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Logfile from Elendor

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 night sky is clear with only slight wisps of clouds overhead. The late night spring air is warm and dry around you. The moon is not visible.

Contents:

Corona

Banedil

Obvious exits:

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

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

Darkness evelopes the world. The stars shine high over head, but barely can be seen by the mountain tops. The cold rocks that the army sits on drains heat from the area. Torches are held hight, eyes scan for any movement, the possibility of another attack. Banedil walks slowly amoungst the Bear Laochi. He keeps them focused and if he can at ease with a comment here or there. His own eyes look to the Mountains periodically.

Corona

Hair the color of flame is pulled back into a utilitarian braid, though tiny tight curls seek to break free and frame freckled forehead and cheeks. Eyes a green of the spring grass are set wide and open above a classically upturned nose. Cheeks that are never far from rosy give her face a rounded, pleasing form.

Boots that have traveled the length of the Keep's walls and beyond for years untelling lead up to trousers of blackened leather, smooth and supple over leg's muscle and hips generous curve. A tunic of rich butter cream is cinched into place by a vest of deep green leather, patterns of wolf paws carved in black relief.

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

Eilara(#31455PenA+c)

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.

Traek has connected.

And sitting shivering slightly to one side is Eilara, though she tries to hide her shudders by stiffening her shoulders. One hand rests on the head of a sleeping black dog, more for comfort than anything else. Her eyes are distant, looking into the darkness, only slightly aware of any movement around her. In her lap lies a dagger, seeming unnoticed by her.

In another corner of what passes for an encampment on this rocky slope, a group of Wulf are arrayed. Mostly archers, they are busy with checking over fletching, rubbing oil into precious bow arcs. Corona moves through the group, restlessly, her own leathers already oiled to a waxy shine, sword and dagger alike honed to deadly silvery edge. She notices Eilara at the edge of her archers, and pauses to tilt her head down to the other woman. "How're the dogs doing, lass?"

Banedil makes his way through Laochi, patting a familiar friend on a shoulder. He looks to the Hawk, the Crebain and then up to the high rocks where the Wulf were positioned. He reaches up to the neck of the armour adjusting it, still uncomfortable to wear it. He nods to McGruder, having him keep watch as he continues on.

Corona puts on Studded Leather Helmet.

Corona puts on Studded Leather Armor.

Eilara looks up, an automatic smile coming to her face as she looks up, which broadens into a true one as she recognises the woman addressing her. "They're doing fine, full of energy." she replies, with an automatic pat to the one beside her, who seems to be defying the 'full of energy' comment.

Rhyessa has connected.

Corona lets her gaze flicker down over thehillside, over bear and stag and crow and hawk, before landing on the sleeping beast beside the girl. "So it seems." She chuckles softly, squatting down with a creak of armor and a little smile. "And you?"

Traek has disconnected.

Banedil looks again up towards the Wulf position, he reaches up to scratch his chin, pondering. After a moment, he makes his up to the position, nodding to the guard that he passes. From the height he looks out upon the battlefield.

Eilara isn't quite sure how to respond to that question, so she hesitates slightly, before deciding on the truth "Nervous." is the frank answer when it is eventually given, although 'scared' would have also covered it. "How about you?" Eilara returns the question.

Corona looks up again, marking the movement of the Bear Fian with a little smile until she looks back down with a soft chuckle. "Just keep back out of the lines lass. Me?" She shrugs creakily. "I just wish they'd make a move already."

Banedil's eyes look about, marking guard placements, terrain. He looks up the Wulf lines, seeing the outline of the black dog in the moonlight. He smiles to himself. "He should smell them coming." He mutters low to himself. He notices a familiar Wulf Laoch with the dogs owner. He makes his way back down. neither of them need distractions during this time.

Eilara nods at the advice given "I plan to stay back and let those more experienced and skilled than me take the front." She'll stay out of their way, but will be ready if she has to take part should the main line fail. Which it won't.

Corona reaches out to pat the other woman's shoulder with a nod. "Good tactic, lass." She rises with a little creak of armor again, stretching her arms out over her head. "The dogs should warn us when they advance?" The glint of rings when the Fian turns catches her eye, but she doesn't call out, now is a time for duty's tending.

I'racil arrives from the south.

I'racil has arrived.

Followed by the sound of clinking armour, Banedil makes his way to rejoin the Bear, standing with his flag. A bear standing on its back legs, his front legs raised up in attack. The defiant bear. He rejoins McGruder, nodding to him. He rests his right arm against is axe tucked in his belt.

"Hopefully they will." Eilara nods, giving the sleeping dog at her foot a prod with her finger. It opens one eye, yawns, and closes it again. She looks slightly embarassed. "If he can stay awake." she mutters under her breath. But luckily there are other dogs, more awake than this one.

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

With another little chuckle, Corona nods, and frowns out over the encampment in general. "Have /you/ gotten enough rest, lass? And something for supper?"

Three men lope into the camp from the darkness that lies to the north. There forms outlined against the foothills by the torches that burn nearby. As they come closer I'racil can be spotted among them, and the grim faces mark the other two as men of the Hawk as well. They pass by the front lines speaking softly of what they seen on this latest trip into the foothills and passes where the orcs lie waiting.

Seigmund has connected.

Banedil mutters quietly with McGruder, a trusted laoch. He nods to him, looking up as he sees movement from the north. Seeing that they are carrying torches, He doubts that they are orcs and relaxes a little. He nods to the Hawk as they approach.

Eilara nods. "Aye, I've slept some and eaten, but.." and she leaves her sentance unfinished as she shrugs, trying to find the words to express her thoughts. "But it feels slightly unreal, if that makes sense." And she glances up in time to catch a brief look at the three men returning from the north. And at last the dog stirs, a growl rumbling up, but a soft word from Eil quietens it. Her expression is one of relief.

"First time up here, eye?" Corona follows her companions gaze, marking the scouts' return with a little shift of shoulders and another nod. "It will start feeling natural soon enough."

Barseg has connected.

Soon another makes his way towards the field where the Armies are, a stoic look about his face, as eyes look towards the fields before him "They'll be back again tonight." a shake of his head as a loogie is tossed to the earth. Men behind him, start looking for rocks, moving about to refill their pouches. "Bugger me.." he states as he looks. "We'll set up the spear wall soon. I had some fresh riders come in, this Morn, will help our numbers." a slight shake of head. "We'll need something big if they bring their trolls down."

Eilara nods. "That obvious?" she asks, still managing to smile jokingly even though she's nervous. Her eyes flick randomly over the encampment, noting all the bustle and moving people.

I'racil comes to a stop in front of the Bear Fian, and spits out a mouthful of brown juice. "We seen signs, not much else." His jaw works steadily on the tobacco in his cheek, "Though I think we're in for a nasty little surprise, not sure but I think they got a cave troll."

"A Cave troll?" Banedil askes as the Hawk approaches. He sighs"What can the Bear do to stop it?" His eyes look over his shoulder. "We're here until Kiern comes calling for us or you are done with us."

At the very fringes of the Wulf camp a small figure is seated playing softly on the pipes. She watches the woods. The Wulf numbers have grown some what. All three of the bands of scouts having located the camp. And yet she still waits, eyes watching the woods for some time. She's too far away to hear the cave troll coment or she'd say 'light your arrows'. But her ears do catch one sound, the growing rhythem of pounding... hooves?

