Log file from Shadow Rift.





Common Room -- Endroad Tavern, Carnac(#1191Rnt)





This is the busiest room of the Tavern. You see many people standing and sitting, filling the room with people. To the north is a large fireplace, with a roaring fire keep the room well lit and warm. The floors are a solid, dark wood. Tables fill the room and are filled with people sitting at them. The walls are stone near the floor, but as the wall goes higher it turns to a light colored wood.





Contents:


Eilona


Dannar(#1201)


Obvious exits:


 Out <O> leads to Archway -- Endroad Tavern, Carnac.





--------------------------Shadow Rift Time-----------------------------





     Date: A Firstday, day 15 of Meltmont, 412 PY - Peace Years.


     Time: 13 o'clock on a Late Winter day. It's snowing.


     Real Life Time: 09:12 PM on a Monday, Feb 08 1999





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





As the snow outside continues to pile in the streets of Carnac, the Endroad Tavern's large fireplace heats the small but crowded portion of the city. Nearly all the tables of the common room are full, everyone from merchants and nobles to simple guards-for-hire and farmers, all trying to escape the cold of this winter afternoon. Sitting alone at one table quietly drinking a glass of wine, Lord Kaervek de Aekah watchs the patrons, half lost in thought.





With soft steps, and a somewhat nervous air does Eilona enter this tavern, glancing about her cautiously. There is nothing to suggest that she is not just a merchant's daughter, lost from her party, for her clothes are plain and severe, if well made. She glances over those assembled here, and she pauses but a few feet from the door, debating internally.





Kaervek continues sipping his wine, staring into the flames of the fire as if the rest of the Tavern doesn't exist. He sits the empty glass down without really noticing, and watchs the flames dance until suddenly being awoken from his thougths as a waitress inquires to if he wishs for more wine. Giving her a nod, Kaervek glances around the room, and pauses as his eyes see Eilona standing in the door. Those stone colored eyes gain the light of recognition, and he speaks softly to the waitress still standing by his, asking her to invite the young lady to his table.





The waitress, being the innocent, honest sort, walks over to the girl who lingers not far from the doorway, and catching her attention, motions to Kaervek's table. Eilona glances his way, glancing back to the waitress, asking a couple of hushed questions to which the woman has no answer. Unwilling to seem rude, the young noblewoman, for however she is dressed, she does have the carriage of one of the upper noble class, steps gracefully in Kaervek's direction. "You wished to speak with me, my lord?" she murmurs softly.





Kaervek finishes sipping his refilled glass of wine, and sets it down on the table. Turning to study the face of the one he has asked over he smiles, and says to her in a strange accent, not of Carnac or Uruadum, as so many of those in the city have, "Yes...I hope I have not inconvienced you by asking you over, but I do believe I know your face." He pauses a moment, a flash of thought across his face, then slight disappointment, "But my memory fails me there, for I do not know your name."





"It is Eilona de Corrien, my lord," replies the girl, looking over the man, her tones soft and thoughtful. "I fear I do not recall your name either, sir. It has been a long time since we met, I believe." She remains standing, her well-gloved hand gently resting on the back of a chair.





Kaervek nods thoughtfully, and then motions for Eilona to sit, saying, "Please, sit with me. I am Lord Kaervek de Aekah." He chuckles slightly, taking a sip from his wine, and then continuing in his strange slurred accent, "It was not all that long ago we last talked, or rather, sat together. Little more than a month, I believe. An eventful night that was, don't you agree? Ended rather abrubtly."





Eilona slides into the chair, on edge still, her eyes watching him warily, though she smiles pleasantly enough. "I do recall. And it was an eventful night, for more than one reason. Odd turn of events. I travel with the Antista now. As her student."





