Recollections of a Faithful, Patient ...... Husband





yphymbly's eyes close slowly as he pictures the distant past in his mind's eye, as clearly as if it was yesterday .....and he begins to tell a story.


A young, dutiful, and ever patient dreamer stood guard faithfully upon the battlements of the Gathering. Many lonely hours would go by as he practiced his arts, and stood guard against thieves and mares, each day in the early hours after midnight.


He looked forward to the mornings, when others would begin to arrive. A few at first, then more as the morning rushed forward. Now it was time to get busy, he had work to do within the dim inner rooms. As both initiates, pledges, and friends of the Gathering arrived, he dutifully took their offerings and placed them within. Carefully sorting and arranging the Houses arsenal against the ever impending attacks of Mares.


He was not alone in this important task. There were those who patiently trained him in these duties, both the Dragon and Wind of the Jade Pillar. They formed a quick and efficient team, and spoke often of many things as they went about their duties.


It was during these early months within the fine City, that this young dreamer, became to know, understand and love the beautiful, playful and intuitive green haired Wind of his chosen Pillar. But his love remained hidden and unspoken to all, as she was already married to another Initiate.


His unrequited love grew as they worked closely together each day. Ever courteous and watchful, he expressed his love for the beautiful green haired maiden in small, undiscoverable ways. Whether it was, unbeknownst to her, by giving her the very best items from his personal pack, or lending a patient, willing ear in confidence.


Each time they were together, his heart and soul felt pulled towards hers. But he remained silent and careful, burying deep the pain and longing he felt each time they parted. Over time, it became easier to hide his love and affection, always from her, and at times ... from himself. Yet, his feelings would quickly surface when next saw her .. even from a distance.


A few times, during the last months of his first year within the City, he spent much time with other beautiful women, though friendly and helpful to all, he politely shunned their advances. His unrequited love for the green haired beauty, ever present though hidden, strengthened his resolve. His patience and solitude upheld his hope ... that one day, perhaps, though unlikely, there may come a time when he could profess his love for the one he felt in his heart was his soulmate.





yphymbly pauses a moment, he breaths inwards, long, slow and deep, then exhales even slower ... as the vision behind closed lids shifts forwards in time ......


There came a day, after a long shift at guard, this dreamer walked quickly through the Gathering. Checking each room closely, before he retired for the day.


He came upon her suddenly within the ornate sanctuary, bowing deeply, he moved forward to continue his rounds, but stopped in his tracks as he heard the sobbing.


He moved closer to her, his green haired beauty, asking politely what was wrong. She was hesitant at first to tell him, and remained silent for long periods. His innate patience and concern for others would have been enough to hold him, but his love for her strengthened him even more. He stayed by her side for hours.


She sobbed softly and long. At times her whispers barely audible. He offered his shoulder as a comforting gesture, she accepted, hugging tightly as she continued sobbing in sadness. Almost, as his love for her felt as though it was going to burst from his chest, he came close to professing his love .... but no, this was not the time nor the place.


He listened, slowly piecing together what upset her so. Her marriage was over, her husband abandoned and cast her from him. Though others might have used her distress, and this opportunity, to take advantage of her, his honor and love for her would not permit it.


He listened patiently, nodding often, coaxing gently, as she shared her burden and sadness. Occasionally, he offered wisps of wisdom, instilling a small measure of hope, trying to direct her thoughts to happier moments, particularly those she shared with her children. Slowly, her sadness lessened, and the sobbing was heard seldom, as her thoughts and words shifted to other topics.


Hours later, as they parted, the yearning in his heart felt unbearable. Throughout his time with her, he had been consciously trying, through will alone, using the bond he felt with her, to draw her pain and sadness into himself. He knew he had done so, yet, it would take many days for the pain and suffering to subside, until it became an ever present, but constant reminder.


And still he hoped and waited patiently from the sideline. Honor would not allow him to act upon his desire and love for her. It would have been unfair to her, to him, to them, if he sought her affections ... on the rebound, as it were. As the weeks passed slowly, he helped, listened and watched over her without her knowing, until it seemed, she became happier and ... mischievous.





yphymbly becomes silent for a few moments, a grin comes across his lips, and a soft chuckle escapes before he continues the story ...


