09/05/2002

Logfile from Elendor

Foothills - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>

The path rises to another ridge. Atop of which sits a solid fortification of wood and stone; Mathain Keep home of the famed Grey Watch. Long has it stood against the orc hordes of the Misties. Two gaurds draped in grey stand outside the Iron Gates that lead into the storied keep. The road here is better cared for than in other parts of the highlands as it heads towards southwest and the Stag village of Forthunn. It is too dark around you to make out much of anything.

The sky is clear and the sunlight shines brightly. The mid afternoon spring air is warm and dry around you. The moon is not visible.

Contents:

Barseg

Malcolm

Cortheon

Dunlending Encampment

Obvious exits:

 Iron Gates leads to Courtyard <<Mathain Keep>>.

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

 Southwest leads to Highlands - Dunland <<Caerdh County>>.

Corona steps through the doors into the main hall.

Corona has arrived.

Tashgrak has arrived.

Wurpox has arrived.

Kram has arrived.

Skritsnak has arrived.

The Sun is well into its journey down behind the misties but the Dunlending have lit tourches and they go on with there preparations. They war hard on making pits to trap the orcs in, other Build a wooden wall with sharpen sticks as another deturnant to the orc horde, and other traps. Overseeing the diging of one of the pits is Cortheon, Commander of the Stag Watch, He hollers down, "Put your back in to it boys, We've got to get that thing big enough to trap a troll in."

Over the ridge to the north, all is quiet. But all is not still. A party of orcs waits, advancing silently, on the opposite side of the rise. Their leader, a huge, hideous creature, stands at the fore, signalling for silence with his axe. Not a word does he utter as he creeps forward, his mismatched eyes narrowed to slits ...

Finally he comes to a pause on the very rim of the ridge, gazing down upon the work in progress ...

Barseg has been one of the diggers, it seems, for he stands by one pit holding a shovel in his left hand. But now he passes it to another man, exchanging it for a spear - he will take his turn amongst those on guard duty. He balances the weapon carefully in both hands, keeping the weight of it in his left, and faces out towards the darkness, eyes flicking occasionally to his companions.

Others guard the work, pace up and down the lines of men sharpening stick, digging in the earth. One of these is a woman, the flame in her hair reflected in the flame of the torches. She pauses here and there to speak with one of the workers in a soft voice. Her gaze sweeps the field, lands on the builder and his shovel, passes over it to the commander of the workers.

Having had to spend the day inside the Keep, Malcolm is mixed in his feelings when he steps back outside of it's protecting walls. Happy to be free from it's restrains, but also abit nervous about the sure to come onslaught of the dark hordes once the sun is down. Seeing some of his men digging a pit, he walks up and frowns,"Ye heard the Stag, it must be deeper than this. Put your heart in it, you have seen their numbers and their bloodlust, dig men, dig"

Wurpox glides across the blab of grass, his sandals hissing through their wilted weave. He hunches behind the leader, peeking through his master's legs. From his belt comes a bowl, which he slaps on the tangling braids that frame his face; a gruesome piece.

Skritsnak slinks amongst the party of Uruks quietly, attempting to make as little noise as possible as they traverse the ridge. His right hand rests on his sheathed spear, and for such a small snaga, his eyes betray a startling thirst for bloodshed. His tongue darts around his mouth, perhaps waiting to savour the taste of flesh, the taste of the dead.. of course, he'll be lucky if he scratches one of the Dunlanders, but don't ruin his mood. 

Silently, Tashgrak removes a small wad of parchment from within his armor. A piece of charcoal follows, as he begins to scribble a surprisingly accurate scale-map of the placement of the pits. His lips curve back into a horrible grin, and his yellow eye dominates his countenance, the red half-closing. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" he whispers. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>"

Eilara is stood off to one side, sparring with one of the Wulf Laochi, who is patiently taking her through better ways off attacking an opponent. Her eyes are focused on her practise oppenent, but perhaps seeing through him to something else. She will defend her homeland.

Kram looks off to one side and see Eilara sparring he wispers to Wurpox. "me take dat lady ooman down yes yes?"

Scab's discustingly yellow eyes shift uneasily about him, spying over his leaders shoulder he hisses, but speaks not, awaiting further orders. As he sits crouching in the brush, his fingers loosely hold onto his spear, holding his inches from the ground.

Wurpox sours his snout, and pants into his master heals. A solem nod; his chin collapses the tallest stalks of weed. A single hand meanders for his hip, and there affixes on his scimitar's haft. He jerks to leer at Kram, kissing a stiff forfinger. 'shhhh'

Cortheon glances up along the ridge and looks for a moment then shrugs at the arrival of the Bear noble, He looks side long at him, "You must be the other Bear Fiann, Malcolm. I'm Cortheon, commander of the stag Watch. I hope these defense at least leave a bad taste in the orcs mouthes in there next attack or they'll be for not." He look over at the gaurds and yells, "Nights falling keep yourself on the watch for scouts we don't wantem knowing what we're doing."

Kram puts his dog down and slow creeps towards the woman sparring in the distance, and stays in the long grass out of site. he moves towards her

"Pretty bloody obvious," The red headed woman mutters to herself, before she reaches down to help hoist a companion out of the pit, "BUt maybe it will do some good if thy come tonight, eh?"

Skritsnak looks back as he sees the snaga he spoke to earlier begin to veer off course. He shakes his head and grins his toothy grin, muttering jokingly, "Wut a fool, 'e'll be 'de def' of us all.." He slowly releases the shaft of his spear, letting the bladed weapon touch the soft grass below him as he waits for further orders.

Wurpox spots the beast. His features are struck limp with horror. Wurpox grapples the dog and pulls it towards him, one hand wrapped around its muzzle. He smothers it entirely, spurring the ground as he forces his weight upon it. He glowers at Kram as he wrestles.

"<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" Tashgrak whispers. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" Carefully tucking the parchment in his armor, he pauses to draw a crude stick-figure man surrounded by scimitars on a nearby rock, then crushes the charcoal underfoot and begins to slip stealthily downslope.

Barseg's response to Malcolm's words is a low-voiced mutter to a companion. "<Dunael> The ground is hard. You think /he/ can do any better?" But he doesn't look round, instead frowning as he continues to stare outwards, attentive to all the nightly rustlings. For all the Dunlendings know, there could be a host of Orcs camped outside the range of their torches - it's difficult to tell what's out there.

