
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Eric Johnson

	    

      
	    
          
	      1-5 Kommando

          
        
          
	          Dark Sun

          
        
          
	          Operation Dark Angel

          
        
          
	          Dance of the Dead

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      2-4 Cavalry

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 1: A New Hope

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 2: Operation Rockslide

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 3: Another Day In Paradise

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 4: Thunder Run

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 5: Eagle Hammer

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 6: Operation Morning Glory

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 7: Rolling Thunder

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 8: Radio Free Mashara

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 9: Weeds of Gold

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 10: Operation Resolute Justice

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 11: Dance of Death

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 12: The Lost Planet

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 13: Operation Arrow

          
        
          
	          2-4 Cavalry Book 14: Operation Crescent Moon

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      2-4 Cavalry Espanol

          
        
          
	          El Planeta Perdido

          
        
          
	          Trueno Rodante

          
        
          
	          Operación Desprendimiento de Rocas

          
        
          
	          Operacion Justicia Resuelta

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      5th Kommando

          
        
          
	          5th Kommando: A Walk in the Park

          
        
          
	          5th Kommando: Extraction for Sale

          
        
          
	          5th Kommando: Destinations

          
        
          
	          To The Stars

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Alexei  Karmarov

          
        
          
	          Kiss Me, Kislovodsk

          
        
          
	          What Do You Mean I Can't Stay For Dinner?

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Eagle Hammer Universe

          
        
          
	          The Lady Rose

          
        
          
	          Operation  Outreach

          
        
          
	          Red Wings: For The Coin

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tales of Baromir

          
        
          
	          Days of Baromir

          
        
          
	          The Life of Baromir

          
        
          
	          A Dragon's Tale

          
        
          
	          Ashe's Travels

          
        
          
	          The Trials of Baromir

          
        
          
	          Streets of Destiny

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Task Force Green

          
        
          
	          Into The Looking Glass

          
        
          
	          Deserts of Karad

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Another Night

          
        
          
	          Artificial Reality

          
        
          
	          Red Eyes

          
        
          
	          Just Beg

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Eric Johnson’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Days of Baromir

by

Eric Johnson

DRAFT2DIGITAL EDITION

* * * * *

[image: ]


PUBLISHED BY:

Eric Johnson on Draft2Digital

Days of Baromir

Copyright © 2023 by Eric Johnson

––––––––

[image: ]


All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.  The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Foreword


[image: ]




A note concerning the Tales of Baromir series is that it takes place in what would be about 1600 or so. The stories do not take place on Earth and are basically an equivalent planet. I don’t want to get into the future of the planet, but for setting sake I use that year as the basis for things since obviously stuff would be different on Earth. 
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“So, son, do you miss adventuring?” Baromir’s father asked Baromir while they rested after working some on the farm equipment. It was cloudy out but the sun was poking through them in earnest and that was what made the day go by well. No rain in sight either so they spent the day working on the equipment they used for the harvest. The harvest was well over, with Baromir returning only four months ago back to the Helva province. He had wanted to go with his son to Dormir city, but the harvest needed attending to. But that was a time he could only remember as the fun times he had when he was Baromir’s age. Now that the harvest was over, he could focus on maintaining the equipment that helped reap the harvest.

“Yes, father, I do. I had a good time for only two weeks. It could have been better in some cases, but the company I kept was good as well. It made the experience much easier to deal with.” Leaning back today to him was a bit of a bore, with the only major thing that needed to be done was that the equipment needed maintenance. That was for somebody else to do, and he itched to go back to Dormir city to do more contracts and drink more ale. His father drank ale, but it was a bit warm in the house, so the ale wasn’t cool as he remembered it to be.

“Did you meet any women?”

“Of course, dad, I met Lorna, who is a magician, but she wasn’t interested in me besides adventuring. She’s good looking but she didn’t want to get to know me that much, just was caught up in her own world.”

“I see, did you even try to seduce her?”

“No, she wasn’t worth it as I felt she wanted something different than me, it’s no worry as I met a fighter named Esmeralda who was interested in me.”

“That’s good, did you sleep with her yet?”

“Now, every time we met it was on a contract and she didn’t seem the type who would just have sex with me on the spot. She mentioned the last time I met her that she would come here and visit, though, of course, that was four months ago. So, I don’t know if she will ever visit me or was just saying things to make me happy. I don’t know dad, just seemed like she would come through with it.”

