Chapter 28: Twist of Fate 

Link had been walking. And walking. And walking. The boat had been eaten by…something. They had to jump out as fast as they could--Anthy had torn her dress. It had miraculously repaired itself though. Zelda was at his side, while Draco was behind him. He had trouble speaking to Draco; he demanded to be addressed in a Royal Manner. Link supposed that was simply a result of his extreme fatigue from having walked for so long. Anthy was ahead of them, seeming to light up the tunnel with an odd glimmer. All too possible Link thought to himself. He wondered how long they had really been walking. It was fortunate that time passed slowly down here; he could probably find the temple and restore the Master Sword in what would seem like minutes. His mother wouldn’t have clue as to what he was about to do. Wait, what am I about to do? Link couldn’t help but wonder. It was obvious that Anthy was going to show them the temple then disappear in a flurry of rose petals again—it was what Link had come to know her by. “Anthy, do you have any idea how much farther?” Draco griped. 

“Only about five miles,” Anthy’s voice put an image of a smile in Link’s mind. 

“Five…miles???” Zelda seemed like she was about to cry. 

“It should only take a few minutes,” Anthy giggled. 

“A few minutes? That’s hours isn’t it?” Link joined in. 

“Oh no, it’s more like days.” Anthy delivered this like it was common knowledge. The light was dim, but Link noticed Zelda and Draco’s jaws drop simultaneously. “Did you say…DAYS?” They shouted. Exasperation was apparently a regal birthright. 

“Oh yes. But the longer it takes, the sooner we’ll get there.” Anthy said. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Zelda ordered. 

“It means that the more time slows down, the closer we are to a highly-concentrated spiritual area. Like the temple.” Link answered, “Technically, you could say it’ll only take a few seconds.” 

“Very good Hero,” Anthy returned. 

“So you expect us to walk for as long as it takes. No food, no water—“ 

“Is there not a river at your feet?” Anthy interrupted Draco’s complaint. 

“After seeing the boat eaten like that, I’m not touching the water.” Draco answered. Link had noticed that he was hugging the wall more than the other three. “The spiritual energy will probably sustain us.” Link offered. 

“Elementary my dear Hero.” Anthy was most pleased with Link’s recent show of understanding. 

“If you’re going to throw me into this head-first, I might as well come to terms. I think I’m getting the hang of this.” Link was almost enjoying this recent adventure. 

“Yes. This grotto is most pleasant isn’t it, Hero?” Anthy continued. 

“Oh you can take your grotto and shove it up your—“ Zelda was distracted by a loud rumble. She, Draco, and Link were tossed to the floor by a massive earthquake. Anthy continued walking. “What just happened?” Draco demanded as he helped Zelda up. Link was left on the ground. He picked himself up and ran ahead to Anthy though. “Death Mountain.” Link said. 

“You’re learning quickly,” Anthy continued her praise. 

“But that was a lot louder than any of the other rumbles!” Zelda said. 

“We’re underground.” Link explained. 

“Yes, we’re right underneath Death Mountain. Or rather, above it.” Anthy smiled. 

“WHAT?” Draco shouted. 

“Death Mountain’s lava pool goes south under Zora Domain. That’s how all of the Domain and River were carved. If it blows, lava will consume us all in a heartbeat.” Anthy said this in the same matter-of-factly tone as before. 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa! You mean we’re right over a huge part of Death Mountain?” Zelda asked. 

“And we’re right under Zora’s Domain?” Draco added. 

“Yes. It’s not too complicated.” Anthy answered. 

“Well I’d much rather go see Mikau and the Indigo-Go’s than wasting my time in some temple!” Draco replied. 

