapsed.
Some time later he awake, and try slowly to calm down, his heatbeat normalizes and he notice the resuming sound of the environment. Unchanged from the left behind he still can hear the singing male shoir, in front of him from the forest he hear the sound of leaves and behind him he mean to hear the knocking of a forging hammer. To his right he can hear crunching steps on the gritty ground on the beach come closer.
After a short second of terror, he drove around and see three figures coming at him from the edge of the forest. He rappel up and press his back against a protruding boulder. The newcomers stopped short and gave him the opportunity to take a closer look at them. The tallest, a coarse blond giant, seem to be the leader. He is clothed in patched, torn leather armor and leather pants, on the right of his belt a leather-wrapped handle of a wooden club stick up. As he come closer, a large poorly healed scar became visible, like a Borderline it seemed to split his face in a half, from the hairline past the nose below the chin tip.
The second in the group is a squat bald man, dressed only in leather trousers, whose nose grown crooked after a blow, and that showed dozens of old scars allover the torso and his face. Somebody, the one who don’t understand his handicraft got Tattoed a snake over his face, skull and neck. He tried to look trustworthy, even allowed himself to Smile, revealing several blakish tooth stubs; an impression, however, wich was undone by the small malicios-looking throwing axe, wich he held loosely in his left hand.
The third in the group, a slender figure with a gray cotton cloak and one worn off felt cap on his head, also tried to grin reassuringly and reveal a large tooth gap between his front incisors.
Scarface was the first who speak: „Calm  down, fellow, the Mid’ssa doesn’t  come so close to the shore, you are out of danger here…..“, „Right“ interrupted the thin man, and his Tooth gap turned his voice into a lisping falsetto „You can calm down, half of the newbies are unable to pass this first test, therefore you can imagine on what….“
„Exactly“ Scarface growling again with an angry sidelong glance to the Lispler.
„So calm down now!“ With a smile, wich should appear to be frindly he come closer;
„We are, so to speak the inviting comitee“ We heard that fresh convicts are frown in here today, and you are the first to crawl ashore here. That is why we wehre sent by the orebarons. To make it clear to newbieslike you, what is important here.“
The adressed looked from one to the other, not particulary reassured, therefore he moved again closer to the rock: „ Hello, I greet you, my name is…..“
„NO ONE IS INTERESTED IN YOUR NAME HERE. You should realize that the scum of our great beloved kingdom lives here,“ the scar-faced man roared „The whole camp is full of murderers, thieves, insurgents… they all have a story; no one cares how your name is, where you come from, and what miscarriage of justice led you here.
You have to know that there are a few other rules here. And to make it clear to you, we’re here!
After a meaningful pause, he continued: „Your name, your position – forget it! We’ll give you a name now and everithing else that might give you money or respect elswhere from anyone else, you’ve got to earn yourself here first!  And depending on what you do, we will give you a new name. You look like a mother’s son, so let yourself know that no City Watch or any other supervisory authority, perceives your Rights.
It’s everone against everyone, the stronger takes what he gets, the weaker one watches how he copes with it. Like every newcomer, you will be given a period of exactly three Days, to get used to the circumstances here, then what you can defend belongs to you, and by that I mean owner, personal freedom, down to any parts of your body. Look around, realize who are friend or foe. Join a group if  they let you. It’s simple as that!“
As if stunned, the instructed looked from one to the other, he realize the smirking grin on their faces show that the tree enjoing the spectacle. Scarface come closer to him and continued: „So remember nobody will help you. Unless you prove your value and do a service for their Guild. Everything works like this and actually it doesn’t work out badly. Well Boy, that’s it.“ „Wait a minute, your name is still missing“ grumble the bald man and Lispler add „Right, you’re going to give him a new name.“ Scarface turned his attention again to him examine him from head to toe. „He, he, well, I would say, I call you…..“
„But I have a name, my name is……“
„Haven’t you got it?“ Scarface yelled, grabbed the newcomer by the collar and rudely pulled him to his feet.He sense the smell of alcohol and garlic, and then he realizes a sudden other stench mixed within it. Sharp, severe, commpletely unknown. „No one cares about your name here,“ the scarred man shouted in his face, „Your name is Stomp, Got it? Stomp!
To confirm his words, he shook it roughly back and forth, abruptly let him go, and the so threatend sank back against the rock behind him. „Yes,Ftomb, a good name for that fellow!“ Smirked the Lispler.  The Great took a step back and looked down contempttouosly. „So Stomp, good luck then! If you know what’s good for you, contact the orebarons. They are the migthiest Guild inside the Barrier and maybe, if you act skillfully, you can still become someting!“ He turned to go, followed by his two cronies. „Hey Boys, haven’t you forgotten something?“ All four winced. The voice was deep, rich, and accompanied by a strange growl. Stomp turned his head and looked in the direction from wich the question had come. Directly above him on the boulder in front of wich he sat, a figure squeled on the rock before wich he has huddled. He have no idea how he coul aproach so unnoticed, and with a bewilderedoutcry he jumped to his feet. 
