04/05/2002

Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>

        The moon and the stars shine brightly over head but provide little light to the trail here. You stand on a small ledge of the foothills of the Misty Moutains. You feel a path under you but cannot see what direction it goes in. All you can feel is that this is hard bare rocks with no vegetation and goes steeply upward.

The sky is clear and the stars shines brightly. The nighttime spring air is warm and dry around you. The moon is not visible.
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Obvious exits:

 North leads to Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>.

 South leads to Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>.

Malcolm arrives from the south.

Malcolm has arrived.

Banedil smirks to the Hawk and nods. "Aye, I would rather face an orc anyday than have spend another day in a bed." He cracks his neck, loosing it. He looks to the Crebain and simplely nods. This is no place or time for an arguement. The Crebain will get their own in the end. He'll make sure of it.

[+LOOK] Banedil(#2155) glances at you.

Banedil

Banedil is about average height for someone who grew up in the foothills. His long brown hair hangs off his shoulders. It is not as kept as his short beard. His eyes are hazel with a brownish-green mix. His jerkin is green and rather plain. His leather pants, while brown, they are also rather plain except for a few grass stains. His calf high boots are worn with plenty of use. He wears a belt which proudly display his clan symbol of the bear. The detail work shows that it must have been a gift for such a simple man. The dark wool cloak that is about, wards him from any bad weather. Hooked to his belt and concealed mostly by his cloak, his sword hangs, ready to be drawn quickly.

Carrying:

The Horny Hat

Ring Mail Armor

Axe

Bow

I'racil snorts softly. "More like your Ceann knew what would happen if he came into Bear lands, but this is not the time to argue. Your help is welcome." His jaw continues to work upon and down on the mouthful of pipeweed, and he spits the juice to the ground once more. "Scouts say this is the largest group they've seen in years, we'll need all the help we can gather." He shakes his head slowly, "Was hoping the Wulf and Stag might show, but as usual they are not to be seen."

Rhyessa arrives from the south.

Rhyessa has arrived.

Ryyessa

Dark curls laced with flickering tendrils of red, twist down her back, falling beyond her waist. The complexion cast around small delicate, almost feline, features is deeply bronzed, as if reflecting the light from her eyes. The large amber/gold eyes cant upward at an almost haughty angle. The small bow shaped mouth is set in a full line over the narrow jaw line. The face marred only by a long, thin scar running from her left ear to the middle of her left cheek. She is almost child small, the generous giving her 5 feet. Gentle curves soften a frame hardened by responsibility and experience, and give lie to child like appearance. 

         Her clothing is simple, yet unusual, clothed almost entirely in a deep forest green. The long tunic bound by a belt, possibly once black, but now faded to a dusty charcoal, falls close to her frame, the better not to catch for traveling. Trousers of the same hue, in sturdy leather end in boots that may once have been black but have faded to the same dusty ash as the belt. A cloak, a few shades darker than the rest of her raiment, falls just short of the ground, specially made for her diminutive stature. It is held by a plain silver brooch, in which is clasped a single black feather. The only mark of clan she bears is the silver ring on the third finger if her right hand, a snarling wolf's head.

Banedil cross his arms against his chest and then drops them to adjust the arm. He sighs and crosses again. He mumbles lightly to himself. "Can't see how people can wear..." He sighs and goes quiet. The complete could be of the armour or it could be the last pains of his wounds from the lashes. He rests his right elbow on top of his axe, scanning the horizon.

Malcolm

What draws your attention when seeing this man, standing more than 6' is the bright green eyes of his. Once filled with life and joy, but now seemingly lifeless. His head is covered by a helmet, with long thick hair flowing out from it down his back. His well worn leather boots are all muddy and dirty from long travels, as is his kilt. The multicolored kilt showing his clan as that of Bear. From his belt two scabbards are hanging, his sword on the right side, and his dirk on the other. A large red scar grins towards you from his face, by it's glowing color it's obvious it's a fresh one. The scar runs from the cheekbone to his forehead diagonally across his left eye.

Tall and straight as a spear, long-limbed and solemn. His thick black hair frames a face made hideous by the blow of a goblin axe long ago. The blow shattered his jaw, shattered his front teeth, removed his left nostril, and left him with four lips where others have but two. A shaggy beard covers his cheeks and neck, but no hair grows over the scar, so a shiny seam of puckered, twisted flesh divides his face like a crevasse.

He is garbed in a cloak that may have once been black, but is now so faded it might as well be grey. Beneath the cloak he wears a leather jerkin, stained by the remenants of his last few meals, and leather breeks that taper down into worn boots. Heavily armed, the hast of battle axe peeks ver his right shoulder, while a smaller hand axe hangs from the belt encircling his waist, as does a dagger and wicked looking spiked mace.

Eilara(#31455PenAc)

Brown eyes, flecked with green look appraisingly out of this womans face. Skin is lightly tanned and sprinkled with freckles over her nose. Her features are proportional and while not overly beautiful, contain some attractiveness. Brown hair falls in long one braid, feathery end reaching to the middle of her back. A thin band of leather around her forehead prevents stray wisps of hair falling into her eyes. Her form is tall and wiry, with no spare fat on her. Her arms and wrists are slendar, and fingers are long. Waist is narrow, tapering out slightly into longer than average legs. Wearing well worn black trousers and a russet shirt, she dresses for comfort and practicality rather than appearence. A brown belt circles her waist, the buckle the symbol of her clan, Wulf. Scuffed black boots cover her feet.

Seigmund

here stands before you, at 6'0 even is this swarthy man. skin slightly tanned hard and sinewy from his line of work. Muscles on arms and legs. his body is hard, as if chisled form an oak. His wild red hair, is done in braids with the typical beads strung about the place. Hair deep brown, mixing well with the Dunaic tattoos that are all over his face in sweeping circles save where red beard lies.

On his head sits a bronzed wreath, as a crown, this intermixed and linked with the Helm that he dons.His clothing consists od a deep Purple and black shirt, tucked into black pants. His hands and legs wrapped in black guaze. Good sturdy boots cover his feet.

Over this he wears a long and full black robe with red linning. Words in Dunaic embroidered in gold come Over this he wears a long and full black robe with red linning. Words in Dunaic embroidered in gold come along the bottom lining. A Purple sash tied about the waist. where a belt lies and a long dagger is kept.

For Armor he wears shining Ring Mail, given to him from the Dwarves some time back and Carries a long Black Spear. Deadly and grim. This is Seigmund Leod. Cadvirdoc de Crebain.

Seigmund shrugs. "I'm not my Ceann now am I eh?" a slight tilt of head. a look towards the Bear before looking back to I'racil..So..how long off ya think they are?" a slight tilt of head "Also..if someone has sheilds, large ones, cover the spearmen..make a wall for Kiern's sake." he grumbles out. looking towards the Archers. "Get in the back and get the slingers back there as well.." a slight sigh as he gets his shield up and readies his spear. "Couldn't come at a better time."

A small band of Wulf, though larger than the one who spent the night at Malcolm's keep. Perhaps twenty of them. They travel for the most part light, and the two figures at their head are unmistakable, the first huge, the second tiny. They come in sight of the fortifications and Rhyessa steps to the fore this was not something they'd anticipated on thier bandit hunt.

