Chaper 4: Selfish Demandings 

A cloaked figure trekked across the frosty grass and stiff mud of Lake Hylia’s shore. He was soaking wet, and seemed to carry himself as if he was unaccustomed to walking. He rounded a few rocks and came up to the doorway of the Lakeside Laboratory. He looked around for anyone who may be watching, and pulled his cloak tighter. Then, he punched down the door and stormed into the small house like a hurricane. “Astrius! Rid me of your curse! You lied to me! I shall have thy head!!!” 

“Please! Please! There is no need for such unpleasantness.” A calm, old voice said. 

“There is more than enough need for ‘unpleasantness’ you demon,” the man said through gritted teeth. 

“You will not speak such of my grandfather! He is a noble man of science!” A harried young voice said. 

“Astrius, what is this wench?” The man said, disgusted. 

“This is my granddaughter, Serella, and I will not have you calling her a wench under my own roof!” The old voice stepped out of the shadows of a corner. He was an old man, a very old man. His eyes were like small nails used to hold up his sagging skin. He had an appearance as if he were held together by strings and moved like a performer’s puppet. “Serella is very dear to me. She is my last remaining heir, and I am teaching her all I know.” Astrius said. 

“More than I needed to know Astrius.” The figure said. 

“What have you come here for Palous? I was under the pretense that I had rid myself of you.” 

“You can never rid yourself of me old man.” Palous stepped forward. 

“You will remove your shoes!” Serella shouted. Palous stared coldly at the girl, though it was hidden under his dark hood. Serella quivered and stepped behind her grandfather. Nonetheless, Palous new that while Astrius was not one for rituals, he was one for tradition. He removed his boots from beneath his cloak. Before the material fell back over his feet, black scales could be seen where skin should have been. 

“I ask again Palous, what have you come here for?” Astrius said, seemingly aggravated. 

“You know all too well what I am here for. You told me I could control it! And now look at me! LOOK AT ME!!!” Palous threw his hood back and a jolt seemed to run through Astrius. Serella, on the other hand, remained oddly calm. Palous noticed this. 

What the two saw was astounding. Palous had the rough deep brown skin of a Goron. His eyes were the wide blue of a Zora, his hair the red of a Kokiri. His features were long and angled like a Gerudo; it was as if he were a combination of every Hyrulian race. Serella seemed to whisper something to her grandfather. 

“Astrius, look at me. I am the opposite of what you were supposed to make me! Ultimate spy my gut! I demand that you reverse this! Either rid me of your meddling or put it under my control! You do not want to suffer my wrath!” Palous was howling now. His voice had all the depth and echo of a Goron and the screeching wail of a Zora. Once again, Serella whispered something to her grandfather, 

“You do not seem to be in the position to be making threats. And even if you were, your condition seems to have take your ever so potent wrath down a notch Palous,” Astrius said pompously. 

“Oh is that so? Perhaps I should make myself more clear, Astrius” he seemed to hold on to his name longer than normal, his tone was dry. “If you do not comply with my demands, I…” 

“You’ll what?” Astrius spat. Serella was seemed nervous. She whispered to her grandfather again. Palous took special notice in this, and he suddenly looked surprised. 

“Heh heh. I’ll kill your precious granddaughter here.” Astrius’ eyes widened. He looked to Serella, almost questioning. But before Astrius could mouth his next sentence, Palous had stabbed him through the gut. Astrius’ eyes widened, and there was a bright flash. When the room returned to normal, a bloody Serella was lying on the floor, eyes wide, and Astrius was standing where Serella had been. His eyes were narrowed and dark. 

“You may be a scientist, but you are no actor,” Palous grinned. 

“So you killed her. I could easily care less,” Astrius said. 

“Is that so? How would an old man like you come across a granddaughter?” Palous inquired. 

“I was not always the old hermit you see before you. I was once a noble Hylian guard. I’m out on a mission, forty years later, I’m here, and I find that I had made my legacy without knowing it.” Astrius laughed. 

“You horror. I suppose it was a whore as well?” Palous accused. 

“My memory is for numbers and formulas, not these such matters,” Astrius avoided. 

“Fine, but you do know it would be all too easy for me to kill you here and now don’t you?” 