Kram spins around and sees wurpox grabbing his dog. He runs over and looks into wurpoxes eyes. "me love man beast he no hurt us"he wispers

Malcolm sighs loudly and turns towards Cortheon,"Indeed I am, but I feel it's no good since we had to leave so many men back home to deal with the bandits that have been harassing our lands, but it's good of you and your clan to show when we most needed you. So, Cortheon, From where do you think they'll throw in their beag beasts tonight? For that they are coming I am sure of" he looks around and shakes his head,"But when they come, they will not find what they like, but be paid in cold blade"

Scab makes a kind of choaking noise towards the others behind him, before turning to follow Tashgrak, keeping his lanky figure low to the earth, keeping close behind the previously said leader.

 Still wrangling the pup, Wurpox nods in silence. He capitulates his captive slowly, hissing just under his breath: "Keep it quiet." With that he tops the ridge, and worms his way down Tashgrak's tracks.

The sparring match has broken off for a moment, with the Laochi adjusting Eilara's grip on her sword hilt. He mutters something quietly to her, and she nods. Again, they take up their sparring, but at a slightly faster pace.

Skritsnak crouches lower as the order comes from the senior scout to move towards the pathetic humans, trying to stay behind cover. He once again grabs his spear, pushing down on it to ensure that the weapon doesn't strike a rock and give away their position. He begins to follow the party of Uruks as they move slowly downhill, Skritsnak's blood running hotter as combat with them weaklings gets closer and closer.

Kram checks his pet and walks towards the sparring two. He looks down at the spoon and then at the sword Eilara has. He looks doubtfull. "Drat. I no get anywhere wif dis spoon!" He carrys on nonthe less

 Slowing as he comes nearer to the humans and their pits, Tashgrak pauses behind a great rock. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" he whispers quietly, "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" He grins, savage fangs bared, and begins to shimmy his way up the boulder, evidently intending to survey from atop it. As Kram speaks, Tashgrak's eyes widen suddenly. Has their position been given away?

Kram is now close to Eilara and can here her speak. He stays low and hopes no one sees him

Scab pauses, looking warrily about, before following Tashgrak, moving forward to get a better view of the humans. His spear in hand, makes sure not to put his head too far out of the brush.

Wurpox flops forward, to grab the turf two-fisted. His hind legs spread (for the limbs seem equal), and he carts himself through the underbrush. The brewer stops, and rocks in the horizontal; leering through the whips of grass, pawwing at the ground.

With time moving onwards, as time is always wont to do, Eilara's sparrring partner moves away for guard duty. Eilara watches him go with a faint smile on her face, about to sheathe her sword, when the barking of dogs catches her attention. At first, she smiles, identifying each of the hounds, but as the barking continues, her eyes widen in realisation. Sword is brought back, and Eilara looks around warily.

Cortheon shakes his head at Beserg, "<Dunael> I couldn't do much better but sometime a spur can be taken as encouragement." He turns his attention to Corona and Malcolm, "<Dunael> I've got cold steel for them if they do show but It would be nice for once to have things properly ready before the orcs invited themselves over." He pats his blade for a moment, "<Dunael> Hmm. Maybe I can help you with your bandit problem when this comes to an end." Cortheon head whips around at the outbust of the orc, "<Dunael> What the Scrog was that?"

Krams dog starts yapping at the sounds he hears. "no no little beast, be quiet be quiet!" Kram see Eilara looking around and grabs the spoon he was given by the handle.

A sound, a flutter of wings ... likely it is only some bird come home to roost, but Barseg's eyes follow the motion - and come to rest on the red-headed female Laoch. He frowns, makes as if to move towards her, then halts, shaking his head as he hears the dogs. Spear is gripped more firmly - indeed, all around the diggings men halt their work, realizing that Orcs must be near. Why else would the hounds act so?

Skritsnak stops dead in his tracks as he hears Tashgrak's comments, sighing loudly and grumbling something about 'that idiot snaga'. His grip around the shaft of his spear tightens, aware that the foolish Kram may have given their position away, and that battle may soon be imminent. And when he hears the barking of the hounds, he knows for certain. He remains crouched, however, and awaits further orders from the leader of the group.

Krams pet continues yapping getting loader and now barking. "BE QUIET" Kram says almost shouting, he realises that he may have given them away.

Tashgrak's red eye narrows to a blazing slit; the yellow right eye remains coherent, lucid, but seethes with poisonous anger. Dogs! He peers toward the pits in spite of the disturbance, trying to gauge just how large and deep they are.

Wurpox looks back. Drawn on his belly, the brewer swims through the brush towards Kram. He says nothing for all the vehement twitching of his lips. Wurpox draws his scimitar, and jabs for the pup's neck.

The redhead does not catch the builder's motion, her attention on drawing her own sword as the hounds begin to bay their warnings. "<Dunael> Steady," she whispers to herself, a name falling then from her lips as if in soft prayer, before she steals herself for the onslaught the dogs must herald.

Scab sighs heavily, looking up at Tashgrak, awaiting a reaction or order that will give him permission to act swiftly upon the devoloping situation. Disbelief corses through his vanes, unable to comprehend that fact that a party of the Morian scouts has been given away by a fool such as Kram. Frowning, he steels a glance at the dog, but he dares not to speak.

Kram slowly slides through the grass and notices the dogs yapping silenced, he spins around to see his puppy laying dead. "my man beast"He looks at Wurpox and forced a smile " fanks, now we wont ALL die"

Kram picks up the dead pet and hands to to Wurpox. "to juice it"

Kram continues towards Eilara

 With detached calm, Tashgrak begins noting the placements of nearby large boulders. Slowly his grin eases its way back over his lips, baring fangs. Raising one hand, he swiftly counts on his fingers. As Wurpox draws his scimitar, Tashgrak stiffens. The ring of steel -- a sure giveaway! Carefully the massive Orc begins to unhook his shield from his back. Just in case.

Malcolm nods slowly as Cortheon speaks, then as the dogs start barking he looks up and see several of the men dropping the picks and shovels and taking up their weapons,"What?, " he looks startled a little bit, then slaps his head,"Scouts, they have scouts out, examining our defenses. Quickly, we must stop them from returning back with their knowledge" looking around trying to spot the most likely place the Orcs can be, he notice the dogs are all looking in one direction and starts running in the same direction while shouting,"Some men stay and guard in case they try outflank us, the rest follow me"

Wurpox lets the pup lay limp, lapping his scimitar clean. Intent on seconds, the insatiable brewer scrubs through the brush to his former post. There he collapses. An ear to the ground... He twitches, and flicks an ant from his ear... An ear to the ground.

 Noting that his master if flirting with the idea of accepting battle, Scab tightens his grip on his spear. Stiffening, he straitens up a mite, no longer thinking of making to run, he glares keen-eyed down upon the Humans. Once again, the silent hunter looks to Tashgrak for some sign or order.