I'racil turns his head and gives the leader of the Crebain a hard look and spits a mouthful of tabac juice on the ground. "We've been fighting these bastards long enough to know how its done, Crow." He looks to Banedil and chuckles softly, "You'll be glad for that armor before this day is through, Banedil." The arrival of the Wulf is met with a raised brow. "I'm gonna lead the van, if any of you care to jin me and the Hawk speak up."

Banedil chuckles and nods. "Aye, I know." He looks to Rhyessa nods to her with a smile remembering how she fight at the Battle of the Keg. He turns to a Laoch, mutters low. The Bear knows and turns about assembling the men in position. The turns back to the Hawk. "I'll go if ya'll have me."

Seigmund looks towards I'racil and snorts slightly before spitting down on the ground as well, a slight cough. "I know that Hawk. I'm giving some of my young lads instructions, I don't need em all disorderly." a simple look back as his men get ready. "And let's go. I didn't get all dressed up and ready for nothing."

Rhyessa shrugs. "We've archers, and a fair few good spearmen and swordsmen" A faint smile creases her face as she unslings her own bow. "Though I think I'll take my men around the side and put them in the rocks at that flank. So we catch the orcs between us." Jumping to a conclusion, bassed on who's present. "And don't have to worry about getting /each other/ in the crossfire." Drayden just steps back and starts giving the spacfic orders to tho loachi in the party.

Rhyessa puts on Studded Leather Armor.

I'racil puts on Metal Helmet.

The Hawk nods to Rhyessa, "Let's hope we can stop them here. If not all fall back to Mathain Keep, we'll make a last stand there, and hope that someone sends reenforcements." He smiles at those around him, the smile made hideous by the twisted scar on his face, "If not . . . well today is good day to die."

A small group of stragglers are slowly approaching the warriors gathered for the coming fight with the invaders, as they get to within talking distance with the pickets, one of them asks for directions and is soon on his way towards Banedil, the rest of the men falls in with the other warriors. Malcolm eyes the men standing around Banedil before walking up,"So, we came for the opportunity for some looting, will we have it? if not, we'll wait for another day"

Banedil listens to the coversation, nodding before turning towards the voice. He smiles to his brother Bear. "Well, the Orcs are attacking us. If they have anything on them, maybe, but I doubt it." He offers the Bear noble his hand.

Rhyessa shrugs. "I have 30 more men heading this way. We were hunting bandits." Her voice is grim as she strings the bow and moves to the rocks herself. She makes some quick calculations. There /would/ be reinforcements. Espeically if Rhyessa's group didn't report in. To Malcom she calls out. "You might get a decent axe off them, but little else."

Malcolm snorts and nods before shaking Banedil's hand,"Well," he stops and throws a quick glance towards Rhyessa and grins,"A decent axe is not too bad a prize" he turns back to Banedil,"We will stay then, but I have not brought many men, they are all tired and busy back home, but we will stop them with what we have here"

Seigmund nods towards Rhyessa "The Cellach will be sending more up here soon enough once the bandits are out of our land." But who is he kidding. He came on his own accord. a slight loook towards Malcolm "Or a mace, some orcish armor perhaps. Take what ya will..after this wave we might need it." a slight shake of his head before he looks back "Wish we could use what Calvary I had." it is soon that the Ten riders who had left start to show back up on foot. Armed with their swords, and short axes..The Cadvirdoc nods to them then to I'racil "Shall we then?"

I'racil smiles at the newly arrived Bear. "You can keep anything you find on the bastards. Any help is welcome, we appreciate you showing at all. That's more than the Stag seemed capable of." Another mouthful of tabac juice is spat upon the ground. "Check your weapons and armor men. The game is about to begin."

Rhyessa considers. "Spear or sword? If sword take the road oposite my men and we'll have them in a 3 way trap. If spear help with the spear wall." She grins at Seigmund. "Wulf should be sending more in oh about a day if they've not heard from my group by then, we're a bit late on reporting in."

Rhyessa wields bow.

Banedil smiles and nods to Malcolm. "Any help is appreciated. I brought what I could with me. I've set up a net of patrols along the border, help trying to take care of the Bandits raiding our lands." He eyes looks to the Crebain, but he looks to the mountains. "Link up your guard with mine."

Traek arrives from the south.

Traek has arrived.

Seigmund looks back towards Banedil "It's not my men. I can swera ya that, we're havin trouble on our own." a slight shake of his head before looking "Spearmen form the wall, Axes, sword and anything else, With me. Bowmen get up there with the wulf, same with you Slingers." he calls out towards is men who take off to join the others. 

A look towards Banedil. "All differences aide. Do not think me the same as my Ceann. My Ceann is a foolish and rash man. Just know that I do not follow..his ideals. For once let us fight togther instead of between each other."

Malcolm glance between the three men and says nothing for a long time, then turns towards Banedil and chuckles,"Well, my men have already been posted, but I maight be in need for some hands to carry the loot back," throwing a quick glance at Seigmund, he shrugs,"We both know we will need it to improve my arsenal in the keep, the better we are to strike down the roaming bandits later"

Banedil looks back towards to the Crebain and nods. "Aye, I know you are not your Ceann. And another here helps out." The only acceptance that he has ever given to a Crebain. The Bear Guard form their line, their unit ready. Eyes watch the horizon carefully. "Steady there," Banedil says to his men.

Seigmund smiles back and nods towards Banedil "Kiern keep ya then Fian de Bear, and if I die, I'll see ya in his halls." a grin before he looks back to his men a slight nod. "Hold lads.." with that he looks towards the Horizon himslef, lightly chanting something to himself..probably a prayer.

I'racil pulls free his battle axe and takes a few practice swings. His eyes bright with anticipation he smiles at all those around him. "Well, waht say we go pick a fight?"

Of the Wulf there is no evidence from the road. The tail end bear or Crebain might see something but for now they wait. The less the Orcs see the less they can anticipate. Surprise being one more weapon in this fight, the Wulf as familiar with a fight as the Hawk. At I'racil's comment Rhy almost cackles. "If you do, draw them this way. we can box them in."

Malcolm turns towards I'racil and smiles,"Fight, now that's a good man, where you go today, I will stand next to you, even all the way to the feast Kiern have ready for us if we were the invited ones today" He chuckles and turns towards Banedil,"Let's so how your hunger is today friend"

I'racil lights lantern.

Banedil smirks to Malcolm, his eyes still looking towards the mountains ahead. "Aye, I'm hungering. I'm also itching for a fight." He pulls out his Axe and chuckles as a hand moves up to the neck of the arm, rubbing it.

Seigmund smiles towards the two Bears as he finsishes checking his armor, securing the round shield to his arm. "Lay me down in the cold cold ground..Where I go..so many men have gone.." a slight smile as a light battle hymmn leaves his throat a look to I'racil "Aye..Lets go pick a fight."

Exit South is now broadcasting.

Exit North is now broadcasting.

I'racil treds away to the north, following the path.

I'racil has left.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Exit South is now broadcasting.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, I'racil continues along the path to the south.

I'racil arrives from the north.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, I'racil has left.

I'racil has arrived.

