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Logfile from XMen Evolution

West 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. A set of swinging double doors at the end of the hallway lead outside, where a path stretches from the main building to the gym.

Contents:

Roshya

Betsy

Obvious exits:

 <DD> Double Doors leads to Gymnasium.

 <E> East leads to Main Hall.

Bobby has arrived.

Brad has arrived.

Classes let out, some students heading off for class, others to lunch. Through the waves of students, Betsy wades past the bobbing heads and pushy elbows until she reaches her locker. The lock is spun, before the british girl opens the metal door and starts shifting texts from her satchel to the inside of the small locker.

Jesse has arrived.

Indeed. For example, Brad's leaving Gym, and has just finished scribbling his name on a signup sheet. A martial arts and Kendo club? Definitely could be worthwhile, since he knows...nothing on fighting in any traditional style. Still, he heads into the hallway proper, the now blonde-haired young man glad that he's already got the books for his next class with him.

Aw heck! Bobby decided that 50s was warm enough for not /too/ many odd looks at him being in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. He just didn't feel like getting all hot from the stupid sweater. Plus with the heat on the place is enough to melt the iceboy. Heading for his locker, he cools the air just slightly to around 65F.

        The light of the hallways flicker for a moment. A young human named Jesse walks in the hallways, a bagpack carried, not much in it. He looks a bit new, most dont know him. Jesse looks around, he sees various others walk by. His face betrays that he doesnt know where he is going, and his walk shows his insecureness. Then something falls out of his pocket, its a watch. Jesse's picks it up and his slightly hidden face with a lock of his dreads now becomes fully visible reveiling 2 fully black eyes.

Kira beat the crowds, and is already beside her locker, muttering something to herself as she attempts to stuff a rather large folder into the confines of her bag. She's still keeping an eye out for people near here though, but she doesn't seem to be as skittish as she usually is.

Roshya slips out through the doors that lead to a stairwell, darting around a rather slow-moving pair of female students busily talking to each other about who-knows-what and angling down the hall...but ending up behind another slow-moving, talking group. Sigh.

Betsy stares a moment into the mirror of her locker, though doesn't seem to be picking up vanity points. She's not acting quite herself this morning, more quiet and reserved than normal. Feeling the air cool in the hallway, she looks past her reflection to see Bobby in the mirror. The girl ignores the arrival of her friend (is he still her friend?), choosing instead to be the wallflower and just take her next few texts out of her locker, to her satchel. If Veronica knows, as Lex hinted last night, then maybe all the Institute kids know, too.

Brad meanwhile slowly moves up the hall, happening to glance over towards Betsy's way. Slowing up, Brad decides he might as well make the best of the new start he gave himself. Nobody really knows him here, and with the change of hair and style, it should confuse the Instituters that did see him in action temporarily. And so, Brad stops before the Brit's locker, clearing his throat loudly before speaking up. "...Hey. Just wanted to tell you, nice costume at the dance. And good job in your Lady Capulet audition. It's nice to hear Shakespeare read the way it's -supposed- to be." he explains, in a polite voice. Beats what he was going to do, which was jostle and scowl at junior varsity football players.

        Still wandering along the hallway, Jesse puts his watch on his wrist and walks along. He now walks backwards for a moment looking at the wall full of lockers. Then suddenly he accidently walks into someone. Its Betsy that, she is turned towards the locker. Jesse turns around and looks at the face of Betsy, his cheecks become slightly red and says, "Sorry," on a slightly shy manner. "That will not happen again." Jesse's deep black eyes shimmer in the light, and his slightly handsome face is well lit by the lights above him in the ceiling.

"Hey Betsy." Bobby says sighing deeply and adjusting his backpack a bit,"How's it going?" He doesn't know if he should say more. He's been hearing rumours among the Institute about her but one does not trust rumours. Especially when he /really/ doesn't want to believe so.

Roshya finally manages to get around Group #2 (and the very brief Group #3) and to her locker, which she immediately opens up with very practiced motions. Once inside, she reaches for a bottle of Advil that sits next to a bottle of water on one of the shelves. Three Advil and a swig of the water later, she actually goes about rummaging through her locker to figure out where lunch ended up.