Corran arrives from the south.

Corran has arrived.

Barseg wears studded leather armor.

Barseg puts on Metal Helmet.

Corran puts on Metal Helmet.

Corran puts on Chain Mail Armor.

Barseg wields her spear.

Corran puts on Metal Shield.

Corran Pulls, Stag's Fury from it finely made Sheath on his belt. Bringing the blade forward, Corran goes into a battle stance.

The Haek chuckles softly, "It'll take more than we can spare to bring down the troll, but we must do it." He spits out another mouthful of tabac juice and shrugs, "If I'm to meet Kiern today so be it, but I'm taking that big black bastard with me before I go." He then turns to look towards the sound of approaching hoofbeats.

Seigmund turns his head towards the Pounding of Horses a slight raised brow as his men start to congregate about their leader, without their heavy Warhorses that the Crebain are known for. a slight grunt before turning his head to the group a nod towards Banedil. "You fougt well yesterday Fian Alden. Lets hope ya can do that again."

Within the Bear section of the camp, the armsman Barseg is carefully examining his freshly honed spear for signs of weakness. Finding none, he gives a brusque nod and leans a hand on the shaft as he glances round at the army's preparations. Occasional sounds of Iracil's and Banedil's conversation drift on the wind, and bring a brief scowl to Barseg's face, though which particular words are to blame, who can say?

Kenneth has connected.

I'racil

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.

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.

Kenneth

You see before you a tall, built character about 5'9" tall. His greyish-green eyes give him a mysterious appearance. His short, thick, black hair wavers in the wind, a clump of it covering one eye. He wears a white cape with his family crest on it over his off-white tunic, and worn-out grey trouser cover his legs. He has a longsword on his left, and a dagger on his right. A scar runs up his left arm from the wrist up through his tunic, barely visible from age. His broken black boots hardly cover his feet. This character has obviously been emotionally scarred, as he is a little paranoid around different creatures at first.

Barseg

A man of average height but strong build; his well-muscled frame and calloused hands show that he is no stranger to hard work, and his shoulders are slightly stooped as if from carrying heavy loads. His skin is swarthy, weather-beaten from long days spent outdoors. A mass of dark hair hangs to just above shoulder level, shadowing his face, and he wears a short beard, usually kept neatly trimmed. His upper lip, upon which only a few sparse bristles grow, is what draws the eye, however: cloven in the manner of a beast, and twisted slightly so that his mouth appears to be set in a perpetual sneer. Above this, his nose is long and straight; amber eyes generally regard the observer coolly from beneath heavy black brows.

His upper body is protected by a strong leather jerkin - which has obviously had plenty of wear, for several patched repairs can be seen - over a padded gambeson. Beneath this are worn trousers of a dark material, faded now in many places. Upon his head is a conical helm of leather stretched over a metal framework, with a plain rectangular nose-guard. On his feet are a pair of scuffed leather boots. He bears no sign of any clan affiliation.

Rhyessa grins broadly and motions to Drayden to well... do something, what is not blatantly obvious, he simply moves off. "They're ours." She calls to the camp, wouldn't do to have them thinking the Forgoil made it through the Wulf ranks. And large knot of horsemen, well large for dunlending, perhaps thirty in all. They're moving at a brisk, and most likely bone jaring trot. The horses are rougher than those ridden by the rohorrim, Though seem reasonably well cared for.

The sound of hoofbeats brings Corona's attention away from Eilara again, down to the forest floor, and she frowns slightly, turning back to the other woman. "Excuse me, I'd best get down to the COyrlagh, and my Fian."

Eilara smiles. "Its quite alright." She'll just stay here, and keep out of the way, and see if she can persuade the dog to wake up.

Banedil smirks and nods to Methain and Crebain alike. "We ought to construct a wall. Got enough stone here to build another keep." He crosses his arms against his chest, he turns and at the sound of the hoofbeats and then chuckles to the Coyrlagh. "Oh, I don't know. We could put up in front and use the Forgoil as fodder for the Orcs."

From the south and emerging from the forest, is a group of about 40 men, they hold no banner thought they are dressed in greys and blues. The Stag gaurd has arrived. In the lead is Corran Greggor, Dressed for battle.

I'racil casts a galnce at the arriving horsemen and shakes his head slightly, "As if the smell of the orcs ain't bad enough, now we get to deal with the reek of horse dung." He gives a derisive snort and turns away, where he spots the arrival of the Stag. "Well, look who decided to finally show up."

Seigmund chuckles and nods towards Banedil smirking "Aye..a small wall at least to hinder em..Do you think we got enough time though?" a slight look towards the Mountains. "If they do indeed have a troll..Might be a good idea.." he states, eyes looking back to his small Army. then to those of the Bear and of the Wulf assembling. "What are our plans should we not be able to repulse them now? Fall back to keep or?" a slight tilt of head. Pausing to look towards the Stag. "heh, Coulda used em yesterday."

Seigmund's words, at least, carry on the wind. Barseg snorts and mutters to a companion, "Build a wall, eh? And just what kind of wall does he think it would take to withstand a troll? Give me a month, maybe ..." And falls silent, looking round once more and catching sight of the flame-haired female Laoch in the distance with a start of recognition.

Corona tucks her helmet under her arm, wending her way through the Bear encampment, towards the trio that includes her Coyrlagh, past the builder.

Banedil shrugs, turning to the voice. He nods to the Bear. "It's just a suggestion. A hinderance is better than nothing at all." He looks up at the night sky. "Don't know how long we have, but I wouldn't want to have our men out of place building if they attack."

The right side of Barseg's mouth lifts a little, and he calls out quietly to Corona, "May fortune favour your weapon-arm this day." Leaving it at that, he shifts impatiently from foot to foot as he awaits orders from his own leaders.

Corran shakes his head as he catches the glimpses of the word about his late arrival as he approaches the three appearent leaders, "I'm Corran Greggor, of the Stag, I would have been here sooner but I had to secure Forthrunn, with the orcs this close to my lands. I only had this small force to spare too but they are my best men. The rest of the Stag army, Stag watch and Laochi a days(or change that to however Forthrunn would be) march away."

Rhyessa rolls her eyes back at the crowd. She'll explain later as she approaches the horsemen. She murmurs orders as the men dismount. Their leader follows her back to camp. "This isn't the best of terain for horse skermishing." He says with a sigh. "We can't get in be hinde theim too easily with the cliffs so close." Rhyessa shrugs. "If they break through the line, that's where your mounts come in..." She smiles wickedly. "after all the orcs aren't expecting archers that can move faster than they."

Corona turns at the call, raising the sword arm in question (As it is not burdened with helm) to greet the caller, moving a bit closer with a wary eye on the leaders. "And yours. Setting aside masonry tools for swords, today?"

Barseg shakes his head. "Not sword. But today my spear will hunt something other than deer." He pats the shaft with his free hand.

Corona reaches up to make sure her braid is tight, and grins. "Ahh, spear. A fine weapon for goblin hunting, I think. Aye. Well, good luck to you, builder. " She turns then, to complete the journey that will bring her to Rhyessa, if not Drayden any longer.

