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Logfile from XMen Evolution

East Hall

        Wooden doors, identical save for the numbers painted on their square windows, take up most of the wall space. What is left is occupied by lockers, once again identical save for the little number plates on them. Swinging double doors are set at the end of the hallway, leading into the cafeteria.

Contents:
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Veronica
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Obvious exits:

 <W> West leads to Main Hall.

 <SD> Single Door leads to Waiting Room.

 <DD> Double Doors leads to Cafeteria.

So yeah, it's sometime towards the end of fourth period, and lunch time is almost upon the mindless masses of flatscan pathetic human weak--oh, wrong universe. Lance steps down the hall in the direction of the cafeteria, idly sparing a glance in the direction of a clock on the wall. Five minutes until the bell. He needs to make this quick. Sliding to a halt with the squeak of his boots, he glances back and forth, noting the presently empty situation of his surrounds. Yes, he got out of class early, which probably means he didn't go at all, but for now.. a hand is placed up against the vending machine, and a fierce tremble runs through the machine. After another glance is given, the 'hoodlum takes the cold can from the slot, immediately showing a face of distaste. "Blech.. grape. This stuff is too sour for me."

Betsy. Betsy, Betsy, Betsy. She really has done it. Monday, she spent all afternoon and evening working out. Tuesday, she overdoes things with her newfound abilities and manages to get herself bit in the leg, in the process. Wednesday, she completely misses school due to Tuesday, and yesterday she, on the fly, auditioned for a play, then went shopping, and dropping off the gifts she bought. She had two days of homework to catch up on, so spent most of the night getting it done, even if it's dull. And now, it's Friday. Thank whatever god may exist that's the case. However, Betsy's slow on getting to class, between her hurt leg and three hours' sleep (which doesn't show itself all that much. She's too particular and thick-headed to show it). So, today, she gets A-lunch period. Well, so be it. She won't even grumble about her physics teacher not letting her ahead to get there on time. A--hole.

Teara has arrived.

From the opposite end of the hallway that Betsy's in, Veronica makes her way down the hall. Despite her sleep being interrupted earlier in the morning, she's in high spirits, a smile on her face as she makes her way to her locker. Her Art teacher was so impressed with her new portfolio, he let Ronnie leave class early. And she got an A+. Even better. The smile on her face broadens into a grin as she stops by her locker.

Rounding one of the corners from a side corridor into the East Hall, Rosh walks with her head down, her bag at her side, and apparently no attention paid to the area and silent. How wrong that is; she's humming under her breath, as almost always, she's just doing it far above the range 'normal people' hear in. She's also listening quite carefully to the surroundings. She angles towards one of the dull grey lockers without looking up, opening the lock up quickly to get to her lunch inside.

Being TA for most (if not all) of the computer classes at the school gets you free time during your own. Who wants to TA for their own class? The teen that most would have seen always dressed in a neat, stylish grey suit (somewhat reminiscent of Emma's always dressing in white) is now seen in more comfortable, "punk"-like clothing. She's more comfortable that way, anyhow. Teara may have been raised to always "dress for success", but... she's not with her family anymore. Why follow their ideals?

Why do students have to have lunch-breaks? Why can't they just stay in class and work all the time? Kira isn't best pleased at this time of the day, and so has resorted to her usual tactic of lurking. Perhaps it would be better to go into the cafeteria before everyone else gets here, but for the moment, Kira is lurking beside the lockers. No one can see her right? And if anyone should ask why she's not in class, they'll get a cough, and a quick change of subject.

"Then again, a free drink is a free drink." Lance seems to be trying to verbally coerce himself into drinking the toxic purple substance. His lips purse for a time as he simply stares at the can held in his right hand. After a moment of reading the ingredients, mostly checking for 'acid' or 'poison', his brown gaze focuses on the hallway past the can, from his vantage point at the end of the hallway near the double doors leading into the cafeteria. "Huh. People gettin' out early these days. Man." So much for going on to shake the vending machine loose of its change. Another time, another time.

Betsy walks up to her locker to switch out books and touch up her make-up. Hopefully the dark circles under her eyes aren't showing after she rubbed a hand under the lid in class. Why did it have to be such a boring lecture today? Why? The combination is spun, and the creaky metal door opens with a crash. Betsy groans and looks into the inside-door mirror. She's not too worse for wear, but even through the make-up job, the tiredness shows. Why can't she just put a couple of cucumber slices on her eyelids and take notes by tape? She puts in the heavy physics book, FrenchI book, and American lit book, then takes out her History book. Luckily, fifth period doesn't require any books. Huzzah. *groan* Can she sleep through lunch? Please?

