Logfile from Nerak

[Healer Chat] Nerak: heads for the Mug now!

Nerak walks into the Mug, finally able to rest after having to work over-shift in the infirmary.  She can now relax and celebrate her turnday a day late.  

Synte quietly plops down, eyeballing Kiriya, before up and sighing. "Okay, okay," he relents. "...limp needs attention. What's so great 'bout this Morallen guy, anyhow?" Oooh, and can't you just /see/ SynPlayer cackling? Yes. Make poor Kir describe Mr.I'mGonnaPrance'RoundTheLoungeInNothingButATowel-Morallen. He sips at his fizzy Bitran wine, contemplating almost idylically.

Yatyl isn't eavesdropping at all.  He just casually walks into the mug, hands stuffed deeply in his pockets and saunters up to the bar.  He grins at Lem and nods at him and is suddenly presented with a mug of ale.  Ahh.. the Perks of being some one's boss.  He turns around and leans against the bar as his eyes search out the crowds today.  He spies a person or two tht he knows ore recognizes, but for the most part doesn't say a thing.

"Ummmm... he's nice, I suppose.  Kind of cute in that uniquely Morallen-ish way, I guess."  Oooo.  "And he's quite knowledgeable about physical therapy, mind... he'll probably get his project done before I finish mine."  And as Nerak walks in, Kiriya tries to save herself from all this intricate prodding.  "Ner!  Guess whose turnday it is!"  Yup.  Kiriya remembers her friends' turndays, among all things. :)

Nerak turns to hear a familiar voice in the crowd, "Kiriya! Hello, I dind't know you were here.  Yep, I'm here to celebrate!  What's this about Morallen?  I've seen him performing his Physical Therapy, and he is quite good."  She looks sideways at her friend adn smiles. She orders a Benden white wine from Lem, "It's my turnday, and I deserve a Benden!" she chuckles.

Synte sips randomly, eyeballing Yatyl reservedly. Steward. Good to eat for lunch... wait. Can't say that. Mynd's line. 'Sides, Psyra would kill him if he tried anything. "Well, I ain't used to how /cute/ the kid is," he states to Kiriya, with a mirthful chuckle. "Ah. Well." A pause, and he chuckles at Nerak. "Mm, so he's good? Well... 'Nother plus for him, I suppose." Bitran blend is held 'loft at the healer; "Congratulations and condolences," he intones, in a voice that sounds freakishly akin to Morallen's Fortian-toned voice. Then, it's all Bitran charm and smiles, as he winks at the healer, and sips at his drink.

[OOC:] Kiriya is sorry, but I will have to bow out.  I can't concentrate on RP at this late hour >.<

[OOC:] Kiriya says "Bye!"

Kiriya has disconnected.

[Healer Chat] Kiriya: If you ever fall off the Sears Tower, just go real limp, because maybe you'll look like a dummy and people will try to catch you because, hey, free dummy. (disconnect)

>> Healer: Kiriya walks out wielding a scalpel, causing all the patients to faint with fright.

 [Healer Chat] Alain somehow just doesn't get that.

Nerak grins at Synte, "Thank you very much sir!  Condolences?  I dont' think so.  I'm happy to have lived another year.  This year was quite a memorable one, I might add, with the meteors as well as promotion to Journeywoman, but enough of my rambling.  24 Turns old, or shall I say young." she says, holding up her wine mimicking the man's gesture, "Thank you, fine sir."  She then takes a sip.  

[Healer Chat] Nerak: neither do I... so you're not alone!

[Healer Chat] Kryss thinks it's meant to provoke thought but no right answers?

[Healer Chat] Nerak: no, I think she's just talking about free dummies! hehe.... umm, right?

[Healer Chat] Kryss grins.. 

[Healer Chat] Saadni: It's blonde logic. 'Nuff said.

[Healer Chat] Alain: I mean, it's funny...but...not practical.

