Nyraine, Son of Joipli

Nyraine, Son of Joipli, or Zaar’rad, Son of Khalad as he is known in his native tongue of Khuzdul, was born in an underground colony situated underneath the Blue Mountains.
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 The colony was a splinter group from the long destroyed Beregost and they continued to practice the traits that flowed within their blood.  Smithing.  The reclusive Dwarves there would make armour, shields and swords to sell to the merchants that travelled to the Shire to solely buy them.  Zaar’rad’s father was one such Dwarf.

When Zaar’rad was in the middle of his twenty-ninth year, young by Dwarven terms, his father and several of the other armour smiths left Kluzuda, the name given to their settlement, to travel to the Shire to sell their wares and purchase certain foods and other supplies.

Zaar’rad, while still in his early combat training, stayed behind with the other youngsters, the females and the Dwarves who were too old to travel.  Although at this point he was the eldest amongst the youngsters, and far ahead with his combat training.

Three weeks passed, and then four, then the settlement as a whole began to worry, normally the journey would take a week and a half there and the same back, but the prominent armour smiths had still not returned.  The elder Dwarves quickly decided to dispatch a scouting group to go and find the lost Dwarves.  The group being led by one of the elders himself and containing some of the youngsters, Zaar’rad included.

After four days travel towards the Shire, the scouting group came across the remains of several burnt out Dwarven wagons.  The group quickly scanned the area.  Three wagons were missing, as were all of their trade goods, but more importantly, not one body littered the ground, several traces of blood were found, but only small ones and hardly marks of a scuffle to note.

Distressed, the elder ordered Zaar’rad and another to travel to the shire, to see if the Dwarves had made it there at least, and travelled back to Kluzuda to report his findings with the rest.

Zaar’rad and his companion, Dukazul, travelled for another six days until they finally reached the Shire.  Both Dwarves did as they were told, and asked about the missing Dwarves, the hobbits reacted with surprise and said that they’d seen no Dwarves for a month, but they also mentioned that other traders they were waiting for had not arrived either.

Zaar’rad and Dukazul, then decided to head back to Kluzuda, although with heavy hearts.  After a week and a half journey they arrived and told the sad news to the settlement, quickly a meeting was called to discuss this news and the other effect it would have.

The meeting lasted several days whilst the elders discussed the topics, the missing Dwarves and the loss of goods and shortage of food, the last being one topic.

The final outcome was that the loss of goods and shortage of food was the more immediate problem, as the Dwarves didn’t have the resources to create enough food to sustain them for long.  And even though the disappearance of the Dwarves, those who were Sons, Husbands and Fathers to nearly everyone in the settlement, was of great concern, the survival of the settlement came first, which meant more goods would have to be made so that they could be traded for food and supplies.

With this in mind, the Elders declared that only one Dwarf would be sent out to search for the missing Dwarves, and that this Dwarf would be responsible for locating them and bringing them back.

Zaar’rad, being almost a man, being fit and strong and because he wasn’t as sour and withdrawn as most of the other Dwarfs, was chosen to be the one to search for the missing Dwarves, and of course his father.  Zaar’rad, having been taught to always follow the instructions of his elders agreed.

Once again with a heavy heart, Zaar’rad said fare well to his mother, Yu’daa, and left in search of his father and the other Dwarves with the best equipment the settlement could afford to supply him with.

Vowing to never return until he had at least found his father, Zaar’rad began to travel the lands in search of clues and information.  He managed to find out that, during that period of time, several people had spotted bandits, or what they thought were bandits, that flew a symbol of a jade griffins claw.

Even after more than one hundred years of searching the lands and scouring for clues, Zaar’rad has still never given up.  He still firmly believes that his father is still alive somewhere, perhaps with the others, and will not give up until he has found either his grave or aged face.
