Log file from Korongil.





Plaza of the Moon





	This large marble plaza is the very center of the great city of Quindorsa. The polished marble slabs join together flawlessly and sparkle at the slightest hint of sun, star or moon light. The wondrous Rose Palace of Elduran stands to the north. The shining gold gates are closed and formal guards stand upon each side. Rising from the northwest are the elaborate and artfully crafted estates of the noble families of Elduran. Standing south of the Noble Quarter are the homes of the well to do merchants which eventually give way to the residences of the common folk to the southeast. The businesses that cater to the needs of travelers begin to show them selves to the southwest before giving way to the larger mercantiles and businesses to the west.





Contents:
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Obvious Exits:


East <E> leads to West Noble's Way


West <W> leads to East Merchant Street


South <S> leads to North Traveler's Path


Palace Gates <P> leads to Central Courtyard
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Tis just after midnight, the streets of the Plaza of the Moon are as empty as the heart of Elduran ever is. Perhaps the only time that the white-winged shape of Cryselle actually walks around inside the city. As she is this eve, the soft whisper of a gentle breeze over her feathers the only sound as she stands staring at the golden gates for many long moments. A shake of the head, her wings stretching momentarily to their full breadth, as she turns away...





Quiet foot steps float into the square from the south, barely heard. With them is a second quiet noise, a tapping, that follows the steps perfectly, matching them. The steps get louder as they approach the plaza, the gentle swishing of robes adding to the soft sounds created by the figure that forms from the shadows as he enters the plaza. Continuing to walk with a purposeful step, the man appearently does not see Cryselle.





Cryselle is just lowering herself to a crouch, preparing to take off, when the tapping sound reaches her ears. A curiousity, and curiousities have always caught her attention. Straightening, she turns in a circle until she finds the one whom the sounds come from, seemingly bothered not by the shadows that cloak the place. Closing her eyes for a second, a shimmer runs down her form, then she smiles and sketches a bow. "Good eve, kind sir."





Stopping in the middle of the plaza, the robed figure turns his head about, towards Cryselle's voice. "Good eve to you too, kind stranger," he says with a bow. Leaning on the staff in his hands slightly, he asks, "If I may ask, who is it that is thoughtful enough to greet a stranger at night so courteously?"





The moon stands high in the midnight sky as clouds lazily drift by it. Twinkling stars shine across the black expanse above you.





"One to whom everyone is a stranger, and feels out of place wandering in the daylight." A bit of frustration tinges the tone of the young woman's voice at the end of that, but it quickly disappears as she continues "My name is Cryselle, pleased to make your acquaintance. And you might be?" There is a soft feathery rustle as her wings flip back to a resting position on her back, creating a slight breeze by their passage.





The robed man nods his head towards Cryselle, noting the soft sounds he hears. "I am called Jinn, by most. I am a priest and traveler..." A small smile forms on his face, "You are not from around here, either, are you, Cryselle?" His face turns to gaze more towards the golden gates to the north as he finishes, but he continues to listen.





Cryselle pauses for a second, her gaze focusing on you quite closely, before she relaxes, suppressing a soft giggle. "No, I'm not. I'm from... ah... quite a long ways away, actually. I too am a traveler of a sort, a wandering blade you might say." Her voice lowers to but a whisper, audible only because it's quiet, "A lost wandering blade."





Jinn nods his head, gaze peering at the golden gates, or perhaps past, listening. "There are many dangers to travelling. Many evils inhabit the world...most have long slept, but not all. Those who travel must be wary of straying from the path and into these evils, but at the same time, should always remember that the path can be found again if they do." He finishes with a whisper of his own, even quieter, "Some of those sleeping evils stir, I fear."





Cryselle thinks for a minute, murmuring "Why is it that I always, always, /always/ have to be in the way of great evils? Can't I just, for once, go a few years without something trying to kill me?" Again, that feathery rustle as she shrugs her shoulders. Raising her voice once more to a normal level, she smiles cheerily. "Oh well. If something isn't after me for my wings, I just happen to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. My lot in life, I'm kinda used to it by now."





Jinn turns his head towards Cryselle again, "You mistaken me, I think. You say you are lost. I merely mean to say that those who are lost should watch for evil, and that they shall not always be lost...No evil comes for you, not that I know of, but an ancient evil stirs again, to come for the world. Being in this world, I suppose you could say it comes for you."





Cryselle blinks once, staring at you again for a second. "I'm sorry, I know you're trying to be serious and meaning well, but it's just in my nature to make light of any situation I come across. Keeps me from getting too down, I wasn't kidding when I said that something or other is just about always after my wings, or some other such ridiculous nonsense."





Jinn smiles, "Well. Then I trust you can take care of yourself then, because this world is heading for turmoil." His face turns towards the golden gates. "There are others I must warn of this awakening of evil..but not tonight I think." He turns from the gates, back towards the south, turning to regard Cryselle once again, "Take care, Cryselle. There may be a need for your blade all to soon."





Cryselle reaches into her clothing, coming out with a single long white feather that she holds out to you, brushing the edge across your hand so you will be sure to find it. "I'm good at taking care of myself, it's true. But if my skills /are/ ever needed, just blow on this whistle. I can hear it's note from anywhere, and trace it back to it's source."





Jinn takes the feather in hand, moving it toward one of his pouches for safe keeping, "A great gift, and I will remember it..." His free hand moves towards a second pouch, where it shifts the contents around for a moment before bringing forth a small stone orb, crystal blue. "Just as I may need you, you may need me. With this stone, I will know of your need. Merely hold it and turn your thoughts towards me, and I will come." Holding the stone out for her to take, he continues, quietly under his breath, and it is uncertain she hears, "One day you will find the path again."





The orb disappears swiftly into the same hidden spot the feather came from, eliciting a small smile to play across Cryselle's lips. "I shall try not to abuse the gift you have given me. Thank you, Jinn. We shall likely meet again once more, hopefully under equally restful conditions. Good eve." A blast of air gusts across the ground as she takes off, leaving once more the silence of the night in her wake.





Jinn looks unseeingly where Cryselle was, a thoughtful expression on his face, before turning again to the south. The quiet music of footsteps, staff tapping, and robes swishing starts up, and the blue robed priest of the land disappears once again into the shadows of night.