[Healer Chat] Nerak: hey... free's my favorite word! hehe

[Healer Chat] Kryss snickers 

[Healer Chat] Kryss: a dummy born or falling every minute?

Yatyl raises an eyebrow.  So far.. there was cute that he picked out of the sentences people were speaking, and limp as well.  He puts them together finds it to be utter nonsense and lets it go for now.  He does happen to hear the shouting about turndays and gets the skin of Bendedn red before Lem can serve it.  He grabs a glass or three in his fingers and walks over to where Nerak is sitting.  "And.. would you be the turnday girl?"  he grins winningly and sets down the glass infront of her reguardless of her answer.  "May I upgrade your drink on the house?"

Nerak grins at the man approaching with the wine, "Well, sir, yes I am!  Thank you very much!"  What a turnday!  She just expected to come and get a drink, celebrate alone as usual, and tehn turn in for hte night!  

Synte leans back, sprawling quite randomly, easing into a position that's comfortable for his still-healing leg. "It's always good to go through 'nother turn, I suppose," he drawls out, glancing sideways at Yatyl before rolling his eyes just slightly. "How're you g'nna beat Benden White?" The planet's best wine, after all, is Benden White. Even Benden Red is considered lower than a vintange of Benden White -- which the player should know, contemplating he plays a Vintner Master. Cough. "So, twenty-four turns old, eh?"

Nerak chuckles, "Honestly, I dont know much about wines, I've only recently become a Journeywoman, and Healer Apprentices aren't allowed to drink, so I don't have much experience.  I just have heard about Benden wine, so decided that it was worth the price for my turday."  She turns to Synte and smiles, "Yes, twenty-four.  Not a bad age to be!"  she chuckles.

Yatyl raises an eyebrow at Synte and shakes his head.  "Oh quit your whining, Synte, and let the woman decide for herself."  He peers over at the stablehand and wrinkles his nose.  "There are a great deal of people that prefer red over white, and now.. she has a choice."  he turns back to look at Nerak and shrugs.  "If you don't want it now, you can take it home for later.  Consider it a turnday present?"

Synte shakes his head. "Yatyl, honestly. What if she prefered the white?" He's perversely interested in bothering /every/person/that/he/meets/. And now that he doesn't have that shiny guardsknot on his shoulder that he yearned for so much -- instead settling with his not-so-shiny stablehand charms -- he has to do it by being downright annoying. "Red or white, m'dam?" he queries at Nerak with a low chuckle, one eyebrow hitching up a knot.

Nerak blinks, "Really?  That is very nice of you, Sir!"  She looks between the men, and the wines. "Umm, I guess I'll have to try both...  I do like the white so far, but I've never tried the red..."  She finishes off the white wine, and pours some red in her glass.  She takes a sip, "Well, I don't know!  They are both very good!  I see why Benden is well known for it's wine."  deliberately putting off an answer?  not her... hehe

Yatyl shakes his head.  Synte wasn't bitter at all.  No...  "By the way.  I got you some help.  With Trik Impressed now, I've got to start looking for a new Stablemaster.  If you don't want it, I suppose I can give it to the new guy, if he works out and all."  Nerak is given a kind smile and a bit of a wink.  "I prefer white myself, but there are times when red is perfect for the mood.  Don't worry about how pushy Synte's getting.  Its just his way of making friends."  That wasn't entirely true, but it was fun to try and make things up about the stableboy.

Synte eyes Yatyl. "You offering me the spot of stablemaster?" he asks, voice incredulous. He owlishly blinks at the steward, before shaking his head as if to clear it. After all, owlish blinks aren't /proper/ for Bitrans. Leers are much better -- and he promptly sticks one towards Nerak. Aw, he might be pretty much 'fasted unofficially to Psyra, but he can still flirt with everything female that moves, right? ... er, yeah. And male, too. Don't forget males. "And don't worry 'bout how bossy poor Yatyl here gets. It's just a part of his nature," he advises Nerak.

