Chapter 17.1: “Rainstorms and Rainbows” 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?” The gossip continues into the night, and we see again the silhouettes of sisters Aberi and Beyami. “Storm clouds in the night, how prophetic!” exclaimed Aberi. “It would almost seem as if those old legends, with great evils and courageous heroes and beautiful maidens, were beginning again. How I wish I could be a beautiful maiden, in the hands of a courageous hero!” Beyami replied, “That is you, my sister, dreaming of the past, and of happiness! But does it not seem more likely that a new legend is beginning, with evils, heroes and maidens both old and new taking a part? I wonder how anything may stay unchanged...” she ended with a sigh. “Oh, sister, your heart seems heavy again. Lighten up, for all rainstorms shall pass, leaving a bright shiny rainbow!” giggled Aberi. “But the rainbow, with all it’s beauty, is only there but a short time, and even then it is so faint and transparent, and it offers no protection against the next rainstorms, and no assurance of future rainbows.” sighed Beyami. “Well, then we should embrace the rainbow while it still is there, shouldn’t we, dear sister? And what of our valiant knight, what part shall he play in the next great epic?” Aberi asked of her sister with the smallest of sighs. “I guess we’ll find out when the epic is written, and when it is told to children at bedtime!” said Beyami with the slightest of giggles. “Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?”

Chapter 17.2: “Dreams and Realities” 

Link was flying. He felt free. Freer than he had ever felt before, seeing the peaceful land of Hyrule below his fingertips. There, down there, the Temple at Death Mountain, happy Kakariko Village, the Zora’s River, grand old Hyrule Castle... Hyrule Castle? There was something, something he had to do there. But he couldn’t remember, it hurt to remember... <Don’t. Relax, and be free...> a voice out of nowhere, yet everywhere, said. Link felt himself being relaxed, it felt so good, and he just stopped thinking and embraced this warmth, this feeling. He looked down again, watching the landscapes go by, the forest where they said that little ghost-children played and frolicked, and enticed the living to join them. He never believed those old tales, but then, he had never believed in the Goddesses and Triforce. Otherwise, he never would have gone to the Temple... Temple? Link struggled to think, something had happened there. <Don’t worry. It doesn’t concern you. Just let go, and let your mind wander...> the voice said again. Link felt himself slipping again, but he was ready this time. He cleared his mind of the land below and focused his thoughts on everything that had happened these past two... was it really only two? It felt like so much longer... days. The scene at the Temple, the Great Fairy, his grandfather, the girl, Yomil, Derdekia, the Madame, the Chimera, the dreams... Was this another one? Another dream? No, he had always been sort of... how could one describe it? He had always felt like it was actually him in there, and he had no external thought outside the scene. Here, he was there, but he was detached, he was who he presently was, not... that other person. Was that him in the future? <Perhaps...> the voice had an almost feminine quality to it, yet it felt so... different. It seemed so other-worldly, yet at the same time, it felt warm and familiar. There was a quality of beauty to the voice, not the cold beauty of Derdekia, but a slightly warmer spirit. “Who are you? Where am I?” cried Link. <Don’t be so hasty, young one (Link gave a short “hmph” at this, he’d been called young all his life, or so it seemed to him...). Tread wisely and slowly, they stumble that run fast. ’I’ will answer as best ‘I’ can. Who am ‘I’? That is a hard question, for ‘I’ am hard to define, even in my own terms.> “Are you... a Goddess?” asked Link, for it had stricken him as possible that he could very well be dead. The fact that there had been only blackness left after he cleared away all thoughts of the scrolling landscapes didn’t help put him at ease very much, either. <A... Goddess? The word is foreign to ‘me’...> Link felt a sort of... tingling in the back of his head, almost as if something was searching through his mind. “Are you doing that? It feels strange, as if you’re looking into my head...” <Oh, you can feel it? That certainly changes things, the other minds ‘I’ve’ looked into couldn’t detect it, even when they were fully in the realm of their mind, as you now are.> “We’re in my mind? Is this a dream?” inquired Link, who by now was getting used to mysterious voices talking to his mind. <Dreams? Reality? Is there any difference?> now the voice questioned as well. “Of course there is!” <Well, what is the difference?> replied the voice with no traces of sarcasm or knowing, nothing but pure curiosity. Link was quite taken aback, and thought for a moment. His latest dreams seemed to have been visions or prophecies of things to come, but not all his dreams had been such. Some dreams had been utter nonsense. At other times, he dreamed of what things would be like if his mother weren’t so naggy, or if Grandpa was normal, or if... if his father were still alive. Then, for just a instant, it appeared in his mind, the answer, crystal-clear. It was there, shining hope, enlightenment and promise, like the rainbow after the storm. He reached towards it, seeking it to grasp it... but it was gone as quickly as it had come. For just that one instant, he had had it, but it was gone now. Yet the one instant had been enough for the mysterious presence. <‘I’ see... Dreams are pieces of the reality you might have had. Reality is a compilation of dreams, the dreams from which all possibilities spring.> Link realized that ‘she’ spoke the same thing the light spoke (if speaking it can be called), and he could recall this same knowledge. Yet... the light had seemed to know more than just what it had given him, but it had merely given him the information he was seeking. The idea of this light having an infinite amount of knowledge seemed to trigger some distant memory... something that didn’t have to do with the Church of Hyrule, but an older myth... he shook it from his head and decided to think about it later. “You still haven’t answered my question. Who are you?” <After what you have just experienced, you still don’t know?> “Well, I think I know, or at least have an idea of what you are. You’re not a goddess, so you might be a spirit of some sort. I’m probably wrong, but that’s my guess. What I meant was, what is your name?” <Name?> “Yes, name! How you recognize other people! My name is Link, what’s yours?” <Recognize others? Can’t you... of course, you have no connections between your mind and another’s. Link is your ‘name’, hm? Well, if a name you need for ‘me‘, you may call ‘me‘... yes, why not? From now on, you shall know ‘me’ as the Onna Madoshi.> Link, glad to be making some progress, ventured forth: “Well, what is next, Onna Madoshi? What else do you want me to see?” <See? You rely on sight to judge what the world around you is?> “Well, we use it a lot, but we also use our other senses too. Hearing, touching, tasting, smelling... And why haven’t I seen you? I’ve only heard your voice in my mind so far. Can I see what you look like?” At this he felt a sort of... vibration, in his mind, ever so light, as if a single string on a violin had been plucked, followed by an emotion of amusement. Was that a giggle? <Sight is so limiting! It gives so little information, yet you humans rely on it so greatly?> More light vibrations and another feeling of slight amusement. There was no malice or snicker in it, but pure, innocent joy. It made him feel light-hearted himself, although he wasn’t sure what the Onna Madoshi meant by her ‘talk’. “Well, how do you gather information about the world about you, then?” <‘Me’? ‘I’ live for the world of thought and the mind. I gather understanding by the same means as the brain.> “And what means are those?” There was no immediate reply, but he gradually felt... something. It was like new experiences and ideas were all being put into his brain at once. Mathematics, sciences, language... the world of knowledge at his disposal. <That is one way.> Then all the knowledge disappeared. Once again, there was no immediate response. Then, a crescendo rise in what seemed to be a chant. It was followed by a beautiful song, which bestowed on him feelings, and from these feelings he gained insight. <That is the other way.> The music did not end, though. It continued, and he gradually became aware of something else there. He looked, but could see nothing. [Silly me. No sight...] he thought to himself. He immersed himself in the music and felt his way through. Eventually, he ‘saw’ something with his mind’s eye. What he experienced was like sight, yet wasn’t. <That’s because sight is the medium you are expecting most of your information from. The Sense works with the medium you are most familiar with.> “What is this place?” asked Link. <It is the Kiseki no Umi, the Ocean of Miracles. Here is where all dreams come from.> “So, this is where reality is made?” <No. I said dreams, not reality. Reality is the compilation of dreams. Which dreams are used, and how they are arranged, is up to you, and those in the world of reality. Nothing is set in stone, not past, present nor future, and none know what course any of these may take.> “Not even the light I saw?” asked Link. <Then you have seen it? It is just as well. No, not even the Spring can see all. The only way to change things is to go out and make dreams happen, not just spend eternity looking at them and analyzing them like the Spring does. Do you want to change reality, or do you want to just stare at the dreams?> the voice inquired. Link replied, “I want to change reality, and try to help those I care about.” <Then what are you waiting for?> 

