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The Cutter





The inside of the common room is covered with darkly stained wood. The floor that is covered with well worn, hard wood tables and chairs also holds a soft glaze of sand. The air is thick with the smell of the salt water coming off of the bay mixed in with the smell of the kitchen and the food that is being prepared behind those doors. The walls are decorated with various assortments of fishing gear, including a length of cargo net that decorates the wall behind the long bar that stands opposite the entry portal. The front of the bar itself is decorated by what looks to be a side board from a ship with the name The Cutter etched in blue.





The tavern is always filled with travellers and citizens of the city of corsairs and on occasion they are entertained by an occasional bard or soothsayers. A small stage rests near the west wall next to a large fire place that rests embedded into the wall. A door stands at the eastern side of the bar and a large and well muscled bouncer sits on a barstool next to the door.





Table code is in effect here. Type thelp for table commands.





The Cutter is densely packed with corsairs wanting a meal and beer.





Contents:


Thera


Vivian


Corbin


Small Stage


Obvious exits:


Private Dining Room and Out





Middle-earth time is:


Daytime on Monday, Day 7 of June.


Execute the +TIMEFRAME command for year information.


Real time is: 10:05:15 MST on Fri Jan 28 2000.





It's a pleasant afternoon in the city of corsairs. The sun is bright and it is hot outside, a faint breeze blows across Umbar... A few of the Seaward corsairs are located in the Cutter today and have seated them self by one of the wooden tables, talking idly and some seem to have had a little to much to drink. The young corsair Thera is located in the bar, slowly sipping to a glass of red vine, occationally casting a glance over on her fellow corsairs.





A fairly quiet day for the Cutter really, but the one called Matrim cares not as he enters the tavern. Yawning slightly, he glances about the room looking for anyone of interest. Light-brown eyes scan past scarred corsairs, men and women alike, scan past newer recruits, scan past traders and merchants...finally, they fall on someone of great interest, the young lady, Thera. Smiling slightly, he begins to walk towards her, interested into talking with her once again.





Sighing softly Thera takes another sip from her glass, before studying the red liquid. She absently looks over her shoulder to see what the other corsairs are doing.. besides singing and being drunk. As she sees Matrim a smile appear on her lips and her eyes twinkle. "Hello Matrim, nice day isn't?" she greets him pleasantly, placing her goblet on the table.





Smiling as he takes a seat by the lovely Thera, he answers, "Into it is, though it just got nicer." Giving her a wink, he taps the bartender and orders a glass of wine for himself. A few of the corsairs shake their heads at him, some smiling at his flattering of Thera. Others ignore him to continue their own converstations.





Shrugs softly as Matrim joins her. "How has your day been? Well I trust?" she asks him, a smile still playing on her lips. She glances over at the rest of the corsairs, arching one eyebrow, they never really can keep their own business, can they?





Grimacing slightly as he tastes his wine - a bad vintage apparently - he says, "Well, it has been. Boring...not quite this morning. It was my esteemed duty to guard the ship for the morn. Lovely duty, I must say, and I met a few interesting people on the docks." Grinning again, he turns fully towards her, "And your own day, m'lady?"





Nods slowly, "Aye, watching the ship isn't to bad" she replies with a soft shrug. "My day has been ok I guess" she pauses briefly to take a sip from her goblet. "I was down at the harbour fetching something for lord Khazamr, don't know what it was but it was heavy" she smiles briefly.





Grinning, Matrim takes a sip from his wine, again with a slight grimace, and says, "It must have been important for him to send one as beautiful as yourself to get it." Flattery does get a lot of things. Then again, maybe the bad wine is affecting him, because that didn't really make sense. Apparently, he realizes that, and pushs the wine away, "I'm not thirsty anyways.."





Thera chuckles softly, "That's nice of you to say Matrim, but I don't think lord Khazamr reallt cares" she smiles softly at him, before glancing down at her own vinegoblet, "You'll get used to it, it tastes a little bitter at first" she murmurs quietly, looking up from the goblet to meet his gaze.





Matrim nods slightly, and takes the glass back up, though only to swirl the contents around and around. Smiling though, he says, "I was wondering, though, m'lady, if you enjoyed the other eve when we dined together?" Concentrating on her, hoping for a positive answer, he forgets himself enough to sip the wine, without the dramatic grimace.





Thera smiles and nods, "Indeed, I haven't enjoyed myself like that for a very long time" she replies, tilting her head a little to glance over at one of the corsairs who is obviously watching them. "Was there something?" she asks him, her eyes narrowing dangerously. The corsair shakes his head and quickly turns,not looking back.





Giving the listening corsair a hard stare of his own, Matrim turns back to Thera quickly enough, with a smile. No amount of rude corsairs will stop him today. Sipping his wine - and it did start to taste better - he says, "Did you enjoy it enough that you would grant me the privelege to enjoy your company at the dinner table once again?"





Thera nods, "Indeed I did" she replies softly, a warm smile on her lips. "And I would love to accompany you again Matrim" she pauses to take a sip from her vine, emptying the goblet as she does.





Smiling, Matrim raises his hand, quite intentionally, to 'scratch' the back of his head. Of course, his hand connects lightly with the face of the corsair behind him who was leaning a bit to close. The man makes no trouble of it and turns to his wine, and Matrim says, with a smile, "Next time, we'll have to find somewhere a bit more private to talk, I think."





Thera nods her agreement, absently glancing over at the listening corsair, "I believe so to" she pauses, giving the listening corsair a glare, making him once again turn. "These guys can be a real pain in the-" she stops there, and shrugs.





Grinning and hearing the unsaid word in his mind, Matrim nods, "Aye, they can be, but who can blaim them." Giving a grin to the nearest table full of listeners, "They never get to talk to the pretty ladies." He is awarded by a riot of laughter from the table of corsairs for this comment, which apparently took the jest well.





Thera chuckles softly at matrim's words. "Yes, perhaps that might be it" she replies, castinga glance over at the laughing corsairs. "But never the less, they shouldn't be listening to privat conversations" she replies and laughs.





Matrim nods in agreement, and says, "But, then, they are corsairs, and they enjoy having no manners, take pride in it." The good-natured corsairs nod with smiles, and with a few chuckles, most decide to go back to their own converstations. "They're good people, though. Watch your back in a fight." Giving her a smile, he continues, "But then, what have we said that we would be embarassed for others to hear? I'm sure you wouldn't be embarassed that I acknowledge your beauty."





Thera smiles briefly, "I guess you are right Matrim" she replies, glancing back the corsair before turning to face Matrim. "And that you acknowledge my beauty does but flatter me" she replies after a little while.





Sipping his wine, Matrim nods his head, "Indeed." Grinning, the roguish corsair adds, "Then, since it but flatters you and does not embarass you, I hereby acknowledge that I know no others as beautiful as yourself." Those corsairs listening still grin, shaking their heads at Matrim's attempts to win the young girl over.





Thera smiles briefly at his words, "Thank you Matrim" she replies softly. "I rarely get compliments like the ones you give me" in the corner of her blue eyes she observes the other corsairs without them knowing, then she looks up to meet Matrim's gaze.





Matrim frowns slightly, and says, "Well, you should. I don't understand why people would not notice your loveliness and say to you, "You are absolutely stunning, m'lady."" Sipping his wine, he says, "And since, they don't, I shall say it. You are absolutely stunning, m'lady."