I'racil heads away to the south along the path.

I'racil has left.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Exit North is now broadcasting.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, I'racil heads away to the north.

I'racil arrives from the south.

I'racil has arrived.

A shadow flows forth from the west and the south, a single silhouette etched against the rock strewn hills of Caerdh. Yet, this darkened shape does not travel in isolation; no, soon there are many more figures that do slink and stalk about. With great speed they travel, nary a noise is made, barely a glimpse of their true forms can be discerned.

The strangers draw ever nearer, approaching now the wayward ranks of archers the Dunlending force could muster. And it is that one speaks, a voice harsh in tone, a hand clasped upon the shaft of a great spear, "No need to fear my countrymen, Traek Ballam has arrived to your aide."

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Down, down, down, from the mountains they come. In gaggles, googles, tattered bands of lean uruks - hungry and salivating. It has been a harsh winter, and most of the beasts are weary and poorly outfitted. Most armor is is bad repair, and more than a few uruks bear deep gashes and other grizzley wounds. Packs. Bands. Roving flocks.

        The first of these flocks down from the mountains is led by Z'macht, a tribal chieftain who boasts much of his bravery. "Stay close," he says to his small band of warriors as they progress from mountain to plain. "They head of the snake if oft chopped off!"

I'racil looks up at the arrival of Traek and his men. "Glad to see you, Ballam. I've heard some negative things about you, but at least you had the decency to show. More than I can say for that damned Corran." He wrinkles his nose, "Something stinks. They must be close."

Seigmund nods towards Traek "Ballam.." a smile "Good ta have a real stag amongst us." a look towards the mountains as I'racil speaks. A slight sniff of the air.

This is the time to prove men's mettle, for here some could hunker down and get ready..or become uneasy, flee and fail, and so it is a test for the Dunnish men this night, all standing ready and proud within their ranks.

The Cadvirdoc sniffs the air after I'racil speaks. "Aye..smells worse than Death its'self.." Seigmund looks back to his men before whispering a small prayer. And the grip on his spear tightens.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, CLIK-CLAK! CLIK-CLAK! The harsh sound of iron-shod boots and rough-hewn scimitars rattling in their cases echoes in the valleys of the foothills as the Morian warparty descends from their mountain homelands, their insatiable lust for plunder and booty almost too much to bear. They gostle and shove, but they keep close, trusting in their massed formations to carry the day. They walk according to their tribes and ranks; hammerers, guards, foresters and gatherers. Grulnakh, the hammerer, marches confidently and quickly in the ranks, near to the Morghash Talashakh, and his red tongue hangs out of his slavering mouth, so great is his hunger and desire.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Z'macht continues along the path to the south.

Z'macht arrives from the north.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Z'macht has left.

Z'macht has arrived.

Talghash slips his black leather armor over his body, and snugs it around his waist. The armor seems to make him melt into the background.

Talghash wears a Spiked Hide Helmet.

Talghash slides forth his black scimitar from its leather sheath, dropping into stance as he raises it.

A bristling wall of spears and shields blocks the path. Large rocks are strewn over both sides of the road making passage there difficult to say the least. The only apparent show of force thus far is that spear wall, and the line of archers behind it, waiting for the enemy to come to them.

The first of the orcs appear descending from the foothills, "Drive the bastards back," shouts I'racil to the assembled Dunlendings. He wastes no time, but leaps forward looking for towards the oncoming beasts, battle axe at the ready.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh continues along the path to the south.

Grulnakh arrives from the north.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh has left.

Grulnakh has arrived.

"Corran is a coward," Traek speaks in spiteful manner, allowing himself to now move abruptly through to the front lines, "He would rather wait for the goblin menace to reach Laeg before taking action...Yet these Stag," a hand is waved toward the grisly faces of his men, all doned in leather, all wielding mighty weapons of jagged metal, "They wish to fight here, and so shall I."

Grulnakh draws an improvised scimitar, forged roughly from discarded metal, but sharp despite its rough appearance.

Grulnakh puts on Leather Armor.

Malcolm having promised to stand by I'racil's side, joins him as he strides forward towards the spearhead of the orcish attack. He chuckles as he calculate the numbers of the attackers ,"We may indeed have been invited to join Kiern at his feast tonight"

Banedil watches the horde comes bounding down the rock scattered path of the Misties. His eyes narrow as he watches. He keeps quiet, standing ready. He turns to look towards his men and smiles to them. "Steady there. Wait for it. There's plenty of them for us to kill." The Bear army watches, some are unsteady but ready. Banedil's hand grips his axe handle, his knuckles white.

A grizzly smile comes apon the Cadvirdoc's face. A nod towards Traek and as he rushes forth with his swords and axe men, coming to other side of I'racil to cover his side and to help the spearpoint against the orcish maruaders. His spear on the ready

"Let em come..At least we'll die with Armor on our backs." a shake of head as he raises his spear. "Get ready lads to burst into em, Spearmen hold the wall! Do this for your kin and for your country. I'll see ya with Kiern ere this be over."

Z'macht hisses softly from between his jagged teeth. They look a bit duller than usual: Missing that fresh gleam of wet blood! He speaks in the common tongue for now. A snake. "Uruk warriors do not show fear," he says. Rally troops. Before bristling enemy line looks too foreboding. "These plains will be awash in blood before too long." Gritted teeth. Closer now. No need for cover: These plains are stark.

Feet spread wide and hands tightly gripping the haft of his battle axe, Iracil awaits the first meeting of orcs and humans. To Malcolm he says with a chuckle, "If we are to meet Kiern, lets do so with the blood of as many of these bastards as we can take down upon us."

And wait they do, why go to your enemy when he is most obligingly comming to you., and the position of your choosing. The group conceald in the rocks still makes no move they wait absolutely still for the right timing, they hold waiting for the orcs to reach the spear line...

Amidst the band of orcs descending the mountains can be seen the small and wiry form of a scout. His limbs propel him forward in lithe and silent movements over rocks and any barriers that lie in the trail of the band with ease. As his alert, dual-colored eyes scan the path ahead intently he catches sight of the enemy ahead, there spear-tips glinting with the light of the moon. A small grin forms on his face, pulling the one unscarred side of his mouth up. His long bony fingers which always seem to be quivering seem to quiver even faster in excitement or preporation of what he knows is to come. He pauses his steps for a breif moment and looks about to see what orders will be given, then he rushes into line with the rest of the orcs, hiding all his emotion in an impassive visage.

Holding his sword out in front of him to meet the first attack, Malcolm throws a quick glance at I'racil and nods,"A good day to die or live, we'll see who is left standing when the day is over, but there be glory enough for us all by the look of their numbers" he shakes his head and awaits the first wave.

"Ah," Traek begins in a twisted smile, eyes cast forwards upon the raging horde, "They mean to raze much lands with such numbers...They will fail, I shall see to each one's demise."

The party of orcs comes down, down, marching resolutely towards the wall of Dunlendings. As the men visible to the massed uruks, a great roar of desire and rage goes up from the Morian host, and they gnash their teeth and beat their crude weapons upon their shields. They appear to be just holding themselves back. Grulnakh looks questioningly at his Talashakh, the great Z'macht. "I await your command, Talashakh!" the hammerer says, yelling to make himself heard more easily above the howling uruks, "Do we charge yet, or hold the line?"