With that, Link’s eyes opened. No longer was he soaring, or in a place where no sight availed him. He was in Hyrule Field again, and he was in a rather uncomfortable position, what with his head at an almost perfect right angle to the rest of his body. He quickly repaired that situation with the utmost urgency. However, it was some time before the blood flow throughout his body normalized, and he had to lie silent for several minutes that seemed to drag into several long hours. Finally, his blood flow evened out, and he could walk again. He realized that quite a bit of time had passed since he had left Kakariko, for the sun’s retreat from the moon was causing the sky to turn that beautiful shade of red-purple that signified the approach of the cold, dark void of night. Was it a trick of the light, or did Hyrule Castle seem nearer than when he had fallen alseep? And was Kakariko really that far behind him? He yawned and filed it away. It must be a trick of the light, he thought. After all, he HAD hit that rock pretty hard... Link remembered hearing somewhere that Hyrule Castle closed it’s great drawbridge at nighttime and realized that if he was to make it to the castle tonight, he would have to hurry. Luckily, the wind was with him, and it gave him not only speed, but refreshment from it’s cool touch. Nonetheless, he only barely made it to the castle before the gates were closing. 

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

“Well, he made it. And if I didn’t know better, I’d say the wind gave him a small assist?” <The Sylph were with him. They must have sensed his urgency.> In the shadows we see a man, completely shrouded in grey robes, only his face up to his upper lip visible, leaning on a staff and apparently talking to himself. For the responses he got could only be heard by him. They had only been directed to him. “You are supporting him as well, are you not, ‘Onna Madoshi’?” The Onna Madoshi replied: <As much as can be allowed. He has a long way to go, and he does not yet believe it.> “I’d say you gave him quite a bit to chew off, though.” The man chuckled. “Well, I suppose now I’ve no choice but to help him, seeing as you’ve gone ahead and given him that much.” <So, you have chosen your future? You? ‘I’ sometimes wondered if ‘I’d’ ever see the day...> the same light vibrations and feelings of amusement that Link had felt now resonated through the man. “Well, dealing with you gives me little choice in these matters.” <Hardly. Like ‘I’ said, your path is your own to choose. But ‘I’ thought your path would turn with his. I guess I’m proven right.> “Well, we’ll see what difference this makes, if any, in the coming storm.” replied the man. And then he was silent. The presence of the Onna Madoshi was gone, and it seemed to have taken the life out of the man with it. Yet, if you looked close, you would see the breathing patterns of a sleeping man. Of course, that’s if you were able to get that close at all before he caught you. 

