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Author’s thoughts.
I wanted to write a short story set around the end of the Dream of Asarlai trilogy as a thank you to all the people who have read and loved the trilogy. I’m just so amazed and humbled by the reaction I’ve had to the books, the way people have taken them into their hearts.
But what to write? I had a few ideas pottering around, including one that won’t let me go and I will get to. But a few months ago, I mentioned either in a blog or an interview how much I adore Kenyon and that one day, I was going to write his story.
Not long after, I read an anthology that contained a story told solely through letters. It didn’t work because the author was trying to force information into the letters, rather than have them sound like a natural communication between two people (didn’t help that we only had one side of the letters). I thought to myself – I’d love to have a go at writing an epistolary letter.
That night, in bed, Kenyon’s story unfolded before my eyes – in letters.
I had such a lovely time writing them – teared myself up a few times. But I was left wondering – should I just leave it at the letters, or do some framing of the story for people who might not be familiar with the trilogy?
And then I thought – I’m self publishing, so why not do both? So here ‘tis – the story with the framing of Hampton reading the letters, and the letters by themselves. Choose which one you want to read. Read them both. I hope you enjoy them.
And once again, to everyone who’s read the Dream of Asarlai books, particularly those who have either subsequently reviewed them or contacted me personally – thank you for all your support.
Nicole
Go to The Full Story
Go to The Letters Alone
The full story
Hampton played Caught By The Star.
His fingers, nails extended and hardened, plucked at the steel strings of the harp and the sweet notes drifted around him, the vibrations of the sound board against his chest sending the tune through his body.
When this piece, which he’d co-written, had hit the top of the world-wide classical music charts ten years earlier, it had done so without the words. Only when he was amongst his people could he sing about the sacrifice a guardian made to fulfil their duty.
Here, alone in his study, he indulged himself and sang.
The song had been inspired by watching his parents – his mother, still so desperately in love and his father, so wholly committed to the role of Sabhamir.
Hampton hadn’t known that four years after the song was released, his father would be killed and his mother, devastated, would commit suicide. Nor had he known that his father’s death would elevate him to the role of Sabhamir, protector of the gadda.
He’d sworn never to love, to not put a woman through the same pain his mother had known. Thank the star Charlotte had changed his mind.
The first time he’d sung the song in public, it had gained a lukewarm response from all the listeners - except one. The then Garramir had approached, swathed in his customary green. The man Hampton had come to know as Kenyon Audley and call his best friend had leant close with a tear in the corner of his eye.
“Bless you, Hampton,” the guardian had said. “Bless you for giving my heart a voice.”
The memory started a flood of sadness. It had only been a week since Kenyon had died and Hampton still mourned him.
Maybe playing this song had been a bad idea.
His fingers froze on the strings and then started to move, automatically. It took a few notes to recognise the song they were pulling from the instrument and he stopped that one too.
He already felt sad enough. Brian Boru had become a special song for he and Charlotte. With her in Boston and he unable to see her for a few hours yet, he didn’t need to wallow in his loneliness.
Now, he thought as he stood the instrument upright, would be a great time for someone to summon me.
Right on cue, a tingle in his mind that announced a message was coming through. Then a soft voice slipped into his head.
‘Sabhamir?’ It was Alana, who had taken over the role of Garramir. ‘Can I see you for a moment please?’
‘On my way.’ Hampton grasped his power and took a moment to enjoy the warmth and arousal flowing through him, then transferred. In the blink of an eye, he went from his study to the Garramir’s laboratory.
Alana was standing by the bench. Instead of wearing the green of the Garramir in civilian attire, she was wearing the traditional robe – gathered at the waist, flowing at the back. Hampton guessed she wore it to remind herself that she was a guardian.
At twenty-two, it had been a rude shock to be catapulted from her life as a movie editor to being the third most powerful gadda alive.
‘Sabhamir, thank you for coming.’ She bowed.
‘Alana, call me Hampton, please.’
She winced. ‘After six years of calling you Sabhamir, I’m not sure I can.’
‘We’re equals. Using the real name of the guardians will help establish that in your mind.’
‘I guess.’ She looked entirely unconvinced. ‘I brought you here because I was clea-‘ She stopped and blushed.
He could understand her not wanting to bring up that she was replacing his best friend, but as a guardian it was something you got used to. The longevity of a guardian was never certain. ‘You were cleaning up and making the laboratory your own. As you should be.’
She stared at him for a moment, then nodded. ‘Yes. Well, I found this.’ Her hand waved towards an ornately carved wooden box.
Hampton stepped closer. It looked Japanese to him – the image of a tree and a lake carved into the top and what appeared to be dragons along the side. ‘What is it?’
‘It’s a keepsake box. My predecessor’s. I know normally it would go to the family, except that in checking to ensure it was all personal items, I discovered something.’ She opened the box and within it lay several pieces of folded paper.
‘Letters?’
‘I took the liberty of reading one. Hampton, they’re love letters. And they’re to a human.’
Hampton stared at the box. He’d always wondered why Kenyon, such an affable person and with such a romantic soul, hadn’t found someone to share his life.
‘If it gets out that the last Garramir was involved with a human –‘
‘Yes, of course.’ Maintaining the secret of the gadda’s existence from humans was the most important task in any gadda’s life. The events that had led to Kenyon’s death had been directly related to it.
Relations between the guardians and the ruling council of the gadda, the bardria, were already strained. If they discovered Kenyon had been hiding an illicit love affair with a human…
Then Hampton realised – there could be a woman out there, waiting to hear from Kenyon, unknowing that her love had died.
“I’ll take care of this,” he said.
He took the box back to his study and sat in his reading chair, placing the box on the table beside him. He took the first letter out of its envelope. It was on very delicate, translucent paper and had been folded and unfolded so many times that it was starting to rip down the middle. He opened it up and was astonished by the beauty of the black penmanship. He looked at the bottom and realised this letter was written by Kenyon’s lady love. It was dated in May, 1984. If he remembered rightly, Kenyon’s mother had died about that time, just a few weeks before he became Garramir.
Hampton began to read.