Nerak watches the steward as he talks, and then centers her attention to the stableman, for surely he is no boy...  She looks at Synte, seeing if he will want the Stablemaster position, what an honour that would be.  She remembers her promotion vividly, and how it made her feel.  She takes a few more sips of the red wine, "This /is/ very good!"  She chuckles.  She looks between the two men again, and laughs.  "You two must know each other well!"

Yatyl wrinkles his nose at Synte, ignoring the obvious jab.  "Perhaps.  You seem to enjoy your current position though.. sulking around the stables.. sulking around the mug.. sulking around Psyra..."  He grins impishly and shrugs at Nerak.  "Ehhhh.. Sort of.  I guess.  We work together."  Inwardly, he rejoices that Nerak seems to like the red enough to talk about it.

Synte quietly snickers at Nerak. "Sorta," he replies, easily. "We.. work together, yeah." Then, he blinks. "Well, if you're offering, I sure as shell want the promotion," he states, suddenly very keen, leaning forwards with a smile -- a /smile/?! -- lurking 'bout the edges of his lips. "Aw. But you.. sulk 'round your office.. sulk 'round the mug.. And everyone knows of how much time you spend 'napping' with Mynd," he jabs. Can you see the halo? "I've got a bottle of aged Benden White that you /must/ try, if it's your turnday," he suddenly, keenly states. "It's a fortified wine, though -- a cross called Benden Cross. Ever had it?"

Nerak smiles as she watches the two men banter like boys...  she takes another sip of her wine.  She really does like the taste of both, and sees the merits of each.  Of course at this time, for someone who hasn't had a touch of alcohol in 4 turns, it is just  starting to affect her.  Her cheeks are starting to turn pink, and she is grinning.  She also laughs at the fact they are jabbing verbally to each other... "Um, no, I don't think I have tried Benden cross... I am just trying the white and red for the first time today.  Is it hte same as just pouring the two half and half together?" she asks.

Yatyl eyes Synte.  "You missed my turnday by near a full half turn.  and besides, the whole hold knows I'm an insomniac.  If anything, I will likely never be caught napping with the hold harper."  He may do a lot with Mynd, but napping was hardly ever on their agenda.  "And everyone knows you mess around with the headwoman."  He raises an eyebrow and grins.  Nerak catches his attention again and he sits down at her table, grinning merrily.  Ohhh..an almost drunk woman.  "I wouldn't go mixing drinks untill you've had more time indulging in them, ok?"

"No, no -- if you'd mix 'em half and half, it'd be a Benden Blend," Synte explains. "Benden Cross is something a couple of Masters and a senior journeyman make out of Tillek, oddly enough. I'm good friends with one of 'em -- grew up with the lad that started it, y'know." A sage nod. "I wasn't talking about you, Yatyl," he states, with a roll of his eyes. His crop is fetched, and he prods the steward. He can be shelling annoying, when he wants to be; "You dropped the subject of stablemaster," he buggards. "The new guy don't know head from tails, much less feeding ratios and shoeing times and the newest suppliments from Keroon and--" His eyes about glaze over with happiness at this point in time. Mmm. He could blab on about runners and how the stables are doing for /turns/, if you'd let 'im.

Nerak shakes her head in amusement, the 'boys' are at it again... trying to 'one-up' each other.  This was fun!  Especially since Healer Apprentices weren't allowed that either, but as a Journeywoman.... "More time indulging in them?  Blend?  Cross?  Tillek?  I see I have a lot to learn."  She takes a few more sips of the red.  "Fruity."  she says.   She looks up, wondering how the Stablemaster talk will go.  This is exciting!