“I see.” Patting Baromir on his shoulder, his father just wanted to make sure that his son was doing as he expected him to do. “Sometimes it takes time for a woman to come around to a man, and that’s just life.” Standing up, he looked over at his son. He was proud of him to a degree, he didn’t much like the lack of help that he didn’t give when he was gone for those two long weeks, but he got the harvest taken care of and that was what mattered. He figured that the intake of funds might be lower, but that was okay, they were living well without him here. Now that the harvest was over, it was time for some maintenance and to see where life took them. If his friends visited, he may be able to convince his wife to let him go out for a bit, but he also didn’t want to intrude on his son’s friendship with Famir and the others. He didn’t know who would come to visit him or when, but he did think that it was okay for him to do some adventuring here. “So did your friends ever tell you when they were coming to visit?”

“No dad, they just said that they would visit and didn’t tell me when.”

“I see, well hopefully they come soon as given the stories you told me, they seem like good adventuring people.”

“They are dad, just Famir is a bit weird that’s all, I’m sure he would mind his manners around you.”

“He’s bisexual though, and you said that he’s likely going to hit on me. Is that true?”

“He inferred it when I last saw him, but he defended himself that he would mind his business and he probably would leave you alone when he was here.”

“Well, I don’t like that and if you do see him before I do, tell him that I don’t appreciate being hit on by a man, even if he is a dwarf. I don’t care if he’s a dwarf, but I do care that if he tries anything, he’s going to be killed.” He gave Baromir a hard stare to reinforce his point.

“I understand father.”

“Good, now let’s go inside and have some supper if your mom hasn’t eaten it already.” Cupping his son’s neck, he smiled, and they both walked into the house.

A couple of days later Famir and Lorna were riding to Kerson, to meet up with Baromir finally. They had been traveling for a couple of days now, and the road to Kerson wasn’t too bad, but they were determined to see their good friend at his family’s place.

“He said Kerson Lorna, not Cason,” Famir said as they bounced along the road toward Kerson. “He was specific and there isn’t a Cason in existence anyways.”

“I think I’m right though, but we’ll see. Let me know when we’re lost, and you don’t know what you’re thinking.” It had been a few months until she got tired of working as a waitress at the Sunsplash Inn. Now she worked with Famir, and they did contracts mainly, sometimes doing errands for Rennyn, who unfortunately didn’t come along on this trip. However, she felt that her magical spells were adequate for the trip to see Baromir. The traveling had taken a couple of days and they were tired of being bounced around on a dirt road at a reasonably good pace. There were a few attacks, and they were waiting to be attacked as they traveled this time, but it didn’t seem like it would happen again. They didn’t know how far they had to go, but they were ready to start adventuring when they got there.

“We’re not lost, we’re heading towards the right place... Look when we get to Kerson  and we name-drop the Higgensons, we’ll get shown to where it is, and we’ll see him.”

“I still think we’re on the wrong caravan.”

“I think we’re on the right one and going in the right direction. Just you’ll see.” Crossing his arms, Famir shook his head and resigned himself to knowing that he was right, and she was wrong. “We’re almost there I believe, it’s been two days and I’m ready to walk around, and not get bounced around in this contraption.”

“Whine, whine, whine,” Lorna said as she felt the caravan stop.

“Kerson!” A voice yelled out. “We’re at the end of the trip, now you can disembark and go about your way!”

“Told you,” Famir said, grateful for the end of the trip to happen now.

“Fuck you,” Lorna said as she stood up and left the caravan. The escorts were starting to group together and talk amongst themselves as Famir and Lorna left and started to explore the town slightly.

“Such harsh words,” Famir said as he looked around for a store. Surely the store would know where the Higgensons came from and would have seen them once or twice. “Anyways, we’ll look for a store or someplace where they might know where Baromir’s family is.”

“You think?” Lorna said, annoyed that she was wrong for once. “Guess you’re right, it is Kerson. And where do you think we’ll start?”

“I think we’ll start there.” Pointing to the store that was off to the left. “We ask them and say we’re friends of the Higgensons, and we meet there at his house. Simple enough.”

“I wish I made a spell to find them, would have made things easier,” Lorna said to herself as she followed Famir into the store.

“Hi, we’re looking for the Higgenson property,” Famir said to the shop owner. “We’re looking for Baromir.”

