Chapter 14: Divine Intervention

      . . . “As you wish.” She said after a long pause. Yet she felt hesitant. She had a feeling of mistrust for the mortal. She wasn’t sure why, but any mortal now wasn’t trustworthy. But despite her thoughts, she was going to perform the spell, even if she was sinking back into the Fountain. “What?” 

Indeed, Somaria was now floating down back into the Ancient Fountain by some outside power. She looked up, and then as if everything became crystal clear, she saw a woman. Derdekea. . . . Palous looked shocked to see her, and his discomfort would have been noticeable to anyone, if they were looking at him. Everything came back to Somaria, how the ghost-like projection had forced her from the fountain, how it had a spell cast on her, and how it had left no memory. Disappearing in a flash of light in the center of the fountain, Somaria let out a wail, very different from the giggling that normally accompanied such an event. "No!” she cried, you couldn’t let him keep the book! He's being contro-", the fairy's cry abruptly ended. 

“It appears that my influence over you was not strong enough. No matter.” She seemed to stare past the Fountain’s waters. She blinked, and then said, “You will be sealed for until the next cycle of the moon.” The Triforce symbol at the base of the Fountain faded away, and the magical fires died. The walls became still. 

She then looked up at the old man, Urius. Her eyes seemed to be glowing an unnatural red, and she seemed to glare right through the man. “You shall keep the book for the time being. Although it is not safe with you, it should be safe enough. Tell the child where he must go, and lead him on his way. The Storm is almost upon us. Protecting the Book is not the most dire of needs.” With that said, her eyes seemed to return to their normal, yet still unusual, red color. 

She then looked at Palous and Yomil. “It is dangerous for you to be here. Return to your homes.” And with that said, Derdekea just walked out the Temple. A priceless pot fell off its place, and shattered across the floor. Yet no one moved. Palous stood in shock . . . his last hope taken from him at the moment of fruit. A bellow of rage suddenly tore out of his body, the anger he felt unbelievable and violent. He charged toward the strange woman, all logic and reason left behind him, only the desire to kill her in his mind. He rushed across the floor, his own form was beyond him, “As long as I can kill her.” he thought. He leapt straight at her neck, and then suddenly, he wasn’t moving. “What evil is this?!”, he cried. 

“Irony . . . for one so dark as yourself to assume I am evil . . . how arrogant . . . an unforgivable sin . . .” 

Everyone in the room staired. The Sheikah was floating in the air, but it didn’t look like it was of his own volition. It seemed as if he had hit some type of invisible net, which had tangled him in its grasp. Derdekea stood calmly, almost too calmly. Despite the force of the energy in front of her, which was causing a miniature wind storm, her hair and robes were perfectly still. 

“Take the boy Urius.” She said. Urius, not wanting to anger the woman took Link, Yomil in tow, and ran out of sight. “Good” she thought. Her form shimmered; her skin and clothes seemed to melt into one. She became translucent, and green. A liquid form vaguely humanoid. Only her eyes remained the same. “Monster! Vile Demon!” cried out Palous. 

“I am no monster, naive mortal. I am quite the opposite!” The air around him cracked as the wall that he had struck became visible, a glowing red barrier. She just gazed slightly at Palous and he was flung against the wall. Seeming to be a liquid now, Derdekea’s hands changed into sharp blades. 

“Oh forgotten one, don’t think that you have any power over us. This land is not yours anymore!” Palous’ cried in vain. He transformed into a Goron, his massive form towering over the petite looking feminine body. 

“I let them forget me,” was Derdekea’s only reply. She then thrust her now bladed arms to strike the hide of the Goron, but to no effect. Derdekea then proceeded to “leap” back and glow. A beam of the purest white shot from her chest where a red sphere was embedded. It shot into Palous and in a flash of light, the battle was finished. There was no doubt as to who the victor was; there was never any question. 

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

Link, Urius and Yomil raced down the Death Mountain trail. They heard an explosion and they looked back. From the temple grounds an explosion shaped like a pillar of light burst out. They decided to keep running. 

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

Derdekea, now in Humanoid form again, stood over Palous’ beaten body. She bent down and grabbed the pendant that he had stolen, miraculously untouched. 

“Empath. Vision.” she spoke to no one it seemed. The two seemed to appear out of nowhere. “Take this. Deliver this back to its rightful owner.” 

The two nodded and leapt right out of the hole in the ceiling with stealth and grace that nothing else could match. 

Derdekea stood in the leveled temple, her gaze traveling over the debris. Her eyes seemed to linger on the toppled Triforce monument . . . the upside down triangle seemed to draw her focus in particular . . . in a another flash of light, the temple was now deserted.
