YumePrism: Fern, an adventuring magess


	     Temple priestesses, nymph-like maidens that tend to the temple and worshipping


	     Nephra/The Blue Lady, the second Esper that gives Fern another power


Silent Laughter, Tragic Legacy: Alex, a young man accompanying Fern





-Back in the forest clearing-





SiIent Laughter: 	Fern's plan for the evening settled well with him and Alex would comply with a nod of his head.  He was certain that the magess knew to be careful and so he skipped out on the stereotypical protectivness he'd succumbed to as of 


SiIent Laughter: 	late.  He'd lower himself to the ground, his back against a tree, his spear placed right beside him just in case he needed it.  The pack was pulled from his back and quickly undone as he rummaged through it.  Nothing too 


SiIent Laughter: 	apatizing it seemed, bread and jerkey and dried fruit.  What he wouldn't give for his pipe right now...  He gave a shake of his head which sent strands of golden hair flayling.  It looked like they were nearly out of water and, 


SiIent Laughter: 	knowing Fern, she'd take all the time in the world.  This seemed like an oportune time to fill up their water containers and, if time permitted, cook some stew.  Boy would Fern be surprised if she came back and Alex had hunted them 


SiIent Laughter: 	some meat for a real meal.  It sounded like a good plan to him and so, he'd rise and follow their steps back until he found one of the pure, cool streams they'd passed.  After quenching his parched throat, he'd sling the water skins


SiIent Laughter: 	over his shoulder and head back to the camp.  "Nope, no Fern," he thought as he surveyed their makeshift camp.  He should have pleanty of time for a little bit of hunting.  With spear in hand, the cyan hued Hylian would wander into 


SiIent Laughter: 	the midst of the woods.  It was surprisingly serine out in these woods... nothing like the dark forboding feeling that he got from the Lost Woods.  He could actually understand why people would be drawn to these forests.  Booted 


SiIent Laughter: 	feet soon carried him to the edge of one of the streems they'd seen flowing into the woods.  How far had he wandered into these woods, he wondered, turning around to peer into the darkening shadows behind him.  Brows furrowed at 


SiIent Laughter: 	this sight... it had been much brighter when he'd entered, or so he thought.  Shrugging it off, he'd follow the stream, hoping to catch sight of some fish. Fern would definately approve of catching a fish over some sort of furry 


SiIent Laughter: 	creature, that was for sure.  But not a scale was to be seen as he walked, hoping that he'd find something further up stream.  Before he knew it, he'd stumbled up on the same temple that Fern had found not too long ago, though he 


SiIent Laughter: 	hadn't heard her distressed cries earlier.  It was beautiful... even to someone like him.  The way that the new moon beams fell on it's white walls, the entire structure seemed to be made of spun silver and surrounded by a blue 


SiIent Laughter: 	glow, mysterious and lovely.  What was this place, he wondered?  His footfalls suddenly audible as he moved from grass to stone.  Then, a flicker of movement caught his eye.  Something shimmering.. Eyes widened at the sight that 


SiIent Laughter: 	befell him.  It was none other than Fern, laying on the ground as if she'd suddenly colapsed and some blue colored pixi was fluttering about her.  Before he could utter any sort of cry - they'd vanished as if they'd been but a trick


SiIent Laughter: 	of the light.  Quickened steps carried him over to the place where she'd lain, a flattened palm was brushed across the stone and the warmth there betrayed their trick.  She'd been there, but where was she now?


YumePrism: 	Her body was light, like a feather she was floating it seemed. She did not know where she was, but there was no floor, no walls...just a dull shimmery blue the enveloped her. She couldn't have been awake...this must have been within


YumePrism: 	her subconscious. She was devoid of clothes, but then again she could not see herself and such things did not matter there, Fern only felt her soul present in the azure expanse. Suddenly a figure began to appear, a faint outline of 


YumePrism: 	a woman's body formed and then fully made itself known. She was almost exactly like the red queen of the firey grotto back in Kokiri Forest except that this one was cooler, gentle with hair of water that stretched out to


