16/10/2002

Logfile from Invocations

Gwynhyfar moves into the barracks on muted footsteps, moving quietly to avoid waking any snoozing Weyrlings. She pauses aftre a moment and surveys her charges, shaking her head silently.

It woudn't matter really, considering Kas is already awake, and doing her usual stare at the brown that decided that she was the one for him. She's still slightly in shock at the whole thing, but at least she's not the only one that impressed, so she has others to talk to. And then there's the weyrlingmaster as well if she needs to.

Gwynhyfar's eyes light finally on the newest pair of brownriders, and her face relaxes into a warm and decidedly proprietary smile. Look out for Mother Hen. A few soft steps carry her towards Aslanath's couch, where she pauses and says quietly enough, she hopes, not to startle Kas, "He's beautiful, Kas. Truly."

Is that her cue to run away? But no, Kas turns at the sound of the voice. The drilling that all riders must be saluted bring Kas to her feet, though she's careful not to disturb Aslanath. Hand touches brow, and a respectful "Ma'am." is uttered, before a grin breaks out over her face. The smile says it all.

Gwynhyfar's answering smile takes her back to that moment herself, and she sinks to a seat on the edge of a nearby couch, just nodding. Somehow, words don't exactly seem appropriate right now.

Kas blinks, dragging her mind back to the hear and now and trying to seperate herself from her memories. "And how are you ma'am?" Voice is quiet so as not to disturb anyone else.

"Pleased to have you among my neweest weyrlings," is Gwyn's prompt reply, coupled with a soft chuckle. "And atop a brown, no less. I have great plans for you, Kas." She's only mostly joking.

Kas grins, and there's probably a faint hint of a blush on her cheeks. "I'm glad to be here as well ma'am, with Aslanath." Her tongue lingers slightly over the name of the brown, who stirs slightly in response. Pause for a moments check, before Kas returns her attention to Gwyn. Great plans? Uh-oh.

Gwynhyfar chuckles again. "Rest easy, I can't implement them until you two are fully trained." She winks, face merry. "How is he, Kas? What's he like?" Curious, curious!

That's a relief. Kas smiles. "Its everything that you described ma'am, and more. Now I can see why is was difficult for you. At this point, its hard to seperate which of us is which." she's probably burbling, but she's trying to convey what's in her mind.

Gwynhyfar burbles quite a lot herself, so seldome notices when it's happening in others. "Has he evinced any particular quirks yet? You know, only eats the freshest meat, or needs to having his headknobs oiled twice..."

Kas grins. "He seems to have a preference for wrapping his tail around my ankle at any availble opportunity." she says. "I've learnt to pay attention to my feet now, in case he's done it, and I try to move." Either she falls over, or Aslanath skids along the floor looking confused. Usually the former.

Gwynhyfar bursts into a laugh at the mental images, a loud sound she quickly and ruefully muffles. "I can see how that might make moving about a bit uncomfortable. But be glad it isn't worse - when Panth was younger, he always insisted on 'sharing' his meal with my, usually by tossing a hunk of it at my chest."

Kas giggles along with Gywn, slightly quieter. "It does, but it can be funny sometimes." She winces slightly. "At least he was sharing what he had." Even though raw meat isn't her idea of a nice meal.

"Yes, you couldn't fault his generosity," replies Gwyn drily. "The worst part was that his hunger made me hungry, and boy did that meat look tempting at that point..."

"Oh dear." and Kas winces. "So you had to keep a sandwich in your pocket whenever you fed him?" she asks. She's probably wondering if she should do that.

Gwynhyfar blinks, then laughs softly. "You know," she admits, "I never even thought of that. I usually just rushed to the kitchen afterwards."

Kas grins. "I think I saw one of the other weyrlings doing that at some point." she notes. "The hunger can be fairly overpowering." But she hasn't resorted to eating raw meat yet. Luckily.

"Thankfully, I don't have to worry about stuffing my mouth with raw meat anymore. But I do wish someone had thought to give me that idea when I was a weyrling." Sighing for hours lost to craving raw meat, Gwyn shrugs. "I wasn't as smart back then as I am now."

Ooh. Now what can Kas say to that. So, she doesn't respond to that. "Each group of weyrlings comes up with something new, or expands on previous ideas." is her probably not very profound statement.

Gwynhyfar chuckles, a hint of irony in her voice as she says, "Very true. However, most of them repeat the mistakes of their predecessors, too. There are some things you just have to learn the hard way."

"But lets hope that these mistakes are nothing too serious." Kas replies, making a mental note to ask one of the older weyrlings for advice on things not to do, and things to do that people usually forget. "But in the end, its all worth it."

"Indeed. It's completely worth it. When you're done, you get to grow old with dignity and power, just like me." Gwyn giggles at the very thought. "Or at least you get older, anyway, and you've got a gigantic beast to take care of in your dotage."

Kas grins. Its like getting paid millions before having to do any work, and the fact that the work your doing is caring for your millions is a bonus. "Of course ma'am." Yep, dignity and power. Honest.

Gwynhyfar rests her gaze on Aslanath for a moment as she says, "And your lifemate will reach the height of his prowess." The brownrider giggles softly again. "Actually, I forgot how Panth put it, but it was funny."

Kas tilts her head. Interesting way of putting it. "Can I ask what Panth thinks of the new hatchlings?" she's curious to find out what the other big dragons think of the little dragons

Gwynhyfar grins. "It's probably better /not/ to ask, because he usually has devious plans for impressionable minds. He's a corrupting influence, it's true. But heknows his limits." Casting her gaze at the newest weyrlings, she then shrugs. "As for the newest weyrlings individually, if he's made an opinion, he hasn't shared it with me yet."

Corrupting influence on impressionable minds? Sounds like his rider *cough*. Kas nods simply. "Perhaps when we start to move around a bit more he'll see more of us." SInce Panth is probably too big to fit in the barracks.

"Oh, I'm sure he'll be sticking his nose in here before too long. He'll gladly answer any questions you or your fellows put to him, and ask a few of his own, but I usually have him give you all a bit of peace right after you IMpress." Gwyn grins. "Don't need Panth's muzzle in your business just yet."

Kas nods. "To give us time to become used to each other." she surmises, but makes a mental note to watch out for large brown noses around the place. "I'll remember that he likes to ask questions." Could be useful.

"He likes answer them even more," cautions Gwyn. "You should keep a close watch on conversations Aslanath has with him... soemtimes Panth's answers are a bit screwy."

Oh dear. "I'll be careful." Kas says, and she'll warn Aslanath to take Panth's answers with a pinch of salt, which might lead into a discussion of what salt is, and metaphors, and complicated stuff like that. Perhaps she'd better just listen.

**Gwynhyfar had to run, so the RP ended here.**

