Chapter 13: Chaos to Order to Chaos to Order 

The scene inside the temple was of madness. Urius was rushing around the main area, moaning when he came upon another destroyed artifact, or crumbling statue. Link was trying to calm everyone down, but to no avail. Yomil was sweating bullets, thinking he had somehow caused the temple to collapse. Palous was the only one even slightly calm, but he was pre-occupied with the magnificent image before him: The Great Fairy. She herself was becoming annoyed with the display of basic humanity, more so with her servant Urius. “Silence!” she shouted. And it was as if someone had enchanted the temple and its inhabitants with a state of suspended animation. Somaria’s shout had felt like a shockwave through each person, calling their attention abruptly to the center of the room. Somaria spoke again, “Urius! Come forward!” If the group had been taken earlier, they were absolutely transfixed now. “Urius, give me the book. I demand you to do so.” 

“Somaria, you know I cannot do that.” Urius said slowly. His eyes were half-closed and cloudy. The fairy’s eyes glowed. 

“Urius. You have hidden that book. Up until this point I have kept myself from searching your mind for its whereabouts. If you do not comply with my demands, I will do so. Painfully.” Somaria’s tone was vile and cutting. Urius seemed to wince slightly when she said this, but he knew he couldn’t tell her. He just didn’t know why he couldn’t. He knew there were greater forces at work. They were controlling him, perhaps Somaria too. Though whatever the circumstances, Urius thought to himself, he was going to protect this book. That’s all there was to it. “Great Fairy, I would sooner kill myself than give you this book.” 

“Urius! What is this sudden insubordination? Need I remind you that you are my soldier first, the Book’s protector second?” 

“I know not what my actions originate from, I only know that you are not yourself. Somaria would not dare shoot through her own temple. Somaria would not attempt to get the Book through such selfish means. Somaria would not…” but he was cut off. 

“Do not question my actions Urius! I know exactly what I am doing. It is you who is misguided. You who has been infected with Darkness. You may not know it, but I am the righteous one Urius; you the blind puppet!” 

Vision and Empath had been watching the events unfold with interest. The fairy exploding out of the ground, then the ensuing upheaval of panic. It was fortunate, though, that all of the commoners had left. They both new that it was not by coincidence these few had stayed. <Did you notice the girl?> Vision asked. 

<You mean the one with the hair?> Empath responded. 

<Yes. What was coming from her?> Vision continued. 

<I’m not sure. I felt oddly disconnected from her…not to mention everyone else.> Empath said, slightly unnerved. 

<You too? It was odd. Right when that fairy woman spoke, it was as if my mind was alone. I couldn’t feel yours, or any one else’s for that matter.> Vision said matter-of-factly. 

<Yes, I noticed a sudden distancing when she spoke too. Look, she has summoned most of their minds to her. She is obviously skilled in Hypnotism. I sense the remains of such magic in the old man.> Empath informed his partner. 

<Well what did she have him doing?> Vision asked. He felt a cold sense of loneliness without the connection to Empath, and insecure not knowing what the others were thinking. He was surprised to find his dependence on the connections. 

<She had him…fetching the boy in the green.> Empath said. It took her a moment to get into the old man’s head. The fairy heavily shrouded it. <We’ll discuss this and the girl later: our prey is afoot.> Vision interrupted. It was true; Palous had suddenly stepped out of his seat and approached Somaria. 

Palous was pleased that his goals had been so instantaneously handed to him. Even further pleased was he that most of the people had fled without noticing him—especially the King. But he couldn’t help having felt some sort of chill when the young Prince had walked by. He had had a calm, almost bored expression on his face, and he seemed to watch Palous with that dull stare. Nevertheless, Palous had the Great Fairy. Now he simply had to get through these weaklings. He was fairly sure that the people hadn’t noticed him. Or, if they had, they hadn’t acknowledged his presence. Palous told himself that it would either stay that way, or he’d kill them all. It wouldn’t be too difficult. The old man and his grandson, the scrawny kid in the robes with the book, and that girl with the purple hair. But, to Palous’ surprise, she wasn’t there any more. 

“Oh well. One down, three to go,” he muttered under his cloak. He neared the Fairy, but lingered in the shadows. He would have stayed there and watched the fairy yell at the man, but she suddenly looked right at him. And then, as if he weren’t in control of his own body, he was walking forward. Palous tried to tell his legs to stop, but they weren’t his. It was like a dream. He was conscious, but not conscious enough to tell his legs to quit moving. Fortunately, Palous thought to himself, he had other options. Within an instant, Palous had changed into a Goron and was barreling through the shadows, straight through the Fairy. He wasn’t surprised when she calmly fluttered higher—just annoyed. He shot up and tried to change to a Zora, but Deku came out. 

“I must say, you gave me a fright,” the fairy said through a mouth that seemed to have a glowing candle inside. As she said this, her eyes grew brighter. Palous could practically feel them reflecting off of his dim Deku pupils. He tried to close his eyes, but found that he couldn’t. “What do you want with me?” the Fairy said in a voice that sounded like a song. She wasn’t singing her words, but her voice just seemed to have the echoing flow of a high melody. As her voice entered his head—it wasn’t just heard, it was entering, echoing, flooding—he could hear a melody, a lullaby of sorts. Then a name flowed into his mind: Somaria. 

