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The city of Karosko was in a perfect spot, geographically speaking.  Located on the eastern bank of the Kalmenian River, where it converged with the Eurivik River, it lay almost halfway between the elven nation that was the river's namesake, and the dwarven nation of Palasadea.  Likewise, it was the halfway point between the two most powerful human cities on the Northern Continent, Erindar to the north, and Cyrennius to the south.  


From a defensive standpoint, the river and the mountains to the east provided a natural barrier, and the city's walls provided the rest.  Of course, there was little to fear of an invasion in this inland city.  Kalmenia and Erindar kept the evil Kingdom of Zor, with their necromancers, at bay, and even the goblin tribes rarely approached the city.  They had been beaten back enough times to have finally learned their lesson.


Of course, Karosko still had its dangers.  The city itself had something for everybody.  As a bustling center of trade, there was always something to keep one's attention, no matter their line of work.  For both the legitimate and illegitimate businessman, it was never boring.


The lone dwarf made his way into the main room of the Galloping Centaur.  Though only one of a half-dozen taverns in the city, this was the place to be on any given night.  The Centaur had the best food, the best drink, and the best entertainment in all of Karosko.  It could get rowdy here, but most fights were kept as short as possible.  Any fight that lasted too long would be quickly stopped by the pub's owner, Ta'ador.


Dirken Stonefist was new to town, and though he tried to seem worldly, if one were to look closely, they would know otherwise.  That said, not many, if any, paid attention as he made his way in.  A dwarf was a dwarf, and these patrons had seen no shortage of his kind in here before.


The dwarf took a seat at a table as close to the back as possible, and sat with his back to the wall, in a spot from which he could see the whole tavern.  If he was fearful, it was not apparent.  Of course, if a dwarf ever feared anything, he would never let it show.  Dwarves had a reputation for being crazy and battle-thirsty, and quite frankly, they liked it that way.  In fact, for many dwarves, that reputation struck true.  In any case, very few ever chose to trouble a dwarf with anything more than the time of day, and that was to their liking.
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