Kram, trying to stay out of the way of Eilara, slips and falls out of the long grass right in front of her. "oops, Kram done big bad now!" He said

Cortheon draws his sword and grabs his sheild and fallows the noble, and yells "Let loose the hounds we'll fallow 'em to the orcs just like we're hunting foxes."

What is there to do but wait? But now the Dunlendings are prepared - a forest of black-bladed spears, sword and axe blades shining in the light of the torches. Those who were digging raise their heavy shovels, weapon enough at a pinch.

Barseg hears Fian Malcolm's order and quickly steps into line behind him, his spear still held two-handed, amber eyes glinting. 

In orcish, Tashgrak hisses, "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" He grins hideously, leering at the other orcs; he lies pressed flat against the boulder, quite difficult to see from below. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>"

Eilara is on the alert now, the different tones of the hounds having become familar to her. "<Dunael> They have got to be close." she whispers to herself. Eilara is unsure whether Malcolm's order applies to her as well, but begins to move in his direction. But a yell escapes her lips as an orc appears before her. "<Dunael> Here!" With trembling hands, she brings her sword up ready. Now the reality of her situation sinks in.

Skritsnak's mouth hangs open as he sees Kram fall out of the long grass, so shocked that he's incapable of further speech. Making a mental note that the snaga should be killed before the next battle, he does not make any moves to help him, and instead stays crouched, his grip on the spear tighter than ever as he prepares for the humans to attack at any moment.

Kram picks himself and grabs the spoon he has. He stares at Eilara raised blade and hopes for a miracol

The red head draws her sword, and moves to fall in with the group following the Fian towards the likeliest position of orcish menace. Her movemenst are sure and quick as she runs shoulder to shoulder with some of the diggers.

Wurpox lathers his lips; still red with puppy. He watches the lone orc's antics motionless. The dirt beneath his nostrills spreads as a silent siren to his measured heaves.

Kram realising that he has no alternative dives for Eilara and swings the spoon. "please nock did oomies out"!he paryed

Announcement: Cortheon has changed the poll to: DunlandSwordversusMoriaSpoonwhatafight!

Scab rasps through the corner of his mouth, shifting his eyes up to Tashgrak, "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" His words air merely a whisper, just strong enough to travel to the leaders ears.

 "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" Tashgrak hisses. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" He pauses, ears twitching. Carefully he begins to ease out his axe from his hip sheath. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>"

Scab nods, speaking no more, now understanding his masters intent.

The sudden movement of the orc facing her takes Eilara off her guard slightly, but the training by the Laochi pays off. Sword blade is brought round to block the descent of the spoon, with Eilara shifting her stance.

The hounds, that are let loose go running past Malcolm towards the orc howling as if they where on the hunt. Cortheon grins following the hounds and Malcolm, "Let go kill us some orcs."

Kram realises that he could have had his whole army killed with his stupidity. "IM DA ONLY ORC HERE!"He shouted not wanting his friends to get killed "TAKE ME"!

While most of the men are by now running towards Eilara after her warning yell, the rest are gathering in close formations in front of the gates and trying hard not to let their complete attention rest upon Eilara and the Uruk she is facing. Malcolm runs as fast as he can while shouting to Cortheon when he manage to control his breathing,"Let's divide, can't just be one out, I go left"

Kram walks backwards away from Eilara's range and continues shouting "IM DA ONLY WUN!!"

Eilara is throughly confused now. But she still doesn't let her guard down. As the orc backs away from her, she risks a quick look to see the disposition of the rest of the force. Swiftly looking back, she slowly starts to move forward. Orc. Enemy. Die. She hopes.

Tashgrak finishes drawing his axe, and waits, flat against the high boulder. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" he mutters, gathering his body under him, listening and watching the dogs intently.

From behind Kram comes a low growl as part of the hounds that where realise locked on to his sent and one tries to nip at his heels.

Kram continues to run away from Eilara, but as she turns he flings a rock at Eilara.

Barseg's pace is slower than that of Malcolm or Cortheon, and he halts a moment, glancing at the dogs. Some have rushed towards the obvious target, the shouting Kram; but others are sniffing now at the base of a rise.

 Wriggling in the dirt, Wurpox pulls himself forward some small distance with his elbows. He holds out his sword, and squints down its rust-encrusted curve as it holds back the grass. He watches.

Corona has fallen in with the men who run with Malcolm, her own clothing the sae dull red of his clan, she wheels left to take the rise.

Kram throws another stone at Eilara and and runs from the dogs. "IM DA ONLY ONE! STOP HUNTING!" he shouted, trying to get back in th good books of the larger orcs.

Eilara  lets out a curse and a mutter of pain as the rock strikes her on the shoulder, before a vicious smile crosses her lips at the sight of the hounds. "<Dunael> Sik 'im!!" she encourages them on, before managing to dodge the second stone that is thrown at her. "<Dunael> Vermin." she hisses, but aware of the fact that she should not get too far away from the main party, she halts her advance.

One of the hounds makes his way towards Tashgrak, the one that Cortheon is fallowing. The hound lets out a bay as it moves toward the orc and Cortheon brings his blade up, "What that you find one, Girl?" He begans to taunt the orc, "Come out you pile of Troll dung. I won't hurt you much."

 Then Tashgrak stands bolt-upright atop the rock, quick as an uncoiling viper, his axe raised above his head. "GHASH!" he thunders, leaping from the boulder toward Cortheon. The axe and the orc descend as one, blade whistling, Tashgrak bellowing.

Kram has left.

The lead hound is struck by Kram's rock and let out a yelp but the others press on chasing him. They are right on his heels now since he stoped to throw two rocks and they chase him almost all the way back to the orc camp.

Scab watches in agony as the dogs are set loose and make straight for Tashgrak, who happens to be near him. Following his master lead, he pulls himself in, making his body as small of a thing as possible.

Barseg's eyes flick briefly upwards at the sound of shouting, and he picks up his own pace, but he is still a good way away. There is a dark trail in the grass - left by the little Orc perhaps? - and with a call to draw the attention of those nearest, he begins to follow it up the slope.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by a handspan.

I'racil steps through the doors into the main hall.

I'racil has arrived.

Cortheon dodges the orc attack almost out of sheer suprise from where he came from. The commander of the stag watch slashes his blade towards Tashgrak's midsection.

Seeing the little Orc will outrun them, Malcolm lower his pace and curses,"He's too fast, but he ca not be alo.:" his words trails off as Tashgrak screams and jumps out of hiding,"There, there are more of them, get 'em" he shouts and run towards Cortheon and the big Orc.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword and moderately wounds him!

Wurpox scrambles forward with his sword spreading a path before him. He springs from his knees to hobble forth. His shaggy scalp bobs from man to man to man. 

