Log file from Shadow Rift.





Audience Hall -- Ebony Stag Manor(#1400Ran)





The front hall quickly ends with the main audience chamber. It is here that guests come to speak with the lord of the manor, for it is here that most resembles a throne room. The floors are made of black marble slabs set as to make it hard to find a seem. At the far end of the room is set a chair, high backed and plush with a crimson velvet. It is not the only seat in this room, for other similar yet inferior chairs line the walls in odd intervals.





A flight of double stairs wind their way up the wall flanking the throne to a landing just above. The steps are made of the same black marble while the railings are carved from ivory and jade. Hanging on the walls as one goes up the stairs is a collection of portraits dating back over three-hundred years.





At the bottom of each stair is a wooden door carved of the finest walnut and mahongany inlay. Just off set of the throne is a pair of double doors, both inlayed with ivory work in the pattern of the House. Finally, a great crystall chandelier hangs down from the huge ceiling, at least 30 feet above the floor.





Contents:


Valdaran


Obvious exits:


Door West <W>, Door East <E>, Stairs Up <UP>, Ivory Doors <S>, and Front Doors <N>





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


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


     Time: 19 o'clock on a Late Winter night. It's snowing.


     Real Life Time: 11:15 PM on a Monday, Feb 08 1999


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





The continuous fall of snow outside fills the streets, leaving the city a strange distorted landscape of cold and grey. A lone figure walks down the night streets, cloak covering him completely as he trudges through the snow into the courtyard of the Ebony Stag Manor, and then through the large doors of its entrance. Throwing back the hood of his cloak, the handsome face of Lord Kaervek is revealed.





On the heels of the Lord Kaervek come the two door guards, faces flushed with anger and evident confusion. "Stop there!" cries one, as the other mutters with vexed venom, "How did he open the damned door?!" Their hands fly to their swords, but they stop immediately as the shadow of a descending figure makes known the presence of the current Lord of the manor on the stairs at the rear of the room. Perhaps satisfied that the intruder has ceased movement for the moment, they merely move to stand at attention, only a few feet behind him. One calls out, "Your eminence! This stranger has broken into the estate...shall we slay him for you?"