Drawing his lips back into a tight snarl, Z'macht answers his tribes-uruk in a voice that could strip flesh off the stoutest of Dwarves. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" he says. Howl! "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" Then, with much roaring, cursing (in the common tongue and otherwise!), the advance party from Moria comes forth. They accelerate - running faster and faster, closing more ground. Soon: The wave will break.

The plains are stark, but the rocks themselves offer enough concealment that the Wulf warriors hidden there wait until that initial charge against the line. They hold, the line of spearmen brace to meet the on comming rush as the archers loose their first set of shafts. The wall of spearmen doesn't break but a flood erupts to one side, another flury of arrows and the waiting Wulf erupt on the orcs , strikeing them from the side as the axmen jump the spear line to take them from the front.

meets the rushing orcs with his battle axe. The wicked weapon moving to and fro as he tries and batter down the on rushing beasts, their numbers are too many though and quickly the Hawk is losing ground against them. Eyes scan the party quickly and he looks to the man fights at his side, "<Dunael> If we can take our their leader the rest may flee."

"Yes, Talashakh!" says the Morghash hammerer, tossing a quick salute and whipping out his own rough-hewn scimitar from its scabbard and joining the quickly advancing mass of uruks. The orcs are working themselves into a berserk frenzy of lust and hatred, their warrior's blood is boiling over. They bash their spears and scimitars against their shields, and wave their weapons over their heads. They gnash their teeth, shout insults, and pushing themselves harder and harder. The wall of spears looms closer and closer, and soon the wave of massed uruks will break over it like a wave upon the rocks.

Upon listening to the words barked out to the Orcs, Banedil raises his axe. The wave start charging down the hill towards, growing closer. "Wait" He says, "Wait." Seconds go back and they close. A hunter and a bowmen himself, he knows what they need for the shoot. Finally the orcs align themselves. "Now." Flights of arrows steak into the air, flying over the massed Dunlending arm. Orcs fall left and right as the sky rains down a torrent of death.

Malcolm throws a quick glance at I'racil and nods as the orcs are swarming upon them, "<Dunael> Aye, that seems our only chance, they have too great a number"

Eyes now dance wildly over the line of men before them with anticipation. Yet besides these francitc movements of his sickly eyes Talghash seems to be calm and poised. He couches low over a rock, gazing out and straining all his senses towards the foe that they will soon spill the blood of, this notion again brings the twisted grin to his face.

AS the order to charge is given, and the mass of orcs break forth with cries of war and rage, Talghash holds back for a moment, the ever cautious scout. He briefly examines the line of orcs charging forward and the line of spearmen they are charging. Then slwoly at first, he begins towards the line, moving with again with the same nimble and soundless movements, though this time he is at a run. He remains crouched low as he runs to avoid being an easy target for the skilled archer, and his wiry legs pump forward with speed. The line of spears draws closer with every passing second. His long clever fingers close tightly around the hilt of his sheathed blade, yet still it remains within its crude scabbard. He watches as orcs all around him drop with arrows driven throught their hide, his eyes again dance frantically ahead of him as the line of orcs crashes into the line of men.

Seigmund nods a look towards his men "<Dunael> Now For the Crow and for Dunland!" and with that the Axe men and swords men of the Crebain loom forward moving to swoop into the Uruk wave as the wulf move forward as well. It is then another wave of arrows shoot from the rocks, followed by a hail of stones , flung from slingmen, whizzing over head with deadly accuarcy.

"<Dunael> If you have to, send them over into the spears.." bu his cry is dorwned out as both armies collide, hard. a roar coming from each side.

Rhyessa is perched on a rock carefully sighting on gaps in the Orcish armor. The Wulf have waded into the fray as well, the massive form of Drayden hacking away through the ranks. She barks an order to the pair of bowmen remaining in the rocks. "<Dunael> Find the leader take him out if you can. Then just tear into the rest of them." Let the arrows whittle down their numbers.

With a howl of rage the orcs are upon the dunlendings! The wave breaks over the defenses, the massed formations of the orcs smashing into the Dunlending like a hammer to the anvil. They fling themselves upon their foe, screaming battle cries and curses against the dunlending, both in the language of orcs and in Westron. For every one orc cut down, two more spring in his place, and they fight as fierce as ever. Grulnakh has already worked himself into a frenzy, and in a moment he is upon the spear wall of the plainsmen. "For the flame!" the orc roars, springing forward over the corpse of one of his comrades, and swinging his jagged scimitar towards the nearby Malcolm's midsection.

Grulnakh attacks Malcolm with his Scimitar, but he misses by a mile.

Rhyessa launches an arrow...

Rhyessa's arrow flies wide, doing no harm.

C'thunk! Thoomp! Thwang! "Aaaargh!" All around him, Z'macht sees orcs falling. "Fodder," he mumbles to himself. He's lucky enough to stay unscathed for a time and eventually finds himself being pressed against the Dunlending line. The pressure behind him is immense and it is all the Chieftain can do to swing his mace frantically, not caring if it's Morian blood he sheds or not. Z'macht, a head taller than most of the other orcs, soon finds himself hiddeous face to only slightly hiddeous face with an axe-wielding man. "First bag for the Demon," he snarls, bringing his weapon around in a wide arc.

        In the rear of the orc ranks, archers are now setting up and loosing black fletched arrows. The shafts, however, are poorly aimed and are likely to do next to no damage to their human targets.

Z'macht attacks I'racil with his Mace, but he misses by a hair

Malcolm having just cut down his first foe, have barely time to free his sword from the corpse as the next one attacks, jumps back too late it seems, but the orcs blade is badly aimed and misses, he breathes out and swings towards the oncoming orc, trying for his legs.

Malcolm attacks Grulnakh with his Longsword and moderately wounds him!

Several more flights fly over until over the armies and into the mass until the reach the line. The Bear Laochi move foward beside Banedil, his axe axe ready as the orcs race into him. A large ugly brute with a broken fang swings his scimitar at him. He braces with the axe, metal clashing all round him in a deafing echo.

The archers fire as long as they have arrows attempting to make each shot count. Many of them are execeptional, and many an orc goes down with an arrow in his throat or eye. Others are not and equally many can be seen bouncing off of armor or flying wide hopefully missing friend when they're also missing foe. The Wulf have grouped together forming a curve along one side of the battlefield attempting to drive the orcs into the line of spears hungrily waiting for them.

"May the Hill Father smile upon us..." Traek speaks, his voice betraying a hint of solemn foresight, "Leave nothing alive!"

As the sides crash together in a orgy of blood, hewn flesh and irate tempers, those of Stag surge as if one. Their blades are dark, their eyes are cold and it is with a swift fury that they are upon the goblin foe.

Only several rows of orcs remain between Talghash and the men, and it grows ever smaller. He draws his crudely crafted scimitar from its scabbard with a ring of metal that dies out against the clanging metal and shouts of battle. He coruches his small muscular legs low to the ground behind the wall of orcs before him, this section of the orcish army seems to be making their way into the ranks of the spear-men. In a split second he uncoils his legs and leaps into the line, slashing his scimitar out at Seigmund.

