
This room was dimly lit with bar in the back of the room.  On the right side of the room is a fireplace with some 
chairs around it with a small table in the center of the circle.  On the other side of the room are booths with black 
couches.  There is a large pathway in the middle of the room from the doorway to the bar.  On either side of that 
pathway are small four person tables where customers can sit down.  The bar, itself, is a long piece of black 
stone set on an as-long-as the stone wooden box.  There are stools pulled up to the bar.  On the other side of 
the bar, a short, chubby teal male Dragzard is standing there ready to serve a drink to someone.  There are 
three barmaids going back and forth between the tables and the kitchen.  In a counter by the fireplace, there is 
stairs going up to rooms that people can rent out.

You look around the room, your eyes quickly going back and forth at the crowds.  After a moment or so, you spot 
your best friend, a tall, blue Dragzard with a cleanly shaved head sitting at one end of the bar having a drink 
along.  You walk over to the bar and settle in the seat right of him.  But you quickly jump out of your seat finding 
a hedgehog on it.  The blue Dragzard starts to laugh.  Prankster, you think.  You (and everyone on Torzukarr) 
know that Blues love to play tricks.   

“Nice one, big guy,”  You say to him.

“Thanks,” he says in his deep voice, “What’s new, little one?”

Even though the Blue is a big prankster, he cares about you.  A few days ago, you have been asked by your 
noble, Lady Shoshara, that you work for to recruit the Blue.  She said that he is perfect for the job that she has 
for him.  You have asked what job this is and she said that he wants to have the Blue improve his bard skills so 
he can be happy.  You remember telling her that the Blue enjoys composing songs and singing them, but he is 
too scared to show off around other people.  You have tried to get him over it but it never worked.  You also know 
that the Blue isn’t scared to do in front of his friends and a certain noble, witch is Lady Shoshara.  Why did you 
not get your best friend to your boss earlier?

“I do have news for ye, big guy,” you reply, “Ye know my boss, Lady Shoshara, right?  Well, she wants to hire ya 
as a house bard.  I have told her about yer bard skills...”

“Why have you done that?” the Blue said in a semi-angry voice.

“Ye have told me that ye are not shy singing for me or Lady Shoshara, right?”  You see him nodding. “Well, like I 
have said that I have told that to her.  The news is that she wants to hire ye as a house bard.  Ye will get free 
water, free food, and free housin’.  Free is good, right?  She also said that ye will get trainin’ from the Master?”

The Blue’s eyes knit together, “The Master? As in Master Bard Jaxar?”  You smile and nod.  Master Bard Jaxar is 
the oldest bard in Slivdon.  He is also is one of the first humans that agreed to be turned into a Dragzard after 
the Great War ended.  He was already famous as a bard.  You remember when he first came to this inn with 
Lady Shoshara, many moons ago.  

Without any more words, you reach in your satchel and pull out a piece of paper and a quill.  You start writing a 
letter...

Dear Lady Shoshara,

I have spoken to my friend that I have talked about to ye a week ago.  He said that he wants to be hired by ye.

Signed,
Jarrith

You beckon the bartender.  He asks you what you need and you tell him that you need a mailhawk or a wyvern. 
He whistles.  Out of the front door, a small mailhawk flies in and lands in front of you.  You give it the letter.  It 
takes the letter in its beak.  It turns around and takes off.


