Chapter Two: Non-believer 

“Link!!” 

“I’m coming, I’m com—oomph!” Struggling to put on his trousers, Link tripped over his dog, accidently stepping on its tail and sending it yelping out of the room. “Ahhh, Moosh, I’m sorry!” He thrust his leg into his pants and skipped after the dog as it ran down stairs. His mother was standing and waiting for him at the bottom. 
“Do you have any idea what time it is?” 

“Yes Mom…” Link muttered. 

“It’s a quarter to twelve,” She said as if she hadn’t heard him, “and look at me when I’m talking to you.” Link looked up into a face that looked more tired than anything else. Except for him, his mother was running this Inn all by herself. His father had passed away shortly after he was born while on a business trip to a nearby kingdom. His mother tried her best to be strong, especially in front of him, but there were times when he would be awake at night and hear her crying all to herself. Link knew that life was hard enough for her without him causing problems, and so he tried to be as cooperative as possible…most of the time. 

“This inn is not going to clean itself, and we have visitors coming this afternoon,” she continued. 

“Oh, yeah sorry, I forgot…” 

“Why’ve you been sleeping so late recently? Usually I hear you up at o’ dark thirty. You’d better not be staying up late.” 

“No, Mom, it’s not that…I’ve just been real tired, that’s all.” This morning’s dream had been the ninth he’d had so far, and Link still hadn’t told his mother about them. It'd just make her worry about him, like the way she worried about her father. He was known as the “crazy” one in the family. He claimed that he could see the future, but no one really listened to him. “I’m sorry Mom, I’ll take care of the chores right away.” 

“There’s no time for them now,” His mother said as she walked into the kitchen. Link followed along. “You promised you’d help out Grandfather at the temple today.” 

“Awww, Mom…Why can’t I just do that some other time?” 

“Link! Tomorrow is the ceremony for the Goddesses. There’s too much to do there all by himself. You promised him that you’d help him arrange and set up.” 

“More like you promised I would…” Link muttered inaudibly. 

“What was that?” 

Hmmm, maybe just audibly enough... 

“I mean, who even believes in all that legend, fairy tale stuff? No one goes to that ceremony any more except the old people and the freaks.” Link knew some of those freaks personally, and they seemed pretty whacked out, believing in magic and spirits, chanting all sorts of incantations. 

“I still can’t believe it…My own son, blasphemer to the Gods.” Link said nothing. His mom had done this many times in the past, and she was just getting started. “When I was a child, everyone accepted the Gods. It was a mortal sin to speak otherwise. Then somewhere along the way, this new generation that thinks they know everything comes along. Look at the world around you Link. Do you really think that all of this could be without a grand design?” 

“Mom, I’m not a child anymore. I don’t believe in all that magical mumbo jumbo like I used to.” 

“Well, believe it or not, you’re going to help your Grandfather today.” 

“But Mom!” 

“I don’t want to hear any ‘buts’. You’re going to the temple and that’s that. Understood?” 

Link had no other choice. “Yes Mom…” 

“Good,” she said as she washed the dirty dishes in the sink. “Now go get ready, you should have left fifteen minutes ago. You’ve still got those chores to do when you get back.” 

Link scowled as he turned around and walked toward the bathroom to wash up before he left. Goddesses…Who really believed that stuff anyway? Putting blind faith in something that didn’t even exist. If there were Gods or Goddesses, why would they just sit back and let everyone else kill each other in pointless wars? If there were Gods, why would they have let his father be attacked by Moblin and killed? Why? 

“There are no Goddesses…” Link said as he splashed cold water on his face. 

After he was done, he put on his boots and went back downstairs. “I’m leaving!” he called to his mother as he opened the door. 

“Behave yourself!” She called back. “And be careful!” 

“I will!” Link hollered, and walked out the front door of the Inn into the busy Kakariko streets. “Moosh!” Link’s trusty friend sprinted up to his side. “Good boy, come on. We’re going on a trip.” The dog stared at Link with his tongue hanging out. “If only it didn’t have to be to the temple…with Grandpa…boy, this is going to be a long day…” Link began walking north, toward the temple, with Moosh trotting steadily at his heels.
