Chapter 21: Pasts and Futures Lighted 

“Honestly, I’m beginning to think we should just let them burn,” Yomil was agitated. The Bazaar’s keeper was just as frantic as anyone else in the city. Worse yet, he had pulled down a wooden wall he had recently built in that blocked Yomil and Urius from the counter. 

“No young one. No mortal deserves to suffer the wrath of Volvagia,” Urius was complacent and wise in the midst of all this turmoil. 

“Volvagia? What’s that?” Yomil was confused. 

“You mean you’re book has nothing on magical creatures???” Urius was confused. 

“Well…yeah. Let’s see…” Yomil licked his thumb and flipped through the book. He looked a little out of practice--or maybe the book was just old—because he had to keep going back and forth between pages. “We’ve got Lizalfos…farther…Knuckles…farther…Wolfos…too far…ReDeads…too far back…nope, no Volvagia,” Yomil said. 

“Just what kind of book is that?” Urius was slightly angered. 

“Sorry. There’s just no ‘Volvagia’ in my book,” but in the back of his mind, Yomil couldn’t help thinking, “What kind of book? How about factual? Scientific? Real???” but that was probably just from stress. Their situation was pretty much hopeless. On the bright side, as Yomil so often looked, this gave him time to think. Or rather, regret. 

His day had started out at home. His father was home-schooling him because he wasn’t satisfied with the “new-fangled” generation of scribes. Yomil couldn’t help but to agree with him. The graduates who chose to become scribes had finally taken up the place. Maybe if the made the generation intervals forty years instead of thirty, everyone would be a little happier. But no, such a massive change just for the sake of his dad was foolish. Yomil remembered his embarrassment then, when his father snapped his fingers to bring him back to attention. He could still hear the conversation running through his mind, he had a knack for that. 

“Yomil! Pay attention! This is important!” His father snapped. He was a tall man, with a gut to match. His face was clean-shaven and his teeth were white and straight. Yomil glanced at the bruise on his father face. He had been harassed by many of the townsfolk out of jealousy of his hygiene. He told them he was just a tidy person, never revealing his magic to them. Even though Kinoko in its entirety was nearly fifty percent wizard, their small town of Koopa was a measly fifteen. And that was when relatives were visiting. So the citizens who were magically inclined (Goombas was the slang term for such), had followed suit and feared what they didn’t understand. Or didn’t want to understand. Yomil was reminded of one of his father’s sayings “Koopas would much rather hate than know.” 

“YOMIL! Stop doing that! This is an important part of the lesson! DO you want to pass your Slider’s Exam?” 

“Yes, I was just thinking.” Yomil said sheepishly. 

“Well you best not be thinking while Sliding! Any distractions and you could wind up a hundred kilometers from your destination!” Yomil’s father was angry. Actually, worried would be a better word. Sliding was a wizard method of travel. You summon a rift in the Sacred Realm. Sort of a pipe that started in the current Realm, went through the Sacred Realm, and ended in another place in the original Realm. Hence the name Sliding. Yomil’s father had been teaching him how to Slide sense he had started home-schooling him. 

“Now…let’s try it again.” 

“Why do I have to use this book? I’m the equivalent of a ninth year! Why am I using this fourth year book?” Yomil had been wanting to ask this all day. 

“It was the last book you got while you were in school. Schoolbooks are enchanted to be more compatible with their owner. Plus, the Fourth Year book has the most detailed chapter on Sliding. You were supposed to have known it by then.” 

“You act like I am a Ninth Year. It’s not it’s taken you five years to teach me Sliding. If I was still in school I’d only be a Sixth.” Yomil was talking to his father, but reassuring himself. His father had taken him out of school. Or rather, his father was forced by his father who was forced by the Mods. Mods were the administrators of the Kinoko Magikel and Magical Expertise Guild. The Mods had found Yomil giving Fourth Year lesson training parchments to some Thirds who hadn’t enough money to purchase a Fourth Year tuition. They banned him from the Guild for three years. So his father had been training him for everything he was worth. Yomil had a feeling that his tremendous amount of training was more for the benefit of his father than himself. His father was determined to show the Mods that no son of his is going to be an embarrassment to the Guild. So he was training him day and night until he was allowed back in to the Guild. The Mods would certainly be surprised to find Yomil’s skill to be nothing short of a novice Ninth Year. That was the Year his father had ended his Expertise training, and he chose to go into a lower-upper class lifestyle. Typical of a Ninth Year graduation. Yomil also felt that his father had a certain contempt for the Mods and the Scribes who taught at the Guild. He said they weren’t as qualified those that came before them. But that was probably just resentment for the fact that he had been turned down a Scribe job himself, being only a Ninth Year. Scribes were usually Eleventh or Tenth. 

