Chapter 10.1: Crossing Paths 

A Poe chased a deer running around Hyrule field. Suddenly, the deer turned and looked through the specter. Curious, the Poe turned around behind him. Then, in a cloud of smoke, a white spotted Goron rolled through the Poe and trampled the deer. 

Blood spattered off of Palous' scaly spikes as he tore up the stairs to Kakariko Village. His Goron guise had faded towards Zora without his notice. Before he entered, he changed to a Hylian. Palous wondered who exactly he was, hopefully it wouldn't be any Kakariko native. "Knock on wood." he said, as he punched down an oak with his quickly shrinking arms. 

"Ralry!" a woman's voice cried. 

"Blast..." Palous mumbled to himself. A large woman had come barreling from behind a stack of crates and thrown her arms around him. 

"Ralry, oh Ralry! You've been gone all these past weeks! Your father and I have been so worried!" The woman was weeping openly. 

"Uh..." Palous searched for a response. He had been taken aback by the realization of his fear. It was unfortunate that brains contain memories and not souls, he thought. Luckily, his wits were about him. 

"...Who are you, strange woman?" 

"Ralry? Ralry what's wrong? Surely you...you recognise your own mother!" 

"Who is this...Ralry? My name is..." Palous had accidently painted himself into a corner. The woman stared, utterly confused. 

"...I am...Astrius." He sad slyly. 

"Oh, my...Ralry! You've got amnesia! You stay here, I'll go get your father." 

As the woman ran off, Palous made haste for the gate to Death Mountain. As luck would have it, it was locked. 

"Do I dare risk it?" Palous said with a sigh, "I suppose it's better than the alternative." Palous could here the woman's voice shouting for her son. 

"Ah well, I'm sure she'll assume I was an apparition of wichful thinking." He said as he focused in arms into a Goron's. Careful to conceal his noticeable limbs under his cloak, which was in shreds from the rolling, he bent the bars into a hole he could fit through. He leapt across and, completing the transformation into Goron, made his way up the winding path to the top of Death Mountain. 

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

Link wiped a mixture of nervous and tired sweat from his forhead with his sleeve. He had been trying to get done as soon as possible, he wanted to get to the festival a few minutes before it began so he could talk to his grandfather. 

"And once you're done with that you need to clean out the toilet." 

"Mother," an aggravated Link said, "Can't we do it when we get back?" It was a struggle to shout up the staircase, as he was carrying a hefty load of firewood. 

"If you want the house smelling of that when we get back, be my guess," she said through a room where she was making beds. 

"Fine by me..." Link winced as he said this, he knew it was a mistake. His mother began a lecture of particular annoyance, seeing as how she was yelling it through a door. Link was drawn away from mouthing his mother's words to the syllable though, when a knock came to the door. 

"Oh who could that be?" Link's mother said hastily. Obviously aggravated that her rantings were cut short. Link on the other hand, was wuite the opposite. 

"I'll get it!" he said with a smile and a sigh of relief. 

To his utmost surprise, it was none other than his grandfather! 

"Hello Link! I've come to take you to the ceremony!" Link's grandfather wore a smile that practically told Link that he was hiding something. 

"Er...sure Grandpa." He said, bewildered. 

"Link, who is--oh, hello dad," Link's mother said, as if she was disappointed. A little to disrespectively, she continued, "and what might you be doing here?" 

"I've come to take Link to the ceremony, Femmy." Link's mother's name was Femera. 

"I'm sorry Dad, but Link's got chores to do," she said pompously. 

"Well I'm sure it's nothing that can't wait until tonight," he replied cheerily, making a point of ignoring her mood. 

"No Dad, as a matter of fact they can't--" but she was cut off. 

"Let's go Link, the Triforce waits for no one!" he said. His merry disposition becoming obviously staged. 

"Sure! Let's get a move on!" Link said, trying to hide is desire to ignore his chores, even for a few hours. 

And so they were off, leaving Link's mother staring blankly in the doorway. 

"Say Link, what was that odor? It smelled like shit," Link's grandfather said as theymade there way up the staircase to the gate. 

"Oh...nothing." Link said blushing. As they neared the fence, they hastened theire pace for some reason. 

"Grandpa, why are we running?" But Link didn't need an answer: someone had torn down the gate to Death Mountain. The center bars had been bent outwards, as if someone had forced their way through. As they ran up the hill, they found the guard normally stationed at the post. 

"Guard! How did that gate get torn down?" Urius beckoned, eyes hinting at panic. 

"A gang of Gorons tore it down...uh...then they ran back up to the mountain," the guard seemed to want to be in a different place. He wouldn't make eye contact with Urius. 

"And you, a noble Hylian Guard, didn't do anything to stop a mob of those miserable Gorons???" Urius seemed a little more furious than Link thought he was previously capable of. 

"Move along sir, this does not concern commoners," the guard tried to look important. 

"Commoners??? I'll say it concerns us commoners, it concerns our safety!" Urius was expressing the same emotion that told Link he was acting. 

"I said, move along sir," the guard was getting angry. He held his spear in both hands now. 

"Grandpa, maybe we do what he says," Link whispered nervously. Link's grandfather gave the guard one last glare, and stomped up the trail towards Death Mountain's peak. As they rounded a corner, the guard threw off his helmet. His eyes were almond-shaped and entirely blue, like a Zoras. His hair was matted and gray. 

