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Kierkgard Dun <<Field of Freca>>

As you step into the Field of Freca, the smells and sounds of the ruined city grow less noticible. Spanning out before you is a large field, well known training place for many great Dunlending warriors. The wall on the city side of the field is crumbling, and many are blackened from the recent fire. A short crumbling stone wall surrounds the perimeter of the field, acting as a training tool more than for protection. Tall grasses billow and wave in the sunlight as faint breezes sweep through the area.

The day sky is clear with only slight wisps of clouds overhead. The late morning summer air is sunny and dry around you. The moon is waning gibbous.

Contents:

Adarion

Statue

Obvious exits:

 Gates leads to Kierkgard Dun <<Southwest Region>>.

Adarion grumbles as he recalls the wonderfull fiest he had in this place a little time ago. He looks around and eventually sighs seeing only several warriors ond bards wondering around. Suddeny he starles "Hmm... that was strange.." He mutters, "I just saw a little shadow lurking around.. or was I?" He stands alone, thinking in the middle of the field.

And clambering over the wall at the far side of the field comes Eilara, hair blowing in the slight breeze. A cheerful whistle is given, and several shaggy forms hurdle the wall, before running joyously off into the grass to explore. With a smile on her face, Eilara starts to walk.

"Heya! Wolfhandler!" Adarion eventually notices a girl from late night. "I see you are in good mood as allways." Bright smile reveals white teeth of a lad. "Where did you vanished that morning?" He asks aproaching.

Eilara looks up at the sound of a voice calling, and smiles. "Something came up I'm afraid." Read dog out of control. "So I had to dash off to deal with it." Before the clan demanded retribution. A shrill whistle is given, and over the grass heads ppop up and start to make their way back to their handler.

"wau! hat was nice." Adarion sight, "So what you ask for one puppie?" He asks allmost after "wau". His eyes sparks with a sparkle of youthfull joy. "I could need a partner in my lonesome life." He winks half to a woman half to a dog.

"One puppy? 5 silver pieces perhaps?" Eilara suggests a price, tilting her head to one side in consideration. "Need a partner? Well, dogs provide companionship, but you're on your own to find a woman."

Adarion grins and weawes his head. "hmm.. you need a swordsman? Or a man with strong arms for doing something? I have but 50 coppers now and..." Adarion pauses, "Well I can work for you, as a payment would be about five silvers." He smiles and joyfully says, "What do you say?"

Adarion smiles and scratches his neck.

Eilara considers. "That would be one way to do it, and to be truthful, with about 4 bitches due to whelp at the same time, and extra pair of hands would be welcome. And that way, your pup woul dbe able to get used to your scent." She proffers a hand. "Agreed?"

Adarion blushes, "Bithces eh...?" He grins, "Well I have never with one like that... " Then he stops his murmouring and adds, "But if you say so.. I can do for... err... work for you as long as you pay me." He smiles again and nods. Adarion for the first time looks into Eileras eyes and asks, "What should I do?"

Eilara smiles. "We've got a small camp set up on the edges of Kierkgard, if you make your way there and ask for either me or Tyra, either of us will be able to give you a tour. But for now, I'd better get the energy run out of this lot." and she points to the crowd of heads. And with a cheerful "See you back at camp." Eilara heads off.
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