Bobby has arrived.

Roshya, unlike some of the younger students, /actually/ has a spare period. No, really. That's why she's out and about. And because she's Roshya, she spent the spare in the library, just as you're supposed to rather then flitting about here, there, and everywhere. Rummaging through her locker, Rosh picks out a paper bag that theoretically has food in it and simply jams her backpack in the locker. She'll go get it later. If she hears the other people (how can she /miss/ them?) she doesn't seem to recognize their presence.

Veronica flips open her locker after the combination is inputted. She slips her sketchpad underneath her jacket. "Let's see.." she murmurs to herself, looking at the schedule she's put on the door. "Lunch, an' then.. " She pulls her History textbook out of the locker, "This is it." She puts it on top of the others, so she knows to grab it after lunch. The locker is closed, and she turns around. "..Lots of people 'fore lunch. Huh."

Striding to her locker, the gray-haired one opens it easilly, spinning her lock. Maybe she should find some electronic one. Might go faster. She contemplated with herself as she sifts through the locker. Teara then does something that requires her to lean further into her locker. One of those mini-computers (smaller than a GameCube, but about the same size) is in her bag and she's reaching into it, fingers touching the surface. A small power supply hums as well. Hey, it makes keeping your notes down easier. Since she actually... ugh... has to write them down. Looking at the paper, she reads the notes, immediatly transferring the info to the tiny computer system. When she gets "home", she'll hook it up to one of her other systems. Once this is done, she looks up and makes sure few saw it, pulling hand away. She slides the papers into a binder and takes out another couple books and her bag (more like a messanger bag) which is slung over her shoulder.

Lurk. Head peers out from where Kira is standing. Eyes roll heavenward. Oh lord, people. But, at least no one seems to have spotted her yet, so she stays where she is, frowning to herself as she catches snippets of converstion. Oh, to be able to ask about them!

Grumbling slight and limping down the hall, Bobby goes right to his locker and throws the whole backpack into it. He's got other classes but he's not got anything but tests left for the rest of the day and a pen and pencil stick out of his pocket. Boy will he be glad when the leg heals.

"Hmm.." Lance muses, looking from one person to the other. Well, there's that Veronica girl, who he saw fighting the crazier Maximoff. Over there's Drake. Man, is that guy gonna be in for a surprise eventually.. the others he can't say he knows, but one in particular he's heard some rumor of, since his return to school this morning. Why he came in for a Friday is something he can't quite fathom, but here he is, all the same. Pushing off from the vending machine, Lance walks over towards Betsy. Unless she scampers off abruptly, he'll end up leaning on the other side of her locker, tugging it open the rest of the way so he can be seen. "You're the new exchange student, right?"

The sudden motion of Lance moving causes Veronica to turn her gaze; she's seen the boy before, with Kitty that one night when Wanda was dealt with. She doesn't know his name however, so she doesn't call it out. And she'd feel rather silly trying to start up a conversation based on the fact that they both know Kitty. Shrugging to herself, she ensures that her locker is shut, and pushing a strand of her long crimson hair out of her face, she starts back down the hall, in Betsy's direction; going to meet someone else at their class, most likely.

People talking who, by the sounds of things, don't know each other. Rosh doesn't even have to be looking up to hear it; it's not like it sounds that said people are being particuarly subtle. And so she keeps rummaging in her locker, listening in while apparently being too far away to do so. She has to make sure that nobody's plotting anything, after all; whether it's Lance, or someone else around, she feels safer listening. The idea that nobody is, in fact, plotting isn't even considered.

David has arrived.

Betsy gets away with her mini-laptop in class, but perhaps Teara has an even more strict teacher than Mr. O'Riley? Even so, Betsy has little enough attention to anything else. She better get to the cafeteria now, or else she'll be stuck in line all lunch period. She had intended to shut the locker, but well. Lance showed up. She raises a tired brow, her mind back to reality. "That's right." Her eyes glance past Lance to the cafeteria doors, then back. "Look, I've got a slight limp so I have to walk slow for a few days. I'd like to make it to lunch. If you'd like to talk with me, meet me in line." Betsy doesn't sound upset, though the accent might make her appear a bit on the haughty side. With that, she patpats Lance's hand on the locker door, before shutting the door, even if she has to forceably remove it from Lance's hand. She glances back as well, seeing Veronica. (**Veronica! Going to lunch before class? Call me over, so I'm not stuck here forever?**) Far be it for Betsy to let on, but she's slightly nervous around boys she doesn't know, if other girls aren't there. Stupid girl's school effect.