         "A wealth of juice! What a batch!" squeels Wurpox, waggling his scimitar as crassly as his tongue. The brewer bumbles upon Barseg, and cocks a stabs behind him. Wurpox tries to shiv the man in his belly.

Skritsnak quickly stands up to full height as the order comes from Tashgrak, the snaga looking out upon the closing Dunlenders. He wrenches the spear out from its place on his belt, grabbing the weapon with both hands, and holding it out in front of him as he turns his head to the left and spits on the ground in contempt of the disgusting humans. He spins the weapon once in a deadly arc, his rudimentary skill with the weapon threatening to skewer him before the battle even starts. Noticing that Tashgrak is already engaged with a human, Skritsnak hisses and looks desperately for another nearby foe to attack.

Wurpox attacks Barseg with his Bare Hands, but Barseg parries the attack with his Spear!

The red head hears her leader's orders, and wheels with the others in his group, running up the hill to engage the orc scouts arrayed there upon.

Scab jumps up at the command, spear in hand, he makes for Corona, howling like a mad thing. Charging for Corona he stops abrubtly infront of the human, motioning for it to come to him. No armor about him he makes for a verry nimble being and writhes in his place, taunting the other.

 Tashgrak bellows as the nimble human's blade glances heavily off of his chainmail, bringing bruises and a grunt of pain. "I'll cleave you in half," he roars, slamming his axe down at Cortheon. "Out of my way!"

Olrhyn arrives along the southern trail.

Olrhyn has arrived.

Malcolm seeing more Orcs jumping out from their hiding place, quickens his pace and lifts his sword ready for the first clash,"Take them all down"

Corona sees the taunting, and smirks ever so softly, moving with slow deliberate motions, appraising the being's flitting, its weaknesses. "Fall upon my sword, if you are so eager, beast. I will not be as kind."

Tashgrak's axe buries deep within Cortheon's sheild and a laught emits form the fighters lips, "In your dreams maggot spawn." The man takes a slash at the orc axe hand.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his Axe!

The grunting sound of Orc-speech gives Barseg the warning he needs, and he raises his spear almost on reflex, managing to catch the whirling blade that is aimed at him by Wurpox. Staring at the foe in the fading light, he glimpses string-like strands of hair and a pair of yellow eyes. It is for those eyes that his spear is aimed now, the left hand supplying the force and the right hand only guiding. Barseg's cleft lips are set in a grimace.

Barseg attacks Wurpox with his Spear, but Wurpox parries the attack with his shield!

Tashgrak rips the axe from the shield, parrying the blade with a disdainful snarl. "Fool," the huge Uruk-Hai roars. "You cannot stand against me!" The huge weapon rises and falls with the speed of a striking serpent, seeking Cortheon's head.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by a mile.

The sun sinks down into the plains of Dunland with beautiful shades of purple and orange.

Cortheon ducks, "Yeah? Dung breath? You haven't even connected yet. Go back to that hole you call home. I'd prefer to fight a real challenge like a Forgoil." Cortheon slash his blade towards the orcs head.

I'racil heads along the path to the southwest, descending into the valley below.

I'racil has left.

        Trudging along the road, a tall and willowy figure in a dark mantle makes his way north wearily, the heavy burdens on his back making his labor more harsh. As he treads along the road, casting his eyes towards the lights and sound up ahead. He narrows his eyes, and his brow knits as the sounds of clashing steel, and foul speech carry along the wind, and with nible fingers the man draws his bow, fitting an arrow to it, and creeping forward in the night with what stealth he can muster, closer to the sounds of battle.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but he misses by a long shot.

I'racil arrives along the southern trail.

I'racil has arrived.

Olrhyn strings a long, graceful bow of grey wood.

Skritsnak has connected.

Scab clicks his teeth together rapidly, hunching down he poins his weapon at the red-headed woman, once again motioning for her to come to him. "Ssss! Human? Surely you shall see me taste your blood today!" With this final comment of the vile goblins, Scab lunges forward, making a quick stab at the woman. He keeps his helmed-head back as far as it will go, holding his lank body low to the ground.

Skritsnak notices Malcolm as he runs towards the party of Orcs, the snaga clenching his spear and letting out a sickeningly loud, incomprehensible battle-cry as he charges towards the human. He stops a few feet from his foe and spins around on his left foot, taking a further step with his right and striking out with the spear, guiding the weapon's blade towards the Dunlander.

Skritsnak attacks Malcolm with his Spear, but he misses by a long shot.

Wurpox scuttles jerkily behind his buckler, wincing upon impact. Now crouched, he gets an eyefull of man-guts, or at least the layers that hide them. Wurpox tries another skewer, buckler dropping just as it's replaced by a zipping brown blade.

Wurpox attacks Barseg with his Scimitar, but Barseg parries the attack with his Spear!

"Your blade is useless against me, foolish man," Tashgrak bellows, stepping swiftly sideways to evade the longsword and hacking viciously at Cortheon's head. "Flee while you still CAN."

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by a long shot.

Cortheon side steps the axe, "Oh, your one to talk hell spawn. Your the one who should be runing for whatever you call a mother." and takes a swing at the orcs chest

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but he misses by an arm's length.

Running as fast as he can, Malcolm is lucky to avoid the spear suddenly charging at him, but he quickly sidesteps and swings out with his sword in a backhand stroke while shouting,"Come on lads, clear this field"

Malcolm attacks Skritsnak with his Longsword and moderately wounds him!

Barseg has dropped into a slightly crouched stance - easy, then, to bring his own spear round to block Wurpox's shorter scimitar. Or it should be - but small beads of blood appear on the man's lower lip, face taut with effort. And he does not raise the spear quite so much this time, aiming for the Orcs's throat.

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

Corona chuckles softly as the goblin slinks forward, moving with a nimble little step sideways out of his way. She moves again, this time to lunge forward, for that precariously tilted back head of his. "Will you now? Alas, I am not fond of goblin stew."

        Olrhyn man makes his way through the shadows, well experienced, it would seem at hiding the sounds and sights of his movement. He picks his way off the path, and begins to creep closer to the sounds of battle, and the snarling sounds of Goblin fighters. Gritting his teeth, his pale eyes scour this way and that, trying to make out acceptable targets in the gloom of night but perhaps in vain. It is difficult to discern Orkish form from man in this poor light.

"I think I'll run to yours," Tashgrak snarls, ducking beneath the blade and sending his blade upward toward Cortheon's groin.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

Wurpox narrowly evades spitting. He growls as his own stab is jarred and diffused, but the camp cook knows more ways to serve a stomach than just shish-kabobbed. He tries a fillet, running out from under, and to the right of Barseg. Wurpox trolls the scimitar in tow, trying to rake it across the man's midsection.

