Chapter 6: The Legend 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? There have been many sightings of UFO’s these past few days!” 

“UFO’s? What’s that? Is that something like a BLT?” 

Two silohouettes of young women are seen talking on the side of a wall. The first one, A, was getting upset at her counterpart’s ignorance. 

“No you idiot! Not a sandwhich! UFO’s! Unidentified Flying Objects! Flying Saucers! They were seen flying around these past few days!” She yelled at her friend, who’s name was appearently B. 

“No need to be so rude A. Oh, did you hear that there was almost a brawl at the site of the old Great Fairy Fountain?! They say she sleeps there you know! Ioncically, she will awaken only at the sound of a lulaby.” 

“Whoa, she mus have some messed up psychological issues!” replied A, laughing too hard to understand very well. 

“They say that the Book of Durak was involved.” continued B, appearently not listening to A. “So, what will our valient knight do now?” They both burst into giggles. 

The two both begin chanting in unison: “Have you heard? Have you heard?” 

--------------------------------------------------------- 

“Derdekea!” 

The single word of unimaginable rage spat from Madame’s lips as she stormed into the “shop”. Passing by the obviously fake and gaudy merchandise and the typical old wooden walls, she instead went to a mural hanging in back of the counter. Pressing her hand to an unseen switch, the mural suddenly glowed and turned transparent. She stepped into an inner sanctum, the barrier becoming tangible as she passed through. The room was totally foreign and alien, the walls seemingly metal and flesh, veins of energy throbbing to a rythem of life. Instruments and objects littered the spacious cavern, a subtle fountain in the chamber held a strange looking glowing green mass which almost looked like the controls of a vessel. The woman who the Madame addressed was sitting serenely off to the side, eyes closed as if listening to some unheard melody. Her long golden brown hair fell gracefully to below her waist, a perfectly smooth mass with the consistency of silk. She wore a simple white robe with a cloak attached to the shoulders, a hood concealed behind her neck. 

“What do you require of my presence?”, a voice so soft yet melodious and piercing seemed to waft from her lips, her eyes still closed as if in trance. 

“What the hell do you think you think you’re doing?!”, the Madame growled. 

Eyes still closed, Derdekea turned her head slightly toward the Madame. “Such profanity is not accepted in my presence.” 

The Madame gritted her teeth. “Why did you let that man have the Book?” ever so strained her voice did sound. Ignoring her question Derdekea continued to talk. “I heard that you refered to me as your servant. Such liberties you take when you talk about me.” 

The Madame glared at her. 

“Let me remind you that I am here of my own volition and consent.”, she countinued, “Let me also remind you that it is only my will which is tolerating your arrogance, and that you have no power over me.” She now opened her eyes, causing the Madame to step back unconsciously. 

The eye was like a vortex, an entirety of a typhoon, seeming to draw everything into its vastness; luminous and ambiguous, glowing with the knowledge of ancients. The Madame tried to match Derdekea’s gaze, but was met by the perfectly spaced eyes, looking back at her with all of the knowledge and wisdom of time in their almost terrible beauty. 

The Madame quickly recollected herself and just stood there silently. Chibi Yoshi broke the silence with his little raspy reptilian voice. “Um, can I get off of this chain? It is very uncomfortable. The black eye doesn’t help much either.” Madame, knowing that she can’t challenge the other woman, channeled all her anger at the unfortunate reptile. “No! Stay there until you die!”. 

“But I need to defecate!” was all the Chibi Yoshi said. The Madame practically ripped the lizard out of her hat, and threw him across the room. The little Yoshi giggled to himself, and crawled away. 

“Fine Derdekea. Then just tell me why you gave himk the book, if you were the one who let me find it.” Madame again focused on the woman. 

“I simply let allowed you to find the Book of Durak. I must admit that you are not as vile as you once were, and you are not evil. You just fail to realize the repercussions of your actions. After I let you find the book artifact, I gave it to the old man. I was never going to let you keep it.” She just stared at the Madame with her piercing gaze. “I will let you call me your servant, but know that this is only to not cause suspicion.” She continued. “Need I remind you Madame, that the Book of Durak as not your primary mission? Now, I must rest now. Leave me.” 

Chibi Yoshi, now eating a melon, and the Madame both filed out of the room, not wanting trouble. The Madame went back to the main shop, and began to act like a normal merchant. 

--------------------------------------------------------- 

Link began walking down the stairwell, clutching the pendant in one hand. Gravel and grime littered the steps, and as he sought support on the stone walls, he felt numerous cracks and crevices. The stagnant air and layers of dust led him to the conclusion that no one had been down hear in ages. His fingers tightned their grip on the pendant, although the vile woman had given it to him, he found comfort in it’s presents. It was all too confusing. What was happening? Why were all these almost sureal events taking place around him? Why did his Grandfather know that woman he proclaimed evil? Who was the beautiful woman who had supposedly given his Grandfather the book? What was this book they all sought? Why did his Grandfather keep refering to legend and how did he know my dream? His thoughts raced through his mind, almost too fast for even him to comprehend. He carefully stepped down the stairwell, trying not to make any noise. He finally reached the bottom, noticing how there was a faint red glow coming from the room ahead. He turned, and looked in, gasping at the site that lay before him. He was now in a room, with walls seeming to be made of liquid streams, yet from the touch he could tell that they were very much solid. There was a path that led down the center of the room that led to a grand fountain, ripples seeming to forever course through the water from the center of the fountain. The path was surrounded by shallow water on both sides, and at the base of the fountain was the faded, but still recognizable insignia of the Triforce. Two tourches burned a crimson fire on both ends of the fountain. 

Link remembered why he was down here, and looked for his Grandpa, but he was not to be found. Startled by this, he dropped the pendant that he was clenching so tightly. As it struck the floor, it opened, revealing the woman’s picture as it played her lulaby. Sudenly, the fountain glowed, and an omnipresent giggling was heard. Link glanced back and forth, wanting to run as fast as he could, but his body not moving. An even more intense flash of light burst forth from the fountain, causing him to cover his eyes. As the glow faded. . . .
