YumePrism: Fern, an adventuring magess


WisdomsGuardian: Alex, a young man accompanying Fern


		   Mara, a healer and magic user living in the Lost Woods


                                   Clymestra: a master of herbs, potions and healing; distrusts outsiders





- Within the Lost Woods -





WisdomsGuardian: 	When we last left our treasure hunting duo, Fern had just stumbled across a rather unexpected danger.  *flash back!*  "Why should I listen to you Alex? You're just a stupid boy!"  With her nose stuck in the air, the 


WisdomsGuardian: 	purple clad woman stalked toward the pink mound only to scream in terror as a large peahat rose from the earth and chattered it's steely teeth at her.  "Do not worry, Fern!  I'll save you!" shouted the stunningly handsome youth as he dashed 


WisdomsGuardian: 	toward the ferocious beast and the helplessly screaming woman.  With a slash and a cut, the creature had exploded in mid flight, just as it was about to tear Fern to pieces.  Then there were the babies to deal with.  "You picked the


WisdomsGuardian: 	wrong girl to mess with," he said, spinning his spear in his right hand.  The babies, being stupid creatures, zoomed toward him and then, with catlike reflexes, he threw the pointy end of the spear at them.  It hit the grass with a


WisdomsGuardian: 	thud, leaving the babies skewered on the spear.  "Oh Alex," Fern cried as she threw her arms around his waist, sobbing from her terror.  "How could I ever have questioned you?  You're so brave and strong and handsome and all the 


WisdomsGuardian: 	girls love you!"  "You're right Fern," he'd reply, his golden hair gleaming in the sunlight.  "Saving the day never gets boring."


YumePrism: 	Pssh! Yeah right! Only in his silly daydreams would such things ever happen. It was true that such a mishap occured, but the magess was nowhere near as hysterical and floozy-like as in the previous narrative. A smack was given to


YumePrism: 	the side of Alex's head in the meantime while Fern began to explain her precise and correct version of their story. *flashback!* "A peahat? Who in Din's name would call that a peahat?" Taking her chances with the supposidly dangerous


YumePrism: 	 plant she approached it, poking it here and there with no success of arousing it. Feeling rather smug about her discovery that Alex was wrong, *again* no less, she began to make her way back to her companion when the monster


YumePrism: 	came to life and began a rather unexpected attack! Baby peahats flew by, nicking Fern in the leg, the face, the magess having yelped for her life. Alex, seeing that the magess had taken in more than she could chew at the time,


YumePrism: 	pitched in with his spear in tow, managing to actually kill some of the looming peahat babies. When Fern was able to recooperate herself she pulled a well-placed flameball upon the mother peahat, incinerating it upon impact.


YumePrism: 	A large explosion occured, sending bits and pieces of the flying beast in all directions! An adventure indeed. Being hurt in some places from the ordeal they made their trek for the woods, having no other place to go without being


YumePrism: 	left in the open. In truth the forest was perhaps one of the places they would least want to be in the evening hours, but the pair had no choice. Sinking further into the realm of the spirits belonging to the trees and groves they


YumePrism: 	searched for a place for camp and in the middle of their search they came across a rather odd find. While Fern was placed near a large tree to rest, Alex searched for firewood he came across their listener for the evening, a girl no


YumePrism: 	less and one of the healing and magical arts (another magic worker, yay for Alex!). Although Fern found it interesting that one should chose to live in such a place, she was wary of the newcomer and did her best to keep a certain distance


YumePrism: 	without seeming afraid or intimidated in any way. Fern's story had ended on a more realistic note, the magic user in no doubt confident that the older girl would find her version the most belivable out of the two. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	The green haired girl had listened from her crouched position in front of the older magess.  Her slender arms were wrapped about her knees and her chin rested atop her bent appendages.  Wide, sunset colored hues shifted from


WisdomsGuardian: 	one traveler to the next, as she rolled all of this information about in her head.  Yes, it was obvious that the female's version of events was the more precise of the two but she couldn't help but giggle at the other's story.   


WisdomsGuardian: 	Lips pursed together as she hummed softly before rolling to her knees and extending a hand toward the resting magess.  The many bracelets that encircled her wrists jangled as she did so.  "May I?" she asked, indicating that she 


WisdomsGuardian: 	wanted to see the wounds.  Alex, meanwhile had sulked down to rest against a tree with his arms crossed in front of his chest, much like a pouting child.  Fern always took things way too seriously.  His spear rested flat on the 


WisdomsGuardian: 	forest floor beside him where it could be reached quickly should they be happened upon by one of the many monsters that dwelt in Hyrule's forests.  At the sound of the girl's giggle, he nodded a bit with a grin slowly forming on his


WisdomsGuardian: 	lips.  "At least someone appreciates me," he'd mutter, giving Fern a nudge in the ribcage with an elbow.


YumePrism: 	"A surprise, for sure." Indeed she felt that nudge he gave her, a smug smirk graced her pale lips for a moment before she was confronted withe girl's inquiry to her wounds. Fern hesitated for a moment, her subborn nature immediately


YumePrism: 	coming into play and she felt herself insist that she was perfectly fine, despite the itching and tingle she felt here and there under those bandages. "They're nothing to worry about," the magess pulled the fringe of her tunic down


YumePrism: 	a bit as if to hide them, not wanting to get this stranger involved. Ever since she came to the land of Hyrule nothing but strangers kept coming into her life and sticking to her side like glue. Gloved hands rested in her lap,


YumePrism: 	folded together with her fingers intertwined with one another in rest. Grey eyes drifted from the two others as she took a glance at the hidden canopy that was obscured with shadows of the ending day. Alex and herself needed to find


YumePrism: 	a place to stay, although the forest did not seem like such an ideal spot. What choice did they have otherwise? She half expected for the girl to offer them a temporary home for the night, but the magess did not want to feel as if


YumePrism: 	she were imposing upon the green-haired girl and her life of solitude. "Night will fall soon." A brief statement that left her lips and it was no doubt that both of them would concur with her on the fact. They couldn't simply sit


YumePrism: 	there all evening! Besides, dinner would have to be planned as well, but considering the perserves they had (mostly dried foods to last long periods) it would take no real effort. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	Alex frowned, watching as his companion denied the aide of this stranger.  Crystalline'd hues narrowed a bit as a scowl passed briefly across his countenance.  "I'm sure that my friend doesn't mean to be rude," he'd say quickly, 


WisdomsGuardian: 	nearly overlapping Fern's own blatant observation.  Of course night would fall soon!  "She's just very tired from her whole ordeal."  Not wanting to scare the young girl, Alex made sure to move slowly as he shifted about to a more 


WisdomsGuardian: 	comfortable position.  With legs spread apart and forearms resting on his raised knees, Alex continued.  "I hate to impose but," he took a deep breath as it seemed one of them would have to swallow their pride and ask for shelter.  


WisdomsGuardian: 	"We need a place to stay for the night and, as I'm sure you know, these woods are perilous.  Do you know of any where we could find lodgings?"  Had he slipped into formal speech?  Why yes he had.  While the young man could be 


WisdomsGuardian: 	brutish at times, there was a silver tongue hidden behind his lips.  Their new acquaintance was hardly the talkative type.  She would shift to look fully at the fair haired plane dweller, exposing the small circular tattoo on 


WisdomsGuardian: 	her cheek.  They didn't seem dangerous.. but then again, most of that pale skinned lot didn't until it was too late.  Her mother would be home soon and Mara had no idea how the woman would respond to two strangers in her home. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	Silence soon held sway in the little clearing as the girl debated all of this silently.  From the looks of it, the magess would need medical treatment soon and the other probably couldn't handle the spear he carried half as well as 


WisdomsGuardian: 	he boasted.  Once she'd decided that they weren't terrible threats, the young lady rose to her feet, jewelry jangling as she went.  "You can stay with me and my mother," she'd say, adjusting the large satchel on her shoulder.  