“Will you listen to me? You’ve been in and out all day! You are angering me Yomil.” 

“Yes father. What’s next?” 

“You must keep one eye closed and both fists clenched when Sliding. That way alternate Realms won’t catch your eye or shake your hand.” His father sighed. Yomil stifled a laugh at this. He was always surprised how all the old cliché’s were facts in the Wizarding lifestyle. 

“Now, think you’re ready to try again?” 

“Sure dad.” Yomil clenched his fists and closed one eye. He muttered the incantation for what must have been the twentieth time today, and felt the beginnings of a Slide. A pillar of green shadow rose from the ground around Yomil. The shadow quickly became a dense gas that Yomil could barely see through. The pillar descended into the ground, taking Yomil with it. 

The feeling was, in a word, weird. Yomil was floating, but downward. He would stop and start randomly, the result of the Slide stopping at a different Realms Yomil simply had to wait to go full circle through the list of dimensions before he “jumped” into his own again. The only time that would have passed is the pillar shrinking and then growing back. It didn’t seem very useful then, but if Yomil could jump into a part of his Realm that was kilometers away, Sliding made for quite an efficient mode of transportation. Right around the time Yomil’s stomach would usually start to give…he felt an astounding amount of magic. His eye opened immediately, and the place he heard the scream forced him to jump in. 

“Oh no!” Yomil shouted as he fell into the Realm. His eye…had been caught. Before the pillar cleared in this strange new area, he got the odd “everywhere and nowhere” perspective of the area. He wasn’t out of his home Realm, judging by the physics, but he was definitely far away, judging by the climate. But the all-knowing perspective faded with the pillar of green smoke, and Palous was physically in this new place. And as luck would have it, he was in a box full of hay, constantly bumping into wooden rods. He popped open the box for air, and read one of the rods. 

“Deku? What’s Deku?” Yomil thought. He sat down on top of the hay in the box. It was surprisingly firm and flat…what? Yomil had his book with him! It may not be as advanced as he would have liked, The Book of Durak would have been a little more appropriate for this strange place, but it was better than nothing. He flipped back to the page with the incantation for Sliding, having trouble finding it. He wasn’t used to this book anymore, he hadn’t used it sense his last Sliding lesson a month ago. When he finally found the page…it was blank! But before he could think about this, he heard someone coming into the room. Not knowing what else to do, he threw the top of the box back over him and crouched into a ball. He heard an old man’s voice and a young boy’s. 

And then, through some miraculous chain of events, Yomil now found himself trying to evacuate this city of Kakariko. And the only thing he could think of was how hopeless it was. He put his hand on his head in exasperation…and felt a strange goop smother his fingers. 

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

The light was on in Lake Hylia’s Lakeside Laboratory. Inside, Palous was rummaging through Astrius’ old books, but to no avail. Palous had always wondered how anyone could write, or afford, all these books. A Scribe would be very rich if he sold all of these books, under the guise that were hand written. Which, to Palous’ displeasure, they were not. Astrius had used some spell to have all of his words put onto paper. They were built by Astrius, and were thusly expected be read only by him. Hence, they were designed to match his eyesight, making it easier for him to read them. Palous was now discovering that Astrius had the visual capacity of a corpse. The letters were fuzzy blurs, all indistinguishable from each other. Palous cursed Astrius and his eyes, and surprisingly, he could then see the letters with perfect clarity! He turned a page and saw liver spots on his long, wrinkled hands. He jumped back. Looking in the mirror (Astrius had a surprising amount around his walls. Perhaps for Serella. Palous was sure her skeleton was very lovely at the bottom of the pool. Or had it drained to the lake already?) Palous saw that he was Astrius. Or rather, was. Now he was growing younger, hair long and blonde. He was Serella! 

“Ha, HA!” Palous laugher triumphantly, “that Hunter only stole the Gorons, Zoras, and Dekus! I’ve still got the Hylians! But wait…” Palous thought of a Gerudo, but to no avail. “No matter. Gerudos were about as useful as Hylians physically. Of course, I can’t get into the Fortress anymore. Unless I lure one during one of their ‘Man Hunts’.” Palous returned to the book with this knowledge. “Well I’m glad to see those Hunters aren’t exactly perfect after all.” He said with a grin. 

<For Din’s sake, Vision! Do you hear what he’s saying??? > Empath was severely distraught. The Hunters were in Madame Moda’s uncharted fortress, listening to Palous’ thoughts and feelings via the connection they hooked up when Empath nullified him. 

