Chapter 23: I Give You the Power of Time 

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

Link walked out of his guest room of Castle Hyrule for the second time that day. [I don’t think I should have eaten that much.] He thought to himself, feeling a little queasy from breakfast. He had imediately gone to sleep to let his body digest. But the rumbling from Death Mountain had woken him, and he was still anxious to help his people. Though the King had told him of the seal placed on the volcano years ago, and he was the King, hes still felt uneasy. [I think I’ll go see if they can start an evacuation attempt anyway.] He thought. 

Content with his choice he walked toward the door. But before he could even open it, a servant walked in, carrying a note. He quickly spotted our young hero, handed him the note, and walked off briskly. [That was kinda rude.] Link opened the lletter anyway, and read it. 

“Dear Link, 

I know that I have only just met you, but I feel that we have known each other for the longest time. I must show you something to help you believe your destiny. Come to the Castle couryard, all will be revealed there. 

Zelda” 

[Well, that was a waste of paper for just that. Couldn’t she just tell me in person? Well, they are royalty. . . . Where is the courtyard?] Link wondered this as he left his room. 

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

It had taken twenty minutes for Link to realize that he was lost. It had taken Link another ten minutes to realize that Zelda had included a map of the castle. It had then taken an additional fifteen minutes for Link to get back to his room so he could follow the map. Needless to say, Princess Zelda was a little upset (and worried) as to where Link was when he didn’t show up right away. [Better late then never I guess. But now I have to show him right away, it’s just about starting. I guess I can short hand it.], her thoughts cycled through her mind. She was interrupted when she suddenly saw Link’s figure running into the garden-like courtyard. 

“Your Highness, I recieved your message, but I got lost. Forgive me for me mis-”, he tried to explain but was cut off. 

“No need for your formalities Link. You can talk normally. I needed to tell you something, but it’s almost started, so I can’t tell you everything.” 

“What’s starting?”, Link asked, a little more relieved to know that he could talk normally. 

“The ceremony! I’m supposed to be there too, but I don’t trust her.” 

“Who?” 

“That so called ‘Lady Peach’! I. . . I just can’t trust her. My parents seem to like her, but she seems. . . out of place here. She just can’t be here Link!” 

“Oh. Okay. . . .” He said hesitantly. Really, he was wondering why she was telling him all this. 

“Link, come look at this.” Zelda lead Link to the end of the courtyard, toward what looked like a small pedstal with a window in the center. There was a window that appearently viewed right into the Throne Room. Inside, a ceremony was commencing to welcome Lady Peach of the Kingdom of Kinoko. Link peered through the window and saw the ceremony going on. Actually, it was more of a party. A lot of food, a lot of mingling between people. A lot of talking. Link had a sharp pang of jealousy after seeing all that luxury. Then he felt anger as he saw that the Royal Family wasn’t doing anything in their power to help the Kakariko situation. His flow of thought was interupted when he say her, Lady Peach, enter the banquet. He still couldn’t see why Zelda mistrusted this foreign woman, he thought she looked very kind and sweet. Lady Peach was obviously used to these type of affairs, Link watched as she skillfully went from group to group, giving her dues, almost as if on a strict schedule. He was about to turn away when his body went stiff. She was looking directly at him. He saw what looked like a belligerant smirk play across her face. Before he could see anything else, he was yanked from the little window. Zelda was looking at him strangely. “Link, are you all right?”, she asked. She seemed to regard him for a moment. “You saw it too, didn’t you?” 

“I don’t know. . . as soon as she looked at me, my body went stiff and cold. . . .” 

Zelda pushed the issue. “Now you see what I’m talking about, right? There is something about that woman which hides behind her superficial kindness.” 

Link reluctantly agreed. “I guess so. . . .” 

“Don’t worry, I don’t think she knows what we’re thinking. . . except this feeling of overlooming dread I have isn’t dissapating. . .”, Zelda’s voice slowly trailed off. 

