Chapter 15: Destinies Decided 

“Grandpa! What just happened???” Link was frantic. He had been expecting a slow and boring ceremony that would familiarize him with this religion that was…starting to make sense. What he got was a clumsy wizard, a rampaging Great Fairy, a Chimera, a ghost woman, a sorceress, and a demolished temple. Now he, his Grandpa, and the wizard (what was his name? Yummy? Whatever) were running from a now dormant temple. Link was surprised that the volcano hadn’t erupted as a result of all the commotion. He looked over his shoulder at the spiraling clouds. Sure enough, the smoke had formed a flat crimson tornado that was getting bigger. Hopefully, they’d make it to Lake Hylia, or Hyrule Field at the least. Pretty much anywhere that wasn’t Kakariko Village would be fairly safe. Except for the Zoras. They’d be trapped! Link thought. He tried to draw up a map of the path the lava would take. It would flood Goron City first. Good riddance, Link smirked. Then it would devastate Kakariko. He would have to evacuate the city. It wouldn’t be easy with Grandpa’s reputation for being crazy, but there’s no denying those clouds. Then, if the eruption was big enough, it would flood the small canyon leading to Kakariko, and hit the creek. The slope would take it to Hyrule Castle Town. Hopefully its walls would divert it a little. It would probably stop there. Probably. 

“How could this have happened?” Urius was simply dumbfounded. The ceremony: ruined. The temple: destroyed. Half the city: panicked. How could this ever be restored to order? Oh what was he saying? The Goddesses would find a way. The Goddesses would find a way. Link was talking to him. Link was just as worried as he was, Urius knew that much. But neither of them would show it. Urius for the sake of his grandson, Link for the sake of his reputation. He looked back up to his miserable temple. The sight was depressing to say the least. A flat plain remain were the temple had once been. No smoke, no charred craters, no debris of any sort. It was as if the temple had never been there. Urius thought he saw something move, like a figure standing up, but his attention was abruptly drawn to Death Mountain. The sky was on fire and the clouds were flaming over the fiery behemoth. The destruction of the temple had obviously disturbed Volvagia. If a footstep was enough to awaken, what would an explosion of that proportion do to him? Urius noticed that he couldn’t feel the same sense of ease and comfort he usually got from the temple. Apparently, without Somaria in good health, the magic around the temple was slowly diminishing. Urius just couldn’t believe that Somaria had erupted like that. She had demolished her own temple; she had shattered everything she was supposed to stand for. And why would she want the Book? Urius knew the answer to that question before he asked it. She was obviously being controlled. But by who? And just how powerful were they? Well, Urius thought, they must be unimaginably strong to be able to manipulate a Great Fairy, Somaria especially. But this force couldn’t possibly be stronger than…all the Great Fairies combined. Urius began forming plan. 

“I should have just stayed home today…” Yomil mumbled. Wherever he was, he knew he didn’t want to be here. How could he have jumped right into that temple? That was so stupid of him! He was just glad that he hadn’t landed in the volcano. He shuddered at the thought as he turned to look at the flaming mountain. Surprisingly, it was now billowing clouds of hot gases that reflected the bright red hue of the magma deep, or perhaps not so deep, within it. Obviously the utter flattening of that temple place had disturbed the volcano. It had disturbed him too, Yomil thought. That woman with those gossamer wings, the other ghostlike apparition that looked like a woman, and then that girl with the eyes. Those eyes…they were magnificent. Yomil thought the girl was an angel at first, and thought he was dead, but then she disappeared. He knew he would have to find her. He just knew. 

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

<I think we should listen to her.> Vision said. They had leapt out of the temple and were looking down on Palous’ form from a high rock. Empath had the pendant clutched in his hands. 

<She may be wiser than Madame Moda, but the Madame is less merciful. If we followed her rather than the Madame, she’d be angered,> Empath responded. 

<What, your afraid of the old bag?> Vision mocked. 

<No, but why would she want this stupid pendant to be returned?> Empath flicked it open. A high indistinguishable instrument began playing a sort of lullaby. There was a picture in the center. 

<It’s the girl.> Empath said. 

<The one with the purple hair?> Vision asked. 

<The very same.> Empath answered. 

<Well now I’m not sure who the rightful owner is…> Vision pondered. 

<Perhaps the owner ought to be us for a while.> Empath asked. 

<Well, Madame Moda had it in the first place. Perhaps we ought to ask her where she got it?> Vision ignored Empath’s idea. 

<I suppose. But still, something unusual is coming from this pendent.> Empath agreed, 

<Yes. Perhaps it has to do with the girl? Or maybe that melody?> Vision thought. 

<Or both.> Empath said. They leapt from the rock. Or rather, Vision flew off and Empath ran down it. Empath proceeded to spiral down the mountain as if it were a flat cone as Vision soared down to Kakariko. 

<Shall we regroup then?> Vision suggested. 

<Yes. Madame will most likely be pleased.> Empath responded. 

<Certainly. Palous is dead, Derdekea has been sighted, and we have her pendent back.> Vision replied. 

<How do you think she lost it in the first place? Accident?> Empath asked. 

<Empath, I don’t think anything today has been an accident.> Vision said gravely. 

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

Palous opened a deep crimson eye. He was surprised to find the Deku’s strange ability to block his mind off with such astonishing simplicity. Perhaps it was because they were so closely related to the ever-silent trees. Or perhaps it was because there wasn’t much to block. He raised himself with Goron legs, brushed himself off with Zora fins, and craned a Deku’s neck to take in the area. Surprisingly, he was alone. Slowly, his memory focused. Palous slammed the ground with his scaly fist as he recalled the Great Fairy’s questioning of his person. If she had simply conformed to his request without taking so long, he could have destroyed the sorceress with ease. He was sure of it. 