Yatyl raises an eyebrow at Synte and shakes his head.  He could also move quickly when he wanted to as well.  "True.  ideally you would be the best man for the job, considering your long history, but..  there have also been some rumor of terrified runners in the courtyard, trying to stay as far away from dragons as possible.. and left that way for several days?"  he holds out an empty glass for Synte to fill with his Benden Cross.  "Yes... My dear Journeywoman.  Stick to non-mixed drinks for a while.  Don't let Lem talk you into anything with.. more of a kick."  Sure, Lem was a gentleman, but not every one in the hold was.  Look at Yatyl or Synte, for instance.

True, true. Neither Yats nor Syn are really 'gentlemen'. However, Synte's pouring out glass-fuls of Benden Cross like there's no bottom to his bottle, and scowling displeasedly. "Those shelling runner-owners," he hisses. "I can't take care of the stables with my skeleton crew /and/ patrol the yards looking for loose runners. If they want to have their runners put up, they've gotta /tell/ us, not leave 'em wandering around. I keep on gathering 'em up every night, but seems like those fardling owners never get it in their heads to put 'em up where we can get 'em," he rant/compains. And -- it's the truth, even. Scary. "Yeah, you probably don't want any of this," he states, flashing a winning smile at Nerak, as he pours himself another goblet-ful of the liquid. "'Course I'd be the ideal man for the job," he sums up, half-lidded gaze trained on Yats.

Nerak cocks her eyebrows, "I can see why runnerbeasts would be afraid of Dragons, they eat runnerbeasts, don't they?"  She finishes her glass of red and holds it out to Synte, "I'd like to taste the cross, I've tried both the red and white, I need soemthing to comepare them to..." she says, hoping it's convincing.  She just wants to try it... and takes the chance on her turnday, and since she is feeling pretty courageous right about now...

Yatyl takes up his glass and sips at it before taking a long drink.  Well.. since Mynd couldn't be trained up properly.. quickly enough, it looks as if Yatyl has finally found himself a drinking partner.. with good taste too.  "Ok then.  I'll give you a sevenday to prove your point.  I am hiring more staff for you.  There is a new one as we speak.. a lad named Giador.  Green eyes.. black hair, prolly 15."  Yeah.. he was going to give the stablemaster's position to him.  Really.  Nerak is smiled at and leaned closer to.  "Dragons don't really eat them, but.. their presense sents the lesser trained runners into hysterics."

Synte swigs back his Benden Cross with the ease of a skilled drinker -- which he is. The young man's gaze is steady on Nerak, studying her up; "Just a taste," he warns, pouring a splash of the heady liquid into a glass. "A sevenday, then," he states, solemnly. "Sounds good to me." Synte contemplates this, giving a slight nod. "Giador, eh? Mm. Got it. I'll make sure that he gets to the runners." A slight pause, and a scowl. "Last few that I recruited upped and ran off to get 'fasted on me," he semi-complains. "Why can't people just be normal, and be /lovers/ for all of their lives?" Sigh. "I know that Gar's assistant stablemaster's stallion is fearless against dragons, and Demure got used to 'em when he was at High Reaches, but.. those are pretty rare," he agrees with Nerak. "Dragons eat runnerbeasts, indeedy."

Nerak cheeks blazing red now, she is fighting to keep her wits about her.  Two drinks in four years, and it 's getting to her...  shards...  She smiles back at Yatyl, "Oh, I thought they did... eat the runners that is... the dragons."  She tastes the Cross.  "Oh!  This is good too!  I'd be pressed hard... I mean hard pressed to dry and tecide which is the best of the three."  She takes another sip.  "I think I like them all!"  She announces triumphantly.  "Congratulations on becoming the Masterstable!  That is terriffic.  And I don't see what is wrong with handfasting.  Every girl dreams of living 'happily ever after', and I'm no exception."

Yatyl raises an eyebrow at Nerak.  "Cute little blonde boys dream about it too."  He just happened to be a tall not little blonde boy, so he wasn't talking about himself.  He drinks down the rest of the cross and presents his glass to Synte again.  T'would be a shame to give all of this precious liquor to an uncultured palate, even if it was the poor girl's turnday.  She was going to hate herself in the morning.  "Perhaps you ought to switch to water, Nerak..."  He smiles a little showing himself to be not so tough first.  "Synte.. What can I expect from you in a sevenday?"  NOt that he really defined anything but the time frame.