Talghash attacks Seigmund with his Scimitar, but he misses by a mile.

Traek has disconnected.

The Crow Cadvirdoc moves his spears, slashing and stabbing those who get to close, his men holding their line, a slight pause after he brings down one of the smaller orcs, only to have a blade go slashing by him, only missed by luck. A slight curse leaves him and with that spear is brought out of a corpse and sent plunging towards Talghash's midsection.

Seigmund attacks Talghash with his Spear and mildly wounds him!

I'racil gives a cry of encouragment to Malcolm as he drwas first blood on his opponent. Then seeing the large orc chieftain before him is barely able to escape the blow of his mace. Tighten his grip on the haft of his battle axe he swings it low and hard at the large orc's legs. "Come on big, ugly bastard!" he shouts defiantly.

I'racil attacks Z'macht with his Battle Axe, but he misses by a handspan.

Grulnakh tries to swing his scimitar back to deflect the longsword's blow, but his attack was too reckless and foolhardy, and the blade impacts with the hammerer, hard in the upper thigh. Grulnakh stumbles under the blow, but regains his footing quickly, and thanks the Flame for his still being alive. "For the flame!" he screams, springing forward again and taking a quick stab at his opponent's gut.

Rhyessa launches an arrow...

Rhyessa's bowshot hits Talghash, moderately wounding him.

Grulnakh attacks Malcolm with his Scimitar, but he misses by a handspan.

Z'macht bends his knees and leaps to the side! Rip! I'racil's weapon rends the orc's trousers but thankfully misses any flesh. "... And you're uglier than..." he begins but then THWAP! The Talashakh is forced to stagger back. He feels his forehead: Blood! A bloody rock! A rock! He growls, realizing some nameless slinger has cost him precious time on the battlefield.

No one figure can be decerned as the leader. The better archers attempt to maim those actually engaged with the dunlendings, especially those who've taken the innititive to gang up two or more on one. The Wulf seek to contain the orcs and crowd them, surounding a few here then breaking off to repeat the process with a deadly effect. The slingers ply their trade on the closer targets while the arrows continue to fall from two sides.

Malcolm having drawn first blood of his opponent, shouts out,"<Dunael>  Maim them, do not kill them, for they are too many, but we can halt their advance with many wounded" he's about to turn towards another orc, when the first one screams and warns him of the danger, he once more manage to stay out of harms way and immidiately makes a thrust towards the orcs ribs.

Malcolm attacks Grulnakh with his Longsword and lightly wounds him!

His attempt to roll to the side is too late, and a spearhead sinks into the side of Talghash, staining hte tip of the weapon with fresh orc blood. He hides a sharp grimace between clenched teeth and with his scimitart held out before him threateningly he glares at the man, preparing for another attack. But just as he does so, and is about to slash out again, an arrow atreaks in and buries itself in his leg. This time his cry of pain is audible, though in several seconds he manages to overcome the pain of his new wound. With determiation and rage now burning even brighter in his sickly eyes he lifts his blade into the air and brings it down with a fury at the shoulder of the spearman before him, a gurgle of hate can be heard coming form deep within his throat.

Banedil swings hard low into broken fang, his axe, cutting into his stomach. Broken fang with his Scimitar out of his position, pommels Banedil in the side of his head with the pommel and his fist. Blood streams from his mouth and nose, while it grins with his connection. Banedil glares back and goes for a another swing, A deep roaring coming from his throat. At once the valley starts to echo with the sound of Bear voices as they counter charge into the orc lines.

Talghash attacks Seigmund with his Scimitar, but he misses by a long shot.

A dunlending falls to the ground with an orcish arrow buried in his throat at I'racil's side. The Hawk leaps over him still cursing at the orc for leaping over his battle axe. When the rock strikes the chieftain he rushes forward hoping to take advantage of the situation and aims another blow towards the large orc's midsection.

I'racil attacks Z'macht with his Battle Axe, but Z'macht parries the attack with his shield!

Seigmund is quick eyes watching the one he just speared, only turning to knock another orc back before moving to the side, letting the blade skim over the armor of his shoulder, a slight knick at the neck, and a little dribble of blood issues forth. A look towards Talghash "<Dunael> Why you son of a bitc.." but the rest is lost as he yells and brings the spear to swipe at him again hard, going for the chest.

Seigmund attacks Talghash with his Spear and moderately wounds him!

The sun rises brightly off the snow covered tops of the Misty Mountains and Dunland Highlands.

Rhyessa launches an arrow...

Rhyessa's arrow flies wide, doing no harm.

"UNGG!" groans Grulnakh, as the Dunlending's blade stikes again, piercing leather armor and flesh, driving into his chest and breaking a rib or two in the process, though the stab doesn't cut into any vital organs. Stumbling back and releasing the sword's point from himself, he just stand there for a moment, gasping for breath as other uruks rush past him. Stepping forward again, slower than before, he swings his scimitar in a large roundhouse arc towards Malcome's chest.

Grulnakh attacks Malcolm with his Scimitar, but Malcolm parries the attack with his Longsword!

With such close quarters, even with excelent shots, some arrows miss their marks, some bounce of armor or rocks, ruined, but an unfortunate few strike friend rather than foe. Unfortunately there is nothing to be done about it... and no way of knowing whose arrow struck their own. But shouts of 'Watch where you're shooting!' go up in dunael, and the hail of arrows turns into a more precise rain. And still there will always be one that goes astray.

Recovering his balance, Z'macht is able to evade I'racil's blow with a slight hop backwards. He pushes a snaga aside, getting leverage for his attack. "Allow me to finish that job with your face." He swings, hard, overhand with his mace at I'racil's head. "It will look pretty in your casket!" An arrow whizzes past Z'macht as he grunts energy into his blow. One of these days he may not be so lucky...

Z'macht attacks I'racil with his Mace, but he misses by an arm's length.

Rhyessa launches an arrow...

Rhyessa's arrow flies wide, doing no harm.

Smiling as his blade again draws blood from the uruk in front of him, throws a quick glance around and his smile is wiped away as he see the numbers of the opponents and that more and more are pushing forward towards the line. He lifts his sword and just in time feel more than see the uruks blade coming towards him. The blades crash together in mid-air and with a quick side-step, Malcolm takes a double-handed swing towards the uruks right side.

Malcolm attacks Grulnakh with his Longsword and badly wounds him!

This time the gurgled cry from the orc scout is more in frustration then in pain, as many wounds now cover the body of the orc. He takes a step back and away from the man and clutches his new wound, blood from it stains his hand. The calm and cunning orc looks up form the wound into the eyes of the man and for a second seems to forget the many other enemies that flow all about him. He goes into his usual crouch and attempts to circle the man to gain a better advantage for his next attack, in the process he drives his blade into the chest of a wounded human in his path. Yanking it back out with a look of glee he again lunges forward at Seigmund, and swipes his scimitar through the air aimed for the chest of the man.

Talghash attacks Seigmund with his Scimitar and lightly wounds him!