Kira sidles around the side of the lockers. Good, no one seems to have actually noticed that she was there at the moment. Bag is shoved back over shoulder so as not to catch on anything, and voila, she's ready to make the dash for the cafeteria, hopefully without being cornered by anyone. Then she just has to survive the dreaded lunch queue (of doom). She will talk if she has too, but she's not that keen on it.

More like... people would ask questions if she had a mini-computer on her desk and no screen. Or taking the amount of notes she does on a PDA's keyboard. Her notes are rather intricate and... well, there's just a difference between typing them in, than writing it all down (which can be faster, depending) and then putting them into a computer in a more intricate manner. Tucking a gray strand of hair behind an ear, yellow-green eyes stay slightly ducked. Teara tends to keep them like that. Such eyes tend to be.. quickly noticed. Maybe she should invest in contacts? Naah. Too uncomfortable. Slipping a hand into her pocket, fingers settle on the familiar PDA and she starts walking towards the cafeteria. School food? No thanks. She's got a lunch in her bag.

David walks in, and the volunteer part-time Civics teacher and full-time lawyer looks particularily tired today, his normally well-tailored suit hangs from him limply as he looks like a shadow of his former self, those who take his class (Which would be the majority of the people here since it's a required course) can tell he's been putting in extra hours with those students who are having problems, to the point where he's almost ignoring his real job.

"Hey Betsy." Bobby says limping towards her and shaking his head a little bit. Lance is given a look, cold enough to be called cold as ice. A hand rakes his hair for a moment and then he laughs a little bit as he gets even more nervous. Lance is not someone he likes and them fighting here in the halls would be /bad/.

"A limp, huh?" Lance remarks, hand easily moved away from the locker door. He's not some kind of obsessed stalker, at least not right now. Oh no, that comes later.. "Yeah, I had one of those last week after a run-in with.." He trails off. Well, no need to mention his tussle with Summers, now is there? And there's Bobby, no less. Drake is given a broad grin, one that's far too smug for its own good, before he simply hands Betsy the grape-flavored soda. Otherwise, he ignores the arrival of Bobby, speaking on to the girl. "Consider this a 'Welcome to Bayville' present. You want to avoid the macaroni." That said and the sour soda disposed of, he moves off in the direction of the cafeteria. He knows all about the lines, and he's not going to wait for someone with an injured leg. Why he's being nice and giving advice, on the other hand.. perchance this is the new and improved Lance Alvers, here to spread joy to all?

The other Brit blinks once. Telepathic message? She searches the halls, and her gaze falls upon Betsy. "Heyla!" Veronica waves to her fellow country-girl, still grinning quite happily. Walking her way over to the girl, she takes the cue Betsy sent her, "I was jus' on m'way t'meet Tovah, an' go fer lunch. Did ye want t'join me?" she asks of Betsy, eyes flickering to Lance momentarily. "Oh, hello there."

David passes the students and mumbles a hello as he heads to the cafeteria himself, his coffee has run out and these days it's fast replacing food and sleep for him.

Roshya makes a mental note as she finally closes her locker. Dodge macaroni. Must be poisoned. That or take it because people don't want to share. Decisions, decisions. Shifting the bag to her left hand and frowning at the annoying rustling sounds it makes, she heads toward the cafeteria entryway.

Likely spreading germs more than joy, Betsy would think, as she holds up the opened can of grape soda, with disdain. Her wrinkled nose turns to Bobby, unwrinkling, as she whispers, "That isn't some American teenage mating ritual, I hope?" She is not drinking after someone else, unless she's quite close to them. The can gets chunked in the wastebasket as Betsy starts towards the cafeteria. She's already learned to avoid the meatloaf. Eugh. Her face lifts into a tired smile as Veronica heads over. "Thanks, I'd love to. Can Bobby come along?" With his leg all mauled too, they make a matched set of limping teenagers.

People to chat with? Not Teara. Her gaze does linger on Lance. Wasn't he one of the students that was out of school for a while? Her head cants to one side and she's thoughtful a moment before walking onwards. David is noticed and she quickly steps up to meet him and perhaps walk by him. "You look like you could use a vacation."

Kira is still heading rather single mindedly towards the door, concentrating on getting there and out of what is rapidly crowding corridor. So intent in fact, that's she' not really paying attention to whether anyone is in her way, or coming from the side.

