The man that just fell down the stairs just lies there a bit. He groans and moves his left hand to his temple. His eyes are closed, pressing a tear out of them. This must be it.. I'm dying...

The man has long black hair, streaked here and there with some grey. He has a black goatee that's also beginning to fade to grey. He hasn't been shaved in probably a year. He looks very unclean, to say the least.

A brownish red tunic hangs around the man's shoulders. On it a green ivy is embroidered along with small yellow flowers. The colours have faded though. He's also half rolled up in a brown cloak, although it appears the moths have had their share of it.

He's got visible weaponry, namely a longbow with quiver around his shoulders. The leather strap that holds the quiver is wrapped around the man's neck in quite an uncomfortable fashion, and after rubbing his temples he grabs the strap to move it over his head with great difficulty. He does the same with his bow and while he puts force on the bowstring, it snaps and lashes across his right cheek. A thin red line forms on it and a single drop of blood mixes with the tears that were already rolling down.

On his left side he has a slightly rusted longsword. It appears it's had its best time, although you cannot be sure without seeing the blade itself.

Last edited by Fido on Jan 04, 2006 - 12:43 PM; edited 1 time in total
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Since the newcomer doesn't make any aggressive movement, but seems completely defenseless, the mercernaries stop in their attack and simply stare at him, stunned and baffled.

"And you are...?"
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The man coughs hard and for a few seconds doesn't say anything. The tears mixed with the blood form red streaks on his unusually pallid skin.

"P.. path.. Path Rendar", he manages to say with great difficulty.
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I am going to go to the basement and help Erdath guard that area. I am especially curious about the woman's clothing box, but I am there to watch the door and for anything indicating someone or something trying to get in.

[For Fido]: I am a young half-elf. I appears to be a common warrior (although, I'm probably cleaner than most from what Rowell tells me) with a longsword, large shield, chain shirt, both a heavy & light crossbow and a backpack.

-Sven
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I check out the trunk of clothing, trying to figure out why it is here. I whisper to myself "Perhaps Sven was right about the inn keeper having a wife that passed away some years ago. It certainly would explain the reason he went out into the yard, and why something out there looked similar to me." Seeing Sven join me, I tell him about the clothing and that I think he may have been right. After looking over the clothing, I go over towards the blocked door and check out the red substance on the floor.

_________________

Erdath Stargloom
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In Cumasti (if you don't understand Elven languages don't read this): "Grandpa told me I might have to disguise myself as a female to complete my mission. I am going to check out the woman's cloths. Maybe, something in the trunk will fit me and I can use it for my disguise when I get to Silverbell..."

After getting familiar with the layout of the basement and where things are, I will check out the contents of the trunk.

-Sven
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I am a halfling adventurer, in studded leather, sheathed rapier, lt crossbow in hand.

I will go up to where the commotion was. And upon seeing our new guest, I'll pull out my harmonica and play a short tune that might be associated with a comical fall.

"I don't knoe yer name yet, but you don't look the entertainer. Too old to be a child, so what's with the tears? There's no crying in....well,.....(sees the broken bow) There's no crying in archery. It'll be ok, I think we can fix it! Oh my, how'd you get that cut on your face?"
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Fido wrote:

The man coughs hard and for a few seconds doesn't say anything. The tears mixed with the blood form red streaks on his unusually pallid skin.

"P.. path.. Path Rendar", he manages to say with great difficulty.

"And where the hell have you come from?" Rowell leans over you, partly confused, party amused by this rather comical situation.

The people standing around you are mercenaries. Rowell is somewhat like their captain, while you can see from Mant's clothing that he might very well be a nobleman.

The other rogues, Zouki and his two brothers, are far younger than Rowell, who is in his twenties.

gsvenson wrote:

I am going to go to the basement and help Erdath guard that area. I am especially curious about the woman's clothing box, but I am there to watch the door and for anything indicating someone or something trying to get in.

djaykix wrote:

I check out the trunk of clothing, trying to figure out why it is here. I whisper to myself "Perhaps Sven was right about the inn keeper having a wife that passed away some years ago. It certainly would explain the reason he went out into the yard, and why something out there looked similar to me." Seeing Sven join me, I tell him about the clothing and that I think he may have been right. After looking over the clothing, I go over towards the blocked door and check out the red substance on the floor.

You check the different pieces of cloth. They're unusually coloured, like from a gypsy or a courtesan. Except for the clothes, you see different cheap and simple rings and necklaces there - indeed the belongings of a poor woman, but with some sense for elegance.

There are about at least 30 pieces of cloth in there. Do you take something with you?

gsvenson wrote:

After looking over the clothing, I go over towards the blocked door and check out the red substance on the floor.

The basement dorr remains blocked heavily and it's not very probable that someone could enter through it without the use of massive force.

The red dots on the floor are dried blood, maybe from when the innkeeper left the house. Or could it be that Rowell was injured?

groundhogg wrote:

I am a halfling adventurer, in studded leather, sheathed rapier, lt crossbow in hand.

I will go up to where the commotion was. And upon seeing our new guest, I'll pull out my harmonica and play a short tune that might be associated with a comical fall.