From the corner of his eyes, he noticed that the trio had also taken a step back in horror. From a safe distance he examine the speaker….
He looked old at the first glance, slender he seemed as he sitting cross-legged on this stone. With a shaggy mischievous face, he looked around. A  bust felt cap on his head over a shaggy gray wreath of hair protruding from all sides. A worn gray cotton shirt slicked around arid limbs, a flimsy frayed cape arched over his shoulders. His eyes were striking, wich rated the round with a cheerful look. They were yellow! Radiant and accompnied by a cheerful, serene wink. The stranger stood up and turned to the scar-faced with this sonorous voice:  „Well Scarface, you don’t seem that serious about your task of introducing newbies!“ 
„Don’t call me that!“  He replies with a scarred face between bitten teeeth. „Yes, and what are you going to do about it? It is rather the case that you have embezzled one of the crucial points wich the newbie should know.“ He look at Stomp, who shrugged under that scrutiny. „Or would you tell him about the Sruup when you’re back in the camp?“ 
Stomp look from one to the other, and noticed that the mood was suddenly tense. He noticed that his receiving committee is carefully seperating from each other in order to archieve a better position. He notice that the bald man’s right hand slowly moving down and closed on the handle of his throwing axe. Stomp think feverishly because the situation seem to escalaate. Although he had grown up sheltered, he knew these and similar scenes from his youth and he knew that the old man against three thugs of this variety, could not have a great chance. He searched feverishly for an object that he could use as a weapon.
The three semm to pay no attention to him, instead fixing the old Man, who was still sitting completely indifferent and calm on the boulder. With his bright yellow eyes and a sirene grin, the old man looked from one to another with his shaggy, weather-tanned face. Stomp is suprised that the old man’s cloack is in surging movements, although he feel no wind. From the corner of his eyes he noticed a quick movement from the side of the bald headed and see his hand raising with the axe ready to throw.
He is about to give a warning call when the Growling-noise begun. It seeem to come deep from the earth, the ground begin to shake, the stones under his feet start vibrating. The noise from the earth sounds like a Growling, underpinned by simmering noises, deep, roaring, and rising slowly. From the corner of his eyes he notice that the old man rise. He stand upright on the boulder, his cloack blowing with a loud, almost horizontal flutter behind him… The sound swelled, louder,and louder… Afterwards, Stomp found himself crouching on the ground, the pebbles painfully squeeze through his thin pants, and as he rise in daze, he see the old man sitting on the boulder dangling his legs, humming a melody and holding a long-handled pipe, from wich thick clouds of smoke raise. 
He look around with a shake of his head, he see Scarface and Lispler to the right of himself, who sat up groaning. The bald one crouched to his left, staring blankly at a large, heavily bleeding gash on his forearm.
„Yeah, yeah, such wounds are certainly painful,“ say the old man in a frindly tone.
„You should look for someone to patch you up my dear, otherwise I fear for your health. Have you not been told that dealing with sharp objects can sometimes be nasty, even for the one who tries to use them?“ The old man’s bright yellow eyes turned to the scar-faced. „Take care of your Friend, bring him to a healer and do no longer disturb us!“ This Words where spoken in a clear tone of command. The grin from the old man’s face disappeared, and the adressed hurry to obey. The old one staggered to the injured man with an embereassed hum and pull him roughly to his feet. Then Scarface set off to the edge of the forest, followed by his companion, supporting the bald headed to move.
A load throat clearing from the Boulder make him pause and look back. He winced under the old man’s stern gaze and muttered, „Yeah, everything is alright!“ The old man looses a pouch from his belt and throw it at Stomp’s foot. „Take this and have a sip of it every day. It will help you to not fall into madness by the visions.“ 
With tembling fingers, Stomp grabbed the bag and open it. The content seem to be liquid, and a pungent smell reaching his nose. „ You will need the elixir. Without this, you may be able to become of your senses. Stomp look up and fixing the old man, who still quietly buzzing in front of him, emitting thick clouds of smoke on his boulder. Stomp stand up and approach the boulder carefully: „I think I have to thank you. I don’t know if this cutthroats would let me live.