Kenyon-kun
The sun dance on the waves and the sea crashes. All the smell is crisp and salty. How are you? I am well, I miss you.
I know I am not proper girl to say so, but is true. I look to the waves and I am sad not to see you. When person is funny, I wait to hear your laughter and when it not come, my heart ache.
I do not wish you to feel bad – I know is right and proper that you be with mother at this time. I do not feel you should be with me instead. But in putting these marks on paper I must speak the truth.
I trust your mother rest well, glad for her son. I left offering at the temple and prayed that she would recover, or if this her time that suffering be short.
I wish I could help you, but I know my love will give you all you need.
Nami

She sounded nice was Hampton’s first thought. The second was that it didn’t give any clue as to where Nami was from – nothing on the letter itself and the address on the front was to here: Sclossin, Ireland.
He put the letter away gently and picked up the second envelope. This was addressed to somewhere in Japan, in Kenyon’s almost illegible scrawl.
So, Nami was Japanese? Ken had told many stories of his surfing adventures over the years, but Hampton couldn’t recall any set in Japan. He guessed Ken was so worried about his relationship being found out that he’d decided not to mention the country at all.
Hampton pulled out Ken’s letter to read.

Nami
Cheeky girl – don’t tease me about the waves! We’re so far from the sea here, and Ma is in such a bad way that I’ve all but forgotten the wind on my face, the scratch of the salt on my tongue. I want the craic so badly.
How I love that you suggested we write to each other, as well as call. Letter writing seems to be dying out here in the West, yet how can it be anything but good to hold to your heart the thoughts and words of your beloved?
I am glad you spoke honestly. I miss you too. I walk around my home, venture into the village and it’s like I’m seeing it for the first time because I wonder what you would think. You’d love Sclossin – it’s such a pretty town, with every garden and every house a work of art.
Keep writing. Keep me hungry to return to Japan, and you. Your love is the only brightness in this time.
Ken.

Well, Hampton thought, there’s no doubting from that Ken was in love. He folded the letter, put it back in the envelope and looked at the others. Should he keep reading? He had a name and an address – he could find her easily enough now.
Except something was bothering him. He touched the letters, picked them all up and frowned. There wasn’t enough here to warrant a thirty-year correspondence. Had they stopped writing? Had they stopped loving? If he turned up to see this Nami, would he just be resurrecting old memories that were best left forgotten?
In order to do the best by both Kenyon and this mystery woman, Hampton read on.

Kenyon-kun
The clouds close over and a chill wind blow through house, showing end of season. Is it change in Ireland? I hope you and mother keep well. I feel the cold, but have good blanket.
In the month you been away, I tidy garden for winter. I paint some silk and I start new obi. I wish to look beautiful for you when you return. I chose the colour green, for your home-land. I very much hope to see it one day.
I do not think you will consider it teasing when I tell you waves have been bad. There has been much wailing – I wonder how you feel about it. I know you only in the sun, in the bright times. How you deal with the darkness?
I leave offering for your mother – it is a little thing to do. I wish I do more, but distance is a unbreakable. Until I see you again, hold you, it is all I can do.
Nami

What a sweet girl, Hampton thought as he folded the letter. So wise and caring of others. A lot like his own Charlotte. He thought about being able to read letters from his beloved years from now and decided it would be a wonderful thing.
With a flick of his wrist, he had pen and paper. He wrote Charlotte a quick note – nothing fancy, just telling her he loved her and missed her – and with a another flick sent it to sit on her coffee table in her cottage just outside Boston. When she got home from all the business she had to conduct in an hour or so, it would be waiting for her, to comfort her.
Having done his own letter writing, Hampton returned to Kenyon’s.

