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Logfile from Invocations

Beach(#266RJs)

Miles of warm sand stretch out in all directions, most of it softly bordering the waves that crash along its edges. In the distance you can see the faint glitter of firelizard wings as the beautiful animals dance amid the spray and wind. It seems very peaceful here among the dunes but as you mount one before disappearing into the gullies that separate them you realize that there is actually civilization nearby. To the east, a pier juts out into the water from a large cove contains SeaCraft Hall. Along the beach the tide is high and rising

Gwynhyfar comes in from the Yard.

Gwynhyfar has arrived.

A new day is starting, the sun is rising. And for a change, Kaslea is out of bed. Though by the rather vacant look on her face, she's not awake. Eyes stare blankly out at the sea, with body occassionaly shifting on the sand to make sure that she's comfortable. Poor girl really isn't with it, considering that the tide is coming in, and coming close to soaking her.

The pale and lovely dawn has another visitor: Gwynhyfar, wandering along the strand in the early mists, her eyes half-closed as she hums softly to the rhythm of the waves. Despite the cold, she's barefoot and her leathers are rolled up to the calf as she splashes through the edge of the surf. Kaslea, from this distance, looks like a faint grey pillar in the fog. The Harper peers.

Sit. Get slightly wetter. But there is a flicker in Kaslea's eyes that indicates that she could be starting to pay attention now that the seawater is seeping it through her clothing. And the fog doesn't help her attention span either. So don't be surprised if its take her a while to realise that anything is going on.

Steady steps carry Gwyn ever-closer. THe pillar disappears and becomes... a rock? Pillars don't move. "Hello?" ventures Gwyn, her voice low-pitched enough to carry through the thickened air.

And so engrossed is Kaslea in whatever she's doing, that her reaction upon hearing a voice is quite amusing. She falls over backwards, literally. "Hmmm?" is her comment as she marshels her vocal cords and brain into working, and then she realises that she's lying on her back, in the surf. Quickly, she scrambled to her feet, looking wet, sandy and disheveled. Fun.

Gwynhyfar watches the rock become... a pile of seaweed, maybe. Quickening her steps, she at least breaks through the fog and stumbles onto "Kaslea?!" The Harper's eyes quickly note the dampness and dishevelment. "You're up early, dear."

Blush. Whoops. Person she knows. "Couldn't sleep ma'am. Guess I sort of dozed off while sitting here." Or at least slipped into a trance like state thingy. "And got a bit confused with things." Kaslea adds in an attempt to explain away her state.

"Not hard to do around here," notes Gwyn, folding her hands behind her back and staring out to sea. Or at least, what one can see of it. "THese early morning fogs can get awfully confusing. At the same time, they're an excellent time for thinking."

When you can stay awake in them they might be. "Were you having difficulty sleeping as well ma'am?" Kaslea asks, trying to wring out the worst of the water from her clothing and brush off some of the sand, only really suceeding in spreading it about more.

Gwynhyfar shrugs. "Not really," she replies in a vaguely distant voice, the sound not dgoing too far in the fog. "Some days I get up this early just to enjoy the sunrise." She chuckles, digging her toes into the sand. "And somedays I have sweeps."

Kaslea smiles, listening closely to catch Gwynhyfars words. "The sunrise can be quite beautiful." she agrees. She doesn't say anything about sweeps, since that's not something she's had experinace of, which she is quite grateful for.

Gwynhyfar winces as one toe encounters a shallowly buried clamshell. "Ouch." She flicks the offending shell out of the sand. "Yeah," she agrees again. "It's somehow fresher than the sunset. Lighter, more promising." Making a face, she wiggles her toes into the wet beach once more.

"Knowing that there's a whole day ahead of you, with who knows what on the cards to happen to you." Kaslea agrees. "Promising mystery and magic to whoever dares to seize it." It must be the fog that's causing her to act like this. She's not usually this lyrical.

Gwynhyfar seems to find it quite charming, for she gazes at the Apprentice with a bemusedly pleased expression. "Aye, it is /quite/ exciting. Although Panth insists that the only thing I'll encounter out here is a cold, if I keep running around barefoot." She cackles.

Kaslea laughs quietly. "Barefeet make it more special." she smiles, before tilting her head to one side slightly. "Is Panth concerned for your health then ma'am?" she asks curiously

"Always," affirms the rider, "just as I'm always concerned for his. But he's fussy as an old Auntie about it sometimes. I've been tramping these beaches barefoot for Turns and never a cold to speak of."

