Trade Street, South of the Market Square -- Cirpora(#837Rnt)





     The road here is cobbled with marble and runs north-south. This area is primarily residential, however, among the houses are a few shops here and there which appear to be housed in what used to be someone's home. The houses here are large and well cared for but are usually simple in their design. This area is home to several of the traders and the more wealthy sailors of Cirpora. The area is almost always busy as many people are generally coming to and from the marketplace through this area. Closer to the Market Square are tall stone buildings that house some of the oldest and most renowned businesses of Cirpora.





Contents:


Jinn(#9PXwerACTYyMcF)


Obvious exits:


 North <N> leads to Central Square and Market Place -- Cirpora.


 South <S> leads to Trade Street -- Cirpora.





Jinn(#9PXwerACTYyMcF)





     The figure you glance over at is the figure of a tall man. Reaching six feet in height, he is slim, though not skinny. His skin is fair, not to pale or tanned, suggesting he spends and equal amount of time indoors and out. His face is calm, a smooth face with no creases or lines, with a kindness in it, a fatherly look, though he looks as if he could be no more than thirty. His hair is a pale silvery white, almost bluish in its color, cut just above shoulder length, spreading out at the bottom. His eyes are pale blue, but they do not see. Closed, or opened, this man sees nothing with his eyes. Despite this disability, he moves quickly and gracefully, without the aid of a cane or anything else. His movements have a sense of purpose, nothing being a wasted motion.





     Dressed in the blue robes of some priesthood, the sapphire folds of cloth covering all of his body, excepting his hands as the sleeves of the robe ends with cuffs to keep them from sliding over his hands, this man is most definitely important. On his shoulders is a pair of steel vambraces, painted over with a grey paint, shining, and a blue cloak the same color of the robes hanging down from them. In front, a piece of leather hangs down the center of his robe, grey with a symbol of the gods on it in white and black lines. A similar symbol is on his back, where the same leather also hangs, over his cloak. Little else can be said for his clothing, except that the boots on his feet are of black leather. In his right hand he carries a staff with an orb, of deep purple in color, on top of it. This is Jinn the Blue Priest.





Carrying:


Leather Jerkin(#1240nA)


Leather Helm(#1241nA)


Quarterstaff(#1239nk)





Darthos(#5POWXweAC+iTyMcF)





     The man before you stands just above six feet tall. His hair is dark black, so dark that it nearly appears to shimmer a blue/purple color. His features are sharp, and angular. There is no beard on his face, his pale skin contrasts greatly with the darkness of his hair. Also, the man's eyes are black, not just the pupil, but the entire ball of the eye is black, like a deep pool of ebony.


     His clothes, also, are black. He wears a black tunic about his upper body, its long sleeves end, revealing his hands, which are long and thin. They, also, are a pale color. At his waist is a belt, on the left hip of the belt is a black scabbard. The scabbard is not the traditional sheath of a longsword, but is curved. The scabbard of a scimitar. For his lower body, the man wears black breeches, and black leather boots. Nothing else is distinguishable, except for one thing: around his neck is a golden chain, on it hangs a ruby pendant which gleams with a strange sort of shine, a magical sort of shine.





Darthos looks at you.
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                   Tropical:          Temperate:         Arctic:            


------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Desert:            Clear              Fair               ----------


Forest:            Stormy             Rainy              Stormy             


Mountains:         Fair               Fair               Rainy              


None:              Clear              Clear              Cloudy             


Ocean:             Stormy             Cloudy             Stormy             


Plains:            Cloudy             Foggy              Stormy             


Swamp:             Clear              Foggy              ----------


Tundra:            ----------         ----------         Sleet              


==============================================================================





th weather()


Foggy





A dense fog blankets Cirpora, the Merchant's City. There is little light, most of it comes form the Market Square, which is only slightly north from this spot on the road. In the fog there are many shadows, the darkness is almost overwhealming. A salty breeze blows in off the sea, giving the air a salty, somewhat fishy smell.





Though this area is just south of what is perhaps the largest market in all of the world, it is late, and few move about this section of the street now. Few, but not none. There is at least one man, though he is by no means easy to pick out in the darkness. He is clad in black, his hair and eyes are the same color. The only thing that makes him stand out at all in the darkness is an orange pendant which seems to almost glow, though that light, too, is muffled by the fog.





