Chapter 9: Enigmatic Memory 

“Have you heard? Have you heard?” Shadow Girl A was seen on the delepedated walls of an unknown building. A young girl’s shadow dancing on the walls, with no apparent owner. 

“Have you heard that the scent of blood lingers around Lake Hylia?” Shadow Girl A continued. 

“Blood? Ew! That’s gross!” Shadow Girl B said with disgust. 

“There are also rumors that a Chimera is lurking around Hyrule.” 

“A Chimera can lurk? I thought all they could do was take pictures?” confused, Shadow Girl B questioned. 

“Not ‘camera’ you idiot! ‘Chimera’! A beast that is made from more than one body!” Shadow Girl A hit Shadow Girl B on the head. 

“Oh. But that still hurt! You don’t need to hit so hard!” Shadow Girl B complained 

“What season is it?” Shadow Girl A abruptly changed the subject. 

“Seasons? Why are we talking about seasons?” 

“I just wanted to know.” 

“Well, it’s spring now.” Shadow Girl B complied anyway. 

“Spring. . . . Isn’t that when roses bloom? I wonder if our Valient Knight likes roses?” Shadow Girl A seemed to trail off. 

“Roses? Our Valient Knight can’t like roses! That would make him a ‘Fairy’ Boy” 

“Don’t say things like that! It isn’t politically correct!” 

“Oh, but it is. . . .” 

The two Shadow Girl’s burst out laughing. And they began chanting “Have you heard? Have you heard?” 

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

Derdekea sat in the Inner Sanctum of “Madame’s”, her eyes closed as if concentrating on a straining manner of thought. Suddenly her eyes opened, glowing with supernatural light, and it seemed as if a strong gust of wind had decided to envelope itself around her. Hair billowing and clothes twisting, she suddenly rose and spoke one word, “Awaken”. From her persepective, it was as if her vision traced itself all the way up to the hidden fountain at the temple. From her vision, as if she was a disembodied spirit, her sight was rushing at an inhuman speed, first passing through the barrier and then through the gaudy decor of Madame’s shop, through the busy cobble stone streets bussling with people, past the gates which gaurded the city, to the steep inclines of Death Mountain. In about three seconds she had gone from the hidden chamber to the entrance of the temple; her psychic journey wasn’t finished. Passing through the religiously somber congregations of people who were preparing for the ceremony, past the chambers of the priests, to the old forgotten labyrinths wich the temple was built on. Here she paused, as if to get her bearings, the dust and streams of light created by the sun causing a slight distraction. Sudddenly, as if swept by a divine wind, the dust and stillness parted, forming a make shift path which ended at an odd hole in the floor, as if one of the floor tiles had been removed and a hidden cavern was concealed beneath. . . it had recently been visted, for she could see light foot prints in the settled grime. Without any more pause, her vision rushed once again, almost instantaneously with such momentum that she almost felt the push of forces. 

The old fairy fountain looked dead, as if its recent use had drained most of its energy. Derdekea knew that this was only a slumber. As if reacting to the force of her entry, the fountain suddenly recoiled back with a flash of light. As if violently disturbed, the Great Fairy floated above the fountain, obviously under a power other than her own. The chamber was now as it should have been, the liquid walls and holy fire once again given new life. 

<What evil malice is this?!>, the fairy cried. 

“I mean you no harm. . .” 

<Who are you?! How have you awaken my slumber?!> The fairy, still not trusting her intruder yelled inside Derdekea’s mind. 

“I am not bound by your custom. . . .” 

<What are you? How is it I don’t know you? Only yhose with the Song can awaken me> 

“Such arogance, from such young children. Just because mortals must bend to your will, does not mean that all must do so as well.” 

This last statement seemed to bring pause to the Great Fairy, reevaluating her current situation. <The Triforce?> 

“Their voices are silent to me.” She seemed to murmur this more to herself, than to the Fairy. “All I ask is if the Book is safe.” Continued Derdekea. 

After a moment, the Great Fairy seemed to open, and decided to listen to the other woman. <Yes, I believe that it is safe. My servant-> 

“Urius.” Interjected Derdekea. 

<Correct. He has sealed the book in a safe place.> 

“Do you know where it is right now?” The interrogation continued. 

<No. Urius has not told me where he has the book. But I trust him.> 

”Trusting a mortal with the Book of Durak?!” Derdekea’s tone took on a rare trace of anger. “Is that wise? The balance of your world depends on this book’s safety. I allowed the man to bear the book, so that he might bring it to you to protect. No matter how competant you think he may be, it is too much of a risk to allow him to keep it.” 

<Do not blame me for your own error. I trust Urius, he is a loyal servant.> 

Derdekea’s voice changed once again, to a more sinister tone. She glared straight at the Great Fairy. “He is mortal. Easily taken advantage of.” Derdekea paused. “I have no more use for you, I will return you to your slumber. You will have no memory of what has transpired here, only the urge to protect the book, even if it may cost you your life.” 

The Great Fairy was about to protest, when a look of astonishment overtook her face. She was pulled down into the water, where she disappeared. The symbol of the Triforce glowed as the room grew silent. Almost as if on cue, Urius burst into the hidden fountain. “My lady! What has befallen you?!” He stood there, a look of pure bewilderment on his face, and gawked at Derdekea’s effigy. It gave a slight smile, and disappeared in a blink, with no evidence of its existance. 

Derdekea opened her eyes, once again in the Inner Sanctum of “Madame’s”. She gave herself another little smile. Madame, who had just entered the room said “What’s so funny?” 

“I’ve decided to give ‘our’ side a little motivation.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Derdekea turned to the Madame, her face more serious. “I sense a coming storm. The outermost clouds have reached us already.” 

“The beginning of the First Cycle?” The Madame questioned. “Isn’t it too early?” 

“Yes. . . . And I made sure that the boy’s protecters knew it. . . . I’m not sure if they are aware of the direness of the situation.” 

“So the boy’s quest will start?” 

“Yes.” 

“What role will we play in his quest?” 

Derdekea looked uncomfortable. “I’m not sure. . . .” 

“WHAT?! You went through all that trouble, and you aren’t even sure of our roles?!” The Madame exploded. “Here we are, doing what you say, because you act as if you know everything! Oh, please, the Temporal Analyzer would have given me more accurate readings!” 

Derdekea in turn grew angry. “Do not presume to judge me. The fate of your world also lies in the events that unfold here.” 

The Madame glared at her. “I have no world. . . .” 

“True, but you still would not like to see it destroyed.” 

The Madame gritted her teeth. Derdekea continued. “Realize, that without my guidance, you stand even less of a chance in succeeding in your mission. The Madame paused. “Fine.”
