21/05/2002

Logfile from Harpers-Tale

Urzketh warbles a loud trumpet of a greeting as he circles in from the chilled aura of ::between::, gliding down in a slow, lazy circle. A few moments later, Akashath winks in, L'stat close behind as they glide off with a wave towards the norther part of the bowl. Fyria waves up at them as Urzketh settles in, recognizing Xylyth and giving him a quick whuffle; Fyria slips from his neck, landing with a soft *thud* and immediately begins peeling out of her riding gear, considering the heat. "Kazra! Hey there!"

Southeastern Bowl

 This area of the bowl is the highest point of the bowl floor; from here, it slopes down and to the northwest, spilling out to the plateau below the wide gap in the Weyr rim to the west. Various tunnels here lead into the Weyr's inner caverns; the living caverns, hatching grounds, and main Weyr tunnel all branch off from here. To the west lie the stables where the Weyr's runners are housed. There is also a stone stairway that leads up to the Weyrleader's weyrs.

  It is a winter before dawn.  A light rain falls, as the storm nears its end.  The wind has died off some, and only the occasional gust stirs the downward fall of the rain.  Distant rumbling of thunder can be heard off to the north.

Above, you see a green and a brown dragon.

Perched on rocky crags about the bowl are four firelizards.

Bronze Nhamarath, green Fellrath, brown Morath, green Briganth, blue Urzketh, brown Xylyth, blue Vorkoroth, and bronze Orbyth are here.

Fyria and Wyn are here.

Obvious exits:

Hatching Cavern     Central Bowl     Weyr Tunnel     Living Caverns

Orbyth trumpets a greeting to Ista's watchdragon as the High Reachian delegation breaks into the sky above the oh-so-warm Weyr. Bronze wings still for a nice soar down towards the bowl, and he backwings briefly to make a smooth landing - not covering anyone in dust today. "H'llo again!" The greeting is meant for Kazra, of course, since he just saw Fyria and Wyn at 'Reaches. Bronzer slides from his mount's side, idly keeping an eye on the weyrlings. Such a troublesome bunch they are. Hehe.

Zi'n uses a coppery-tinged shoulder to slide to the ground, aided by an impatient flicker.

Kazra looks up automatically at the trumpet of greeting, but it takes a bit longer for the identity of the blue to sink in. "Fy!?" is the loud exclamation, question, and statement in one. Another loud noise and a mental prod sends Kazra's eyes in the direction of Zi'n, along with a cheerful grin. "Hello." Reachian invasion. Xylyth adds his own noises of greeting to the general ensemble.

And in winks Vorkoroth, spiralling downwards shortly after to land with a neat thump and a small cloud of dust, offering Wyn a deft foreleg, which she uses to dismount in her standard double hop, already stripping out of the outer layers of riding gear as the blue rumble-purrs a greeting.  "Good morn!"  she calls, bland but distinctly cheerful.

Fyria shades her eyes against the slight mist of rain, expression one of utter delight at having escaped winter's clutches back home.  "Reaches is invading Ista, just to warn you," she says with a quick wink.  Fy turns briefly, giving Zi'n a cursory nod and smile, along with a "Well Wyn, it's warm, but it's raining."  Swiveling her gaze back to Kazra, she asks "How goes it on the Ista front?"

Zi'n leans agains Orbyth's foreleg as the bronze is busy inspecting the small cloud of dust Vorkoroth kicked up. Iiinteresting... "Ah now, we'd never dream of it," the 'Reachian weyrleader grins, snickering in a mildly berating manner at Fyria. "But it's certainly nice." And today he has a message to deliver - and not to that slacking blue-pair.  

That slacking bluepair meaning neither Fyria nor Wyn, of course! 

Bah. 

"Is there many more of you to arrive?" Kazra asks jokingly, before grinning as Vorkoroth makes his entrance. "Good morning to you as well!" she returns, before switching back to Fyria's question. "Hot, damp, fun sums it up." is her response. "And you're always welcome at Ista."

Lo and behold, the clouds part...the skies clear....the sun shines!  Weather be darned!