<It seems to me that your connection to the Soul Eater’s emotions has given you a taste for blood.> Vision uttered calmly. 

<And you mean his thoughts are not as malicious?> 

<He’s got an evil heart, but a beautiful mind. He’s a genius. As far as Hylians go.> Vision answered. 

<The mind is a sword wielded by the heart. A noble mind can be warped by an heart in turmoil.> Empath said. 

<Yes. Perhaps his heart will come to match if the Sheikah are ever reborn.> Empath continued. 

<Perhaps. But who are we to meddle in ‘matters of the heart’?> Vision said. 

<I suppose. We don’t exactly have hearts do we?> Empath joked. 

<No. We don’t. Consciences either.> Vision grinned. 

<We have too much time on our hands when we’re not killing something.> Empath complained. 

<Yes, all this discussion is almost depressing.> Vision added. 

<If we were depressible, that is.> Empath laughed. 

<It’s unfortunate that you couldn’t take the Hylian souls too.> Vision changed the subject. 

<Yes. They all look the same; I couldn’t tell which one was the original.> Empath argued. 

<You mean that horrendous thing over his eye didn’t give it away?> Vision mocked. 

<Oh Vision, you don’t understand the Astral Cortex at all.> Empath sighed. 

<Is that so? How about yourself and human interaction in the slightest?> Vision toyed. 

<Touché.> Empath ended the conversation. 

“What are you two talking about now?” The Madame roared. She wasn’t happy with Empath’s interpretation of “nullify”. 

“What’s it to you?” 

“Do you actually desire to be dropped into the Hibernation Crypt, Vision?” Madame spat. 

“You couldn’t put us in if we didn’t.” Empath retaliated. 

“Don’t remind me—“ but she was cut off. Chibi Yoshi’s squawk was suddenly in the three’s minds. 

<Volvagia to Koume, Volvagia to Koume!> Chibi Yoshi said. 

<Nice touch Yoshi,> Vision laughed. 

<What are you guys doing here? I though you were still gone. I guess I’ll have to make up names for you too.> Chibi Yoshi cackled. 

<What do you need? It’d better be important!> Madame hollered. 

<Oh yes. It would seem that they’ve discovered the Mind-Sludge.> 

<So? Just erase that knowledge. That’s what Mind-Sludge is for.> Empath suggested. 

<That won’t work. They’re both set to have knowledge added.> Chibi Yoshi voice hinted that he didn’t want to say what he was about to. 

<Well whose mind are they set to be given information from?> Empath asked. 

<Uh…well…> Chibi Yoshi said shakily. 

<Well? Whose is it? Whosever it is, they have to switch the Mind-Sludge's protocol, so...> Vision was interrupted. 

< --So spit it out already!> Empath shouted. 

<My, my. Empath, have you gotten a little temper from the Soul Eater?> 

<No, he’s just a jerk.> Vision laughed. 

<Yes! Mental hi-five!> Chibi Yoshi said to Vision. 

<Shut up, shut up, shut up! Who are Mind-Sludges linked to, Chibi?> 

<Don’t call me that. It’s Yoshi or Volvagia. And if I let you, you can call me Yosh. And if you’re lucky, Y.> Chibi Yoshi explained. 

<Stop avoiding it and tell us! Who is the Mind-Sludge linked to???> Empath was angry. Chibi Yoshi took the hint. He didn’t want to suffer Empath with a Soul Eater’s anger. 

<Well…> He said nervously, <if you must know…it’s…> 

<Me.> Madame said. 

<WHAT?> Vision and Empath shouted in unison, <You mean…YOU have to go and switch the protocol?> 

<Well obviously.> Madame sighed. 

<And I suppose you’ll be wanting us to take you?> Vision predicted. 

<No…alas, I grow a yearning for some risk or adventure. All work and no play make-- > Madame was interrupted. 

< --A really pissed off hag?> Chibi Yoshi snorted. 

<Tell me Yoshi, when I come and find you, do you want me to redo your left eye, or give you a right eye to match?> 

<What are you…never mind. I’ll shut up. Volvagia out.> And with that, Madame set out to find Yomil and Urius. 

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

A tall cloaked figure crossed Hyrule Field as if it was flying. It came to a tree, spun around to its moonlit shadow, and disappeared within it. Moments later, in Lake Hylia’s small center island, the Crest of Water glowed violet. The cloaked figure rose out of the violet glow and took in its surroundings. Upon dropping its hood, long silver hair flowed slowly down to the shoulders. It looked to the Lakeside laboratory and noticed its lights being on. 