“Says who?” The shop owner didn’t know whether to believe him or regard him as a threat to be dealt with. He could decide to get the city guard involved if he ‘went looking for them’ and turn them into the local jail so they could be dealt with that way. “I don’t know where he lives.”

“Surely they must have said something?” Famir said as he eyed the shop owner. “I’m sure you know him?”

“I do know him, but I don’t know you.” The shop owner said more convincingly, and Famir took it as him fearing him.

“That’s fine, he comes here regularly?”

“Yes, he does, but I don’t know what time he’ll come if he comes here.” That was about as much information as he would give this stranger. He knew Baromir quite well and always enjoyed his company when buying stuff at his store. But that was true, he didn’t know when he would come and stop by the store. He knew it was in the afternoon, but it wasn’t regular and even he couldn’t predict when he would come to buy something.

“But he does come here, correct?”

“Yes, he does.” The shop owner admitted.

“That’s good enough for me then, we can wait for a day or two, then try something else.” Famir turned around and with Lorna in tow stepped outside. “We need to find an inn, so we can rest after that long travel.” He said more to himself as he and Lorna worked well in a fight, but together they argued and got along sparingly, which was enough for them to work with.

“What was that?” It was hard to hear Famir since he was a dwarf and talked more to himself than to her, which annoyed her constantly.

“We need to find a place to rest. We can wait for Baromir tomorrow if you’d like. I’d like to get some ale in me and take a break from walking. I mean we didn’t walk but you get the idea, I need some sleep. And I’m too tired for sex by the way.”

“I see, I didn’t know sex wasn’t a priority.” Rolling her eyes, she followed Famir as they searched for an inn. 

“It isn’t a priority, it’s what I just said.” Famir countered as he started to walk to look for an inn to use for the night at least.

Ten minutes later they were standing in front of the Brownstone Inn, which looked reasonable for their needs. 

“Looks good, let’s go see inside,” Lorna said as she wanted to just lay down and sleep in a nice bed, and not jounce everywhere when the caravan hit a bump or pothole in the ground. Entering the inn with Famir, they saw that the lobby was good enough to pass on as a reputable establishment and that it was well-decorated and seemed in good order. Approaching the desk, she yawned quickly before talking to the worker. “Two rooms please, if you can manage that.” She said as she looked at the man that was standing there.

“We do have two rooms available for rent, two gold per night.”

“I can pay for mine now if you’d like,” Famir said as he pulled out two gold pieces and slapped them on the hand of the worker. “Here you go, now where is my room?”

“R-Right this way, sir.” The man said as he showed Famir his room. He came back to Lorna. “And you?”

Pulling out two gold she was less forceful and more pleasant despite her bad mood. “What number is it?”

“Next to him, twenty-one, just a moment, and I’ll get you the key.” Leaving he got the key to Lorna and Famir’s room. “Here you go.”

“Thank you.” Giving a smile it crossed her mind that she was attracted to him as she took the two keys. He didn’t look too bad, but she had other things on her mind right now: to get some sleep and rest for a bit before eating dinner. Walking to Famir’s room she knocked on the door. When it opened, she handed Famir the key. “You forgot this.”

“Thanks.” Smiling, he closed the door and took off his clothes except for his trousers and laid down to take a nap.

Hours later Famir woke up and stretched, glad to have gotten a nap in. Hearing his stomach rumbling, he needed something to drink, and ale was it for the day, and he needed it now. Sitting up he grumbled slightly as his body ached slightly and fully sat up, looking around. Seeing the key was there, he relaxed, moved off the bed, put his clothes and axe on, took the key, and let himself out, startling Lorna.

“I was just coming to see if you’re awake.”

“Here I am miss,” Famir said as he locked the door and strolled to the bar with Lorna in tow. “Hopefully they have food ready and some ale, I’m tired and hungry.” Yawning he found an empty table and sat down, still groggy from waking up. He felt slightly hot and wasn’t fully awake but felt that it was just old age and the effect of a good nap. “Did you sleep well?”

“I did, and I feel better myself, though still sore from the traveling.” Sitting down as well Lorna wondered if they should look for Baromir now or wait until tomorrow when they were fully rested, which seemed to her the better option than trekking all over the town to find one man.

“That’s good, I got some sleep in too, a matter of fact I just woke up and didn’t think about finding you really. Priorities.”

“Aha, I guess I can bet what those are.”