The old man appraised him for a long time, then he replied.“You better get used to it, you have no friends! And if the three days grace period is over, it would become a clear game of perfomance and consideration, the stronger takes what the weaker cannot defend. This is the nature of man, and here it appaers more clearly than anywhere else!“
„What should I do now?“ stammer Stomp, clearly overwhelmed by the whole situation. The old man sighed, „The best you can do is to go to the  abandoned Mine, there you may find a few Items that you might need. Then you should go to the old camp and take a look at the different guilds and groupings, and then join one as quickly as possible. When you belong to one, it will offer you protection. For this you surely have to complete tasks for them. I told you that’s the way it is, you better get used to it.“ Stomp look around. „Do you see the incesion there in the forest?“ The old man point to the forest with his pipe, and as Stomp look in the indicated direction , he see the lane between the trees. „Go along the path, it will directly lead you to the abandoned mine, and from there you will find your way on your own!“
Stomp memorize the spot exactly, and is sure to find the incision, then he turn to the old man again. „I have to thank you, I dont’ know what…“ 
He fall silent, cause the boulder is empty. Looking wildly arround him, Stomp search the beach and find nowhere a trace of the old man. Only a cloud of sweet-smelling smoke that had emerged fom the strange person’s pipe was still hovering over the stone. With goosebumps, Stomp turn around and run toward the edgeo f the forest, ever fasster.
He now remember that Scarface  and his mates had also gone in this direction. The air is still filled  with fog, everything around him is crisscrossed by a milky twylight. After a few minutes, he reach the forest and found a well-trodden path that curl along the trees. With a nervous side view, he turned to the path and begin to go in the indicated direction. To his left, he can hear roaring voices singing a raucos song from the distance, otherwise he only notice forest voices around him. After a few meters, after a bend the beach is no longer visible and he only see the way that lead him through the Forest in front of him. He start to ponder about the whole story, and find out that he don’t know-how to asset the situation:
What kind of old man had that been? What is it, with this potion? And what should he do now? To hhs left he hear a crack between the trees and shrug. He look arround rush, trying to make out a difference between the trees. Although he is a city man who had a little of wilderness life, he notice that the sounds of the forest around him fall silent. „Oh no, not again….!“ he think to himself, looking in panic for an object, he could use as a weapon. 
Then he hear the growling between the trees. He remain in the crotch and look anxiousli in the direction from wich the noise come. He had been in a circus as a child and had stood in amazment in front of the cages with the beasts of the South, had admired the elegance of their movements, the radiance of concentrated
Power and grace. Back then he heard simmiliar sounds, a restrained hiss, accompanied by a throaty growl, similiar to the sound he hear from the undergrowth to his left. He mean to see a shadow, as tall as a man who move almost noiselessly through the thick undergrowth.
That’s enough!
He run off, As if chased by furies, he haste down the path not looking around, but stumbled over something. Through the throbbing of his heart and the sound of blood in his ears, he hear this rumbling sound again, and again to his left, wich only intensified his panic and make his steps accelerate even more. He rush around a bend, and see something liying in front of him on the forest ground, but he is to fast and to exhausted to be able to break his run in time. Something struck his legs and with a horrified outcry he fall over. He bounce painfully onto the earthy ground, he feel several pointed stones digging into his flesh and come to rest heavily breathing after several unscathed attemps to slow down his fall. Trembling and wheezing, he straigten up and look around.
The forest to the left and right of him reamain silent, occasionally he can hear shy chirping, and there is nothing to hear from the creature that persecute him. Then he think, that he had fell over something, and whirled araound. The bald man, lay there quiet and still; Stomp see clearly that he would never again hurl this axe at anyone. His impression confirmed by a the large pool of blood that had formed around his body. Stomp look in disbelief at the picture that is presented to him, apparently a quick and routine cut over the men’s neck muss have messed up his current day’s planning.
Stoomp realize that there was nothing left here and panting, he straigten up.
He quickly look around, but he can’t find any trace of the bald head’s companions.
Slowly, mixed with fear he moved closer to the dead body, obviously he has been robbed. Stomp clearly see that the victim’s pockets had been cut open and emptied.
Also from the trhowing axe far and wide no trace! As he still look at the unlucky, he hear that sound again: a rumbling, a fright, a deep throaty growl to his left. Horryfied, he looked in the direction and maintained a large, almost man-high shadow that slowly, silently pushed throegh the undergrowth. It seem to be a dog, or something similar, only significantly larger than anything Stomp had seen in his life so far.
It was a dark outline, without further detail except, the domination by a pair of bright yellowish eyes that fix him from the gloom of the thicked, just five meters away. Stomp paused, unable to take a step in horror, it height as he hear a dull voice:
„The dagger and the belt!  Take it, use it!“ He quickly look at the dead man and recognized a wide, leathery belt around his hips. As he return to the corpse, the shadow disappeard, still looking parralyzed at the growing pool of blood around the body, he realize that the noises of the forest rising again. After a few Minutes, he grabbed a heart, with a disgustingly distorted face he looses the belt buckle and as he turned the dead boy around, he find one lashed heavy dagget to his back. 
It is a simple weapon, but well ballanced and in usable condition. Relucantly he pick up the Objects, just to set out in a hurry to make sure to distance himself from this horrific scene as quickly as possible. The forest path meander a few meters further and after two more bends he see a crossroad infront of him.  He take a look to the sky, and trie to identify the sun and it’s state, but he can’t see a lightsource in this penetrating, homogeneous twilight. 