David blinks and looks blearily over at Teara and smiles tiredly, "Don't have time for a vacation... have 2 tests that I need to administer...", and here he glances at Lance and says, "And I trust Mr. Alvers, that this time you'll show up for a change?"

"Hi." Is all Lance replies tersely to Veronica. After all, she's the one who hurt one of his friends, despite the two having been fighting for yonks. Then he's addressed by someone else, and a smirk appears on his face. "Hey, I come with a no money-back guarantee, teach. If I'm there, you can count yourself lucky." Lance remarks over a shoulder to begin with, turning about to raise both of his hands in his own defense. Grinning broadly, he backs into the cafeteria.

"What are you talking about as a mating ritual?" Bobby says before smiling at Veronica,"Hey Veronica. Not seen you in awhile." His bright blue eyes glitter slightly at Veronica and Betsy. Amazing, he's spoken to Betsy twice and not even begun /trying/ to hit on her! Maybe when the last girl slapped him, he decided to stop him.

"Oh, hello Mister Foster," Veronica says with a little wave. "Ye need a hand wit' walkin'?" she turns back immediately to Betsy, offering the other girl a hand, should she need help to walk. "Hiya Bobby," she says, giving the young boy a smile. "Ye been hidin' from m're somethin'? I started to worry I'd scared ye off." She winks, chuckling.

David says sardonically to Lance as he enters the cafeteria, "I'm sure, and I'm sure you'll be lucky enough to enjoy ANOTHER detention after school and Saturday... And you will be there Mr. Alvers, even if I have to drag you there myself."

Hmmm. So this is one of those Brotherhood people. Teara actually hasn't met them in person, yet. Just heard of them. The gray-haired one eyes Lance and clears her throat, "With your record of school attendance, I'd say being allowed back in the class is a privalage you don't deserve." She rubs at the back of her hand absently. Itchy scars.

Betsy watches as her joke zips once, then twice around Bobby, before splatting up against the wall. Oh well. "Nevermind, Bobby." With that, she heads on into the cafeteria, hopefully not too far behind in line. "This day couldn't end sooner, I swear." She wants to go home and take a nap. Can she nap instead of eat? She's contemplating it seriously. So, she slips on into the cafeteria, at that.

David then turns and nods to Veronica with a tired smile, "Hello Veronica, I'm sorry, I'm a little out of sorts

Cafeteria

        Possibly the largest space in the entire school, save maybe the gym, the cafeteria is built to accommodate and feed the entire student body with minimal chaos. The room is filled with circular plastic tables surrounded by equally flimsy yellow seats, room enough for eight people at a single table. Long paneled windows stretch along the wall from floor to ceiling, providing a view of the front of the school and the outside seating area. The cafeteria kitchen is against the wall to the left of the doors, separated from the rest of the room by a set of counters complete with warming trays and sneeze-guards.
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 <DD> Double Doors leads to East Hall.

"You're all heart, teach." Lance remarks dryly back at David, before his eyes move off onto Teara. The girl is given a rather blatant look over, brown eyes moving up and down, before he rolls them, grin turning to momentary sneer. "And I'd give you a reeeal nice reply to that one, toots, but I couldn't do it in front of Foster, now could I?" Even still, he raises his right hand, and seemingly brushes at an eyebrow with a middle finger even as his regular expression returns. Did he just call someone toots?

"Nah. I was stuck in the Infirmary for a long time thanks to... err... you know." Bobby says. He can't really say that Melissa bit his leg and tried to take it off from the rest of his body. Bright blue eyes glitter though,"Now I'm back and moving about. Gotta makeup a bunch of tests though."

Roshya is downright quick when she wants to be. She's already en route to a spot near the kitchen, convinently put where she can see the rest of the cafeteria. No seats behind /her/, she'll sit in the corner if she has to. The food is second in importance to watching the room.

Betsy forgoes the normal lunch line, opting for the less crowded and hardly touched line at the small salad bar. She'll get herself a baked potato and a small salad. She's not all that hungry, anyway. And then she can just pick up a coke. That works. "I'll meet you at the table. Do you have a preference?" After getting an answer, she waves to whoever in the small group leaves for the main lunch line, and heads to the salad bar.

Kira slips into the cafeteria behind some and ahead of others. The conversation that she's hearing is fairly intriguing, but Kita settles for simply joining the queue to get lunch, adopting an expression that hopefully looks fairly prickly. Hey, if it works for Sparhawk, it might work for her, right? Or she could just end up looking in pain. A slight blink is given as she catches Lance's comment, but she resists the urge to turn around and look at him. More detentions incoming for him?