WisdomsGuardian: 	"Follow me."  Without another word, she started off into the depths of the woods.


YumePrism: 	She could only blink as he began to put words in her mouth about how she did not mean to be "rude" and the like. Indeed she did not want to be as such, but she wasn't trusting the girl very much at the moment, but could anyone blame


YumePrism: 	the young magess? Even if the girl offered her dwelling for them to stay within, truely a very trusting act on her part, Fern could not help but be rather iffy in her willingness to come along. Their decision made, Fern gave a small


YumePrism: 	sigh and helped herself to her feet, using a nearby tree as support as she did so. She may had insisted that her wounds, mainly her leg, was no bother but in truth it send throbbing shoots of pain up through her thigh and into her


YumePrism: 	hip every time she tried to put weight on it. The magess knew that Alex would insist on helping her along, but she prayed to the Goddesses that he would not heave her up into his arms again! Any more of that overly protective junk


YumePrism: 	and Alex would be fixing to have another smack to his head...or another three, either way. The creatures of the nighttime began to speak as they mosied along, the magic user hoping that the girl's home was not that far away from


YumePrism: 	where they rested, a branch tickled her arm with leaves, smaller plants brushed against her light tan boots as they crunched fallen foliage. How much farther now? She did not want to seem impatient, but the wood was giving her an


YumePrism: 	odd aura now, different from when they were in the light. It was almost like a weight bring pressed upon their shoulders, did Alex feel it too? Did the girl feel it as well?


WisdomsGuardian: 	If the forest girl felt the dramatic change in climate, she gave no sign of it as she moved lightly along the narrow path.  She'd walked it many times and so she hardly needed to be wary of her footfalls, this was exhibited as she 


WisdomsGuardian: 	nimbly leapt over a fallen tree that obstructed their way.  Though her footfalls were silent, the bangles and charms that hung about her wrists and neck jingled eerily a head of the two plain dwellers.  Though she said nothing to 


WisdomsGuardian: 	insinuate, their journey would not be too long and soon the small cottage where she and her mother dwelt came into sight.  The weather beaten walls were covered by a slanted roof covered in leaves that had fallen over the seasons 


WisdomsGuardian: 	and had yet to be brushed off.  Animal skins hung in the clearing, pulled taught so that they would dry and could be used in the swiftly approaching winter against the bitter cold.  A thin column of smoke was rising from the packed 


WisdomsGuardian: 	clay chimney.  "Mother's home..." she muttered as her stride halted for a moment.  Long locks of verdantly hued hair were brushed aside as she glanced over her shoulder, hoping that the two travelers had been able to follow her.  


WisdomsGuardian: 	Alex's stereotypical grumbling had surfaced once again after the sixth tree root he'd stumbled over.  He'd long since given up trying to use his spear as a walking stick and it was now propped against his shoulder in typical 


WisdomsGuardian: 	military style.  As he'd never used magic in all of his life, he was quite numb to the mystical climate in the forest.  Other than the sudden drop in temperature and the nervous feelings that seeped into the pit of his stomach, he 


WisdomsGuardian: 	couldn't detect a difference.  Bright eyes wandered over to his limping companion and he was unable to surpress the concern that appeared on his youthful features.  "How are you holding up?" he'd ask softly, falling into step with 


WisdomsGuardian: 	Fern.


YumePrism: 	"Oh I'm just dandy." The young magess could not help but grumble as well, the bothersome tree roots being a tad harder to avoid than her walking-abled companion. She disregarded his concerned gaze, or perhaps she didn't acknowledge


YumePrism: 	it, either way Fern felt a swell of relief form in her stomach as the small cottage came into view, her doe-like eyes of stormy grey noticing the chimney smoke as well. If the girl was smart she would not have left a fire burning


YumePrism: 	while away from her dwelling, but she doubted that was the case. Someone was home, and judging from the way the youth haulted she was right. Coming from behind the forest dweller Alex and herself stopped, wating for the a-okay to


YumePrism: 	proceed. "Well?" She did not want to seem impatient, but Fern was not very eager to stay outside, standing the night away. Besides, her leg was becoming more agitated the more she moved it, but like the magic user showed any signs


YumePrism: 	of discomfort. A sepia tinted strand of hair fell from its small tuck behind her tapered ear, falling against her cheek like a brush of a wind. It made her cheek itch slightly, but she made no move to scratch it. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	Mara blinked as she turned to look at Fern.  At the first sign of the pair she'd fixed her attention of the rickety looking front door of her home.  Was it best to bring them both in or should she go by herself to ask permission?  


WisdomsGuardian: 	An expressionless face then turned to Alex, whom it seemed was the even tempered member of their little party.  "You two need to be much more respectful to my mother," she'd instruct, absently wondering if the stormy eyed one would 


WisdomsGuardian: 	be able to sweeten her temper.  With that, she would once again adjust the satchel that was getting heavier by the moment and then start toward the house.  Alex, whose temper had taken a turn for the worse at Fern's little display 


WisdomsGuardian: 	of temper, came to a halt a little distance away from his travel companion.  There was something very odd about this little clearing.  Something itched at the back of his mind, as if he'd seen it before or read about it.  He gave a 


WisdomsGuardian: 	quick shake of his head to banish the annoying thoughts and then glanced to Fern.  "What do you think?" he'd ask, inching closer to her as they would begin to wander nearer to the ramshackle house.


YumePrism: 	When it came to respect Fern would give it if they deserved it, not beause someone said so. Most likely this...woman that was the girl's mother was like her daughter. Despite her lack of knowledge to what exact arts the girl knew, 


YumePrism: 	the green-haired healer must have been some sort of "carbon copy" of her mother. It was uncertain of course, the true nature of their possible hosts, but the magess and her companion would have to simply flow with it and take it as


YumePrism: 	it came. "What do you mean 'what do you think'?" She gave a sigh, her voice hushed as they made their steady approach to the house where the beds they might recieve that night. "Its a decrepit shack in the middle of a clearing, what


YumePrism: 	do you want me to think?" Keeping that same small voice as they hobbled together, the presense of the small home became more forboding that before when she first saw it from a distance. Was Fern becoming afraid? Nervous? No,


YumePrism: 	of course not! It just seemed, well, it *felt* odd. The both of them were at the guidance of the girl who lead them, dependent of her for the time being, and if she lead them to such a place then so be it. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	A frown quickly crept onto his face as he shook his head and replied in much the same bitter tones.  "No, I meant can you keep a reign on your tongue long enough for us to get some help."  Then, without so much as waiting for 


WisdomsGuardian: 	an answer, the lean young man quickened his pace to surpass her.  If she was going to be fowl tempered, even after he'd helped her get this far, then she would walk by herself.  His grip on the spear that rested on his shoulder 


WisdomsGuardian: 	tightened and his gaze fixed on the ground in front of him.  "She can bloody sleep outside for all I care," he muttered under his breath, wincing oh so slightly as yet another one of those pesky head aches reared it's head.  Mara 


WisdomsGuardian: 	chanced yet another glance over her shoulder to the Hylians, praying silently to no one in particular that her mother would be in the best of moods.  A slender hand moved to twist the door handle and push open the door.  The murky 


WisdomsGuardian: 	gloom that had settled in about the forest was pierced by the bright light of a fire beyond the door.  Various smells, mixed with a pink hued mist poured out of the door and, it seemed, that her mother had already started dinner.  


WisdomsGuardian: 	"Hello mother," she'd say brightly, a smile alighting on her lips as she spied the older woman leaning over the large black kettle that was suspended over the fire in the fireplace.  Shelves lined the small cabin, each filled with 


WisdomsGuardian: 	bottles of all shapes and sizes, their contents both odd and colorful.  "I've brought some guests," she'd add hesitantly and motioning to Alex as he poked his head through he door.  The expression on the older woman's face


WisdomsGuardian: 	fell drastically and Mara was afraid for a moment that they'd be turned away.  "It's a pity I didn't know they were coming, or I'd made more soup.." she'd say slowly as if she wasn't sure how she felt about these uninvited guests.  


