Chapter 16: Select Your Player 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?” Aberi announced again. “Today we will learn about a new term!” On the walls, the words “Divine Retribution” are written. 

“Devine Retribution is where you are punished for doing a wrong; what goes around comes around!” Aberi was talking as if she was teaching a class of students. “Karma, if you will.” 

Beyami burst into the scene carrying a gun. “Hands up! Gimme your money! This is a stick-up!” Beyami fires her gun at Aberi. Aberi ducks and the bullet ricochets and hits Beyami in the back. “What?!” Beyami cries, and she slumps down on the floor. 

“Thus Divine Retribution has been demonstrated.” Aberi continued. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?” They both gigdled. 

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

Empath dashed across the surface of the mountain at an unnatural speed. The techtonic stress building in the mountain had no effect on his progress. He was silent. No noise was heard as he went shooting down the slope, passing those running down the trail. Vision floated down slowly and landed on the Windmill of Kakariko. <Overshot. No matter>, he thought. He leapt from building to building, with grace, and was also with a certain stealth. 

<Do you feel that it was cruel to mislead the Shiekah in acting like we thought he was dead?> Projected Vision. 

Empath, who was nearing the village replied in his weaker telepathic voice that only Vision could hear. <“Well, we had let ourselves be seen to test his reaction, he would have thought it odd for us to know he was still alive. He thinks that we are either careless or weak.”> 

<A great mistake on his part.>, Vision countinued, <What about Derdekea and the fairy? I sense something stirring in the mountain. . .as if Derdekea’s power has caused something to wake. . .> Empath was silent, as if evaluating his own record of what had transpired. 

They both reached ‘Madame’s’ at the same time. They noticed that the sign outside did not say “Souveneirs and Gifts”, but now it said “Bar and Dance Club: Karaoke on Mon.-Fri. 9:00pm to Midnight Please Show Membership I.D. Opening Soon”. 

<Not Again?!> thought aloud Vision. 

The two entered the now remodeled building. It had a more sophisticated feel to the room, and there was more space now. There was a piano set in one corner, with various other intrsuments layed on a kart. The Madame and Chibi Yoshi were dusting the room. 

“You indulge you’re hobbies in this world?” Asked Empath, spoken for a change. 

“I’ll do what I feel is necessary! Now, what do you want?”, The Madame replied briskly. 

Empath held out the Pendant. “Well, what is that doing back here? I gave it to the boy. It was a vital part of the plan according to Derdekea.” questioned the Madame. 

“A certain ‘Changling’ had it.” replied Vision. Empath opened the Pendant, revealing the Purple Haired Girl’s visage. A different tune played as well. Nothing like the first lullaby. 

“This isn’t good, it has begun shifting already! So, she is the next important player in the mission. . . interesting. But what about the first girl? She’s vey important. Will the boy seek her out first?” 

<I believe that the boy has only seen the first player’s face. This one seems to have been seen by another. I have sensed another young male, a conjurer, with his thoughts on this one. . . Are you aware of the volcano’s behavior?> 

“Of course I am! A blind deaf mute would have noticed at this proximity!” 

<Are you not afraid of the volcanoe?> 

“Not really!”, the Madame elaborated. “I already have a card to play up my sleave. . . besides, it is all overreaction. The pyrotechnics are merely an advertisement, pre-show entertainment if you will.” Before the two hunters could pursue the dire matter, the Madame changed subjects. 

“Anyway, you say that the wizard saw the girl with purple hair? Hmm. I see. Your assignment is not void yet. I assume that the Chimera thinks it tricked you two into thinking that it’s dead.” 

Both nodded. 

“Good.”, she replied with a satisfied smile. 

<Why is this mutant of interest to you? It seems to be nothing more than a random irritance.> Vision questioned. 

“Let’s just say that I think there’s another player in the game who’s behind the Shiekah. A player who means for us to loose. . .although I’m not sure if it is even aware of it. Still follow the Soul Eater.” The Madame paused a second. “Show the Chibi Yoshi this boy wizard. He will keep an eye on him.” 

“I will?” Asked the lizard in question. 

“Yes, you will! Now, those are my orders! Now will you please excuse me while I get ready for Membership Signups!” 

Vision sighed, and projected Yomil’s image in the little reptile’s head. Then he and Empath leapt out through a sunroof that had just opened. 

The Chibi Yoshi pulled out equipment which looked like transparent globs ot gel. He placed one device up to his ear canal, it stretched a pseudopod over one of his eyes. The Chibi Yoshi then thought about the image of Yomil Vision had given him. The strange mass suddenly made an odd shrill noise, and part of it then glowed in what would have been north on a compass. A map of Death Mountain Trail appeared, with a dot glowing as it moved toward the village. Two other dots were next to it, moving along the same path. 

“Ah hah!” The lizard exclaimed. He undid the chain around his neck, eapt onto the floor, and scampered out of the room. 

The Madame, now alone, looked at Death Mountain, and those running down its sides. “Such fools. The danger isn’t even imminent.” 

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

Derdekea was floating. Eyes closed, wind blowing, and floating. She looked down at the billowing clouds that engulfed her. There was no doubt that Death Mountain was going to erupt, but not as soon as some had thought. “The first strike of lightning is seen. . . but the thunder not heard. . .or is the opposite more fitting?” 

Above Death Mountain Crater was more peaceful than it would have seemed, so she closed her eyes again. She then psychically looked down at the Fairy Fountain. “Who could break my seal? The Shiekah seemed to think it easy to summon the fairy. . .and although it seemed weakened, it still was able to function. . .My powers have been bent in this world? The Shiekah is arrogant, thinking it was his own doing. . .but who is the real master controlling the shape-shifting marionette’s strings?” Derdekea’s introspective thoughts paused for a moment, as if deciding that there were more important matters to attend to. The clouds seemed to have become tempermental, and in a sudden outburst, set to dance around Derdekea. When they settled back into their ominous orbit, they were alone. 