“If I shouldn’t worry, you shouldn’t worry, Your Highness.”, Link said. 

Zelda’s eyes suddenly turned very serious. She looked directly into his eyes. This made Link very uncomfortable, although he had to admitt he did feel excitement. Zelda spoke. “Link, we have only known each other for a very short while, and you are very confused, but I need to know if you will help me.” Her intense gaze continued. “Something very bad is about to happen to Hyrule, I don’t know what, but I need to know that I have your support. Can I trust you to be my ally? The Royal family only goes along with my pleas to indulge me, they have become soft and unwilling to take action. They look upon me as a precocious child with an interesting gift. Impa was the only one who truely believed me, and now she’s gone. . . . You’re the only one I have left that I can count on. Our destiny’s our intertwined, destined from the beginning of time. Will you work to save Hyrule, no matter what the cost? Will you help me?” Her eyes were filled with emotion and pleaded with his soul. 

Link gulped. Then slowly, as if something in this amazing young woman’s gaze had awakened something, Link responded. “I will, Zelda. I don’t know what’s happening to my life, I don’t know how I can help you. . . but I know that I have to help you. You can trust me.” 

Zelda’s eyes filled with joy, and she laughed a laugh of relief. Link himself grinned and the dire mood disolved. “Now, shall we proceed to the party?”, she asked. 

“Yeah.”, Link said with a smile, eager to have some fun and allow his mind relief; however, he still couldn’t get rid of the memory of Lady Peach staring right at him. . . 

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

Despite their doubts teh two enjoyed the ceremont very much. Zelda some excuse that justified their lateness, and so the party went on. The food was great! There was also music and dancing, but the night seemed to blur past them so quickly, that before they knew, Link and Zelda were back in their rooms, ready for sleep. 

Zelda had been sleeping comfortably, when she heard a sound like thunder crackle from inside the castle. She got up, and walked to her door, outside, there was nothing to be seen. She decded to check in on her parents, so she walked down the hall. Strangley, from the direction of her parent’s room, it looked like a light was still on. A aint glowing lit the hall. She suddenly had a bad feeling, as no one should have been up at this hour. She broke into a run, and as she got to her parent’s room, she just stared in horror. Flames burst forth from her parent’s chambers, burning and twisting everything in their path. The flames seemed to arc upwards, almost alive, seemingly trying to consume everything. 

Zelda tunred and ran back towards her own room. [My worst fears have been confirmed!] She raced threw her closet, until she found it! Impa’s last gift. 

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

Link awoke to the sound of screaming. [What could happening at this hour?] He stepped outside, and was immediately stormed with servants running around frantically. 

“The Castle is on fire! The Castle is on fure!” 

“The Royal Bed Chambers! The King! He’s. . . . He’s. . . .” 

“Get help!” 

All this came at Link at once. It took him a while to realize what they meant. [Zelda!] 

Link raced down the hall. He didn’t really have a clue as to where the Royal Bed Chambers were, but following the smoke, and the servants running from there, he made his way to the sight of everything burning. 

“Zelda!”, he cried out. Was there any way that she could still be alive in there? Link was considering the option of jumping in through the flames, to see if he could help anyone. He decided that he would, when a figure jumped down from the shadows. A oddly dressed figure, clothed in a tight body suit, wrapped in a turbin. That symbol that Link had seen at the temple of time, on those stones outside, was on. . . his chest? Her chest? Link didn’t know what to call it. 

“Link! You must not worry about the Princess now! You must go to the Temple of Time!”, the figure spoke, but with a voice that still made Link unable to decide if it was male or female. 

“Who are you?”, questioned Link. “And why do you know my name?” 

“There is no time for that! You may call me. . . . Shiek for now, I’m a Shiekah. But enough of introductions, we must hurry to the temple of Time!” Shiek’s voice now seemed agitated. 