“You don’t know me well enough.” Waving to a waitress Famir was pretty sure that she could guess, but maybe not. “Then what are they if I may ask?”

“Ale, fighting, sex, and money.”

“Not in that order, but I guess you know me better than I think.” With a nod to Lorna, he was glad when the waitress showed up. “I’ll have some ale, and some dinner as well, whatever you got.”

“And I’ll just have dinner for myself.”

“Okay, no problem!” The waitress said as she walked off to fulfill the order.

“Do you miss it?” Famir asked Lorna if he was curious if she missed the waitressing life or not.

“Miss what?”

“Waitressing, do you miss it at all?”

“I miss it a little bit, it was a steady paycheck, but I wasn’t going anywhere you know? Just stagnant and not going on some contracts to see the world around you rather than get hit on by either sex while working, that I don’t miss.”

“I see...” Thinking about Baromir he figured out a plan. “I figure we will look for him tomorrow. I’m just not in the mood to look for him during the night and I don’t think I’m fully rested.” Noticing the waitress coming by with his ale he smiled when it was given to him and took a hearty drink of it, and belched loudly, causing some of the patrons to look. “Excuse me.”

“You really have to work on your manners,” Lorna said as her stomach growled, and she didn’t see the waitress coming out yet. “I mean some people will take notice.” Referencing the same people that looked over at them. She felt a bit self-conscious with them looking over there. While they aren’t trying to be low-key, they might start a fight and she didn’t want to do that yet. If they had to kill somebody or bring them in fine, but not when they were just visiting somebody.

“Or they’ll what? Tell me to use manners? Come on Lorna, live a little!” Slapping her shoulder as best as possible he couldn’t believe she was still a little stuck up about how they looked. They were fighters, not civilians either. “Just enjoy the moment!”

“I’ll enjoy the moment better when the waitress comes with our food, I’m starving.”

Ten minutes later the food came, and they both ate like it was their last meal, savoring the potatoes and meat as they filled themselves up with the food. After that, they drank, with Lorna drinking some wine and Famir drinking more ale. He didn’t get too drunk as he knew that there wasn’t anybody that could help him to his room, but he got drunk enough. Lorna drank enough to get herself sleepy and retired for the night, with Famir soon after.

The next day Lorna and Famir staked out the shop for a few hours. With some ingenuity, they managed to get the directions to the Higgenson farmland and set out from Kerson to find Baromir. Upon reaching the outskirts of the land they noticed that it wasn’t very large, but they did see Baromir and his father working on some farm equipment.

“So my name is Famir, and this is Lorna, we fought with your son here while he visited Dormir city,” Famir said as he appraised Baromir’s father. He had a rough look and wasn’t attracted to him either, of which he didn’t say that he didn’t like Baromir’s father, but he figured Baromir might say something about his sexual preferences.

“Good to meet you Famir.” Baromir’s father said as he appraised the dwarf. A bit rough around the edges but he seemed a competent fighter even with his axe slung on his back, which he was sure was ready to deploy if needed. He assumed the woman was a sorcerer given the runes on her clothes and look. She looked attractive, and if he could sleep with her, he wouldn’t mind himself. But he had his wife, and he didn’t want to ruin his marriage. “Just call me Lance though.”

“Okay Lance,” Famir said and smiled. “Did we interrupt something by any chance?”

“Well, I wouldn’t say interrupt,” Baromir said as he inspected the equipment before he was interrupted. “We’re fixing our equipment for next year.”

“Yeah, but you have all year, why now?” Famir didn’t understand farm equipment maintenance, but he did understand that it should be maintained in a better climate, such as back at the house or the enclosure for the equipment.

“Nothing better to do, and we check it before the next harvest anyway,” Lance said as he looked it over. It was fine and it did its job well the last harvest, he just needed to look at it and see that it was still operational now, just in case. “Besides, I can’t be cooped up in the house all day with his mother, so here in the fresh air we’ll do what we can to make sure that the equipment is fine for next year.” With a pat on the equipment, he smiled and motioned to Baromir. “Son, let’s go inside and talk to your friends for a bit, and see what we can do with them.”

“Yes, dad. Let’s go you two, and thanks for showing up, I missed you guys.”

“We did too. You know that I’ve stopped working as a waitress?” Lorna said as she followed Baromir, Lance, and Famir to the house.