Nami
You were so grand last night, so understanding, so forgiving. I tried not to call you, knowing the time-difference, but I could not bear this without the sound of your voice.
The funeral has ended and everyone has left. The house is eerily silent. I’m sitting in the loungeroom and it feels like it’s not real – that I’m somewhere else, off with the fae. Strange, I’d thought Mum quiet in her last days, yet I’ve very aware she’s no longer here.
Now it occurs to me that writing this letter to you is a waste – I’ll be back with you before it arrives. We’ll sit and read it together and in the comfort of your arms, perhaps I’ll come to terms with this moment.
I miss Ma more than I could have imagined. We’ve not lived together in years, I only spoke to her once or twice a week. There are other people – like yourself – that I would consider closer to me than she.
Yet thinking of a world in which my mother no longer lives is hard. My mind shies away, not wanting to consider it. But it’s true – my mother is dead. There is now one less person in the world thinking of me. My home, my ultimate place of escape, is changed forever. Nothing will ever be the same again.
Not long, my love, and I’ll be back with you and life will be bright again.
Ken.

Hampton wiped a tear from his eye as he put the letter away. When his mother had taken her life, Hampton had found himself orphaned. He was undergoing the most difficult transition of his life, and he had neither of his parents to help him.
Kenyon had arrived, with a bottle of whisky and a couple of glasses.
“It sucks, Sabha-boy,” Kenyon had said, giving Hampton the straight-forward comfort he needed as well as introducing the nickname that no coaxing would ever kill. “There’s only one thing harder than losing your Ma, and that’s losing the woman you love. I hope you never have to experience that. Slante.”
Hampton frowned over the recollection. How had he forgotten that comment of Ken’s?
He looked at the letters in his hand and wondered if that’s why there were so few – Nami had died.
He opened the next one hurriedly and noticed the difference immediately. Unlike the first four, this one was sizzling with old power.
Hampton traced his fingers over the translucent paper and soon saw the reason – this letter had been torn to pieces, then put back together with power. It was only a short one, but Kenyon had written something extra down the bottom.

Kenyon-kun
This must be the end. You have your world, and I have mine. Do not return to me.
Nami

It was so perfunctory, so – wrong. Surely the sweet girl who had previously been so thoughtful wouldn’t dump someone like this?
Underneath her neat words, Kenyon had scrawled – Called Nami. She confessed all. Am mad at her, but more scared. I cannot lose them both.
Something was obviously very wrong with Nami. Hampton picked up the next letter and noted that this one wasn’t in an envelope. The reason why quickly became clear.

Nami
I know I’ll never show you this letter. You’ll never know anything of what I write here, but I must pretend at least that I can talk to you, explain it to you, else I’ll go mad.
You were so sweet last night, even though I could hear the tears in your voice. I sobbed like a baby after I’d hung up. The worst part is knowing how much you need me right now – the chemotherapy must be tough, and you should have me there to help you, and what the excuse I came up with for not being there? Business.
Star, I hate myself right now.
Darling, I wish I could have said – Nami, I have to stay in Sclossin because I’ve just become a guardian, a protector of the magical race known as the gadda. I wish I could have told you everything of where I’ve come from, who I am, what I have become. How the suddenness of it all, the change to everything I thought I was, has scared me. But you are human, and I can’t tell you anything.
If I’d just stayed a normal gadda, we would have worked it out. Sure, I’d have to forever hide my power from you, but living in your love would have been worth the sacrifice. But it is not to be.
So here we are. You in the hospital on Hokkaido, waiting for me. Me here in Sclossin, sworn always to serve, destined only to sneak time with you when I can.
The whole world must have heard my heart breaking.
All I can do, in this letter that you’ll never see, is say – I love you. You are the dearest, sweetest thing to ever happen to me. I will never stop loving you. I want nothing but your health and happiness.
I want nothing but you – but that cannot be.
Ken

