YumePrism: Fern, an adventuring magess


	      Mum/Old woman and hostess, a lonely woman seeking company in her old home by any means


necessary


FutureStarIet, WisdomsGuardian, Tragic Legacy, Birth by Steel: Alex, a young man accompanying Fern


                         		                                                                  Nastami, a Gerudo rogue completing her own journey


			                                                                 *also playing Mum








WisdomsGuardian: 	Had he fallen asleep?  If he had, this was much more pleasant than the dreams he'd become accustomed to as of late...  He no longer found himself in that small, dark room but rather in a watery chamber.  The lights were both lovely 


WisdomsGuardian: 	and cold, like a wintry morning before the sun has thawed the flowers from their chill.  Alex was awestruck, staring wide eyed and slack jawed at the glittering walls and pools.  It wasn't until he caught movement out of the


WisdomsGuardian: 	corner of his eye that he fully became aware of himself.  There was the blue lady, from before, floating like a spirit above the water.  If he'd found her to be queenly before, now, among her element, she looked all the grander.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Suddenly, he wondered if he should hide...  Were his eyes falling on private counsel?  There was Fern, he recognized her from simply her voice.  "Ahlis?" he repeated, having just heard the name spoken.  But why should this name seem


WisdomsGuardian: 	 so important to him?  There was a gravity behind the knowledge of that name that he couldn't fathom, but for some reason, he knew he had to remember it.  Just as before, the spirit moved to grant Fern some sort of gift or power but


WisdomsGuardian: 	just as the exchange was to take place, a piercing pain behind his eyes shot through his brain.  Alex winced, ducking his head as if from a physical blow as his hands shot up to clasp at those lanky locks of gold.  What ever this


WisdomsGuardian: 	pain was, Alex knew that he had to witness the exchange, to see how it was done and to remember.  Nothing could keep him from his mission, nothing.  But as he fought to refocus on the spirit and girl, the pain only intensified until


WisdomsGuardian: 	he was certain that his eyes would burst.  With lips peeled back and teeth clenched he fought as well he could against the pain but soon all was dark and he knew no more.


Y U M E prism: 	. . .Strong ribbons of sunlight streaked through a small window upon a small flat bed where a young magess lay sleeping. There was a rag upon her forehead, damp and still as the young girl remained unmoving in her comatose state. No


Y U M E prism: 	one else was in the small chamber besides the sleeping magic user and when Fern's eyes suddenly began to crease and wince no one witnessed it. Stormy eyes opened to see a low ceiling made of wooden beams and a great brightness 


Y U M E prism: 	spilling in from the window. Where was she now? Judging by how many times Fern found herself sleeping in unfamiliar places you would think she would be used to it by now. Nevertheless she found herself clueless as to where she was


Y U M E prism: 	kept. Trying to prop herself upon a creaky elbow she gazed at her surroundings, coming to the conclusion that she was now in a small home who knew where. Considerate people must have lived there as well for who would willingly take


Y U M E prism: 	a stranger into their own home? Another moment passed and she realized that Alex was nowhere to found and a sudden pit began to fill her stomach. Did she leave him behind? Was he not able to follow her? Din knew what happened to the


Y U M E prism: 	magess after the encounter with the Blue Lady Nephra! If Fern did leave him behind then...that was her fault. He would be stranded there, no doubt either looking for her or wondering where on Farore's green earth she was. Indeed 


Y U M E prism: 	the magess would end up feeling extremely guilty for her actions at the temple, knowing that her insatiable curiosity caused Alex to suffer so. It was then that Fern heard the approach of footsteps to the wooden door, the young 


Y U M E prism: 	girl falling back onto her bed as she grabbed for the thin sheets used for her blanket. The door opened and in came a rather large woman, her ears round and her face was in such a way her cheeks seemed to be the biggest feature she


Y U M E prism: 	had. Fern could only blink at the sight. Meanwhile the woman saw that the magess was awake and she smiled. "Hello dearie, awake now hmm?" The motherly woman walked towards the bed and stood there, looming above the small Hylian. "How


Y U M E prism: 	yeh feelin'? Are yeh hungrey perhaps?" Fern gulped and nodded her head, not wanting to refuse anything the lady had to offer. My, the woman was gargantuan, not to seem offensive, but goodness! "Well 'ave ust made some soup fer lunch


Y U M E prism: 	and I can bring to yeh if yeh like." "No..I mean, I do appreciate it but that won't be necessary. I can walk." Tossing the sheets aside the magess removed the chilly cloth from her forehead and moved to get up, joints and muscles


Y U M E prism: 	groaning in protest. How long had she been sleeping there? Hours, days, weeks? With a great heave-ho Fern managed to stand on her own, despite her inward rejection of how the large lady of the house helped her up, and tested her


Y U M E prism: 	feet. "How long have I been asleep?" "Well 'ave had yeh for almost two days now? Not quite I dun think..no...but I found yeh I was surprised! Being 'posed outside in the sun, in the middle of the day no less, is dangerous 'ere!


Y U M E prism: 	Ought to be careful." The magess made a sigh. The large lady said nothing of another person. Now the magess was alone, or so Fern thought.