Kaervek's eyes widen slighty in surprise. Setting his wine down, he says to Eilona, "The Antista is in Carnac? I do hope she is taking a care in her actions...relations between Carnac and Durnalis are..not at their best, to say the least." He smiles slightly, try to take the general gloom that could possibly be seen in that statement, "She will be a good teacher for you, I think. She is very knowledgable in many areas, yes?"





Eilona folds her hands on the table, lacing her long graceful fingers in and out in a simple weave. "Yes, and I shall enjoy being her student," the girl replies, something in her tone suggesting it is not yet enjoyable. "She is here over ...something diplomatic. I'm not too certain of the details. She's got me keeping my ears open, of course."





Kaervek chuckles quietly at Eilona's comment on enjoying her teachings, and then sips his wine, "Ahh good. This city needs someone with a touch of diplomacy, unlike that fool," He lowers his voice, "Aranchor, may he rot." He returns his voice to normal then, glancing slightly to the nearby tables, "Perhaps she can keep any hostile actions from occuring."





Eilona sighs softly, keeping her own voice soft. "She seems to have caused the last violent actions... I mean, those that lead to that Aranchor's death. It was her dinnerparty..." She shrugs slightly, then looks thoughtful. "Have you heard of a woman named Jael, perchance?"





Kaervek leans back in his chair slightly as Eilona speaks, smiling slightly as if to say in perhaps causing Aranchor's death, she was acting diplomaticly. As she asks her question of Jael, his expression becomes thoughtful, and he doesn't answer right away. "Once, I met a young woman with the name. It was many, many months ago, a guest of my daughter."





Eilona nods to this. "Well, it's of little import, I would say," she says, shrugging. "Who is your daughter? Anyone I might have met? Or a quiet, well-behaved girl?" This last almost suggests that she does not think herself such.





Kaervek chuckles politely as Eilona inquires after his daughter, "Her name is Rhea. She is about your age, I would think." He smiles fondly, "I don't know how well-behaved you could say she is, for she has a mind of her own, and goes which ever way she wishes." He takes another quick sip from his wine.





Eilona looks off for a moment, perhaps considering how badly she has upset her own father, who really did want to see his only child well married to a young lordling with a great deal of money and title. "She sounds as if she is rather like me, then, though I hope for your sake she is less stubborn and strong-willed."





Kaervek sets his glass down carefully, laughing as Eilona speaks her hopes. After a moment he pulls himself together to be able to speak, leaving his glass sitting on the table. "If the girl was any more strong-willed or stubborn, it would take the power of a god to make her move the way you want." He says it good-naturedly, and says to Eilona, a bit of understanding in his wise eyes, "You seem to be a well-mannered young lady to me, despite what you may think. Those who are strong-willed often have fruitful lives, as they lead instead of following. Believe me, one day you will be glad you have that strong-will, because it will save you." He says it in a near fatherly voice, advise from one who has seen much to a younger one who may not have.





Eilona grins a bit to this, shrugging slightly, tapping the tips of her fingers together lightly. "Perhaps so. Until then, I shall have to deal with being a student and a lady, neither of which are positions in which a strong will is precisely encouraged," she notes.





Kaervek smiles, taking up his wine glass and swirling the contents around. "When your position in life forces you to hide that will from others, you will gain an advantage. When they think you soft or meek, and try to push you, they will find your true self waiting to stop them in their tracks." He pauses, and qoutes, 'Steel wrapped in velvet is the woman of a strong-will, and a true heart'





Eilona grins slightly, nodding to his words. "A quote I have heard, though in slightly different words," she notes, not bothering to edit him. "I am unsure of my place here. My life has turned flipside, and I'm not yet certain of what is expected of me. But you, sir? What do you do about here?"





Kaervek leans back in his chair, staring into the cup of swirling wine as if searching for words to say in it. Finally he speaks, low and quietly so no others can hear. His voice has lost its earlier merriment, now carrying to note of sadness, and perhaps, the note of homesickness? "I am here to see that the Uruadum Empire does not mistreat this city. To see that it is not crushed, and if crushed, to save those I can. To balance the...evil."





