December 11, 2003

Healing Hearts

"Why do you love me?"

"Because you're you."

"What if I'm not myself?"

"Than whom would you be?"


"Someone else...."
I pushed my blanket aside and sat up. Across the fire, he looked up at me. The wind was soft as it blew my long hair around. Little fairies in the air pushed against it, braiding little strands. Their tiny balls of light floated about my head like the cinder ashes that leapt from the fire. Laughing at their tiny faces, I tilted my head up to the sky.

"Why don't you sleep?" His question echoed in my head. I asked myself the same thing two hours ago. 

"I'll sleep soon." The stars were blinking at me. The lines of stars formed his face, his gentle eyes, his soft smile. I shook my head and the image disappeared. What shone the most was the crescent of the moon that hung in the dark above me. I raised my arm towards it, as if to draw it from the sky. But I couldn't of course. My bare arm met the cool air. I shivered.

"You cold?" I shook my head, drawing my arm back under the blanket. I watched as he placed another stick into the fire. His eyes rested on the flame, watching it dance before him. He made it dance. I couldn't. His eyes traveled over the fire and met up with mine. He smiled. I turned away.

I remember the afternoon. He was swinging his sword, lunging at the monster that dare attack us. I shot arrows at it, barely wounding it. Its fur was hard, its teeth was sharp. I was lucky enough to escape from its snapping jaws. It was a creature of the land. Dark black and brown, the sides were covered with blood. Our blood. When it reared up its hind legs, it stood about seven feet. I waited until I saw an opening. Grabbing my sword, I charged at its throat. It turned and snapped at my blade. Too late, I buried it in its side. Too late, it sank its teeth into my shoulder. With all my strength, I called on the fairies to help me. They filled the creature from the inside. Flowers bloomed from the carcass. It was over. I sank down to the grass. I can still feel the teeth cracking my bones. I fainted from pain. Never could stand pain.

A few hours later, I woke to his singing. My shoulder was sore but healed. A makeshift bandage was around my arm. Lifting it a bit, I could see that most of the blood has been cleaned off and I could see my skin again. Scarless. He was a great healer.

"Are you alright?" He sat next to me, watching me as I laid there, us both under the shade of a low tree. We were in another part of the forest now. It was a small clearing compared to the closeness of the trees where we battled. My arrows and bow lay beside me, cleaned from the fray. Picking them up, I counted them.

"You've been busy." I smiled at him as he laughed.

"You were out for three hours." I frowned. That was a long time. I should've been awake within an hour of healing. He saw my frown.

"Don't worry. I slowed the healing process so you could sleep more. You need some rest." I looked at him in surprise.

"Thank you."

He was so considerate. I don't know what to say sometimes. Sometime ago I would laugh freely and open my eyes to see him smile. Between us, anything could become a joke. Other times, we would talk into the night about everything and nothing at all. That was us. Been that way for some time now. About 2 years perhaps. 

Than he told me he loved me. I fell silent. What could I say to that? No one loved me. I was unlovable. Cursed even. My kind changes minds quicker than the changing stars. By seconds, by mere moments. My kind wasn't allowed to love. We're humans. Prone to hate and destruction. We would sooner hurt than love. We're cursed. His kind is eternal.

They breathe life from their very being. Controlling the elements with their hand, they heal with tender hearts. They care with a gentleness no human can possess. I wouldn't be able to love him.

But he loved me.

"Why?" I looked at him over the fire. He stared back.

"What?" 

"Nothing."

I fell silent. Half an hour later, he fell asleep. I was still staring at his figure. His chest rose and fell with each breath. I called the fairies to him and they alight on his sleeping form. Black hair and closed eyelids that hid the most beautiful onyx eyes that twinkled when the light shone on them. Would I think them beautiful in another year? Would I think him kind when we argue? Gentle as they are, they do fight. But always, they always love. They would forgive. Would I still love him even then?

I held my thoughts. I stood up from my blankets and walked over to his side of the fire. Kneeling beside him, I brushed the fairies away. The lights flew up understandingly. They understood something I didn't. I don't know why. I don't know how. 

A twig snapped in the fire. He opened his eyes. It was as if he wasn't surprised to see me sitting there beside him. Looking at him. His eyes stared into mine. I opened my mouth.

"Why do you love me?"

"Because you're you."

"What if I'm not myself?"

"Than whom would you be?"


"Someone else...."

He paused and studied my face. My eyes were still as they watched the flames glow in his eyes. He smiled at me.

"I would still love you."

"Why?"

"Because you're the only one I would love."

I sat there for a moment longer, reveling in the silence.

I don't know how. I don't know why. The reasons were hidden deep in my mind. Calling to my fairies, they said the only thing I could hear....

You'll know...just love....

Concentrating on my love who is before me, I closed my eyes and kissed him. On his face just below his right eye. He smiled. I smiled too.

I'll know. I'll just love. With all my heart.

Gently...

Give me time to look into your eyes.

Surround myself in warmth,

that can only be you.

Lightly move your hand to mine,

so I can feel your breath,

gently....

Let the wind carry our thoughts away.

Falling into another place without time.

Shower me softly with sweet kisses,

and lull me to sleep with song.

So I can be with you,

knowing you in dreams,

gently....

Show me how and I'll bring you near,

hold you close to my side.

Brush the hair away from your face,

so I may gaze into your eyes.

Place my hand upon you softly,

so I can hear each beat.

Knowing that your heart is calling,

beating gently for me.

For me....

Let me live in white with dreams.

Let me always smile.

If not, just let me be near you,

so I can always love you,

gently....