David shakes his head in exhasperation and he finally says, "I would be careful Mr. Alvers, despite your attitude and your obvious disdain for authority of any kind, you're not a bad person. I've had to defend people like you in front of bored judges and prosecutors looking to make a statement who throw the book at them. Do you know what it's like in jail, Mr. Alvers? What it does to a person? You have the brains to make something of yourself, yet you want to throw it all away to play the tough guy loner.", he goes and fills up his huge steel coffee container as he moves to sit at the teacher's section, opening his briefcase and pulling out some case files to work on as he has court this afternoon

Veronica follows Betsy to the salad bar. As of late, she's been eating salads, fruits, and other vegetables quite a bit, to keep up with her various training that she's doing each day. "Hmmm.. what've they got today?" she asks aloud, peeking over Betsy's shoulder. As Bobby's voice trails behind her, she turns to nod slightly at the boy. "Glad yer back," she says simply, before turning back to the salad. Mmm, food.

Teara watches as David leaves, then turns to Lance. Teen cants her head to the side, smirking levelly at him. That's when she lifts her gaze, so that were he to look at her, he'd see those strange eyes. "Lance, Lance Alvers, yes? Well, say as you wish to me. I do highly doubt that Mr. Foster here would really mind. Especially now that he is gone." Hey, when one of your teachers is almost "under" you outside school, you become a little cocky.

"Yeah. It sucked being confined. They head my leg completely and utterly immobilized." Bobby says frowning a little bit and shaking his head. His bright blue eyes flicker to Lance. "Betsy, want me to carry your tray?"

Veronica has disconnected.

Lance squints after David, mumbling something under his breath. Too many of those knives sunk in to hit bone, unfortunately. And oh, he'll show the world that he's something alright, just let them wait and see.. Right hand clenched to the point of knuckles turning white, his gaze finally cuts back to Teara, and his expression turns to a broad smirk. The odd eyes meet a rather angry set of his own brown, the boy not seemingly taken aback in the slightest. "That's right." He confirms, about the name, before he suddenly lets out an aggravated exhale. "Go shine Foster an apple if you wanna be that much of a suck-up, I've got some macaroni to buy." That said, he intends on leaving Teara, and finally getting in line.

See? /See/? They were trying to keep the macaroni a secret! Not that Roshya can figure out the point, but hey, there's probably one somewhere. Unfortunately, she left her notepad with all this stuff in the locker, so she won't be taking any notes on it. Absently, she takes a sandwich out of the paper bag and starts to unwrap and eat it, without ever taking her eyes away from the room.

"Suck-up? Simply because I have a friend who is intellectual?" Teara laughs gently and turns herself, eyes lowering again, to be hidden by oddly-silvery eyelashes, "I'm sorry, Alvers, but... well, I can see more and more why you and your.. housemates have so few by way of friends and so many by way of enemies." She smirks a little and walks off.

Teara has disconnected.

Betsy loads her baked potato with light butter, sour cream, chives, and bac-os. The salad is set next to the potato and Betsy pays for it. She shakes her head with a smile to Bobby, "You're about as bad off, or worse than me. I'll be fine. Good balance, and all. Thank you, though." She heads towards the vending machine and buys a coke there, before stopping at a nearby table, sitting down. The coke is popped and poured into the glass she picked up at the bar, then stabbed with a straw. Maybe the caffienne in the cola will wake her up. Right. Betsy sets in to cutting the potato into bite-sized pieces, as well as cutting the salad into smaller bits, using her knife to help lettuce and celery up onto her fork, like a proper British girl should do.

David writes some notes on his yellow legal pad, rubbing tired eyes, the stress is getting to him, so many cases, so many kids who need help yet don't ask and don't want to get it. he takes a sip of his coffee and reaches in his briefcase for his bottle of Asprin and pops a couple, washing them down with another drink of coffee

Queuing has to be one of the most boring things ever invented on this planet. Kira taps one foot idly as she occassionally shuffles forwards to the next step. Finally however, the queue moves far enough along for Kira to get her meal, pay for it, and head straight for a table near the door, on her own. Right, now to start paying attention to people. And eating as fast as is possible (and polite. Flying food not good).

Breathing a sigh of relief! Bobby laughs a little,"I'm glad actually! I just felt I should be the gentleman and at least offer to carry it." He's rather cheerful. He wasn't /really/ rejected, just refused the humiliation of dropping /both/ trays.