The expletives and cursing continue to pour from the mouth of I'racil, Dunlendings seem to be dropping all around him, but the number of their advesary doesn't seem to be diminishing as quickly if it is at all. He brings his weapon up to the ready once again as he steps towards the Hawk, "Least, I have an excuse for the way I look. You were born ugly and will die even uglier." Again he brings the blade of the axe around in a wicked arc towards the chieftain's midsection.

I'racil attacks Z'macht with his Battle Axe and mildly wounds him!

The Spearmen hold, for now, but the press of bodies (some dead some still living) startst to weigh on the shields, but the line pushes back, some of Malcolm's spearmen augmenting the line. The wall of shields holds. A few of the archers, arrows spent grab their own spears and relieve some of the lines men. Those who still have arrows choose their targets with care attempting to make every shot count.

Seigmund turns his attention elsewhere quickly ending an uruk's life that charges him, only to turn about to feel the sting of the blade acros his chest, bitting down into Armor and bringing forth blood. A rather loud and long expletive leaves the Warlord before he turns again this time, stabbing towars the uruk in hopes of catching him with spear point and tossing him into a group of the fied's comrades.

Seigmund attacks Talghash with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

Banedil charges into his Broken fang, his axe biting deep into the orc's arm, black icor rains down his arm. Before Banedil can triumph for his hit, a scimitar comes out of nowhere slicing into his ribs, a cry a pains shoots through him at the new attacker, an orc with long teeth. A cold chill runs down his back as an arrow flies by, it's green tail feathers brush his ear on it's way past. The arrow shoots past the two orcs he is fighting and slams into the face of an orc charging foward, killing him instantly.

There it is in the East. High and mighty, rising over the Mountains of Mist in a splended halo of spring golds and luminous rays. The sun. A groan goes up from the orcish horde. It is both high pitched and lowly loathesome. Voices cry:

        'Argh! Skai! The Orb!"<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>"My bleedin' bloody eyes!'

        'Foul magic! Sorcery!'

        Z'macht grimaces. Slash! A wide wound opens in the orc's midsection. Blood, black and bubbling, only slightly warm, flows freely over his chain armor. He squints and raises his mace. 'Die by my hand, vermin!' and then lets ring a string of foul Uruk phrasing: "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" The front ranks surge forth, but the back numbers of the Morian party peel off, running into the hills to escape the light.

Z'macht attacks I'racil with his Mace, but he misses by a mile.

Rhyessa launches an arrow...

Rhyessa's bowshot hits Grulnakh, badly wounding him.

Talghash's cautious maneuvers were not in vain, as the spear comes forward he is well prepared and has time to leap back form the deadly lunge with great agility. The pointy tip of the spear pierces his hide causing trickles of blood to flow form his stomach but no real damage is done. He wastes little time before attacking again though, his legs crouch again and with a blink against the light of the sun he wades right back in. Slapping the speartip to the side to part a path between him and his target he stabs at the stomach of the man and twists his bony wrists, hoping to gouge out a section of man flesh.

Talghash attacks Seigmund with his Scimitar, but he misses by a handspan.

Cries of 'Kiern bless the sun!' ring out from the Dunlending ranks as several of the orcs flee for cover. Many still remain however, the chieftain among them. I'racil bounces back to avaoid the mace once again. "You goung to run as well, orc scum? Or do you choose to stay and die?" He brings his axe to bare once again trying a downward swipe for the beast's shoulder.

I'racil attacks Z'macht with his Battle Axe and badly wounds him!

WHACK! The longsword's blade strikes hard, driving the Morian hammerer back and causing the orc to stumble under the blow. He falls to his knees, his dark orcish blood staining the grass black about his knees, and he drives the point of his scimitar into the ground. The hammerer is covered in many wounds, and they stain clothing and armor dark. With great effort he raises himself up again, and turns to face Malcolm yet again, though now he stays at a safer distance, well out of striking distance, and he lets his fellow comrades rush past him, and do the dying instead of himself.

 As he stands like this, he suddenly feels a great warmth on the back of his neck, and he turns towards the east, and he immediately wishes he hadn't. "Garn! The yellow face!" he roars, sinking to his knees and covering his eyes, "Skai! Blast! The yellow face has.....URGH!" his curse dies off into a gurgle as a feathered shaft sinks into his back, and he falls onto his face, his scimitar dropping from his fingers to the grass at his side, and his own blood seeps forth and stains the jagged blade.

But this time Seigmund does not turn his attention away and as spear point is slapped to the side he moves with it almost turning he swings the spear about letting the butt end catch an uncomming uruk in the face before spear point comes back around, going to try and plunge deep into the uruk's chest. A smile coming to his face as the sun comes up.

Seigmund attacks Talghash with his Spear and moderately wounds him!

The Wulf archers run out of arrows most slowly, they'd anticipated a long hunt after bandits so brought pleanty. This may not be their origional purpose, but the deadly accuracy has the same effect. Bandits can be dealt with later, it is the orcs they are worried about now. Rhyessa sights on the one fighting I'racil and looses, muttering silently, perhaps a quick prayer?

Rhyessa launches an arrow...

Rhyessa's bowshot hits I'racil, lightly wounding him.

A gaping wound opens in Z'macht's shoulder. Sinew. Bone. Meat. All is visible as the gash fills with uruk blood. It has a certain odor to it, you know. Like a dung heap. The creature howls in pain. Luckily, however, his mace wielding arm is still free. He holds it up in a defensive posture while backpedaling. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" After this, Z'macht turns and runs... for his life. The orc runs over a snaga in an attempt to escape, but the way is congested. He may not succeed.

Broken fang growls and weakly swings his scimitar as Banedil. The blow is easily parried aside with his axe and uses the moment to carry it down into the orc's neck, penetrating deep. As Broken fang drops to his knees from the wound, Long teeth strikes again from the side, his scimitar striking Banedil's side again. Blood coats and mixes with the Black Icor. He stumbles a littles, his knees a little weak. Long teeth grins, but feeling the warmth on his neck and seeing the other orcs trying to run including his own chieftain. He loses heart quickly and turns to run.

Z'macht dodges aside I'racil, and manages to escape!

Z'macht treds away to the north, following the path.

Z'macht has left.

Malcolm laughing madly as his blade cuts deep into the uruk, takes a step forward to follow up his success, but the Uruk staggers back and two others jump in between them. He manage to parry one of the blades coming for him, but have to fall back to avoid the second. As he desperately fend off the attackers, he throws a quick glance around and his mood change to joy as several of the uruks are fleeing the field. With renewed energy he sinks his blade deep into the stomach of one of the attackers, but the dying uruk holds on to the blade making it impossible to get it out in time for the next attack. The other Uruk throws a wild swing, that knocks off Malcolm's helmet as he turns around and runs.

Malcolm takes off Studded Leather Helmet.

A rain of arrows follows the fleeing orcs taking out a few stragglers but doing little other damage. The Wulf regroup on thier own seeing to their wounded. Rhyessa scrambles off her rock. to do the same. uninjured as no one bothered to come after the archers in the rocks.

Rhyessa examines the injuries on Malcolm.

I'racil makes to pursue the orc chieftain, but the pursuit is cut short as an arrow takes the Hawk in his shoulder. He lets out a cry of pain and gritting his teeth reaches around and pulls the arrow free. The arrow is tossed aside as he watches the orcs flee the sun. He wipes the sweat from his brow, and says "Get rest if you need it, they'll be back and next time the sun may not save us."