Lucky lady. Kaslea had to try and hide her grin at the slightly strange image in her mind of a brown dragon scolding their rider like an Auntie, as she herself has been scolded. "BUt sometimes the coldness of the air makes you feel more alive, well, me anyway." Kas notes.

Gwynhyfar inclines her head, looking at you pleasedly. "I feel the same way. I'd much rather be too cold than too hot. It's easy to warm up, but hard to cool down." Laughing, she tosses some sand in the air with one foot. "Makes me wonder what I'm still doing down here, really.. but after living South, NOrth feels a ee bit /too/ chilly."

Bond. Harpers, masters and apprentices seem to share the same thoughts/habits/feelings. It could be quite freaky. "It probably would be rather colder. And the heat can be nice, when its not so hot that you just want to sleep." Which happens to her a few times.

"Or when it's so hot that you just want to sleep and have a nice shady lagoon to stretch out by," adds Gwyn. Yeah, she's a bit surprised by the synchronicity here, too. Pleasantly surprised, anyway. "There's a great spot a few coves down. Beautiful fish swim there in the summertime."

"Perhaps when all this is over I'll have a wander down there on a sunny day and have a look." Kaslea says. "Maybe take a picnic down." And hope the tide doesn't come in in the process.

Speaking of the tide, Gwyn is now in up to her ankles, not that she seems to notice. "It's a great picnic spot," she agrees. "And sometimes there's a shellfish there - a conch, it's called - sometimes you find a conch shell. And they can be made into the most unusual instrument... sounds like a horn." Ever the Harper. "Carries for miles. It's amazing."

GAME: Database being saved.

Kaslea raises one eyebrow. She definately needs to find one of these shells now to see that for herself. It sounds fun. "I'll make sure to keep an eye out." And her vaguly distant gaze might show that she's already planning it.

"If you find one, lemme know," replies Gwyn, though she's concentrating on digging up something else her toes have found. Talented toes, she has. "You just have to put a few precise holes in it and zip, there you go." The wheels in her mind start to work. "I wonder if we could have a conch orchestra..."

"Will do." Kaslea replies, although she doesn't rate her chances very highly. She nods her head at the instructions, but would perhaps wait to try and make an instument of her own, in case she wrecked it. "It might be possible." is her reply to the conch orchestra idea.

"Or an orchestra not just of conch, but of all instruments crafted from sea products..." Once Gwyn's mind gets going, no matter how batty the idea, it /keeps/ going. "Some of the bones from the larger fish could make some fabulous percussion.. a large oyster shell could be strung like a lyre..." and going, and going...

Well, if Gwyn's got a good imagination, let it run. And her enthusiasm seems to be catching, since Kaslea is grinning. "It could be interesting. Very interesing." Imagine the performances and the looks on the people faces. FUnfunfun

Unkind people would call the look in Gwyn's eyes unholy, even fanatical. Nice people (that is, people crazy like her) realize it's just one person's absolute love for what she does. "OOoh. /Ooooh/. I think we just /have/ to work on this."

OOC: Kaslea cackles. Funfunfunfunfunfunfun

OOC: Gwynhyfar grins. You are dangerous. You lead Gwyn into mad schemes.

OOC: Kaslea hees and makes a badge "Gwyn-corrupter"

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "Nononoon! We can't let anyone know that Gwyn isn't as corrupt as corrupt can be!"

OOC: Kaslea scribbles it out and writes something else. "Mad-scheme inspirer"

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "Ohyes! You can be my twisted Muse ;)"

OOC: Kaslea falls off her chair laughing. "Definately twisted" :)

This could be very interesting. Out of the seeds of two fog drenched minds comes the idea for a grand concert, to dwarf all others that have gone before it. "I'm sure that it would be warmly welcomed." Kaslea says, trying to not giggle at the infecting enthusiam.

Gwynhyfar actually claps her hands together with glee, hopping up and down and causing wet sand to splat everywhere. Faranth, the rumors one could spread about a certain old Harper's sanity... "By my great-Auntie's underpants, it's /brilliant/," she crows, before executing a little dance on the beach. She looks down, then looks over at you. "Hey. Wanna play X's and O's?"

OOC: Kaslea dies laughing

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "You can only die laughing if you promise to come back as my twisted ZOMBIE Muse."

