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Logfile from Invocations

This world is Pueblo 1.0 enhanced

Gwynhyfar comes in from the Porch.

Gwynhyfar has arrived.

Gwynhyfar strides into the hall way, uttering a muffled curse as she trips over a basketfull of something - eggs? - and nearly pitches face-forward onto the floor. "Crackdust and shards! Who put /that/ in the middle of the path?!" In truth, it wasn't in the middle of anywhere. SOmeone just wasn't looking where she was going.

Tut tut, such language from a Harper. Kaslea lowers her eyes from where they were staring at the ceiling, and sits up, giving a smile to Gwynhyfar. "Are you alright ma'am?" Better check just to make sure, but since there is a lack of ouches, things are looking good.

Gwynhyfar mutters some more dire imprecations as she turns around and aims a halhearted kick at the basket. "Yes, I'm fine," she replies shortly, brushing imaginary specks of dust from her leathers. When she straightens, much of her irritation fades. "Ah, hello then, Kaslea. How fare you today?"

Perhaps she should take notes on the words. Some of them are quite..interesting. "Not to bad, yourself?" Kaslea replies, straightening from her slight slouch. Don't want to be accused of being lazy, at least, not at the moment.

Gwynhyfar picked up a thing or two on her travels that one doesn't normall hear. "Passably," is her offhanded response, "no thanks to that basket. But you must be getting excited. Those eggshells are getting pret-ty hard,."

Kaslea grimaces slightly. "Excited, and nervous ma'am are two woulrd that I could use." There are some untypeable words as well, but they don't matter. "Its just a strange thought." And she's not the only one that thinks that.

Gwynhyfar flops onto a nearby cot, nevermind that she's mussing up someone's neat job of making the bed. "What's a strange thought? Having a lifemate?"

"That out on the sands there could be a egg that contains a dragon that is my lifemate, waiting for me. The thought of having someone in your mind, knowing your every thought." Kaslea does her best to explain. "It just takes some time to get used to the idea."

"Aye. Just wait until that voice is really /in/ your head. Then you'll have something to really get used to." Gwynhyfar chuckles, but there's the true understanding of one who's been there in her eyes and voice. "Of course, you'll be so busy trying to get your lifemate to keep quite about your innermost thoughts that you won't have time to think about it."

Kaslea nods. Better listen to the expert. "I suppose with experiance, you get used to it?" Half statement, half question. Better to get most of the facts before the actual event happens and she's standing there looking clueless.

Gwynhyfar half-grimaces, half-grins. "With experience, you get used to everything. Although there's no experience like the moment of Impression." Her eyes gleam a bit, before she tilts her head to regard the young woman before her. "If you can picture yourself on a dragon, Kaslea, what sort of dragon do you picture yourself on?"

Kaslea nods at the explanation, before she blinks. Talk about the difficult questions. "I don't know to be honest ma'am." Kaslea replies truthfully. "I know that its going to happen soon, but I try not to think about it, get my hopes up as it were." Can you tell she's not hopeful. "Its hard to say."

Gwynhyfar leans forward on her chosen cot, nodding her agreement. "Aye, I do understand that it's a hard thing to put your mind to, what sort of lifemate you might want. But if you /really/ had to think about it... " She pauses. "You don't have to answer, of course. I'm just curious. And no matter what you want, t he lifemate you actually get will be perfect for you, of course."

If she really had to think about it. Oh dear. Kaslea frowns as she thinks. "I don't honest know ma'am. Its just hoping that I'm found acceptable by one of the dragons out there on the sands. That I can get along with the dragon that chooses me, and not fight against it's choice." She blushes slightly.

Gwynhyfar smiles broadly. "Oh, I doubt there'll be much fighting against it. Once that mind blossoms into yours, you're a goner." She chuckles, then relaxes into a slouch. "Well, I'll tell you a secret - when I was a Candidate, I wished in my heart of hearts for a blue. A quick, agile fellow with a penchant for acrobatics."