“No one is making you come along,” Anthy said, “As for Link and Zelda—“ a loud cracking interrupted Anthy. Suddenly, a large crack of light was above them. The cracks gave way, and in fell three scaly creatures. “Ah hah! I told I heard something down here!” One of the creatures said. As Link’s eyes focused from the new source of light, he saw three Zoras standing next to him. Two were the average males, one a little taller than average. The third was a female with a very odd-shaped head. It wasn’t the “tail” of sorts that most Zoras had, it was a flank of solid blue with two very small eyes on both corners. Her fins (she was obviously a she) were long and curved, as opposed to straight and jagged. Her eyes weren’t the deep-blue of Zoras, but a light-blue circle of Hylian appearance. If Zoras had a religion, they would call this one an angel. 

“Okay, I owe you a seahorse.” The second male said to the first. 

“Will you two get serious?” The female said. 

“Of course,” the tall one said. 

“You four are under arrest by the allied Zora defense society.” The average male said. Maybe they have an organized society after all Link thought as he raised his hands to their spears. 

“You imbeciles! Don’t you recognize the Prince and Princess of Hyrule Castle?” Zelda and Draco argued. 

“Oh, and why, pray tell, would the Prince and Princess of Hyrule be parading around underground with commoners? And in that attire?” The average Zora mocked 

. 

“Besides,” the female said, “the Prince and Princess are dead.” 

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

Palous tore across the landscape. Impa was to his left, under a tree grove’s shadow. Palous laughed between revolutions—did she really think her equal could be fooled? He ramped over a hill and plowed through a rock as the castle came into view. Goron rolling may be fast, but it wasn’t accurate. Your best bet was to point yourself in the right direction and go, because trying to steer when you’re looking at the ground half of the time isn’t easy. He reached the drawbridge to Hyrule Castle Town after half of an hour. Impa was under the shadow of the left chain. Why is she following me? Palous decided to put it off. It would be more fun to toy with her. She may be stealthy, but she was a mind reader. He entered the city just as his black marble eyes shrank into his own gray almonds. The tattoo, surrounding its rightful form, familiarized into the Sheikah’s Eye. It wouldn’t be noticed, Palous thought, seeing as how the entire city’s attention was undividedly focused on one thing. 

Following the hundreds of stares, Palous found himself looking at the demolished barrier between Ye Old and Ye New Hyrule Castle Town. Then it was a hop, skip, and a jump between short man’s, fat woman’, and hairy something’s shadow until he was under the cover of a tall Inn. Easily, he slithered past the commoners, the barrier, and the cracked stairs. He stopped at the Tallell’s. 

“Gossip Stones…Hylians come up with the stupidest names,” he muttered. 

“So you would think your mother named you?” A low voice returned. 

“Ah, my dearest Impa. I was wondering when you were going to come out of your shadows.” Palous mocked. 

“Oh, you knew? I assure you that I am so very utterly surprised,” Impa retorted. 

“I knew that you knew,” Palous lied. He couldn’t help but feel surprised at the apparent drop in his skills recently. Were the souls he carried slowing him down? That couldn’t be it. He rested his hand on Astrius’ book under his clothes. “Have you been following me since Death Mountain?” Palous hoped he hadn’t divulged information unnecessarily. 

“Yes,” Impa lied. 

“So what do you make of the Goron’s election of a new leader?” Palous tested. 

“He is no Darun—“ Impa was interrupted. 

“There was no election.” Palous reveled in his trickery. Impa’s face remained petrified with…nothing. “Since Lake Hylia.” 

“I’ll believe that. You wouldn’t lie to a man who could easily slit your throat,” Palous almost smiled, “not twice anyway.” 

“Fortunately none are present,” Impa flexed the finger whose shadow hid a dagger, and ran the other hand through the hair whose shadow carried a throat-vine. Palous was not stupid, or smart enough to ignore this. He spun around and whipped a Goron’s arm around her neck. He grabbed at the hair and tossed the throat-twine to the ground, grabbed her arm to force her to drop the dagger. All under a second. Impa’s face remained petrified. Immediately, Impa was on the other side of Palous, holding his throat-vine around his neck, and his dagger in the small of his back. 

“Oh drat.” Palous said, rolling his eyes, “are you done?” 

“Have you learned your lesson?” 