Hampton’s heart ached thinking about what his friend had been going through when he wrote that letter.
He’d been so lucky, he realised. Lucky that Charlotte was gadda and so they could be together. Lucky that Kenyon had been on his side, helping him realise that he couldn’t push Charlotte away because of some misguided wish to keep her from harm.
He had so much. Kenyon had lived, and laughed, with so little.
Damn the time difference, he thought. He needed his love.
He pulled on his power and connected with her. ‘Charlotte?’
‘Hampton. I’m in the back of a taxi. I can’t talk now.’ She hadn’t mastered mental communication without the concentration and emotion showing on her face.
‘When will you be at your place?’
‘In about ten minutes.’
‘Contact me when you’re there. I need to see you.’
‘Why? Hampton, what’s wrong?’ Her voice rang with concern.
‘Nothing major, I just need to see you. I love you. I’ll explain everything when I see you.’
‘I love you too.’
Hampton disconnected and, while waiting for her, picked up the next letter. It was from Kenyon and judging by the envelope, this time Nami had received it. It was dated a month after the last one.

Nami
How frail you looked, my pretty darling. How frail, and how beautiful. I look in your eyes and all I can see is life and I wonder how this can be. Then I hold your small hand in mine and I can feel the tenuous hold you have.
I wish I could stay with you. I wish beyond anything that I could. That you were so grand when I left almost killed me. My heart is destroyed – you needing me so desperately and me unable to be there for you.
But that is the last time I will speak of those things – you wish me to be the shining light of happiness for you and that is what I will do. Fresh flowers for you every day. Music. Beautiful materials to drape over your shoulders. Soft soaps to make your skin glow.
And letters, my love. I will call you every day – you know that all ready. But I will write you, so you can hold my love close to your heart.
You are so brave and so beautiful and you are the greatest blessing of my life.
Ken.

‘Hampton? I’m home.’
He picked up the letters, gathered his power and in a flash had moved from his study in Ireland to her loungeroom in Boston. He flung the letters on the coffee table, then pulled her into his arms, hugging her tight against his chest.
Charlotte wrapped her arms around his waist and they stood, silent and still, giving and receiving much needed comfort.
“What’s upset you so much?” she said.
“I’m finding out the truth of Kenyon’s love life, and it’s tragic,” he said.
Charlotte pulled back and frowned up at him. “What?”
“Alana found some letters. I’m reading them. He was in love with a human when he became a guardian.”
“Oh, no. Poor Kenyon.”
“It get’s worse. She had cancer.”
“Oh, poor darling.”
“I wanted to read the rest of them with you,” Hampton said.
So they sat on the lounge, Charlotte on his lap and curled against his chest, and after briefly telling her the letters so far, Hampton opened the next.

Kenyon-kun
The snow start to fall, dance on the window. Outside all is chill and white – inside is warmth, colour, joy. I trust that you are well. I am better than in some time.
Thank you for the flowers, and the music, and the clothe. I love the gold shawl, needled in green with the six-point star and heart. I have it on my knees, so I can look or lift to my cheek. It hum with your humour and kindness and it make my heart sing.
You need not sorry for the things that keep us apart. The universe has made choices for us. I give thanks we had summer, with no calls but to enjoy each other. It gives me great comfort.
Little have what we did and we be happy for it rather than sad it was too short. We were lucky. Very lucky.
Nami

“Oh, she’s so lovely,” Charlotte whispered.
“She reminds me of you,” Hampton said. His reward was a sweet kiss.
“How like Kenyon to find a way to share his gadda heritage with her,” Charlotte said, settling back against his chest. “That shawl sounds just lovely, the green Star of Gulagh would have looked wonderful on the gold. I wonder where it is?”
“Hopefully she kept it, was buried with it or whatever the Japanese do,” Hampton said. “His love forever with her.”
“Read more,” Charlotte said.

Nami
We are yet to see snow here, although there’s been plenty of wind and rain. People often wonder why Ireland is so green – the answer should be obvious. It’s green because it’s wet.
My work here has been very busy. I wish I could tell you the details of it, but secrecy is paramount. Boy, would you laugh at some of the stories. People can be mind-bogglingly stupid. I wonder at times how they manage to get out of bed in the morning without hurting themselves.
You’re laughing now, aren’t you? You’re picturing all the various ways people could hurt themselves getting out of bed – stubbing their toes, banging their heads. No doubt your ideas are even more outrageous than mine.
You have a beautiful laugh – light and melodic, yet very real. Just thinking of your laugh makes me smile. Hearing it I cannot help but join in. How lucky we are, to be able to laugh so much together.
When I come to see you again next month, I will be sure to make you laugh. Then I will kiss you and you will sigh and all will be right with the world.
Ken