YumePrism: 	unfathomable lengths. Cerulean garments adorned this sister of the scarlet woman that Fern only met a few days previous. A calm smile appeared on the spirt's lips. "Ah, thou hast now come to me, have you Ahlis? Thou doth bear the mark of


YumePrism: 	my sister within thine eyes." The magess would have felt a slight rush of heat come to her cheeks, but the coolness of her surroundings did not let such sensations be sensed. "Where am I?" The girl spoke, hoping that this spirit


YumePrism: 	would give more answers than the previous. She noticed that the woman in azure knew her old name as well and spoke in a tone that hinted of a link between here and what the red sprit woman spoke of before. "This is but a connection


YumePrism: 	between thy subconscious and myself. Thou art but one step closer to what thou seek...we shall meet come the breaking of the next day. Until then, young Ahlis..." In what felt like a great swirl her surroundings began to fade, 


YumePrism: 	contort and change, the feeling of waking up coming to the magess. She did not want their "connection" to end just yet...she had questions! Thus it was too late and Fern awoke with a jolt in a simple yet comfortable bed of white


YumePrism: 	sheets and a single pillow. A single young woman, seeming to be no older than sixteen, sat by the door and blinked at the magess's sudden movement. The girl stood and moved to Fern's side and inquired for her well-being. "I am fine


YumePrism: 	...but where am I? Is this the temple?" The girl gazed at the young magic user with docile eyes of the deepest blue as she spoke in a calm voice for Fern to rest and that she will know her answers soon. The magess began to protest


YumePrism: 	when the nymph-like girl placed her pale hand against Fern's forehead and the magess slowly slumped back down upon her bed to resume her sleep.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Alex slowly straightened from his kneeling position on the spot where Fern had vanished from.  Azure gaze shifted this way and that, hoping to catch a glimpse of something that might aid him.  There was an odd power that resonated 


WisdomsGuardian: 	from the white temple before him and his feet were loath to carry him any nearer than need and haste had driven him.  But if Fern was in trouble... His spear butt was planted against the stone, thudding dully as it connected and 


WisdomsGuardian: 	with that added support, the lean Hylian took the first steps toward the foreboding structure.  The air was cool but no wind rustled through the emerald leaves of the trees that lined the murmuring brooks flowing on either side


WisdomsGuardian: 	of the walkway.  It was terribly disheartening.  What he wouldn't have given for the sword the goddesses had given him.  The ever present whispers had been silenced momentarily, be it from the mystical elements that crackled through


WisdomsGuardian: 	air or by the sudden urgency that coursed through is veins though he hardly had time to enjoy it.  All too soon, he stood on the threshold of the structure, peering in with unsure eyes.  Well, it was now or never, he supposed


WisdomsGuardian: 	and with a deep breath to fill his lungs, Alexander stepped through the door way into the temple, not knowing what would befall his path.


YumePrism: 	The frail-looking woman that tended to the sleeping magess felt a great sensation enter her mind, her head lifting up with eyes that spoke of what had just passed. There was another coming to the temple, but this one...no, this one


YumePrism: 	was different. All the temple guardians felt the entering presense and set to remedy the breech of their sacred ground. The one guarding the young woman would not leave her post, but others, ones who were assigned to watch the


YumePrism: 	temple's entrance would see to the intruder, most definitely. The young man would find himself confronted with prominent voices that spoke from the mysterious temple, asking him to leave and how dare he come upon the holy earth of their temple.


YumePrism: 	He would find himself frozen to the ground when he could see no sense of binding to his form, but his legs would feel like ice. They, the spirits and voices that guarded the entrance would surround him, circling him, reaching out to


YumePrism: 	take a hold and make him fall in subornation. White, pale hands stretching forth with voices, ice-like words piercing his ears, would be the last thing he would see before falling into the blackness that was unconsciousness.


Tragic Legacy: 	The first hint of a chilling voice halted him in his tracks.  Damn that Fern for wandering into some place like this...  Hadn't he warned her before about treading onto sacred ground?  Wide eyes jumped to and fro, searching for the


Tragic Legacy: 	source of these ghostly voices.  Surly if he explained what had brought him here, these spirits would permit him to find his companion and leave.  Once again, the fair haired Hylian was wrong.  These spirits were fiercely protective


Tragic Legacy: 	of their home and it was with a distressed outcry that he found his legs frozen solid, though no trace of ice could be found.  His spear fell from his hand of it's own accord, clattering against the stone ground as it fell.  