Seigmund smiles chuckling slightly looking Corran "Well..Ya should have brought them with ya, for we'll need em now, A March away could mean death for us all." a slight shrug. "Never met ya Ceann. I am Seigmund, Cadvirdoc de Crebain." a slight grin as he looks to his spear and then back to the others.."So How do we wish to handle it this night? I am sorry if I wasn't around earlier for breifin, was seeing to my men. Making sure the everely wounded were sent back to my lands, those who can still fight, given armor and weapons." a look towards Banedil "And if I may Sirrah take your side?"

Banedil turns to watch the guards get organized. He looks over to Barseg and Corona. He gives her a grim nod before looking to the newly arrived Stag Ceann, nods. "Well, with your own Orc problems any help I'm sure will be helpfully." He offers. His eyes look upon the armies of Dunland before him. He turns to the Crebain and nods. "Aye, shoulder to shoulder if we have to." He says with a grin.

Seigmund smiles to Banedil and nods, offering his arm in a shake "Aye, Would be an Honor." a grin "And when I do finally set things right down south, I hope our clans will fight like this more often, shoulder to shoulder, than face to Face."

Kenneth walks up to the crowds of people. "Sorry I am late, I was a little lost. I would like to help fight if you need it."

Corran nods, "Nice to met you Cardvirdoc. How fare your Ceann, Raub? He turns to Banedil, "Congradulations, Fiann. I sorry I'd brother this war be fought farther from my home. Most my men are archers and spearmen. They will go where ever you need me."

Banedil's nod gets the same in return, a little shift of shoulders before Corona sidesteps another group of men tending to their armor, and arrives at the edge of the newly arrived Wulf horse. "The archer units are mostly replenished, Coyrlagh. Will you have the patrol group move with the Bear, or keep back to protect them?"

Banedil takes the hand. He pauses and nods. "We'll will see." Slowly giving any ground with his personal feud. He shakes his hand. He looks to the Stag and nods. "You might want to speak with I'racil. These are his lands, so he is most familiar." He ponders for a moment. "If you can position your arches opposite the Wulfs we can cut down the Orcs in a cross fire of arrows."

Almost as if on cue I'racil returns to hear the Bear Fiann's comments and nods slightly, "Set up any archers you have with the Wulf, spearmen to the front." HE spits out the wad of pipeweed cured in molasses he's been gnawing on and replaces it with a fresh one. "The Wulf Coyrlagh led the archers at the last battle, but she may be busy elsewhere today. If you have anyone that can lead them have 'em speak with her."

Rhyessa considers. "What are the bear casuatly figures? We need enough people to hold the line /here/ if possible, and if not we need to be able to pull back rapidly, let the Silverwolves." She gestures to the horsemen, "harry them, and slow them down. If we can flank the orcs so much the better. OUr own have only suffered minimal loss." And now there's 3 times as many of them as before. It should tip some odds.

Then as an after thought the Hawk adds, "And make sure they know that the black skinned bastards that smell like a dung-heap are the ones they are aiming for."

Corran nods, "That awfully dangerous. Yes we will cut down the scumm but we might hit the Wulf and vice versa. That two dangerous for archery fire like that." He nods at I'racil's words, "Yes that what I'd do. I'll see it done." He turns to one of the men, Garner get the archers over to the wolves."

Corona nods to Rhyessa's words, and rolls her shoulders again, turning with a little hrm, "I'll ask their Fian. I don't want to leave our archers unprotected, ma'am." But still she turns and takes the few steps neccesary to interject herself into the group around the Hawk and the Bear Fian. "Fian Alden." she calls softly.

Barseg hears the word 'spearmen', moves slowly forward to join the other spear-bearers in line. Kenneth's words are heard and greeted with an abrupt bark of laughter. "Need it? Course we need it, lad. Just listen." And he jerks his head in the direction of I'racil, presumably this one's leader.

Banedil nods, a hand scratching his chin as he listens to the thoughts and words. He turns at the sound of a familiar voice. "Yes....Yes, Laoch?"

Rhyessa chuckles. "They won't be, with the bear they should be behind a line of spear. Or concealed in the rocks if they're with me." While the horse do their best to make the Orcs wish they'd never hear the sound of hooves again. For her part she moves towards Coran. "If we set up at angles adjacent to each other it shouldn't be a problem. Also my Silver Wolves are good enough to fade back and get out of range.. don't worry about us. Worry about the ones who /haven't/ learned how to duck yet..." This a pointed glare at Rac.

I'racil turns to look at the female voice and grunts. "You should've left your woman at the Keep, Banedil. She should be spitting out nice fat babies for you, not up here fighting."

Corona merely shoots I'racil an arched brow, her attention for the moment on Banedil. "Th'Coyrlagh," her chin bobs towards Rhyessa dn Corran, "says Wulf's swords are yours. The Silverwolves will protect the archers tonight, if you've need of it."

A smile appears and then quickly disappears upon hearing the Hawks words. He nods to her. "Aye, we'll put to go use. Excuse me." He move back to I'racil glares at him. His voice is harsh hiss. "You speak of a Wulf Laoch who has fought. She is a warrior and you will not insult her honour." After that the anger passes. "Same formation? Spears in the middle? Swords on the flanks?"

Corran nods, "Sounds good to me. Garner, Get the archers in place then. You heard the lady." He looks at Iracil and laughts, "Yeah true but these wulf women are dangerous. Praxis grows his women with teeth and makes sure they know how to use them. I hope Wulf horsemen can handle the terrain, it ain't no prarire."

Corona merely nods, stepping back to fade back into the ranks and spread the word on the sword's placement.

I'racil just shrugs at both Banedil and Corran's announcement about the woman. Then to Banedil, "That formation worked last time lets hope it does again." He scratches at the remains of his nose as he spits out a mouthful of tabac juice. "I've an idea for those horsemen, think I'll speak with the Coyrlagh."

Rhyessa snorts at Corran. "Stag. your lands are closer to plains than Redvyrnne." She teases. "They've trained on uneven ground." I'racil gets a glare, she heard his comment about Corona.

Elrabin has connected.

Elrabin wields Bow.

Banedil nods and looks up to the Stag Ceann with a smirk. He makes his way back to Bear. "Alright, Lads you heard them. start for a line here on the right flank of the spears. Archers, you are in the rear behind the lines." Men and women start shifting as they starting forming up into the lines. He looks to his counterparts as they work with their own guard.

Seigmund nods motioning towards his men to get in the center getting the spears ready . The Cadvirdoc incharge of them, to his right Banedil a grin and he raises ahis arm "Swords and Axe men cover Bear's flanks and my arse as well. Slingmen to the hieghts and arches in the rear." a gri as he looks back towards the other leaders. "We ready?"

Barseg stands silent in his place in line, amber eyes flicking sideways every now and then to Siegmund, leader of the spearmen, and then forward into the gloom, only the twitching of his cleft lip betraying his impatience.

Rhyessa heads away to the south along the path.

Rhyessa has left.

Seigmund turns his head to Barseg who stands close a slight smile and a nod to him "Don't worry Builder..If we fail this day, we will be at Kiern's feast by Morning." a slight bow of his head as a starts to pray..when he looks up eyes dart to the mountains.

Barseg snorts. "The raven's feast, you mean," he mutters very quietly. No prayers for him, just the watching, and the waiting ...

