Chapter 11.1: Visions of Empathy 

Unbenoest to the murderous Sheikah, the Madame had been been a spectre to all that had just past. She had watched as the metamorph had broken the gate and murdered the gaurd. She did admitt to herself that she had been worried when Link and Urius had approached him, but felt relief when she saw he merely dismissed them. Her shop was located near the exit of Kakariko village, she had made sure of it so she could closely moniter anyone who attempted to go to the temple; she watched from behind a window as Palous’ dust trail began to fade as he approached the summit. “As intriguing as that was, it’s just another variable that we hadn’t counted on. Still, that creature could prove disasterous if left unchecked. . .” 

The Chibi Yoshi snickered in her hat. “There’s a lot of things you didn’t count on! You don’t prepare well!” 

After a quick punch to her hat and silencing the lizard, she abruptly turned and walked back to her Inner Sanctum. Once there she proceeded to the very back, and pressed another unseen switch. As if she had somehow triggered reality to bend, the wall suddenly deformed and created a doorway. The revealed passage way looked even more impossibly alien than the Inner Sanctum, the walls seemed to be mish-mash of flesh and metal; as if the original room had been nothing more than part of a greater organism. The veins of energy seemed even stronger here, visible through the translusence of the walls. Another corridor led her to what appeared to be an elevator, lifting her head to a small crevice in the wall, she said her name. “Moda.” 

“Identity confirmed. Glad to see that you have returned again Madame.” said an omnipresent voice. “Laboratory” was all the Madame said in response. “As you command, Madame.” Responding to her vocal command a plane of light erupted from a small crevice, creating a portal of sorts. The Madame calmly stepped through, the portal revealing another room. She stood in the center of the room, gazing at her own creation. The room looked somewhat ceremonial. There was a statue in the middle of the wall, and two rings of stones paved on the left and right sides. Candles lighted the room, lining the entire perimeter. There was a giant 'sunroof” on the center of the ceiling which seemed to be organic; almost impossible to comphrehend, the 'window' revealed that wherever this was, it ws under water! Being that this room was low, other corridors, and twisting rooms could be seen, showing that this coinstruct was akin to an extensive maze; indeed a labrynth it was. Corridors twisted in directions not possible to walk in; an almost web like infrastructure that made navigation in there almost impossible. 

The Madame stepped on a sort of platform which promptly hovered to the center of the room where a set of books and chemicals lay. Like the deceased Astrius, no relation, the Madame didn’t put much faith in Magik. She considered herself a scientist, but she used much more arcane methods to make conduct experiments and “creations”. Manipulating life was no easy task, it was a science thet had yet been realized on this world. In mid transit, the Chibi Yoshi suddenly undid its chain and jumped off her hat. She ignored it as it ran back through the portal. 

Truley unbelievable, no Hyrulian institution could have comprehended the methods that she used, or the whole construct itself for that matter. The Madame settled in a chair, searching through her books and notes. Shee was looking for something particular, something unique. She settled her hand on counsole, and like so many times before, the console burst into life. “Find me the notes for the conjuration at hand.” As if some unkown phantom existed for the sole purpose of serving her, the room sprang into action. Immediately, a slight rumbling sound was heard, and it looked as if the something previously in slumber had awakened. The wall nearest Madame stretched out, carrying something within it. The Madame greedily snatched the notes from the tendril. She began furriously mixing chemicals, and manipulating foreign devices. She sat back, content at her work, and then chanted words never before heard in this land (if she was still in Hyrule). She sprayed the contents of a vile in the air as she completed the ritual. Suddenly, the floor inside the two rings of stone disappeared underneath Madame’s work station. Out of the new newly added passages two coffin like structres appeared to be pushed out of the ground. Both were heavily attached to what looked like blood vessels and synthetic tubing. Like all of what was conceiled, these capsules also looked like they were a combination of mechanical and organic parts, yet these once again seemed to be of different form than the rest of the room. A metal covering which covered the front of the capsules retracted, to reveal a glass surface through which a viscous liquid was visible. Almost as if part of a horror novel, a shriveled humanoid form was visible behind each tank, floating as if in an internal slumer. The phantom was not content with such placidness, and a great jolt shook both containers. As if a heart had been resuscitated near death, an organic beating began to issue from the capsules as fluid began to pump through the umbilical-like tubing which connected the chamber to the capsules. As if a Gibido (Redead) could somehow be restored back to human form, the indistinguishable forms began to look as if they were being rehydrated like dried fruit. . .Within seconds, both were becomming something alive yet unrecognizable. Within a minute, the process was complete, and as if to signal this, both capsules suddenly released a great deal of what appeared to steam. A wet sliding noise was heard and a great deal of gushing fluid spilled from within the capsule. As the mist cleared from this almost violent birth, two obscure humanoid figures became visible. . . 