There is another who isn't readily seen through the thick faze of the fog this eve, and for many of the same reasons. Clad in a dark blue cloak, he fades into the misty fog perhaps even more than the other, who could be discerned by the fact that he is darker than his surroundings. Like the other, he hold an item that seems to glow faintly, a deep voilet hue that comes from an orb at the top on the man's staff.





The first moves at a slow pace, and makes no motions that would draw specific attention upon him. In fact, it seems all he is doing is looking around the city, almost studying it, as if he were trying to commit the area of the city to memory, strangely enough. His dark eyes are abruptly taken from his surroundings as he sees the faint glow of purple. He watches the light for a moment, and looks over the one in possession of it for a moment, but makes no motion toward the second figure.





The other figure has been aware of the other since moving onto the same street as he, though he has not yet looked directly at him. He turns towards the other now, though the shadows and the fog make it impossible to know if he studies to other as the man studied him. The faint light of the orb illuminates his face slightly as he places the staff in the crook of one arm, letting it lean against his shoulder. For a moment the two study each other, one a face in violet hues standing out in the fog, the other a shadow with a faintly glowing orange heart. The blue-clad one breaks the silence first. "Greetings, fellow traveller."





"Have you some need?" says the other, his voice heavy with accent as he speaks the common trader's language. The accent is harsh(think german or russian), and the man almost barks the words in annoyance as he speaks. He takes a step nearer the blue-robed one, to get a better look, but says nothing. He awaits an answer to his question, or rather, to his demand.





The blue-cloaked ones face turns more fully towards the shadowed figure, and though his eyes look at him, they merely look at him, and nothing more. But the blue one sees..and hears. Again he speaks, in a slight accent that could only be called a combination of Cirdara's and Elduran's accents. "I was wondering the same of you. You seem to be looking for something...or someone." The man's old but unwrinkled face form a slight smile, "It is something of a habit of mine to impose myself on people."





"I seek only information to be used for purposes that are none of your concern. I have need of no person's help." says the black-clad man. "It is a habit of mine to work alone." he adds, and then turns away. He begins to walk away from the other, saying no goodbyes, asking no names, he simple turns to leave.





If the blue-clad one feels any surprise over this reaction, he doesn't show it. He lets the other walk a step or two, and then says, using the label his mind as applied to the figure, perhaps an omen or merely a name based on the other's current appearance. "Perhaps, Shadowed One. You are a seeker of knowledge, and entering that world brings you into mine." He smiles faintly, leaning on the staff to shift his weight from his feet, "And in that world I am a master. It might do you good to make inquiries with myself."





The figure turns sharply, and shows more than casual interest at beign called 'Shadowed One'. "Noone is my master. I have told you the information I seek is none of your concern. I came to learn what I may, and I will leave with that knowledge. Your help, however, will not be required." he says. "Now leave me. Whatever knowledge you may claim to be 'master' or has no meaning for me."





Again, no real reaction from the blue-cloaked one, except a slight raising of an eyebrow at the other's sharp reply. For a moment, he watches the other, if he could be said to have that ability. The faint violet glows slightly, and the magus frowns slightly, for some unknown reason. "If that is what you desire, Shadowed One. Do be careful though in gathering your knowledge. The world has many pitfalls, and some might not be apparent." He smiles grimly. "Whatever your plans, do tread carefully." He begins to turn away then, the glow of the orb lessening.





The black-clad man laughs out loud at the one in blue robes. "Be careful? You are telling me to be careful? I am Darthos, commander of the Army of Salindor." he says, revealing his 'identity' rather openly. He then adds, "It is you, old man, who should be careful. You never know what sort of evil may lurk on darkened streets. You look as if your days are numbered. Perhaps you should spend some time with your family while you still can."





The old man turns back to the other, the violet glow increasing rather drasticly, maybe only as show, and maybe as an actual gathering of power. He stands straight, and his unseeing eyes focus on Darthos despite their disability, seeing in him, through him, past him. "Then you are also a fool to believe Salindor has given you any real power. At best, you're a tool for him to use." The man smiles grimly, "You are not all that you say, this I know, but I will not press that point yet." Releasing one hand from the staff and letting it hang at his side, he says, "A family to tend, I do not have, but then, my days are far from numbered. Be careful in the City of Trade, Shadowed One. By the end of your stay, you might find it was your days that were numbered." He finishes, and watches Darthos closely.