Kenyon-kun
It is snowing. It is pretty. Are you well? I am.
The doctor says you not make me laugh. He says is not good for me. I say I laugh and can not stop me.
I giggle at hurt in morning. I thought stab in eye with glasses? Slip on slippers? Stand on cat and get scratched?
Now I too laugh. I feel better.
I miss you. I look to see you soon.
Nami

Nami
I KNEW you’d find the craic. Slipping on slippers. You missed your calling – you should have been a comedienne.
You sounded so tired last night, my darling. Your voice sounded like it was coming from somewhere far away. I think you shouldn’t write to me any more. Of course I will write to you, but you should save your strength.
So what can I tell you? The snow has come to Sclossin and the village looks like a postcard. Most of the residents have taken to spending their days indoors, and at night they gather either at one of the pubs or in each other’s houses and talk and drink and sing. Ah, Nami – you said you loved my singing and if that is true (and you weren’t just being nice to me) then you would adore winter nights in Sclossin, where the people gather and tell tales and some of the world’s most beautiful voices are raised in song. I dare not sing in these gatherings, for compared to them I sound like a sheep in agony.
Beauty is such a wonderful thing, and so often we pass it by without noticing. Now, I notice every time. You taught me that.
Just a few weeks until I see you again, most beloved girl.
Ken

“They sound so much in love,” Charlotte said. “So simpatico.”
“What does that mean?” While Hampton had a reasonable grasp of human terminology thanks to his aborted career as a star musician, some words meant nothing to him.
“In unison. Matching. In symphony.”
“Like we are.”
Charlotte shook her head. “I love you, my darling, but we are more a meeting of opposites.”
“No,” Hampton said. “Sure, there’s extraneous stuff that is different –“
“Like you being the most powerful gadda alive and me hating power?”
“Like that.” Hampton grinned at her dry tone. She was exaggerating, but only a little. Charlotte’s new life in Sclossin was going to be a matter of many adjustments. “But heart and soul, we see things the same.”
“That’s true.” Charlotte snuggled against him. “Keep reading. I want to know if Kenyon got to see her again.”

Kenyon-kun
The steam of the volcano rises above the icy wilderness and the ground rumbles beneath our feet. Nature is restless, her heat condensed by winter. I trust this letter finds you well.
The script will tell you I am dictating this letter. My nurse writes. I shall not stop writing, not stop talking to you – not while I am still of this earth.
Ah, now new writing. My nurse not write what I said. Mako now write. He write everything.
Here what I say – I feel my time is close. For so long, I want to fight but now, fight is over. Peace comes with saying that to myself, saying it to others.
I am dying. I will die – soon.
There is much regret – the years with you taken from me. The dreams never come true. I want children – did I tell you? Smile, happy children. Since met you, blue eyed and red haired. Pretty children. The world sadder place for not having them.
My koibito, you own my heart. My real heart, not one failing. So I have true happiness and go knowing I never truly die, for I always with you.
I try hold on you get here – I see your smile once more. It is the only thing I fight for. Then I have peace.
Nami

Charlotte shivered and then huddled closer to him. “I love you,” she said. “I want us to have a very, very long life together.”
Hampton kissed the top of her head. As a guardian, one who had to risk their life for the gadda if necessary, it wasn’t something he could guarantee. “I’ll do my best,” he murmured.
Charlotte softly began to cry. Knowing there was little he could do to comfort her – the reality was what it was – he reached for the next letter. Again without an envelope – another unsent one. Hampton’s hand trembled as he unfolded it and began to read it aloud.

Nami
Mako called me last night and told me that you’d finally lost your brave fight. I can barely see these words through my tears. Yet another letter that you will never see.
I remember when I first met you – I’d just come off my board and bashed myself up quite badly on the coral. I’d got the beach and healed myself and I sitting on the sand, cursing my clumsiness when you appeared through the dunes, running toward me. You’d seen my accident and were coming to save me like a dark angel, wrapped in pink. I had to open the wounds again, so you could tend me and not know my secret.
For a moment, I’d hated that I had to do that – a human had forced that action on me. Then you dropped to your knees in front of me, smiled at me and I knew that I’d do whatever it took – cut myself any way necessary – to see you smile.
Now you’ll never smile again, and thinking about that makes me want to hit something. Worst of all is that I can’t share my pain. Any moment now, I could be summoned to help someone and I’ll have to go and deal with that and none of them can know that the love of my life has just died.
Because you are human, and I am gadda and our love should never have been. But it was, and Nami it was the most magnificent thing I shall ever know.
Mako said the staff found the letters I’d written to you and he will give them to me when I come to the funeral. Star, I can’t believe that I have to face another goodbye to another wonderful woman.
I know you think that we must just bear what the universe gives us but right now – I’m mad. I’m mad as hell. I want to tear the entire world apart with my bare hands.
And to a certain extent, I could. I’m the Garramir. There’s only two people on this planet more powerful than I. I could do some damage before they stopped me.
But I won’t, because I know that would sadden you and I’d never do anything I knew would make you sad. I only want to make you smile, make you laugh, now and forever.
I miss you so much.
You said I had your heart – well unfortunately you took mine with you. A shame, because right now I think I need them both to keep going. I just have to trust that your love will see me through, because I feel like nothing can.
I must go. I would write to you, talk to you, for hours but as always, the universe had other plans. But I hope – I pray – that one day, we will be together again.
Love you, always.
Ken.

