Y U M E prism: 	"I would now like to congradulate, and thank, our two guests that who have helped to return my rightful property!" A crystal glass was raised in toast as Lord Danek stood amongst his peers for a toast. Other noble men and women


Y U M E prism: 	joined in with their glasses raised, each one filled with fine wine, and drank to the lord's health and to the ones that the noble praised. The party to commemorate the finding of his family herloom, in Danek's opinion, was simply


Y U M E prism: 	necessary for the higher citizens of Hyrule's society. Besides, everyone loved a party! Hopefully such an offering on his part would sooth the wounds he had created between the magess and the wrongfully accused, but in the public's


Y U M E prism: 	eye, all was well. Earlier that day the trial had been ajourned, assisted with new evidence, with the correct wrongdoers and the case was put to rest. The party was in full-swing by the time the toast was made and all the rich and


Y U M E prism: 	wealthy continued their typical social activities of mingling about and usual discussions. The magess never dreamed to find herself amongst such high company, dressed as she was in elegant high collar lavander robes that were silken


Y U M E prism: 	to the touch. It was her choice as opposed to Lord Danek's generous offer of a beautiful dress, one that he was willing to compromise with. The magic user, having a tad of difficulty seperating herself from ladies who commented on


Y U M E prism: 	her clothes and wanted to venture forth on conversations lead on by gossip, managed to slip away almost unnoticed into the lovely gardens of the Danek Mansion. Fountains of the purest marble graced clear pools of crystal water, rose


Y U M E prism: 	gardens were aplenty in a variety of colors and well-trimmed walkways were interwoven along shrubbery that lead to various sections of the gardens that were surrounded by high stone walls covered sparsely with vine. Beautiful


Y U M E prism: 	gardens, indeed. Not to mention the evening was simply gorgeous for a small stroll, one that the magess took to its full advange.


Tragic Legacy: 	All in all, he wasn't even sure why he'd come to this little party at all.  Being surrounded by the very people that lived off of their inheritances and threw lavish parties to showcase this wealth was a great blow to him.  He too,


Tragic Legacy: 	had been offered fine clothing for the evening, though to accept this would make him a hypocrite, at least he thought it would.  The clothing that he'd been mysteriously given would suffice.  The fine coat of crimson blocked him


Tragic Legacy: 	from the chill wind that blew from the north, beneath was the white, high collared shirt.  A booted foot was resting atop the high stone wall he'd seated himself on while his other dangled over the edge, brushing against the walk


Tragic Legacy: 	way.  His head was bowed and resting in his cupped palms was a crystal glass of untouched wine.  Tonight was a lovely, clear night.  If he had chanced to glance up toward the heavens, he'd notice Nayru's sparkling diamonds and 


Tragic Legacy: 	great pearl, bathing the courtyard in a silvery light.  What had he been thinking, coming here only to be gawked at and nodded politely to.  He was no hero, he was not a great man to be reckoned with.  He was nothing more than a


Tragic Legacy: 	thief that had been lucky enough to fall into favor with two cunning women.  His hair hung about his lowered face, hiding the shaped facial hair he'd allowed to grow along his chin and upper lip.  A clean shaven face didn't seem to 


Tragic Legacy: 	suit him anymore...  Lost in his dark thoughts, he hardly noticed the approaching foot steps of the magess, nor did he look up.


Y U M E prism: 	Yes, the magess simply known as Fern would be coming along down a smooth stone path, her ruggish tan boots having been replaced with more slipper-like shoes that seemed to make her small feel not garbed in anything at all. Twirling


Y U M E prism: 	within her ungloved hands was a flower, a single lily tinged with pink on the inside near where the pollen stems grew. Another, snowy white in shade, adorned her hair at the back where her braids came together. Misty hues moved to


Y U M E prism: 	gaze up at the midnight velvet sky to adore the wonderous stars when she caught sight of the one person she could never pull herself away from. Fern did not say a word, her footfalls had stopped and the only noises were the


Y U M E prism: 	commotions from the interior of the mansion and the soft trickle of water from the fountains. How long had they known each other? They had met in the spring, more than a year ago and now it was autumn, right when the leaves began to


Y U M E prism: 	die and fall. She remembered the day they met, in the spring of her sixteeth year when she first caught sight of the insufferable Alexander De'Vere. She hardly thought that way anymore. A soft smile touched her painted lips as she


Y U M E prism: 	drew closer, wondering...did he even notice her presense? So forlorn did he look! It sent a pang in her heart, a feeling that she would have eagerly tried to have denied in the past during the times where she felt he mattered 


Y U M E prism: 	little. "Alex." It was a soft word that Fern spoke, one to hopefully ease him out of his reverie as she sat upon the stone wall, wine glass in hand.


