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Logfile from Invocations

This world is Pueblo 1.0 enhanced

Cymoril comes in from the Yard.

Cymoril has arrived.

Cymoril comes in, looking rather exhausted but at the same time exhultant, she glances around the barracks to see if there is anyone present.. awake.. alive..

Kaslea is awake, and frowning as she attempts to mend a rather large hole in a sock. But the offending article is quickly stuffed behind her back as Cymoril enters, and Kaslea does her best to muffle a yelp as the needle pricks her. "Ma'am." is her greeting. Vocal cords in formality drive.

Cymoril's expression turns delighted as she sees a suitable vic.. candidate. "Kaslea! Hi.. Are you busy?" She asks.. obviously hoping to get a response to the negative.

"Not at all ma'am." Kaslea responds, getting to her feet. "Is there something I can help you with?" Better offer, that way she looks keen. A quick glance is shot behind her to make sure the offending sock is out of sight.

Cymoril grins "Help.. Not really. I was wondering ifyou'd mind if i took you out on the sands so I can show off Mistryth's new clutch.

Kaslea's expression looks for a moment like someone has hit her over the head with something, but that fades mostly. "I would be honoured ma'am." and scared, but hopefully Cymoril will make sure that Mistryth won't eat her.

Cymoril is almost bouncing in place but trying to maintain her.. dignified WW appearance (yea right)

**minus travel spam**

Hatching Ground

Arcing high over head the ceiling of the cavern is several dragon lengths away and is much more reminescent of the Honshu Cavern or even Cedoa than of the one at Drakes. The sand underfoot was obviously carted in but it is still hot to the touch, heated by the network of hotsprings that flow beneath the surface of the ground. A rise of rock off to one side provides a couch for the queen from which she can easily see and tend the entire clutch.

High in the cavern wall is a ledge that delves deeply into the surface of the rock and is large enough to comfortably hold several dragons at one time if they don't mind being.. snug. The byplay of light and shadow around the ledge leads one to believe it may have an opening that can't be seen from the ground but that provides sky access to this cavern.
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Mistryth is currently asleep, body curled in an arc around the eggs which are in turn nestled deeply into the hot sands.

Kaslea follows Cymoril, fairly tentitavely, eyes glancing around. But the sight of the queen and the eggs freezes her feet in place, and she stands gawping for a moment, looking like she's trying to catch flies.

Cymoril awws "She's asleep. She LOVES showing off new eggs to candidates.. You'd never expect it from her personality the rest of the time but she's definitely got a maternal instinct before they hatch.

Well, that's slightly more reassuring than the thoughts that were running through Kaslea's head. She manages to coax her feet to move, and shuffles forward again. She still stays silent though, words failing. Either that or she's still worried.

Cymoril glances over a the candidate, obviously a little disappointed with the lack of .. enthusiasm but as she moves over to stand by the eggs, the mood lightens as her own excitement mounts regardless.

Kaslea bullied her vocals cords into submission. "They're beautiful ma'am. Stunning. Overpowering." and she could go on in the same vein for quite a while. Feet shuffle her forward warily again, and a smile breaks across her face.

Cymoril smiles, glancing over at the girl. "I never got to see the egg Mistryth hatched from..until the day she hatched." she comment.s

Kaslea smiles. "I feel honoured that you've let me see the eggs ma'am." and her eyes lock onto the eggs and the queen again. "Its more amazing that I imaginied it would be." she says almost to herself, before looking sheepish. "If that doesn't sound too daft."

Lighthouse of Alexandria Egg

A brilliant flare of red and orange seems to almost burn out of the darkness that surrounds it, glorious flash of blinding white directly in its heart. This radiance pours from the top of a tower, visible only as a hazy form obscured by the intensity of the light. Traveling downward, away from the luminescence, the form becomes more discernable, a hewn-stone fabrication, solid enough to withstand the wind and waves for long years. The base is broad and stable, formed from the rock beneath it. Forms have been carved into its surface, discernable as fantastic animals and humans, often recognizable aspects of both in one image.

Temple of Artemis at Ephesus Egg

Glowing white marble forms a flight of short but deep stairs which ascend to a broad expanse of the material, broken only with the graceful lines of ionic columns which seem to almost grow from foundation to support a low, peaked roof. This form is a vivid contrast against the crystalline azure that is found only in the most perfect summer sky, cloudless and warm yet without the sultry tones of humidity. A closer look reveals that between the columns are the forms of statues, every other one is recogizable as a draconic form while the others are human though who exactly they represent is unclear.

Hanging Gardens of Babylon Egg

A profusion of muted colours meets the eye.. delicate pastels mingle with rich jewel tones and bring to mind a fabulous garden blossoming with life. The bottom portion of the orb is mostly greens, rich and verdant fading to soft and delicate tendrils that spiral and dance upwards. The upper portion is more detailed, if you looks closely enough you can actually make out what appear to be, individual flowers, some with a myriad of petals forming the individual buds. Throughout the scene, cool tints of blue weave their way through the other shades, like fountains of water, carefully positioned to yield cooling water to the plant-life which relies on it to sustain life. Along one side, droplets sparkle in an arcing spray as if a natural waterfall has spattered the surface of the egg.

Great Pyramid of Giza Egg

Shadowy grey and deep charcoal fight for dominance over the surface of this egg. Limed in silver the outline of a pyramid stands out vividly against the ebon-background hues as if silhouetted against the night sky. The fabulous structure is shadowed along the left side so that the outline is hazy almost as if it were obscured by a rising sandstorm. The clearly visible portion appears scoured yet rough, the shape of large rectangular stones marked evenling along its surface. Broad at the base and towering upward, the steeply angled sides are surprisingly smooth reaching as if to pierce the sky with its pointed apex.

Cymoril grins "Not at all! I mean.. it's one thing to just hear people talk about eggs. How different can they be from.. chicken eggs. or even firelizard eggs.. but even after all this time, i'm amazed when i stand on the sands near a clutch.. even when it's not Mistryth's clutch.

Kaslea nods, starting to feel more at ease now, which is a relief. "Its maybe because dragons are shrouded in mystery." she muses for no readily apparent reason. "BUt they are beautiful eggs."

Cymoril grins "I'm glad you approve.. I thought they were of course.. but.. i'll admit to being biased.

Kaslea smiles. "I'm sure that no one would say otherwise." And being biased is good.

Cymoril glances over at Mistryth "Well I should probably get you back to the barracks. She's going to be awake and hungry soon I'm sure and I want to be here to take her to the feeding grounds.

Cymoril heads off in the direction of the Tunnel.

Cymoril has left.

Cymoril waves and heads off for the trek back.
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