Synte innocently glances at Yatyl, not answering the questions just yet, turning to grin at Nerak. "I like 'em all, myself.. but I prefer the Benden Red Cross. Just don't tell Yatyl that," he stage-whispers, grinning. "Ahh.. thank you. I think." A grin, and then he leans back, glancing over at Yatyl, obligingly topping his glass out. "Eh, you could expect anything from me," he states. Okay, tone's too innocent for his own good. "I hope you don't mind me starting the Istan Waterbred breeding program back up, however. I don't know why we discontinued it in the first place.." he muses. "It's a bit late to start breeding the mares, but I've got five or six of them in heat, and I know a few studs that could cover all of them this sevenday.. Maybe we could get rid of excess training-stock, now that we aren't really /racing/ anymore.. we have no jockeys, and I couldn't train unless it was /approved/ by the Hold.." He continues to ponder. "Plus, lessons are always good." Oh, great. Poor hold. Synte's on the loose.

Nerak grins, "Water?  Why would I do that?  /This/ tastes so much better!" she says, taking another sip of the cross in her glass.  All Healer knowledge seems to have slipped out of her skull... at least the part about not drinking... or the effects.  "Boys do dream about handfasting?  I just thought they dreamed about the...  you know... afterwards..."  She manages to blush even further, if that is possible..  "Oh, racing runners!  That sounds like fun!  Let's go!"  she says, as she downs the last of the wine in her glass.  She tries to stand up, but fails.  She looks extrememly confused, as if she is wondering why her legs are turning traitor on her...

[Healer] Nerak: is RP'ing... in the Mug.  celebrating my turnday.

[Healer] Saadni cackles. It's pretty hilarious RP, too.

[Healer] Nerak: hehe... who, me?  *she says innocently*

[Healer] Nerak: you're there Saadni? An alt or flit? or are you one of hte guys??

[Healer] Saadni: One of the guys. ;)

[Healer] Nerak: oh.. which one?

Yatyl raises an eyebrow.  He wants to get rid of the training stock, but breed mares...  He blinks and peers at Synte, grabbing up his glass and drinking from it.  "How about this.  You get the stables running the way you want them running, give me a report about what you want to impliment and break it down in laymen's terms for the rest of my staff, and we'll call that your official interview for the position."  He smiles a little and turns around to find Lem and gets a pitcher of cold water for Nerak.  "Ok.. you've had enough wine for now.  I want you to..."  He accepts the glass and pitcher from Lem with a grateful smile and pours Nerak a large glass.  "...drink this all up then we'll get you back to your room."

Yes.. Yatyl did avoid the topic of handfasting once again.

Synte idylically watches Nerak, covering his amusement. Synte's not even got a pleasant buzz going yet -- gradual adaption to the liquor and all that mess. Takes more to get him good'n drunk. "Ah. Sit down, and.. drink water. Lots of water. Drink lots of water and you'll get un-drunk and won't have a hangover," he sagely states. Which, oddly 'nuff, is more of a truth than he'd prefer. Yats is glanced at, and he gives a nod. "Got it," he idylically states. "You'll have a report on your desk in exactly a sevenday from tomorrow at dawn." A slight grin -- yeah, that Bitran charm comin' out to play once more.

Nerak stares inito her empty glass... "Ohh, it's empty."  she pouts.  When Yatyl fills it with water, she picks it up and begins to gulp it, then sputters.  "Oh... that was... not, um... fruity."  she says, looking confused.  She obediently takes a few more sips and puts it down.  "I'm hungry." she blurts out.  Now she's officially not acting like herself... she gets loopy at times, but never this bad.  And never before with alcohol!    " Um, 'angover?  Thatsh bad."

