Raider Torath <Main Deck>





	Crafted of a dark Caldurian hard wood, the long sleek deck of this vessel stands clear except that of the two masts and the ships armaments. Running along the port and starboard sides of this ship are covered archers slits every 10 feet, and two catapults on either side in the center of the deck. The bow deck, raised higher above the main deck, features two ballista on either side and a cattapult in the center. Two stairways lead up to the bow deck on either side of the ship with two doors inbetween, one leading to the ships armory and the other down to the crew quarters.





	The aft deck, raised higher than the bow deck, is situated at the end of the ship and shows the same armorments at the bow. The giant wheel is mounted in the center of the deck to a large round trunk of wood springing from the deck with a small flat surface in front for maps and charts. Two stair cases lead up to the aft deck on either side and inbetween is a single door to the Captains Quarters.





	Inbetween the two masts, on the main deck, is a large hatch leading below to the galley, the row ports, and the steerage. Lashed to the opposite side as the descending stairs are 3 longboats upside down ontop of each on the deck.





	The Torath's mighty obsidian sails are unfurled. 





+SHELP for ship help. (This ship is +Inspectable.)


Obvious exits:


 DOwn leads to Lower Deck.


 GangPlank leads to Bay of Umbar, West.





Thera walks onto the main deck.


Thera returns from beyond Middle-earth.


Thera goes Into Character.


Carpathian walks onto the main deck.


Moor walks onto the main deck.


Carpathian drops Moor.


Thera has disconnected.


Thera has connected.





As the Torath sails the seas on its way to Gondor and another raid, the corsairs on deck decide to have a bit of sparring before the nights raid. A wooden practice blade in hand, the wildly dressed corsair Matrim stands on the deck, facing his opponent, Thera. Smiling, he says, "Let us now see who is the better, m'lady." Stepping forward with the practice blade held high, he aims a blow for her left arm.





The Torath cuts through the water like a scimitar blade, carrying its crew towards the unsuspecting Gondorians. Aboard the ship, the atmosphere is becoming tense as the corsairs near their target. To relieve the tension and sharpen themselves for battle, several corsairs have taken to sparring in the middle of the deck, with their comrades cheering them on and wagering money they have not yet looted.





The sound of the waves, lapping at the sides of the Torath seems rather tranquil and calming. Standing up at the starboard side of the ship, he glances forward, towards there final destination. Letting go off a rope which he held firmly he walks towards the middle of the ship, very slowly. His facial features show that he does not like this sailing very well.





Narrowing her blue eyes Thera keeps them locked on Matrim, a brief smile strifing her lips. "Very well then Matrim" she replies to his 'suggestion'. As he aims his blade for her left arm, she twists her body and raises her blade to shoulder level, parrying Matrim off, before she twists back and moves her own blade down towards Matrims right side.





Quietly sitting against the railing is a figure wrapped in a dirty brown cloak, obviously one of the scum that had been picked up off the street or recruited from the bars. The figure watches the sparring, while a burly sailor next to him rises to his feet and shouts, "Come on! If you can't beat no girl, you ain't gonna beat no Gondo!"





Shooting the sailor a venomous glance as he backs away from Thera, bringing his blade back up and knocking hers aside, the roguish corsair calls to him, "Watch your mouth, knave, or else once she beats me, you can try to beat her." Apparently not noticing that in defending Thera's skill he demeans his own, he concentrates on the sparring again. Giving her a smile, he steps forward again, aiming his slice towards her right side, hoping to keep it under her blade before she can bring it back down.





With the gentle rocking of the ship, Carpathian takes a step after step. His balance well but his love for the see short. As he makes way to mid ship where as the corsairs practice for the upcoming blood fest he watches onward as the sea farers continue on with there practicing. Looking about he takes a seat by the corsair which had been seemingly trying to roust the man known as Matrim.





With her eyes focused on Matrim Thera slides her blade up to face his, making a soft hissing sound as the blad glides through the air, she barely manages to parry it off in the last sencond by bending her knees and moving one step backwards, returning Matrims smile she raises her scimitar to shoulder height and moves it rapidly against his belly.