Wurpox attacks Barseg with his Scimitar, but Barseg parries the attack with his Spear!

Skritsnak curses as the human sidesteps his charge, and is scarcely prepared for Malcolm's quick counterattack. The blade of the longsword finds its way to the snaga's chest quite easily, cutting through the weak leather armour and his rough Uruk skin. Had it not been for the leather, the damage would have been much worse, but as it is Skritsnak is in considerably worse shape. Blood leaks out from the wound and he screeches in pain, spinning backwards and making another sharp jab at his foe.

Skritsnak attacks Malcolm with his Spear, but Malcolm parries the attack with his Longsword!

Cortheon side steps his blade, and gets angry, "That it, you worthless creature. I'm going to cleave you in half and use your head for a bowl."

Scab dodges back, narrowlly evading the attack by the female, "'Tis a shame! I... Hear 'tis good!" Keeping his distance he begins to sidestep, begin a circly around Corona. "Come, won't you try again? Ssss!"

Cortheon raise the blade over his head and swings down toward the orcs mellon.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but he misses by a long shot.

 Near the edge of the fighting, the Hawk I'racil waits with the the rest of the Dunlending reserves. The snapping of twigs in the shadows catches his attention. His scarred face turns to the shadows and his battle axe is rasied for action. "<Dunael> Friend or foe," he says to the shadows. "<Dunael> Speak now or die."

Malcolm seeing his blade cut into his foe's flesh, Malcolm smiles and quickly pulls his sword back, ready for the counter-attack he brush aside the spear and thrust hard towards the Uruk's ribs once more, trying to impale him on the blade.

Tashgrak snarls, skipping back and watching the sword swish past him. "I can't hear you!" he taunts, chopping at Cortheon's neck now.

Malcolm attacks Skritsnak with his Longsword and lightly wounds him!

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by a handspan.

Corona falls almost lazily into the little combat dance with Scab, the world of battle focused to just this single opponent, feet sliding over the uneven ground, feeling for rocks with that unconcious battle sense all warriors possess. For what seems like hours, they circle so, until she decides the time is right to feint forward, swing left, testing defenses, toying with the creature.

Cortheon ducks and watches the axe whiff past above his head, and says, "What the whisle of your own axe missing me too loud for you to hear me, killing you?" The commander stabs at the orcs chest.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his shield!

Eilara has fallen back from the main line of the battle, not trusting her meagre skills in the heat and confusion of combat. But she does have another role to play. A sharp whistle brings the attention of the unoccupied hounds to her, another brings them to her side. She crouches down amongst them, her eyes glancing to see where the dogs would be most needed.

Tashgrak snorts, deflecting the blade with a contemptuous flick of his shield. "GHASH!" he roars, drawing his arm back and launching himself forward with savage force.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe and moderately wounds him!

All around, the sounds of battle fill the air - voices of men, hoarse growls of Orcs, ring of metal against metal or thud of blade against wood.

Barseg manages once more to fend off Wurpox attack using his spear, but then takes a step back, hissing as his right arm lets go of the weapon. "Want to run?" he taunts the creature in Westron, rather fluent Westron. "Perhaps you should try that way." He jabs the spear-tip briefly towards the Orcish camp, and then it is arcing up in an overhand motion, wobbling slightly as it heads towards Wurpox's throat again.

        Olrhyn's eyes widen in the darkness, and he moves his bow to point to the speaker of such unfamiliar speech. He takes a wary step back in the darkness, and replies to the unfamiliar, and yet not wholly unwholesome voice in Westron, "I mean no harm to men! I hear the sounds of Orcs! Point me to them, and my arrows will fly, and they shall fall, but if you are a dark creature, then come no closer lest your skin feel my barbs."

Barseg attacks Wurpox with his Spear, but Wurpox parries the attack with his shield!

Scab easily skips out of the way, the delay of the human having givin him time enough to prepare for such attacks. However, in almost an instant he returns the attack, stabbing at the humans gut, hoping to catch the woman off guard with such a quick responce.

Skritsnak is significantly better prepared for a counter-attack this time, and when the human stabs towards his chest yet again the Uruk raises his arm in front of the sword. The weapon cuts through part of his appendage, but it's a lot better than impalement. Nevertheless, he lets out another hideous scream of pain as the blade makes contact, pulling his spear back towards his body and arcing its blade towards Malcolm.

Skritsnak attacks Malcolm with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

Cortheon grimces as the force of the axe hits his shoulder and breaks through his chainmail and blood comes up from the wound. Thought he shakes his head, "My little sister can hit harder than that scum." The commanders blade is stabbed toward the creatures gut.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but he misses by a mile.

As his blade once more sinks into the Uruk's flesh and it's blood is spilled, Malcolm smiles sure in his victory of one more of Dunland's enemies, but then having neglected to keep his own defense up, he screams as the tip of the Uruk's spear pierce his armor and draws blood. He can feel the blood trickling down on the left side of his ribcage and shouts,"Now, fer that I'll take yer head" he pulls out his sword and swing it in a wide arc, aiming for the Uruk's neck.

Malcolm attacks Skritsnak with his Longsword and badly wounds him!

"You've a little sister? Well, then, my pretty poppet, we'll impale her for you!" Tashgrak smirks, teeth showing. "We are always gracious guests ... first we'll hack off her right arm ..." Stepping forward, the Uruk-Hai lashes viciously at Cortheon's right shoulder.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe and lightly wounds him!

 *Clang* ... when his shield's resonance subsides, Wurpox jaws at his foe, spattering the puppy's blood with every round-mouthed syllable: "You guard your zesty bits?" The rusted folds now flaked from his blade, Wurpox twists it idly in his fist. "You're witholding juice! I know it!" The orc advances with his shield held high, and his scimitar comes licking out from under it, nearing the man's ribs.

Wurpox attacks Barseg with his Scimitar and moderately wounds him!

The scarred Hawk keeps his weapon at the ready as his eyes continue to peer into the darkness. A snort of derision can be heard at the stranger's comments and I'racil shakes his head. "No Dunlending needs help in spotting an orc, not even in darkness. The smell gives them away, but then there is a definite ripeness to you as well stranger." He puases momentarily and clears his throat, spitting a ball of phlegm to the ground. "We want no trouble from strangers. If you want to help someone help yourself, for when we drive these orcs from our land some of us may decide to drive out the rest of those who's blood is not our own."

Cortheon shakes his head as the axe blow does little more than bruise him under his chain mail, "Your kidding me? She'd kick your butt all the way to that hole you call home and back. She's the meanest child of Kiren ever to draw breath." The commander slashes his blade at the orcs neck.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his shield!