WisdomsGuardian: 	"She's awake?" came a familiar voice from outside the room Fern had been sleeping in.  Next came that flaxen covered head, popping through the doorway with a smile as broad as anything.  Sure enough, it was our dear Alex who had


WisdomsGuardian: 	been teleported along with the magess.  Though, unlike Fern, he'd been awakened by the portly woman laying on his back beside the unconscious magess.  His headache was gone and there'd been no trace of it since coming into


WisdomsGuardian: 	the woman's care.  The flowing sleeves of his shirt were rolled up to his biceps and, if one cared to look close enough, his hands were caked with dirt.  It seemed that the woman had put him to work in her garden and Alex was


WisdomsGuardian: 	just grateful enough to comply.  He gave a laugh, stepping fully into the door frame and leaning his shoulder against it with both arms crossed.  "You look as sturdy as ever, Fern."  Yes, he was joking and if Fern only knew how he'd


WisdomsGuardian: 	stayed the nights at her bedside, well he'd deny it adamantly.


Y U M E prism: 	The magess's breath almost caught in her throat as she heard that all-too familiar voice of Alexander as he appeared, dirt covered and grinning all the while. That momentary sparkle filled her pale eyes but dissipated as soon as it


Y U M E prism: 	appeared. So, he made it with her afterall. "At least I keep clean while being so 'sturdy,' as you say I am." A little joke between them, as always. The heavyset woman only chuckled and took note of the young man's soiled hands. She


Y U M E prism: 	was glad that he complied with her request in tending to her garden; it was almost too large to care for with only one pair of hands. "We'er about ready to 'ave some lunch, care to join us boy?" There was always room for more 


Y U M E prism: 	company at her table, the house being so empty these past view years. Leading the two travelers to her kitchen she set up the table with bowls of fresh soup, bread, spoons and napkins, shooing the large tabby cat the lady kept as a


Y U M E prism: 	pet. When Fern took a good look around the halls and the general size of the woman's home she found it to be a rather large residence. Despite the cozy room Fern slept in there were other bedrooms like it, along with hall closets and plenty of


Y U M E prism: 	potted plants near small windows. It was as if a whole family could live there, yet so far there was only the large woman and her almost equally large cat. As they sat down to lunch the young magic user eyed the textile tablecloth


Y U M E prism: 	and recognized the pattern. It was of simple design but traditional of northern cultures when it came to cloth, blankets and other woven things. "Where are we, exactly?" Fern knew that her question may have come across as strange to


Y U M E prism: 	their host but the magess simply had not a clue as to where they were whisked away to. The lady indeed gave her a queer look and set her spoon down after taking a sip of her soup. "We call this place Raylin, a rather small gatherin'


Y U M E prism: 	of people living off the small pastures south of 'ere. We're lucky enough to 'ave even that itsso dry in these parts. The desert is only a few days off on foot." The desert! So, they were not that far off course than she expected. 


Y U M E prism: 	Fern knew of the Haunted Wasteland in Hyrule and how it was fed by the northwestern desert that stretched far to the west and partially northward. "Where about you come from, missy? You dun look like one from these parts, n' neither


Y U M E prism: 	does yer friend here." The large host nodded towards the fair haired Hylian. The woman had heard of the "pointy-eared" group of people but only in passing. It was so rare that such people were seen in those parts. "We come from 


Y U M E prism: 	Hyrule...its to the south." Fern took her spoon and stirred her food, watching the steam rise.


Tragic Legacy: 	Alex could only chuckle as Fern met him tit for tat.  While she may have been unconscious for two days, her mind was ever so keen.  The lean Hylian stepped aside to allow their host to bustled Fern from her bed room and then eagerly


Tragic Legacy: 	followed behind.  This woman's cooking was unrivaled, even in the Castle Town.  Perhaps it was the absence of "home cooking" in his memory but he simply could not get enough of the food served at each meal.  He took a seat across


Tragic Legacy: 	the table from Fern and was quick to begin eating the ladled soup in his bowl.  Yes, the young man was quite content to listen to the women talk while he filled his belly.  It hadn't even crossed his mind to wash his hands... would


Tragic Legacy: 	the maternal woman notice?  When the soup had almost been drained, Alex interjected into the conversation.  "Yes, to the south.  But I've told you all this," he would add, jokingly to their host.  He'd kept her company the last two


Tragic Legacy: 	nights before retiring to watch over Fern.  Of course, Fern did look quite different from himself but she was from a completely different realm now wasn't she?


Y U M E prism: 	As Fern began to slowly eat her soup she realized that no matter how many spoonfils she ate the warmth of the food would be dimmed into nothing, the chill resting within her numbing out all physical warmth of her being. It didn't 


Y U M E prism: 	show but her insides were almost shaking from it. Just like before with the firey power of the first sister now came the deadening cold of the second. She stopped eating the soup only about halfway, her appetite not being as strong


Y U M E prism: 	as it usually could be, Fern turned back to the woman who only nodded her head at Alex's comment, knowing well that she had heard it all before. "May I be excused? I'm rather full now..." The woman looked into the magess's bowl, 


Y U M E prism: 	raising her dark eyes up to the girl in concern. "Why you didn' even eat 'alf of it! You feelin' alright?" Fern nodded, making a small smile in the effort to convince her host. "Yes, I'm fine. Thank you for lunch, it was delicious."