OOC: Kaslea makes a vague attempt at doing zombie noises

OOC: Gwynhyfar laughs so hard she chokes.

OOC: Kaslea tries to perform the Heimlich manouver

OOC: Gwynhyfar imagines a zombie doing the heimlich... wouldn't your hand fall off or something? rofl

OOC: Kaslea eyes herself. "Hope you don't mind bits of stuff on your clothes? I would make an attempt to brush it off, but that might make it worse."

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "Okay. You gotta stop. it hurts to laugh this much."

OOC: Kaslea cackles. "I'll try" :)

But Kaslea wouldn't be gossipy enough to spread those rumours around. Since she's up to her ears in this idea as well. But the funny dance and the unusual exclamation gets a quickly muffled chortle. It does take a couple of moments before Kaslea can calm herself enough to answer. "I'll try."

Gwynhyfar moves to an area a little further away from the erasing waves and leans over to sketch a tic-tac-toe board in the sand with her finger. "You can go first," she offers magnanimously, stepping back.

That's very kind of Gwyn. "Thank you ma'am." is Kaslea's properly courteous reply, before she scrutinises the sandy board. "Hmm." she mutters, before bending down to sketch an X in the centre of the board. "I hope you don't object to O's?" If she does, it'll be easy enough to smooth it out and start again.

"Actually, I prefer them," avers Gwyn, bending to mark her O in the upper left-hand square. "There's something so complete about them. Although they're a bit sticky to draw in sand, you always get that little blob in there somewhere..."

OOC: Gwynhyfar shakes her head. If the other people on the M* only knew what fun RP they could be having.

OOC: Kaslea nods. Yep :)

Well, that's a relief. "X's are easy in sand." Kaslea notes, proving her point by drawing her next one, in the right hand centre line square. "Done."

Gwynhyfar hmmphs and is forced to place her O in the left center square to counter you. "Yes, you'd best leave those O's to us Masters," she teases.

Kaslea giggles. "Of course ma'am, I'll leave the difficult O's to the experts." Cackle. And whoops, Gwyn nearly has a line. And now Kaslea is in a quandry. Does she let her Master in the Craft win? Finger makes her mark in the bottom left hand box.

OOC: Kaslea grins. Are you drawing this game out beside you so you know where everything is? :)

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "Nah, I'm keeping track in my head."

OOC: Kaslea envies Gwyn's brain

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "It's muddled, trust me. I was saying left, but I was envisioning right ;)"

Gwynhyfar exclaims a sigh, if you can imagine that, and deftly stratches an O in the upper right hand box. "I have a feeling this'll be a stalemate," she muses, her tone nothing more than curious.

Kaslea nods at Gwyn's comment, before scratching her X into the middle top row box. "It looks like it." That's the problem with this game. Lots and lots of draws. But its fun, trying to see if you can outhink your opponent.

OOC: Gwynhyfar 's brain loses track.

OOC: Kaslea says, "O /X /O"

Gwynhyfar looks at the board and hmms. "I have to put my O there, in the bottom center square. Yup, this is a draw."

OOC: Kaslea says, "O/X/X"

OOC: Kaslea says, "X / /"

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "Ooh, thanks!"

OOC: Kaslea giggles

Gwynhyfar flops back in the sand, nevermind that it's wet. Her leathers have gotten wet before. "What we need is stacked X's and O's," she decides enigmatically.

Kaslea blinks. She hasn't heard of the variation before. "That would be interesting ma'am, but I really should be heading back to start my chores." And get out of these wet things. Gwyn may not catch cold, but Kaslea isn't so sure about her.

Gwynhyfar blinks and looks up in surprise before she remembers that Kaslea's a Candidate. "Oh, of course. My apologies for making you late. Blame me if anyone grumbles." She grins. "They'll believe you."

Kaslea trots off fairly speedily, waving over her shoulder. She'd much rather play X and O rather than do chores, but she had better be a good little candiate.

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "Good little ZOMBIE Candidate..."

OOC: Gwynhyfar facepalms. Oi. I am wacko today.

OOC: Kaslea gets a strange message when she tries "You have already applauded Gwynhyfar within the last two applauds.". *uuuuurrrrrrggggghhhhh*

OOC: Gwynhyfar rofls!

OOC: Gwynhyfar says, "Yeah, you can't applaud someone too muh, it's to make you go find other people to play with. But they're never here!"

*** INVOCATION Disconnected ***

**OOC comments left in because I found them funny :)**