Skritsnak is rather overjoyed at finally landing a strike against his human foe, yet doubt still lingers in the back of his mind.. perhaps the weakling humans aren't so easy to defeat? No, can't be.. He only ponders for a second, but it's enough time for Malcolm to strike back with a vengeance, so quickly that there's no hope for the snaga to dodge the brutal attack. Instead chooses to sacrifice his arm rather than his neck, but this time the blade sinks much deeper, striking the bone with a sickening thud before finally stopping. Skritsnak raises his head into the air and attempts to loose yet another scream, yet all that comes out is a sickening gurgling sound, as blood begins to rise up in his throat. He coughs up a mouthful of gore and contemplates running before any further damage is done. Not yet, he tells himself, and crouches low, striking out with his spear yet again.

Skritsnak attacks Malcolm with his Spear and lightly wounds him!

Arm jarred by the impact of spear against shield, Barseg is too slow to dodge as the blood-stained scimitar curves towards him again, and the blade sinks into the leather of his armor even as he pulls away, leaving a long gash in the leather and a seeping line of blood. Teeth clenched, the man manages to grasp the spear in both hands again and shoves forward and down, aiming below that raised shield, towards the Orc's own midsection.

Corona merely pulls her sheild in the way of Scab's thrusting weapon, such techinques par for the course in sparring matches with her own men. The ring of metal on mtal brings a satisfied smile to her lips, and she pushes forward with the shield to try and throw the creature off balance before bringing her sowrd around for a thrust of her own.

Barseg attacks Wurpox with his Spear and moderately wounds him!

"Sure she is," Tashgrak hisses, bashing the sword away with a flick of his shield. "Sure she is. Then we'll take off her left arm ..." He swings at the man's left shoulder, a bit less heavily this time.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by a mile.

        "You have sharp ears, but your wit needs practice, unruly Hillman!" Olrhyn says sharply in the dark, "For any man that refuses help against the shadow has the folly of great arrogance. But I shall do as you bid, and begone! Hope that you do not need this bow in times to come."

        And with that, the arrow on his string is loosened, and the stranger's grim face turns from the battle with anger, and he makes his way into brush in the night.

Olrhyn unstrings his grey bow, slinging it over his shoulder.

Cortheon dodges the attack, "Hmm. Last time you guys took a Stag's arm. It nearly cost you a whole Troll." The swings his sword at an exposed left leg.

Having already tasted the tip of his foes spear, Malcolm is more alert of the weapon and when the spear once more his coming for him, he manage to jump back, but still the long range of it strikes his chest, but this time not deep enough penetration to draw blood, but it will leave a blue mark for days to follow. With a frown he steps in closer and swings once more at the Uruk's bad arm, hoping to maim him for good.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but he misses by an arm's length.

Malcolm attacks Skritsnak with his Longsword and lightly wounds him!

Scab curses in his native Uruk as the womans shield gets him back, almost bowling him over. Again the human moves quicker than the orc, managing to take a small piece of Scab's left shoulder with the tip of her sword. With out a word he goes back towards her. Feinting forward he wriggles to the left, stabbing across his body, even spinning as he does so, wishing not to leave his other shoulder open.

"Hah," Tashgrak sneers, hopping over the sword. "Then her right leg!" He hacks at the man's kneecap, dropping low to sweep the axe forward.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by a mile.

Wurpox yalps terribly as he's punctured, but pulls away from the spear. His shield arm twists over his wound, there to stay. "So eager to be stewed?" Wurpox whips up his scimitar, as if to listen to it's ring more closely. It must say strike, for he lunges at the man down low. "You're too tall for my crocks." He hacks at the man's right knee.

Wurpox attacks Barseg with his Scimitar, but he misses by a handspan.

Cortheon steps back, "Ha, Well your going to do better than that. She's quite a bit mor agile than me. And your a nothing more than the muck found under a rock." With the orc droping down to attack Cortheon's knee it leaves an opening for Cortheon to swing the blade toward the back of the orcs head.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his Axe!

In agony over using his badly injured arm to attack the human, Skritsnak quickly steps away from Malcolm after his attack is successful. Lucky for him, the combination of a weaker strike on the human's part, as well as pulling back after his strike may have saved him from dismemberment. Instead of slicing deeper into the previous wound, the human's strike lands further up his arm, most of the cutting force being absorbed by his rough skin. Nevertheless, a miniscule amount of blood is drawn, enough to anger the Uruk even further. However, thinking better of using two arms to attack with the spear, he instead uses one, performing a slicing motion at Malcolm

Skritsnak attacks Malcolm with his Spear and moderately wounds him!

Tashgrak's axe sweeps up, knocking the human's blade aside swiftly; the orc's teeth are bared in a hideous, skullish grin. His yellow, poisonous right eye glows wickedly. "Haaah, I'll have your head," he promises, hacking at Cortheon's skull.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but Cortheon parries the attack with his Longsword!

As his spear draws blood, Barseg pulls back, left hand falling from the weapon once more. "And you," he spits out the words, "are the right height to be skewered." Once again he attempts an uneven overhand thrust towards Wurpox throat.

Barseg attacks Wurpox with his Spear, but he misses by an arm's length.

Corona is forced to step backwards, the tip of Scab's wepon grazing the armor on her chest, drawing blood from an already weakened spot. This only serves to infuriate teh woman, no sparring match tatics now, she lunges forward intent on the kill.

The Hawk snorts at the departing stranger, and shakes his head. "If Dunland ever has need of one who smells as badly as you, Stinky, then we no longer deserve to live." He spits to the ground once more as he turns back to the fighting ahead of him.

Cortheon swings his sword to block the orcs axe, "Aye, right after you we teach you more phrases in western besides, "I'll take your head." The stag takes a swing toward the orcs axe shoulder.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but he misses by a handspan.

Malcolm groans loudly as he once more seemed certain that the Uruk had no fight left hin him, only to discover it could still bite. Once more his blood is being shed on his native lands. He curse and swings his sword against the Uruk's good arm this time.

Malcolm attacks Skritsnak with his Longsword and badly wounds him!

"Just so long as YOU don't draw blood," Tashgrak retorts, "I'm not worried." The axe spins, then rockets forward toward Cortheon's chest at an angle.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

 Barseg's spear shoots through the brewer's beaded array of braids. A his hair is neatly but harmlessly parted, Wurpox tries to hack the man's hands. The brown blade swoops down the shaft at Barseg's knuckles.

Wurpox attacks Barseg with his Scimitar, but Barseg parries the attack with his Spear!