“Wait!”, Link grabbed Shiek’s arm. “I need to find Zelda? Where is she?” He was about to countinue when Shiek turned and looked straight into his eyes. Link was taken back by their passionate red color and was unable to break the stair. “She is safe. Trust me, we must flea from this place.” Link just stared at Shiek. He definatlely didn’t trust this so called Shiekah. . .yet, somehow, he knew that he had to comply with ‘him’. 

“Alright.”, Link felt himself say. 

His mind was still unsatisfied as he followed the shadowy figure down the halls. [Flea from what? What happened? Why was everything chaos now. Wiat, flames?! We’re surrounded! How’re we going to get out?!], thoughts raced through Link’s mind. Now, not only was he in what looked to be the demise of the Royal castle of Hyrule, but he was being led by an incompetant ninja who claimed that he should follow him. 

“D*amn! We need to get out!”, he heard Shiek yell. 

Shiek pulled out a pouch that was slung around ‘his’ waist. “Where is it? Come on! I know I put them in here!”, Shiek mumbled. 

“What! You don’t even know what you’re doing?!”, cried Link. 

“Give it time! Here they are!” 

Shiek pulled out some sort of nut. ‘He’ closed his eyes and threw it into the ground. A blinding flash covered them, and when Link opened his eyes, they weren’t surrounded by fire. They were in a what looked like another part of the castle, although it looked of the same design as what he had previously seen, he could tell it was much older, the bricks seemed to lack the divine luminance he had seen before. 

“Damn it! We didn’t go as far as I thought we would. No matter, follow me, there is a hidden passage over here.”, Shiek ran down the halls. ‘He’ turned back and called to Link, “Come on!” 

Link didn’t know what to do. He had just met this person, and ‘he’ didn’t even look all that trustworthy. But, he had to admit that he fealt safe with ‘him’. He decided to follow Shiek down that passage that lead to the outside of the castle. People had started gathering around outside as the flames from the castle could now be seen from the outside. Link couldn’t help but notuce a tear fall from Shiek’s red eyes as ‘he’ looked back at the castle. 

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

From high in the Castle stood a cloaked silhouette. She, as it turned out, was looking down at the two figures lwaving the castle. 

“So, the two lovebirds flee from the nest. No matter, there’s no doubt about where the’re going. For time is not on their side!” The woman burst into a maniacle cackle as she disappeared. 

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

Link and Shiek had ran the whole distance to the abandoned section of the Market Place. Link was ready to place his hand on the wall again to open the hidden passage way, but instead Shiek placed ‘his’ own hand on the wall. The passage way had opened like it had before: with the healing light. Link couldn’t help but wonder why ‘he’ was able to open the gate. 

As the two approached the building, Link noticed how all the roses were closed, almost as if they sensed danger. Link then remembered about Anthy, the almost fairy like girl who tended to the roses. He quickened his pace, and ran into the temple, Shiek close behind. But as he got close enough to see inside, he saw that no one was in the Temple. The room was abandoned, as all life seemed to be drained from the room, as no lights were on. 

[Maybe she does have a home. . . .], he thought, but was quickly pulled back to reality as Shiek grabbed his arm, pulling him to the rear of the temple. 

“Hurry! If you value this world, we must get the Master Sword!” 

[The Master Sword? The old artifact of legend. . . right?] 

Link noticed that there was a seal on the back of the temple that looked reletively new compared to the decay which was the rest of the building. Shiek walked to the base of the wall, and placed an object in a slot. It had the seal of the royal family. [Whoa! How did Shiek get that?!] 

The room glowed as the wall opened to reveal another room hidden from the world. There, in the center, was a pedastal, with a sword sticking out of it. 

“Now Link! You must get the Master Sword! For you are the Hero of Time!”, cried out Shiek. 