Elrabin heads away to the south along the path.

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

        Underneath the stars, panting and grunting, roves a medium size force of uruks. Where from? The East. The Mountains. Where to? To avenge a recent defeat - and taste blood again. It has been a long time. Many of the creatures that make up the warparty bear some type of wound. Deep. Shallow. Otherwise. Slaves in the front for fodder and the stronger uruks and uruk-hai in the back. Then: towering, lumbering, a smattering of troll warriors.

        Z'macht marches in the band's middle, surrounded by his tribe-uruks. "We'll have our revenge," he hisses. SsSss! "Bloody spears!" Split. "Bloody slings and arrows! ... Soon they'll be in pain, alright."

Banedil stand calm beside Seigmund. His eyes remain fowards towards the mountains. He turns to his lads for a moment, nodding to them. "We've been through this already and we can taken em. We'll protect Dunlending and our Hawk brothers. Now, stay alert and your weapons ready." He turns back foward, drawing out his Axe, ready.

Corona settles her helm on her head with another little shrug into armor's weight, and loosens her sword in her scabbard, moving to line the wulf swordsmen up agains the spears of Hawk and Bear. "Stand easy, folks. We'll know when they come."

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Huzghash trots along near the Talashakh Z'macht. The Master Guard's chain armour rattling with each pounding step. "Yes, Talashakh. Revenge shall be had.." The Guard's voice trails off, his words cold and piercing. Huzghash's spear is leveled in his right hand, blackened tip dashing through the darkness around it. The Master Guard's tounge lashes out of his mouth, tasting the night air. "Yes, let the horde show their might today."

Alert? The spearmen are alert .. and uneasy, knowing they will bear the brunt of any assault. Barseg's shoulders tense, amber eyes narrow. Is that movement ahead? No, probably just deceptive shadows cast by the faint moonlight. He returns to his stoic waiting, watching Siegmund for orders.

Corran slips in place next to Corona a couple of his warriors with him. "Use another blade? I'm not much use as a spearsman." He says with a wink.

And somewhere within the Dunlendings lines, slowly the deep barking of dogs begins. First one, and then others add to the cacophony as the scent of the orcs becomes clear to them. The noise grows in volume, snarling entering in now.

I'racil pulls free his battle axe and takes a few practices swings at the air. "If the next time we see each other is in Kiern's own hall, lets be sure that we arrive covered in the blood of these beasts." He turns and spits onto the ground, then looks up at the night sky, "It is a good night to die."

The Cadvirdoc stays as he is, a slight check over his armor before looking about to the spear men "Wait for it lads..We might need to bring down bigger things tonight." a slight look towards banedil and a nod. A look towards I'racil. "Heh, I'll come home with many pelts then Hawk, try and outmatch ya." a wink as he nods in agreeance to the after-life. before looking back to Barseg as he readies his shield up. 'Slingers ready yourselves..When you get to the last stone, use it as a weapon, tie it to the end and club the buggers." a look back as he brings up Spear and awaits the Marauders.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Mol lopes along with teh rest of the horde. His new helm resting jauntily upon his oversized head, and a battle axe drags along his his hand beside him. The monsterous olog keeps up a slow pace along with the other orcs around him. He doesn't seem exactly ready for war but appearances can be deceiving

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, "Skai!" says Z'macht, rubbing a bandaged shoulder. Black seeps through. Blood? "They'll be expecting us this time... Many will be put to the spear.. But who gives a..." He winces in pain at his shoulder. Luckily, it is only his shield arm. "Bah! South we go! We'll find the rats just over this ridge!"

Corona turns at the Ceann's words, and grins, "It will be welcome, Ceann. Just stay ware, and we'll meet on the other side." Her own gaze skims the ridge over which the hoarde even now creeps. The horses paw nervously at dog's howling, Silverwolves fidgeting and dancing them under control to the flanks.

From Foothills of Misty Mountains - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Gripping his miner's pick with unease, Grosknabr looks back to the uruk of his squadron, his jaw setting and teeth grinding as he scowls back at them. "Remember boys," he utters hoarsely, "If you can manage to take a few ears we can get a bounty and we'll all be better off." Grosknabr's eyes focus on the terrain beyond the ridge and he gulps, "Just be sure not to die."

Z'macht arrives from the north.

Grulnakh arrives from the north.

Mol arrives from the north.

Huzghash arrives from the north.

Grosknabr arrives from the north.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, A small group of archers, including the bards Rhyessa and Elrabin, begin their grim march to the northlands, bows firmly gripped in hand. Elrabin mutters as they walk, "The air is cold. This is an evil night; I feel it." The archers reach the hills and fall into formation, ready to fire into the valley below.

Corran grins, "Can do. Be sure to take care of yourself Wulf woman." A grin appears on his face as he hears the howl, "Fight hard and Keirn will reward you."

The dogs' nervousness acts as a signal to all in the Dunlending forces. Barseg shifts his grip on the spear as he patiently awaits Siegmund's signal to form the spear-wall.

As the dog begins barking, I'racil lifts the tattered remains of his own noseto the wind and inhales deeply. He pauses and repeats the process a few times, then nods. "Aye, they're close." He turns to Banedil, "Can you smell 'em? Sort of a smell between rancid meat and dung."

Banedil grips his Axe handle as he hears the metal clanking as the approach in the darkness. His knuckles white. "Steady lads." He commands. He looks to Seigmund and simples nods. He looks to I'racil and chuckles. "Aye, don't know how they can be sneaky smelling like that."

Fenzokh has arrived.

Seigmund merely laughs towards the Hawk and the Bear, not looking to them as he shkes out his shoulders, rolling his neck, before the tenseness of battle sets in. "Try smellin' them when it's raining. Ya think dogs are bad. Heh." a slight grin as he looks towards them "Ready with those stones lads." he calls to the slingers.

I'racil leans down, and slightly placing his right arm on his back, he pulls a great two-bladed hatched.

Corona nods once to the Ceann beside her, turning to address the troops arrayed behind in wulf's greens. "And if you do well today, your Ceann might reward you. Steady on, they're coming." She rolls neck and shoulders again, loosening her sword in her scabbard, testing it for draw readiness.

Corona wields Longsword.

Under twinkling stars, a tide of foul flesh and barking voices, the Horde of Moria crests over the ridge. They can see the Dunlending ranks, the bristling spears, yet most dare not hesitate. The wrath of the Demon awaits failure. They trot. Speed up. Run. Gaining momentum as they charge down the hill into what may or may not be a lethal meat-grinder.

        "For the Flame!" Z'macht yells, his red tongue spilling forth drool and traces of black blood. "This second meeting shall be their last!" He raises his mace and storms down behind the front ranks of slaves to meet the enemy. Lope.

Mol's pace quickens as he moves, tired of staying slow to stay with the little orcs. As he closes down on the front, he notices a rock all teh orcs are going around. Casually the massive olog lifts the boulder up and continues on his way, slightly amused that he will be using the human's land against them. Mol now gains more momentum and is at the head of the pack as they crash down towards teh humans.

Mol wields Boulder.

Huzghash lets a twisted smirk encompass his face, lips curling up to reveal yellowed fangs. "Guards! Charge!" Pumping his spear overhead, Huzghash quickens his pace to match that of the Talashakh. Watching ahead for the first signs of humans, HUzghash lifts his spear to his shoulder, readying it for a throw.