Tragic Legacy: 	At the sound of his name, he blinked before slowly raising those lowered sapphire hues.  Bright, they looked in the crisp autumn air and the creature that sat before him was hardly the girl he'd loathed little over a year ago.  He'd


Tragic Legacy: 	tried, so desperately to single her out, not as a woman but as an annoyance that needed to be ignored but in the end it had failed him.  The moment that their eyes met, his fell to the dark liquid in his glass, the twinge of nerves


Tragic Legacy: 	in his stomach almost unbearable.  If Rouch had been right about one thing, it was that she couldn't return his love and he didn't deserve it.  His shoulders rose and fell before he had collected himself to the degree that he felt


Tragic Legacy: 	he could face her again.  With a characteristic grin on his face, a mask behind which he felt secure and untouchable, he'd reply.  "Couldn't take it any more huh?"  Of course, he meant the stuffy fools drinking themselves silly up


Tragic Legacy: 	in the house.  "If I had to guess they don't even come out here to look at the flowers."  Cyans had purposely locked on her own in an attempt to seem normal but at the first sign of wavering, he raised his glass and drank.  "Just to


Tragic Legacy: 	show off their gardener," he finished bitterly, turning his head to gaze down on the darkened town square.


Y U M E prism: She could only blink at him as he made his rather observant comment concerning the other nobles inside, drinking to their heart's content. Fern did not care for wine or any sort of alcohol, but whenever there was a party, there were�Y U M E prism: drinks, it was to be expected. That smile he gave her, those eyes that looked into her own, if only for a few moments, wavered. To go from such a somber expression to one of such simple contentness must have been mustered up and�Y U M E prism: plastered on. "Something is the matter, isn't there?" The magess had not a clue as to the real emotional turmoil that rested under Alex's false countenance, only the idea that the past few days must have taken its toll on him. Lost


Y U M E prism: 	friends, lost home, lost ideals...such terrible blows. Of course he had told no one of how he felt, letting it stay within his heart until the bubbling kettle of emotions would overboil. Fern would have done the same in the past when she had no


Y U M E prism: 	one to trust herself with. But that was her past and now...she did have others to confide herself in, if not slightly. Despite what Alex might have thought, he was no longer the intolerable young man she met a year and a half


Y U M E prism: 	previous to that night and there was no reason for him to let his inner turmoils swell within him. The magess knew she had not been the best of friends with the young Hylian and in certain ways she regretted that, but now was not


Y U M E prism: 	the time to regret her past actions. What had formed had formed, and developed into...this. There was a loud clatter from within, a few claps and cheers...obviously someone broke something and people laughed because of it. Goodness.


Tragic Legacy: 	Whether it be through some sort of magic or through her knowledge of him, she could tell that he was putting up appearances.  A fair brow rose as he turned back to her, fingering the smooth texture of the glass nervously.  His lips


Tragic Legacy: 	parted to reply but then he thought better of it and shut them again, the breaking glass and laughter covering this blunder nicely.  His shoulders shook as he chuckled, thinking along the same lines as Fern when it came to the


Tragic Legacy: 	party.  It was obvious enough that something was eating away at him, but was it possible to only admit to a fraction of his woes?  Surly it couldn't hurt.  Still not daring to meet her piercing gaze, he returned to the shadowed town


Tragic Legacy: 	below.  "I'm sure you know already but, I'm not a run away heir to some great family..."  He expected some form of laughter from the magess as her suspicions about him were confirmed.  How could such a perceptive woman have not seen


Tragic Legacy: 	through a story that had fooled only bar and farm girls?  "I'm an orphan.. I guess... the first thing that I really remember was Bertozzo.  He was the master of a thieving ring, mostly kids.  I fit right in and I learned quickly."


Tragic Legacy: 	He paused, finding his mouth suddenly very dry.  If he had been unable to look at her before, now he couldn't bare it.  To see the pity he imagined in those stormy eyes... The shame was as tangible as the wine he sipped to wet his


Tragic Legacy: 	throat.  "Eventually, Bertozzo was arrested and the family I'd known scattered... there were a few of us that stuck around... me and Rouch were the oldest and so we took care of them...  It wasn't a bad life, really.  It was


Tragic Legacy: 	comfortable and there was nobody to tell us what to do.. and I thought we were helping.."  Again his voice died on his lips.  No amount of justification could atone for how he'd been living, he saw that now.