A little hesitant, but still determined, Link walked to the pedastal. The symbol of the Triforce was engraved into it. He grabbed the finely engraved handle of the sword, and looked back at Shiek to for reassurance. ‘He’ nodded. That was all Link needed, he began to pull on the sword. Suddenly, the entrance to the temple exploded as a whole front wall collapsed! Debris and grime blasted across the room, torn rose petals violently scattered about the air. Link whirled around to see Lady Peach walk into the temple. Instead of her kind gaze, it was that of hatred. Her dress was now the darkest black that you could see. Her eyes glowed red, not like those of Shiek’s, but a red that hungered for blood. He stared at her dumbfounded. He heard Shiek curse behind him. 

“Hmm. . . the two heroes are going to stop me with an ancient relic?!”, cackled the woman. “Your world is over!” 

Shiek’s voice broke Link’s trance. “Get the sword! She’s bluffing, the sword can stop her! Its our only hope!” 

Link grabbed the handle, noticing that the room had taken on an erie luminance; an unatural light which seemed to absorb all ambient light. He glanced and saw what increduously looked like lightning gathering in the witch’s arms, her maniacle laughter echoing through the great hall. He had no doubt that the lightning was a magic spell which would undoutably kill him. [All the more reason to hurry] With that thought, he pulled the legendary sword from its rest. . . . 

And knew that he was going to die. There was no sword, only the corroded remains of metal, a brittle rust which looked like it could have once been a blade. . . Any bit of faith that Link had begun to have left him, he bitterly threw the fossil to the ground, it shatterd into metalic splinters, angry tears streaming from his eyes. “What a load of crap. . . . Now I’m going to die.”, he said hollowly. He vehemently turned to Shiek, and saw that the being obviously was confused. 

“No! No. . . it’s not possible. . . the Master Sword is immortal. . . it will save Hyrule. . . the visions. . . the legends. . . it’s not possible.”, Shiek was murmuring to ‘himself’ as if ‘his’ whole world was already distroyed to ‘him’. 

Peach’s laughter was now deafening, almost on the verge of causing pain. “Weak Hylian dogs! You’re own Goddesses have abandoned you to die! Curse them with your last breaths!” Whatever fear the evil woman may have concealed was obviously dissolved; her destructive spell almost ready to trigger. 

Link grabbed the Shiekah. “You lying Son of a B*tch!”, he screamed. If he was going to die, he was going to find out who this phoney ninja was. The Shiekah was limp, he gave no contest. Link grabbed the turban which covered ‘his’ face, and tore it from Shiek’s head. The beaten Shiekah only made a half hearted attempt at stopping this intrusion, as if it didn’t matter anymore and had resigned ‘himself’ to his fait. The white parchment fell from Link’s grasp, as if signifiying the end of some sort of enchantment; his eyes widened and his whole being stunned. A familiar face looked back it him, two perfectly shaped blue eyes met his gaze, their long delicate lashes barely containing a torrent of tears. Zelda. Her face pale, all her previous joy and life trampled and gone. Her disheveled hair wildly fell about her, as if her farce had drained it of its perfection. “What. . .”, Link couldn’t speak. 

“Link. . . I am so sorry. . . so sorry. . . I–”, she burst into tears. “This wasn’t supposed to be this way!”, she sobbed. “All is lost! All is doomed!” She turned from him, unable to meet his gaze. 

“It isn’t.”, Link grabbed her hand and pulled him to her. “I’m here, and I’m not going to give up just because an old fairy tale wasn’t true.”, his intent gaze interupting Zelda’s sorrow. “But. . .”, she tried to speak. “Don’t worry, you can’t give up hope. You can’t rely on myths for salvation, you can only rely on yourself.”, he cut her off. Link turned around to face his impending doom which was Peach. 

Peach seemed to be enjoying this. “How cute.”, she spat. “I’m sure your love will save you.”, she mocked. “Prepare for death!” With that she raised her hands, her dark lightning arcing and crackling like a torrent of frenzied surpents; its evil dark sparks crackling with anticipation. Link rolled out of the way, pulling out a utlity knife from his boot. 

