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Chapter 6: Comfy now, but not for long 
Good things never last, but bad things seem to last forever 

     
Bushba sat comfortably in his chair. Bushba was a dwarf, with red hair and beard. His 
beard went down to his chest, and though he was very muscular, he was a bit wide in the 
middle. 
    He lived in his brother house comfortably, and had been for five years, everyday just 
sitting down quite quietly doing almost nothing all day. He moved only to get food, or to 
reposition himself comfortably. 
    He hadn’t always been a big lump sitting in a chair. In his youth, he used to heft heavy 
logs and used to be play with the other dwarves. As he got older, he grew distant, because 
he had been picked on a lot in his youth, he started staying inside more, and he became 
depressed, his only friend being his brother, Dargbo. 
    Nowadays, he and his brother each sat down in their own chair, spending their days 
talking and laughing about the good days of youth and about what young dwarves were 
doing wrong nowadays, always caught up in their own business. Even though they did it 
every day, there was always new things to do and talk about, Dargbo was still going out 
and about working and doing fun things. Bushba didn’t like going out more than he had 
to, so he stayed inside and took a lot of naps. 
    He now was talking to his brother about a hunting job. It was dangerous, bear hunting, 
but dwarves have evolved to have thick skin, almost as strong as dragon scales. The only 
weak spot on a dwarf is his head, he has to be able to breathe and brain able to expand. 
    Suddenly, there was a knock on the door, and Dargbo went to answer it, but when he 
opened the door, he suddenly fell to the floor, a cut on his throat. Bushba looked with 
wide eyes at the person before his door, it was a dark elf. 
    Looking at his brother with tears in his eyes, he ran and grabbed an axe, and swung it 
at the dark elf in rage. His tears blinded him, but he didn’t care, the dark elf had killed the 
only person he loved and felt secure with. 
    “You dishonorable elf, who do you think you are knocking on doors and assassinating 
people. You killed my brother! Now it’s for you to die!!” Bushba swung his axe into the 
elf’s neck, and the beheaded body fell to the floor. 
    “Bush...ba….” Dargbo said. Bushba crouched down, tears flowing down his cheeks. 
    “Dargbo,… don’t leave… please….” Bushba sobbed. 
    “That was a dark elf, as… you well know… it means, Oothspach is back…. Go… go… 
go….” 
    “Go where, brother, where?” Bushba asked frantically. 

“Go find Oothspach, bring him down for me…. OK? You’re the best.... Love ya….” 
Bushba hugged him for the last time, and with that, Dargbo’s eyes went blank. 

“Dargbo, thanks for making me see what there is to live for. I will stay here for your 
funeral, and I will honor your final request, I swear. Luck be with you.” He sat there for a 
while, a really long while in fact, looking back on the memories, their first game, their first 
hunt, everything. Finally, he stood up, and he picked Dargbo up, and he walked out the 

door….End of chapter 6 