WisdomsGuardian: 	"Come," she motioned to the large table in the center of the room.  "Sit."


YumePrism: 	Of course it was so typical of Alex to make such a comment, something she always expected, but to suddenly lurch ahead of her, all the while her hands holding into him as a support, caught her a bit off guard. "Whoa-hey!" The


YumePrism: 	magess found herself stumbling slightly as she lost her own "walking stick" because it picked up an attitude. Gritting her teeth and knowing that it caught a good amount of discomfort she lifted her chin, her pride screaming that 


YumePrism: 	she didn't need him anyway, and began to walk on her own although her pace was slow. She could feel her heartbeat in her leg, each pulse vibrating through her nerves with each step upon that bound leg. She was the last to enter,  


YumePrism: 	almost like the icing on the cake to set off the strange gathering of visitors that very evening. The potions and bottles, the smells of herbs and the dusky air...yes, the hearth of a wise woman indeed. Fern's face began solem


YumePrism: 	immediately, her face betraying the growing displeasure of her wounds and with a certain Hylian. The magess even dared to approach the older woman as she observed her kettle as a thin but edible soup bubbled and cooked. The large 


YumePrism: 	table was given one glance before her eyes darted back to the woman, Fern's booted feet were slow at first (from pain or from wanting to stand closer and observe the wise woman) but the girl took her seat, her rump and leg secretly


YumePrism: 	grateful for a break. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	Mara was thankful for her mother's good temper and had deposited the satchel she'd been carrying on one of the counters that also ran along the walls.  Sandaled feet carried her closer to her mother, who had been wiping her hands on


WisdomsGuardian: 	a wash cloth.  The girl rolled up onto the tips of her toes, moving her lips closer to her mother's tapered ear, and whispered something quite inaudible to the others present.  When their words had been exchanged, she turned her 


WisdomsGuardian: 	pink gaze toward Alex and Fern, a soft smile had alighted on her lips.  "Mother, this is Alex and this is Fern, they're travelers."  The taller woman, with hair and eyes of the same hue as her daughter's, nodded politely.  "My name


WisdomsGuardian: 	is Clymestra and you are both welcome to stay here for the night."  With that, she would move toward the table and sit across from Fern with her hands folded on the table top.  "I hope it wasn't difficult to find your way, Mara 


WisdomsGuardian: 	forgets that not everyone is familiar with the forest."  Alex, as he had been the first through the door had seated himself already and Clymestra had chosen to sit on his side of the table.  It seemed wrong to carry his weapon to 


WisdomsGuardian: 	the table and so it was left, leaning against the wall beside the door.  His own feet were aching terribly and it was a relief to finally sit.  He, too, had folded his hands on the table top and was obviously avoiding eye contact 


WisdomsGuardian: 	with Fern. "Oh no," he'd say with a polite laugh.  "We found our way just fine.  It was very nice of your daughter to offer us shelter.  We weren't really sure what we were going to do for the night."


YumePrism: 	It would seem that the magess had taken up Alex's advice to keep her mouth shut, or perhaps that her own doing. Nevertheless, the girl only nodded slightly, curious eyes observing her surroundings of potions and potent scents. A


YumePrism: 	hand garbed in a dark brown glove fell upon her wounded leg without a thought, fingers kneading into her flesh through her leggings as if to rub away the bothersome itch that mingled with the wrathful stinging. She made no outward


YumePrism: 	signs of discomfort, only catching the woman's name with a level of interest. "Clymestra." A pause, as if caught in a moment of familiarity, but it soon dropped away. "A pleasure." There was something different in Fern's voice, the 


YumePrism: 	slight air it took as she spoke to this older woman, this one almost like herself. Perhaps it was always the way the magess spoke to others who delved into the same arts as herself, perhaps not. Maybe Fern saw something in the woman


YumePrism: 	that the others did not? The girl's eyes changed somehow, as if into an aura of knowing her space, understanding the certain aura that came from that small cottage in the woods. She let it sink within her, a silent inhale of the


YumePrism: 	fragrant air, the hearth fire's flames casting odd shadows in the room and on the walls, across the magess's face and her garments. It was mystical in there. They would be safe.


WisdomsGuardian: 	While the three of them completed the pleasantries of introductions, Mara had busied herself with a bucket of water and soap near the fire.  Yes, they had more than two plates but visitors were infrequent and so the rest of the set 


WisdomsGuardian: 	had quickly fallen into disuse.  Twin orbs of pink were fixed on the sudsy water and her hands were busy scrubbing away at the dust that had gathered on the simple clay plates but she listened intently to the conversation over 


WisdomsGuardian: 	the dinner table.  Clymestra's own gaze had fixed on the young magess sitting directly across from her.  While her eyes were much like her daughter's, there was a certain depth that only came with age and experience.  There was an 


WisdomsGuardian: 	aura of power surrounding this young one, something perhaps inborn rather than learned.  She didn't doubt, however, that this Fern had been taught in the ways of mysticism.  Perhaps she would inquire about it later.  After a moment 


WisdomsGuardian: 	of near silence, filled only with the soft splashing coming from the fireside, the woman leaned ever so slightly over the table.  "You're drained and hurt.  I can make you a potion if you like and that way you will be able to fully 


WisdomsGuardian: 	rest this eve."  How could she have known that the magess was injured?  Why, her daughter had told her before moving onto her chores.  With her gaze fixed intently on Fern, Clymestra then waited patiently for an answer.  Clymestra..


WisdomsGuardian: 	why in Nayru's name did that sound familiar?  Alex had fallen silent after a quick scan of the shelves and their contents.  He'd never entered a potions shop and for good reason.  He'd always heard stories about what those potions 


WisdomsGuardian: 	could do and he certainly never wanted to find out first hand.  Bright blue hues were shifting from between the youthful and wizened face.  His sloped ears caught those soft tones much too easily and the sharp intake of breath


WisdomsGuardian: 	was hardly muffled.  How on earth had she known that Fern was injured?  His leisurely posture quickly stiffened as his Hylian brain began to work.  What if they'd just stumbled into the home of a witch and they were in very 


WisdomsGuardian: 	grave danger.  But certainly Fern would know if they were in any sort of trouble... but then again, she hadn't known about the Peahat.


YumePrism: 	It seemed that no matter what the girl did her wounds would always be noticed, and it was from this that Fern gave way to the woman's offer, giving up her stance to the pain that she felt she could tolerate. "I suppose I should take


YumePrism: 	your kind offer Miss Clymestra. I thank you." A nod of her pale face was given in thankful regards to the woman who offered a helpful potion for her wounds. Fern obviously did not feel the anxiousness that her companion felt at that


YumePrism: 	moment, and judging by his glances to the potions and hanging garlands of herbs and small flowers upon shelves and dangling in some parts of the ceiling were giving him odd messages of what to expect. "If I may ask, how long have 


YumePrism: 	you been here with your daughter? These woods are not as friendly as the outside suggests." It was a curious question to be sure, and Fern was a curious person. Beside the odd features of hair and color, the two forest dwellers


YumePrism: 	looked Hylian. They obvously were not like the fabled Kokiri, the children of the forest, but their presense in the woods was a strange one indeed. Hopefully the mage was not intruding on very private matters, and if so then Fern


YumePrism: 	would implore no longer. Mobing back to the healing potion, Fern began to wonder just exactly this mixture could possibly be? Was it different than her own usual concoction? Fern was aware that many existed in the world for healing


YumePrism: 	spells, although useful, were not widely used by common healers outside of Hyrule. Maybe it would be an exotic blend of what the forest had to offer, something potent and quite useful that Fern herself could use later down the road.