“Really? What do you do now?”

“I do contracts with Famir here, we need more people of course but we’re managing quite well.” It was manageable, but the most profitable runs were the escort contracts.

“Fakir still paying well?” Baromir asked as he looked around him at the fields that he and his father helped harvest. It was a good year and not yet profitable, but it was expected to be good once they sold the rest of the harvest to the buyers in town.

“He pays as befitting a king,” Famir said loudly. “He pays well still, which is good.”

“That’s good to hear at least. I saved some money from my visit months ago, there isn’t much to buy out here since dad spends most of the money. I get a cut of the profits and let it sit, kinda as a dragon does. The contracts we did helped keep me going and that was good as it made it worthwhile to do them.”

“Well, I’m glad that you didn’t die son,” Lance clapped Baromir on his shoulder in respect. “Just as long as you keep living that’s all that matters to me.”

“Thanks, dad,” Baromir said as he walked with them to the house. Minutes later he reached the house and once inside, sat down in the living room. There was a small couch that Famir and Lorna sat on while his father cleaned himself off from the ground that he churned up while checking the equipment. “Make yourselves comfortable. My mom will bring some water to drink I hope, I’m thirsty.”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Famir said as he sat down beside Lorna. “So, what’s up? What have you been up to?” He leaned forward and put his hands together, knowing that probably what Baromir would say would bore him to death.

“Not much I’m afraid, just finished the harvest and we’re doing after-maintenance on the equipment to see if anything broke or stuff like that. Most of the time we just sit around and do things, like shopping and stuff. Nothing like sword fights or anything like that, other than practice with my dad.

“He’s coming along pretty good,” Lance said as he sat down too, freshly cleaned. He noticed that Martha, his wife, was preparing some drinks for them, mainly water as they kept the ale and wine for special occasions. “Honey, do you need help?”

“No, I’m all right,” Martha said as she brought over the tray of drinks, and waited until everybody took a cup from the tray. Once that was done, she retired to the kitchen to stay out of the conversation.

Taking a sip of water Famir almost made a snoring sound. “Wow, that doesn’t sound like much excitement to me.”

“Not really, but dad has kept me busy since I came back, so I can’t complain.” Taking a sip of the water as well he was glad it was a little bit cold but just right for him.

“I guess so, Lorna has been doing contracts with me for a month since she quit her job at the Sunsplash Inn. I think she should have quit earlier myself, but you can only do so much I guess.” Taking another sip, Famir was also glad that it was reasonably cold. The water at Brownstone Inn was okay, but farm water seemed to be best at this location anyway. “I mean I was doing fine by myself through which meager contracts I could do. Peterson let me borrow his horse for an overnight escort, with Lorna of course.”

“That was exciting. We also met your woman, Esmeralda a couple of times while we did the contract. She seems the perfect match for you, Baromir. She asked about you and was wondering if you’d come up to Dormir city and visit her.”

“In Dormir city? I guess sometime. I don’t know where she lives. And I don’t know if my dad will let me go back.”

“I can think about it son, the harvest was plentiful this year so we can maybe take some time off again and go back there. I’m curious to see how it is myself, as I mainly stay here in Helva province and do farm work. I’m afraid I’m getting too old for fighting and the like. Though I may have a little fight in me yet, but it’s been a long time since I fought anybody.”

“I see. Do you know of any place that gives out contracts?” That got Famir’s attention, surely there was somebody like Fakir here in Kerson that doled out contracts. Though since it was a small town, it may not get the amount of business that Dormir did. Besides, Dormir was bigger and had more to do.

Scratching his chin Lance thought about it. “Maybe, but this is a small town and not enough people come through here I’m afraid. Maybe Anniva, which is the provincial capital, might have something to do with contracts, and it’s on the coast, so you never know what you can expect there.”

“I see, maybe if you can let your son go for a couple of weeks again I and Lorna can go with him down there to see what is going on. I’m interested though I don’t know what it’ll be like as I never have been down there.”

“It’s a big city and of course, I’ve been down there. King Jeery’s castle is nearby, and he rules the province of course. Maybe I’ll let him go, he’s been down there too a couple of times, though he may not remember where things are like I do.”

“You can’t come with us?” Famir asked expectantly. He liked the fact that Lance seemed like a good fighter and his knowledge of the city would help considerably more than with Baromir.

