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:


Maslo


Dannar(#1201)


Obvious exits:


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





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





     Date: A Skyday, day 6 of Bloommont, 412 PY - Peace Years. 


     Time: 9 o'clock on a Late Spring day. It's foggy and cool. 


     Real Life Time: 08:15 PM on a Friday, Mar 05 1999





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





Maslo enters the Common room of the tavern, looking around with a evil grin, as if he has something planned. He walks around slowly scaning the room. While turning towards one side, he fails to see Kaervek and bumps into him. He falls to the floor, although the bump was too light to cause him to fall.





As the child hits the ground, and probably begins to prepare stand, he finds the tip of a sword against his throat, a sharp tip close to drawing blood, held by the hand of Lord Kaervek. The taller, older man glares down at the child, a look of distaste on his face as he discovers nothing but a young, foolish child, instead of an assassin or thief. "You had best watch where you go, fool boy."





Maslo gasps and opens his eyes wide as the sword is pointed at his neck. When his eyes fall upon the sword his mouth opens and gets lost. He makes the sound of a sword being swinged and cries of pain as he imagines something. Completely ignoring what Kaervak said, he continues emiting the sounds of sword fight and cries of pain, with a small grin on his mouth.





Kaervek peers down at the child beneath the point of his blade, the look on his face saying he has found an insane young man. Pressing his sword point harder, a point of blood appears on the boy's neck, and Kaervek says coldly to him, "Quit your gibbering boy, or I will end your life, probably much to the delight of all here." A few voices in the tavern call out agreement.





As Maslo feels the pain of the sword in his neck he stops mubling and his mouth closes. A small tear appears on the side of his eyes, which he tries to hide. In his mouth some movement can be seen, like if he was biting something. He mumbles to himself something about Raughir and after some time manages to get sufficient willpower to whisper, "No... please..."





Kaervek's sharps ears catch the word 'Raughir', though no one else in the tavern does. Peering down at the child sharply, he removes the sword blade boy's neck, and with a sharp motion slams it into its sheathe. He offers no hand to the child to help him up, but says to him, "You had best watch where you walk, in the future. I will not hesitate again." With that he moves towards his table, empty as always, now that the patrons understand that it is the Lord Kaervek's table.





Maslo is still breathing quickly and nervously. After a moment, he returns to normal and ponders something for some seconds, mumbling, "Raughir... his reaction... hmm..." Without standing up, he heads crawling towards Kaervek and, filled with curiousity, asks, "May I ask who you are?"





Kaervek's face is covered with a look of distaste as he looks down at the child by his feet. For a moment, he considers kicking the poor, dirty thing. Sighing, and taking a sip from the wine placed on his table by a passing waitress, he says, "I am Lord Kaervek de Aekah, Lord of the House of Aekah, peasant."





Maslo's anger overpowers his intelligence and says to him red in the face, "I am not a peasent! I am of the house of Hamm--" He gasps and gulps some saliva mumbling to himself moving his toes up and down nervously.





Kaervek smiles coldly at the child, shaking his head of the boy's foolishness to act in anger. Sipping his wine, he studies the dirty young boy snivelling before him, and says finally, "I doubt that very much. Even the Houses of Carnac, poor and lacking of any real nobility, would take care to appear to be rich and powerful. You, my young fool, are but sewer scum."





Maslo controls his anger this time and says with a shrug, "Yes, I am nothing but sewer scum... what ever you say," He mutters under his breath, "Fool." Smiling at himself, he peruses Kaervek with scrutiny. He then turns towards a window .





With his back turned, the boy doesn't see Kaervek sudden smile. For a moment, he just sits there, sipping his wine, and smiling inwardly at the child's foolishness. In a blink of an eye though, he is standing, and the tip of his blade is pressed against the back of the boy's neck. "Rule number one: Never call one more intelligent than yourself a fool. Rule number two: Never turn your back on anyone you just called a fool."





Maslo gulps and does some quick thinking after he is placed the blade on the back of his neck. With a smile, he says as if it was really cleaver, "Rule number three: I can run." He makes his first running step, but unfortunately, his feet get stuck together making him trip. On the floor he gulps and says, "And I am not a fool! I am merely clumsy, but intelligent!"





Kaervek's blade hovers an inch from the boy's neck now. Stepping around a chair in his way, his face goes stern, and cold, "Rule number three: Never be in a situation requiring that you run. Breaking rule three shows how foolish you are. But I do not wish to have to clean my blade today, so I am giving you one chance. You can run, or stay to die. And try to pick your feet up this time." Pulling his blade's point away from the boy's neck as several patrons to the tavern chuckle, though the waitress seems to be all frowning, Kaervek places it in its sheathe again.





Maslo covers his face with his hand and stays down on all fours on the floor. He is trembling with fear and sniffing, like if he was crying. He stays inert on the floor, except for the trembling. When Kaervek shieths his weapon, his legs move a little bit, but after that he stays in the floor.





Kaervek's mouth twists in distaste as he makes his way back to his table to pick up his wine glass. Sipping it, it studies to snivelling thing before him. A few patrons in the tavern, those one have come to recongize the Lord and respect him as one of the greatest patrons of the inn, perhaps the greatest, shout suggestions that he kill the worm. Kaervek seems to listen to those a moment, but glances at the frowning waitress who would have to clear the mess. Speaking loud enough to be heard by all, he says, "I think there is no need to make the poor waitress clean such a messy..mess. Someone please drag him outside." Relief seems to flood into the faces of the waitresses.





Maslo crawls out trembling, but when he is just at the door, he stands up. Extending his hand, he gets a plate from a nearby table and throws it, like a disc, towards Kaervek. He then runs out, a black blindfold slipping from out of his clothes as he runs.





The room seems to be filled with sudden gasps as the dish is thrown, but with the same lightning speed as before, Kaervek's blade knocks it to the side. Everyone tenses, not knowing what to expect, but Kaervek merely puts the blade away, and goes back to his wine.