 The womans sword once again tastes the black blood of Scab, who by now has had enough and turns, disappearing into the underbrush, not wishing to die, this day.

Cortheon side steps the axe attack, "Well your the one to talk. Orcie, I think your bout as harmless as a two year old. Matter a fact I'd keep you as trainer for the children if, I didn't have to kill you know." He swings his blade at the top of the orcs head

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his Axe!

Her opponent having slipped away, the redhead scans the battlefield, cursing softly that she did not deal him a telling blow, searching for his reappearance, or another likely target.

Barseg tilts his spear, rather awkwardly, and Wurpox's blow slides harmlessly down the shaft.

Irritation. Anger at this lithe beast that sneakily dodges each blow. Barseg growls wordlessly as he jerks the leaf-shaped blade back and once again places both hands on the spear to simply shove, aiming straight ahead of him, somewhere between Wurpox's neck and chest.

Barseg attacks Wurpox with his Spear and moderately wounds him!

"<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" Tashgrak bellows in Uruk. "<UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH>" He pauses, smacking Cortheon's blade aside with a quick thrust of his axe, then sliding forward, ironshod feet ripping up the turf, to lash viciously out at Cortheon's throat.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe, but Cortheon parries the attack with his shield!

Skritsnak opens his mouth wide, the contents spilling out in a mess of blood and saliva onto the soil of Dunland, joining with the blood from his wounds as the human's strike lands with deadly accuracy upon his previously uninjured arm, creating a wound similar to his other appendage, as only the hard bone stops the path of the brutally sharp blade. Having no intention of dying on this filthy human ground, Skritsnak thanks the flame for free flees and backs away quickly from Malcolm, arm depositing the bloodied spear back in its sheath before he drops it in pain. Not wanting to give the human another chance to strike, the snaga turns tail and runs back to the Morian encampment, weaving through long grass rather quickly.

Skritsnak lowers the spear.

Skritsnak has left.

Corona spies the Stag commander, the large beast he fights. And so it is there the woman moves, steps quick and light over rock and dirt, the few unfortunate smaller beasts in her way cut down with a lack of either mercy or thought.

Cortheon raises his shield as the axe burries deep in too it. "That was a nice hit. If it would have actually hit me. Now let me show how it done." The commander takes a stab at the orc's throat.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword and lightly wounds him!

Wurpox limbos, but his collar bone is clipped; another nozzle urping ink. He twists like a snip of oiled rope on the ground. "The pot. The pots the place for you." He flicks his blade at the man's ankles. "You will not miss your spear.. I have to stir you with something." Wurpox, seemingly wary of the sounded retreat, pecks at Barseg's feet timidly.

 The sword slides along the bottom edge of the orc's helm, nicking him just above his collarbone. More enraged than injured, Tashgrak rears up, his left hand catching the haft of his axe, to deliver a massive two-handed blow toward Cortheon's skull.

Wurpox attacks Barseg with his Scimitar, but Barseg parries the attack with his Spear!

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe and badly wounds him!

Cortheon leaps up to attack the orc and is caught in his shoulder in mid attack and it leaves a nice gash and throws him off gaurd and target as the commanders blade comes down toward the orcs shoulder instead of his head.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his shield!

It is while he is engaged, that Corona slips up behind, seeking to thrust her sword into the delicate space between spine and hip of the orc captain, as silent as sunrise.

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

"No, no, HUMAN," Tashgrak snarls, driving the sword out of the way. "That's not how you strike." He twists sinuously, apparently having heard Corona slip up behind him. Her longsword slides past him even as he hurls himself at Cortheon, aiming another two-handed blow at the human's head. This time, it is a rising stroke.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe and moderately wounds him!

Barseg's spear pulls back, dips to parry Wurpox's feebly-aimed blow. "You want my spear?" he queries, cleft lip drawn back in a half-snarl. "Then here is is." The blow is two-handed once more - though he hisses as he bends his right arm into position. Straight forward the black spear-tip slides, its target the same as before - Wurpox's chest.

Barseg attacks Wurpox with his Spear and moderately wounds him!

Malcolm having chased away his opponent and deciding it's no use in following him to a certain death in an ambush, turns around and starts walking back to consolidate the forces gathered outside the gates of the keep.

I'racil steps away from the rest of the reserves with his axe held at the ready. He begins moving towards the front of the battle knocking aside those he encounters along the way. "I'll be damned if I'm just gonna sit and watch any longer," he grumbles as he moves forward. "These bastards invade my lands and I get told to sit with reserves? No more will I wait." He soon finds himself near the Stag Cortheon and his opponent. "Picked the ugliest one you could find Stag?" He says as he circles the orc looking for an opening to attack.

Wurpox twists away to run. The spear runs into his shoulderblade, encouraging his retreat. "Too spicy! Too spicy." He stumbles towards the brush. "Need sharper cuttlery. Fire, need flame." Wurpox wobbles north, bowlegged and bloody.

Wurpox tries to flee from Barseg, but he fails!

Cortheon leaves a nice little cut on the commanders chin, "That was uncalled for. But let me show you a trick." Cortheon flicks his wrist and aims his blade for the orc's groin.

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his Axe!

Arriving at the gates, Malcolm frowns and shouts for someone to send out pickets,"This will surely draw more of those beasts, as the scent of blood will make them hungry, git out so we get a warning next time" he shakes his head and winces as one of his wounds open and a small trickle of blood flows down his legs,"Now, get me a healer and find those supposed to protect from surprise attacks, tell them to see me in the main hall" he glance once more back at the still raging battle and heads into the keep.

Malcolm has left.

The right side of Barseg's mouth lifts in a grin as Wurpox pulls away. "This not sharp enough?," he calls out to the fleeing form, his left hand alone rising up in a motion that is uneven and wobbling, though likely his spear aimed for the Orc's upper back.

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

Tashgrak's axe flickers to intercept Cortheon's blade. The orc's lips curl wickedly back. "Oh ... you mean /THIS/?" He glides onto the offensive once more, his axe whirling in a vicious, underhand stroke -- targetting Cortheon's groin with massive force. 

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe and moderately wounds him!

The woman watches as the Stag seems to be holding his own, and another orc move sup anyway. She moves off from the leader, keeping the little ones our of the way, at least.

The Hawk sees his oppurtunity when the orc chieftain makes his attack on Cortheon. I'racil moves quickly rushing at the orc and aiming a mighty swing of his battle axe below the orc's weapon at the the beasts knees. "Doubt you'll be needed your legs, anyways. Only way you'll be leaving this land is dead.

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

Cortheon turns so that the blade scratches his hip and dosen't ruin his family jewls, "No have you seen when you block it?" He brings his blade around at the orcs face. "Yeah I'racil this one is pretty uggly and useless."