To his left he see a wooden pallisade raising from the distance, behind it several wooden houses, above them individual culumns of smoke raise into the grey twilight. To his right, a few hundredmeters away, he notice a place, behind it a steeply rising cliff, similar to the one from wich he had been pushed just a few hours ago.
The opposite Path disappear through another bend between the trees a few meters away. On the square to his right he notice several people, but after the previous experiences he was not in the mood of meeting other inmates of this hell so quickly, so he decide to visit that abandoned mine of which the old man had spoken of.
Looking anxiously around him, he move along the path and reach a clear place after a few hundred meters, in the middle raise a rock from the forest ground. 
Directly above the ground, the large entrance seem to be smashed into the stone, and above the entrance two more, so that monolith with its openings  is a macabre reminiscent of a human skull. Trembling, he look around and see a rapid movement at the edge of the forest from the corners of his eyes. Immediaatly he lay down, hurriedly moved into the dense of the undergrowth and peered between the branches. 
It was a single man, as if hunted by furies, from the edge of the forest run in direction of the mine entrance. He is followed by three thugs, the appearance and the grumpy voices with wich they shouted after the fugitive, fatally remember him to his own invitation committee. Shortly before the entrance, the three caugh up with the deplorable and stomp with disgust as they throw their victim to the ground without hestitation and hit him with truncheons and fists, without paying attention to the victim’s whimpering crying for help. He stare at the scene in a state of fear and dismay, then an inner voice whisperered to him, that he had to intervene.
While he is still struggling with making a decision, another decide for him. He hear a crack behind himself, and before he could wirl around, he is grabbed at his neck by one of the thugs.  A push let him stumble forward to the clearing, and he hear a raucous voice behind him, „PARIK, here is another one, seem to be one of these moody organizers.“ Just as he was trying to get back on his feet, a kick in his back made him stumble forward, and panicked he realize that two of the three thugs infront of him let off their victim and approach with a brutal grin, while the third cheerfully trashed the person lying down. He never had been a good fighter, but the years of drill by the fencing teacher his father has ordered for him had left his mark, and so he move sideways to keep an eye on both the shape behind him and the two strolling thugs.
The one who had carried him so unsanctioned to the clearing, with his reddish beard and blue eyes turned out to be a Hueroth, a member of that northern tribe who in previous generations had repeatedly haunted the coast of his homeland and sent many merchant ships to the bootom of the sea. He stand there smirking, only with shabby,  torn off cotton trousers and shirt, thumbs hooked into his wide belt. Over his right shoulder the hilt of a large weapon jutted up. Even the two, who still with him doesn’t seem to be trustwothy. 
The One, dark skinned with long green,  hair, identify him as Nurrba, A Race particularly brutal  and in some areas of the world even a man-eating breed. All the Attemts to bring them closer to the achievments of civilization had turned out to be in vein.
The Second, stumble toward him with a broad grin, had shaved his head bald, only a single long, black scalplock swayed on the back of his head and several pieces of Bones rattle from his ear. Both were dressed in leather trousers and shirts and wear iron bars, wich still have dark spots, a reminiscent of the blood, in their hands.
The Nurrba yell: „Well. Orga, do you want to steal our ore again? That our miner’s  digged in ardous legwork  from the stone. The Orebarons don’t like it at all, and believe me, fellow – if we deliver your ears and those of the pig behind your back, we will have a fine reward for it.“ The three move further toward him, and swaying back, Stomp notices that he was slowly but surely pushed towards the entrance of the abandoned mine, towards the fourth one, wich was still working with kicks on the one lying on the ground .
„I’ll take the shirt,“ the first one yelled, „I claim the ears,“ snapped the Nurrba in between. „You’re mistaken, I’m a newcomer , I just get here,“ Stomp stammer and try to ignore the laughter of the three „Yeah, exactly a new one, do you want to fool us? Besides, I don’t care ears are ears and a reward is a reward! And if it comforts you: If I get a big reward, and enjoing a good beer then maybe I’ll think about wheter you’re a newcomer or not.“ roar the Hueroth.
„But the grace period, I was told that at least I have three days before anyone harm
me.“ Stomp stammering, moving back further. „Forget the grace period!“ roar the Nurba and storm to Stomp swinging an iron club, the attack happen impetuous, however Stomp had learned enough in his education and also had gain experience in various tavern brawls. So he throw himself aside, not without taking the oppertunity of an evasive movement with his left foot. His plan seem to work out, the Nurrba stumble over his streched foot, and to remain standing troubles him. 