Feet wide spread, I'racil watches the onrushing orcs with a eye full of anticipation. He lets his eyes move across the ranks, looking it seems for a particular target. Axe held at the ready, he calls out "Hold the line and let none pass with out making him pay dearly for it."

Grosknabr rumbles back at his squad orcs in his harsh uruk tongue, "The Shamans have told me that the menfolk here choose sheep over their breeder snagas. The breeder snagas stick to making arauruk." A low chuckle utters from Grosknabr's filthy maw as he hurdles over the ridge and begins a fierce run towards the Dunlending line. His eyes alight as they lock upon a prospective target, Corona. The Morian's shield of wood is held up cautiously before him as he progresses forward lest he expose himself unduly to arrowfire.

Eyes of brown shimmer in the moonlight, a blink as he spots the troll "Bugger, they brought one.." a slight shake of his head before he looks towards the closing in Ranks. "Alright lads, stab em hard and cut through them scythe through wheat." he raises his spear and brings it down. As the spear goes down, the slingmen begin, hurling rocks down into the Orcish Hordes as they come inot Range.

"Hold!!!" he gives a yell to his men.

Corran see the troll holding his mighty boulder, "They brought some ugly'an too." He looks to the men on both sides of him, "Fight hard men. Here they come."

Fenzokh crests the hill as well, carrying in on of his hands a steel war hammer and in his other the other the flag of the Morian Ambassadors, bearing the diamond seal that is also burnt onto the foreheads of his apprentices; twenty in all, every one carrying a war hammer and a battle axe. He plants the flag firmly in the ground and lets out a harrowing scream before charging full force down the hill, his apprentices flanking him. They run in time, howling and screaming all in time.

At the signal, the spear-wall is raised, front rank kneeling, those behind slanting their spears downwards in an overarm motion to form a bristling wedge. The first orcs to pass the hail of arrows will be caught on the hedge of finely honed points.

There is not need to repeat Corran's words, Corona merely draws her sword, moving with her line of men and women to close with the orcs. Her eyes skim their lines, green sparkling against the fire of the hair that shows under her helm, the fire of the torchlights, meeting the dark red of the shaman. She nods once, and moves forward.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, As the orcs spill into the lands below, one of the Dunlendings barks a command and the archers loose a stream of arrows into the black bodies. The arrows swim through the air gracefully, their feathers dancing in the wind. The missiles, pointed and deadly, sail down to their targets.

the Bear line remains solid. As before Banedil raises his axe watching the Orcs swarm down like bugs. "Steady." He mutters low to his men. Once the orcs place themselves in position again. He axe is dropped. Red Fletching arrows shoot out over the Army and into the Horde. "Steady your shouldier's Lads and brace!" Banedil yells.

A particularly slender uruk by the name of Yagmog bears down on the Dunlendings. Ranking low in the Morian hierarchy, the warrior is just about slave rank: A common uruk. New to battle, the creature can do nothing but scream and raise his warhammer in the air. As he runs, he sees orcs fall to Dunland arrows. One goes clean through the head of an uruk in front of him. Yagmog's knees tremble but he rushes ever onward in the general direction of Kenneth.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Elrabin launches an arrow through the exit heading North...

Yikes! An arrow!

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, 

Elrabin's arrow flies wide, doing no harm.

Whew...the arrow flies wide, doing no harm.

The hulking troll pulls up to a stop. The wall of humans infront of him must have scared him, but wait, no the troll is smiling. The wall of bodies seems quite tempting for the olog as he takes a better grip on the boulder in his hand. With a sliding step the troll swings his arm and hurls the boulder along the ground at the wall of humans. Mol watches the boulder bounce and careen it's way down at the humans, his head leaning as if he can will the rock to go the way he wants it.

Mol throws a boulder...

Mol's boulder flies wide, doing no harm.

Mol removes Boulder.

Mol hefts the enormous troll-sized Battle Axe in both hands, securely, ready for a fight.

Corran cures as the Troll as the boulder comes rolling his way. Luckly it rolls past him and he grins as he pulls his sword out and rushes toward the troll his two gaurds watching his back, "Always wanted to kill one of those things." He Slashes his sword taword the Troll right leg.

Corran attacks Mol with his Longsword and mildly wounds him!

Kenneth draws his sword as he sees Yagmog charging forward in his direction. Kenneth trembles as he sees a creature with a large war hammer on his way to attacking.

And the Spear line holds, even as the boulder goes crashing along it's side. almost a sigh leaves those who it brushed past. Seigmund continues stand straight. "Hold Lads!" he calls as some burst apon the spears, and the line is hit.

Squish! Several snagas in Mol's path lie down - dead. Quickly, every slave in the Olog's vicinity makes for a different direction. No reason to become another casualty of reckless troll-bowling!

        As the first volley is loosed from the rear Dunlending ranks, Z'macht thanks the Demon to escape unscathed. One shaft sticks in his wooden shield, quivering where it hits. "Skai!" he sneers, following the foddersnagas into a veritable forrest of human spears. Hack. Slash. Scream! Yell! The air around Z'macht erupts into a cacophony of pain and blood. Some humans take grievous wounds, but the more comman sight is a small orc impaled on a Dunlending spear. Quickly: What?

        Z'macht turns his head to find himself, oddly, face to face with I'racil. Reaction! He jerks his mace around quickly, somwhat sloppily, at the human, all too aware at the dull pain thudding in his shoulder.

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

Barseg watches as the first hail of arrows flies past, many finding their targets, yet others find no mark - and there are so many of the Orcs, so many! As the creatures come closer, he peers into the darkness, trying to make out individual shapes, keeping his spear braced against the ground.

The spear wall surprises the first wave of manic orcs, impaling them viciously. Less eager to enter the fray is Grosknabr, nestled safely behind the front lines. As his run brings him to the shield wall, the Morian miner callously uses the hammer end of his pick to bash on a speared orc's shoulder. As Grosknabr's comrade slumps, the miner takes a step onto his comrade's falling shoulder and hurtles himself into the line of Dunlendings. His hammer hangs high as he uses his momentum and gravity to aim a vicious certical strike towards Corona's head. The task of achieving a perfect landing to accompany his vault keeps the orc from mustering his complete strength.

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer and mildly wounds her!

Huzghash veers off from the Talashakh, eyes narrowing on a target ahead, Barseg. Charging on the Master Guard rushes in towards Barseg, blackened spear tip levelling for the human's chest. "We'll taste human flesh tonight." Huzghash cackles, the smirk deepening into a glare as he finally reaches Barseg, stabbing forward hard with his spear.

Huzghash attacks Barseg with his Spear, but he misses by a mile.

Fenzokh catches a target out of the corner of his eye. That one seems to be leading a line! Take out the leaders.. Fenzokh alters his course and begins to book it toward Banedil, screaming with rage.

"Mol missed." The troll's voice sounds quite sad at his lack of killing any humans, but he doesn't seem to care that he did kill a few orcs. He is about to try crashing into the spear wall himself when something around his legs catches his attention. A human, hacking at him with a sword. "Hey stop dat. It not nice." With a swat of his battle axe the troll tries to knock the human away.