“I wish for you to…” Palous didn’t quite no how to form his dilemma into a request. Then, there was a new voice, then two. They didn’t give the same unnerving fullness of the Fairy’s voice, but rather, they were hiding. If it was possible to whisper in one’s mind, these two were, or at least trying to. 

<She’s trying to read him> Palous “heard.” 

<And he’s an open book> 

<Should we close him?> 

<No question about it.> And then the odd pressure the Fairy’s voice was starting to apply faded. The lullaby softened. The growing pain withered. But as the Fairy’s voice diminished, the other two became clearer. 

<That was close.> 

<She’s not as skilled as you presumed.> 

<Well she doesn’t get much of a chance to practice now does she?> 

<How should I know?> Palous was outright scared of these voices now. 

“Who are you?” He shouted. And then he was suddenly concentrating on the temple again. He couldn’t hear the voices—they had seemingly run off. 

“They cut me off…” Somaria said with distaste. 

“Who did???” Palous beckoned, sweating. As he spoke to her, her dimming eyes began to glow again. 

“Ah yes…you,” she said with equal distaste, “What are you here for?” she said it like a time-keeping guard at the end of his shift on a hot day. 

“I need…I’m…” Palous sighed. 

“Seeing as how I can’t sight you, I’ll have to hear you out,” the Fairy sounded impatient, annoyed, “okay, just start from the beginning.” 

“Uh…alright…” And Palous told her his story in the most abridged version he could muster. He was astonished to find that the other people in the room were seemingly frozen, their eyes locked onto Somaria’s. 

“I see…a Chamera,” she said, then, noticing Palous’ expression, “a Soul Eater. A Changeling. Or a combination of the two, in a way. Well that’s very nice, and I’m sure you’re glad to meet me, but why are you hear?” Palous was about to answer, but then decided to manipulate the Fairy a little. Put himself a little closer to her level. 

“What? Are you telling me the great insightful Somaria can’t tell? Oh you poor fool! You have become to dependant on your witchcraft!” Palous bellowed confidently. He just hoped she wouldn’t kill him for this. Fortunately, it worked. Her eyes went from a light blue to a deep crimson. As did the rest of her formerly sky-hued complexion. 

“Somaria is not dependant on her witchcraft! Somaria could easily rip you in two with her bare hands Palous!” And then he felt his head vibrate on the inside again. Suddenly, the two voices were back. 

<She got his name.> 

<I know! I know!> 

<How much else do you think she got?> 

<How should I know?> 

<Do you think we didn’t make the wall strong enough?> 

<How should I know??> 

<Well you can read her can’t you?> 

<How should I know???> 

<What have we gotten ourselves into?> 

<HOW SHOULD I KNOW???> 

<Should we leave?> 

<No, we have our orders. She may be strong, and she may know we’re here, but let’s just lay low.> And then the voices were gone…again. And then Palous’ head was suddenly erupting with pain! The flooding of Somaria’s (supposedly) speech was mind-shattering. The song was now an earthquake! And then it was gone, instantly. Palous felt extremely faint, but remembered his manipulative falsetto. 

“You wouldn’t kill me, you’re too,” Palous’ mind raced, “intrigued.” And then, the blood red eyes faded to a dusky purple, then a calm blue. Palous breathed again. 

“My patience grows thin. Unless you tell me what you desire, I have half a mind to kill you,” she said. Her voice was back to the song-like fluidity from before the torrent of pain. 

“Fine. I want you to rest these souls within me, and to make it possible for me to rest future souls.” Palous said slowly. He felt his arms chill as they faded into scales that were more susceptible to the cold air emanating from Somaria. 

“As you wish.” She said after a long pause. 

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

Two shadows leaned against the sides of two buildings that formed the alleyway they were gossiping in. One was eating an apple. 

“Oh sister, my heart is heavy.” The left woman sighed. 

“Oh but sister, my heart has felt particularly light lately!” The right sister giggled. 

“I don’t suppose you were overcome with this light-heartedness the same time as I mine became heavy?” The left sister sighed. 

“I wouldn’t say it’s unlikely! Hey, it would be simple to say our hearts are unbalanced!” the right sister giggled. 

“Yes, our balance has not been kept. I have become heavy and you, light.” The left sister sighed. 

“But sister, why is your heart heavy?” the right sister giggled. 

“My heart is heavy, for Night is fast approaching.” The left sister sighed. 

“Yes, the Sun is setting. But fear not, for it will be a while before it has gone to rest.” The right sister giggled. 

“That may be so, my light-hearted sibling, but the Moon has already begun its ascent.” The left sister sighed. 

“But sister, the higher the Moon rises, the closer it is to setting. And look, though the Sun may be setting, it would seem the stars are coming out!” The right sister giggled. 

“Oh Aberi, you always have a way about things that your poor sister Beyami, sadly, does not.” Beyami sighed. 

“Oh sister, your sadness makes my light heart, heavy.” Aberi sighed. 

“Well, misery loves company!” Beyami giggled. Aberi sighed a giggle as Beyami giggled a sigh. Then they continued their gossip. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard?” 