Y U M E prism: 	In those few moments Fern learned more about Alex than she had ever learned in the year and a half she had known him. Of course she had known he was so such "runaway heir" or anything like that, why did he think she hated him when


Y U M E prism: 	they first met? He was outright lying to her. The first thing he said to her was a lie, and the magess did not like being lied to one bit. That was why it took her so long to actually let a foothold for his words to sink into her


Y U M E prism: 	because his first impression left a nigh near impossible one to remove. She let Alex speak, not wanting to interrupt his story of his childhood within the underground of Hyrule society, only absorbing it into her mind and


Y U M E prism: 	processing it. How could she not feel some degree of pity...people who had to live like that must have had such difficult lives. Fern's life was none the more easy, having been raised by two crazy stepmothers who wanted to use her


Y U M E prism: 	to their own dastardly ends. His last words stuck the most to the magess, hinting at his sense of regret for his past actions and ideals to somehow rid Hyrule of noble scum that wasted precious resources on useless trivialities.


Y U M E prism: 	Fern could see the sense of good in those actions, even if it was related to stealing. That was what seperated him and Rouch: Alex stole in order to help the needy, Rouch took things from whomever and whenever he pleased, a true


Y U M E prism: 	thief. In truth there were better ways to find means for his old hopes of helping the poor and poverty-stricken, but Alex did it the only way he knew how. "Alex...there is no need to dwell over it now. You did what you thought was


Y U M E prism: 	right." The magess began, her steps moving her closer to the stone wall where the ex-thief perched himself. "Although stealing is wrong, you were trying to do the right thing by means of doing the wrong methods." The Fern from a year


Y U M E prism: 	ago would have never uttered such words to him and instead have scorned him for being what he was before even trying to understand his predicaments. Now, the times were different, he no longer needed to be such a person. Alex could


Y U M E prism: 	begin anew, start over with a clean slate and atone for his past actions.


Tragic Legacy: 	Now he was definitely thankful to be facing away from her as she attempted to justify his life.  Teeth clamped down on his lower lip as he struggled to find something to say.  Such an array of conflicting emotions rose from the pit


Tragic Legacy: 	of his stomach.  Anger at Rouch for what he had done, for what he had ruined and corrupted.  Grief for the dream that he'd carried like a banner for the majority of his years, how it had fallen and burned until there was nothing


Tragic Legacy: 	left.  Confusion was boundless as he struggled to decide what he was going to do now. He was hardly suited for honest work, unskilled as he was.  Too old to join the guard, too old to take up a new craft...  And now that he was


Tragic Legacy: 	recognized publicly as a thief, whether he still stole or not, he was branded for life.  He could always leave... but he couldn't bare the thought of leaving behind the single part of his life that hadn't fallen away.


Tragic Legacy: 	He turned to look at her, studying her for a moment.  Her skin was so pale in the moonlight, like porcelain framed by dark locks of velvet.  What could he offer her?  Nothing.  He hadn't a rupee in his pocket and he'd noticed all


Tragic Legacy: 	too well the amount of attention she'd received from the unmarried lords...  No.  He swallowed, trying to banish the lump in his throat.  "Fern.. I might leave."


Y U M E prism: 	His last words made her eyes widened considerably, her voice was caught within her throat for a moment before she spoke again. "What are you talking about, leaving? You're fine right where you are." "Right here near me..." Her heart


Y U M E prism: 	fluttered as such a thought occured to her, having no means of denying it. Him leaving would not solve anything for the magess, if anything it would leave a gaping hole within herself that would eventually grow in her heart and make


Y U M E prism: 	it black. Fern swallowed, realizing that what she said might have seemed so...insistant, and that might have had hidden connotations that she was not ready to reveal, at least not yet. Alex didn't want to leave, she could tell that


Y U M E prism: 	in the way he spoke to her. Something was keeping him from believing what he said, that much was true, but she could only assume of what he meant.


Tragic Legacy: 	A part of him rejoiced at the sudden urgency and insistence that filled her eyes and voice but another scolded him for even bringing it up.  It was, after all, the best course of action that he had considered yet.  Abandoning the


Tragic Legacy: 	glass of wine on the wall, he slid from his seat, hitting the ground with a soft thud of boots.  She was distressed and he couldn't allow that.  A part of him wanted to wrap his arms around her and assure her that he'd always be


Tragic Legacy: 	with her, to keep her company and keep her safe when he could.  Of course, the presence of a man, a thief no less, would hinder her from finding anyone else.  Someone better and more suited to her.  Strong, calloused hands closed


Tragic Legacy: 	gently about her shoulders as startlingly clear eyes settled on her own.  "I'm not fine where I am and you know that... I don't have anything left and I don't have anything to offer anyone.  It would really be for the best.. I


Tragic Legacy: 	think."