The Madame watched all of this with bored eyes, as if the almost fantastic succession of events were routine and uninteresting to her jaded eyes. She merely said, “Awake yet?” 

A neutral voice suddenly made itself heard in her mind. <We are always awake, only our bodies slumber.> 

“Still no sense of humor I see.”, was the Madame’s almost superflous reply. 

As if the mist irritated the great room, vents suddenly opened and the mist was sucked into the ground. The two figures were now completely visible. They were humanoid, infact, their faces looked human, but there bodies were clearly different. Both were around the hight of a fully grown Hylian male, their neutral human faces looked like they were framed by what looked like organic helmets, but there were no seams to seperate the flesh and armor; it was if their skin natrually grew into the helmet . This was true for their whole bodies, they had a very streamlined appearance, it was clear that their ‘armor’ was part of their physiology. Both looked very similar, but it was clear there were differences. The one on the right had a more blue green tinge to its armor while the one on the left a much more orange red combination. 

The Madame suddenly got a sense of annoyance in the back of her head. 

“Would you please stop the telepathic jargon and just speak normally you two?”, the Madame sounded a little irritated. 

The blue one, Vision, stepped forward and spoke, “Telepathy is much more efficient than vocal communication, why do you dislike it? You keep your mind suprisingly closed.” 

The Madame responded, “Stay out of my head or I’ll pout you back in storage for the next hundred years! That goes for you two Empath! You may be more subtle than your friend, but I can still tell when you are poking around!” 

The other being, Empath, spoke up. “Your emotions are turbulent. . . why have you awakened us? It was my understanding we weren’t needed until a much later time.” 

“Something's come up, I need you to run a little investigation of a possible thorn in our sides.” 

“Why do you want us to do it?”, Vision inquired. 

“Let’s just say I think both of your abilities may be handy if it does come to pass you need to. . . nullify this threat. . .”, the Madame responded vaguely. “Here’s your target, follow him for now and collect data.” She pulled out a gel looking ball. A three dimensional representation of Palous appeared on top of the strangely organic device. 

“It is only a Hylian. . . ?”, Empath seemed slightly confused. “Why would you need us?” 

"Would not the Sixth Child be a more suitable chioce for nullification?" Questioned Vision. 

"The Sixth Child's methods are. . . blunt. I need somone who can cover their trails. Someone who can nullify the threat silently. Someone with self conrtrol. The Sixth Child would be too risky at this point; contamination of this world is too likely to occur with him." 

Suddenly the image changed to reveal Palous transforming into his numerous forms. The little animation then changed into what appeared to be a recording of Palous’ breaking into Death Mountain and murdering the gaurd. 

“You can see why . . . beings of your talent. . . would be desired . . .”, the Madame answered slowly. “I think that he could give even the two of you a run for your money.” 

“I see. A changling of sorts.”, Vision acknowledged. “We shall proceed with caution.” 

“Good.” The Madame replied. “Proceed, and make sure you leave no traces of our presence, we can’t afford discovery at this point.” 

“Yes Ma’am.”, both replied in unison. 

The Madame nodded and blinked, and they were gone. “Hunters. Not much on words. Well, its not what they’re programmed for. I just hope they can handle that mutant. . . .” 

She felt a little tug on her robe and looked down. The Chibi Yoshi looked up at her. ‘What?!”, she asked a little harshly.

“No need for your you to be all PMS-y, but Derdekea isn’t here.” 

“What?!”, the Madame shout. 

“Is that all you say?”, the little reptile asked.

Chapter 11.2: Break into Confusion 

The grand precession of the Goddesses was to take place in the very center of the temple; incidentally, the room was situated directly over the Great Fairy’s fountain. The room was mad of stone, as was the rest of the temple, but this room was much more opulent than any of the other rooms in the temple. Down the center of the room ran a lush gold-shaded carpet, lined at its edges with purest gold. On either side, structures similar to pews built from finest magical Deku wood filled the room about halfway. Usually they weren’t used and were kept in storage, but setting them up had been part of Link’s duties the previous day. Where the pews stopped, the carpet diverged left, right, and also continued to run forward. 