[OOC:] Nerak says "I'll have to go in about 10 min or so... It's really late here..."

Nerak looks at Lem and yells "Meatroll!"

Yatyl almost glares at Synte for a moment.  "You wake me up at Dawn.. and you'll find yourself unemployed."  He snorts a little and continues to drink the Benden Cross.   He isn't even trying to get drunk.  He's just enjoying the flavor.  Something poor Nerak doesn't have the stamina to do yet.  He keeps his eyes on her for a little longer.  "Drink the water, dear.  Pretend its fruity and I might give you a kiss."  Yea... that wasn't motivation.  It was a vague attempt to get her wandering attention.  He cringes as Nerak yells for meatrolls and supposes that will help too.

Synte cringes at Nerak. "Ah. Darlin'. I think you're just a tad.. er.. drunk. Maybe you should get some klah," he patronizes, snickering at Yatyl. Aha. Rise: gotten. "I said it'll be on your desk, chap, not in your hand. Don't worry. I won't wake up your precious beauty-sleep," he snickers. "Mmm, isn't this good stuff?" Sip, goes the Bitran.

Nerak brightens "A kish!  No.. not durnk, I'm a healer.  Klah!" and looks for a mug.  "Where? Good schtuff!" she says as she takes a drink of her water, and winces again, not fruity.

Yatyl shakes his head.  "You've never been to my office.  I lock myself in at night.  If you go banging around trying to get in at dawn to place it on my desk, then you will wake me up."  Well, if he's actually sleeping nothing can wake him up, but.. well, that's beyond the point.  "Come on Nerak.. finish the whole glass.... the a kiss."  He grins and waits on the klah, thinking Nerak may pass out before she gets anything else down.

Synte heaves a sigh. "You lock yourself in at night? Well, that's no fun.. 'though I suppose that you'n Mynd have wild sex on your desk, so it makes it all better, eh?" He did /NOT/ just say that in public, did he? Choke. "Can't say I blame you. S'better on a desk," he thoughtfully comments. Okay. The player will now go die. "Nerak. Honestly, sweetling, you're drunk."

Nerak leans her head on her hand, and takes a few more sips of the water.  "Ahh, klah!" she says, then giggles as she realizes that she made a rhyme. "Kiss... klah... sleep... WILD SEX??  desk..."  she repeats from what the men have said.  she props her head on both hands now...  "Not dnurk..  "

Yatyl is relatively unfazed as he continues to coax Nerak into drinking more.  There is a definate redness creeping up his neck and into his face as he speaks with more 'control' now.  "Good Girl.  Drink up.  Drink Lots..."  That's about all yatyl can manage right now.  He just shakes his head slightly and ignores Synte.  Well, at least he wasn't going to fire him.

Mynd walks with silent footsteps in from the great hall.

Synte innocently snickers. "Aw. C'mon. You ain't gonna talk? Aww." Okay, so Synte's feeling a leetle buzz. Either that, or he's just loosening up.. "Desk, Kiss, Klah, Sleep, Wild Sex." He reflects on this. "Move the wild sex part up behind the desk," And he snickers at his unintended double-meaning, "And you've got yourself a rather nice night." A low, innocent smile twirks the Bitran's features into meltably charming. "Gotta suggest it to Psyra one of these days.. or nights."

Nerak finally finishes off her glass of water.  She turns a half smile to the two men and yells, "DONE!" She is fighting to keep her eyes open.  "So... schleepy..."  She starts to weave, as if a tree about to topple...

And who's going to come into the Mug at /just/ that point in time? It's a Mynd. Who promptly pauses, blinking. Wild sex? Desks? Squeak. Cough..yes. Well. He's not going to say a word about that. Nope. Not at all. Making his way around, the harper moves to lightly hug at Yatyl's shoulders before sitting down. Beam. "Hi there." Fingers are wiggled at Synte and Nerak too, for that matter.