With his blade already low from attempting to slash beneath Thera's blade, and lower still from her return parry, Matrim easily knocks her blade away from himself, enough to have kept the blow, were this real steel, from killing him, but not enough to avoid a scrap along the rips. Wincing slightly as the wooden blade's tip bites into him, he smiles again, and nods towards, "First 'blood' is yours, my lady." Reversing his parry though, he brings it back in at Thera's side.





The burly sailor hoots and hollers, cheering and jeering Matrim on. His interest in the match soon becomes clear, as a friend of his reminds him that he has to pay up if the corsair loses to the woman. The man then catches sight of Carpathian and laughs uproariously, finding something teribly funny. "Look at the landlubber! I've never seen someone look so green!"





Smiles briefly and chuckles, "Aye, Matrim and the next may be yours" she replies, her lips concealing a grin. She rapidly lowers her blade to attempt to parry him off, twisting her body slightly to the right and bending her knees she manages to parry him off, but only inches away from her waist, glancing down breifly she shrugs at him, "That was a close one"





Carpathian cocks his head slightly to the sailor who had called him the landlubber. HIs eyes begin to blaze and then he begins to shake his head. REmoving not his eyes from the sailor he growls out,"Hush, or I'll have to let myself go on you. And you shall be extremely sorry."





As his blade gets parried aside, the rogue smiles a mischievious grin. Allowing his forward momentum to continue carrying him forward, since Thera makes no move at this time to counterattack, he says, "But I wonder if this counts as striking your opponent?" Quite close to her, he could easily strike against her, but instead darts in to give her a kiss full on the lips, then darts back out of her range with a roguish grin. Striking a pose, one foot forward with his left hand holding his blade in front of him, he lifts his right hand and beckons her to attack with it.





The sailor pulls himself up to his full height, which is almost equal to Carpathian's. With his broad shoulders and muscled arms, he is more than a match. "What are you going to do landlubber?," the man spits, alcohol on the man's breath, "You ain't got know sealegs. You couldn't fight me." All around him, the corsairs erupt into cheers and laughter as Matrim scores a 'strike.'





Matrims action seems to have startled Thera a bit, and a faint blush touches her face. "Matrim" she exclaims quickly shaking it off, she raises her blade once again to attempt to strike his right arm, bending her knees to get a better balance before she takes one step towards him and strikes.





Carpathian begins to let out a slow belch, clutching his stomach he begins to contort his face. Another belch continues to rise but yet just at it had started something else had come with it and out. The slime from inside Carpathian hurls directly out in front of him and onto the Sailor which had taunted him.





Laughing, Matrim side steps her strike, and grabs her other arm, pulling her close and giving her another kiss. With a backwards jump to get out of her reach again, he taps her gentlely on the arm with his blade, then lands like a cat a few feet away. "First blood for me, but second kiss. Shall I strike again?" Grinning, he brings his blade up in a defensive stance to give her some time to recover, and then with a few quick steps forward, rejoins the sparring in earnest, making a slash towards her weapon arm.





The sailor jumps back, but he is big and slow. His dull eyes flaring to life, the man hollers, "Look what you did to me boots! You gonna pay for that landlubber!" And he steps around the mess, reaching for Carpathian's collar to give the man a good throttling.





Carpathian gegins to feel slightly better after he released that of which was churning inside him. Looking up he barely catches the hand of the drunken sailor coming at him and with the reflexes of a trained haradrim warrior, quickly bats it away with his own hands. Jumping back he grabs a swab from nearby that was lying on the deck. Holding the mop end towards his opponent he continues to glare at the man and then suddenly lunges forward thrusting the mop at his abdomen.





With her eyes widening a bit Thera quickly regains, her lips concealing a grin. She pauses for a moment, seemingly to concider her situation and odds before she does anything, and insted of attacking him with her blade she attempts to knock him off his feet. Twisting her body enough to not get pulled down her self in the process....





The sailor is too busy being doubled over, laughing at the landlubber's silly attempt to defend himself. So when the point of the mop jabs him sharply in the gut, he howls a silent howl of pain, his breath having momentarily left him. Legs turning wobbly, the man growls and makes a wild grab for the mop, trying to yank it out of the man's hands.