"Better than snow," notes Wyn to Fyria.  "One doesn't have to shovel it."  Draping her riding jacket over one arm, the blueling simply leans up against Vorkoroth in a companionable silence, letting the more socially-inclined members of the 'Reachian delegation carry the conversation until she can think up something suitably witty to impart.  Vorkoroth meanwhile, is preening slightly over his cloud of dust being inspected.  It's a top-quality cloud of dust, he'll have you know.

Fyria returns Zi'n's derisive look with one of her own, accompanied by a wink before shaking her head at Kazra.  "Not that I know of, unless others are following us that we don't know about."  Urzketh scratches at an eyeridge with his claw before settling his tail around Fyria's feet, its customary position.  "And Wyn has a point --one doesn't shovel rain.  Ah..looks like it's clearing up," she says, eyeing the skies.  "Don't know about the rest of you, but I'm a bit hungry.  Anyone else?"

Zi'n grins back at Fyria, and shakes his head at the Istan brownrider. "I think we're the only ones. Unless, of course, we decide to send the whole weyrling class for 'extended training' at Ista," he adds in a teasing tone, eyes sparkling with mischief. Orbyth stares intently at Vorkoroth's dustcloud - before promptly using it to scrich his head on. Ahhhh. Rubbing it right there on the ground feels so good! An approving whuffle is sent to the weyrling blue. Who's yo daddy! "Food sounds good," bronzer admits, pouting a bit, "alas I must really go see N'ano before I eat..."

"I'm not sure what the general response to that would be." Kazra admits, smiling at the thoughts of the chaos that might ensue. She leans against Xylyth, who is busy inspecting the blues from Reaches. "Food sounds good." and Kaz tilts her head to the side slightly, considering.

Druseth's Vor's daddy.  And his half-brother, too...  Wyn just hasn't pointed that out yet, preferring to save herself the headache.  Ah,'Reaches bloodlines.  The House of Stuart has nothing on them.  Ahem.  Wyn ponders a moment, and then gives a little nod.  "Food sounds like an admirable suggestion indeed,"  she concurs.  "Lead on and I'll be right behind you."

Fyria nods, and snags a passing drudge with orders to fetch a breakfast basket.  A few moments later he returns with a nod (and a leer), handing the basket to Fyria before scuttling off.  "Alrighty then, I say we take this basket of goodies and go to the beach.  I need a tan."  Spinning around, she suddenly realizes --she has no idea where it is.  "Er, I tihnk I'll follow you, Kaz.  Else I'm likely to wind up in the latrines more than anything."  Which would not be a Good Thing.  

Kazra grins at the drudge, and the basket, before trying to hide her laughter. "To the beach it is then. Walking, or betweening?" is her next question. "Betweening would be quicker, but then you'd have to get cold again." She's strange

"Walking sounds like an excellent idea,"  notes Wyn.  "Seeing as how we've just recently gotten warm again.  And besides..."  Here a little ex-Healer-ness pokes through, in the form of a serene smile.  "Walking is good for you."

Fyria nods in agreement with Wyn as she adjusts her grip on the basket's handle.  "Definitely walking.  We'll follow you, yes?"  Urzketh shakes his wings and decides to glide along, launching into the air with a great scrabbling of claws and stirring of dust.  Fyria just rolls her eyes, muttering "Showoff," before she turns to Kazra with anod of her head.  "Lead on, considering I'm just as likely to get us lost in the bowl."  Eheh.

"Alright." Kazra grins, before raising an arm. "Its thataway!" and off she starts, Xylyth ambling behind looking about. Things look different from a ground level.

Main Beach

  The beach here is of a fine, glittering black sand... volcanic sand, remnants of a long-past eruption.  The beach is fairly wide, which is a good thing since many of the Weyr's dragons like to come here and lounge in the sun.   The crystal blue waters of the ocean roll up in gentle hissing waves on the shoreline, sometimes leaving shells or other treasures from the sea in their wake.  On the north and south ends of the beach, the cliff from the plateau retreats into the forest, and trees flank the beaches.

  It is a winter before dawn.  A light rain falls, as the storm nears its end.  The wind has died off some, and only the occasional gust stirs the downward fall of the rain.  Distant rumbling of thunder can be heard off to the north.

To the east, you see one person.

To the northeast, you see a gold dragon.

Out on the pier, you see two ships.

On the perch are Topaz, Cinder, and Jung.