Hampton put the letter down and held Charlotte until she was all cried out. Then he picked her up, carried her into her bedroom and made love to her, as Kenyon had never got to do with Nami again.
As they lay on the bed, Hampton stroked the curve of Charlotte’s back and wondered what to do with the letters.
“You’re thinking about what to do, aren’t you?” Charlotte said.
Hampton laughed, and thrilled at the pride he felt flooding through her. Connecting with Charlotte’s power, feeling her love for him was the best part of sex to his mind.
Kenyon and Nami had never known it – humans didn’t have power, so the connection was never felt. He wondered if they had ever made love at all – the flood of power that escaped during arousal and orgasm would have to be contained.
“I’ve an idea,” Charlotte said. “Nami obviously believed in the power of the other, with her offerings for Kenyon’s mother. We could offer their letters, and their love to the God and Goddess. Create a simple ceremony to contain both it and the gadda way.”
“What a wonderful idea,” Hampton said.
So he dressed in his usual black trousers and shirt and watched Charlotte walk outside, naked. Being skyclad helped, she claimed. He wasn’t ready to bare himself to the elements, but he wasn’t going to complain if she wanted to.
He could watch the moonlight on her skin, the sway of her hips, the pull of the muscles under her skin, forever.
He drew a shining star of gulagh around Charlotte’s in ground firepit, the cauldron forming the centre of the heart in the middle. Then Charlotte lit the fire, chanting blessings as she did so. Hampton stood back, watching her. Charlotte’s belief in the tenets of wicca was yet another of those extraneous differences that didn’t matter when their hearts met so perfectly.
“Mother Earth, Father Sky, we ask your blessings on the love of Kenyon and Nami,” Charlotte said. “Their spirits are surely now combined and they deserve to finally find peace in their journey.”
She put her hand out and Hampton handed over the letters. “Take this proof of their love, a love destined to survive even death, and use it to bind them together for all eternity.”
She put the letters in the fire and after a moment of stillness they caught and the flames jumped high, sending ashes scattering across the grass.
Hampton walked up behind Charlotte and put his arms around her waist.
“I will love you for all eternity,” he whispered in her ear.
Charlotte turned and they kissed as Kenyon and Nami’s letters were forever joined as one.
Just The Letters
Kenyon-kun
The sun dance on the waves and the sea crashes. All the smell is crisp and salty. How are you? I am well, I miss you.
I know I am not proper girl to say so, but is true. I look to the waves and I am sad not to see you. When person is funny, I wait to hear your laughter and when it not come, my heart ache.
I do not wish you to feel bad – I know is right and proper that you be with mother at this time. I do not feel you should be with me instead. But in putting these marks on paper I must speak the truth.
I trust your mother rest well, glad for her son. I left offering at the temple and prayed that she would recover, or if this her time that suffering be short.
I wish I could help you, but I know my love will give you all you need.
Nami

Nami
Cheeky girl – don’t tease me about the waves! We’re so far from the sea here, and Ma is in such a bad way that I’ve all but forgotten the wind on my face, the scratch of the salt on my tongue. I want the craic so badly.
How I love that you suggested we write to each other, as well as call. Letter writing seems to be dying out here in the West, yet how can it be anything but good to hold to your heart the thoughts and words of your beloved?
I am glad you spoke honestly. I miss you too. I walk around my home, venture into the village and it’s like I’m seeing it for the first time because I wonder what you would think. You’d love Sclossin – it’s such a pretty town, with every garden and every house a work of art.
Keep writing. Keep me hungry to return to Japan, and you. Your love is the only brightness in this time.
Ken.