The Nurrba whirled around, with an angered look on his face. „So, you mean, this is a joke. Alright why don’t we have a little fun in the end, do we?“ Screamin loudly the Nurrba rushing forward. Stomp pull out his dagger, and whyle he do so, notices the rushing person to his right. From the corner of his eyes, he notice that the third from the gang also trying to reach his backside, raising the iron-club ready for action.
Stomp stopped, waiting, the dagger still reamingin his hand, as the Nurrba strikes out to his blow, Stomp threw himself forward against the Nurrba. With a quick twisting he getback on his feet again, just in time to see the legs of the Huerot appear  to his right. 
As the Huerot strike out, Stomp raise his right elbow speeding against the Hueroth’s genitals. Afterward, Stomp immediatly rolling back,  just to be directly rewarded with a wheezing moan, he notice with satisfactionhow the Hueroth drop his weapon,grab  his manhood and sink to his knees with a pain-distorted face. However he have no time to breathe a sign of relief, he notice the Nurrba, with an iron-rod in his hand, lifting his foot to nail him to the ground.  With a quick whirl, Stomp, let his left foot speed against the Huerot’s supporting leg, wich bring him down.
Remembering the other two, Stomp throw himself aside. Not a second to early, that very moment the head of an axe  drilling in the ground where he had just been a few seconds ago, led by the thirdgang member. In a quick motion, Stomp rais his dager perform a counterattack with his right hand, wicht left bloody weals on the attackers fingers. The attacker draw back swearing and realease the axe that’s still sticking deep in the forest ground.
Slowly, Stomp straighten up, just to face three oft the four tugs.  He feel exhausted,  pumped out and with trembling knees he raise his dagger threateningly.  Behind the attackers, he can see his fellow sufferer, who stand up after all with a bloody face.
Stomp looked back again at the three sly grinning figures, and all his tension, vent all his wrath onto the thugs, bawling red faced „Get out of here, I told you I’m a newcomer, now get lost!“ To his amazment his words seem to take effect. The eyes  of his counterparts growing wide, and the Hueroth and the Nurrba take a step back anxiously. Then he noticed that hey don’t look at him, but over his right shoulder, and then the Nurrba stammering. „The Shu…, the Shu….!“ Stomp feel his neck hair setting up. At the same moment, he hear this rumbling behind him again, as he actually noticed in the forest. Forgetting his opponents, he look back hurriedly over his shoulder and almost drop his Dagger in Horror.
Sitting  on a boulder next to the entrance of the mine, and now he see it for the first time in full size . It was larger, larger than any predator he had ever seen in the circus, larger than any panther he had ever seen, although by stature it has to be much closer assssociated with this genus.
The Creature squatted on the boulder, ready to jump, seem to be a black shadow whose menacing posture express strengt and aggression.His tense senses notice that where the well finger-length claws touched the rock, the stone itself semm to simmer, seem to move like water,  and moving in waves towards the huge-sized paws.
But the most frigtening thing are THE EYES; they have no irises, they have no pupils, but the eye outlines themselve seem to be filled with bright sunlight, yellow light, which fix the group with a rigid graze. Then the creatue open it’s mouth and Stomp see finger-length, needle sharp teeth, and when the creature close it’s jaws with a loud clap, he find that the canines protruded almost a hand span  far beyond the lower lip. In his fear, it seem that this yellowish light is also shining out of the beast’s muzzle. And again he hear this rumbling and hissing, wich come from the creature, but also from the floor beneath him and from the rock next to him seem to sound. „Keep the grace Period!“
As if through a mist, he perceived that the being has spoke!  And while he is still trying to cope with this realization, he hear loud screams and drumming steps from the Huerot and the Nurrba. Looking back, he see nothing! His opponents disapappeared, the back of the Nurrba is just slightly visible between the trees. The only who remain is the beaten one,who just sway in a standing position with a blood-smeared face. On the verge of hysteria , Stomp turn back , knowing that he would have no chance , with this little dagger against a creature that combine  so much power with such elegance while sitting. Then, the boulder is empty. Stomp stare numbly at the place where the beast had beenand casually register that the imprints of it’s claws are still visible on the stone, as if they were carveed into the stone. 
He sinking his dagger andl ooking around. There is nobody left, as he see except for him and his fellow sufferer infront of the abandonend mine’s entrance. His fellow sufferer!
Stomp turn around and see him just tumbling on his feet. He approach him hesitantly, and his opponent raise his head and both his hands in defence: „leave me alone, Leave me all alone! Enough is enough for me, I’m a newcomer, just being here for two days, I’m within the grace period…. In Kasaak’s name, leave me all in peace.“ 
„Calm down,“ Stomp reply „I’m also new to this place, so I will mean no harm for you.But maybe you are able to explain something to me, especially, whaat the fuck is going on here?“ „Oh yes, yes, I’m not in danger,  you just want to cuddle with me eh? 