Brown Xylyth is here.

You notice Wenche and Nexia asleep here.

Obvious exits:

Plateau     Hillside Path     North Beach     Pier     Water     South Beach

Fyria sashays and shimmies her....self down the trail from the plateau.

Wyn walks down the trail from the plateau.

From above, Vorkoroth glides down from above the plateau.

From above, Vorkoroth wings down and lands on the beach.

Vorkoroth lands, scattering sand about with his wings.

From above, Urzketh zig-zags in erratic fashion in from the east.

From above, Urzketh wings down and lands on the beach.

Urzketh lands, scattering sand about with his wings.

Fyria chuckles at a random thought from the blue, even as he follows overhead in an eazy glide, settling on the sand with a quick drop.  Fyria ambles over to a clear spot near Urzketh and sets the basket on the sand before peeling out of her riding jacket.  Stretching with a loud yawn, she just smiles with an impish grin, saying "Wyn, I think we might have to stay here a few hours, no?"  Or the day, even.

Wyn paces in behind the other two, Vorkoroth deciding that the air is a much more efficient means of travel, and flaps in shortly afterwards.  "Ahhh,"  she sighs quietly, her boots being rapidly discarded in favour of wriggling her toes in the black sand.  "That sounds like an excellent idea.  Or perhaps until spring?"

Kazra looks slightly relived that she managed to find her way to the beach on food, and didn't get them lost. "Since there's only two of you, you'd be welcome to stay at my weyr for a bit. There's plenty of room on the ledge." And Xylyth would be happy for the company. 

With the courtly offer of a foreleg, Wyn alights upon Vorkoroth's neck. Good to go.

Fyria is half-undressed now, down to her camisole tunic and debating running around in her skivvies, considering how warm and wonderful the sun is on the beach.  "Don't tempt me, Kaz," she says with wry grin.  Wyn's sudden need to depart gets a quick nod and wave as Fyria crouches and begins to rummage through the basket.  She selects a fresh, round orangefruit before indicating for Kazra to take a peek herself, for a snack.  "I love the snow, but flying around in blizzards is a whole 'nother story."

Kazra is kicking off her boots and lumping them in a heap, along with various other bits of clothing, and straps. Xylyth heads towards the sea, and Kazra flops down on the sand, leaning to rummage in the basket. "Me, tempt you? I would do no such thing." And her voice is slightly muffled and her face hidden, which is probably just as well considering the smile  that is spreading across it. "That's why Ista can be better than Reaches. Less snow."

Fyria laughs at kazra's tone, adding her own wry "Surrrre you wouldn't."  Digging her bare toes into the warm sand, she leans back against a dark blue forelimb, peeling her orangefruit and dropping the peels into a small, neat pile with nimble fingers.  "I can't believe that we've graduated to Sr. Weyrling already.  Did it go by this fast for you?" she queries, dark eyes bright.

Kazra produced her own snack from the basket, and having managed to compose her features enough to talk, sits back upright. "Innocent me?" she adds for good measure to the previous conversation, before moving onto the next one. "Graduated? Oh yes, there were stories about that moving around. And I think that congratulations are in order, are they not? And yes, weyrlinghood seemed to fly by. Every time I turned around, Xy was larger, and the lessons were getting harder."

"Innocent my arse, Kaz," Fyria replies quickly, lips in a teasing smile.  She frees a wedge of the orangefruit and pops it into her mouth, quiet for a moment until it's eaten.  "Congrat--oh, thanks my dear." Fy's cheeks colour slightly as she eyes the knot on her hastily discarded jacket, shaking her head.  She still is in a bit of aftershock, if you will.  "Urzketh keeps growing, so I know how that is.  I think he's on his, oh, 8th, 9th set of straps...right love?"  The blue burbles an agreement before settling his head back on his foreclaws, wings spread to catch as much warmth as possible.  "One thing for sure, the tanners are sure busy."  

Mailli wades out of the water.

"Charming." is Kazra's slightly sardonic comment, but smiled anyway, before she flops flat out on the beach, staring at the sky. "You're quite welcome." A quick tilt of the head to regard Urzketh. "Its hard to match the size they were when they hatched, to the size that they are now." she notes.

**And due to idling, the RP ended here**