Laughing as Thera's attempt to trip him succeed, he grabs her arm as he falls, bringing her down beside him. His blade flying to the side, just barely caught by another sailor before flying out into the ocean, he grunts as he connects with the hard wood of the deck. Grinning though, he rolls over, kisses Thera, then jumps agilely up to his feet. To defend himself, he grabs from a small pile of broken goods the ring from a barrel, and with the metal ring held before him in both hands, waits for Thera to get up and attack with her wooden scimitar.





Khazamr has connected.





As the sailor grabs hold of the mop, Carpathian let's it lose in hopes of letting the man take it down with him as he falls. Having freed his hands he quickly pulls his scimitar and aims it towards the direction of the sailor. Stepping back once more he places his left hand to his eyes and quickly runs the picture before him in his brain, trying to make o0ut all the fuzziness before him.





"I'll get you Matrim" Thera laughs as he knocks her over. Quickly jumping to her feet like a cat Thera, holds her wooden scimitar firmly in hand and takes a step backwards and away from Matrim, tilting her head slightly looking at him intently before she bolts towards him, and attacks him with a back-hand slash.





As heavy as a rock...and about as smart, the sailor manages to catch his balance and stay upright. Gulping as Carpathian pulls his scimitar, the man takes his newly acquired 'weapon' and swings it out as far as he can, swinging it low to try to trip Carpathian up.





Giving Thera a grin, the other takes a step back and twists the metal rings, letting the wooden blade hit inside its rim. Turning the ring quickly and holding it there, he traps the scimitar inside it. "Beware, for the barrel ring is mightier than the wooden sword!" Too far away to give her a kiss time, he just smiles, and decides to make her reach shorter by disarming her. Giving the ring another strong twist, he attempts to pull the blade from Thera's hand.





Doesn't intend to let go of the wooden scimitar just yet and holds it in a firm grip, her lips concealing a grin. "We'll just see about that Matrim" she replies with a soft chuckles, taking a step backwards, attempting to free the blade from matrims grasp, but alas the blade is twisted out from her hands and she stands the unarmed, instinctivly looking around for something else to use as a weapon she grabs hold of a piece of sackcloth and throws it at Matrim, hoping that it will fall on his face and make him loose his vision long enough for her to get her wooden scimitar back.





Carpathian catches the mop being slapped across his leg. Howling in pain and from the lack of balance on the ship and the lack of vision do to the sea sickness, he falls forward. His scimitar flailing wildly out in front of him.





The other laughs as Thera's grip slips, and the blade flies off to the side because of the pressure on it from the ring. Grinning, he tries to swing the metal ring at her but the flying sackcloth runs interference for her, landing on his face. Releasing one hand from the ring, he reachs up to grab the bag and throw it down, then follows after Thera, as she looks for her scimitar.





Men scatter as the scimitar flails and Carpathian falls. The sailor stumbles back, a thin line of red appearing across his chest. "He ruined my tunic!," the man grumbles, mourning now his boots and his clothes. But as he sees the state Carpathian is in, he laughs good-naturedly, "Not a bad attempt for a landlubber!" And the man begins to back off.





Manages to grab hold of her scimitar just before Matrim manages to get the sackcloth of his face, quickly backing away she takes a defensive stand and waits for his next move, "Come on matrim, gimme your best shot" she taunts him.





Carpathian looks up from his position. Placing his hand down for support, he only finds that it falls once more as it had been placed in the same filth which he had spewed moments ealier. Being slightly more careful this time, he gets up from the deck and begins to back off away from the sailor. Placing his scimitar away once more only to have his hands brought up he says,"Aye, no more. We both need what ever we have left for the scum which awaits us."





Frowning now, Matrim studies his opponent, who onces again has a long reach than him. Looking about, he smiles. Grabbing the handle of the mop that has already gained a name in the realms of combat, he flips the ring in his right hand back, using it to protect the back of his forearm, and takes the mop in his left hand. Then, moving forward, he stabs at the girl with the mop end and holds his right arm forward to block with.