The carpet that went left was the color blue, the deepest blue one’s eyes could ever see, and yet it seemed to contain all variations of that color inside it; navy blue, royal blue, different shades of purple, the color of the morning sky and the color of fresh water flowing from a stream. Even the carpet itself seemed to have water like texture to it, seeming to ripple under the light of the stained glass window it led to. The window was framed in sapphire and depicted the essence of knowledge and understanding, showing visual representations of books, scrolls, various symbols related to justice and peace. In the center of the window was a vast golden triangle, and the light that shone through it was a golden warmth. 

To where the carpet diverged right, it took on a green hue. As with the blue carpet, this green seemed to be the truest shade ever known to man. Green like the uncountable trees and plants that grew upon the planet. The carpet itself appeared grass-like, and seemed to sway by some unknown force. The grassy streak ended at the wall, where another stained glass window, depicting scenes of valor and might, children praying, and nations united under one proud flag. In the center of the window, out shinning all else, was another of the immense golden triangles. The carpet underneath its golden light danced in a way no living thing could, and seemed to cry out with joy, as the emerald casing surrounding the window gleamed with a power all its own. 

Once both of these carpets met the wall, they turned back to the rear of the room, slowly fading into their original golden hue the farther along they went. 

However, the carpet in the center of the room continued forward. Red was the color of the carpet here, a fierce flaming red that almost burnt and crackled under one’s feet. This carpet not only led up to a window, but up to a central alter as well. The altar, also made from sacred Deku wood, had the symbol of the Triforce carved into its front. Upon it lay various religious objects related to the Goddesses, as well as a copy of the Book of Mudora. The stained glass window was a bit larger than the other two, and the light that came through seemed to be the brightest of all. There were not symbols of a virtue as the other windows had displayed; instead, there was the single image of a fiery Phoenix, created completely out of Ruby. In its talons was a triangle of pure gold, and hovering above it was another. The two triangles blocked out the light, but it still shone through the Phoenix. There even seemed to be an inner fire within that Phoenix, that burned with a radiance unlike earthy fires. Almost is if it was from some divine source… 

Link noticed that the triangle held in the Phoenix’s grasp was upside down. He vaguely remembered something from school, how there had been arguments long ago by a group of heretics about that triangle. Something to do with a lost piece of the Triforce…but that “rebellion,” as the books had called, it was snuffed out quickly. Link personally didn’t believe in any fourth Triforce piece, but then again, he didn’t believe in the Triforce altogether. But he did find it strange how quickly the church had put an end to the movement… 

The final decoration to that room was its ceiling. In the ceiling was another window, this one in the shape of the Triforce. What seemed so amazing about the window was that it had no glass to hold up the dormant triangle in the center, and yet it didn’t fall to the floor. It barely looked like it was even connected to the rest of the ceiling; if it was, it must have been made of a very light material to stay up there, looking as though it were hovering in the sky. Link wondered what would happen if it ever started to rain without anything to cover the masses below… 

Link stood in the doorway to the back room behind the altar. He was astonished at the overwhelming number of people gathered here. Peoples of every age, gender, and race were congregated here; Hylian, Deku Scrubs, Gorons, Zoras, Gerudos even, all gathered for the sole purpose of praising the Goddesses for their blessings. How can all these people be so blind? Link thought. He looked up at the rear balcony, the position reserved for the King. He was as firm a believer as his subjects were. Link strained to see if the King’s daughter was present anywhere near him. She was not, but a young silver-hared male, probably the Prince (for Link had never seen any of the Royal family before) was with him. Hmmm… Link thought. Even though he had never seen the boy before, he somehow looked vaguely familiar…how odd. 

Suddenly the words from Link’s dream came back to him. 

You know I saved your ass back at that temple when I found you… 

Link blinked, looked back at the Prince and blinked again. No, there was no way that the man had been the future version of the Prince. They looked nothing alike; even still, there was this odd feeling of familiarity that he felt while looking at him. But he was sure it wasn’t the same person. The girl in the pendant had looked exactly like she had in the dream, only younger… 

The pendant…Link felt around his neck. It was gone. He quickly checked his pockets to find that it wasn’t there either. Link muttered a word that his mother wouldn’t have been proud of and caused an elderly Hylian woman nearby to give him a shocked look. Link turned to his Grandfather who was putting on the ceremonial robe in the next room over. It too had the Triforce on it, as expected. 

“Grandpa!” Link whispered hoarsely. 

“What is it Link? I’m about to start the ceremony.” 

“It’s gone!” Link answered, pointing to his neck. 