"I don't knoe yer name yet, but you don't look the entertainer. Too old to be a child, so what's with the tears? There's no crying in....well,.....(sees the broken bow) There's no crying in archery. It'll be ok, I think we can fix it! Oh my, how'd you get that cut on your face?"

"Not very manly, indeed..." Rowell orders his soldiers to pull you up and put you on a chair, the tips of the mercenaries' baldes always near enough to reach you qickly.
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Like a bag of potatoes, Path is dragged to a chair. He just sits there, not knowing where he is or what to do. His glazy eyes stare in the distance. His shoulders slump and his arms hang next to his body.

*Sigh*

With his right hand he carefully feels his cheek and the wound the bowstring made. He makes a short hissing sound when he touches it. Path looks at the blood on his hand with a slight revulsion. When you look closer and you know something about the healing arts, you may notice that his blood is awfully thin. Almost watery.

The swords around his head doesn't seem to disturb him all that much. What are they going to do... Kill me? What have I got to lose anyway...

"I come from Gundarak.", he says with a little pride in his voice. "I own a lumberjack's cabin in the Tepurich forest between Zeidenburg and Teufeldorf, if you must know."

"If you're going to kill me, then please do so now and don't waste time on pointing those swords at me."

While he speaks, he doesn't look at anyone in particular, he just stares in front of him or at the table he was set at.

edit: spelling
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Desdichado wrote:

You check the different pieces of cloth. They're unusually coloured, like from a gypsy or a courtesan. Except for the clothes, you see different cheap and simple rings and necklaces there - indeed the belongings of a poor woman, but with some sense for elegance.

There are about at least 30 pieces of cloth in there. Do you take something with you?

I will take the courtesan outfit, the most common woman's outfit and look for anything that looks like a prestess' outfit. Roll them up and stuff them in my backpack. Tie the bedroll to the bottom of the backpack to make more room if I need to. Try to keep the breakable stuff in the middle so it is protected by the clothing.

While I do that, to Erdath in Cumasti: "I am still preplexed by the letter I found in Olar's things. It was signed by the Earl ofVestfold, yet King Uther was the Earl of Vestfold before he became king. Who could have sent it? And this heavy crossbow was Olar's, it has a Vestfold stamp on it. I am just trying to understand who wants to kill me..."

-Sven[/i]
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I will get the bread Sven found for me. Break off a small piece, and give the bigger one to Path. I'll toss the small piece in my mouth & mumble....

"Here, you look like you need this more than me. How'd you get in the attic without any of us seeing you?"
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I reply to Sven in Cumasti: "It is indeed troubling news. Perhaps there is someone trying to make a rise to Earl of Vesthold. Someone who feels they have some claim upon the city. We must be cautious. It does not make since why the others are in the letter as well. It makes since for you because of who you are. Perhaps they are not who they truly seem to be like your self, or maybe it is something unrelated to who you are at all, though I hardly doubt that. There is something I wish to tell you about why I am headed to Silverbell. I travelled here to find out about a plane-travelling dagger, called the skull-blade of Viridistan, a weapon that you may know was owned by your great grandfather. The blade was forged by sea-elves from the far south, and granted their wielders the power to open gates *to the stars*, as the legends tell of them.

The dagger eventually ended up in the hands of Ran, the weird lich that ruled Ten just before its fall and is said to have vanished with him.

I've heard that Ran had built a secret archive in the sewers of the city of Silverbell, and I worry what will happen if Toska Russa should find it. The archive might be a good place to start searching for it. Once I have found the dagger, my goal is to return it to your grandfather and let him decide what is to be done with it.

By the way, what has brought you out here?"

(if you need to, you can PM your answer, or my character would understand if the reason can't be revealed at this time.)

_________________

Erdath Stargloom
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A wry smile forms on Path's face as he nods in thanks to the hin.

"I don't know, kid. I can't remember a thing.", he says as he eats the bread. The bread is dry in his mouth and tastes of dust, but he's hungry like a wolf, so he eats it anyway.
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Kyvaryn would silently examine Draussa and Jigimy for any injuries, as this inn seems to be turning into a hospice rather rapidly. I would also like to try and figure out what I can about any symbols the pair might have on them, worn or otherwise. If neither needs help, I'm dumping some magic into Itrian to get her going again (as discussed on the prior thread). All while being quiet... silent as the wind, even.
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djaykix wrote:

I've heard that Ran had built a secret archive in the sewers of the city of Silverbell, and I worry what will happen if Toska Russa should find it. The archive might be a good place to start searching for it. Once I have found the dagger, my goal is to return it to your grandfather and let him decide what is to be done with it.

By the way, what has brought you out here?"

[spoiler]

In Cumasti: "It seems we have more in common then we thought. I too am seeking this secret archive. I am to copy some of the tomes stored there and then destroy the archive. I have not been told what I am to do with the copies, yet. I learn that from my contact in Silverbell. Grandpa chose me for this because I want to come to the Duchy anyway to join the Tenian resistance. The stories of the Afridhi that I have heard from the Tenian refugees in Newgate just break my heart..."

[/spoiler]

-Sven