Y U M E prism: 	The magess simply stared at him, wondering...why, why was he being this way? Her rosy lips opened to say something, but nothing came out. What could she say to him? "I..." The young woman began, not believing that such a decision he


Y U M E prism: 	made that very night was actually being considered. Suddenly, a sprite of anger, of hope and despair filled the magess's heart. Just leave would he? No, having nothing to offer Hylian society was not good enough excuse. "So, you're


Y U M E prism: 	just going to get up leave, is that it?" The magess spoke harshly, grey eyes narrowing as if she were accusing him of a terrible fault. "Why should you even care about having  'anything to offer anyone'?! This Town has barely given you


Y U M E prism: 	anything!" Taking a breath she blinked for a few moments, not knowing where such an outburst came from. Suddenly she found herself embarassed from it all and a slight tinge of blush came to her cheeks, herself ashamed of such


Y U M E prism: 	behavior. "I'm sorry..uhm, I..know, its your decision. Leave if you must..." The magess pulled away from his gentle grasp, turning her petite frame away from him as if she had so suddenly submitted to his will, the edge and fire to 


Y U M E prism: 	her own ideals and wishes extinguished.


Tragic Legacy: His brows furrowed, despair at his inability to properly explain his predicament rising to show on his visage. He'd hurt her.. he hadn't intended to but he had and the window to her heart seemed to have slammed shut in his face.�Tragic Legacy: His fingers coiled in, suddenly filled with nothing but the air. One hand fell to rest on his hip while the other dragged through his unkempt mane. "Fern..." Words failed him, his breath becoming locked in his chest. A quick step�Tragic Legacy: brought him back into her view. Should this be their last meeting, he greatly wished it to be one worth remembering. This is your chance, just say it! He coached himself silently as he stood there looking like a fool. His�Tragic Legacy: 	shoulders sloped so that he could look into her face.  "I..." It was on the tip of his tongue but no amount of urging could persuade his voice.  He'd straighten again, his eyes rolling skyward in a silent plea for help.  "I have


Tragic Legacy: 	something to say but, Nayru help me, I don't know how to say it."


Y U M E prism: 	Her heart ached in a way she had never felt it hurt before. Her slender form had stopped moving away from him, eyeing one of the large doors that lead back into the interior, back into the party where she could just make herself


Y U M E prism: 	disapear and leave Alex to his own doings. Pah, she shouldn't care so much, since when did she attach herself to readily to someone like him? He was about to say something to her, but as usual, he stopped and didn't continue,


Y U M E prism: 	claiming he didn't know how. Oh, that was so typical of him! "Well, what is it?" Fern turned to face him again, wondering if he would just muster up the courage or the way to see how to speak what he wanted to say. The magess wanted


Y U M E prism: 	to mock him, to make fun of his inability to say what he wanted to let her know...how hard could it be? She placed her gloveless hands upon her hips, walking up to his obviously tense state. "Well figure out a way to say it because 


Y U M E prism: 	right now..I am aiming on leaving you here!" Hmph, just wanting to get up and go did he? He couldn't just go, it was unfathomable! Stormy eyes glittered with their ever present flame, sparkled by starlight from the sky, face set and


Y U M E prism: 	ready for what just might be their last words between themselves. It couldn't possibily be...


Tragic Legacy: 	This was it.. the moment of truth had finally come.  If he decided against confessing his heart's desire, she might leave and he'd never be presented with this opportunity again.  But if he said what was aching to be spoken, she


Tragic Legacy: 	might run even faster.  To be presented with the love of someone she could only reject..  The fear that rose to gather in his chest could have brought him to his knees as he looked at her fathomless eyes and hard set jaw.  It was as


Tragic Legacy: 	if the entire universe had slowed to a halt.  All the planets ceased their revolving and the stars had fixed their unblinking gazes on him.  The people filling the mansion with laughter all stopped, standing motionless as if they'd 


Tragic Legacy: 	frozen in ice.  Even the sounds of the night, the trickling of the fountain muted to listen in.  The only sound that befell his ears was the furious thumping of his heart.  Suddenly, as if driven by instinct and the raging fear


Tragic Legacy: 	that she might leave him forever, that lithe frame stepped near to her and his hands raised to cup her cheeks, gently as if they were fragile and precious.  Lids fluttered shut as he bent down and softly placed a sovereign kiss upon


Tragic Legacy: 	her lips.  Only a breath's distance was placed between them when they parted and he raised tentative eyes to hers.  "I love you," he'd utter, no louder than a whisper but the words rang in his ears as if they'd been blown on trumpets


Tragic Legacy: 	from the highest parapets.  "I love you and that's why I have to go."