Yatyl stiffens as Mynd hugs him and blinks a little, no sound coming from him though.  Synte was still going on about all that, and Nerak was about to pass out.. and now Mynd was here and Yaty couldn't even make eyecontact with him.  He turns his head to the side and peers at Synte.  "If you're going to be messing around in Psyra's office, lock the door first so that no innocent hold dwellers are traumatized by that."  There was that 'I'm the steward and i'm threatening your job' tone of voice behind that order before he turns his head back to Nerak.  yes.. poor Mynd.  Ignored.  "Hon.. do you want to go back to your room now?"  at least she wasn't asking for that kiss.

Synte snickers lowly, watching the chaos that he caused with a satisfied smile. "Sonny, I'm sure that me'n'Psy..well, wait, can't say that. We always lock the door." Well, not always, but. Cough. "Hey, harper," he states, belatedly, to Mynd, a grudging respect in his tone. Synte vs the Harpers, Round Three-Hundred-Sixty-Thousand. Er. Yeah. Lies has already worn him down to 'grudging respect'. For those he knows. "C'mon, Yat, hug him back, atleast." He takes the very last pull from the wineskin, snickering at himself.

Nerak blinks her bleary eyes... "bach to my room?  sleep...  desk...  loch door..." she mutters as she slowly falls forwards and lands, face first, on the table.  She did manage to miss toppling over her water glass though.

Mynd is..ignored? /Ignored?/ Not good. The harper just blinks a moment, before arms draw away, a tiny frown adorning his expression before a quick look is given Synte. "My name is Mynd. Not Harper. Please use it." Still.. Yatyl /ignored/ him. Unpleasant. 

Synte eyes Mynd. "Okee, Harper Mynd," he drawls out, mismatched gaze rolling oh-so-infinetessimally. "Leeeeem! 'Nother round. Somethin' harder, this time," he drolls.

Yatyl lets Nerak drop, his own tone growing rather angry now.  He turns and faces Synte.  "I am NOT going to confirm your SICK fantasies by hugging the hold harper!  I would appreciate it if you would refrain from talking about such matters in public, or give up drinking if you can't seem to handle yourself buzzed."  Yatyl growls the last part at Synte and shakes his head.  "Make sure Nerak gets back to her room ok and in one piece.  Consider it your last chore of the night, even though you are currently off duty."  He stands and turns around, walking out the door.  Yep.   Still ignoring Mynd.

[OOC:] Nerak says "Ok, she passed out...  and I have to do the same.  It's eastern coast time... past 2am... very tired... but not drunk  :)  Thanks for the RP, hope to see y'all again soon, but can't garuntee that Nerak'll remember this night! hehe..."

[Healer Chat] Nerak: Ok guys... I have to go to sleep now... night!

\

[OOC:] Nerak says "we'll just say that Synte took her home... thanks!"

Mynd just..well..blinks at Yatyl for a moment, looking away and at the table. Yes. Glare at the wood. Wood is safe to glare at. Though the harper's fists are definately clenched in his lap. Oh dear. Someone's not happy at the moment. Not at all. 

Synte shakes his head sadly as Yatyl leaves. "Poor man," he murmurs. "Doesn't understand love, I suppose." The Bitran looks unbelievably -- sympahetic? -- as he slowly lifts himself to his feet, waving off the last round that Lem brings 'round. "No. 'Ve had enough, or so the boss tells me," he murmurs, shifting and eyeballing Nerak for a moment, before swinging the passed-out journeyman up into his arms, scowling, and hobbling out towards the door. He pauses in his stride for only a second, to give Mynd a second-glance; he sobers, and gives a slight nod, mumbling something like -- he's sorry?! -- before limping out, ready to get the healer /home/.

[OOC:] Synte smoooooches. Good RP, ya'll. I'm fallin' asleep at the keyboard, though.. * doi. *

*** Disconnected ***
