24/09/2002

Logfile from Invocations

Hall(#109RA)

Currently it has been arranged as housing for the candidates of the upcoming hatching. Cots line the walls and presses are scattered about for storage. There are several portable dividers that can be arranged for privacy, sequestering off changing rooms.

Contents:

Candidate Roster

Obvious exits:

Out (O)  GuestHouse (GH)  Storage (St)

'+view here' is used in this room to give rules and guidelines for Candidacy. Please read each item as you are responsible to adhere to the information covered there.

Gwynhyfar comes in from the Yard.

Gwynhyfar has arrived.

Gwynhyfar darts into the Hall, a hide in one hand, waving the other wildly. "Quick! I need a rhyme for 'dragonrider'!"

Kaslea drops the sheet she was attempting to fold, and just stares. "Erm." is her only comment as she racks her brain to try and think of a rhyme. "

Gwynhyfar says "And 'sharding tunnelsnake' and 'age-bitten leather.'"

"Leather and weather?" Kaslea suggests for lack of any other ideas, picking the sheet up off the floor before any notices it there. "Erm." Seems all that she can say is Erm.

Gwynhyfar pauses and scribbles that down. "Weather... age-bitten leather, buffeted by weather.. that could work." She gnaws the end of her stylus, sitting on a random (unmade) cot.

Kaslea looks relieved that she's actually managed to contribute something. But her mind is stil working on the other ones. "Does anything actually rhyme with tunnelsnake?" she muses. "Apart from Turnday cake, which is just daft."

Gwynhyfar tilts her head back and cackles. "Turnday cake! I love that! Maybe this needs to be a comic song... 'he found a shardin' tunnesnake/tucked inside his Turnday cake!'

Kaslea stiffles her own laughter. Its amazing what silly things actually work. "Can I ask why you need rhymes ma'am?" she asks tentatavly, tilting her head at Gwynhyfar. But she's still going to try and think of one for dragonrider.

Gwynhyfar chuckles and gnaws on the pen some more. "Yes, I think a comedy is appropriate. Something about a bumbling old dragonrider." She scratches a few more lines on the page, then looks up to answer your question. "Well of course you don't /need/ rhymes in a song. But the more popular ballads and bawdies usually want easy-to-remember words, so everyone can sing along with them. And rhymes tend to be easier to remember."

Kaslea nods in understanding. You learn something new everyday. "So the more people will be going around singing the song because they can't get the rhyming words out of their head."

Gwynhyfar cackles again, with a hint of mischeif. "Exactly. And if you phrase a song just right, you can make it easy for people to substitute the names of their friends or enemies, so they can use a good lampoon song to mock someone, or a good ballad to praise another." Welcome to POpular Songwriting 101.

Kaslea grins, before a distant voice can be heard calling her name, sounding fairly peeved. "Shard it!" she mutters, before blushing. "If you'll excuse me ma'am, I think that I need to be somewhere else at this moment in time." She doesn't even wait for an answer, already moving off at a vaguly fast speed with a farewell wave,

*** INVOCATION Disconnected ***