Kenyon-kun
The clouds close over and a chill wind blow through house, showing end of season. Is it change in Ireland? I hope you and mother keep well. I feel the cold, but have good blanket.
In the month you been away, I tidy garden for winter. I paint some silk and I start new obi. I wish to look beautiful for you when you return. I chose the colour green, for your home-land. I very much hope to see it one day.
I do not think you will consider it teasing when I tell you waves have been bad. There has been much wailing – I wonder how you feel about it. I know you only in the sun, in the bright times. How you deal with the darkness?
I leave offering for your mother – it is a little thing to do. I wish I do more, but distance is a unbreakable. Until I see you again, hold you, it is all I can do.
Nami

Nami
You were so grand last night, so understanding, so forgiving. I tried not to call you, knowing the time-difference, but I could not bear this without the sound of your voice.
The funeral has ended and everyone has left. The house is eerily silent. I’m sitting in the loungeroom and it feels like it’s not real – that I’m somewhere else, off with the fae. Strange, I’d thought Mum quiet in her last days, yet I’ve very aware she’s no longer here.
Now it occurs to me that writing this letter to you is a waste – I’ll be back with you before it arrives. We’ll sit and read it together and in the comfort of your arms, perhaps I’ll come to terms with this moment.
I miss Ma more than I could have imagined. We’ve not lived together in years, I only spoke to her once or twice a week. There are other people – like yourself – that I would consider closer to me than she.
Yet thinking of a world in which my mother no longer lives is hard. My mind shies away, not wanting to consider it. But it’s true – my mother is dead. There is now one less person in the world thinking of me. My home, my ultimate place of escape, is changed forever. Nothing will ever be the same again.
Not long, my love, and I’ll be back with you and life will be bright again.
Ken.

Kenyon-kun
This must be the end. You have your world, and I have mine. Do not return to me.
Nami

Called Nami. She confessed all. Am mad at her, but more scared. I cannot lose them both.

Nami
I know I’ll never show you this letter. You’ll never know anything of what I write here, but I must pretend at least that I can talk to you, explain it to you, else I’ll go mad.
You were so sweet last night, even though I could hear the tears in your voice. I sobbed like a baby after I’d hung up. The worst part is knowing how much you need me right now – the chemotherapy must be tough, and you should have me there to help you, and what the excuse I came up with for not being there? Business.
Star, I hate myself right now.
Darling, I wish I could have said – Nami, I have to stay in Sclossin because I’ve just become a guardian, a protector of the magical race known as the gadda. I wish I could have told you everything of where I’ve come from, who I am, what I have become. How the suddenness of it all, the change to everything I thought I was, has scared me. But you are human, and I can’t tell you anything.
If I’d just stayed a normal gadda, we would have worked it out. Sure, I’d have to forever hide my power from you, but living in your love would have been worth the sacrifice. But it is not to be.
So here we are. You in the hospital on Hokkaido, waiting for me. Me here in Sclossin, sworn always to serve, destined only to sneak time with you when I can.
The whole world must have heard my heart breaking.
All I can do, in this letter that you’ll never see, is say – I love you. You are the dearest, sweetest thing to ever happen to me. I will never stop loving you. I want nothing but your health and happiness.
I want nothing but you – but that cannot be.
Ken

Nami
How frail you looked, my pretty darling. How frail, and how beautiful. I look in your eyes and all I can see is life and I wonder how this can be. Then I hold your small hand in mine and I can feel the tenuous hold you have.
I wish I could stay with you. I wish beyond anything that I could. That you were so grand when I left almost killed me. My heart is destroyed – you needing me so desperately and me unable to be there for you.
But that is the last time I will speak of those things – you wish me to be the shining light of happiness for you and that is what I will do. Fresh flowers for you every day. Music. Beautiful materials to drape over your shoulders. Soft soaps to make your skin glow.
And letters, my love. I will call you every day – you know that all ready. But I will write you, so you can hold my love close to your heart.
You are so brave and so beautiful and you are the greatest blessing of my life.
Ken.

Kenyon-kun
The snow start to fall, dance on the window. Outside all is chill and white – inside is warmth, colour, joy. I trust that you are well. I am better than in some time.
Thank you for the flowers, and the music, and the clothe. I love the gold shawl, needled in green with the six-point star and heart. I have it on my knees, so I can look or lift to my cheek. It hum with your humour and kindness and it make my heart sing.
You need not sorry for the things that keep us apart. The universe has made choices for us. I give thanks we had summer, with no calls but to enjoy each other. It gives me great comfort.
Little have what we did and we be happy for it rather than sad it was too short. We were lucky. Very lucky.
Nami