Tragic Legacy: 	Defenseless and horror struck at the wraiths that swirled about him, there was nothing he could do but succumb to the sleep that overpowered him.  His protestant limbs fell lank at his sides and darkness swallowed him. 


Y U M E prism: 	. . .How long had it been since the last time she opened her eyes? There was no sense of time within the marble temple, no connection to the outside world. When the magess awoke the next time she would find herself alone within her


Y U M E prism: 	room, a single clay lamp filled with oil was lit and a small flame, no bigger than a round pearl, came from its circular tip. Fern had no dreams as she slept during those hours. It was as if she was given such a potent draught to


Y U M E prism: 	settle her mind and place her entire being into a complete state of ease. The bare room was dark, all for except the small niche the candle made upon the bedside table. Her door then opened, no noise came from it as it moved upon


Y U M E prism: 	its hinges and three nymph-like women appeared, one holding a folded up bundle of cloth, another with a plush white towel and the center, more prominent woman with another clay lamp. "Come with us...the Blue Lady shall see you soon,


Y U M E prism: 	but before she does we wish you to prepare yourself." The first priestess-like nymph spoke softly and waited for the young girl to rise from her bed, feeling as if she had no choice in the matter. Leaving the room the magic user was


Y U M E prism: 	lead down a number of small corridors, all lit with strange torches that burned blue and shot odd shadows that fell upon the smooth white walls. The quartet suddenly found themselves within a large hallway, tall ionic columns lined


Y U M E prism: 	it on both sides, other smaller pathways branched from it and led to other parts of the large temple. At the end of the hall there were two great doors that were eased open with so much of a hand gesture from the leading woman. 


Y U M E prism: 	Within, the magess would find herself face to face with a beautifully sculpted area filled with pools and baths, sparkling white alabaster made up the body of the well-kept bathing area. "This is where my fellow priestesses and I


Y U M E prism: 	purify ourselves before our rituals and rites," she spoke again, the one woman holding the towel turned and handed it gingerly to Fern, who took it without a word. "Think of what you shall say to our Lady while you are here...we


Y U M E prism: 	shall not be far should you need anything." With a small bow of their heads they backed away from the magess, letting her be. Fern stood there for a moment after they had gone, wondering if she were really in the mood for a bath. 


Y U M E prism: 	"What does it matter if I'm in the mood or not," she mumbled, taking off her boots and cape and setting them aside. "Its not like I can refuse anyway." Such an offer could not turned down by such women. This was their domain, their


Y U M E prism: 	dwelling and she the visitor, she must give her respect dutifully. A dainty foot touched the tip of the water's surface of a small pool fed by a gentle fountain, its chill coarsed through her foot and leg. "So cold..." It almost


Y U M E prism: 	made the magess shiver. Biting the grit, as she called it, she stepped in and felt like regretting it immediately. Who could bathe in such water?!


Tragic Legacy: 	He awoke with a start, sitting up rigidly in the dark room he'd been stored away in.  Funny, he didn't remember falling asleep... A still shaky hand raised to wipe his hair from his face, only to find that he was drenched in sweat.


Tragic Legacy: 	If he had been dreaming, it must have been one dozy of a nightmare.  The first impulse to take hold of him was to get out.  Perhaps he was back in the Inn in Castle Town and the whole ordeal had been a dream?  Up to his feet he


Tragic Legacy: 	got, his hands groping through the darkness as he stumbled along the walls in search of a door of some sort.  Finally, he found what felt like a door knob but when he tested it, the door was stuck fast.  He was trapped.  "Bloody


Tragic Legacy: 	marvelous," he muttered under his breath as he turned and rested against the wall.  Down to the floor he slid until his bum hit the floor.  Here he was, trapped in some forbidden temple with no weapon, no means of escape and Fern


Tragic Legacy: 	could very well be dead somewhere.  Yes, this had to be the worst adventure ever to be recorded.