"Honestly, I thought they would never leave!" Palous threw the helmet on the corpse he had shoved into a nearby cave. Skulltula's were already picking at it. Then he changed back into a Goron and rolled up the rest of the hill. As he rounded a corner and passed Link and Urius, Urius scowled at him. Palous thought to himself, "I'm just glad these Hylians are such biggots."

Chapter 10.2: Have You Heard? 

“Have you heard? Have you heard?” Shadow Girl B was asking Shadow Girl A. 

“What?” 

“The whole town is talking about it! It’s the upcoming Festival!” Replied Shadow Girl B, with much enthusiasm. 

“Calling it a ‘Festival’ sounds nice, but it’s really just a place where people go to feel better about themselves” Shadow Girl A had much spite in her voice. 

“People can be so self centered these days!” They both shouted out. 

“Looks like nasty weather.” Shadow Girl A suddenly changed the subject. 

“Really? I don’t see a cloud in the sky!” Shadow Girl B was quite confused. 

“A storm is brewing on the horizon. Can’t you hear the souls screaming? There are many tormented souls.” Was Shadow Girl A’s only reply. 

Shadow Girl B paused, and then said, “Yes, a Storm is coming. How will this affect our Valient Knight?” 

After that brief moment of seriousness, they burst out giggling. “Have you heard? Have you heard?”

Chapter 10.3: 

Palous raced up the mountain as quickly as he could. Careful to avoid the occasional Goron, he finally made it to the bridge connecting the temple to the rest of the mountain. The bridge had recently been built by the Kakariko Construction Guild to help the elderly cross to the temple without having to bear the high rugged cliff. It really was only a matter of time before it was built, for not only was it a nuisance to take such a lengthy route to the temple, but even the slightest disturbance in the narrow valley seemed to cause a volcano. And the KCG, taking the recent appearance of the unnatural crimson smoke emanating from the crater as a Rupee sign, set out to build the shoddy bridge. Unfortunately for Palous, the bridge was cluttered with folks that had come for the ceremony. He certainly couldn’t kill all of them, so he continued down past the bridge to the ravine. Palous, being the Sheikah that he was, had little difficulty slithering across the bridge without waking the high-strung volcano. Now, how to get to the Temple without being seen? He couldn’t risk changing in the midst of the crowd, and he did have the Mark tattooed over his eye if he did manage to avoid a mutation. Just when he thought he would have to wait in the shadows until tomorrow morning, when they were all gone, opportunity knocked. 

A loud trumpet blared, signaling the arrival of the King. As tradition would have it, a small carriage was seen coming through the gate to Kakariko with the Crest of Hyrule drawn on it. Palous had to keep himself from shouting in anger at the sight of the Phoenix and Triforce. But the carriage was not what Palous was interested in. He was interested in the guards surrounding it. But, Palous thought to himself, he wouldn’t have much time. He quickly focused on a particular Goron, the one who had one a recent race. Even though Palous knew one Goron would be more difficult to control than a compilation, he needed speed. He tore across the cliffs to the small cave he had hidden the guards cadaver in, just as the King stepped out of his carriage and made his way up the staircase amidst his guards. Palous quickly put his mind to the guard and donned his armor. He picked up the spear and made it to his post just as the King’s jeweled crown could be seen coming up the short hill to the Death Mountain gate. Palous wondered how the King would take his gate being torn down… 

“What is this?” The King whispered out of the corner of his mouth to Palous. He was shaking hands with a mob of townsfolk who had crowded around him, shoving past the angered guards. 

“Oh…” Palous’ mind raced, “Some Goron’s tore it down. They said if I…if I told the King about it…or if I even moved…they would kill me.” Palous smiled under the shadow of his helmet. The King would eat this up, he thought. 

“I see…” was his only response. But Palous could tell by his expression that he was furious. Obviously the King didn’t want any but his warm side to be realized by the civilians. 

“Uh, your highness, perhaps it would be best if I joined your guards. I know this area better than any of the other knights, I’m proud to say.” The King agreed, and Palous was on his way to the temple. He just hoped he wouldn’t suddenly grow fins…or worse yet fur…in front of the King. 

The small group proceeded after putting the civilians behind them. They moved along in a small swarm a stone’s throw from the guards though. And in no time at all, they had marched right by all those who had shown for the ceremony, into the temple. Once the King had taken his seat at the thrown in the far end of the main chamber, a trumpet blared signaling to those outside that the ceremony would begin in a few minutes. But to Palous, it signaled that it was time to go. He hurried out of the main chamber and into a back room. Now, he thought to himself, where to find this fairy? His question, once again, was answered when a young boy and an old man walked into the back chamber. 

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

“But Grandpa, I wanted to watch the ceremony! It’s starting a few minutes! What if we miss it?” Link whined. 

“Don’t worry Link, they can’t start this ceremony without me.” Urius said with a smile. 

They left the back chamber with the baskets of flowers and spices they had come in to retrieve. Link, mind focused on the heavy and fragile vases of herbs, didn’t notice his pendent fall to the floor. 

“Hmm. Perhaps watching the ceremony would be a better idea for right now. I don’t exactly know how much of a scene this Great Fairy will make.” So Palous leapt down from the rafters, pocketed the pendent the boy dropped, and made his way to the outer chamber. He wrapped himself into a white monk’s cloak he found in a crate. Knowing that no one would speak to him under this guise, Palous made his way to the ceremony. Not wanting to transform in the middle of the ceremony, he combined every Hylian he knew he had, threw in a Gerudo for good measure, and took a seat in the back under shadows. 