Cortheon attacks Tashgrak with his Longsword, but he misses by a handspan.

"Don't talk, whoreson," Tashgrak scoffs, hopping over I'racil's sweep, "if you're trying to surprise me." He circles Cortheon, trying to put the man between himself and harm's way, even as he hacks at the man's throat with all of his might.

Tashgrak attacks Cortheon with his Axe and severely wounds him!

Wurpox scrabbles through the grass with marked indifference towards dunland cookware. He seems more interested in the blood that's gushing from him. Wurpox plugs his holes with his hands, his arms crossed to hold in his juice. The brewer staggers up the slope in a wide and wild line.

Wurpox goes Out Of Character.

Cortheon blade burys in the shoulder of the commander as he trys to dodge the attack and he realize that he's had enough and pretty beat up, "I'racil. See what you can do with him he's pretty chatty." and with that the commander with draws from the battle.

Cortheon goes Out Of Character.

Again I'racil waits until the orc makes his attack, he steps around Cortheon as the orc's blade strikes and aims his axe higher this time, for the beast's throat. "Whoreson?" he chuckles. "Least I can claim I ws born, by the smell of you I'd say you were shat out upon a rock."

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

A massive bellow of pain rips out of Tashgrak as the battle axe shears through his chain mail and cuts deep into him. "RAAAAGH!" he roars, ignoring the instinct to flee. With exquisite caution and consummate skill, the Orc sends a light, probing strike toward I'racil's weapon-arm. 

Tashgrak attacks I'racil with his Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

Barseg's poorly aimed spear-thrust misses its mark and embeds itself in the ground, so that the man has to use both hands to tug it free - ample time for Wurpox to scramble away. Once the spear is free, the man pauses, grimacing, to gaze round at the battlefield and see where he is needed. The Orcs would seem to be in retreat for the most part, though one great brute is holding his own, and there are other isolated pockets of fighting here and there.

The Hawk smiles at the orc, a smile made gruesome by the scar that splits his face. "Smelly, slow, and stupid," he says as he sidesteps the chieftain's weapon. "Then I've never seen an orc that wasn't all three." He cocks his axe back for another strike, and sends it whislting through the air with a mighty over hand blow, trying to cleave through the beasts shoulder.

I'racil attacks Tashgrak with his Battle Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

Tashgrak leers at I'racil. "You're no prize yourself, scarface," he hisses. "Looks like an axe-wound. Want a matching one?" Another probing swipe.

Tashgrak attacks I'racil with his Axe, but I'racil parries the attack with his Battle Axe!

Sparks fly and the clang of steel rings through the air as I'racil's axe meets the orc's and parries the weapon aside. "I'm proud of my scars, earned ever one of 'em. Unlike you I was not born ugly." He steps to the side to allow himself more room to swing his weapon, then aims his next blow towards the chieftain's midsection.

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

"You sure?" Tashgrak taunts, guiding the axe away from him by the deft application of his shield. "You've a face only a mother could love. A mother raped with a dagger." Again the orc strikes, another cautious blow, aimed for I'racil's hand.

Tashgrak attacks I'racil with his Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

I'racil grunts and pulls his axe from the shield. "My mother is no concern of your's ugly. Though if it's rape your intrested in...it's been sometim snce I last had a whench. Mayhap after I spill your innards, I'll use your corpse to take care of my manly needs." Not meeting succss with the last attack, the Hawk aims his next blow at the shoulder of the chieftain's shiled arm.

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

Tashgrak laughs, a harsh, bellowing sound. "I could almost like you, human," he growls, aiming another cautious slash at I'racil -- this time targetting the man's face. "You're practically one of us!"

Tashgrak attacks I'racil with his Axe and moderately wounds him!

I'racil is knocked back as the beast's axe strikes the already scarred face of the Hawk. He curses louldy and when he lift's his face his left cheek hangs from his face by only a thread and blood runs freely down his. "Nahwt ohne o' yoo bashtads," the Hawk says though the words are barely discernible coming from him. He lifts his weapon once again and springs at the chieftain. Swinging his weapon at the orc's midsection once again.

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

Again Tashgrak repells the battle axe with a sweep of his great shield, still grinning. "You're much, much uglier than me," he rasps. "Let me carve a smile on your neck." The axe rises, aimed for I'racil's throat ...

Tashgrak attacks I'racil with his Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

Seigmund steps through the doors into the main hall.

Seigmund has arrived.

The Hawk ducks beneath the orc's axe and rolls to the side. The swelling and laxity of the man's jaw shows that its definitely been broken, so his words are barely discernable as he says, "Troo yo nahwt tha' uggy. Mayhe I let you live, and kee yo in chain to be my whensh." He aims once again for the orc's midsection.

I'racil attacks Tashgrak with his Battle Axe, but Tashgrak parries the attack with his Axe!

Tashgrak lets out a sneering chuckle as he knocks I'racil's axe away from him. "You're starting to bore me, you foul man," the tall Orc rasps, axe whirling back. Mockingly: "Can you dance?" He sends his own weapon toward I'racil's feet, tensing to spring past the man and dash northward.

Tashgrak attacks I'racil with his Axe and lightly wounds him!

Scab has connected.

You see faint colored spots appearing infront of you... Wierd.

I'racil lets out a loud, painful howl as the orc's axe manages to sheer off the front quarter of his foot. The Hawk leaps backwards on one leg, as blood continues to pour from the gash on has face. He raises his axe once again and swings weakly and off-balance at the beast, not aiming anywhere in particular, just trying to keep the chieftain away.

I'racil attacks Tashgrak with his Battle Axe, but he misses by an arm's length.

Tashgrak hops back, grunting as his earlier injury begins to ooze black blood once again. "Hhh. One man, beautifully maimed," he croons. "My work here is finished." With that, he begins to back swiftly northward, shield and axe held up, intent clearly to keep I'racil at bay until he is out of easy reach.

I'racil makes no attempt to pursue the chieftain, coninuing to leap backwards on his uninjured foot. As he reaches the rear of the fighting he drops his axe and falls to the ground clutching his foot in pain.

Soon the Gates seem to open agian as more men come pouring out to aide those at the gates. Among them is the already wounded Cadvirdoc de Crow, Seigmund, leading sparse reinforcements out, in order to pull the wounded in, and keep the Oppressors at bay.

Seeing that he is unpursued, Tashgrak spins and begins to lope northward. He doesn't quite whistle a tune of demonic cheer, but he's probably feeling rather proud of himself.

We hope you enjoyed your stay in Middle-earth.

Come back soon!

*** DISCONNECTED ***