And live a long and prosper peacefull life in this acursed valley“ the beaten singing, ass if reaching the ends of his sanity. He is still staring in fear at the dagger in Stomp’s right hand. Guilt-consciously, Stomp let his dagger sink and put it back in the scabbard on his belt. Stomp move forward the Person speaking „Hello, my name is….. Stomp“ he sais, he approach the beaten one empty-handed, but he is still parralyzed crotchin with his hands covering his blood-soaked face. Stomp crouch next to him, perplexed as how he should behave in this situation. „Do you have Sruup?“ It suddenly coming through the beaten ones hands, with a hopefully glance
in his eyes he staring at Stomp.
„Do you have Sruup?“ The beaten one asking again. Stomp remember what this expression means, shrugg, and releasing the leather-bottle from his belt, to hand to the beaten one. With greedy hands, he gripping the flask out of Stomp’s hands, just to uncork it and to take a deep sip. Groaning, with his eyes closed, he let himself sink back. Almost relucantly, he handed the bottle back to stomp. „You seem to be a real newby, otherwise you wouldn’t have shared your Sruup so willingly“ Stomp frown,
„What’s the meaning of this?“ 
„My name is Kimbal“, his counterpart reply, „and you really seem to haven’t seen much of this …..“ he look around „That World you know?“  Kimbahl look around in an disdainful expression. „Without Sruup you will getting crazy, haven’t you had them, the visions? Visions of some what ever else fucking Temple, of orcs and undead, all that shit?; You will loose your sanity, if you don’t drink any Sruup.“
Stomp is suprised by the things that Kimbahl told to him, and something about his words, let something awake in him, but Stomp couldn’t define it. Kimbal lift up again: „Without Sruup, you’ll be just as mad as when you aproach the barrier.
„Surely you relize that this magic wall that surrounds us here, can only be crossed once, and that’s from the outside, when they through you in, as far as I know. To get out from the inside! Forget about it; anyone who get closer to the border of the barrier, gone insane, start to scream and snor like a newborn child. When you pull them out in time, they calm down and back to sanity again. The couple who weren’t tooked of the barrier in time, Harrg, they are no longer capable of any reasonable action, until they eventually reach Kasakk’s realm, cause they forget to eat, to drink even to breath.“ Kimbahl continued.
Kimbahl straigten up groaning and thankfully received Stomp’s help. Now, he have the oppertunity to examine Kimbahl.  He see a skinny, flax-blonde and quite young guy infront of him, wo, like himself, wearing a cotton shirt and cotton pants.  Stomp could’t see  any weapon or other utensiels Kimbahl is carrying. Kimbahl looking at Stomp, with a cunning expression wiping the blood from his face, that’s coming from an ugly laceration above his right eye.
„For a second sip, I’ll tell you a few more things you need to know to get along here“
Hesitantly Stomp handed him the bag bottle again. After another deep sip, followed by a pleasant sigh, Kimbahl limp towards te openin in the rock  goaning, to sit down oan an old rusty bucket.
„The damn light here always remain constant. That means there will be no day nor night, the light is always the same, even the temperature is always constant; that’s too the fault of this accursed barrier“.Kimbahl pointing to the interior of the cave and continue: 
„Here they mined the ore back then,  it seem it had been a great mine in those days,
before the damned King, decide,  to forge a prison and created this barrier. At some point, the inmates killed the Guards who where still living here and took over the whole camp. The King doesn’t care. As long as none of the convicts can flee and he receives his ore delivery regularly once a month. He gives a damn shit what will happen to us. And besides there is the ORCWAR!“
Stomp nodded, he had heard of the great ORCWAR in the north and remember what his father told him in the past; that the royal court had it’s hans full to deal with the rebellios Orcs; and that, therefore, some important enterprises failed due to lack of money and staff. 
While Kimbahl still wiping the blood from his face with a dirty rag, he continue: 
„Once a month, they deliver the ore outside, and in exchange they get things that supposed to make life pleasant here, haha! No weapons, forget that but other filth. We ordinary people get nothing from it, the orebarons sack all of it. In the old camp over there, they formed an order, just as unjust as outside. Again, we have self proclaimed chiefs who hold all Power in their hands, and let all othes labor hard for themselves. And this are the so called orebarons, the most scrupulous community with the greatest influence within the Colony“.
Kimbahl want to take another sip, but then stop in his motion, and hand Stomp the bottle back, with a guilty look. Then he shrug and continue: „The Guys we had dealt with are Mercenarys from the Orebarons. Hired thugs and cutthroats, reckleslly enforce all instructions of their masters. And whoever have the ore, have the Power. Ore is the central commodity here. You can get anything for it, with this ingredient the Sruub.“ With a meaningfull look on the pouch bottle that stomp had meanwhile hung back to his belt. „Is brewed. Therefore you surely can imagine how extensive the power of the Orebarons is, who will eventually have the ming firmly in their hands and let the miners doing hard labor for them“. Kimbahl pause, „Why are you looking wildly back and forth all the time? Bored you my story?“
As his last word left Kimbahl’s mouth,  that the beast from before has to be still somewhere here. „What kind of creature do you mean?“ stammer Kimbahl, turning pale under his blood-crusted face.“Haven’t you see it? This Predator, chase of this mercernarie as you call them. One of them named it Shu… or someting like that.“
„I haven’t seen anythin.“ Kimbahl reply, now visibly nervous and rise up. 