There then came a day, in the Keeper's Thresh, this ...'then studious' ...dreamer was in concentrated discussion with his Ruler and Mentor, as the green haired beauty of his hidden affection entered quickly. He noticed her angry demeanor toward his Mentor, and became silent, listening intently to her heated discussion with ..... to his surprise .... her father. Bowing deeply to he Mentor and Ruler, he moved slowly across the room and away from the family squabble.


He quickly realized she was trying to make her father angry, as she made bold statements about actively seeking the affections of others, sometimes describing in just enough detail children should not hear.


Then, suddenly, much to his chagrin and ... deep distress, the desire of his love turned, and chose him as the focus of her attentions, both verbal and physical, in her attempt to infuriate her father ... his mentor and ruler.


It pained him doubly, that, though her words and actions were those that he had always hoped for, to receive them in this way was shameful and hurtful. He swallowed the pain, and half-heartedly went along with ruse to anger her father. Though she was using him, he felt torn between his love for her and his respect for her father. In the end, though he knew it insincere, he complied hesitantly to her aggressive advances, and played along.


Suddenly, as her advances became more aggressive and intimate, his thoughts confused, the pain and longing almost unbearable, as his conscience forced him to run from the room.


He stood in the next room, his body quivering, feeling both a hot, ecstatic burst of joy and the deep cold chill of wrongness.


Hours later, he came to realize, that though she was his hearts desire, he must once again, remain resolute enough to keep hidden his unrequited love for her. He knew in his heart that both, this recent encounter in Keeper's Thresh, and the previous one in the Gathering Sanctuary, were tainted by her emotions. Neither through her sadness, nor her anger, would he seek her affection.


yphymbly pauses again, almost breathless for long moments, before taking a sip of honey water to wet his parched lips, as the story continues ....


Within days after the "charade", as it came to be known, this patient, honorable dreamer was alone in the Gathering, contemplating his actions that day, trying to prepare an apology for his mentor and ruler ... her father. When suddenly, she, his green haired beauty, suddenly arrived. His muscles tightened slightly, as he bowed and greeted her. She immediately began to apologize for drawing him into the "charade" in Keepers Thresh.


He hesitantly accepted her apology, though became silent awhile. She continued to explain her anger at her father. He listened, though not intently. As feelings similar to those he felt in the hall, after he ran from Keepers Thresh, surfaced again, his feet fidgeted often, and his words became broken, his speech quavered.


She felt concern, and pressed him further, wanting to know what was causing his distress, and how she might help ..... as he had once done, many months ago for her. Eventually, her persistence overcame his patience, and when she asked again what was causing his distress .... he replied "You are". She gasped, he became silent once again. As she continued to ask him to explain, his body slumped softly, as he began to confess, telling her about his unrequited love for her ... his green haired beauty of the Fae.


Hours it was, he spent, describing in detail, how he first came to love her, how he had carefully watched over her, and why he remained silent these many long months, that, until now, he had been able to repress .... until the "charade".


As tears began to stream from the corners of his eyes, his head resting on her shoulder, as she held him in her arms, an embrace of comfort .... as he had once done for her that day in Sanctuary. As his body calmed, and mist over his eyes cleared ... he heard her whisper softly "I'm sorry .. I never knew .... I'm so very sorry" Then after a short pause, she whispered clearly ... "I too have a confession .....why it was you I chose that day ........





yphymbly becomes suddenly silent. His eyes soften, and a smile comes quickly to his face, as he turns slowly and nods towards his wife .....


Minuette, Love, I believe next part of the story is best told by you 








You, the listener, upon hearing yphymbly's last remarks, suddenly realize, that the dreamers wife is Minuette, her mother is Munchkin, his Mentor and Ruler, her father is Darion, and the Dreamer, whom the story is about .. is none other than he who has spun it ...... yphymbly