“Yes, but I do believe I’ll be of more value alive. To you in particular.” The scientist said. 

“True. Now I implore you Astrius, prove your worth.” 

“Fine. Tell me what is wrong.” 

Palous then began to retell his story. He had been a Sheikah, had been. When the Royal Family disbanded the Sheikah, he had gone into hiding. It was forbidden, by order of the King, to practice the Sheikah Arts, but it was all Palous had. He told of how he had come across Astrius’ laboratory. Astrius knew that the King was foolish to outlaw an entire culture, and agreed to help Palous by giving him a special ability. Through a combination of sorcery and chemistry, Astrius gave Palous the ability to become whoever he killed. Palous then set out to kill a member of each race, making him the ultimate spy. He combined the souls of several members of each race. By doing this, he not only had the ability to create a compilation of the creatures, forming an original person, but he could become one of several well-known or important character as well. But it had all gone wrong. 

“The first few months were fine. I had established myself as a traveler in each race, and made sure they knew I expected my privacy. I was as much a Hylian as you are, Astrius.” 

“Yes, all of that was intentional. But why have you returned and killed my granddaughter?” 

“Because something is wrong with the transformation. I can’t control it! Imagine this. I was swimming to a church in the Zora’s Domain, and my gills suddenly were gone! I was miles underground in the Goron Caverns, sitting by a volcano, and my skin suddenly became the wood of a Deku!” 

“So you can’t control yourself? That is hardly a problem I can fix Palous. It sounds more like a problem for you to fix for yourself.” 

“I will not stand for your humor Astrius! How can I control this? What’s wrong with me?” Palous was shaking with fury. 

“Fine, I’ll see what I can do.” Astrius seemed aggravated with him. Serella flopped to her back; she had been on her side. “Can’t we get rid of that?” Palous asked, gesturing towards Serella’s corpse. 

“I don’t think I can bring myself to do it,” Astrius admitted. 

“Fine, I will.” Palous picked up the cadaver by its neck and tossed it in the small pool at the end of Astrius’ lab. A school of sharks devoured it quickly. “Now…” 

“Yes, I’ll see what I can find in my books. I may have an idea.” 

“And what am I to do until then?” 

“Sleep here for the night, I should have something by morning.” Astrius seemed as if he had to force himself to say this. He obviously didn’t want Palous staying at his laboratory. 

“And how am I to know that you won’t kill me in my sleep?” Palous inquired. 

“Why Palous, am I to take this as a representation of your mistrust?” 

Link walked up the steps to the Temple. He had been sweating the rocks of Death Mountain for what seemed like hours, or even days. And now, tired as he was, he was forced to carry this and that for his grandfather. He wasn’t allowed to take a break either, as was his grandfather’s punishment for his lateness. “You should know that I had a vision of you, Link.” Link’s grandfather was dead serious. 

“Oh really.” Link rolled his eyes. He put about as much faith into his grandfather as he did anything else. 

“A strange man with a hog’s body was attacking you and your friends. You were older than you are now, and had a mighty sword and shield,” Link’s grandfather continued as if he hadn’t heard Link’s response. 

“That’s very interesting Grandfather.” Link humored. He decided against telling his grandfather of the sudden shiver that fell down his spine. “How could we have had the same experience?” He thought to himself. Perhaps his grandfather would have had a clearer image; maybe he could fill in some of the gaps in Link’s dream. “What did my friends look like?” He said, trying not to sound interested. 

“Well, two were fellows I had never seen before. But the girl…” Link’s eyes shot wide open. 

“What? What can you tell me about the girl?” said Link, dropping his cover of apathy. Link’s grandfather noticed this with a grin. 

“She was none other than…” But before he could finish, the door to the backroom of the temple they were in shot open. 

“Urius! Return what you stole from my servant!” A large woman stampeded into the room. Link nearly fell over when he recognized her as the woman from the ‘Madame’s’ building. 

“I…I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Link’s grandfather responded. Link was disappointed that he would not hear about the girl from his dream. 

“The Book Urius, give me the Book.” The Madame demanded. The little pet on her hat was scowling at Link’s grandfather through one eye. The other was swollen shut.