“By my Father Gerudo, is Astrius alive?” The figure said in a low female voice, “how could he survive my own Palous’ attack? Has my most loyal, and at the same time most deviant, of soldiers lost his edge? Or has Astrius got more tricks up his old sleeve than first imagined?” The figure rolled into the shadow of the tall tree and reappeared at the top. It tied the ends of the cloak to its wrists, leapt from the tree, and literally glided to the high purple roof of the old house. 

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

Link found himself once again high into the air. Only this time, he was the older future form he had come to recognize. He particularly liked having these massive biceps and five o’ clock shadow. Looking down, he found that he was flying again. He almost felt surprised, but it was an odd…happiness instead. He spread his arms to stretch and found that when doing so, he was slowly lifted into the air. 

“I’ve got wings!” he realized merrily. He looked at his arms, reveling in the streams of air flowing from his elbow, shoulder, wrist, and fingers. He pulled his left arm to his face to examine it, and surprisingly jolted down and right. He pulled his legs forward, and found he could “stand” in mid-air. Now he could take a better look at himself. He was wearing his old green tunic with the tight under garments. But amazingly, in addition he had a shield and scabbard, and he was wearing gauntlets. He looked at the golden-armored gloves, noticing two long blades coming off the end. It almost looked like he had three thumbs, one where it belonged, and two-foot long blades on the other end. The same was true for his other hand. 

“These gauntlets are designed for flight,” he realized. He unsheathed his sword and looked at it and his shield. He recognized the shield as retro-Hylian, but the Sword was not the standard issue blade. His father had one of those; it was resting in a cupboard at the Inn. This sword was in much finer condition than his father’s old blade, though. He swung this masterpiece in the air, noticing a trail of blue energy behind it. 

Then, all was dark. Link felt a kind of uncertainty, as if a decision had to be made. Then. The darkness cleared as if it were smoke. He couldn’t tell where he was, his mind wouldn’t tell him, and all he knew was that it felt very, very hot. Link examined himself again. He was now wearing a red tunic and a silver shield with a red rim. He pulled the shield and looked at its mirror-like surface. The reflection seemed to go deeper though…a strange white glow emanated from Link’s reflection. Once again he held the oddly wonderful sword. He looked at his gauntlets, but they no longer had the long blades or the gold armor. They were normal, everyday gauntlets. Actually, Link thought, there was nothing everyday at all about wearing gauntlets, so he decided to say that they were just plain. Link looked again at the Mirror. His reflection still had its snowy aura, and it was distorted by an engraving of a moon encompassing a small star. He wondered if it represented anything, the aura, or the engraving. But before he could question it, all went black again. Once again, he felt uncertain and urgent to make a decision. 

Then the darkness cleared in a slow mist. Now Link found himself in some indistinguishable place, all he knew was that it was cold and damp. Now he had a cape drawn around his old green tunic. He threw the hood of the cloak back and was shocked to see a horse standing next to him. It was tall and black, with fiery red eyes and an old dark saddle. His shield was a kind he the old Hylian type, and he had the great sword with him again. Link petted the horse and it snorted affectionately. He noticed that his hands were…glowing! He pressed them together, and when he brought them apart, he saw a ball of light that grew as he separated his hands. He looked around and noticed the cape was swirling as if in a fierce wind, yet there wasn’t the slightest breeze. Link decided to learn everything he could from this episode, so he mounted the horse and began to ride. Unfortunately, before the horse took its first step, everything fell to darkness. The odd feel of strength the cape had apparently given him was replaced with an even stronger sense of uncertainty; his mind was sweating with need to make a decision. 

The darkness faded again, and this time Link found himself in a large field. It looked a little like Hyrule field; only it was flat and covered in lush grass, instead of the usually rough terrain and recurring patches of grass and weeds. He looked at himself, and found that he was a little younger. He was a little younger than the previous episodes, but he was slightly older than his current self as well. He had the Hylian Shield again, but the elaborate scabbard he carried held an old sword. Link recognized it immediately as the sword his father had left behind. The heirloom Link swung in the air was the only way he could picture his father. Link noticed an inscription on it 

“Through righteous acts of courage, one can achieve the virtue of Nobility.” Link thought this over in his head, but was soon distracted by the massive tree in the center of the marvelous field. It was massive, and Link thought it was too wonderful to be naturally of this Realm. As he neared the tree, he noticed a small clutter of items in front of it. The bladed gauntlets rested on the reflective shield, and underneath that was the cape, folded up. Link heard a rustle, and saw two other men coming from opposite directions. 

Before he could recognize them, a rumble from Death Mountain woke Link up. 

Before he could recognize them, a rumble from Death Mountain woke Yomil up. 

Before he could recognize them, a rumble from Death Mountain woke Draco up. 