Y U M E prism: 	Standing to her feet she left the small room connecting to the kitchen, not understanding why she had changed so much after waking. It was expected though, it happened last time did it not? A pale hand reached up to her hair to give


Y U M E prism: 	a scratch to tangly hair, feeling its oily texture on her fingers. Thats what she needed...a bath, a very hot bath. . . . It was some time later, in the evening right when the last rays of the sun touched the horizon did Fern gather


Y U M E prism: 	the hot water she would need to bathe. She poured it into a large wooden basin, the steam sticking to her skin only briefly before evaporating. Now only in a large fluffy white towel the magess knelt by the water after she placed 


Y U M E prism: 	the bucket aside. The steamy water settled to become still and Fern could see her dark reflection upon the smooth surface. She became lost in it for a few moments, thinking about the past few days and now that she realized that Alex


Y U M E prism: 	and herself were nearing the finish line the end could almost be seen in sight. There was only so much farther to go. With a small sigh she stood, taking away the towel and placing it aside as she stepped into the basin, sinking herself


Y U M E prism: 	into the water that should have felt like a hot spring but only warmed her for a moment.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Yes, it had been very odd the way Fern had dismissed herself from lunch and then secluded herself into her room.  The fair haired Hylian had had quite a time trying to explain to their host that Fern was perfectly all right.


WisdomsGuardian: 	It was difficult not to bring up the temple they had stumbled across in the northern woods of Hyrule but Alex was never one to mention something that he, himself, doubted.  His entire experience with the spirits and the room and


WisdomsGuardian: 	then the ethereal blue lady had a puzzling hazy quality to it's memory.  Alex was left wondering if it had all been a dream that he'd stumbled into and, somehow, ended up on the opposite side of the realm and in the house of a 


WisdomsGuardian: 	strange woman.  But this place had a simplistic way of life and he'd not felt a hint of a head ache or a bad dream since he'd arrived.  The purity of this way of life seemed to have seeped into his ailment and relieved it for the


WisdomsGuardian: 	time being.  There was a part of him, the same part that could never leave well enough alone, that wanted to question Fern about what he'd witnessed in his dream.  She had a right to know, didn't she?  After all, she had been in


WisdomsGuardian: 	that dream.  With the old woman sleeping peacefully in a rocking chair next to a crackling fire, the lean young man had risen and was traversing the corridor that lead to Fern's room.  As the sound of dripping water caught his ear,


WisdomsGuardian: 	he wondered vaguely if she were bathing.  This opened the door to all sort of doubts, whether or not he should even speak of the events.  Heaving a sigh, Alex slid down against the wall to sit on the floor and contemplate or wait


WisdomsGuardian: 	until he was certain that she was finished and fully clothed.  Which ever came first.


Y U M E prism: 	As she sat within the basin, scrubbing at her arms and shoulders, she could have sworn she heard footsteps coming closer. She stopped moving her hands, the sudsy sponge oozing with white foam from a bar of soap. Perhaps it was the


Y U M E prism: 	helpful and cozy hostess, always asking if she was alright? The steps stopped and the air became silent once more, something that puzzled her for a moment. Surely the woman would knock and inquire within, unless..."Someone there?"


Y U M E prism: 	Her pale face turned to look over her shoulder towards the door, the idea of it opening at any moment entering her mind almost made her wary, should anyone really be out there...waiting. Maybe she was simply imagining it...? The


Y U M E prism: 	magess waited for an answer, if any, and to continue her bath before the water became too cold and thus any slight comfort from it disapearing.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Alex's bowed head quickly raised at the sound of Fern's voice resonating from within the room.  How had she..?  It must have been his foot steps against the wooden paneled floor that had caught her ears.  Considering the fact that 


WisdomsGuardian: 	there had been no foot steps leading away from the door, Fern surely must think that someone was lurking about her door.  The young man then had two options; to stay and run the risk of her opening the door to investigate or he


WisdomsGuardian: 	could rise and knock.  Curse that woman and her keen hearing!  Begrudgingly, he got to his feet and dragged a freshly cleaned hand through his shaggy mane in preparation for knocking.  His lips parted, gulping at the air before he


WisdomsGuardian: 	answered her.  "It's just me," he would say after a brief knock at the door with a forced air of nonchalance.  "Mind if I come in?"


Y U M E prism: 	"Wha--uh..." Fern turned away for a moment, her head sinking down into her shoulders as if she were already being spied upon. That was impossible of course, the wooden door was closed! "Just give me a moment..." With that the magess


Y U M E prism: 	raised herself out of the basin and grabbed for her towel in a hurry, the plush cloth fumbling in her hands for a moment as she tried to act with haste. Where was her borrowed bathrobe? Oh, there it was, on the back of the chair


Y U M E prism: 	where her clothes sat! Taking that she quickly changed, using the towel to rub into her hair momentarily, leaving it in a slightly rumpled mess. From outside her constant movement sounded like she was just about jumping everywhere in


Y U M E prism: 	preparation for him to come inside! Did he need to use the washroom too? That was probably why he stopped by, only to find the door closed, her inside no less. She disposed of the soapy water as fast as she could (but not without


Y U M E prism: 	getting some on the floor and herself, curses) and began to feel silly for keeping him waiting for so long! Finally, with her clothes in a bundle in her arm she opened the door rather sheepishly, feeling just a tad foolish. "Sorry 


Y U M E prism: 	...about that. You need to use the room?" Opening the door wider she moved to the side in order to let him pass, all in favor ot returning to her room to change.