Y U M E prism: 	 . . Suddenly, within the gloomy darkness of his room an azure sparkle flickered to life, followed by another and another, until a whole mass of these sparkles formed. Out of this blue mass came the form of a woman, long river-like


Y U M E prism: 	hair flowing about her, eyes closed and in an ever-kneeling posture with her hands clasped before her. What was it...an illusion? Some sort of spirit? "Greetings, young one..." Her voice bubbled, flowed like water over pebbles in a


Y U M E prism: 	forest brook. Would he respond to the mystical being's greeting, or simply cower in a corner, scared to his own wits end. Indeed she did not see malignant in any shape or form, and her nature was that of a calm stream. Such was the


Y U M E prism: 	mysterious illusion that visited Alex in that very room as he waited in the dark.


Tragic Legacy: 	Yes, his first instinct was to flee or hide but the room offered so such sanctuary from the tiny specks of light that seemed to appear from thin air and gravitate toward the center of his room.  Without really knowing it, he'd


Tragic Legacy: 	pressed his back to the wall with his hands prostate on the floor and booted feet attempting to push him further back, perhaps through the wall.  However, at the sight of so lovely a spirit and at the sound of so soothing a voice


Tragic Legacy: 	Alex ceased his scrambling to gaze, open mouthed up at the ethereal being.  For a moment, he thought to return her greeting but his voice seemed fowl to him, unworthy to address her.  And so he would shut his slack jaw with a snap


Tragic Legacy: 	and roll to rest on his knees with his head bowed.  What did she want?  To release him?  To hear some sort of explanation for his unwelcome entry?  One thing was for sure, she seemed to be much kinder than his last jailor.


Y U M E prism: 	The spirit watched the young man frantic about, finally resting upon his knees with his head bowed, an action she was quite accostomed to. "I am the Nephra, Blue Lady of this Temple, commemorating the all-wise goddess Nayru and her works of wisdom." If the Hylian did not know any better he wouldn't


Y U M E prism: 	have known such an important standing in such a place. Her image shimmered for a moment, almost as if a pebble was thrown upon her watery surface and created gentle ripples. "What are you called by, Hylian?


Tragic Legacy: 	Mesmerized by this creature, it took a moment for Alex to find his voice.  With a quick shake of his head to clear his mind, he'd finally speak.  Crystalline'd hues raised to gaze upon her face.  "My name is Alex," he would say, 


Tragic Legacy: 	thinking twice about using the alias he'd adapted.  Surly she would see through that guise, even faster than Fern had in the market place.  Slowly his eyes fell to the stone floor, set alight by the glowing aura that surrounded her.


Tragic Legacy: 	He could no longer hold her gaze and he greatly feared what might come next.


Y U M E prism: "Alex." She spoke his name, pausing for a moment as if she were rolling and thinking of such a name within her mind 


Y U M E prism: but she was quick to respond once more. "It is not our intention to seem as if you are awaiting a punishment for your intrusion upon our temple. Alas it for our best interest to keep you locked away, at least until the young


Y U M E prism: woman is ready to leave along with you." How did the spirit know of their companionship? There was a small smile upon the Blue Lady's lips as if she could sense Alex's confusion. "Having visitors is but a rare occurence. Recieving


Y U M E prism: two in one day is quite unusual, although I have sensed Ahlis's arrival for some time now..." Ahlis...? Who was this the spirit spoke of? "But you, young Alex, I did not expect." She spoke of him with a slight hint of curiousity and


Y U M E prism: perhaps even confusion, but it was passing.


Tragic Legacy: 	It was as if her words relieved the weight of an executioner's ax from his neck as she explained the reasoning behind his detainment.  With a much lighter heart, Alex raised his face and eyes though it was still too difficult for


Tragic Legacy: 	his gaze to focus upon her fathomless eyes.  Somehow, it was not strange to him that she should know of his travel companion for she seemed to be the kind of entity that was omnipotent, at least within her own realm.  Dry lips 


Tragic Legacy: 	parted as he gulped at the air to support his voice.  "Please, excuse our intrusion.  My companion is not a native of this land and sometimes her curiosity contradicts her better judgment."  Funnily enough, he didn't feel as though


Tragic Legacy: 	they were in danger, or that Fern needed him to speak on her behalf but, it seemed to him, manners dictated this apology.