“Sheikah’s do not learn, they—“ 

“You are not a Sheikah!” Impa spat through his words. 

“I’m just as much a Sheikah as—“ 

“A Sheikah,” Impa was on the other side of Palous now, facing him, “is a rank. A Sheikah is not banished by the King himself!” Impa’s face wasn’t so petrified any more. 

“Then I guess you really are the last of the Sheikah. And only because you surrendered to protecting that miserable Princess.” Palous smirked. 

“I’ll have you know that the miserable Princess is the High Queen of Hyrule!” Impa responded. 

“So you really killed the old couple? I owe you my thanks,” Palous toyed. Impa fumed, but Palous changed the subject quickly. “So why were you in Lake Hylia? And since when can you cloak-fall?” Palous questioned. 

“I needed Astrius. I was hoping you had failed at killing him. Yes, I know you killed him. Have you been lost to the ‘Royal Unified Sheikah Trust’ so long that you have forgotten what the Sheikah’s Eye is for?” Impa answered with a question. 

“I know why you made us don these badges. Have you come to admit that the reason for these was, in truth, your fear of us?” Palous followed suit. The Eye every Sheikah wore was a mark that transmitted a telepathic signal every time a Sheikah killed. Other signals can be sent and understood by the sensation felt around the eye. Impa had been excluded from the tattooing because of her rank. As the leader of the Sheikah, and as the one who ordered the placement of the Eye in the first place, she felt that the mark wasn’t required around her eye. She’ made excuses, but Palous knew it was because she didn’t want her soldiers knowing her every action. Of course, it was alright for her to know what we did Palous thought, everything she does to us is justified, but anything we do to her is a mortal sin. 

“Impa fears no Sheikah.” Impa responded. 

“Oh? Not even your equal?” Palous tried. Before he could blink, the dagger and throat-vine (not to mention Impa) were no longer on the ground. An extremely profound and full laugh filled Palous’ head. He realized it was coming from his shadow. “Oh come off it!” Palous took a step forward and Impa was left where he was once standing. Her face was laughing…actually laughing! 

“You…m-my…my,” Impa seemed to have trouble saying it between outbursts of laughter, “You? …You?” Impa’s eyes were teary. 

“Alright!!!” Palous grumbled, “Now, why did you need Astrius?” But Impa was still laughing. “I stabbed Astrius, raped Serella, and fed both of them to his Din-awful mutated sharks while they were still alive!” Palous figured this would get her attention. Impa’s face re-petrified. “I thought so,” Palous said, “Now, answer me!” 

“I needed Astrius because of Death Mountain. He was the one who added the enchanted chemicals to the magma, and I needed reassurance of how long it would last.” Impa said. 

“Uh-huh. And why, pray tell, did you leave for the Laboratory in the midst of a BURNING ROYAL DORMITORY???” Palous yelled. In the back of his mind, he laughed at the apparent idiocy of Impa’s mistake. Perhaps she wasn’t his equal after all, he thought with a smile. 

“You idiot!” Impa hissed. She grabbed Palous and threw him into the left Tallell, then dove into the next one. They jiggled as the two Sheikah’s legs were enveloped. Impa’s precautions were not without reason, as a group of maybe thirty townspeople came past the barrier and investigated the shouts they had heard. Idiots, Palous thought. 

“Look who’s talking,” Impa said. Palous slapped his forehead for forgetting about the Tallells’ skill, one of them anyway. Whatever he thought or felt was conveyed to every Tallell, whether a Sheikah was in them or not. Sheikahs were the only ones who knew you could actually enter them, fortunately. 

“Is it just me, or was this place bigger the last time I was in here?” Palous thought. True, the small light-less room he was in had walls that could be touched without making Palous stretch very far. 

“Perhaps your Shadow has grown sense you last entered the Tallells,” Impa thought back. 

“Perhaps. I suppose you could say that my soul has grown quite a bit recently,” Palous thought. When a Sheikah entered a Tallell, it was thought that you became your Sacred Realm counterpart. Hence the term “Shadow”. 