WisdomsGuardian: 	What on earth was she doing in there, he wondered as he listened to the thuds and rushing about within.  Then, at the sound of splashing water, he realized that she'd been bathing.  "By Nayru," he mumbled, lowering his face and


WisdomsGuardian: 	kneading the bridge of his nose.  Leave it to a woman to rush about to get dressed instead of just telling him to come back later.  Briefly, he contemplating just telling her to take her time and that he'd talk to her later but


WisdomsGuardian: 	just as he was about to say as much, the door opened and there stood a disheveled and soggy magess.  Boy, she'd be angry when she found out that he just wanted to talk to her.  However, the excuse died on his lips at the sight of


WisdomsGuardian: 	her beautifully pale face framed by that mass of now unruly hair.  He blinked, wondering why his mind went blank and fuzzy.  "Uh no, actually, I just wanted to talk to you," he said, stumbling over his own tongue.  Alex took a few


WisdomsGuardian: 	steps back, suddenly feeling as though he were crowding her in the corridor that closed in around him.  "I didn't know you were, um, bathing.  I thought you were just washing your face or something.."  His voice trailed off into


WisdomsGuardian: 	silence, leaving a lopsided grin on his face.


Y U M E prism: 	Both dark eyebrows lifted upward, stormy hues blinking at the discovery of his true intentions. "Oh, well...alright." She let him back away, smiling all the while as she held onto the washroom's doorknob, closing the door almost


Y U M E prism: 	completely. Holding her clothes to her chest tightly, and making sure no embarassing articles could be seen, Fern made sure that she didn't face him as they walked down the hall to her room. Why? Had she noticed something in the way he


Y U M E prism: 	gazed at her when she came out of the room? No, not necessarily, but she suddenly felt overcome with shyness. It wasn't everyday when a young man came to her door while she was bathing, let alone see her in only a bathrobe! They


Y U M E prism: 	came to her room near the end of the hall, her small hand twisting the door knob easily. As they stepped inside a noticibly cool chill could be felt, white curtains around her window billowing around slightly. Oh, thats right, she


Y U M E prism: 	had opened the window earlier, almost an hour after lunch actually. The day felt warm to the magess's cheeks, thus she had opened it in order to let in the warm breezes. Now, with the coming of the evening, the wind was cool and


Y U M E prism: 	brisk. Fern did not feel the sharpness of the chill. Instead she left the window be, placing her bundle on the small vanity that possessed a medium sized oval-shapped mirror. The large lamp hanging from the ceiling was lit, along


Y U M E prism: 	with another lamp, although smaller, was also lit and rested near her bed. The young woman would let Alex take his own seat anywhere in the room, it mattered little to the magess, but she on the other hand, would sit on the bed with


Y U M E prism: 	a simple comb to pull her hair through, carved delicately out of wood.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Now that they were walking down the hallway toward her room and the awkwardness was so thick that it could have been cut with a knife, Alex began to wonder if this had been a good idea after all.  Not a word was uttered as they


WisdomsGuardian: 	slipped into Fern's room and he was grateful for the silence.  It gave him an opportunity to collect his thoughts and slowly but surely, his brain cleared and he had his tongue in reign.  The first thing he noticed about her room


WisdomsGuardian: 	was that it was cold.  She'd left the window open and, as the weather is prone to do in the desert, the temperature had dropped with the sun.  He'd fold his arms across his chest, wishing he hadn't rolled his sleeves up and glance


WisdomsGuardian: 	to Fern briefly before his eyes fell to the floor.  She was wearing a lot less than he but she didn't seem to notice.  Rather than sit, Alex chose to lean against the mirrored dresser.  Trying not to let his eyes run away with his


WisdomsGuardian: 	brain, he'd keep his eyes occupied on the floor.  "I noticed that you left the table quickly this afternoon," he started.  "You have to be hungry and I was just wondering if you were alright?" he asked, even though what he really


WisdomsGuardian: 	wanted to ask about was the water pools and the blue lady.


Y U M E prism: 	Fern had crossed her legs, one over the over to reveal the slender calves of her legs as she pulled her long dark hair over one shoulder, tugging out tangles and knots as she talked. "I'm fine...really." Grey eyes did not move from


Y U M E prism: 	her wet tresses but she could tell that the young man was indeed cold. If it were just a tad coulder his breath would be visible. As she busily combed at her hair she became lost for a moment, eyes falling to the floor momentarily


Y U M E prism: 	as she began to think and ponder. He came there to talk about something and it wasn't her health he was concerned with. "But you wanted to talk about something and I doubt it was about lunch earlier today, hmm?" Her gaze shifted


Y U M E prism: 	then, focusing on his lean form as he supported himself against her dainty vanity up against the wall, no doubt that too, was also hand crafted out of wood. Her hands stopped moving for a moment, a thin finger wrapping itself in a


Y U M E prism: 	few strands of her hair; an absent-minded action.


WisdomsGuardian: 	His first reaction was that of feigned surprise with a laugh and a shake of his head.  He'd been found out and of course his instincts told him to defend himself.  Before he realized what he was doing, he raised his eyes from the


WisdomsGuardian: 	floor and found his gaze locked on her seated form.  For some, her attire was certainly modest but when one considered that it was Fern sitting there in her bathrobe it was quite scanty.  "No, no, I really did want to know," he


WisdomsGuardian: 	stopped abruptly, cursing his tongue for sticking to the roof of his suddenly dry mouth.  Frustraition was evident on his face as he gave his head a shake before leveling his gaze on her face. "You're right.  I... I had a dream, I


WisdomsGuardian: 	think before we found ourselves here.  There was a blue lady there and you were there and you were surrounded by these pools of water.."  He suddenly felt stupid.  How could that sort of thing be any of his business?  Alex heaved a 


WisdomsGuardian: 	sigh, realizing how foolish he must look.  But he continued on.  "I just wanted to know what happened or if it really was just a dream."