„Then let’s see if we can find something useful, and then get as far as possible from here.“ With these words Kimbahl enter the cave, hesitantly Stomp follow him, sqrutinizing his surroundings.
The Interior of the cave is a dark place, the shaft exits that are barely visible in the distance look like black holes in the dark, from where a cold, muffy breeze blowing against their Heads, accompanied by a soft whistling and howling noise.
To the right were the rooting remains of a rappeling device, the crumbling wooden lattice is crooked and slumped on the ground below. It’s clear as that, that the last ore must have mined here long time ago, not it’s used as a waste pit for the entire camp.
The ground is  littered with all possible and impossible thing, that were no longer conducive to their real purpose for a long time.
In the pale light that fall trough the entrance, they begin to search, not without monitoring their sorrounding with a fearful glance again and again. Stomp again feel as if being watched, it seem to him that yellow eyes following his steps. Nenetheless, Stomp and Kimbahl continiung their search doggedly through the trash. After a short amount of time, Stomp is rewarded by finding an iron-bar, one meterlong, bent, but stable and as weapon quite usable. Kimbal is also succesfull, drawing a tattered leather helmer from the junk at his feet with an outcry of triumph, proudly slip it over his blonde hair. The large incision on the left side that externalyze his temple and left ears entirely,seem to bother Kimbahl no more than the dark stains of dried blood, that are still visible in the twilight.
A cracking noise from the depths of the Tunnels, at the rear-area let them flinching nervously and without another word of understanding they move cautiously back to the cave’s entrance. „I’m su that’s enough,“ say Kimbahl, „let’s get out of here.“
Kimbahl take the lead as if it is normal for him directly turn in the direction of the forest path witout hesitation, where Stomp had arrived. Stomp have noting against it. He is to busy to take an eye on the surroundings, observing them. Again he feel watched from all sides, goosebumps srike his back, and he feel his neck hair settingup.
Nevertheless they reach the path  unmolestedand follow it briskly. Kimbahl calm down again and begin to babble cheerfully again, proudly bringing his knowledge to the man: „ The abandondoned mine is used up, that’s the reason why the orebarons had created a new one below, wich still yields good profit. Actually I don’t want to join one of their guilds. Altgough the safest option would be to side with the strongest to beat.“ „Are there any  options“ ask  Stomp, puzzled cause  he thought that the Orebarons would be the only group here. 
„Well, there is still the free mine and the new camp“remark Kimbahl after one conspiratorial all-round view  „“They are a group of people who are against the orebarons, rebelled cause they wanted no longer living under their unjust reign. They seperated years ago, and created their own guilds, which oppose the orebarons quite well. Then we have the farmers, who had created fields below, and also could retain a remnant of their indepency.“ A memory flashing trough Stomp’s mind and he turn to Khimbal, „Who are these organizer? The thugs from before thought we were one of them, and that’s why the wanted to cut of our ears.“ 
Kimbahl wincing visibly, looking around nervously. „Schhht, don’t be foolish and speak so loud, no one speaks of the organizers here in the area of influence of the orebarons reign. They belong to the new camp. They are thieves, who kepp trying to steal ore you know, well organize it from the warehouses of the oebarons hence the name, you understand? So they undermine the position of the Orebarons, and they are understandably quite upset about it. That’s why they’ve offered a reward.Anyone who have the luck beiing able to caught an organizer, will get some benefits. And believe me how you experienced, some of them give a damn shit if you’re a real orga or not, to get their reward.“
With a murmur he ad: „Although these rackets aren’t the worst kind.“ „What do you mean?“ Ask stomp , and with a brief hesitation , Kimbahl continue, „There are also the Shadows,“ he wisper. „How should I descfibe it to you,
look, the mercenaries acts like the Orebaron’s warriors, but he shados are the more worse kind;  Assasins! The scorpions,those who fulfill murder-assignments, spin intrigues and work in secret. As I have heard, they meet under the old warehouses cellar and canals below to start their Murder operations.“
While Stomp is still trying to digest what he heard, the two bend araound the last junktion of the path,reaching the intersection overwich Stomp had previously hasted. Completly immersed by their conversation, they pay not pay any attention to their surroundings during their last steps, and now suprisingly face a larger group of 
wild-looking journeyman, who in turn after a short second, circle the two with roar and cut of theier escape route.
