17/10/2002

Logfile from Invocations

Cymoril has arrived.

Cymoril comes into the barracks from the WLM suite, nose wrinkling at the pile of femets evident on the floor by sight.. and odor. She moves directly to the check list of training items and begins to peruse it.

Aslanath(#1686ps$)

Glorious brown, the colour of mountain sides at noon and pine sap as it coalesces into eternal amber. Magestic form towers regally above, size rivaling that of a bronze, limbs well-muscled and proportionate to support the massize frame. Muzzle is velvety with hints of darker browns and blunted. Hide flecked with umber tones and appears to ripple with each movement like the soft fur of the gigantic felines that roam the wilds. Brilliant topaz cascades down neckridges to disappear between wings. Wingsails crafted of glittering sheets of amber caught between veins of pure gold distill Rukbat's rats into a glowing aura of sunlight when spread.

Aslanath regards you through wide open eyes, which shimmer like slowly whirling jade pools of jeweled light.

Aslanath isn't wearing riding straps, only his neckridges offer hand holds.

At 0 Turns, 0 months, 5 days old, this Molten Amber Brown dragon is 3.5 meters long from muzzle to tail tip, with fully extended wings spanning 5.8 meters.

Rubrub. A rather warm looking Kas is holding an oily cloth, and making a careful effort to oil every inch of Aslanath, hampered slightly by the brown tail coiled firmly around her ankle. Footsteps catch her attention, and she looks up, immediately standing straighter , dropping the cloth on Aslanath's back and saluting. "Ma'am." she says, before catching the cloth before it can slide off.

Cymoril smiles as she turns away from the board and returns the salute. "Hello! And how are you and Aslanath?"

Kas grins with a fond grin at the brown, who offers his own muted bugle to Cymoril. "We're both fine Ma'am, gettig used to each other." And that's been fun. Voices in the head can be quite disturbing. "And hows Mistryth?"

Cymoril's expression turns wry "Back to her usual self.. It's amazing how benevolent she can be when there are eggs on the sand.. but just let them find lifemates and she reverts.

Stay away from the queen in that case, Kas notes to herself. "Is she happy with the choices her children made?" Yes, she's curious. She'll be getting Aslanath to quiz the other dragons about what they thought. Call it a quirk.

Cymoril hmms and goes silent for a second, eyes getting that unfocussed expression for a few brief moments. "She doesn't think much about it. They are paired.. that is all that matters.. She is a mite.. smug when she thinks of all the trouble Aca. A'yr will have with Jadith.

Cymoril rolls her eyes a little.

Kas grins. "It could prove interesting." she agrees, remembering what happened on the sands, and some of the things she's heard in the barracks.

Cymoril nods "I am hoping Kadimath's blood turns out to be stronger than Mistryth's or he could be in for a rough time of it.

"I'm sure that he'll be able to manage though. He seems fairly strong willed." Kas notes, well, from what she's seen of him. And then there's the other two clutchsibs to try and keep some order.

Cymoril nods "Aslanath seemed to have some effect on her.. more than I can say for her mother. " She walks around the large brown, looking over him with a studied gaze. "He's going to be a big one..."

Aww. Blush. And Kas lokos proud at the compliements from Cymoril. Aslanath stands straighter, uncurling his tail for a moment from Kas's ankle. A mutter escapes the weyrling that sounds like "Show off."

Cymoril grins, eyes sparkling "Well. I'll let you get back to your tending him." She says.

Once more Kas picks up the oiled cloth, and bends to start rubbing again, tail sneaking round her ankle. A smile is given to Cymoril, with Kas keeping one eye on the Weyrwoman, and one eye on what she's doing. Yep, multitasking.

Cymoril moves back to the status board and begins looking it over again.

**I had to run to lectures, so had to scoot rather hurridly** 

*** INVOCATION Disconnected ***