“Don’t remind me.” Impa requested. 

“Oh, does Soul-Eating offend poor Mrs. Impa?” Palous thought. 

“No, but the fact that you have become a Soul-Eater disgusts me.” Impa spat. 

“Is that so? Too bad it’s irreversible,” Palous said, “So, how’s about our continuing of the previous conversation?” 

“Fine.” Impa replied. 

“So you went to Astrius’ to inquire him about the changes he had made to the Mountain. So he was the one they say ‘blessed the Mountain with prolonged slumber’? I should have guessed,” Palous thought, “I suppose whatever he put in there was some kind of tranquilizer for Volvagia?” 

“Yes. A serum enchanted with Zelda’s Lullaby was given to a Goron. We threw him into the crater.” 

“We?” Palous thought back to when he was a Sheikah of the R.U.S.T. Their numbers were strong for decades. But then, for no reason whatsoever (or at least none was given), hundreds of the Sheikah left. They just disappeared. Some fathomed that they had retreated back to our Lake Hylia Castle, but it had been demolished in a previous arms race with the Gerudo. Personally, Palous thought they had committed a mass suicide. It would have made sense, as they disappeared on a Cataclysm Eve. Whatever the cause, Palous was almost sure that they had left because of Dark Forces. By the end of the year, at the annual Lon Lon Festival, the only Sheikah (they were all ordered by the King to appear in his stead) were himself, Impa, and a new recruit named Kamali. Kamali was a mysterious, even for a Sheikah (to say the least). He never spoke, never even moved his eyes unless absolutely necessary. Then one day, the three of them were ordered into the Kokiri Forest for a mission Palous knew was suicide. He had left right then and there. Kamali remained by his leaders side, but Palous had heard rumors that he had died in the Forest. Or perhaps become a Stalfos. Impa hadn’t come back yet. Palous knew that she wouldn’t succumb to the Forest’s magic, and that she was probably still there. But then she appeared in the Lakeside Laboratory. Palous was incredibly surprised, but was distracted by the Temple and couldn’t speak to her. The same feeling that had made him leave the Sheikah, he now realized, was drawing him to the Temple. But Impa was the only one who could take him out of the Tallell, seeing as how she was the one who willfully put him in. That was how they worked. Palous returned to Impa’s conversation. 

“We?” 

“Obviously! The Sheikah still have duties to attend, even if our numbers decrease.” 

“Don’t you mean, ‘if the numbers dwindle down to two because I’m a coward who’d rather be the King’s slave than his militia and guard’?” 

“You will not speak of the King that way! Just because you and the others would sink so low does not mean that I had to disobey the R.U.S.T.” 

“The King exiled us because we wouldn’t kill ourselves!” 

“The King fired you for insubordination! The fact that you saw His orders as impossible by your standards does not mean that they were! I abducted the Kokiri Elder with ease!” Impa retaliated. Palous was silent for a while. 

“You mean…the Kokiri Elder was in the castle?” Palous was shocked. 

“Yes,” Impa said after a longer pause. 

“So the fire was…” Palous couldn’t bring himself to say it. After all, she was his--


“…My fault,” Impa moaned. She fell out of the Tallell on hands and knees, coughing into the ground. Palous was standing above her after killing the townsfolk with a reflexive toss of his dagger. He knelt down by Impa, lifted her up by her back for her to face him. 

She was actually crying. 

“Impa…I had no idea…” Palous was dumbfounded. 

“If only I had known what bringing one of those…those…” Impa’s vocabulary seemed to have been disappearing like water cupped in her hands, “…monsters into the castle would cause, I would have…” Impa couldn’t go on. She wrapped her arms around Palous in a slanted hug. He slowly returned the gesture after a slight expression of surprise. He closed his eyes and patted the weeping Impa on her armored back. 

“Palous…” Impa was speaking between sobs. 

“…Mother” 

