Seaward Tower: Courtyard





Here within the walls of the Seaward Tower grounds, there is a certain order to everything. From the close-cropped grass and neat, straight hedges to the fresh paint on the nearby buildings, one is almost forced to appreciate the rigid discipline that must be maintained in this place, and among these men and women. To the west, beyond the gardens stands the outer seawall and high escarpment, and the roaring of the ocean as it breaks on the stone is ever-present.


 


At times, a soft sea-spray can be felt even this far into the grounds, but more often one is shielded by the Tower itself. High grey undressed stone glistening with the dried salt of the ocean spray. It is a massive and brooding edifice that perches majestically at the sheer sea cliff, ruling western Umbar. The Tower approach is a path into the gardens, the doors facing the sea it would seem, rather than the city.





Contents:


Thera


Obvious exits:


Garden Path, Barracks, and Front Gate





Middle-earth time is:


Mid Afternoon on Sunday, Day 22 of May.


Execute the +TIMEFRAME command for year information.





Real time is: 09:08:42 MST on Sun Jan 23 2000.





Looking almost out of place within the orderly design of the Seaward Tower, the strangely dressed Corsair Matrim stands leaning against the wall near the gate, apparently with nothing to do at this time. Protected from the sun by shade offered by the wall, he seems to be waiting for someone.





The door leading in to the Corsair barracks is opened and then closed as Thera finds her way into the courtyard. She is carrying herself with pride and her pace is slow and somehow harmonic, she seems to be in a good mood today. As she spots matrim a faint smile touches her lips, "hello matrim" she greets him quietly, "How are you today?"





Startled out of a bored study of a few flowers going along the edge of the wall, Matrim looks up in surprise that turns into a smile. Offering the young lady a half-bow, he straightens and says, "Greetings, fair Thera. Today I am doing fairly well, though, as tends to be the trend, I am doing so quite bored as well." Giving her his best smile, he says, "And yourself?"





Thera chuckles softly and stops up when she reaches Matrim's side, "Yes, it is seemingly a trend Matrim" she replies, a bright smile on her blood red lips. "I just woke up, i felt a little tired and decided to take a nap" she shrugs softly, "But now I feel much more, -alive-" she glances around the courtyard for a moment, "It sure is quite here today" she murmurs.





Matrim glances about the empty courtyard, which is an unusual sight at this time of day, in the late afternoon. "Indeed, it is quiet...it is probably some ploy designed to make my day seem more boring than it really is. Maybe it won't be as boring now though." He gives her a wink, and then for a moment is serious on the subject of the courtyard being empty, "Perhaps they are all at the ships this morn."





Thera cast another glance att the empty courtyard and nods her agreement, "Perhaps they are" she murmurs quietly, "But it is odd that we have heard nothing about it though" she taps her fingers lightly against her lips, "Oh well" she shrugs softly, her raven black hair moving slightly with the soft breeze.





Scanning the courtyard, supposively, Matrim takes the opportunity to pick one of the flowers he was studying earlier, the best of the group, since he spent much time studying them, while Thera is scanning the courtyard herself. Hiding the flower at his side, he says, "Perhaps they plan a surprise, and are preparing? Mayhap we are to be given our own ship?" The last he says jokingly. Being a captain means responsiblity, and being under the Cap't ain't so bad.





Thera turns back towards Matrim and smiles, "Yes, Perhaps they are, a big surprise just for us" she chuckles softly, "Give us a ship?" she gets an amused look on her face, "That's a interesting idea, but I'd rather stay under Captain Vrael's command just yet" she smiles a bit wryly, "And besides, taking charge over at entire ship is quite a job"





Nodding glummily, as if seeing this ever tiresome fate of being captain just over the horizon, Matrim says, "Yes, I wonder why the captain ever choose it. Sure, there are added benefits to being captain...but much more planning to do. He no longer gets to just look out for number one, but for the entire crew, always." Tilting his head sideways slightly, thoughtfully, he suddenly looks to the doors of the tower, and making an excuse for Thera to turn again, he says, "Is that the captain coming from yonder tower?"





Thera quickly turns around to have a look, "He is here?" she asks him as she turns, upon seeing nothing she frowns slightly, "I can't see him Matrim, are you sure you saw him?" she absently places one hand on her right hip, scanning the courtyard, seeing nothing?





In one quick motion while the young lady is turned, Matrim deftly brings the lovely flower out from behind him, and, deftly, places it among Thera's hair. Leaning against the wall immediately, which an utterly innocent look on his face, he waits to see her reaction, hopefully a good one. But you never know. Women can be strange at times.





