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 ?????day, day 16 of Meltmont, 412 PY - Peace Years.


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


     Real Life Time: 08:36 PM on a Monday, Mar 15 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, much as he was the day before.





As the heavy doors to the outside are pushed open, drifts of snow blow through the open entrance. Head bowed into the blowing snow, a lone woman makes her way into the welcoming warmth of the tavern. With a creaking thud, she pushes the door closed behind her. As if tired from the exertion she leans her frame against the sturdy door, drawing back her hood only once she has caught her breath.





At the sound of the heavy door of the inn being opened and closed, with a loud thud, Kaervek seems to wake from his thoughts long enough to glance curiously towards the doors that the newly arrived woman leans on. Taking a sip of his wine, he studies her face for a moment, a hint of recognition in his eyes for a moment, but his curiousity fades for the moment, unable to put the face to a name. Perhaps when she is closer, he thinks.





Grasping her cloak by its very edges, Tylin leans forward shaking away the loose snow and stomping from her feet. Straightening she glances over the hands of the many patrons searching for an empty seat. A frown of disappoint mars her refined features as she sees no table is empty. Loosening the front of her cloak, revealing the odd pale robes beneath she reachs out and stops a serving maid. "Mulled wine if you have it..."





The maid gives the woman a friendly smile and a nod, and hurries on to find the requested item. As she heads past his table to the kitchen, Kaervek stops her as well, requesting a fresh glass of wine. Giving him a curtsy, the maid moves on to fulfill the orders. Kaervek turns the regard the woman who has been travelling the streets of Carnac late in the night. A small, thoughtful frown appears on his face as he searchs his memory, but a name for the face he sees does not come. Quietly, to himself, he says, "Well, I will just have to speak with her then."





Lips pursed, Tylin breaths a deep sigh, blowing the few loose strands of hair from her face. Stepping further into the room, she sidesteps a few tables, and a few patrons. A few colourful phrases by some of the men at arms, fly up to her ears, causing a gentle flush of colour to diffuse her cheeks and causing the men about to chuckle. Coming closer to Kaervek's table, Tylin glances over him a flicker of recognition in her eyes but not enough to cause her to stop.





As Tylin comes closer to Kaervek's table, the maid returns from the kitchens with two glasses in her hands, with the ordered drinks. Stopping first at Kaervek's table and handing him his wine, she turns to go as he puts a hand on her arm to stop her, speaking quietly to her. Nodding respectfully, she makes her way towards Tylin, the second glass still in her hand. Offering it to Tylin, she says to the other woman, "The Lord Kaervek would like to extend an invitation to join him at his table, Mistress."





Tylin's eyes open wider, suprise written clearly upon her features, "Um.. that would be most kind.. thank you.." Extending her hand she takes her glass from the maid and takes the last few steps to Kaervek's table. Setting down her glass she draws out her chair, "A most fortitous offer sir.. I was sure my feet would tire quickly..."





Sipping his wine, Kaervek nods his head to her in greeting, smiling as sudden recongization comes into his eyes at hearing the woman's voice, "Aye, surely they would, and what gentleman would not give a seat to a young woman in need of one?" He sets his wine down, tapping the glass with one finger. "I almost did not recognize you, my Lady. It has been long since we last met. I trust you remember me?"