“What? The pendant?” 

“Yeah!” 

“Ah yes, I saw that coming.” 

“Then why didn’t you say anything?!?” Link was almost yelling, except that his voice was still a whisper. 

Urius shrugged. “You didn’t ask about it,” the old man said. He turned around and put on the dome shaped hat (complete with a Triforce symbol, of course), silently smiling to himself. According to his vision, this was all supposed to happen. “You probably dropped it somewhere back here. Why don’t you look around for a while? I won’t be needing you for the first half of the ceremony anyhow.” 

“Needing me?” Link said, “What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“You’re going to be helping me out with the sacrificial reenactment.” 

“What?!” Link wasn’t whispering anymore. “Sacrifice?!!” 

“Calm down,” Urius said, “You’ll wake the dead talking like that. It’s just a reenactment, no one’s getting killed.” Link still gave him a hesitant look from a distance. “Look, all you have to do is…” As Link listened to Urius as he went on about the details in the second phase of the Night’s Revival, supposedly the part he would need Link for, he spotted one of the crates near the back of the room moving. It was slight, and there was no sound, but he could definitely tell. 

“Uh, Grandpa?” Link interrupted. “I think I’ve got it. I’ve heard the story before. 

“Oh good. Then you won’t have a problem reciting any of it? The Hero’s Covenant too?” 

“Yeah, sure. I think they’re getting restless out there.” Link craned his neck slightly to see the crate move again. 

“I guess you’re right,” Urius said, slowly walking out of the room. Then he stopped and turned back. “Year after year, the feeling of a miraculous presence in this ceremony hasn’t faded a bit. In fact, I think if anything that—“ 

“Great Grandpa,” Link said, practically pushing him out into the main room. “Come on, don’t keep them waiting.” He gave his Grandpa a hearty pat on the back, which was more like a shove, and quickly closed the door. 

Hmmm, that was funny, Urius thought. Then he just shrugged it off. He had a ceremony to start. Walking up to the front of the altar, in front of the vast number of peoples, Urius began speaking in the Tongue, the ancient Hylian language that the church used to that very day. 

“Brothers and Sisters,” He began in the old language. “By the Power and the Wisdom and the Courage, may the almighty Hostesses grant you peace and welcome on this holy day…” 

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

Link tried to be as quiet as possible, but then realized hat there probably wasn’t much point. His Grandfather had already started the ceremony, and those gathered were in the middle of the first dialog, which was fairly loud. If he was careful, whoever was in there wouldn’t hear him; so after a few minutes so being very still, he crept closer to the moving crate. It was moving more, and actually making noise now. Whoever is there must think that the room is empty, Link thought. He inched forward, almost certain that whoever it was could hear his heart pounding out of his chest. 

Unknown to most common people, the room wasn’t only where Urius kept the more important religious artifacts, but it was where he kept everything of major value. Ruppes from the offering baskets, silver candleholders, and Lord knew what else was back here. Someone must have known this and decided to go snooping around. And great, here I am to stop them… Link thought to him self. He remembered what the fairy woman had told him (or at least what he thought he’d dreamed), Fear not Link…There is nothing to fear, for thou art courageous… Yeah, he thought, but there’s a huge difference between courage and plain stupidity. 

There was an abrupt thud from the moving crate and Link heard a muted voice say “Oww! Damnit…” It made Link jump. Wait a second, was the voice coming from behind the crate or inside it? With this new theory in mind, Link walked briskly up to the crate. It was indeed closed, and the lid was moving. He could hear a hushed whisper coming from inside. 

“Of ALL the rotten places to jump…damn you, you stupid box, I’m telling you to open up!” Link blinked at the sound of the voice. It sounded young, perhaps as young as him. That made him relax a bit. Taking a deep breath, he forcefully pushed the crate over. There was a loud crash as the crate hit the wall, but the voices from the next room drowned it from being heard outside. Out of the crate spilled wooden Deku rods packed in hay, as well as a young boy completely covered in the stuff. Link came around the front to see if he’d caused serious damage. 

“You ok?” He asked the form sprawled over the floor. A head shot up—and the face that looked back at him was one that he knew. 

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

<Urius!> 

Urius’s head shot up in a jolt. The congregating was in the middle of chanting out the names of the descendants of the Hero’s bloodline, and didn’t notice anything odd. 

<Somaria!> Urius called out to the fairy’s mind. 