Y U M E prism: 	"Oh, you dreamed of me? I'm flattered, Alex..." Her pink lips turned in a small grin along with a gentle chuckle before she stopped herself and turned serious. Fern's brows creased for a moment in thought, confused thought as to how


Y U M E prism: 	he could have remotely seen such a thing, even in a dream. "What I find a bit odd is that you know of such a place when you wern't even there." Yes, that was a bit odd, wasn't it? Her stormy eyes looked down to her semi straightened


Y U M E prism: 	hair and voiced her thoughts as they came to her. "Its true that I saw a "blue lady", as you call her, that was Nephra, guardian of that temple. What I don't know is how you were able to see such a meeting, and even though I would


Y U M E prism: 	not doubt the probability of you seeing such a dream under her will, it is most likely that she wanted to keep our meeting secret..." If such a thing was true then why was the magess confirming his questions? She could have easily


Y U M E prism: 	said that he was delusional or crazy and that would have been that, but no, Fern did not keep such things from him. Why? Well...she figured that he may not buy such claims as to being "delusional." Besides, Alex was becoming more


Y U M E prism: 	and more involved into what was happening to her on their quest...keeping such secrets would be difficult. Not to mention aggrevating and cruel for him, keeping his eyes in the dark. She winced slightly as she began to focus on her


Y U M E prism: 	hair once more, her comb having caught a particularily tough tangle, and it was beginning to pull her hair right out. "Blasted hair...its getting too long!" A sigh was given and she continued the fight, knowing her words were mostly


Y U M E prism: 	spoken to herself than anything else.


WisdomsGuardian: 	Alex's lips parted so that he could reply but no words came as the door to Fern's room opened.  It wasn't slammed open nor was it inched ajar as if some one were trying to sneak it, it was just opened and there, in the door frame,


WisdomsGuardian: 	was their portly host.  She held in her pudgy hands a finely crafted wooden tray laden with a steaming bowl and a glass of crystal clear water.  "I hope you don't mind, deary, but I brought you a," the woman stopped dead in her


WisdomsGuardian: 	tracks as she noticed Alex leaning against the dresser.  "Oh, I'm sorry, dear, I didn't realize that you were talking."  Looking horribly disheartened, the grey haired woman turned to go.  Here, Alex did the most peculiar thing.  As


WisdomsGuardian: 	if he had completely forgotten why he was there, a warm smile spread across his face as he stepped toward the woman.  "Don't worry, we were finished," he assured her.  He felt as though they owed her such a large debt for housing


WisdomsGuardian: 	and caring for them.  Taking great care, he lifted the tray from her hands and moved toward Fern's bed.  "I'll take care of that for you."  She smiled adoringly at him as she wiped her hands on her apron.  "Thank you so much. 


WisdomsGuardian: 	You're such a good lad."  Her attention turned to Fern next as Alex set the tray down on Fern's bedside table.  "I couldn't help but over hear you, dear.  Would you like me to cut your hair for you?  I used to cut my daughter's hair


WisdomsGuardian: 	so you can be assured that it won't look bad at all."  She smiled sweetly and expectantly and Alex was simply left standing next to Fern's bed, hoping that she wouldn't be her usual self and upset the elderly woman.


Y U M E prism: 	The magess nearly jolted into the air from surprise as their hostess entered her room, her heart having sped up at least twice as fast. Giving a sigh she noticed the pleasant trey and gave a thankful smile which quickly turned into


Y U M E prism: 	a look of surprise. Alex...he was using that overly helpful side of his nature that Fern could only want to stick her tongue out at. She found it somewhat silly for some reason but she said nothing and let him carry on, the older


Y U M E prism: 	woman obviously very happy with the way Alex was behaving. It was true though, they were both gratful for the woman's gratitude and help as they may their way on their journey. Setting her comb aside she couldn't help but blush 


Y U M E prism: 	slightly at the woman's suggestion. Her hair...cut? She wasn't being serious, heh. "Oh no..no I don't need it cut, thank you." She spoke curtly, trying to keep herself in a polite mood. "I was just joking really..." A hand moved to


Y U M E prism: 	the back of head where she touched the soft drying whisps of hair near the slight curve of bone at the bottom of her neck. "You sure dear? I can make it awefully pretty for you and I won't take off that much...here, let me see." The


Y U M E prism: 	large woman approached the magess and sat herself down on the bed and pulled some of Fern's long tresses away from her shoulder. "Oh, I can just see all the pretty braids and twists we can make! My daughter Olivine used to do this


Y U M E prism: 	gorgeous bun with braids all around it. Of course her hair wasn't nearly this length! There's simply a point where the hair becomes much too long to manage and you, sweet deary, and long since passed it!" Well, Fern didn't agree to


Y U M E prism: 	that! Her hair was quite fine, thanks. It felt a bit odd to the young magic user to have a stranger, although she was their hostess, fiddle and mess with her hair. How embarassing, with Alex watching and all. "Oh goodness, 


Y U M E prism: 	you're probably starving and here I am, treating your hair like a plaything!" The portly woman laughed at it and patted Fern's small shoulder, standing from her narrow bed and walking to the door. "If you two need anything you can 


Y U M E prism: 	always call for me. Good night you two, and don't stay up too late!" Huh...what? Stay up too late? Oh goodness, now she really was acting out the whole 'motherly' role. A glance to Alex was given and she could only sigh.


