


Mirkwood





	The trees grow thicker as you travel through the forest, their foreboding shapes towering high above you. Tangles of choking vines and twine over anything and everything, their dark leaves almost completely hiding the charcoal dark bark of the trees. Beneath the hanging lichen that trails from the trees at the river's edge, the Taurduin runs slate grey in the darkness, rushing to escape to the open fields to the east. 


	The frigid winter night sky can hardly be seen through the thick branches and dead vines overhead, and under the canopy the path running east and west is nearly lost in the crawling darkness. Little snow is on the frozen path, and travel is easy.





It is snowing, and the thickly falling flakes blanket the ground with a thick white coating





Contents:


Brari


Fire Circle


Obvious exits:


East and West





>Brari Desc>


	This relatively young dwarf looks quite capable of doing what he does. Yet what is that? At a good five feet in height, red-haired, and with a bushy red beard only beginning to show slight strands of silver-gray in it; with glinting eyes like the mirrorlike waters of Khazad-Dum of old that regard all about him but himself nobly, he cuts a very striking figure. There is a justness in him, an air of being complete and whole, and being unaccustomed to detractors (though one cannot help but notice the horn-hilted dagger on his belt, or the way that a fat, rough and reddish hand is rarely far from it). Often, Brari is clothed in fine fabric of rich blue and silver coloration.





	The dwarf has a shrewd air about him, too, looking at most people and objects in casual but constant appraisal. Indeed, almost like a ... Well, there you have it! A glance at his neck confirms a suspicion that might have been in the back of your mind upon first meeting Brari. There hang a thinly-wrought chain and weighty medallion of intricately wrought silver, a disk upon which is engraved a depiction of the Mountain covered with many paths going both in to and out of it. So, then, one knows this austere dwarf for what he is. He is Brari /Son-of-Grar/, the Thane of Clan Zinbar; therefore, he is leader of the trading clan of The Lonely Mountain. He certainly looks capable ... .





<END<





Brari, dressed in travelling clothes and bearing a staff, a pony-drawn cart behind him which ostensibly holds most of his belongings for this small one-person trip, is standing in front of the border to Amon Thranduil, a few, perhaps six or seven, arrows not inches from his feet and buried up to their midpoints in the ground. He is scowling at the guards in the watchpost, now, which in turn scowl back. "What is so threatening? What /could/ be?" he asks after a moment, and recieves some impolite--that is, overly polite, and militarily courteous--refusal of answer. "You will have to speak to our overlords for that. We have sent messengers three times today for you. You needn't bother us in our jobs as you are..." etc. "But this /is/ your job, Lords! Am I to be feared so?" As he awaits a response to this comment, perhaps you enter.





Brari sighs dramatically, mumbling in the same tone to himself, "I would love to be in lodging by nightfall--this snow is sure to get no shallower.... But, I suppose that for a people that pride themselves on graces.... none....."





After a moment of silence from the watchpost, the sound of foot steps sound suddenly, a slight crunching noise as someone walks through the snow taht lays heavily on the ground, approaching from the west, from Amon Thranduil. Soon the figure of an elf begins to fade into vision, out of the darkness, bundled up in his cloak, his hood up and his spear held across his chest as he marchs through the snow. Stopping several yards from the line of arrows in the snow, he calls out to the dwarf. "Greetings master Dwarf. Allow me to apologize for causing you to wait out here so long."





Brari crosses his arms across his chest, sighing to himself, and lapses into silence as the cold bites in. The night grows dark, and the flickering lights of fires just to the west of the area seem to be almost taunting him in his misfortune. He glowers at the arrows, and then at the guards which he cannot see above, but only hear whisperings of snowflakes and half-made movements by them. Occasionally, the nocking of an arrow will be heard. Perhaps a thirty seconds, until, what is that? The sound of footsteps in the snow approach him, stopping before the still visible fence of arrows before him. "If this will be some sort of beast--!" warns Brari, shaking his fist up at those he cannot see.