Stomp clutch his iron-bar and taxing the new arrivals. He note with unease that the three attackers from before where among them. The Hueroth reached between his legs. Looking at Stomp threteningly. „There they are“ the Nurrba moan , looking around for approval. „We will take their ears and we cheer a beer  on their souls, so that they will be in the seven-Demon hells may utter a loud howl for our well-being!
The applausing raise around him, and the Nurrba take a step closer menacinglly. Stomp wildly looking around searching for an escape route, he realize that him and Kimbahl still are sorrounded, and he will not be able to avoid this Situation without a fight. Stomp’s hand crawl to his dagger, determined not to give himself up so easily.
Quiet now, you pigs! „ a cold, nasal voice cut  through the tumult.The thugs fall silent and looking at the speaker. Stomp look at him too and see a young man standing slightly apart. His whole demeanor express serenity and arrogance, how he look at the two deliquents and his own troop with a haughty look. He play bored with the beautiful crafted rapier handle that hanging on his right hip. Dressed in a worn-out leather armor, that once must have been a splendid piece once.  
Out of watery blue eyes he sending an meryless ice cold look around the group, wich dont want to mach the soft, pale, almost bloated, childlike facial expression. The blond curly-hair that frames his face peeking out under a blue velvet cap. With an irritated expression on his face, he let this nasal, blase-sounding voice resound again:
„ And who are you? What should I do with you now guys? Are you organizer’s and do I have to take your ears, or are you just once aggain the example for the rabble on the Streets?“
Stomp notice that the blue-eyed mustbe their leader, and is amazed as his hoot reunite
the gang instantly, and silenced with an ice-cold stare. „No Sir“ stutter Kimbahl „we just arrirved, we are newcomers, htey through us in a day ago and really have nothing to do with, what you call them, Organizers?. We are just on our way to the old camp, were we want to beg for mercy and hopefully may join their cause.
Stomp looking at his newly-won companion in dibelief, because he had actually told him earlier, that he isn’t so eager to join the old camp. While he is still wondering, he  realise the examining stare from the blue-eyed. „Me uh, ma name is….Stomp, Stomp is my name.“ and as while Stomp still answering, the blue-eyed raise his eyebrow, Stomp hurrie to continue speaking louder. „It’s how my companion said.“
The blue-eyed start to brood over his decision, while his men expactantly waiting ready to attack the two unlucky ones on the first sign. Behind the crowd that surrounded them, Stomp notice a guys who is tough grabbed by the arms. He see several bleeding wounds on the deplorables face, who is badly injured cause the guy is staggering back and forth, only hold up by the grips of his Guards. 
The Hostage’s hand and face were tied, and the eyes were closed with a bandage around his head. As the blonde begin to speak again, Stomp winced, startled.
„Well as far for you two, let’s say I believe you. You can’t be organizers, as torn as you walk around. So I decide that: You’re coming with us, and we will see if you prove your wealth to make a valuable contribution to one of our Guilds.“
Without another word the blue-eyed turn arround walking down the Path towards the palisade gate, which Stomp senn before from afar. Almost dissapointed and grumbling, the thugs around them turn away and join their guide. Behind them the Guards with the prisoner follow, no one pay atetention about the two newbies who finally, shrugging their shoulders also joining the entourage.
Stomp frown at his companion and couldn’t help but ask. „So you wanted to join the old camp and their guilds? But that just sound so different from….“
„Hschhhh.. not so loud, we both know what’s the best in this situation, and ho know maybe it isn’t that bad in the end. Take a look at them, they seem to be well fed here, and once you’re getting your feet in the door, you will belong to the most powerful faction here“ Stomp nodd and isn’t able to negate Kimbahl’s Arguments.
Perhaps this idea isn’t really that bad, Stomp thinking. About this kind of people he had talked with his father in the past, ans so he relatively sure thanks to his education, he will be able to arrange somehow. He turn his attention to Kimbahl. „ And who’s that, this mercenarie-leader.“ Kimbahl is looking around, and slow down his steps while he do so and signaled Stomp to get some distance too. 
As he feel safe, Kimbahl whisper to Stomp. „As far as i know. This blue-eyed over there,is an offsring from the camp,by that I mean he is the real son of an Orebaron, he is one of the few who was born within the barrier. Nobody knows  his name, everyboy call him WARDOG. They say he is one of the most unscrupulous subordinates of the old camp. So pay attention, for your own sake, be careful about what you say or do while you’re in his sight. Usually the WARDOG doesn’t move out far away from the camp, however, as I have heard the Orebarons get information that the organizers  want intercept today’s ore exchange with the outer World. That’s why the WARDOG himself leaded the exchange column, and as it seem they was able to thwart he organizer’s plans,  and even are able to capture one of them.“ 
Kimbahl pointed to the Injured, who is moving tumblingthrough the gates.