Nonetheless, he was better off than he was before the temple was destroyed. The Great Fairy was just a floor away, hopefully resting in her fountain. The woman who had caused all the trouble was gone, or at least surprisingly silent and apathetic to his stirring. The two “things” that had been watching him the whole time, probably the ones who were making the voices, were gone. And best of all, everyone thought he was dead. He wondered if the two people who had been following him knew he had discovered them. Did they honestly think they could fool a Sheikah for a second? For Din’s sake, they hadn’t even tried to dis-rythym their breathing! Palous wondered if he should take their underestimation as an insult. No matter, they were gone. And so was, now that he felt around, his pendent. Palous knew it was just a meaningless token, but he couldn’t help feeling that he…needed it somehow. He realized that the girl from the pendent was the one watering the roses. Was she still here? If she was, she was as stealthy as himself. More so if he couldn’t detect her. No, unless she had some form of sorcery at her disposal, he would have detected her by now. 

Palous put his mind back on track. He hopped down the crater that used to be the basements ceiling, the main chamber’s floor, and landed without a splash in the Great Fairy Fountain. The water was cold. An unnatural cold that ran through his boots and up his spine. He quickly stepped out of the temple and moved his arms in such a way as to dry himself off almost instantly. He then looked around. The streaming walls were now dormant and gray. Two cement sconces smelled of an odd ember. The fountain’s ripples were progressing slower and slower. Palous touched the water with a wooden finger, and was somewhat surprised to find that no ripples emanated. Instead, the constant flow of small waves sped up slightly. Palous wondered what would happen if he were to drain the fountain of its water, but didn’t know how he would find out. Now he just had to get the Fairy out. And that was utterly perplexing. His problem was solved, though, when he saw a Triforce etched into the step to the fountain. In the center of the Triforce, a small crest of the Royal Family was inscribed. Well, Palous--Sheikah that he was--knew what that meant more than anyone. He cleared his throat and proceeded to chant the Royal Family’s Anthem, or Zelda’s Lullaby. 

“The rising sun will eventually set. 

A newborn's life will fade. 

The blossoming flower slowly dies. 

The Royal Family remains true.” 

It was a short, simple tune. It didn't exactly rhyme, but it still held a certain poetic rythym. Palous had always taken a particular liking to it. Mainly because he had the oft-complimented voice of his father. But now Palous’ voice was a laughable combination of Deku squeak and Goron rumble. Be that as it may, the fountain suddenly came to life. The sconces were filled with slow-moving flames; the gray strands of the wall became small violet rivers, the Triforce etched into the step lit up and glowed with a soft hum, and the pulsing fountain stirred into a flattened whirlpool. What came out of the whirlpool was the Great Fairy, but not. Her deep-blue skin was cold and gray. Her hair was flat and straight, as opposed to light and fluffy white-tipped green. Her eyes were half-closed and their normal glow was dim and small. Her mouth was slightly open. Her wings slowly flapped, she constantly drooped up and down. She looked plainly unconscious. But Palous wouldn’t have any of that. He hopped into the air and delivered a swift slap to the face. The Fairy stirred, and her eyes slowly opened. Her wings livened. 

“Well that was easy,” Palous laughed. 

“Ugh. What do you want mortal?” Somaria was utterly bored. 

“None other than what I’ve been asking all along!” Palous was slightly angered that she couldn’t understand yet. As he frowned at her, his jaw shot into a Deku’s snout. Somaria giggled. 

“Oh yes…that.” She said, “but wait, where is Derdekea?” 

“You mean the sorceress? Oh she’s…” Palous smirked, or he would have if Deku snouts had muscles, “I’ll tell you if you comply with my request.” 

“Oh alright already,” she moaned, exasperated. She looked up at the sky, and her eyes glowed brighter than before. Her wings stilled and her hair raised as if she were underwater. Then, her entire being became bathed in a bright pink light. It washed past her and struck the fountain, the whirlpool stopping, and the water bubbling as if it were trying to grab Somaria’s hanging feet. As the light grew brighter, it slowly transformed Somaria and her fountain became light itself. The light focused into a ball and rose high above Palous. It rose above the temple, higher and higher into the sky. It stopped just before hitting the rim of Death Mountain’s billowing clouds. And then, a two rays shot out of the light. Just before they touched Palous they twisted into a helix. They slowly lowered around him, and he suddenly felt an incredible tranquility. His eyes closed, hands opened, and is form raised. He could feel the Deku snout shrink into a Hylian mouth. He was back to normal—he was Palous. For the first time in at least half of a year, Palous was totally in control of himself. And then the light receded. The ball of pink light drooped down like a feather to just before Palous’ watering eyes. It glowed so bright Palous had to cover his eyes and squint. Then in a flash, the light covered the entire temple. It was inside his head, deep in his heart, all around him. Palous wondered if this was what the Sacred Realm was like. Then the light shrank into the form of Somaria and her fountain. As the light became the Fairy, it held its form for an instant—as if she was in suspended animation. Then, just as everything was back to normal, she lay on her stomach in mid air. 

“There. You have had your needs met. Leave now.” Somaria fell back into her fountain with a loud yawn. She apparently forgot to ask about Derdekea. 

Palous was amazed. It was like he had been given hot tea when he was freezing, only a hundred times more satisfying. Every pain he had felt, not just the souls, but the knee that had been bothering, and the indigestion he felt from some form of food poisoning—was gone. He was healed. There was no other word for it. He was perfectly, absolutely, and forever more…healed! He jumped out of the hole that was the ceiling. With one last glance at the fading Triforce emblem, he made his way out of the sorry old temple. A new man had been born. Palous was the warrior he had always been inside. 

“And that bitch Derdekea is gonna pay.” 