Rhyessa examines the injuries on I'racil, 

The orc scout is less prepared for the oncoming spear this time, his efforts were spent on his missed attack. The sharp head of the weapom draws yet another gash across his chest, which makes three now only on his chest. Talghash grabs the wounds with his hand and in the other holds the crude scimitar to protect him. Talghash prepares to wade in for another attack on the spearmen that colored his chest, but another foe forces his way between the two. With two neat slices Talghash splits his chest in two, then taking this as a chance to escape he turns and runs for it, following his other fleeing comrades.

Seeing their "fearless" leader running for his life, as well as the sun coming over the Misty Mountains, much(maybe even most) of the Morian host loses heart, and the desire to fight. They turn to run, first as individuals, then in droves. The yellow face and the chieftain's flight are too much for the orcs, and they all begin to flee, hoping to regroup on the foothills of the mountains. The indecisive battle soon becomes a rout, and soon almost all of the entire warparty is retreating towards the foothills, saving themselves and living to fight another day. Some of the wounded uruks are grabbed by retreating comrades and dragged off the field in the retreat. One of these is the hammerer, Grulnakh.

Talghash tries to flee from Seigmund, but he fails!

Seigmund looks as a wulf dies before him and the Urusk start fleeing. a slight growl and he goes to make one last stab into the Uru that turns to run, determined not to let him go.

Seigmund has disconnected.

Rhyessa tends to the injuries on I'racil.

Grulnakh puts away his rough-hewn scimitar, saving it for another day.

Grulnakh treds away to the north, following the path.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh arrives along the southern path.

Grulnakh has left.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh has arrived.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh has left.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh has arrived.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh continues along the path to the south.

Grulnakh arrives from the north.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Grulnakh has left.

Grulnakh has arrived.

Z'macht treds away to the north, following the path.

Z'macht has left.

Talghash treds away to the north, following the path.

Talghash has left.

Grulnakh treds away to the north, following the path.

Grulnakh has left.

Banedil watches the orcs run for the hidey-holes, to hide and fight for another day. He holds his side tiredly He smiles to one of his lads walking amoungst them. "Making sure that they are dead. I need a clean up detail." He disappears further behind their lines.

Rhyessa examines the injuries on Malcolm.

Rhyessa examines the injuries on Banedil.

Seeing the backs of the Uruks as they flee the field, the remains of the small army, cheers and starts to search the corpses and executing the wounded uruks. Malcolm slowly wipes off the blood from his blade and looks around with a frown, when he see that the healers are running to help the wounded men he shouts,"Someone get a head count, and send some dispatches to ask for more men to join us, they will come back and in greater numbers next time, so we must use the time we have" he turns around and walks towards I'racil with a grin,"So, we were not invited to sit at Kiern's side today, but the day will come"

Banedil has disconnected.

Blood still running from the wound in his shoulder, I'racil nods to Malcolm. "Our day will come, and when it does we will meet it like true Dunlendings on our feet with weapons in hand." HE winces slightly as the healers come and begin tending his wound. "You and your men gained much glory today. Feel free to take anything from the bodies you wish. If you find nothing to your liking I believe I have a spare suit of armor at the keep that would fit you."

Rhyessa sighs and moves to I'racil. "Let me get that thing out of you." She doesn't mention she's the one who put it there. Though the green fletching would be something of a clue.

Rhyessa tends to the injuries on I'racil.

Malcolm glance around at the orcs and first now upon closer examination finds that they are almost like scarecrows, thin and with no great amount of useful equipment for him and his men. He turns back to I'racil and smiles,"Well, given the times and situation, I could hardly refuse such an offer, now" he looks back to see some of his small band gathered,"How many?" he asks and two fingers are held up in the air from one of the men,"Very well, you know what to do" he turns back and frowns,"I didn't bring many, but we did a good account and only lost two of our men. How is your wound, will it heal well or was it a foul strike?"

I'racil attempts to roll his shoulder and winces slightly, "It's a bit tender, but once the rest of the arrow is removed it should heal fine." He turns to the Wulf healer and nods, "Pull it free." His eyes then move to the north, "I wish I had finished that black bastard. I know we'll being seeing him again."

==============================================================================

Mail Message Number 10 (Message ID #: 747690)

FROM:    Eilara - Sat May 04 16:29:18 2002

SUBJECT: On a dark and starless night...

TO:      (Dunland)

MESSAGE: ---------------------------------------------------------------------

On a starless Dunland night, lanterns dotted the hillside as the warriors of the Bear, the Wulf, and the Crow prepared to face their enemy. Orcs had been sighted, and sure enough, the horde, ragged and starving, howling for blood approached. 

 The battle was bloody and close fought, with many wounds taken by each sides and many brave warriors sent to Kiern. 

 Arrows flew in thick clouds from the warriors of the Wulf, while the warriors of the Bear and the Crow fought hand to hand. But it was the rise of the sun that turned the tide of the battle. That and the grievous wound inflicted on the leader of the raiding party by the Hawk, I'racil. 

 The orcs fled, badly wounded, back. But will this battle have done enough to defeat them. The clans remain ready.

==============================================================================

Malcolm sighs and turns to see north,"We will see him and his kin before long, and they will be more desperate than today and in more numbers too I think, but we will stand fast and deliver them to their foul lord in great numbers" he turns back and glance at the wounded shoulder and chuckles,"Aye, you should have finished him, but unfortunately the luck may run out and arrows can be taken by the wind to destroy the one moment you have in battle"

<OOC> Malcolm chuckles,"But Rohan have always been a bunch of horse lovers, they would never pose that their beloved ones are gutted on some savageman's spear"

Smoke pours from Mt. Doom as the Dark One's evil sorcery lags the game.

The smoke clears as good triumphs and the database saves.

Rhyessa nods and grimaces. "Probably going to have to cut out the head." She grimaces. "We'll do that at the fire once we've gotten the serious wounds bound up... I should have some reinforcments here by nightfall, and more on the way before then." Bandits can wait. "What are the serious injuries." She looks ot her Wulf first, Drayden shaking his head, nothing dire that isn't already... taken care of. (meaning dead) then goes to the spearmen and those who were in the forefront. "If I'd relized we'd be up against orcs rather than bandits I'd've brought more." Grousing being her own reaction to battle.

I'racil grimaces slightly at the Wulf's announcement. "Do what needs to be done, but I have to be ready to fight come nightfall. When the sun sets they'll be back, and most likely with reenforcements." He shakes his head slowly, "I'd rather fight them from inside Mathain Keep, but we've not the supplies nor enough archers to survive a long seige. If I knew the Stag would come, I'd do it anyways. We could crush them on the walls if we had a lrge enough force to hit them from the outside." To Malcolm he nods, "It's going to take all the luck we can gather, and all of Kiern's blessings if we are to hold numbers like these all summer. Seems every year their numbers grow larger, while ours grow fewer."

Rhyessa nods. "I think we'll have at least one more of my hunting parties here, maybe two, maybe all 3 that'll give us from 10 to 30 more men. And I'm betting by now there's a fair contingent of Wulf heading this way looking for my group. We were suposed to check in a while back." And no one in the Wulf wants to face Praxis if anything happens to Rhy. "And you will be. But you'll be sore, I wouldn't recomend trying to take the whole army on yourself."