Darthos laughs again, and as a response, perhaps, to the glow of the staff the orange pendant flares to a firey brightness. "Little man, Salindor has given me nothing. You could not comprehend it if I were to tell you, but I will tell you this. I do not care for you, or whatever battles you fight as long as you do not interfere with mine. You mean nothing to be, and so begone. I would hate to be forced to cause some kind of scene. I tell you again, speak no more to me, and seek me out never again." As he finishes, he stares at the other expectantly, waiting for him to leave, it seems.





The old man gives the Shadowed One a grin, "Don't let arrogance be your undoing, Darthos. Much I may not comprehend, but there is much you don't comprehend either, and so we are equal in that regard." Leaning once more on the staff, apparently obvious to the 'danger' he is in, as Darthos might be thinking, he says, surrounded by a halo of violet fog, "I do not expect you to care for me, and I think I might be insulted if you ever thought me anything but an enemy." Giving a light chuckle, he continues, "The world has dangers in it you don't know Darthos. The Heir yet lives, and Moralan's doom still hangs just below the horizon. Go back to your master and leave Cirdara out of your petty wars, it has nothing in it to interest you. Tell your master that Jinn still waits for him to rise, still stands ready to stem the tide." With that he turns, and begins to walk from the other.





Darthos turns, and moves quickly to the other. As he reaches the other, he cuts in front of his path and stops the blue-robed one. "What do you know of the Heir?" he demands. His voice loses a bit of its human quality. It is not just a spoken question, but a shouted one. He pulls himself very close to the other, and speaks this, in a more hushed tone, directly into the other's face: "I tell you now that if you do not tell me everything you know of the Heir and his whereabouts I will show you the very brink of human pain. You will wish you never set foot in the Merchant's City, and, in the end, you will die. It will be a very slow and painful death, but before you die I /will/ have the information I demand."





The blue-robed one listens carefully to Darthos' words, without twitching a muscle or showing any emotion, merely stopping as the other steps into his path. He then laughs, "Oh, but my dear friend, you have said you do not wish to gain any knowledge from me. I think I shall honor your previous request." He sobers a bit, his mirth fading slowly. "Know this, Darthos, Shadowed One of Moralan, Thrall of Sararu. You will do no such thing because you do not wish to be sent back to your master without a body, only a tattered soul. It is not the time for our comfrontation yet, and until it is, I will not allow you to force one. When the time comes, I will face you, but as yet my missions are not complete, and neither are those your master has entrusted you. Go, leave this city on your own freewill and complete the Betrayer's wishes. Nothing will come of it, but I doubt you are eager to die, so live while you can." He finishes, his words filled with threat but yet offering escape. Not waiting for the other's replies, he steps to the side, the indigo of the staff bright and held before him, burning with energy, giving off heat.





Darthos seems immune to any kind of heat the staff may give of, so he pays it no notice. With a gutteral grunt, he shoves the blue-robed man aside. "Nazcht thrclin fek!" he shouts. "You know nothing of my master, foolish mortal. Perhaps one day you will learn of him, but this, as you say, may not be the time. I have an appointed task, and you will not interfere with that. If you will not interfere, I will leave you." With that he steps away from the blue-robed man and walks north, toward the market square.





The man grunts as he is shoved quite strongly, but Darthos doesn't truly walk away unharmed, though he has chosen to ignore it. As the man is propelled away, he touchs to the other's hand the glowing orb, and on that hand leaves a mark, a circle that is black, that glows for a moment with violet hues. Likely Darthos doesn't notice it, for it causes no pain, and fades quickly. Perhaps soon he will notice the mark. Standing back up, Jinn grimly watches the other retreat, and calls after him, "Good hunting, Darthos. Perhaps you will find what you seek, and perhaps not." The old man grins at his retreating form, "Mortals fear you, but I do not. One day, Darthos. The comfrontation will come, maybe in a year, maybe in fifty, but it will." Close to an alley because of Darthos' shove, Jinn takes a step back into it. "Meddle not in the affairs of magus, for they are subtle and quick to anger." With his closing remark, perhaps a warning, the shadows of the alley enfold him and he is gone.