Birth by Steel: 	Alex couldn't help but smile as he watched their host dote on Fern as if she were her own flesh and blood.  It took an extraordinary woman to offer so much of herself to two strangers.  How could the magess not accept her kind


FutureStarIet: 	generosity?  However, he was not all together surprised when Fern did the expected.  How odd that, when normally he'd have been quite angry with the magess for her rudeness, he only laughed at her modesty.  "Goodnight," he would say


FutureStarIet: 	to their host as she excused herself from the room.  "And don't worry, we'll turn in soon."  As the door swung shut, leaving the two of them alone with their thoughts, Alex had a bit of difficulty remembering why he'd stopped by in


FutureStarIet: 	the first place.  It had had something to do with the abruptness of Fern's retreat from lunch, hadn't it?  The harder he attempted to recall, the foggier his mind became as the memory evaded him like a shadow.  "Well," he would then


FutureStarIet: 	say, turning back to Fern.  "I'm glad that you're feeling better."  Before he knew what he was doing, his lean form had bent to place an arm along her shoulders and slightly squeeze.  A quick kiss was planted on her forehead, not


FutureStarIet: 	unlike a kiss a brother might give to a younger sister before bedtime.  "You should eat something and then turn in."  It seemed like good advice to him as he moved toward the door and opened it.  "Goodnight."  And with those final


FutureStarIet: 	words, Alex disappeared into the corridor.  His footsteps carried him toward his bedroom and then vanished from any range of hearing.


Y U M E prism: 	Ah, he was leaving then. Well, perhaps they would discuss it more in the morning? Maybe not for the magess said all she needed to on the matter. It was odd, how Alex seemed to be concentraiting on something but say nothing at all.


Y U M E prism: 	That silly, she bet he couldn't remember anything about what he was going to tell her before their hostess came in. Oh, well. His kiss, although rather unexpected, made her face tingle and her tummy do a slight flip-flop but she


Y U M E prism: 	brushed it all away, knowing that his brotherly affection was just that and nothing more. He let her be afterwards, closing her door with his footsteps fading away until there was no more sound, only the scraping of damp hair on the


Y U M E prism: 	wooden comb. Placing her comb to the side, satisfied with how her hair was smoothed and untangled, she moved to the small table where her soup sat along with her glass of water. As usual her thoughts got in the way of eating and she


Y U M E prism: 	stirred the food for a time with her spoon, thinking of her hostess, their quest, and Alex. Oh! Why was she thinking of him when she had other things to worry about? Yet she couldn't help it. Fern ate a spoonful of the soup and let 


Y U M E prism: 	it sit in her mouth for a moment before swallowing it. The woman cooked well and it didn't take a genius to figure that much out. There was a story to that woman, that Fern knew, but what was it? The house, the furnature, her host


Y U M E prism: 	wasn't simply an old maid with a cat and no one to care for. Maybe something tragic happened, something that simply remained unsaid. That was none of the magess's business, if that were the case. The soup was warm but Fern's insides


Y U M E prism: 	ate it away and that chill still rested within. Din's mighty flame was different than this; lively and hot. This made her feel lethargic, cool and heavy. It was like a test, a test to see if she were capable of handling such power 


Y U M E prism: 	to see her quest all the way through. And if she did, then she was worthy of the prize she sought. "Be strong." Fern told herself, "don't give in just yet."





-Next day or two-





FutureStarIet: 	Far before the sun had risen, Alex was up and dressed to do his chores.  Of course he'd been eager to lend a hand about the house when their host had asked it of him, it seemed only fair.  There was an injustice about an older woman


FutureStarIet: 	living in this stark environment with no one, not even a son to take care of her.  The cow had been milked and the chickens fed and the little barn door had been mended before lunch.  It was with the promise of more of her fine


FutureStarIet: 	stew that the fair haired Hylian ventured out into the little garden with a hoe propped up against his shoulder and his sleeves rolled up to work a bit.  The soil here was rough but not infertile beneath the crusty surface.  He


FutureStarIet: 	could certainly understand how people could survive out here on the ridge of the desert.  It was a nice life, a simple life and best of all, he seemed to have been cured of his headaches.  Not a one or a bad dream had invaded his sleep


FutureStarIet: 	since he arrived.  He was just thinking how lovely the sky was at this time of day when their hostess came rushing out of the door of the house shouting hysterically.  His stomach dropped as the gardening tool fell from his hands,


FutureStarIet: 	hitting the ground with a dull thud.  Something was horribly wrong and it was with a frantic effort that he was running back toward the house.  Images of the worst possible scenario flashed across his eyes, images of wolfos in the


FutureStarIet: 	house or the kitchen on fire.  Over the creaky wooden fence he leapt and continued his run.  "What's wrong?!" he called before skidding to a halt before her and clutching her arms in a desperate attempt to calm her.  Her watery gaze


FutureStarIet: 	met his own and he was certain that something horrible had happened.  "Mum, what happened!" he exclaimed without really thinking about what he was saying.  "It's your friend," she replied after a few more gasping breaths.  "She's


FutureStarIet: 	feverish and delusional.  She won't get up or eat and she's talking about trying to leave.  I can't stop her!"  She was obviously forlorn and upset by this as she desolved into weeping on Alex's shoulder.  Feverish?  Fern had seemed


FutureStarIet: 	fine the night before.  What was that outlander up to?  Alex gave the motherly woman a soft squeeze and assured her that he would find out what was going on and then disappeared into the house.  His boots left dusty prints on the


FutureStarIet: 	clean wood floor as he walked and his hands left equally as dirty prints on the door as he knocked.  "Fern?" he asked, giving her the benefit of a doubt.  "Are you all right?" 