Y U M E prism: 	"There is no need for appologies, young Alex." The spirit's words were soft still, a small smile threatened to stretch the sides of her pale mouth. "This was all fordained, a long, long time ago. Your partaking in it, no, but it is


Y U M E prism: 	a blessing that she has come here." The image stuttered again like a rushing wripple in water before she spoke again. "It is time for us to part. Rest now, and when you shall awaken you will be elsewhere. Far, far from here..." The


Y U M E prism: 	Blue Lady began to disapear, fading and blending into the surrounding darkness of the isolated room. Waves of sleep would begin to cloud Alex's senses as the spirit disapeared, her voice now like a whisper. "Farewell, Alex of


Y U M E prism: 	Hyrule." Then, the dark. It filled the spaces where the azure light sat only moments before, leaving as if it had never been there at all.


Tragic Legacy: 	Was she leaving already?!  Alex's eyes widened at this sudden departure as he had so many questions that he was certain she could answer.  Why were disturbing dreams invading his sleep?  Why was he hearing those chilling voices,


Tragic Legacy: 	nagging at his mind?  Why had he been sent to accompany this foreigner on such a grand adventure?  So many questions that plagued his mind would have to go unanswered it seemed.  As soon as the lithe man had gotten to his feet to


Tragic Legacy: 	protest, the spirit was gone.  Sleep over came him with such unexpected force, the Hylian hardly had time to drop down to his knees again before slumping against the cool walls of his cell in deep slumber.


Y U M E prism: 	The magess was now kneeling infront of a pure pool of water that was surrounded my white marble columns extending to the ceiling. The same ancient runic markings covered them, the same aura radiated from the grotto as Fern


Y U M E prism: 	remembered that not too long ago she was in another such place, deep within the earth. Instead of the dramatic appearance to that of her sister Nephra, The Blue Lady of the Temple, floating easily above the water that blended into


Y U M E prism: 	rich hues of azure, cerulean, sapphire and aquamarine. It was only the two of them, Fern and the ethreal embodiment of Nayru. The young woman was silent as she knelt there, unsure of what to say when she was brought forth to the 


Y U M E prism: 	Lady, the entire event almost as surreal, but no where near as frightening, as her last encounter with their kind. "There is no time for greetings and too many questions for I fear there is a shortening of our time." Nephra's speech


Y U M E prism: 	was hurried slightly as she watched the magess sit in front of the clear water's edge. "Is there something wrong?" Fern inquired, but the Blue Lady looked to the side slightly. "I feel a disquieting sense coming to me, I do not know


Y U M E prism: 	what it may be. You have been to my sister to the south and hold her gift, but now I shall give you my own. But make haste to the last grotto!" The magess could not decipher why the spirit was in such a state. It began to worry her.


Y U M E prism: 	"Is something going to happen? Something is obviously amiss--" "Ahlis." The same quieted the girl, her head falling. "Raise your head, Ahlis, accept what I, Nephra of this holy temple to Nayru, bestows upon you." Suddenly she felt


Y U M E prism: 	so light, as if she were a feather and without any other command her face lifted up, then her body as she climbed to her feet. The same strong, intense energies began to swarm around her form as the spirit disintegrated into air. It


Y U M E prism: 	was like ice, piercing into her soul and becoming fridgid. The fiery essense within her calmed and in its place fell a barren chill, the exact opposite of what had previously occupied her being. When it finally subsided, the feeling


Y U M E prism: 	of almost being consumed passing, she did not fall back to earth but was now finding herself weary, tired and like lead. Her surroundings were beginning to fade when she suddenly began to think of what and where she was heading.  


Y U M E prism: 	"Alex...where am I going...what's going to happen?" It was then that her senses faded and the scene ended between the Blue Lady and the magess.





*Next log: Fern and Alex find themselves far away from the Temple in an arid land near the desert.