YumePrism: 	If that was so, then the magess would be more than eager to ask for the recipes. Or perhaps the older woman had books, filled with written spells, potions, all sorts of wonderful goodies for the young magic-user to absorb! Of course


YumePrism: 	...that might have been pushing it just a tad. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	Well, it seemed that her mother had a whole lot more luck than she did in getting the plain dweller to open up.  Where some might be offended, Mara was just pleased that they could offer some sort of assistance.  With properly 


WisdomsGuardian: 	cleaned plates, the girl returned to set the table.  They're possessions were certainly meager but they suited them well, plates, cups and utensils all made of hardened and shaped clay.  Taking notice of Alex's new skin tone 


WisdomsGuardian: 	(green), Mara offered him a smile as she put a plate and a cup in front of him.  With the table properly set, she would return to the fire to retrieve the soup, which was more of a thick stew, as well as a pitcher full of water.  


WisdomsGuardian: 	"I'm certainly glad to help," the older woman would reply as she nodded a thank you to her daughter.  A quick glance out of the corner of her eye was sent to the fair haired young man sitting beside her.  Judging from the suddenly 


WisdomsGuardian: 	sickly appearance, he'd either recognized her name or was slowly piecing together where he was.  She would certainly need to keep an eye on this spear wielding Hylian.  There was a dangerous light in her sunset hued eyes as she 


WisdomsGuardian: 	watched him for a fraction of a second but when she turned back to Fern it had vanished.  "I've lived here all of my life, my mother lived here before me and her mother before that."  She'd neglected to mention the lack of father 


WisdomsGuardian: 	figures in their family tree.  It was all part of a curse on her family and it was none too pretty.  Clymestra thought it best to omit it.  "I suggest you eat something before I give you the potion, it won't settle too well on an 


WisdomsGuardian: 	empty stomach.  This certainly wasn't the first uncomfortable situation the young man had found himself in since his departure from Castle Town and he assumed that it wouldn't be the last.  Was he just ill fated to be constantly 


WisdomsGuardian: 	surrounded by disgruntled, powerful women?  Alex was certainly beginning to think so.  For the moment he'd retained eye contact with Clymestra, a sinking feeling had settled in his stomach and the throbbing pain between his ears 


WisdomsGuardian: 	had taken a turn for the worse.  All he could do was clench his teeth, offer Mara an equally friendly smile and hope that those chilling voices wouldn't reappear.


YumePrism: 	Fern could only nod at the woman's request, taking her advice to heart. She watched out of the corner of her stormy eye, noticing Alex's sickly appearance as well. Fern's insides could only sqwirm slightly with spite. "Take that,


YumePrism: 	Alex." She seethed in her mind, knowing well that he was about to be scared out of his mind, if not already. The soup came to the table in no time, a sudden hunger filling the magess's stomach and she was eager to dig in for 


YumePrism: 	supper. Heh, maybe he thought the brew was poisoned, or better yet, something to turn them into frogs or whatnot! How silly, he was such a shealtered, ignorant boy. He claimed to know many things and act as such, but in reality...


YumePrism: 	well, he boasted far too much than he should. The soup was hot, filling and slightly bland, but Fern did not expect much. They were meager cottage dwellers and that seemed to suit them fine. The young magess knew well of such living


YumePrism: 	, being a magic worker was not a high-paying, money earning profession, unless one worked for greedy gains and with greedy people. Miss Clymestra's story was interesting, noting that a history of staying within those woods was


YumePrism: 	apparent with her family and it appeared to always stay that way.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Dinner was consumed in near silence and it was a very good dinner.  No telling what kind of meat it was in this stew, considering that not too many creatures of relative girth living in the Hyrulian forests.  Mara was content to sit


WisdomsGuardian: 	quietly beside Fern and eat, her gaze shifting from between Alex and his brown haired companion.  And when they were done, the young magess immediately moved to clear the table and wash the dishes.  Despite their new visitors, it 


WisdomsGuardian: 	that their routine would not stray from the usual.  Alex, of course, was hesitant to eat the food that had been slopped in front of him.  He'd taken to stirring the mounds about on his plate with his fork until he was sure that 


WisdomsGuardian: 	they'd all taken bites of the food.  The fragrant wisps of steam that drifted up to his nose made his mouth water and, when he was certain that it was safe, he was quick to chow down.  Perhaps with a bit of solid food in his 


WisdomsGuardian: 	stomach, his headache would go away.  "I gather that you dabble in the arts as well, Fern?" Clymestra asked, dabbing at her pale lips with the corner of her napkin.  With dinner out of the way, the time had


WisdomsGuardian: 	come to mix up the promised potion for the young traveler.  The verdantly haired woman refrained from glancing toward the man, though she was quite aware of his presence and actions.


YumePrism: 	Dinner was pleasant and filling, Fern's stomach satisfied for the night and the magess looked up from her thoughts as the wise woman spoke. "Yes, I do. Since I was a child." Her hand moved to her dangling pendant, fingers twirling


YumePrism: 	it with an absent-minded flare. Alex had finally relaxed somewhat, much to Fern's slight chagrin, and the small house soon became quiet. The air was thick with scents, inhale too much and the mind would begin to feel woozy and


YumePrism: 	disroriented. The mother and daughter were not fazed by it and Fern herself had been surrounded by it numerous times in her life. The magess knew that now was most likely the best time to move forth and proceed to fix her wound, her


YumePrism: 	slender form moving from her chair to a shelf where numerous bottles along with a small box here and there, a candle holder snuggled in between a space. Some of the mixtures looked familiar, a vial that contained a vibrant crimson


YumePrism: 	potion was kept company with a smaller bottle of a green potion, a small cork plug keeping it sealed. It was curious to see so many bottles and vials of potion in one place should their cottage not be a potion shop, but perhaps they


YumePrism: 	enjoyed making such mixtures as a hobby or simply for the sake should they ever need them. "You have so many containers of potion." A simple observation, surely made for the sake of conversation with Miss Clymestra. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	A rare, genuine smile appeared on the aged face of Clymestra as she rose from the table and joined Fern by the work table.  "Some are potions," she explained.  "Some are pure ingredients, some are distilling and some are incomplete


WisdomsGuardian: 	mixtures."  As if to demonstrate, a slender hand took up a slender bottle with a wide bottom.  Inside was a hazy green liquid.  "This is Deku Baba leaves and peahat roots.  We found that if


WisdomsGuardian: 	we mix it with crushed Wolfos claws it creates a hallucinogen.  Alone, it's worthless." The bottle was then returned to it's spot on the wall next to several other unlabeled bottles.  Next, with a jingle of bracelets,


WisdomsGuardian: 	Clymestra picked up a bottle of seemingly clear liquid.  "This," she shook it a bit.  "Is the broth of what we call Odd Mushroom."  The cork was pulled with quite a bit of difficulty from the mouth of the bottle and then laid to rest


WisdomsGuardian: 	on the counter.  "Alone, it's lethal but.." Next came a short, round bottle filled with a sapphire blue liquid.  "When mixed with leaves that have dried in the moonlight of a waxing moon, it creates an antidote to most common 


WisdomsGuardian: 	poisons and rids the body of infection.  Could you hand me that bowl dear?" She nodded toward a large clay mixing bowl just to Fern's left while she uncorked the moonbathed leaves.


YumePrism: 	The young magess listened carefully to the older woman, eagerly taking in all what she said about their discoveries and mixtures, each one as interesting as the last. All that information, it could be so helpful for others in


YumePrism: 	Hyrule. The mother and daughter team could help make mixtures that could save limbs, health, even lives for other plain dwellers. Fern did not hesitate in reaching for the clay mixing bowl, handling it carefully to the potion maker.


