Chapter Eight: Arrangements and Premonitions 

Far into the library archives of the Lakeside Laboratory, Astrius was busy sifting through books and scrolls of ancient text. It was late into the night and he hadn’t come up with much significant data. The glow of his candle on a nearby desk dimly lit part of the large room that housed the hundreds of books Astrius kept for reference. 

“Let’s see…no, that can’t be it. Hmmm…” He didn’t care about what happened to Palous; he was more concerned that one of his experiments had gone awry. Of course, it had been the first experiment he’d ever done that crossed from the realm of science and into the field of arcane magic. Physical transformation was thought not to be possible, and if so it would have tremendous impact on the user. Apparently, the last part of that theory was true… 

Astrius sighed and rubbed his forehead. Maybe he was looking in the wrong place. Taking his candle with him, he ventured into a smaller section of the library, where books on myths and legends were kept. Being a man of science, Astrius didn’t read much of what he considered fiction, but on this night it might prove useful. Looking through the titles, he stopped when he came to a large brown book. Its pages were worn and its binding was almost ruined. On its cover it said, “Souls: The Extension of the Body” 

“Hmmm…” Astrius said. He took the book from the shelf. 

_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_ 

It was a loooooooooong way down. 

Link was holding onto a cliff. More of a rock ledge actually. They were sidestepping across it, trying to pass the chasm that stood between them and their destination. 

“What ever you do, don’t look down,” his friend had said. 

“Yeah, sure thing…” Link had replied to him. He casually glanced down and immediately wished he hadn’t. Hundreds of feet below them was the bottom of the chasm. Ordinarily, falling from that kind of height would have been bad enough. But to make the situation even worse, Link could see that below, moving around like bloodthirsty worms, were a shocking number of Twinmolds. If somehow one of them survived falling, they’d only be alive long enough to feel their flesh being ripped and torn as they were hungrily consumed by the ferocious insects. 

And if his current run of luck continued, Link would be the one to experience it. 

As he held to the side of the cliff for support, suddenly the rocky ledge below him gave way. For a few seconds, time seemed to run in slow motion as Links feet seemed to hover on air. The leeway was enough to give him a push, just enough to grab onto the walkway. The three travelers with him turned around to see him hanging dangerously over the chasm. 

“Link!” one cried out. 

“Hold on, I’m coming!” a soft voice shouted. 

“No, I’m closer. I’ll get him,” the third said. Link looked up to see who had said it. The voice belonged to a young man, one that Link knew well. His long bluish hair was kept back by a bandanna, though some still managed to get in his face. He was reasonably tall, but not very heavily built. He wore a long hunters’ jacket, as well as hunters’ boot. 

“Come on,” Link said, “I can’t hold on forever.” 

“Yeah,” the young man replied, “I guess you expect me to save you again, huh?” 

“Again?? What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“You know I saved your ass back at that temple when I found you.” He continued to creep steadily over to Link. 

“Whoa, just a minute! Who saved who? You’d be nothing but a corpse right now if it hadn’t been for me showing up!” Link continued to…well, hang. 

The young man reached Link’s spot and got close to the ground to stabilize himself. He reached out his hand and grabbed Link’s arm. 

“Uh, huh, right. And now you expect me to save your skin again. Well I don’t know if I really want to,” he said with a playful smile. 

“Bah, who needs you anyway, you’re nothing but a burden,” Link said with an equal smirk, though he was still holding onto the cliff mostly by himself. 

“Yomil, CUT IT OUT! That’s not funny!” The beautiful yet angry voice of a female rang out behind him. 

“Oh, come on,” the man said as he yanked Link back up to solid ground. “We always kid around when one of us is about to die. You don’t want your last memories before death to be filled with fear, do you?” 

“Yomil, that may be the stupidest thing you’ve said yet,” the woman shot back. 

Link was back on his feet. He breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks,“ he said to Yomil. He looked up to see that he had vanished. So had the other two. 

“What the…?” Link turned and looked from side to side. Where were they? They hadn’t just fallen into the chasm, had they? They’d have screamed if they had. Link peered over the ledge and gasped. 

A hog-like face stared at him, floating in the air. 

<DIE BOY.> 

The ground beneath Link erupted. This time there was nothing nearby to hold onto, and no one to help if there was. Link fell down, down, down…… 

_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_ 

“Ah!” Link shot up in bed. The sun shined in through his window. The dream had made him sleep late again…but the dream. It was different this time. None of the people he was with had ever spoken before. Now there was even more to confuse him…He tried to remember what the man had said… 

“Link!!” 

Awww, man, not again, Link thought. He’d gotten in enough trouble the previous night for coming home so late. Luckily, the guests hadn’t arrived as planned, which gave him an extra day to do the chores he’d neglected. His mom was actually enthusiastic about his interest in attending the ceremony today, and wasn’t being as harsh with him as she would have normally been. 

“You’d better get down here and start working if you want to go anywhere today, young man!” 

“Dang it,” Link said as he rushed out of bed, tripping over Moosh as before. 

_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_-_ 

“You can’t reverse the process?!” 

Palous was enraged. This was emphasized by the fact that he had thick Goron arms and piercing Gerudo eyes. He had been changing rapidly through the night, more uncontrollable than ever. 

“That’s right,” Astrius replied. 

“Then you’d better find a way, shouldn’t you?” Palous said, trying to remain calm. He could kill the old man, but that wouldn’t solve anything. He’d still be a mutated beast, and have no way to control himself. 

“There’s nothing that I can do, “ Astrius said. “I don’t know why I didn’t think of this sooner. Your ability to transform comes from the spirits of the people that you’ve killed. If the spirit is upset when it is taken, which no doubt they were, seeing as you killed them, then it won’t stay under control. There’s nothing that I can do about it, the spirits are connected to you now.” 

“Isn’t there a way to remove them?!” 

“Not without serious risk to you. One accident could be fatal.” 

“But I can’t just STAY like this!” Palous turned around, distraught. If there was no way to return himself to normal, then he saw no reason to keep the old man breathing. He took out his dagger. 

“There is one treatment that might help,” Astrius said. 

“What is that?” Palous remained turned aroung. 

“You could try to heal the spirits.” Palous turned his head. “If the spirits can be calmed, then they should function with you properly.” 

“And how would I do that?” Palous asked suspiciously. 

“Hmmm,” Astrius thought. “There is a healing fountain in the temple on Death Mountain. That would probably be your surest bet.” 

“That’s on the other side of Hyrule! I’m sure to be noticed by someone before I can cure myself.” 

“So?” Astrius asked. “That hasn’t stopped you before. Why don’t you just kill them, like you’ve done to everyone else…” 

“Excellent idea,” Palous said. Astrius’s back was turned to him, and Palous raised his dagger… 

Soon after, Palous stepped out of the Lakeside Laboratory, his dagger dripping with blood. He wiped it clean on the grass. 

“So…” he said to himself. “Death Mountain…” He focused all his energy in an attempt to become fully Goron. After a few painstaking minutes, the transformation was complete. He returned his dagger to it’s holder, just in case anyone tried to stop him on his way. “All right,” he whispered, and took off at top speed for the mountain.