The warriors have already begun to place the bodies of the fallen orcs in piles, once night comes, they will be put on fire to light the suspected charge from the orcs. Malcolm watch the men for a time in silence, then turns back to I'racil,"Well, our only way is to be better to lower their numbers, and also find time to increase ours" he chuckles as he turns to face Rhyessa,"10 to 30 men you say..they will be more than welcome, but against these numbers they will be but a leaf on a three, it adds some, but it's sorely small in comparison"

I'racil douses lantern.

I'racil's lantern flickers and goes out.

Rhyessa chuckles. "That depends on how we proceed. How much ground are you willling to loose to win this war?"

I'racil gives a snort to Rhyessa. "This is not a war." He jerks a thumb towards the fallen orcs, "Take a good look at those bodies, this is not a typical raiding party. Those come well armed, well armored and in shape. These are the exact opposite, they're coming here looking for a way to survive. We either win or we will be wiped out completely."

Malcolm shrugs and smiles,"I can not be the judge of that, as this are not my land to loose or win, I am here merely to help stop the flood, so it does not sweep all the way down to my own lands. But wise indeed are your words, we might want to establish blocking points further back to retreat to once the tide is too strong, sooner or later it will dwindle and we can sweep away the remains when we take back what we gave up"

Rhyessa nods. "And clear out everyone in between so they have nothing to gain but empty land." She considers for several moments. "And the further south we go, the faster we will meet up with /my/ people. If we can spare a warrior, I can send someone to ah... speed their steps..."

I'racil scratches at the remains of his nose, "Your men will be more than welcomed, but they are not enough to relieve a seige." He shakes his head lightly, "What we need is the Stag. With them along with the thirty men of the Wulf and any remaining Bear that can be found we could do it. Retrete to the Keep and allow them to lay seige, then when those combined numbers hit them from behind they'll need to turn to face them. Once they turn we open the gates and attakc from the rear, with those thirty crow horsemen in the lead. If Kiern wills it both force will meet the middle atop a pile of those orc bastards."

Rhyessa grimaces. "If it comes to siege I'd like to keep some of my men outside the keep. We have a few..." She hesitates over it. "We have a few ah... fast strike troups." Read light horse skirmishers. "We have been training for battle against the forgoil. They could get here faster than any of our others. Wulf work best at harrying our oponents until we get them in a situation of our own devising... Grind their numbers down by striking their camps and flanks."

Malcolm frowns and turns to look south,"Well, it might be a good plan, but also a plan with no chance of changing, once inside we stay inside until we or them are dead. What if the Stag do not show, or will not show? Or what if the orcs also moves with two forces and attack both the keep and the Stag force at the same time?" he turns back to Rhyessa and nods,"Now, that is my idea also, take down their numbers over time, not in one swift action which we stand a chance of loosing, we have land, but few men, let us sacrifice some land instead of men, and then when the time is right we take back everything we give up" turning back to I'racil he shrugs,"It's your call, but I say we start finding good places to retreat to and hold them off as long as we can each place..what we need is time"

I'racil nods grimly. "I don't like giving up the land or the ground, but you are both right. We could lead them to Forthunn, force the Stag into the fight, but then we would be trapped should the Stag turn against us for some reason." He shakes his head, "No we'll lead them South into Caerdh, use the forest to our advantage if we can." He winces at the pain in his shoulder, "But whatever happens, that big, black bastard is mine. I'll kill him before this is over, or wil die trying."

Rhyessa murmurs softly . "Time for praxis to get here with the rest of the Wulf." she, too is not counting on the stag to show... at all. "and if we survive this, Malcolm, I would very much like to work an arangement out with you for passage through your toll booth in exchange for regular suply." She nods to I'racil. "and if they get to Redvyrne lands..." Her own smile is fierce, leaving the rest of the threat unspoken.

Elrabin arrives from the south.

Elrabin has arrived.

Malcolm nods slowly,"Very well, we will lead them south, and hope for more men to take up arms and join us, and they should, t'is better to try, than die alone in your house all alone, we stand a better chance together, but we will have a hard time ahead" with a slight smile, he adds,"And you can have the big one, as I recall there are more than enough for us all" pondering for a few seconds he looks at Rhyessa and smiles,"There shall be no 'if' we survive, but when this is finished, we will sit down and talk things over, I am sure we can reach an agreement"

I'racil grunts and slowly rises. "Aye the Stag should join us, but they are a strange lot. I was glad to see Traek and his men though, I did not see much of them once the fighting began, but I see some of theirs amongst the dead." He scratches at his nose, "We'll see what hand Kiern gives us, maybe they'll not even come back

I'racil grunts and slowly rises. "Aye the Stag should join us, but they are a strange lot. I was glad to see Traek and his men though, I did not see much of them once the fighting began, but I see some of theirs amongst the dead." He scratches at his nose, "We'll see what hand Kiern gives us, maybe they'll not even come back." he chuckles softly and snorts, showing that even he doesn't believe that.

I'racil has disconnected.

**got disconnected here, might have missed some poses**

Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>

        The sheer naked cliffs of the Misty Mountains rise overhead, dwarfing the foothills that surrond you. No vegetation of any type can be spied anywhere nearby, save for a large forest that lies far to the south, at the limit of your sight. Lack of shelter of any type, leaves one completely exposed here to the icy winds that howl down off the peaks. A faint track is etched into the ground here, and heads away to both the north and south.

The sky is clear and the sunlight shines brightly. The midday spring air is warm and dry around you. The moon is waxing gibbous.

Contents:

Elrabin

Rhyessa

Malcolm

Obvious exits:

 North leads to Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>.

 South leads to Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>.

Malcolm chuckles and looks up at the sun,"So, that means five days, even with this help," he points up at the sun,"I doubt we will have five days...more likely we can hope for the chance to see it rise again tomorrow instead of hoping for the men to join us. Look at them, they are mad and desperate," he looks at the dead bodies,"and these are only the most desperate ones, having joined in the first wave, that means that the ones who follow are in better shape and will bite deeper than these did"

Rhyessa shakes her head. "Four. maybe three.... Depending who they send. As i said, we were suposed to check in and didn't so there will be /some/ on thier way." She sighs. "I just don't know whom Praxis will send after us. The thirty I spoke of are other groups out on bandit hunt with is. The trail led this direction. What I wonder is why they didn't send south as well as north. If they had we'd have had more here sooner."

Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>

        The sheer naked cliffs of the Misty Mountains rise overhead, dwarfing the foothills that surrond you. No vegetation of any type can be spied anywhere nearby, save for a large forest that lies far to the south, at the limit of your sight. Lack of shelter of any type, leaves one completely exposed here to the icy winds that howl down off the peaks. A faint track is etched into the ground here, and heads away to both the north and south.

The sky is clear and the sunlight shines brightly. The early afternoon spring air is warm and dry around you. The moon is waxing gibbous.

Contents:

Elrabin

Rhyessa

Malcolm

Obvious exits:

 North leads to Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>.

 South leads to Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>.
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