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Logfile from Invocations

This world is Pueblo 1.0 enhanced

Gwynhyfar comes in from the Porch.

Gwynhyfar has arrived.

There's a creak as the door opens and Gwynhyfar steps in, her eyes instantly scanning the room. A surprise Candidate inspection? Looking for her lost mind? Who knows? She seems almost startled to see you there, though. "Oh, dear. Hello, Kaslea."

Person! Kaslea is immediately up on her feet as soon as her name is spoken. Eyes blink as she adjusts to her shift in position, and she stays silent for a moment as vocal cords marshell themselves. "Good day ma'am." Seems like vocal cords are set on formal at the moment.

Gwynhyfar nods in absent approval; good vocal cords. "And how are you doing, my dear?" she asks solicitously enough, entering the room and wandering among the rows of cots - looking under them, checking the dust on the clothespresses, smoothing down covers.

"Quite alright thank you ma'am, and yourself?" Years of ABC (always be courteous) snap into action. Kaslea does look slightly startled, and perhaps slightly worried at the inspection that is taking place, and tries to smooth her cover down slightly while not appearing to move.

"Well enough, I suppose," sighs the Harper, straightening and planting her hands on her hips. "I swear that boys are genetically predisposed to be messier than girls, but do they have to be /that/ much messier?" It's a rhetorical question. Crossing the room, she sits on your cot and smiles at you. "How're you dfinding things here, dear?"

Shuffle of feet. But Kaslea is relaxing somewhat from her nervous stance. "Its different from home ma'am, but I'm finding things alright now. Everyone's friendly." those she's met anyway. Lurking is probably the best word to describe what she's been doing.

"I should hope so," murmurs Gwyn. "If you meet anyone who's not friendly, let me know, and they'll be removed. We don't allow unfriendly people here." Her eyes are twinkling as she teases. "Well, I know you've been busy candidating - and how's that going? - but I was wondering if you'd had any Harper thoughts lately."

Kaslea nods, and grins. "Candidacy is going well ma'am." and she tries to keep her face blank, after all, there have been a few pranks that she has taken part in, though she will deny it. "Harpering has been lurking at the back of my mind." she nods. "Just as background thoughts which sometimes come to the front." Strange explanation, but then she is strange herself.

Gwynhyfar nods in seeming understanding. "Things you'll think about when you've got more of a moment for them, then?" She grins faintly. "I know how Candidatehood is. You're whole life is on hold at the moment. Rarther irritating at times, isn't it?"

"When I'm not thinking about one thing, I'm thinking about the other." Kaslea nods. She doesn't want to seem like she's slacking. "It can be irritating ma'am, but it has its moments." and she grins as a memory flickers into her mind.

Gwynhyfar is seated on Kaslea's cot, speaking to her quietly. "Good. Those moments are what Candidatehood is about. Well, that and the Hatching." She chuckles briefly. "IN any case... is there anything you'd like to know, any questions you want to ask me?"

Acayr makes his way slowly into the hall, a long pointed stick in one hand. He gives a nod to those here as he arrives.

Kaslea tilts her head to one side in consideration "I can't think of anything at the moment ma'am." But no doubt as soon as Gwynhyfar leaves she'll think of lots of things. Acayr gets a cheerful wave as he enters. Another person. Whoo!

Gwynhyfar eyes Acayr curiously as he wanders in. "Hello, Acayr. Mind if I ask what's up with the stick?"

Acayr grins, "Its for sticking tunnel snakes."

Gwynhyfar ohs, and laughs. "Get any lately?"

Kaslea shudders slightly at the mention of tunnelsnakes. Yick. Rather him than her. A quick squint at the floor is given, just to check that none have followed him, or suddenly appeared near her.

Acayr says, "A few this morning, I am on tunnelsnake hunting this morning."

Gwynhyfar eyes the bronze firelizard on his shoulder. "I see. I bet your friend there appreciate that," she murmurs, gesturing to Monarch. Glancing over at Kaslea, she notes the girl's expression and decides to distract her. "And what are you up to today?"

"Changing the glowbaskets I believe." Kaslea replies after a moments hesitation, either trying to remember what she was doing, or thinking about tunnelsnakes again. "Seeing where needs them and the like." Which can be interesting to do, and better than anything involving tunnelsnakes.

Acayr grins and says, "That he is." he looks around noticing Kaslea's glances, 'I think we where clear of them in here."

"Those are fairly innocuous chores," muses Gwyn. "Sure beats doing laundry or peeling tubers. I had to peel tubers for sevendays on end, it seemed like." Sighing, she reminisces. "There were about a dozen of us Candidates, at least, and somehow I always ended up with Tubers."

Acayr chuckles and says, "Well I don't mind peeling tubers." he grins, "Then again the kitchen crew doesn't just have me do that. I worked in there before I was searched..."

Kaslea would prefer tubers or laundry to a certain chore. "Are you allowed to swop chores with another candidate?" she asks Gwyn curiously, not sure if she's seen that being done before or not.

Gwynhyfar squints at Acayr. "You're right. I remember when I first met you, you mentioned kitchen work." Another squint as she contemplates Kaslea's question. "Sure, I don't see why not. As long as the chore gets done and both of you are agreeable to the swap."

Kaslea nods. Good. "That's good to know." It might come in handy later on. And that about exhausts that topic of conversation, so Kaslea does her best to think of another. And comes up blank.

Gwynhyfar chuckles softly. "Yup. In any case, I'm afraid I need to go check on the weyrlings, and then the other Apprentices. So I'll leave the two of you to your own devices. Though, if I were you," and she casts a glance around the barracks, "you might give a word or two about neatness to some of your fellow Candidates."

Kaslea nods. "I'll pass on the message to the others." she says. "And I should start looking at these glowbaskets. See what needs doing." Busybusybusy.

Acayr has disconnected.

Gwynhyfar smiels her encouragement. "Good idea. Remember, just ask me if you have any questions. I don't bite. Much."
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