Mol attacks Corran with his Battle Axe, but he misses by a handspan.

A loud metal clank sound rings out again through the valley as the Orcs slam into the lines, the Bears hold steady. Banedil holds off the counter charge ready to take on any attacker as he swing right and left with his Axe. The archers fire their last shots over at the stragglers at the back of the horde.

As is typical when fighting in close ranks a few of the Dunlending arrows go astray and take down some of their own. One takes down a Hawk that stands near I'racil, but he has no time to mourn the man as the big uruk from the last battle is suddenly in his path. He leaps back to avoid the swing of the creatures mace, and brings his won weapon to bare. "I thought I'd seen the last of your ugly face, figured you'd be hiding somewhere still." He aims a slash at the large chieftain's midsection.

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

The sword line does not hold steady, it moves forward, hewing through the smaller orcs like so much butter, dodging their own arrows in the rush to attack. 

Corona and some of her men work their way behind the spear line, seeking to split the sword ranks in half, pincering the more reckless orcs. she catches sight of the hammer, and pulls back, letting it graze down her free shoulder before she wheels to return the attack with a slash of sword.

Corona attacks Grosknabr with her Longsword, but Grosknabr parries the attack with his shield!

Corran laughts as he dodges the attack. "Holy, the thing knows Westoren. I didn't they they where that smart." He couter with a strike aimed for the Trolls wrist of his axe arm. He's gaurds fight orcs to protect his back.

Corran attacks Mol with his Longsword and mildly wounds him!

Closer the Orcs are now, close enough that Barseg can hear the growling of one of them. That alone is all the warning he needs, springing to his feet as the red-black spear-tip passes only inches from his chest. Focusing on the dark-clad shape ahead of him, he levers his own spear forward with both hands. It is still held low - no time for an overarm blow now - so he aims the tip towards what he guesses is the creature's throat.

Barseg attacks Huzghash with his Spear, but he misses by a hair.

Grosknabr lands with a savage thud, his iron boots pounding upon the ground. This sound is quickly muffled by that of the Dunland woman's sword striking his shield. Grosknabr barely flinches as he holds his shield-arm strong. With a lecherous leer, the miner snarls in broken Westron through pants induced by his charge, "You shall have the honor of bearing Grosknabr's hundredth child once you have been subdued." The miner turns his pick in his hand and pounds the pointy end down towards Corona's closest foot, his gaze fixed upon hers.

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer and moderately wounds her!

Mol turns back to look at the human he tried to swat away as his sword strikes the olog again. The troll's already beady eyes narrow as he looks upon the man. "Mol say stop!" The olog growls at the human as he raises his axe above his head and swings down at the top of the man's skull.

Mol attacks Corran with his Battle Axe, but he misses by a mile.

Huzghash twists at the torso ever so slightly, his body being removed from the reckless path of the human's spear. Around him, uruk and human clash in an endless sea of sound. Huzghash is quickly on the move again, circling to thr gith of Barseg in an attempt to have at the human's side. "Human on a stick..." The Guard's voice trails off as he springs forward, spear dashing out ahead to try and pierce the human's side.

Huzghash attacks Barseg with his Spear and mildly wounds him!

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, The archers have already pulled new arrows from their quivers as the others rain down. The men and women on the hill nock their projectiles onto their bowstrings and pull them taut. The air as still as they wait for the command. And it is given. With a quick whoosh the arrows are launched into the melee.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Elrabin launches an arrow through the exit heading North...

Yikes! An arrow!

The bowshot hits Mol, mildly wounding him.

Seigmund turns his head slightly as he pitches a snaga back over the lines fore some of the skirmishers to take. He sends a look towards Barseg, abuot to move to help him, but suddenly turns back, just in time to skewer an Orc on his spear.

The pick side of the orc's hammer scrapes down her shin, shredding armor and drawing blood, though she manages to pull back just enough to keep herself from being pinned to the rocky ground. Corona pulls back, eyes wide and wild, her own accent the smooth roundedness of her land's southern hills. "I'll teach you subdued." She snarls, sword flying down towards his less protected back.

Corran leaps out of the way as the axe wifs by, and laughts, "Scrog, If you'll all aim like that. I wonder why people fear your kind." The Stag cheif takes a slash towards Mol s knee cap. As the arrow hits him. The cheif can only hope the arrow doesn't nock the troll out of the path of his swing.

Corona attacks Grosknabr with her Longsword and mildly wounds him!

Corran attacks Mol with his Longsword and mildly wounds him!

Fenzokh leaps into the air, taking full advantage of the hill, and bears down on Seigmund from the air, apparently mistaking him for his previous target. "DIE!!" he screams, raising the war hammer high over his head and slamming it down at Seigmund's head.

Fenzokh draws his large Blood Maul war hammer from the leather loop on his belt.

Grosknabr jerks forward as his foe's sword grazes his ring mail towards his back, his shield rushing up too slowly to stave up the blow. "No uruk has hair of such a colour," the Morian hisses with a rude sneer, "It shall make a great prize once after I drag you off with it." Caution is thrown to the winds as Grosknabr's greedy shield arm is extended to grope at the Dunlending woman's red hair while his pick is rotated once more, the flat end aiming to crush the bones of her shoulder.

Fenzokh attacks Seigmund with his War Hammer, but he misses by an arm's length.

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer, but he misses by a mile.

Thrusting with both hands as he is, Barseg's momentum carries him forward as his spear-tip whistles through empty air where Huzghash's throat had been ... leaving the human wide open to attack. The Orc's spear pricks Barseg's left side - layers of leather and padding do their work to halt the blow and prevent damage, but there is now a tiny rent in the armor. Pulling back, Barseg raises the spear in his right arm and once again thrusts forward, this time an overarm blow aimed towards Huzghash' left eye.

Barseg attacks Huzghash with his Spear, but he misses by a handspan.

Mol feels an arrow hit his chest but he doesn't care, it barely stick into his thick hide. The human is more of a concern because he won't stand still long enough to be hit. The man's sword hits him but it doesn't draw blood. "Heh. You hit like she-elf." The olog shudders with laughter and slaps at the human's torso with his axe.

Mol attacks Corran with his Battle Axe, but he misses by a handspan.

Seigmund seems to look up in time to see the howling Uruk in the air "Now!" he gives the cry for the skirmishers in the back to come over the line, and the line to move forward if need be.

As this happens he turns to the side, bringing soear about for a stab at the uruk when he lands.

Seigmund attacks Fenzokh with his Spear, but he misses by a mile.

Corona uses the distraction of the beast's reach to step out of the way. "And none will." She answers, turning as gracefully as any dancer to hack at the arm reaching for her braids, eyes narrowed, the rest of the battle unseen and unheard in her concentration on this one foe.

Corona attacks Grosknabr with her Longsword, but she misses by a handspan.

Banedil cuts down an Orc with a hard blow into the creatures stomach. It crashes into the ground. He waves his axe foward. "Hoo Rah!" He yells out and with a loud roar leads a charge into the orc lines. The Bear roar again echoes across the valley as Laochi leap foward into the massed Horde. A blow from the axe is blocked from an Orc with his Scimitar.