“I’m afraid I can’t, the missus needs protecting and she doesn’t work on the equipment as I can, so much as I would like to, I’m sorry.” He wanted to go back to Anniva himself, but he’d have to take Martha along and that would be the end of the farm. He didn’t want to move to the city and preferred the rural life always. He liked Kerson and found it to his tastes, and he was too old to fight anymore and left that up to Baromir to take the fight and see what was going on.

“That sucks Lance, we could use all the fighters we can take,” Famir said dejectedly. He had hoped that he could really come along and add some more fighters to the mix. Baromir was decent with his swordsmanship, but he could use a seasoned veteran to take up the slack in a fight. Then again, his reflexes may be slower due to his age, but he didn’t know how old Lance really was, so it was just a matter of seeing him fight to get an appraisal. “Contracts depend on party size and the more the party, the more contracts, and the like.”

“I see, good to know.” Taking a drink of his water Lance looked at the party and smiled, knowing that he was going to let Baromir go to Anniva. He could use the time off and he worked hard during the harvest. “I will think about it soon, but for right now I don’t see any issues with you going with your friends. Work is pretty much done for the season, and we could always use more money that you get from the contracts.”

“Well, I got enough to survive on Dad, it wasn’t like I became rich.”

“True, but the little extra you brought home never hurts. It’s about the extra that matters and that’s a lesson for today.”

“Yes, Dad.” His cheeks flushed from embarrassment in front of his friends, but he couldn’t control his own father, lest he get in any trouble.

“Good.” Patting Baromir Lance shrugged. “Well, you can’t stay here as we don’t have the room, and I suppose you have a place to stay for now?” He asked Famir and Lorna.

“Yes, we do,” Lorna answered as she figured that she had to say something in the conversation. She always listened too much and never contributed that much, but when she did, she felt her voice needed to be heard. “The Blackstone Inn.”

“Good, me and Baromir can visit tomorrow, and we can look around for something to do until the caravan heads out, we’ll have to go to the main store to find out when it leaves for Anniva.”

“Mighty thanks to you.” Famir said as he thought over the possibilities that could come up here in Kerson. He doubted that there were contracts being performed, and they’d have to ask around, which he didn’t like due to the people he may encounter while there. All he knew was he needed a break from riding in a caravan. If they could find a horse or two to procure, they might be better off. The problem was that he didn’t know how long it would take to get there though. “How long do you think it will take if you remember to get to Anniva?”

“About a day and a half by caravan. Same amount with a horse, though you’re taking more of a risk, less protection.”

“Yeah, figured as much. We’ll take the caravan then.” He said to Lorna and Baromir. He didn’t like being a leader or in a leadership position, but when the call came, he was there for it.

“Fine, sounds fine to me,” Lorna said.

“Good enough for me,” Baromir said, unsure of what to do now. “Well Father, I suppose I can get some ale with my friends then?”

“Why not drink it here?”

“Because Famir likes to get drunk a bit and I don’t want him throwing up on the floor.”

Chuckling Lance waved his hand. “Don’t get too drunk son, you have a long day tomorrow.”

“Yes, dad.”

With that, the three of them left for the Brownstone Inn and got drunk. Baromir managed to get somewhat drunk and made it safely back to his house. Famir got really drunk and made it back to his room without throwing up as he was used to the amount of ale that he normally drank. Lorna managed to drink some wine instead and managed to get a little tipsy and took one of the adventurers to bed. The next day they awoke, and Lorna lost her adventurer to the day and prepared for another day.
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Chapter 2
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“I feel like shit,” Famir said to himself when he woke up. He wished that he had somebody to wake up to, but sometimes alone was fine too. He groggily sat up and looked around and realized that he had everything he brought and that the migraine that was pounding in his head was a sign of old age, or just drinking too much again. He was glad that nobody had to take him in, like Rennyn months ago. He had learned from that as while he knew Rennyn was an okay person, he didn’t want to burden him with his antics of getting too drunk to move. It was bad form for a warrior, for some may take advantage of him and rob him too. Glancing at the window he assumed it was about early to middle morning and that he should be able to get something to eat and drink, just not ale. Dressing took longer than he normally did, and he realized that he liked the calm of Kerson and not the bustling sound of Dormir city in the morning, when everybody was off on their business and doing what they had to do. Here it was quiet, and he registered that as a welcome sound to his ears.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Days of Baromir

Eric Johnson





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