Kira stays lurking in the depths of her locker (well, as much as she can do). "Why do they have to give us so many handouts!" she mutters to herself, finally suceeding in transferring the folder from locker to bag, without losing the contents. Head is tilted slightly catching conversation near her. Nope, she's not eavesdropping, honest.

Funny how you try to be a wallflower and all the worms come out of the woodwork, right after? Betsy turns to Brad, not recognising him at first, before smiling, "Like the new 'do'. Thank you. Well, as far as the audition... I've seen enough renditions, I suppose. Here's to breaking legs, right?" Gee, that could be taken wrong, but Betsy does have a sort of harsh humor about her. And someone runs into her. Which hurts, due to her cracked ribs. Betsy gives a perturbed look at Jesse, about to chew his head off, when manners grab ahold of her, softening her features. "Best not do that to cheerleaders. Their squeals are to die from." And yay, attention brings over the frosty-Bob. Luckily, Betsy's now in pain, so she won't be spending the moment acting all awkward, "...hi, Bobby." She runs her fingers through her hair, which lifts the shadows off the nasty bruises on her left cheek. "I'm hanging in there, I suppose." By a thread.

Brad chuckles at the slight joke, before beginning to adjust his sunglasses. Still, he re-positions himself to get a look at the two new arrivals, narrowing his eyes behind them at Jesse. Pitch black eyes aren't exactly common. So what's the chances of a second person undergoing a similar mutation? The fact that he isn't as unique now twists in his heart. At least he ditched the dreads for cornrows last weekend.

        Looking over Bobby, Brad continues a neutral look as he glances at the kid. "Thanks." he finally replies to Betsy. "Didn't think anyone'd notice the change. Guess I made a larger impression than I thought." he remarks, before giving a headtilt, and a curious look at the bruises on the girl's cheek.

        Feeling the pressure on himself, he looks at the cheerleader and smiles, he now talks to the group that stands there, "Hi," he says somewhat shy, but with a smile. Then he looks at Brad, the boy that wears black sunglasses. He thinks for a moment then asks, "I'm kind of lost." he says somewhat more secure now, and looks around at the people standing in the group.

Roshya finishes her rummaging, leaving the satchel behind and instead carrying a clipboard and a bagged lunch. Almost reflexively she steps to one side as she closes the locker, causing the fallen backpack to land next to her rather then on her feet. Stuffing that back in, she closes the locker up before heading toward the others - not quite by mistake, as she spotted a couple she knows.

Having sorted out the bag problem, Kira now has to deal with the lunch problem. But at the moment she can't be bothered to fight her way to the canteen, so she simply settles for closing her locker, and leaning on it.

"What happened Betsy?" Bobby asks frowning slightly,"You should put some ice on that bruise." His bright blue eyes glitter slightly at her. "Ummm... I need to talk to you later Betsy..." He takes a deep breath and ponders what to do about all this.

Betsy shrugs a little, "I notice little things like that." She's tempted to play with the cornrows, but her polite attitude prevents her from doing so. She doesn't know Brad well enough to feel free to do such. Betsy blushes from the examination to her cheek, her eyes darting to and fro. "...sorry." There's been a rumor run around that she was in a car accident last week, but was fortunate enough to come out nearly unscathed. Some even say she pushed another person out of the way when it happened. But you know how rumors go. She smiles slightly at Jesse, "New? Let me see your schedule, then, luv." Betsy puts out her hand, offering to take the sheet and give directions based on the information contained. Betsy pauses at Bobby, looking at him a moment, before saying softly, "I was hit by a car last Wednesday." She looks over the transcript (if given to her), adding, "What did you need to talk about, Bobby?"

        Handing over the transcript to Betsy Jesse slightly blushes at the words of Betsy, luv. Jesse was never called this, he was allways alone and even now he is left alone and when he gets in trouble nobody is there for him. In one side of his eyes a somewhat tear is seen when looking closely. But it disappears, and Jesse just smiles. He looks again at Brad, and nods to him. He feels some connection with Brad. Jesse's face expression becomes its soft self again.