Y U M E prism: 	"Cross, cross..one over the other..." Her small hands felt clammy as she braided her hair while looking in the vanity mirror, her words more to herself than anything else. She had to focus on getting ready, on packing her things and


Y U M E prism: 	heading out. It was time to leave, whether her companion wanted to or not. Her bed was made more or less and her things were packed, her sachel on one of the chairs. She was almost done with her first braid when she heard the knock 


Y U M E prism: 	at the door. Aha! Just the one she needed to see. "Come in, Alex." Fern spoke with more strength than she truely felt at the moment. Her insides felt so strange and her memory clouded...she had to get out! Something within her was


Y U M E prism: 	telling her to move and act, twisting its power as a force to urge her along. It could no longer wait. Forcing herself to bear it and climb out of bed took effort, and doing her hair all he while was like she begame defiant of the


Y U M E prism: 	ache that clung to her soul. If the magess was going to leave she wouldn't be in a disheveled mess she succumbed to not too long ago. She couldn't give up, not after they had gone so far. They. Alex and herself. Would he be so


Y U M E prism: 	willing to part with the homely woman? There was something about her, that house...everything. Fern could only hope he could see it before it was too late.


FutureStarIet: 	The credit he was going to offer Fern disappeared as his face fell, fair brows furrowing as anger seemed to appear in his chest.  "Funny," he would say in flat tones as he opened the door and lingered in the doorway.  "You don't


FutureStarIet: 	sound sick at all."  And there she was, standing in front of the mirror braiding her hair while he was caked in dirt and sweat up to his forehead.  A steely gaze settled on her fully dressed form standing vainly before the mirror


FutureStarIet: 	"That's pretty rotten, Fern," he said, forcing fists to flatten against his folded arms.  "You realize that you upset her don't you?"  There was a part of him that toyed with the fact that Fern didn't understand at all.  This woman 


FutureStarIet: 	had nursed her back to health and all that Fern seemed to be able to do was upset her and throw her hospitality back in her face.  "You realize that that sweet, wonderful woman is sitting out on the porch as upset as a cucco without


FutureStarIet: 	scratch because she thought you were ill.  Ill, Fern!  What in Din's name has gotten into you?"  And then he waited, hoping that she would come to her senses and apologize to Mum.


Y U M E prism: 	The magess stopped braiding her hair and swallowed, turning towards her traveling companion and stared at him for a moment. Her eyes, pale grey they were, but strained. Her skin, always soft like cream was cold and clammy, just like


Y U M E prism: 	her hands. Yes, she was "ill" in a sense, but in a way that crossed the boundaries of normal sickness. This reached farther into herself, than any illness that she knew of could. "Alex, we have to leave, and quickly." He didn't see,


Y U M E prism: 	he didn't understand where they came from or what type of journey they were on. They had no time for a long conversation now, she couldn't put it off any longer. How long were they in that house? Days? Weeks? Couldn't she remember?


Y U M E prism: 	Could he, Alex, the one who was scolding her like a child? "You don't see what's wrong with this place, do you Alex?" Fern turned back to the mirror for a moment, seeing only a fraction of his lean form as he stood there watching


Y U M E prism: 	her. With a gloved hand she smoothed out a few strands of hair. "Besides, we have a journey to continue. Do you remember that?" Well, did he? Or was he already far too ensnared in the mysterious woman's life and the ways of that 


Y U M E prism: 	arid land? If that was the case, then...then she could just move on without him! No loss, right? It was his choice to come along anyway, she didn't invite him! A spark of spite and strength grew at the fact that she didn't need him.


Y U M E prism: 	She didn't...


FutureStarIet: 	"And what exactly is wrong with this place?" he asked, the anger that had clutched at his stomach slowly rose into his voice.  With little effort he straightened from his leaning position against the door frame but made no move to


FutureStarIet: 	shut the door behind him.  What ever Fern had to say to him she could also say to Mum.  "Let me tell you something, Fern.  She's taken better care of you than you could of yourself.  She's offered her home to us with no questions


FutureStarIet: 	asked."  While he spoke, he slowly advanced on Fern, his steps quite calculated.  "And might I remind you that I've been working for her so that she wouldn't boot us out.  Not that I've minded really but do you even have a grateful 


FutureStarIet: 	bone in your body?"  SLAM Down came his fist on the vanity beside her as the anger inside of him boiled to a hand.  Despite that outward display of rage, his voice was low and still.  "How can you even talk about leaving?  It would


FutureStarIet: 	break her heart.  You've done nothing to pay her back, you've not even offered her an ounce of company."  He gave a shake of his head and then slid his fist off the wooden dresser, fighting the urge to shake the sting away.  "She's 


FutureStarIet: 	so lonely, Fern.  Out here, all by herself.  But you only care about yourself and your mission.  You could care less about the people that helped you along, that stood by your side, that helped you complete this stupid treasure hunt


FutureStarIet: 	of yours.  For Din's sake, have a heart Fern."