YumePrism: 	She watched her proceed to add certain contents to the bowl, mixing it and adding what ever needed to be placed within it.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Accepting the bowl with a thank you, Clymestra then poured the contents of each bottle into the bowl.  A large hiss resonated from it's depths and up swirled a cloud of dirty green mist.  While the smell was certainly fowl, the 


WisdomsGuardian: 	older woman hardly seemed to notice as she grasped either side of the bowl and began to gently swirl it around.  "Where is the wound?" she'd ask, never letting her eyes wander from the contents of her 


WisdomsGuardian: 	bowl.


YumePrism: 	Indeed the stench was something to wince and pinch the nose at, but Fern tolerated it as best as she could. "On my leg...my thigh to be more precise." The old bandage made of along purple rip of fabric, no doubt coming from Fern's


YumePrism: 	cape, looked ready to be pried off and replaced for something new and fresh. The old wrapping served its purpose anyway. Untying the knot that Alex made himself the bandage came away from her leg as she unwrapped her thigh, almost


YumePrism: 	like a mummy undoing its wraps. As cool air touched the short but deep gash in her leg a subtle throb radiated from it down her leg and up her thigh, dark brows furrowed from it. She sat herself down once more upon the tabletop, 


YumePrism: 	careful to not jostle the piece of furnature as she did so. Her stormy eyes fell on Alex for a moment as if to catch his own wandering eyes, stealing a glance as to what exactly they were doing. She could almost see him sqwirm now,


YumePrism: 	just like he always did when she sensed his overprotective nature kick into gear. Maybe he would keep it more to himself than usual, seeing that they were not in any sort of perilous situation. Still, it gave some sort of...odd 


YumePrism: 	sensation of warmth to Fern's heart that he cared as such. She blinked, breaking her mind out of her silly reverie and childed herself for drifting on such thoughts. She let them go, releasing her previous memories of his brotherly


YumePrism: 	nature and went back to the task at hand with her wound.


WisdomsGuardian: 	And what had dear old Alex been doing?  Why, helping Mara clean the dishes of course.  He felt horribly uncomfortable in this little cottage and perhaps this show of helpfulness would keep him in his skin a bit longer.  The 


WisdomsGuardian: 	dishes had been rinsed off in the bucket of still sudsy water, but fresh water was needed to completely clean them.  And it seemed that their need to go outside came at a perfect moment.  Two slanted ears caught the hissing sound 


WisdomsGuardian: 	immediately and he was grateful as Mara beckoned him toward the door.  Alex met Fern's gaze for just a second and was terribly ambiguous.  With bucket of water in hand, the slender Hylian made his way toward the opened door and out 


WisdomsGuardian: 	into the chilly night air.  Truthfully, the vapors didn't bother the girl as much as it did Alex but there were chores that had to be done.  "Just dump out the water over there," she motioned toward the rim of the clearing.  "And 


WisdomsGuardian: 	I'll wait for you by the water pump."  She'd off him a thankful smile as he turned and then she was off to the water pump.  "Interesting dressings," she'd observe as she abandoned the still steaming bowl to join Fern by the table.  


WisdomsGuardian: 	With narrowed eyes, Clymestra leaned nearer to the wound.  A soft exclamation of surprise was uttered as she straightened.  "How did you know that the insides of a peahat leaf fought infection?"


YumePrism: 	Fern caught that glance, but it did not hold for long as he soon left with the green-haired Mara, a small swallow leaving her throat. A lurch formed in her chest, a sudden hope that they would return soon; she did not know 


YumePrism: 	where it came from. Her inner thoughts were haulted once more as Miss Clymestra implored about her previous dressing to her wound. "Oh, um...I  


YumePrism: 	didn't. Alex knew that." She was discreet about such information, feeling somewhat impaired in her knowledge for a brief moment. It was a passing feeling, the fact that such knowledge helped her wound from any serious infection 


YumePrism: 	overlapping her small fault, if it was a fault at all. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	Clymestra pursed her lips together as she rolled this over in her mind.  "It was very clever of him to use it," she idly commented as she returned to the bowl on the counter.  "You'll need some new dressing for that wound but I 


WisdomsGuardian: 	won't have to remedy any scarring."  There was something dark about that young man and she couldn't quite put her finger on it.  Aside from her overall distrust of Hylian men, something sinister lurked behind those blue eyes of his.


WisdomsGuardian: 	"Drink this," she instructed Fern as she returned to the table with the bowl balanced in the palms of her hands.  The liquid had ceased it's steaming and was now a thick purple color.  "So, you and Fern are in love?" Mara asked Alex


WisdomsGuardian: 	from her squatted position near the bucket as he pumped.  They'd long since been working in silence since he returned from dumping out the water.  Unlike her mother, Mara was hardly afraid of the plain dwellers.  Quite the 


WisdomsGuardian: 	contrary, she'd developed a healthy curiosity for the dealings beyond the forest boarder.  This fair haired young man intrigued her, as did his relationship with the stormy eyed girl.  How could two people who had shelves full 


WisdomsGuardian: 	of potions never oiled their water pump?!  His hands gripped the pump tightly, his knuckles a lovely white hue and sweat had quickly formed on his brow, despite the cold wind.  He'd finally gotten the rhythm of the 


WisdomsGuardian: 	stupid contraption when Mara asked a rather silly question.  "No, we're not in love," came his strained answer.  In love with that pig headed, trouble making, know it all... oh! She made him so angry!


YumePrism: 	"Achoo!" A gloved hand moved to her nose as an audible sneeze left her. She blinked for a moment and sniffed, blinking away the slight watery liquid that came to her eyes. "Excuse me." Taking the bowl she looked at the contents for


YumePrism: 	a moment, eyeing the rather odd purple color it took after the swirling and mixing of the ingredients. When she truly questioned it, would it be wise to take such a drink from a stranger? Her leg bothered her muchly, her body urging


YumePrism: 	her to take the solution to end her aching wound. Finally saying to the Dark Realm with it, she put the rim of the bowl to her lips and tipped her head slightly, swallowing its contents with the task of not trying to taste it. 


YumePrism: 	Potions were never ones to taste very good, but they helped nonetheless. Almost immediately a rather numbing quality came to her leg, the throbbing ceased and the wound began to clot even more now that the mixture was in her system.


YumePrism: 	"Thank you very much Miss Clymestra. No doubt your potion will work wonders on me." Fern took no restraints with her compliments to the wise woman, indeed the older potion maker knew her task well. Oh, how Fern wished she might stay


YumePrism: 	a bit longer, perhaps to learn what the woman knew about potion making, but the magess knew that it would not be feasible for the both of them. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	"I'm sorry that it isn't more palatable," she'd apologize, settling down on the chair nearest to the young woman.  Behind those pink eyes, a battle of conscience raged.  Should she mention these darker tendencies she'd sensed in


WisdomsGuardian: 	her travel companion or should she dismiss it as only a hunch?  Finally, with folded hands, she leveled her gaze to that of her patient.  "This Alex you travel with.." she began.  "There is something dark and sinister about 


WisdomsGuardian: 	him, although I cannot say what it is exactly."  A quick glance was sent to the closed door as if she expected the pair of them to come back through the door at any moment.  "I will mix more of this healing potion for you.  I fear 


WisdomsGuardian: 	you may need it."  She was confused greatly by this.  What did he mean he didn't love her?  With her head canted to the side and sunset hues fixed on his fatigued face, she'd continue. "But if you don't love her, why are you so 


WisdomsGuardian: 	protective of her and why were you so injured when she snapped at you?"  The pumping abruptly ceased as he gazed at the young girl in disbelief.  "How the.." he started and then thought better of it.  A long sleeve was dragged 


WisdomsGuardian: 	across his forehead, wiping away the beads of sweat that rested there.  "I think we have enough water," he'd say, completely ignoring the question as he stepped around the pump to collect the now full bucket of water.  By Din, 


WisdomsGuardian: 	didn't these people know when something was inappropriate to ask about?