"Are you.... Maybe we should discuss it later...." Bobby says frowning a little bit at the thoughts going on right now. Betsy /seriously/ looks a bit bad. "I can get you some ice for that if you would prefer..." His eyes go to other people right now, too many people.

Not that Brad feels much of a connection with many folks. Still, Brad stretches, and stifles a yawn. "Well, it was nice actually speaking with you...but I think I'm gonna go head for lunch. Bell should be ringing soon, and with my luck, that Harrison guy'll be on my case." complains Brad, giving a perfunctuory nod to Bobby and to Jesse.

Kira is quite happy standing and listening to people talking, rather than actually moving. Fingers tap out an idle pattern on the locker behind her, as she amuses herself by trying to pick up names and relationships through conversation.

Halting a slight distance away, Rosh peers at the people Betsy is talking to - especially the ones she doesn't know. Memorize names and voices; the more people you know, the less people can surprise you. Her eyes narrow for a moment before the constant tapping of fingers on locker distracts her, and she turns to look at that.

Betsy hands the transfer back to Jesse, "Well, it says here your lunch is next. The cafeteria's across the main hall, to the east. After that, your class should be upstairs, on the left side. I think it's the third door." Betsy looks back to Bobby, "I'll be okay. Thanks, Bobby. I appreciate it, but I'll be fine. Honest." Does it seem like Betsy's talking about two things? Maybe. The british girl smiles to Brad, "Alright. Have a good lunch, then, Brad." She looks back to Bobby, "I have to go to class now. I'll try meeting with you afterschool, if you'd like." With that, Betsy shuts the locker and picks up her satchel, ready to head upstairs for her next period.

        A smile could say anything. Jesse smiles again and says, "Thank you." he looks at the bruised Betsy and gives a look at her, then gives her another smile, "Take care, please." he says, more quiet now. Then he suddenly asks, "May I know your name?" to Betsy. His face looks serious now. And his emotions would be described best as somewhat sad. Jesse notices the girl, Roshya and looks behind at her, giving her a glance, but then directing his attention to Betsy again.

Yep, Kira's making noise for no readily apparent reason. And listening to peoples conversations as well. But out of the corner of her eye she catches sight of Roshya and turns her head to smile at her. Yep, Ki is being friendly for once. How strange.

Brad nods as he moves off, presumably headed for the Cafeteria proper. "Take it easy yourself Betsy. Maybe we can talk again sometime." comments blondie, as he shoulders his backpack, and begins heading down the hallway. It's moments like this that make him recall why he rejoined life topside.

Nodding slightly,"Bye Betsy." Bobby says with a slight smile as he goes to his locker to switch his books finally. He's not all that big on the next class. It's gym and he's still mostly just sitting around because of the fact his leg hasn't completely healed.

Betsy calls back from the end of the west hallway to Jesse, "The name's Betsy. Good luck, luv!" With that, Miss Braddock takes to the stairway, disappearing within its well.

Roshya, however, is not looking all that friendly. Eyeing the clattering fingers for a moment, irritated, she eventually goes to move past her and toward the east. Everyone is acting up just to annoy her!

Brad has left.

        Looking around again Jesse notices his locker, number 215 and walks towards it past Roshya. He gives Roshya a slight smile and nod. Then opens his locker and puts his backpack in it.

Well, at least Kira tried to be friendly. Finger tapping stops for a moment, as a frown makes its vague way over Ki's features. "That bother you?" she asks. "My apologies." See, she can be polite, and apologise when she bugs people. That way, she doesn't get into fights.

"Thank you," Rosh responds, rather quietly. The tapping obviously was on her nerves; she visibly relaxes slightly once it's gone. That done, she continues on her way.

        Closing his locker again Jesse disappears into a shadow, then isnt seen in the hallway again. Suddenly a door opens and closed again, presumely by the wind.

Jesse has left.

Roshya has left.

**The RP kinda dwindled out here so I left**
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