Nami
We are yet to see snow here, although there’s been plenty of wind and rain. People often wonder why Ireland is so green – the answer should be obvious. It’s green because it’s wet.
My work here has been very busy. I wish I could tell you the details of it, but secrecy is paramount. Boy, would you laugh at some of the stories. People can be mind-bogglingly stupid. I wonder at times how they manage to get out of bed in the morning without hurting themselves.
You’re laughing now, aren’t you? You’re picturing all the various ways people could hurt themselves getting out of bed – stubbing their toes, banging their heads. No doubt your ideas are even more outrageous than mine.
You have a beautiful laugh – light and melodic, yet very real. Just thinking of your laugh makes me smile. Hearing it I cannot help but join in. How lucky we are, to be able to laugh so much together.
When I come to see you again next month, I will be sure to make you laugh. Then I will kiss you and you will sigh and all will be right with the world.
Ken

Kenyon-kun
It is snowing. It is pretty. Are you well? I am.
The doctor says you not make me laugh. He says is not good for me. I say I laugh and can not stop me.
I giggle at hurt in morning. I thought stab in eye with glasses? Slip on slippers? Stand on cat and get scratched?
Now I too laugh. I feel better.
I miss you. I look to see you soon.
Nami

Nami
I KNEW you’d find the craic. Slipping on slippers. You missed your calling – you should have been a comedienne.
You sounded so tired last night, my darling. Your voice sounded like it was coming from somewhere far away. I think you shouldn’t write to me any more. Of course I will write to you, but you should save your strength.
So what can I tell you? The snow has come to Sclossin and the village looks like a postcard. Most of the residents have taken to spending their days indoors, and at night they gather either at one of the pubs or in each other’s houses and talk and drink and sing. Ah, Nami – you said you loved my singing and if that is true (and you weren’t just being nice to me) then you would adore winter nights in Sclossin, where the people gather and tell tales and some of the world’s most beautiful voices are raised in song. I dare not sing in these gatherings, for compared to them I sound like a sheep in agony.
Beauty is such a wonderful thing, and so often we pass it by without noticing. Now, I notice every time. You taught me that.
Just a few weeks until I see you again, most beloved girl.
Ken

Kenyon-kun
The steam of the volcano rises above the icy wilderness and the ground rumbles beneath our feet. Nature is restless, her heat condensed by winter. I trust this letter finds you well.
The script will tell you I am dictating this letter. My nurse writes. I shall not stop writing, not stop talking to you – not while I am still of this earth.
Ah, now new writing. My nurse not write what I said. Mako now write. He write everything.
Here what I say – I feel my time is close. For so long, I want to fight but now, fight is over. Peace comes with saying that to myself, saying it to others.
I am dying. I will die – soon.
There is much regret – the years with you taken from me. The dreams never come true. I want children – did I tell you? Smile, happy children. Since met you, blue eyed and red haired. Pretty children. The world sadder place for not having them.
My koibito, you own my heart. My real heart, not one failing. So I have true happiness and go knowing I never truly die, for I always with you.
I try hold on you get here – I see your smile once more. It is the only thing I fight for. Then I have peace.
Nami

Nami
Mako called me last night and told me that you’d finally lost your brave fight. I can barely see these words through my tears. Yet another letter that you will never see.
I remember when I first met you – I’d just come off my board and bashed myself up quite badly on the coral. I’d got the beach and healed myself and I sitting on the sand, cursing my clumsiness when you appeared through the dunes, running toward me. You’d seen my accident and were coming to save me like a dark angel, wrapped in pink. I had to open the wounds again, so you could tend me and not know my secret.
For a moment, I’d hated that I had to do that – a human had forced that action on me. Then you dropped to your knees in front of me, smiled at me and I knew that I’d do whatever it took – cut myself any way necessary – to see you smile.
Now you’ll never smile again, and thinking about that makes me want to hit something. Worst of all is that I can’t share my pain. Any moment now, I could be summoned to help someone and I’ll have to go and deal with that and none of them can know that the love of my life has just died.
Because you are human, and I am gadda and our love should never have been. But it was, and Nami it was the most magnificent thing I shall ever know.
Mako said the staff found the letters I’d written to you and he will give them to me when I come to the funeral. Star, I can’t believe that I have to face another goodbye to another wonderful woman.
I know you think that we must just bear what the universe gives us but right now – I’m mad. I’m mad as hell. I want to tear the entire world apart with my bare hands.
And to a certain extent, I could. I’m the Garramir. There’s only two people on this planet more powerful than I. I could do some damage before they stopped me.
But I won’t, because I know that would sadden you and I’d never do anything I knew would make you sad. I only want to make you smile, make you laugh, now and forever.
I miss you so much.
You said I had your heart – well unfortunately you took mine with you. A shame, because right now I think I need them both to keep going. I just have to trust that your love will see me through, because I feel like nothing can.
I must go. I would write to you, talk to you, for hours but as always, the universe had other plans. But I hope – I pray – that one day, we will be together again.
Love you, always.
Ken.
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