Y U M E prism: 	Nothing, nothing in the entire world could have prepared the magess for what happened next. Before she knew it he was so close to her that the brilliance of his eyes, the long soft bangs of his hair, his sweet breath were all that


Y U M E prism: 	she could focus on in that one breathtaking moment. It felt so right when it happened, something within her clicked and she felt it in her heart. She couldn't push away her feelings anymore, she could no longer deny what grew within


Y U M E prism: 	her soul each passing day they knew each other, suddenly coming forth in that one evening. Her pale eyes closed when they both became submerged in their sweet reverie, gaze opening once more as their kiss ended so soon and yet for


Y U M E prism: 	an eternity, all in one moment. I love you...she couldn't believe it, he loved her! Her lips opened to respond to him, her eyes of misty grey having softened so much so that only love and affection beamed from them. No, he would not


Y U M E prism: 	leave now, not when he had proclaimed his love for her and she had yet to do the same. "If you leave then I only have one option but to follow because...I love you too. I love you, Alex." A voice so tender, gentle and soft left her


Y U M E prism: 	lips and threatened to crack from such powerful emotions. Never would she allow him to leave her side. Slender hands reached forward, resting against his firm chest as he pressed into her smaller form, fingers touching the delicate


Y U M E prism: 	fabric of his crimson coat ever so softly. The night was so wonderful just then...life, was wonderful and everything leading up to that moment held no importance to the magess. She was perfectly, and blissfully, content.


Tragic Legacy: 	He'd been prepared for many things, a slap or a barrage of angry words to spur him on his way.  But the words that she uttered he'd never counted on, could never have hoped to hear coming from her lips.  Surprise flashed across his 


Tragic Legacy: 	eyes, wondering if he'd heard her correctly.  He heaved a sigh of relief as the world sprung back into it's natural order and all the cares he'd been carrying melted away to be replaced by this wondrous event.  His arms wrapped


Tragic Legacy: 	about her, holding her close as if she'd always been meant to be there.  Joy over came him like a wave and with a laugh he lifted her and spun about only to stop and bend down to kiss her again.  As their lips parted, he'd loosen


Tragic Legacy: 	his hold on her, satisfied that she wouldn't run or leave, and raise a hand to brush her long silken locks from her face.  "That's... that's not what you were supposed to say!  You were supposed to remind me how silly I was and then


Tragic Legacy: 	start off on another one of your damned treasure hunts!"  In all his wildest dreams, this had never happened and he was beside himself, amazed at this woman and her gracious heart.


Y U M E prism: 	She laughed, oh how she laughed with glee and giddiness at newfound love, hoisted up in the air to be twirled about as if she were upon a pedestal. She was soon brought down to the earth, another sweet kiss bestowed upon her lips as


Y U M E prism: 	she held him close. Alex, her one and only, she held him near, even when his grip upon her loosened, his hand running strong fingers through her dark hair. That silly boy, he was right in a way, him expecting her to call him a


Y U M E prism: 	dummy and lug him around on some silly quest for power or glory. No matter what he said, the magess was sure that he enjoyed such ventures. "You dolt..." Arms reached up and latched around his neck, bringing their two faces closer


Y U M E prism: 	to one another. "Would you rather I plan a long trip through the Northern Mountains, filled with bears, evil beasts and dreaded blizzards? Could be fun," Fern smiled, obviously her comment was in jest as they held one another


Y U M E prism: 	dearly. A happy sigh left her lips with another content smile before she pulled him closer for another kiss when suddenly the garden doors opened and out came a number of the nobles from inside, Lord Danek leading them. His face was


Y U M E prism: 	a reddish color, no doubt coming from the wine, and he raised his goblet into the air with an acomplished pose. "Here they are everyone *hic*! In my lovely rose gardens..." Some of the women giggled and smiled to one another while a


Y U M E prism: 	pair of men laughed between one another. They wern't necessarily laughing at the couple, just , well, flat out drunk! Anything was funny when being intoxicated, hence why Lord Danek started laughing as well, and then the ladies were


Y U M E prism: 	giggled and making girlish snorts through their noses. With a slightly disapointed sigh, their time together disrupted, Fern shrugged her shoulders and released Alex, taking a hold of one of his elbows as they walked past the


Y U M E prism: 	chortling group of merrymakers. A wonderful party to be sure, but the pair had enough of such festivites for one night. It was time to head home, which they both did gladly.





~The End~