David has disconnected.

La la la. Lance whistles to himself as he works his way through the line, freshmen beware. Before long he exists, after having put a bit of talking to the lunchlady at the counter. They're pug-ugly, but it results in him getting more macaroni for his money. Without further adieu, he heads over towards the Brotherhood's usual table, which for some godknown reason is empty. Not missing a beat, he strides right on past the table, and by the one occupied by Bobby and Betsy. If there's no altercation there, other than the boy glaring at Drake, he'll continue on past Kira's table and get the hell out of here.

Roshya has connected.

Roshya watches Lance leave. And everyone else who leaves. Just only out of the corner of her eye. Fortunately, many people are leaving, so it leaves much fewer people to actually keep track of inside the cafeteria. She still looks rather worried and nervous as she does this, probably quite visible in her corner spot against a window.

Betsy rolls her eyes. "Right, well, I'm not used to it, so you don't have to pay any particulars with me, Bobby." No boys to offer to do things in girls' school, remember? She eats a bit of her salad and potato, eyes tracking the cafeteria to learn the new faces. Since Lance is coming through past their table, Betsy does offer the boy a smile and nod. She didn't mean any supposed rudeness. She just had her plans and wasn't going to change them. Stubborn girl. She returns her attention to the younger boy at her table, "Did you need any help studying for your make-up exams?" Afterall, she's practically a senior, even if her credits didn't all transfer.

Smiling sweetly at Lance before returning his attention to Betsy,"Ok and I got all the stuff down. Mostly easy stuff. They say I'm smart if I'd just try and remember to do the homework." Bobby says smiling softly, his bright blue eyes glitter slightly.

Munch. Watch. Person approaching. Watch. A vague rendition of Kira's thoughts. A nod is given to Lance should he meet her eyes, since he was the source of some of this interesting conversation she's caught. But otherwise, Kira stays silent.

So yes, no altercation, and Lance even offers Betsy a return to the nod before he moves on. Kira earns herself a broad smile as he backs into the door. It's simply easier for him to exit that way, while he's holding a tray with a big plate of macaroni on it. Where he's going to eat is, well, a mystery for another time. He's gone.

Lance has left.

Betsy acknowledges Bobby's answer with a silent 'ahh' as she quirks a dark eyebrow at his demeanor. "That tends to be the case." Otherwise, why give homework, right? It's not meant just to agonise children into spending their free time on more schoolwork. "Are you alright, Bobby?" What's with the sparkly-gaze? With Lance's returned nod, Betsy figures any slight rift with the tall boy should be healed, then. After he leaves, she whispers, canting her head at Bobby. "So, what's between you and him?" She caught the looks between the two boys.

"He and his friends... Well his one friend is responsible... Reminds me. I wanted to give you something later. I left it in my locker but if you stop by after school, I can give it to you..." Bobby says nodding slightly to Betsy.

Aww, she got a nod. Well, that's a bonus. Kira finishes her meal, ignoring the looks from one of the other tables filled with the 'genteel' girls who are shocked at her eating habits. Pah. Head tilts slightly as Kira catches Betsy's question, and Bobby's answer. Interesting. Could prove fun to find out what all that was about.

Roshya still hasn't said /anything/ as she rises, angling toward a garbage can to drop off the bag and the remains of a sandwich - nearly half. Her path takes her past Bobby and Betsy's table, but that's more a mistake then anything else.

Betsy gives a confused look, "Responsible for what?" Then she looks down, "Sic'd the dog on you?" Just a guess. Then she blinks several times. She's the one giving gifts around here, not the other way around. "Sure. That shouldn't be a problem. I usually have kickboxing practice.. well, weight-training now until I'm healed up. --after school, I mean. You can meet me in the gym?" What would Bobby be giving her? They hardly know each other. Ugh. And Betsy's reminded. "I have to go. Sorry. Got my next rabies shot." She smirks and nods down at her injured calf. "See you later, then, Bobby." With that, Betsy brings her tray back and heads off to the school clinic. She smiles at the passing Roshya, still not recognising the girl from the other night.

Meal dealt with, Kira stands and heads to the bin, avoiding making eye contact with anyone else on the same heading. Table is returned to, and bag is slung once more over shoulder, before Kira beats a speedy retreat. Time to find somewhere to hide until the bell goes again. But as she steps through the doors, there is a slight pause in her stride, and a curious expression passes over her face. No, it wasn't the lunch she ate, but something she's just remembered.

*********** D I S C O N N E C T E D ***********