Kaslea smiles. That is sort of a relief to hear. Hearing about things, and actually experiancing them are two different things. "Really?" she asks. Its not really a question though. "But now that Panth chose you, you wouldn't change him for the world?" Trying to articulate what she's thinking is harder than it looks.

"Oh believe me - the minute I Impressed, Panth was the best dragon that ever was or ever will be." Reminiscence lights the brownriders face as she thinks back to that day. "He still is the best dragon ever, of course," she continues with a bit of a grin, "but now I'll admit there's other good dragons out there, too."

Kaslea watches Gywnhyfar's face shift in rememberance, and wonders for a brief moment if she will feel the same should she impress. "Of course." she agrees, laughter in her voice. "Ma'am...could I ask... what was your Hatching Day like?" Kaslea's slightly hesitant about asking this, but all information is useful, and to hear it from a dragonriders point of view.

"Chaotic," is Gwyn's first word, and it says mountains. "I barely remember what happened... everything was a blur. I think I was peeling tubers... and then a dragonrider showed up and herded us all into the Barracks. There was a double-clutch that hatching, half Sialynth's, with a few eggs from Belienth, a Timer."

Kaslea winces. She can only imagine. "So there were dragons everywhere." There's probably a song in there somewhere, but she idea is stored at the back of her mind. She'll think about it later, after all this is over. "So its best to be ready at any time, since it happens suddenly?"

"Dragonets and candidates. Coo, the Barracks were stifling hot, though it was in the evening. But yes," concedes the rider, bringing her head back to the present, "it's best to be ready. Not much you can do, though, except make sure your robes are ready. Other than that, it's up to the eggs."

Be prepared, a candidates motto. Kaslea nods along. Its a scary thought. "And what happened after?" Curiousity killed the Kaslea, judging by the amount of questions she's asking.

Gwynhyfar tilts her head and tries to think back that far. "Well, it was blurry. I remember being herded out onto the Sands, and Shards were they hot! The eggs were rocking all over the place. All around me my friends were Impressing, and then there was this cinnamon brown beauty bursting from his shell and making a vtol-line for me. Then Boom! Bliss." She chuckles again. "The weyrlingmaster had to shake me out of IMpression-daze."

Hot Sands. Ah. Thick footwear, or a lot of hopping about needed. Kaslea takes mental notes. "Wow." se mutters, lacking anything else to say really, mind filled with images. Good descriptive word, impression-daze.

"All of us new weyrlings were hustled over to the edge of the sands to feed our lifemates. Oh, that hunger!" One hand moves to Gwyn's stomach in remembereance. "After the joy, the hunger hits you. They're more ravenous than firelizards new-hatched, and the ache of empty bellies hits you hard. It was all I could do not to tear into the meat myself."

Food is important. Mental scribble. "So get them off the sands as soon as possible and fed?" Mental and verbals notes from Kaslea. But the infomration gathered here will be spread around the barracks, since they're all in this together.

Gwynhyfar shakes her head, one hand waving nonchalantly. "Don't worry about it, Kas. The Weyrlingmasters will tell you exactly what to do and when to do it, when the moment comes. Trust me, you won't be in any position to remember anything I'm telling you now."

Kaslea nods, perhaps a flicker of worry in her eyes. "That overpowering?" All the talks in the world won't be able to cure the case of nerves that Kaslea feels that she's developing. "But its good to know that we'll be told what to do."

Gwynhyfar nods, "That overpowering. But in a good way, Kaslea. In the most wonderful way imaginable..." Her mind and tone wanders. "Have you ever been in love Kas?"

Abrupt change of topic there. "No ma'am." Kaslea replies. Lust perhaps, but never love. "There's been people I liked, but nothing special." Seems like the light is a time for honesty to come out.

"Then I can't really give you anything to compare Impression to," admits Gwyn regretfully. "Although it's even better than being in love. With Impression, there's no worries about unrequited love, no unreturned longings, no misunderstandings. Just total and complete..." Trailing off, she lifts her hands helplessly, her expression one of wonder.