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

Link was running down the hill now, his Grandpa and Yomil struggling to keep up. He couldn’t tell what time of day it was, time seemed to have been lost on him. The sky was overcast, the smoke from the mountain creating ash-clouds which blocked the sun. The white pillar of light had been replaced with an evil looking red ring which had formed over the summit, giving an errie red cast to the land. He raced down through the gates where crowds of people still gathered, either looking at the destruction that the “Gorons” had caused, or people who had ran from the ceremony. The whole town was in an uproar, wild stories circulating like wild fire. In the midst of this chaos, Link, Urius, and Yomil were trying to organize an evacuation effort, but to no avail. People were either too afraid or dismissed them. All Link could feel was frustration. The clamor which engulfed the town was violently interuppted by the first shudders emanating from Death Mountain. The techtonic and geothermic stresses were alluding to a boiling point, the mountain menacingly volatile, getting ready to explode at any moment in one fiery apocolyptic flash which would burn the pathetically unprotected lands around it. The shudders were now becomming greater, it seemed if nature itself had gone insane. Birds fled from trees, animals wild and domestic were frenzied and attempting to flee using their primitive instincts. If the town had been in an agitated state before as a result of Somaria’s outburst, it was now slowly becomming a tone of panic. 

The townspeople were divided, some going for utter panic and hysteria, others a more reserved graveness, and some refusing to believe their situation. All were confused, many had thrown themselves on the ground and were praying to the Goddesses, most were just plain confused as to what was happening. Link tried in vain again to calm the town’s citizens, but met failure. He was just about to lose hope when he saw her: Derdekea. Untouched by the chaos, as if unattached to reality, she walked toward him out of the midst of panic and commotion. All he could do was stare at her almost surreal being; he seemed to be in trance. She appeared to glide accross the ground, her robes flawless despite the dust and grime raised by the stampeding people, her hair unmoving in the torrent of winds. She stopped in front of him. He stared at her all encompasing eyes, almost fearfully drawn to their magnetism. He could swear he saw stars and galaxies held within her eyes. His total being was trembling, his terror almost tangible. This was a being who he had seen command a Great Fairy to bend to her will. His thoughts about magic and reality in general were quickly changing. 

“Do not fear me.” 

Her voice suddenly snapped him back into consciousness, he glanced around as if he had forgotten the approaching cataclysm. His mind poured forth questions which he barely manged to actualize into speech. “What are you? What was that fairy? Why is the mountain errupting? What can I do? Can you stop it?” The questions poured out of him, desperately trying to use logic yet incoherent as his mind was futilely attempting to make sense of what was happening. He was about to fire off another volley when Derdekea simply put a finger to his lips to silence him. 

“There is a time when it is wise to question. There are also times when such inquisitiveness will only leave you with more incertitude. This is not the time to make sense of what is happening, you must not become part of the cycle of fear which grips the rest of your countrymen. You must rise above it.” 

“Wha-”, he barely stammered before she cut him off again. 

“Do not speak. You must make haste, your destiny awaits you in the royal castle. Go!”, her eyes seemed to glow as she said this, her command beyond reproach. 

Slowly backing off, Link turned and ran through the streets full of panicked and agitated people. He suddenly halted when he saw the gates closed. In all the confusion the outer gates of the village had been shut, and they wouldn’t open. He momentarily felt defeat but pushed it from his mind. He had grown up in this place and knew all of its secrets. He ran toward the old wind mill, the building itself long ago abandoned, the area around it sealed off; it stood as a remanent of the past, watching over the progress of the world below it. Easily climbing over the half-heartedly constructed warning signs and barriers, Link ran up the hill and behind the wind mill, to the remains of a metal fence which had served as a boundry, the metal itself long ago corroded by the elements till it was a brittle skeleton which was turning into dust. He quickly pushed some of the decomposing wire aside, the brittle material cracked under his touch. He pushed through the opening, he could see that the busy streets were now void of the swarms of people, instead, all of the houses were locked, their denizens cowering within their frail walls. Link on the other hand, was at a forbidden and long forgotten part of Kakariko Village, where a path along the steep cliffs that bordered the main roads ran. He ran along the path, until he reached the end of the path, where he overlooked Hyrule Field, the almost infinate expanse of land in the center of Hyrule. His short cut had saved him valuable travel time. 

Hyrule was not the collection of small isolated settlements as it had been in the past; it was now an expansive area which had many bustling communities who were intertwined. Yet even still, there was much wild distance to be covered, one could spend weeks trying to traverse the great expanse. Nature had also changed the land’s appearance as well, there were now a number of rivers which carved the land, all leading to a basin which fed into the moat which protected the magnificent and grand metropolis where the Royal Castle was. 

It didn’t even cross Link’s mind as to how he was going to acccomplish at the Royal Castle; he had felt compelled to comply with Derdekea’s orders. He had also totally forgotten about his Grandfather and the young wizard. The ground shook again, a reminder that the fiery release was comming; this one a particularly violent tremor. Link stumbled, and hit the ground, his head hitting a rock with a loud *thunk*. “We’re all gonig to die. . . .” were Link’s last thought before falling unconscious. Before completely leaving consciousness, he felt a warm glow; he could swear he saw a figure as his sight dithered into darkness. . . . 

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

Empath and Vision leapt across the town, hiding themselves from the eyes of others. <“Does the Madame need to know about Derdekea, and what she has been doing in at the Temple?”> questioned Empath 

<No. She can do as she wishes, the important thing is to find our target.> 

<“Agreed.”> 

<But I have a feeling that she already knows. . . .>