Corran laughts, after ducking the axe attack. "Some one been telling you bed time stories Troll? There no such thing as elf. But if you want me to hit you like a big boy, I can." The Stag cheif laughts as he lounges forward more force behind his blade as he aims for the knee cap of the great beast.

Again Huzghash shifts his body away from the descending spear. "Come now..." The Guard winks, mouth twisting into a spear. Then Huzghash is at it again, moving quickly forward and to the right to give him a view of the Human's midsection. Thrusting his spear forward with his right hand, Huzghash raises his shield arm up just enough to cover the left side of his face.

Huzghash attacks Barseg with his Spear and moderately wounds him!

Corran attacks Mol with his Longsword and mildly wounds him!

Grosknabrs greety arm barely manages to twitch out of the way of Corona's counterstrike, as ineffective as his own initial strike. "We orcs are great conquerors," the miner pants, his breath puffing out warm and rank, "while you humans are good for nothing but being conquered." Licking his dried filth encrusted lips, Grosknabr regroups and taunts, "This blow will bash out your brains," adjusting his feet all the while so that he might swing at one of Corona's kneecaps, using the flat side of his weapon once more.

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer and badly wounds her!

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, The band of archers remain silent as they each pull forth another arrow onto their bowstrings. The head archer shouts the word, and another slew of missiles sear the air and fly towards the battling bodies below.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Elrabin launches an arrow through the exit heading North...

Yikes! An arrow!

The bowshot hits I'racil, lightly wounding him.

The screams dying or wounded humans and uruks fills the night, almost drowning out the clash of steel on steel and the grunts of those still fighting. Now and then the loud clank of one of the slingers stones connecting with a helmet or armor is added to the symphony of death and destruction that is being played on this Dunlending hilltop. 

The Dunlendings fight bravely for both hearth and home, but the numbers of the orcish horde are slowly coming into play, for every orc that falls another rises to take his place, the Dunlendings do not have the same luxury. Slowly they are being driven back, but every inch they give up is soaked in the black blood of their attackers.

Fenzokh chuckles as the spear zings past his chest. A little too close for comfort, but that can't be let on. "Oh yes?" he hisses at Seigmund. "Let's see what you've got then, little girl!" He raises the war hammer high and barrels it down at Seigmund's shoulder.

Fenzokh attacks Seigmund with his War Hammer, but Seigmund parries the attack with his Spear!

Countless struggles between human and orc ... in almost every case the combatants are locked in their own little world, unable to spare a glance for dying comrades. When Huzghash once more dodges out of the way, Barseg mutters something that might be a curse, his first word since joining battle. And when the Orc's spear strikes home, widening the rent in the armor and bringing a small blossoming of red on the human's left side, that curse is joined by a bitten-off cry. Not daring to wait, Barseg thrusts forward again towards Huzghash's head, spear-tip wavering ever so slightly.

Barseg attacks Huzghash with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

Mol perks his ears up as the man speaks. "You talk like she-troll. Mol like that." The Trol lunges at the human, not noticing the stab to his leg. "Come to Mol." The olog's axe swings low at the man's hips.

Corona's leathers do little for protection against such a blow, and the best she can do is bend her knee and take the stinging pain in her thigh. And her own voice is stilled, teeth gritted against the pain of the blow, free hand offering a better grip for sword's hilt as she swings it down to disarm the taunting goblin.

Mol attacks Corran with his Battle Axe, but he misses by a long shot.

Corona attacks Grosknabr with her Longsword, but she misses by a handspan.

Brown eyes stare stoically back towards Fenzokh as words of Westron leave his mouth, a shake of his head is all that Seigmund affords, and as hammer comes, his spear meets it and bats away the blow with one fluid motion as he goes to skewer the orc.

Seigmund attacks Fenzokh with his Spear, but he misses by a mile.

As orcs fly past Kenneth, some meeting their deaths on the end of Dunlending spears or falling prey to well-aimed arrows, Yagmog nears Kenneth.

A thick gurgle of a laugh is emited by Grosknabr as he beholds the havok wreaked by his last strike. Again he dances out of range of the longsword, noting rudely, "Don't worry about walking. I'll be dragging you from the battle." The laugh and taunt turns into a cough, with the miner spitting up a vile green wad of phlegm in the direction of his foe. This opening salvo is simply the prelude to a second blow aimed at Corona's kneecaps, but this one at the other leg. Lust and hate intermingle in Grosknabr's gleaming eyes.

Corran rolls out of the way of the lounge, thought one of his body guard is taken out by the ax. A growl emits for the cheif lips, "That was my friend, You scroging peice of Forgoil dung." He slashes his blade towards the trolls exsposed back.

Corran furiously attacks Mol with his Longsword and mildly wounds him!

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer and moderately wounds her!

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, And the arrows descend upon the combatants below, wounding orc and human with no consideration. As they hit, the sky is filled again with the pointed projectiles.

Z'macht backs away from I'racil, snarling and dodging his blow. "Hide?" he swings again with his mace. "Not from the likes of you!"

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Elrabin launches an arrow through the exit heading North...

Yikes! An arrow!

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, 

Elrabin's arrow flies wide, doing no harm.

Whew...the arrow flies wide, doing no harm.

"Is that all you've got in you? What does your wife see in you? Not that it matters anyway, she won't be given much of a choice where she's going!" Fenzkh grins as the spear misses him again and then spins it around with the point facing forward. "Lets see how this works then, shall we?" He swings the gleaming point upward, toward Seigmund's groin.

Fenzokh attacks Seigmund with his War Hammer, but he misses by an arm's length.

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

Huzghash moves again, but too slowly this time. Instead of the spear hitting his head the spear dips lower and pokes through the chain armour of the Guard. A bit of blackened blood begins to seep through the rings of armour, coating them in a thick ooze. Huzghash growls once the spear hits, but he wastes no time in intiating his next movements. Taking a slide step forward, Huzghash leans forward with his spear, tip shooting forth for the human's midsection.

Huzghash attacks Barseg with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

Again, Corona dances back, this time the hammer falling low enough to hit calf, to send little burning pains up and down her leg. She narrows her eyes, and with an inarticulate growl, tries to hack at the goblin mineor's waist before the leg gives out all together.

Corona attacks Grosknabr with her Longsword, but she misses by an arm's length.

Blood for blood. The right side of Barseg's mouth lifts in a feral grin as his blow connects. Time enough for him to take a step back, out of the way of Huzghash's spear - almost, but not quite. Another pricking blow is added to the earlier, deeper one. Staggering back with a grunt, Barseg raises his own spear again, this time more in defence than offence, its tip is aimed at Huzghash's chest.

Seigmund merely steps to the right, brining his left leg back as the hammer goes close to home. It is the comments that draw a narrowing of eyes. "My wife is dead, you green gutted son of a Forgoil." and with that the spear moves quicker stabbing at him again. "You decided to piss off the wrong man today.."

Again Banedil's Axe blow is blocked by a Scimitar, but this time a gloved fist slams into the side of the Orc's face. Another Orc's Scimitar tries to sneaks through and stab at the Bear, but the instead it is blocked by an Orc arm as he uses his axe to swing the Scimitar arm up and into the path of the weapon. McGruder A Bear Laoch blocks a mace with a his longsword.

Barseg attacks Huzghash with his Spear, but he misses by a long shot.