<Urius, I know this is a horrible way to speak with you, but it cannot wait.> 

<What is it? Are you in trouble??> 

<No Urius, It’s the Book of Durak…I, I have a horrible feeling.> 

<But nothing can unlock the seal I put on That Book. Agahnim himself couldn’t break that seal without the right means, should he happen to rise from the dead.” 

<I know, I know…but I can’t stop feeling this worry. It’s eating me up inside, I, I just can’t help it. I need The Book Urius. Please.> 

<This will have to wait Somaria, I can’t stop in the middle of the ceremony.> 

<But Urius-> 

<I’m sorry Somaria. Even if I could, it’ll take a while to gather the required materials to break the seal.> 

<Urius wait!> 

The congregation was finished with their portion, and it was time for his responses. He tried to keep Somaria’s voice to the back of his mind. She was upset, and it was unlike her to worry so much, but Urius knew that the book was safe for the time being. Besides, the ceremony had to go on… 

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

“Yomil?” 

The boy stood up and took a step back. 

“How do you know my name?” 

The boy looked to be about Link’s age, maybe a little older. He had shaggy bluish hair and was about as muscular as a wet stick, though taller than average. He was wearing a cloak and holding a book of some sort. 

“First off, what are you doing sneaking around back here. And what are you doing with that book??” Link grabbed the book from the boy. 

“Hey that’s mine! And I WASN’T sneaking around. I miscalculated my jump point.” Link looked at the book’s cover; it read, “Magis’ Manual, Mage Rating Fourth Class.” 

“What are you some kind of wizard or something?” Link asked sarcastically. 

“Yes,” the boy said, and grabbed the book back from Link. “I plotted a jump point for a large source of temporal-kinetic energy, but I must have done something wrong again…” He turned his attention from Link and to the pages of the book. Link looked at its pages and saw diagrams and figures, more like math than magic. 

“What, you’re here by accident?” 

“Not unless there’s a huge temporal pocket of magical energy around here.” For all Link knew there very well could be. “Now tell me why you knew my name,” the boy said, not bothering to look up from his book. 

“I…had a feeling…” Link said sheepishly. Yeah, that didn’t sound lame. I saw you from a dream, but you were older, would that sound better? 

“A feeling? And who are you anyway?” 

“My name’s Link,” Link said. “Unlike you, I’m actually supposed to be hear.” He wasn’t actually. He’d only come to ask about the girl, but had gotten side tracked by the pendant. Then this kid had side tracked him from that sidetrack. 

“Well do YOU know where a vast power source could be around here?” 

Then the room began to shake. 

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

<Nooooooooooooooo!> 

Somaria was nearly going insane inside the fountain. She was filled with an overwhelming desire to guard The Book of Durak, and she had no clue as to why. Urius had proven more than trustworthy to her in his lifetime, so why was she having these strange feelings of a dooming presence about to wreck havoc with The Book? 

But now Urius was refusing to get The Book… had that woman been right about him? Wait, what woman? No one had been in the fountain since Link left…right? 

Her mind was filled with an unstoppable urge to get the book, an enormous amount of confusion over where it was coming from, and a strong doubt in Urius’s faithfulness. 

No, she thought, I have to get That Book! I have to protect it! Even… 

…even if it costs me my life… 

<URIUS!> 

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

<URIUS!!!> 

The words echoed in Palous’s head and rattled his brain. What the— he thought. The rest of the people gathered had the same reaction. The voice he’d heard was as though he hadn’t heard it at all. He sat startled for a moment, and then the walls began to shake. There was a great commotion among the congregation, as the sky darkened. 

Then Hell itself broke loose. 

In an instant, a giant crystal shard burst from the ground, tearing right through the stone floor. It struck the Triforce in the ceiling, and caused the massive Triangle to fall upon the people below. That about did it. In a mad rush, everyone started rushing for the exit of the room. Luckily no one was crushed beneath the falling debris. Palous just stood there in awe as he saw a shape emerge in the outline of the crystal. 

<NOOOOOOOOOO!> 

The shape inside the rock had wings, and the figure of a young woman. 

“Great Fairy…” Palous whispered. Then he smiled. “Now I won’t have to go through the trouble of waking you myself.” 

Urius stood aghast in the center of the alter, which was blocking Palous from his sight. Behind him, Link opened the door to the back room and simply stared. 

“Oh my God…” Yomil said behind him. 

Link said nothing. It can’t all be true… he thought. This can’t be true…can it? 

But the voice in his head told him all too well that it was as real as it could be. 

<AHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGG!> 

The crystal shattered into a million fragments, with a figure hovering in the center… 