YumePrism: 	The magess had not suspected such a statement from the woman, hence Fern's grey eyes widened slightly at the accusation that Alex held some potential to be dangerous. "Miss..." Well, the girl did not know what to say about the


YumePrism: 	matter at all! She knew the young Hylian to a certain degree, the very idea of Alex wanting to harm her or wish evil intent on her, was almost absurd. Yes they had their freuds and had their tempers provoked time and time again, but


YumePrism: 	there was never a case where the spear-weilding boy truly meant Fern any harm. "I do not know what makes you say such things, but trust me when I say I feel safe with my companion." The throb in her leg had stopped, infact barely


YumePrism: 	any pain was felt in her limb as she stroked her leg gingerly with her hand. Fern watched the older woman prepare more of her potion, a sense of gratfulness growing in her heart. It never escaped the young magic user that her quest


YumePrism: 	was dangerous and having such a potent potion would be useful on the journey. She also began to wonder when the two of them would return, not trusting the forest and its creature's at such hours. In truth the sun was just settling


YumePrism: 	down to set and its rays filtered in like red and orange bands that made the sky pink and purple. Carefully, the girl removed herself from the tabletop and tested her leg. Placing her weight upon her wounded limb did not cause


YumePrism: 	nearly as much pain as before, but it was still tender. With how well her gash was healing she just might be able to walk fully on her own without hurting herself the next day.


SiIent Laughter: 	Clymestra raised a brow as her warning was disregarded, but what had she been expecting?  Of course if the two were traveling together, a certain level of trust must exist.  Heaving a sigh, she busied herself with the bottles of 


SiIent Laughter: 	ingrediants at the work table.  "The dishes are done, mother," came Mara's cheerful tones as she pushed open and held the door for Alex, who was lugging a bucket full of water behind her.  When she was sure that he'd passed through 


SiIent Laughter: 	the door, the young woman moved over to her mother and peered curiously into the mixing bowl.  When she'd figured out what her mother was making, she glanced over her shoulder to Fern.  A smile spread across her pale lips at the 


SiIent Laughter: 	sight of the magess walking again.  "How do you feel?" she'd ask, turning and leaning back against the work counter.  Alex, now in a horrid sort of mood, lugged the water bucket toward the still crackling fire.  "You look better," 


SiIent Laughter: 	he'd idly comment to Fern as he passed.  With a sigh, he'd settle down into a chair at the table and dig through one of his large pockets.  Drat if he hadn't lost his pipe with his new clothing and bag back at that Gerudo Fortress. 


SiIent Laughter: 	He'd growl softly as he folded his arms across his chest.  The head ache had subsided a bit and he was certain that he could fall right to sleep if only he had a bed.





YumePrism: "I feel fine. We'll be ready to go first thing tomorrow I think." She indeed took notice of Mara's question but acted as if she ignored Alex's observation of her. Ah, so she was still in her indifferent mood when it came to him was�YumePrism: she? All-too expected, but it would pass like it always did. "I have a question, regarding our exact location," Fern paused for a moment before continuing. "It concerns a type of fairy cave. I know plenty of grottos exist in Hyrule,�YumePrism: but this one is said to be different. Only one type of fairy is said to stay down in these caves and they're not for healing purposes." It would help the duo immensely if the two potion makers knew of such a myth or even a hint of�YumePrism: what she was asking, but if not then the magess would accept it and continue on her planned path from before


SiIent Laughter: The verdantly haired woman grew suddenly rigid, hardly focusing on the sliver of purple liquid she was transfering from bowl to bottle for the traveling pair. A hand moved to push a thick section of her unkempt hair away from her �SiIent Laughter: view as she glanced over her shoulder at the magess. She said that she knew exactly what she was looking for, but did she really? The red fae were known by all that dwelt in the woodlands to be quite dangerous and unstable but �SiIent Laughter: this stormy eyed one had dismissed her warning once before, what was her guarantee that it would not be dimissed again. Pinkish hues moved uneasily toward Alex and then to her daughter who had settled into a chair beside the young �SiIent Laughter: man. "Well, Mara, please enlighten our guests." With that, she would turn once again to complete the task at hand. Oh, my, but her mother had caught her off guard. The younger girl sat rigidly up right as her mother's gaze fell �SiIent Laughter: on her and her pale cheeks flushed the same color as her eyes for the briefest of moments. "Oh, uh," she'd stutter as both grey and blue eyes fell on her. "None know exactly where the grotto is that you speak of," she'd begin,�SiIent Laughter: *. "The red fae are considered to be sacred by those that live within the bounds of the forests. They are thought of as protectors and avengers should any injustice occur. Why do you seek them?" Mara would ask, focusing her �SiIent Laughter: gaze across the table at Fern rather than Alex who had grown oddly silent.


YumePrism: Well, would the magess tell them? The red fae were indeed revered as sacred and important spirits to the forest, if not to the two women in their hut. "They may have something that I need. Something important." Perhaps the girl knew�YumePrism: what Fern spoke of? Alex obviously had not much of an idea as to what the magess was hinting at and she rather liked to keep it that way. If he knew the true dangers both of them would face he would high tail it out of there! But�YumePrism: what did it matter anyhow? It was not as if she asked him to join her, he stood by her side on his own accords, ones she could not help but consent to, despite their wild connotations. There was a small rustle in the canopy, no�YumePrism: doubt the wind having brushed past the high tree tops, or so it seemed. With all the sounds of nature, the animals, wind and the spirits, Fern wondered how she would sleep come that very evening. She could just imagine Alex'�YumePrism: squirming from it all, the idea of it sending her insides in a spiteful surge of glee, although more brief than she might have liked.


SiIent Laughter: Mara nodded, sending a quick glance to her mother who did not return it. It was all very mysterious the way that the mother daughter seemed to communicate without so much as a grunt or a sigh. "That's all that I know," the girl�SiIent Laughter: would finaly say. "I hope you know what you're getting into." Yes, it had been a warning. Perhaps it wasn't as eloquin as her mother's had been but it was there just the same. Vaguely she wondered, as she shifted her gaze from �SiIent Laughter: between the two travelors, if Alex really knew what exactly was going on. This Fern seemed to have some sort of controll over him, though it was hardly mystical as she would have been able to sense something of that nature. �SiIent Laughter: "Mara," would come her mother's voice, interupting her daughter's revories. "Please fetch the extra blankets and pillows. I hope that you two won't object to sleeping on the floor." The slender woman had turned with two medium �SiIent Laughter: sized bottles in her hands, each filled with the fowl smelling purple liquid. "It's all that we really have." There was a slightly different aire about this woman now and it seemed that she was ready to turn in for the evening. �SiIent Laughter: The bottles were placed on the table and her now vacant hands were folded in front of her. "Sleep well and I hope that you'll keep my words in mind." And with that, she would turn and disappear through the one doorway in the �SiIent Laughter: house.�YumePrism: Hmm. Well, Mara did not sound so pleased either. Indeed she took heed of their advice, but in the end it would be Fern's final decision, and she decided not to give up a long time ago. "Of course we don't mind. You are so generous�YumePrism: as to provide healing aid and a roof over our heads. " She spoke truthfully and with gratfulness in her voice. She was sure that Alex would agree, despite his rather quiet and calm nature at the moment. Clymestra now left them alone�YumePrism: , no dobt retiring for the night; she sounded tired. Now turning to Mara as she began to gather the extra blankets for them she remembered her blunt and catious words. Perhaps the girl did not feel the two of them should be dealing�YumePrism: in such things, perhaps Mara felt that Fern did not have the capability to undertake her task. That was alright, the magess was used to be underestimated and warned. So far she had come out relatively unharmed in all her ventures. 