Seigmund attacks Fenzokh with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

Sparks flie as I'racil's axe parries the chieftain's mace aside. He pushes Z'macht's weapon away with a grunt and rears back to swing at the beast again, but before he swings an arrow glances his shoulder and he lets out a cry of pain stepping away from the chieftain.

Mol turns furrously as the human's sword pokes him in the buttox. "Somethin bit me!" The olog's eyes lock onto the human. "Mol want your head." Mol swings with all his might down at the top of the human's skull. His teeth grind as he swings, full of anger.

Mol attacks Corran with his Battle Axe and badly wounds him!

Grosknabr jumps back in a sprightly fashion, able to bear the full weight of his heavy ring mail armor. Beads of sweat, however, begin to dot his brow and he hastily wipes his eyebrows lest his vision be impaired. "Grosknabr is quick and vigorous," the orc boasts at Corona, "else he would have not lived long enough to be the father of ninety-nine snagas!" The miner's pick thrums upwards this time the point viciously pointed up towards Corona's armpit.

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer, but Corona parries the attack with her Longsword!

Fenzokh winces as the spear grazes through his shoulder and comes out the other side, leaving a bloody gash. "Ooh!" he chuckles in delight, hardly paying any attention to the wound. "Looks like you weren't needing those anyway! Have we struck a soft spot?" He grips the war hammer in both hands and swings it angrily at the human.

Fenzokh attacks Seigmund with his War Hammer, but he misses by a long shot.

The Guard leans back, just enough to make the Human's spear strike come up short. Straightening the uruk lets loose with a rumbling chuckle, eyes narrowing upon Barseg. Inching his way forward, Huzghash readies his spear for a strike. Another slip-stpe forward and then the Guard rushes into action, body exploding forward in motion to stab for the human's right leg.

Huzghash attacks Barseg with his Spear, but Barseg parries the attack with his Spear!

Z'macht roars as he watches his foe nearly taken down by a Dunlending arrow. Friendly fire. It affords him precious time to mount an attack of his own. The large orc snarls and lunges forth, gnashing his teeth and swinging low this time, at I'racil's midsection. "Are your archers blind or just stupid?" Saliva drips from his maw as the Talashakh taunts.

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

"Strong," the woman manages through gritted teeth, inwardly cursing herself for leaving the snaga behind to face off with this thing. She growls again, and setps forward, trusting the wounded leg to the benefits of adrenelin for a moment.

Corona attacks Grosknabr with her Longsword and lightly wounds him!

Again stoic eyes bore down into the Uruk as what seems to be Kiern's Holy anger erupts in him, a slight pause as he turns and slices through an incoming uruk before turning to face Fenzokh right as he swings, narrowly being missed again. A grin comes apon the man's face as eyes alight in fire, or so some would say.

Seigmund attacks Fenzokh with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

Grosknabr grimaces fiercely as the sword makes contact with his shield arm, drawing blood. That arm falls down hastily, driven down by the force of the blow. Blood sprays in a mist as the first burst rushes out of the Morian's arm. Almost by reflex Grosknabr manages to mount another assault, an overenthusiastic flat-sided attack at the Dunwoman's head. Grosknabr's positioning is such, however, that his shield has a long way to go before it can come back up and be effective.

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer and lightly wounds her!

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, The line of archers, as yet untouched by the battle below, fire off another round of arrows into the melee.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Elrabin launches an arrow through the exit heading North...

Yikes! An arrow!

The bowshot hits Z'macht, mildly wounding him.

Barseg's cleft lips part in a snarl of anger as once more the nimble Huzghash dodges out of the way, but he does not waste his breath on taunts. His own steps are becoming more laboured, and he turns to place the left side of his body out of the Orc's reach - fortunate, for with his right foot forward it is easy enough to swing his spear round to block the Orc's blow. Huzghash's weapon is knocked out of the way and the motion of Barseg's spear continues, forward and downwards, aimed towards the Orc's groin or upper leg.

Corran's luck has ran out. He moves his head from the attack of the down swinging blade. Thought his sheild arm doesn't make the dodge and takes the blunt of the attack. A scream goes from Corrans lips as his sheild falls to the ground as does the bottom part of his forearm. His gaurd turns to see what has happen to his cheilf and rushes force to grab the Cheif and drag him from the battle field.

Barseg attacks Huzghash with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

A loud WHOOSH is heard as the air is driven from I'racil's lungs by the chieftain's mace. He stumbles back a few steps before trying to raise his axe, when he does manage to bring the weapon up it is with much effort, and his retalitory attack is weak and shakey.

Corona ignores the attack enough to press forward for anoter of her own, leaving her shoulder enough to take the brunt of Grosknabr's hammer, though it is a small brunt, and she merely winces more from the weakened leg and its lessening ability to bear weight as she tests it to lean forward and cut down the taunting menace once and for all.

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

Corona attacks Grosknabr with her Longsword, but Grosknabr parries the attack with his War Hammer!

Fenzokh growls as the spear cuts into him again. Hands moving incredibly quickly, he sheathes his War Hammer and pulls the heavy battle axe off his back. "Let's see how this one does!" he growls. "No way am I letting you off this one without something to remember me by, sweetie!" He mock-kisses at Seigmund and then swings the giant weapon at him.

Fenzokh deftly unhooks the straps holding the immense battle axe to his broad back and brings the enourmous double-bladed weapon forward, wielding it in both hands.

Fenzokh attacks Seigmund with his Battle Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

Huzghash winces, the spear causing a small stream of blood to come forth from his upper leg. "SKAI!" The Guard calls out, enraged by this second strike. Huzghash steps forward immediately, leaning forward with the strike as the tip of the spear drives forward for the human's shoulder. The Guard also levels his shield over his injured leg, attempting to prevent a future strike.

Corran is draged south toward the saftey of the dunlending archers and hopely help

Corran heads away to the south along the path.

From Northlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>, Corran arrives along the path from the north.

Huzghash attacks Barseg with his Spear and mildly wounds him!

Seigmund doesn't even blink he turns, moving in a whirlwind stabbing uruks where he can, a slight pause and he turns his head moving forward catching an uruk off guard and bringing him down as one of his own falls as well. After pulling spear head out of orc he moves sending a violent stab towards Fenzokh

Seigmund attacks Fenzokh with his Spear and mildly wounds him!

Grosknabr's pick arm quivers as it meets Corona's longsword in place of his shield. As the two weapons come together, Grosknabr declares, "You will come back with me whether you like it or not. I can cut out your legs or you can come willingly." The miner's massive forearms strain as he prepares a massive blow down at Corona's pelvis. His shield arm still hangs somewhat lower than it ought to, between the wound and battle fatigue beginning to be less effective.

Grosknabr attacks Corona with his War Hammer and badly wounds her!

"Aargh!" Z'macht opens his mouth wide and yells as he simultaneously sidesteps I'racil's darting axe and absorbs a Dunlending arrow in the rump. It sticks there, quivering like a cinnamon stick in a plum pudding. Eyes watering, it is all the Chieftain can do to uphold appearances and counter I'racil's blow with a quick jab of his own. Likely to miss, the attack should by Z'macht some time to regain his composure.

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

We hope you enjoyed your stay in Middle-earth.

Come back soon!

*** DISCONNECTED HERE AS I WAS TIRED. ***