Blimey. "Your words help though ma'am." Harpers are famed for being good with words, and Gywnhyfar is no exception to Kaslea. She falls silent again, watching Gywn, slightly unwilling to speak and perhaps jolt the other woman out of her memories.

Gwynhyfar is brought easily back to reality with a rueful chuckle. "Maybe, but there really are no words for the bond between dragon and rider. You'll just have to experience it for yourself someday." She cocks her head and studies the young Harper before her for a few moments in silence, before venturing, "Mayhap you'll have the quick blue I'd always wished for." A grin flashes. "How'd you like that?"

Kaslea smiles. "I think I'd be ecstatically happy with what ever dragon chose me as its lifemate." she begins. "But a speedy blue does sound...adorable?" Probably a word not often used in conjunction with dragons, but Kaslea is strange sometimes.

Gwynhyfar mmmhmms approvingly. "Good color for a Harper, too. Mayhap he'd share your gift for rhyming, as well." She apparently hasn't forgotten that bbrief interchange a sevenday or so ago. "Imagine the ballads you could whip up."

Kaslea giggles. "That could be interesting." Watch out Pern, rhyming rider and dragon on the loose. A slight blush flushes her cheeks. "I wouldn't say I had a gift." Nope, just luck.

"'course you wouldn't. You're too modest." In a swift change of moods, Gwyn slips onto her side and props her chin on one palm. "Or maybe you'd be best on a green? A demure lady dragon, with a hint of flirtatiousness? Someone who'd sharpen your ear for clandestine news. Boys will blab anything to a pretty face, you know, and dragons are seldom different." She winks, but real speculation underlies her words.

Ooh. Blush. Is Gwyn trying to turn Kaslea into a human beetroot? "A green? Greens are nice as well." and she giggles as a mental image skitters across her mind. "If dragons are like their riders, I'm not sure about demure." Almost a joke, but Kaslea ins't sure that she fits the mould for demure. Scatty, yes, demure, no.

"Like and yet not like. They're their own person, dragons are. After all, few people would say that Panth and I were all that similar, but I've known pairs so alike that they even sart to look the same." Gwyn can't be telling the truth... can she? "But maybe not a demure green then, eh? How 'bout a big, brawny brown? A get-the-job-done fellow? Quiet and thoughtful, strong and silent. Except to you, of course. They'll always tlak your ear off."

Interesting. Ooh, questions about browns. Now, does Kaslea be diplomatic, or truthful? Truth wins out, but its fairly similar to diplomacy. "I like browns." she notes. "And the strong and silent type has always appealed." Read the addition of the word men in there, but dragons are probably similar, no?

Similar, only better. "Aha." Gwyn looks awfully smug; did Kaslea somehow find out her master plan for populating the world with brownriding Harpers? "I /knew/ you had good taste." She ogles her apprentice candidly. "You'd look striking on the back of a great brown beast. Though I'm not sure if he should be golden-brown like a great cat, or deepest walnut."

Blush. More beetroor impressions. Ooh, world dominating plans? Funfunfun. "Thank you ma'am." Striking? That's a new word to be applied to Kaslea. "Golden-brown sounds appealing." she hesitantly offers her opinion. But all browns are nice.

Gwynhyfar squints and tilts her head to regard you more closely. "I think you're right," she concedes. "The dark would only work if we could get one dark enough to match your hair, and that's unlikely. But a nice golden brown.." She chuckles. "Listen to us, custom-ordering you a dragon. Still... you do have good taste." Somebody's a little biased in favor of brown, yup.

Kaslea gigles. "Its a way to pass the time." she notes. "And no-one ever said that dreaming was wrong." And dreaming can be fun. "Thank you." All dragons rock. Yup.

Gwynhyfar heads off in the direction of the Yard.

Gwynhyfar has left.
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