As Matrim places the flower in her hair Thera turns slowly back, tilting her head she says "Matrim, that's so sweet of you" a warm smile appear on her lips, and she gently touch the flower with her hand, she doesn't remove it but she can still see the lovely flower he placed in her hair, "It's beautiful" she murmurs softly and leans forwards, placing a light kiss on his cheek.





Perhaps not his usual dashing self today, Matrim goes as far to actually blush slightly. "Yeah, well, umm..." His mind words to come up with something suitable to say, and in the end his mind chooses, quite on its own, "The flower still is not as beautiful as the one who wears it." Himself, upon hearing himself say this, blushs a bit more, but decides to go with it.





Upon seeing Matrim blush, Thera's smile grows even larger, "You flatter me Matrim" she replies softly, her eyes rests on him for a moment before she starts blushing herself and look quickly down on the ground to cover for it. The smile doesn't vanish from her lips however.





Placing a hand behind his head, apparently having no clue what he's doing at this point, but deciding to see where it goes, his mind quickly churns out another statement for him to use, and out it comes before he can think on it. "Your very presence flatters me, m'lady, seeing as I am but a rough corsair."





Thera finally looks up again now that the blush has faded, "You're very kind to say so Matrim, but I am scarecly more than a corsair myself" she replies and smiles softly, she doesn't seem to know what to say, she is not used to have men saying so nice things to her.





Matrim, believe it or not, is not used to saying such nice things himself, really. His mind works quickly though, ignoring that guy named Matrim that inhabits it. "Ahh, but a beautiful corsair, compared to my own rough features. And such a lovely voice." Giving a mental shrug, Matrim decide that this might turn out for the better, and tries to relax some. The mind works up more choice phrases.





The sun sinks below the horizon and the stars shine brightly over the city. Day gives way to night.





What is happening? Thera is not normally shy like this, but the things Matrim say to her seems to have a strange effect on her and she blushes once more. "You're quite handsome your self Matrim" she replies, looking down on the ground once more to hide the blush, a few locks of her black hair falling into her face.





Blushing slightly, the young corsair gypsy, as it were, is running out of catchy phrases. The mind would spit another out, but this young lady has messed up all its thought processes now, by senting a compliment back. "Yes, well, umm..." Giving himself a mental kick, he continues along a new path, "Say...I need to get going, I have somethings to do about the city....would you perhaps be available later this eve, and favor me with your presence by dining with me?"





Thera looks up and nods slowly, blue eyes twinkle, "I would Love to Matrim, just tell me when and I'll be there" she replies and pauses as their eyes meet. Taking courage she doesn't blush this time, but it's pretty close, and not knowing what to say she just leans over and kisses him Lightly on the lips.





Moving by routine now, since his mind is now on vacation, Matrim says, "How about the <insert name of the best place that will cater to corsairs here>? At six this night?" Perhaps just stunned and needing away to unfreeze his mind, while he waits for another response from Thera, he reachs down to grab another flower, and hands it to him. Simple and crude, but, hey, you can't have glitter on everything.





Piercing blue eyes behind thick, black eyelashes. Blood red lips rest in a beautiful deeply tanned face. Thera is a young woman in her mid teens standing approximately 5'8, her body is slender but yet well built, everything is where it is supposed to be. Long raven black locks streaked with gold, caught up in a blue ribbon run down her back in a soft flow. Her eyes have a cold hint of steel in them, and they never seem to miss anything and her smile alone can make her look cruel, or make her look like an angel. She is wearing a pair of pure white breeches and a tight fitting black west; the west is short, leaving her abdomen uncovered. An azure blue sash is knit around her slender waist, proving her to be a proud member of the Seaward corsairs. Black leather boots, the normal type usually worn by corsairs reach her almost to her knees. Her small ears are pierced with small, delicatly made gold ear rings. On her right hip a scimitar is hanging from a leather belt, a thread of azure blue silk is fastened to the hilt of it.





Thera smiles as Matrim gives her the flower, even though it is crude and simply she finds it beautiful. "Yes, that would be great" she replies, smelling the flower,"Thank you" she murmurs softly, holding the flower gently in her hand. "So, I'll see you then" she says quietly, smiling towards him.





Giving her his best smile, Matrim bows slightly, saying, "Then I shall see you this eve, m'lady." Turning about slowly, he begins walking towards the gate, trying to collect his thoughts and memories.





As Thera watches Matrim leave a warm smile appear on her lips, "Take care Matrim" she says quietly, gently stroking the petals of the flower he just gave her. Closing her eyes she once again smells it, sighing softly.