Eilona nods slightly, replying in equally hushed tones. "I do not like this city much. It is a nasty hole, full of scum and scoundrels. I do not wish to be here," she murmurs. "I hope that you succeed in keeping out what evil you may, for this city seems the teem with it."





Kaervek shakes his head slighty, watching the contents of his wine glass, "It is not as bad as you think. On the surface, it may seem so. When people are afraid, scared, they act differently than they would normally. There are many honest citizens in Carnac, but they hide behind a mask, to blend in with the darker citizens. Not all is evil." His voice is still quiet, with that note of sadness, "They have a chance yet, and I mean to see that they do not lose it." He says the last almost to himself.





Eilona sighs, staring at her fingernails as if they were great art, and thinking they need to be filed a bit, frowning appraisingly upon them, in no way interested in them. "I suppose that I am just used to a different sort of people, you know," she comments. "This is an odd new world for me."





Kaervek turns from his wine glass to study the young woman sharing his table. "You are young yet, and have years yet to learn. The world of the commoner and the peasant is very different from the world of the noble and the high. I lived among them for many years, sharing their inns, their roads..their food. Their lives are not always easy, and many times they are forced to do what they do not really wish to avoid having it get harder."





Eilona wears a distant, rather lonely look in her eyes. "But they seem so happy, with their lot. Happy to be no one," she murmurs. "You are right, though. I am very young. I have seen little of the world so far."





Kaervek smiles slightly. "Oh, many of them are happy. They have hard lives, but simple ones really. They grow their food, or sell their crafts, and raise their families. There are many reasons for happiness in the simple but hard way of life they follow." He finally sips his wine, and turns to glance out the window, where the darkening night has changed the white city into a shadowed landscape of dark grey.





Eilona follows his glance to the window, frowning that it has gotten dark, and suddenly fearful of her walk home through this city. "Why's that?" she wonders distractedly, asking him in response to his statement. "One would wonder why they envy the nobles their position..."





Kaervek grins slighty, "A flaw of the human race my dear. Even the lowest farmer dreams of great things, to be a great leader or a rich merchant, a king or a knight in shining armor to save the day." He finishs his wine, setting the glass down. "Not a man alive but dreams of being more than he is, part of something greater."





Eilona leans back in her chair, looking thoughtful. "My father wanted me to marry a prince, which is admittedly a step up from duke, which is what my father is. But I decided I would rather study in the church. What does that say about me?" she wonders.





Kaervek smiles to Eilona, "That you are the same as everyone else. Not everyone see the same thing as a step greater than what they are. Prince, duke, regent...they are all mortal titles. You wish to follow the teaching of the Church, which seeks to spread goodness, and teachs those who would listen of a greater existance after death. Is that not becoming a part of something greater? Glory and greatness are not always the same."





Eilona toys with a lock of hair, biting her lip softly. "True... And you aspire to what? Balancing the evil in this city? How?"





Kaervek leans back in his chair, his face clouded with some memory for a moment, and then he speaks. "Yes, I aspire to balance the evil here, to keep what I can of Carnac free as it was of old. How is not exactly none to me at the time. Thoughout history that has been the way of man. To fight as best he can, even if he knows not how to fight agaisnt what he fights." Glancing once more out the window, where full dark has fallen, he turns to speak once more to Eilona, "It has been a joy speaking to you, young Eilona. Perhaps we shall meet again, but I fear I must retire for the night."





Eilona nods, preparing to rise. "Would it be too much to ask for a quiet escort back to the inn at which I am staying?" she murmurs softly. "I fear walking alone at this hour, my lord."





Kaervek stand from his seat, nodding to her as he rises, "I will consider it an honor, my Lady." Swinging his cloak about his shoulders, and laying down a small pile of coins to pay for his two glasses of wine, he gives Eilona a bow. "We shall walk these dark street together."