Y U M E prism: 	Have a heart, he said. Well, she did have one, thats why she was telling him that they must leave! He didn't see it, and if he did he refused what he knew. Didn't he want to see more of what lay past the forests and mountains? "It


Y U M E prism: 	was her choice to help us. I admit that if wasn't for her we'd wouldn't be in better shape but...but, ugh.." A hand went to the center of her chest, gripping at the bright fabic of her clothes. Her eyes were wincing at something, something..


Y U M E prism: 	painful? His actions had startedl the magess, most definitely and when he approached her she could only watch with her stormy eyes, falling back in her steps once he so close to her that she could feel the vibrations from the vanity


Y U M E prism: 	, into the wood and to her feet. Her face fell for a moment, thinking, scheming, trying to find a way to break that enchantment upon his mind. His words, although he spoke them without knowing the truths she knew, sent a pang into


Y U M E prism: 	her heart. She wasn't selfish! Why was he always blaming and accusing her? Is that what he really felt? Perhaps..."Tell me," she began once more, face lifting up and eyes shining with new life. "Where did we meet for the first time?


Y U M E prism: 	What do you remember from it?" Alex may have remembered their quest beyond Hyrule's borders but could he remember the personal things about them? The little details that maybe only Fern held dear. If the magess was correct he would 


Y U M E prism: 	find his memory on bit on the fuzzy side, if he could remember anything like that at all. If he didn't care or refused to say anything about it, well, that was a good of an answer as any.


FutureStarIet: 	"What does that have to do with anything?" came his reply as sharp blue eyes met her own from behind strands of flaxen hair.  For a moment, he decided to humor her and answer her silly questions but upon further thought, he couldn't


FutureStarIet: 	remember.  That, much like the memory he'd sought for last night, was clouded in fog and indistinguishable from anything else.  And so, he went another way rather than appear foolish in front of someone whom he'd just been


FutureStarIet: 	reprimanding.  "You're just trying to change the subject because you know that you're at fault.  Fern, I'm not even asking that we stay forever.  I don't know what you think you know, but you're wrong and a few more days wouldn't


FutureStarIet: 	hurt."  He turned to go, or rather march away from her and rub at his still stinging hand as he did.  But there, in the doorway, stood Mum and she looked just as distraught as ever.  "Please don't fight, my loves," she pleaded.  "I


FutureStarIet: 	hate to hear you two bicker and as much as I've loved your company, dear Alex, I hate to keep you from your journey."


Y U M E prism: 	"That's exactly my point." Yes, what did it have to do with anything? His memory, thats what! She could tell that he could not recall such events, a grim confirmation. Her pale eyes closed as she turned away, letting him go on and


Y U M E prism: 	say what he wanted...he didn't know any better. She would let him leave, to go on about what he was doing before, but he better well think about what they spoke of. Fern was actually rather surprised to see their hostess in her


Y U M E prism: 	doorway, pleading for their fighting to end. She could only sigh, wishing that she had not some at such a time, but alas that was how things were becoming. The grip of the woman's life was strong and Fern could feel it like a


Y U M E prism: 	spider's web. "Yes, we...didn't mean to stay so long here. We only meant to rest for a day, perhaps two, but we realize that we must be on our way. Time is of the essence." The magess may have sounded pushy when she said that, but


Y U M E prism: 	the chilling aura of what lay within her would not relent until she was on her way once more. 


FutureStarIet: 	"Of course," replied the woman, folding her pudgy hands in front of her with humble acceptance.  "But might I make a suggestion?"  Alex, who was stunned to even find her standing in the doorway, was quick to insist that she did.


FutureStarIet: 	He was still quite angry with Fern and he certainly wasn't ready to face her but if Mum were to say that he should, well, she'd taken good care of him thus far hadn't she?  "I insist that you both stay until tomorrow.  There's a


FutureStarIet: 	storm coming and, take my word for it, a storm out here is something to be reckoned with."  Alex sighed and glanced over his shoulder at his self righteous companion.  With a heavy sigh, Alex moved to pass Mum.  "I'll get started on


FutureStarIet: 	boarding up the barn and windows for you, Mum.  That is, if it's all right with you Fern."


Y U M E prism: 	Fern's eyes could only widen at the name Alex had bestowed upon the older woman who was their hostess. Mum? She swallowed, biting down her tongue to keep herself in check while infront of them both. "Hmph, you hardly have to ask me 


Y U M E prism: 	for permission, Alex." With that her head was turned to the side, nose up and posed like she didn't give a rupee with anything else that he had to say. He was spurred on his way and out of Fern's cozy room, the only moment when Fern


Y U M E prism: 	gave a frosty gaze to the woman as she stood there. The portly host did not linger too long after Alex had left but it was clear that she knew of something, more than what the magess cared to hint at. I know what you're doing, 


Y U M E prism: 	Fern's eyes spoke as no words passed between them. And you won't get away with it.





*Next log: Escaping Mum's enchantment! Will Fern be able to make Alex snap out of it?