SiIent Laughter: For such a curious girl, Mara had fallen eerily silent as she returned with several thick blanket and pillows nestled between her arms and her chest. They were deposited on the table top for the two of them to sort out and then, �SiIent Laughter: with a polite nod of her head that sent wisps of green slipping across her face, Mara followed her mother out of the room. Her departure was quickly followed by the click of a lock. It seemed that, regardless of their pleasant �SiIent Laughter: evening, the plain dwellers were still not trusted. Alex had watched the proceedings and remained still until they'd shut the door. A quick glance was sent to Fern but his lips shut soundlessly as he realized that she still �SiIent Laughter: trusted them. Reason, it seemed, did nothing to affect his travel companion. Still... he didn't like the way that Clymestra had been looking at him one bit. Was she planning something? "Don't trust them," came the voice from the�SiIent Laughter: blackest section of his brain. Of course he didn't trust them. "Kill them." Alex's gaze narrowed, giving him the appearance of someone attempting to squint through the dimming fire light. He'd heard that command much too many �SiIent Laughter: times and it always served to chill him to the bone. With as much effort as he could muster, the voices were shoved to the back of his mind and he'd move to collect a blanket and pillow. "But they know..." the voice protested. It�SiIent Laughter: was promptly ignored.


YumePrism: Fern was soon to follow, grabbing a pillow and the smaller blacket for herself, her own body being far more petite than her companion. "You alright?" She noticed his eyes from before, bleak and strange, almost as if the previous�YumePrism: warning from the older woman had come to life. No, Fern did not believe such a thing. She turned and moved to one corner of the room nearest to the door, subconsciously or not could not be determined, and took off her cape from her�YumePrism: dainty shoulders, placing it down first so to lay atop of it, the her pillow at one of the ends. She pulled a chair from the table and took a seat, placing her ankle upon her opposite knee. Taking the top of her light tan boot she�YumePrism: began to pull it back, releaving a slender calf garbed in white legging. Her dark brow furrowed for a second as her light eyes looked up, her hand quickly pulling up the leather of her boot as if he just caught sight of something �YumePrism: he should never see. "Turn around!" It was only proper, hmph. They would dress for the evening in the same room sure, but should he take just *one* peek, bam! Outta the roof for Alex.


SiIent Laughter: Had he even been paying attention to Fern as she began to undress? Not in the least. As a matter of fact, he was preoccupied with the murderous voices whispering between his ears. He'd only half heard Fern's question, which he �SiIent Laughter: responded to with a garbled "yeah." And it wasn't until her voice took on a sharper, more demanding tone, that he was brought back to the present. "Who, what?" he'd ask, blinking as if he were seeing the room for the first time. �SiIent Laughter: It wasn't until he'd locked eyes with Fern that he realized she wanted to undress for bed. "Oh yeah," he'd mutter, "right." With that, the lean figured Hylian would turn and spread his blankets in front of the fire where it was �SiIent Laughter: warmest. It wasn't that he found Fern to be unattractive. In fact, had it been any other time he might have made a rather big joke of peeking at her and laughing when he was caught but tonight was not the night. The fumes that �SiIent Laughter: wafted about this place made him woosey and he was almost certain that he'd have trouble getting to sleep. His boots were tugged from his feet and his shirt lifted up and over his head, exposing a pale, nicely toned chest to the �SiIent Laughter: flickering fire light. With out another thought of the girl in the room, Alex was quick to crawl under the covers and lay his head back, before he knew it, he was asleep.


YumePrism: Once she was satisfied with him compliance to her request (or rather, demand) she proceeded to strip herself of her boots and accessories, her overlaying lavander tunic coming over her head to reveal a pale purple undershirt. With�YumePrism: that out of the way came her navy blue shorts, leaving her in her leggings and shirt, a comfortable sleeping garb. Setting her belongs aside she tucked herself in, eyeing the fire but not helping to trace the outline of a certain�YumePrism: body that lay infront of it. She would have loved to scoff at him for taking all the warmth, hoarding it for himself, but Fern could not. His breathing changed, that much she could tell by the way his chest began to move under the�YumePrism: )blanket. He must have been exausted, being able to fall asleep so quickly. What must have he been thinking earlier to respond to her as such, being so distant. The magess fell into a slumber at these thoughts, the dim light�YumePrism: of the fire disapearing from her sight and from out of her eyelids as she began to drift off to dream.


SiIent Laughter: Where was he? When had he fallen asleep? Judging from the weightless feeling that surrounded his body, he must be dreaming. Alex opened his eyes only find himself surrounded by a blue expanse flecked with white fluffy clouds. �SiIent Laughter: Try as hard as he might, he could not see anything beyond the limitless expanse and when he chanced to look down, his two bare feet stood on nothing more than air. He was flying but rather than fearing this new feeling, he felt �SiIent Laughter: comfortable as if he were coming home. His chest was bare and the wind felt simply marvelous as it brushed past him and he couldn't help but extend his arms and lift his face toward where the sun ought to be. His eyes slipped shut�SiIent Laughter: and he wondered vaguely if he were dead and in the Golden Realm. But this joy would not last much longer. As he opened his eyes he caught sight of a shadow, thin at first and quite far away but, much to his sheer terror, it grew �SiIent Laughter: ever closer, widening and spreading like a hand as it blotted out the sky. He was powerless to stop it as it neared and he was unable to flee from it and all too soon it engulfed his suspended form. His lips parted in a scream as �SiIent Laughter: the shadow whipped across his skin, bitting and stinging with it's invisible cold teeth. Eye lids squeezed shut and, judging from the pain, he just knew that he was going to die. He screamed until his throat cracked from�SiIent Laughter: lack of moisture and he writhed as much as these shadowy fingers would allow but the torture would not stop until he submitted. Somehow he knew that if he simply lay down his will, it would stop but at what cost?�YumePrism: "Alex!" A voice, clear and obviously full of worry echoed as if it came from a great distance away. It should have been familiar to him for it was none other than Fern grabbing his shoulders in an effort to break him out of his�YumePrism: nightmare. The magess woke up to his flustering form and his muffled cries that soon elevated into screams. And they were not any ordinary cries of pain, but ones that spoke of fear and suffering in the very soul. Such a noise was�YumePrism: enough to frighten the mage and she was so far unsuccessful. "Its just a dream Alex, wake up! Please!" Was she begging? She almost was; he was terrifying her! His skin was hot to the touch and sweat littered his forehead and soaked�YumePrism: the roots of his bangs. What was she to do? Fern could do nothing except be vigilent and pray to the Sisters that he would wake finally from hearing her voice or from feeling her shakes to his arms. Something had to work!


SiIent Laughter: Every muscle in his body was pulled taught as if he were about to spring away but was hindered. Fern's touch was cool, like ice on his feverish skin but so was the force terrorizing him in his mind. He'd jerk away, subconciously �SiIent Laughter: from her touch, as if she were pricking him with needles. The screams had since stopped as he'd never recovered enough of a stable breath to support another but soon enough the groans would form to a single word. At first it was �SiIent Laughter: inaudible, what did it want him to do? What would he do if he were to accept this phantom and grant it sway over him in the waking world? "No," he'd breath, his subordination was met with a rather bruital pull to his arms and legs�SiIent Laughter: which was mirrored in the waking plane. His joints creeked and groaned and from somewhere came another scream. "No," a bit more force which was echoed on his physical form. Again he repeated it and again he'd be stretched as if �SiIent Laughter: it intended to draw and quarter him. Quivering lips would part in another cry of protestation and open his eye jutted. With a jolt he sat upright, flinging blankets to and fro. Where was he? What was happening? Panicked like a �SiIent Laughter: caged animal he'd scramble back with an arm raised protectively to his eye level.�YumePrism: When he spoke it chilled her insides. What was he saying 'no' to? What was happening to him in such a terrible dream? She stil cried out to him in her effort to wake him up until his sudden jolt into the waking world. He flung�YumePrism: himself back as if she were the horror in his nightmare, but that was not so, she was Fern! Unless, well, he had a nightmare about her, but she wasn't so horrendous now was she? "Alex, its me! Fern. Its okay, it was just a dream..."�YumePrism: A pale hand reached out to him as if to reassure him that he was alright and that whatever he saw was not there, that it did not exist where they were. She inched closer, hopeful that he would at least recognise her voice and take�YumePrism: her word for what she said. He needed comfort of some kind, something to soothe his wracked nerves, to calm his breathing and frightened nature. At that moment in time, the magess was not an overbearing, adventerous, bossy girl, but�YumePrism: someone willing to give a sense of comfort to a trouble soul because it was needed. Would he accept her hand and her offer for a temporary solace? They would forget it in the morning, the need to discuss such things never there.�YumePrism: "Its over Alex, its gone."