He stops as he hears the voice, accented of elven, in the Common Speech. "Ah!" It is as if this is suddenly a new dwarf that greets the elf here. "So are you the one for whom I have called? It is getting rather chilly, and these guards here are--quite vigilant!" he notes, all smiles and nods, money purse suddenly visible at his side, where before it had been hidden 'neath his cloak (sadly, one unlined with fur).





The Echmaethor stays standing where he is, his sharp eyes focused on the dwarf as he speaks, a slight smile on his lips as the dwarf claims to be cold, though his eyes seem to frown at the revealed money purse, a slight look of disapproval flashing across his face and disappearing. He takes a step forward before stopping again, leaning on his spear. "I know not if I am the one you called for, if you called for a specific one, but I have been sent to answer your request." He smiles again at the dwarf who shivers, "And perhaps we can get you out of the cold, if you will but tell me what business you have within Amon Thranduil."





"Certainly," answers Brari, his tone as brisk and professional as any could possibly hope to have reach one's ears, though there is something also prideful in it that might well annoy a one not used to such posings of the dwarves. "I mean to speak to the Crown or any other pertinent authority about possible resource transactions within the wood between my clan, nay, not even the entire Mountain, and your people here. I trust that it will be profitable for you both, and assure you that no ill will is meant by it!" He rubs at his beard as he looks at the arrows on the ground. "Yet I fear to even travel one step further with such a warning here. How might I be assured that these will not kill me on sight should I wish to tell you more specific details out of...." A scowl up, "earshot?"





The guard continues leaning on his spear, watching the dwarf with a calm expression on his face. As the dwarf finishs with his small speech, ending it with a scowl, he says, "Then perhaps you have come to the wrong place. I am sure that you would find that your business here would fare much better in the trading villege of Celebannon, to the east where most of the traders live." He glances up to the guards above, shifting slightly before looking back down to the dwarf, "Unless you have some business that requires more than an average trader?"





Brari laughs, eyes twinkling in hazel light. "You could say so. Who else owns the forest here?" he asks rhetorically. Then, in softer tones, more confidential, and with voice oozing with honor and believability, he says, "And if you have let in my king Dain, will you not allow in one of his vassals? Much interest does the Mountain have with Mirkwood--and I would rather pay the elves, say," he strokes his beard, "than I would those others, the Men of the Anduin, for the benefit of this trust. I have heard fine things about this area of the Forest...." He clears his throat and ceases speaking on that, having forgotten himself. "I am /cold/, Master Elf, and require lodging where I might speak to one more apt to understand my words than those in Celebannon, I trow: such as the King himself. And I would not be listened to and pointed at by elves' arrows any more, either, while I speak to a one which might be able to help me in my venture, whatever his," and he refers directly to Matrim, who has not sufficiently introduced himself to Thane Brari's liking, "title might be." The Dwarf's tone is not so harsh as it is compelling, and with a definite edge. "I would gladly leave my weapons, all here but a set of clothes, if you would but take me further in," he notes. "I will not be a danger to you."





Matrim watchs the dwarf for a moment, a thoughtful look on his face as he thinks about what the dwarf has said. After a moment, he brings up a hand, signaling to the guard above to hold their fire as he walks forward. "I accept your proposal Master Dwarf. You may pass, but you shall leave all but the clothes you wear behind. The guards will watch them, you have no need to fear for their safety. I ask that you hand me your weapons though, instead of leaving them here, so that they made be returned quickly."





Brari nods. "Then let us go!" he says afterwards, still shivering and not wishing to waste a moment's time. And thus, time passes.





You say in Sindarin, "Let us pass."





You hear an approving sound from above.





You continue along the path to the west.





Mal Taurduin by the Island





South of the trail, the Taurduin laughs joyfully as it hurries eastwards around the large island that sits in its midst and towards the Long Lake, beyond the boundaries of the forest. The songs of the Forest River, as humans name it, are merry and bright, just like the songs of the woodelves.





	 Your light reflects off the dark river, and shines off the smooth trunks of the tall beech trees all around you.





The well kept snow-covered, but narrow road threads between the towering trees, following the riverbank west and east.





It is snowing. The flakes falling from the dark midnight sky have accumulated a few inches thick, even on the ground beneath the trees.





Obvious exits:





Island ferry, East, and Northwest


Brari has arrived.