Taken a little off guard, Peach quickly fired another volley of bolts. He expertly dodged them, and then charged straight for the evil woman. Peach appearently never expected this, yet she managed to charge a bolt and aim it at Link. “Give up hope, pathetic boy! There is no way for you to win this!”, she cackled, ready to fire the finishing blow. Then a voice was heard throught the whole temple. 

“There is always hope, if you believe.” 

Suddenley, a gust of rose petals sweaped around Peach. “What?! Wh- Your parlor tricks won’t stop me!” 

Link took this as a sign to continue his charge. He drew closer and closer, as he was ready to strike. [Can we actually win this? Can I defeat her?] 

Peach suddenly stood up, the petals blasted into dust. She stared right into Link’s eyes, a menacing grin on her face. She outreached a hand, and Link’s vision was filled with light. 

[So this is the end. I never thought it would end this way. Who would have ever known it would end this way? But it’s still kinda sad. I couldn’t help her. Zelda, I’m sorry. But then again, I never believed in this! Why do I have to die?! It isn’t fair! Life isn’t fair. Why is this happening to me. . . . I guess I’ll get to find out if there really are Goddesses. . . .] 

“Don’t give up Hero of Time!” 

“?!” 

Time seemed to have stopped with that one sentence. Link opened his eyes to see two luminant orbs of emerald green return his gaze. They curled in a smile. He heard the soft piercing voice, “You have proven yourself courageous, Hero of Time. A truely commendable show of spirit, a bit head strong; but concidering the circumstance, forgivable.” 

“Anthy?!” 

“Yes, that is my name.”, she said in playful tone. 

“What’s happening? Did I die? Are you. . . are you an angel?” 

“Of course not, it is merely not your path to die here.” 

“The blast–” 

“Is still there. Brave hero, I give you the Power of Time!” 

The scalding light of the blast suddenly seemed to ease. Link stared at Anthy. A new light had drowned out the evil glow of Peach’s spell, a luminance which was comming from Anthy’s chest. “Anthy, what’s happening?”, he stammered. 

“Fate.”, her face deadly serious. 

She suddenly closed her eyes and fell back, seeming to float in the air. The Triforce on her forehead glowed a bright yellow. 

“Anthy!”, he cried. 

A powerful flash emmitted from her chest, a divine force of energy seemed to pulse through the temple with her as the epicenter. With that flash Anthy seemed to transform. Her simple white dress was now a gown of the most surreal gossamer, even more delicate than the roses petals which encased the temple; she glowed with the same holy light Link had associated with the Royal Castle, only her light made the castle look like a meer ember. Her hair danced in a transcendental wind, the supernatural energy causing a metaphysical storm in the sacred temple. In the center of this commotion, Link saw something. As if from a fairy tale, in the center of Anthy’s chest, was what appeared to be a sword handle. 

“A sword?”, Link silently said to himself. Without thinking, he grabbed it. His eyes widened, his body filling with unimaginable warmth and strength, energy crackling over his body. He heard Anthy’s voice in his head, “The Master Sword, it is the Hero of Times companion! Take it Link! Take it and face your destiny! Hyrule’s fate is in your hands!” 

Link didn’t hesitate, he took the sword. The Temple of Time was enveloped with light so bright that the entire sky seemed to glow ignite in divine illumination; every being in Hyrule looked to the sky and knew that their world was never going to be the same. 

“No!”, Peach screamed, this new illumination seeming to cause her pain. The whole temple was now glowing if something long in slumber had just been awakened. Zelda stared in amazement, “Could it be?”, she asked herself. The glow in the center of the room subsided, two figures revealed in its fading light. 

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

A pillar of light rose from the Temple of TIme. All across the land beings watched this eerie totem of the diving; congregations of races gathered in wonderment. Floating in an unnamed place, Derdekea watched as the pillar of dissapated, the remaining luminant stream suddenly transformed into the shape of the Triforce. The symbol faded, Derdekea closed her eyes. “Player one makes his first move. . . .” 

