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	ONE


	 


	The tavern was bustling with activity this evening, not unusual for a night when most of the working people of Karosko received their weekly pay.  This was the night many taverns and eateries throughout the large city counted on to ensure their weekly profit.  Here at the Galloping Centaur, well, it was busy nightly.  The Centaur certainly enjoyed the extra business this night, and surely would not turn anyone away with gold in their hand, but this tavern attracted those that others didn't, or even discouraged: the adventurer.


	Every major city had one or two pubs that drew in the adventurers, and Karosko was no exception.  The Galloping Centaur was known throughout all of Darithye as a favorite spot for those traveling types.  A few locals made their way into this place, but it was not for the feint of heart.  Adventurers and creatures of many races and species could be found here, and, predictably, it could get quite rowdy.  


	Unlike many of the cities of Darithye, Karosko allowed many into its walls that most considered “monsters”.  Along with humans, elves, dwarves and such, it wasn't unusual to see the minotaur, the lizardman, the goblin, or even the occasional ogre.  These creatures, who found themselves unwelcome in many places of business here, would make their way to the Galloping Centaur, who turned none away.  Their gold was as good as any other's.


	What would surprise a new visitor to the city was that the owner of the Galloping Centaur was, in fact, a centaur.  Ta'ador was his name, and he ran a tight ship.  Sure, the occasional brawl broke out, and he would often allow the fight to go on for a while, for the entertainment of his patrons, but he wasn't one to allow it to escalate too far.  The second a weapon was pulled, or something was destroyed, he'd put a stop to it posthaste.  He enjoyed shenanigans as much as anyone else, but not at the expense of his property, or the life of a paying customer.


	A very popular figure in the Galloping Centaur was a fellow who often served as the tavern bouncer.  Indeed, he was very capable in his duty, which he often volunteered for, if for no other reason than the fact that it pleased him to crack a skull now and then.  It also allowed his good friend, Ta'ador, to focus on other business with the knowledge that this individual had things taken care of.  This bouncer, or enforcer, as some called him, possessed an advantage that would shock some.  Honestly, at first glance, one would think his defining feature would prove a liability, but the opposite was true; he was only three feet tall.
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