SiIent Laughter: As Fern would inch closer to Alex, she might notice that the door behind them had opened and in it's stead stood none other than Clymestra who surely had been wakened by Alex's nightmare. She stood with a blue candle stick in her �SiIent Laughter: hand with her hair falling haphazardly about her thin face. "I told you," she'd say, her voice low and eeiry. Her long dressing robe fell to the floor, hiding her feet. She appeared to be floating as she moved through the room �SiIent Laughter: toward the two on the floor. His lips peeled back in a rather feral growl as he would inch away from Fern's open hand and then away from Clymestra's haunting form. "They're you're enemies. They want to take the treasure for �SiIent Laughter: themselves. Stop them!" If it had appeared as though he were going to attack his traveling companion and they're host for the evening, at the sound of those voices he'd retreat further toward the table with his forhead pressed to �SiIent Laughter: the floor. "No no no no no no no no no no..." until it was nothing more than a low monotonous chant. His hands curled together and moved to cover his fair head. If he were awake, was were the voices still there?


YumePrism: She didn't understand it....what was wrong with him? Fern was startled at Clymestra's sudden entrance, her brow furrowing in confusion. "I don't understand," she turned back to Alex, trying once more to see that it was alright, that�YumePrism: everything was okay. "Alex...its me, Fern. I won't hurt you...why are you backing away like that?" Indeed maybe he did have a bad dream of the magess, so terrible that he did not even want to be in close proximity of her. He never�YumePrism: acted like this before, what could have possibly triggered it? Fern had gotten closer, even daring to reach for his shoulder again in an act of comfort and affection. That would make him see reason, right? Her hand would be cool to �YumePrism: his skin as she touched it, a sweet coolness and in no way sharp in its intensity.


SiIent Laughter: "Here" would come Clymestra's reply accompanied with an extending hand. Her fingers uncoiled, offering the magess what looked like a root. "Make a tea with this, it will put him to sleep and the rest of the night should pass with�SiIent Laughter: out disturbance." Another side long glance was sent at the cowering man before she would turn and once again disappear through the door. Another click signaled her resignation for the night. Gradually, �SiIent Laughter: the world around him seemed to stabalize but where had the spirit placed him? The voices were still present but much softer as he'd raise his face from it's prone position on the floor and glance to the left and to �SiIent Laughter: the right. He was hot... so hot. Ragid breathing still shook his bare shoulders as Fern's hand touched his skin. What had he said and done? He couldn't remember. The only thing he could remember was that he was in pain and �SiIent Laughter: now he was only sore. What had those witches done to him? "Fern?" he'd ask, laying his cheek on the cool stone floor and gazing at her with child-like, wide eyes. "Wha.... what happened? Where am I?"


YumePrism: Stormy eyes could only blink at the potion maker as she was given the root, Clymestra stepping away almost as mysteriously as she came. Eyes moved back to Alex as he lay prone on the floor, now disoriented from his experience. "Alex�YumePrism: ...you had a bad dream. I couldn't wake you up for the longest time." It might not have been as long it felt for Fern, but it disturbed her nonetheless. "We're in the Lost Woods, in Miss Clymestra's house. You don't remember that?" �YumePrism: Her small hand gave his damp shoulder a gentle stroke before letting it come to rest upon his skin. Her heart was disturbed by that night's events, unsure as to what they meant. The older potion maker seemed to know, but what the�YumePrism: woman referred to Fern refused to believe. Alex was fine! "Let me get you some water, okay? I'll even make you some tea, that will make you feel better, no?" She tried to smile for him, as if everything despite it all was normal,�YumePrism: that everything was fine. And it was, simple


SiIent Laughter: It was as if all of his energy had been sucked out of him and all that was left to do was colapse on the well kept floor. Despite the normal voices in his head telling him not to let her touch him, he did and it was surprisingly �SiIent Laughter: comforting. For someone who had insisted on making his life a living nightmare, she certainly had a gentle side to her. He sighed heavily, suddenly realizing how cold it had gotten now that the fire �SiIent Laughter: had been redused to mere embers and, on top of all that, he was covered in sweat. Alex couldn't help but shiver as Fern got to her feet and his feverish eyes caught sight of the blankets �SiIent Laughter: still on the ground. How warm and comforting they looked. Tea? Tea did sound nice. Crawling on his hands and feet, Alex slowly made his way toward the palat and, with a heaved �SiIent Laughter: sigh, he colapsed much like an animal in the midst of the blankets.


YumePrism: Fern paid no heed as he moved along the ground, herself now occupied in making his tea that would no doubt warm his insides. Setting a fire in the stove by means of a small fire spell and setting a full kettle to boil, she eyed the�YumePrism: root in her other hand, debating what exactly it was. Was it truly a sedative that would give ease to Alex's dreams, or was it something else. Why would Fern doubt her hosts, after all the help they provided? The magess knew how�YumePrism: Clymestra felt about Alex and his spear he carried...distrust, worry, predicted terrible things to come from him. She would not try to solve the problem herself and use the young magic user's nativity as a stepping stone? Shaking�YumePrism: her head she dispelled such thoughts and dropped the root into the water where it would boil and simmer, its potent attributes diffusing into the water. She took a clean cup and set it aside for when the tea would be ready to be�YumePrism: served. Grey eyes turned and eyed Alex's prone body as it was amidst the blankets that were indeed very warm. It did not take long for the kettle to make its soft whistle, the kettle being rather small, and Fern poured the warm�YumePrism: liquid into the cup, the contents being a rather odd black color. Well, hopefully Alex would not mind would he? No, not when she offered it to him, he trusted her, no? And she trusted the tea. Taking it to his side she kneeled by�YumePrism: him and held it out to him. "Here. This will help you."


SiIent Laughter: The embers were glowing first a firey red and then black before it would pulsate with light yet again. It was all very mesmerizing for the disturbed youth. It wasn't until Fern spoke him that he raised his head �SiIent Laughter: just a bit and rolled listless blue hues up to meet her own. Suddenly and inexplicably, he was startingly thirsty and what ever was in that cup smelled very good. With all the speed �SiIent Laughter: of a Like-Like, Alex rolled up into a sitting position and accepted the cup into his palms. The warmth was almost as comforting as Fern's palm had been and the cup was quickly pressed to his parched�SiIent Laughter: lips and he drank. With startling speed, the potent root took hold of him and he'd barely had time to put the cup down on the floor before he colapsed into his palat and was snoring away like a Goron.�YumePrism: Fern blinked. Well, that sure acted fast. She smiled slightly as she watched him fall into a slumber, taking the drained cup into her hand. Taking he other palm she reached out, hesitant, but eventually touching his forehead to�YumePrism: brush away some bangs, his forehead no longer so damp as before. "Sleep well, Alex." It was a reasonable hope wasn't it? She took Clymestra's word like before and set the cup aside. But, what her root did not work as well as she�YumePrism: claimed? Not wanting to take such a risk, and as she knew she could be quite the pusher for luck, took her own pillow and blanket and pulled it closer to Alex's sleeping form to rest. If he happened to wake up again she would be�YumePrism: right there. Of course once morning came it would be back as it always was, but until then it was as such. Fern slept peacefully after a few moments of laying there awake, convincing herself that it was okay to let herself rest�YumePrism: again.





*Next log: Takes place the following day when Fern and Alex leave to find the fairy grotto where another clue lays hidden.


