Chapter 31.1: The Future I

Link hit the ground with a thud. Shortly after, the rejuvenated forms of Anthy, Zelda, Draco, and Yomil followed suit. He sat up with a grunt, and slid the Master Sword, whose blinding energy had subsided, into his sheath. He gave his father's sword to Yomil, and then turned to Anthy. 

"Anthy...where are we?" 

"We're exactly ten years into the future." she said in a cheery tone. 

"Ten years?" Draco and Zelda gasped. 

"Yes, one decade into the future. Link, your grandfather's talismans are present in this Realm again." 

"Can't we take a break before setting off again?" Link pleaded, "Yomil, how about some light?" It was true, their current location was devoid of vision. 

"Good idea." He charged up a twirl of energy, which was surprisingly large in a surprisingly small amount of time, and shot it upwards. It crashed into what must have been the center of the room, and exploded into a light source. 

Surprise. 

They were all ten years older! Draco, Link, Zelda, Anthy and Yomil had exchanged their fourteen year-old bodies for massive, muscular, hairy twenty-four year-old bodies. 

"I've got biceps!" Yomil exclaimed, "I've actually got biceps!" He marveled at his flexed arms. 

"I've got a beard," Draco noticed. 

"Whoa...Anthy and Zelda! You two got..." Link couldn't bring himself to say it. 

"Guys! Look how fast I am!" Yomil called their attention as he ignited his body in a tornado of fire. "Wow! That's new!" 

"Yes, you have all matured quite splendidly," Anthy said. 

"This is quite the positive outcome," Zelda said, "but we have a mission here. We need to get those talismans." Apparently, her mind had evolved with the rest of her. 

"Certainly," Anthy giggled. 

They took in their surroundings. They were still in the Forest Temple, judging by the overgrown vines around the cracked portraits of some landscape. Suddenly, they heard a low bark in the corner. Link and Draco readied their swords as Yomil reignited himself. But just before they ambushed the mysterious creature in the shadows, it leapt out of them. Straight into Link's arms. 

"Moosh?" Link stared in awe at his no-longer little dog. He fell under the naive animal's weight, but stood back up as it licked his hands. 

"I thought I heard a bark right before we left," Anthy laughed, "but it didn't sound like the kind of bark this dog would make!" 

"Anthy, the dog apparently aged ten years just as we did," Zelda said. Everyone gaped at her. "What?" She asked. 

"That's it?" Draco asked. 

"No harlet?" Link questioned. 

"No witch?" Yomil beckoned. 

"Oh honestly! Am I the only one whose mind matured as well?" Zelda laughed. Anthy nodded witha smile as the approxiamately three foot by two foot Moosh bounded towards her. 

"Shall we be off, then?" Draco asked. 

"Why not?" Yomil said, as he extinguished himself. 

"I wonder how different Hyrule will be." Link asked. 

"The more appropriate wonder would be how different the Kokiri Forest will be." Zelda commented. They stepped onto the enchanted elevator and rode it to the entrance of the temple. 

"That deserted nothingness? It probably hasn't changed at all." Yomil guessed. 

"Well you have to remember," Draco said, stroking his beard, "all of Hyrule has undergone an eruption." 

"Oh man, it has, hasn't it?" Link asked. Once they made it past the long entrance room of the Temple, they made there first steps into the new Hyrule. It was nighttime, so they couldn't see well. They dropped down from the balcony (the energy bridge long-gone) and crossed to the staircase leading to the gigantic labrynth, which had acquired a roof of cooled lava. The labrynth, apparently, altered according to the plants growth. It now had about a dozen entrances from the end of the staircase, and from their vantage point atop that staircase, the group could see that the maze was now much, much longer. Miles longer. Despite these surprising changes, Link lead the progression down the steps and took the center passage with Moosh at his heels. Yomil went to the right, followed by Draco, and Zelda went to the left, followed by Anthy. 

Yomil found that he could not cast his light sphere to light his way. As a result, he and Draco were feeling along the walls with their hands. Anthy and Zelda, as well as Link, were having the same problem. 

Link, however, had had a much easier time traversing the maze. Moosh ahd developed quite the senses, and lead Link through the maze effortlessly. Suddenly, Moosh stopped and scratched at what sounded like wood. Link felt around and confirmed that it was a door. He tried to pull at the latch, but it was rotted shut. He quickly pulled out his Master Sword to open the door, when he heard what was unmistakabley a giggle. 

Link spun around instinctively and held his sword ready. 

"Who's there?" He asked the wall. He looked to Moosh, but he was gone. When he turned his head back, it was met with a pair of flaming red eyes. The eyes shook up and down, and more and more eyes started popping up near it. Link tried to turn and run, but tripped over the owner of a pair of eyes behind him. 

"What's going on?!" He shouted, "Who are you?" 

"It is written!" One of them chanted, followed by the rest. They all chanted "it is written!" without the slightest regard for unity or rythym. It was like rain pounding on a tin roof. Suddenly, a few of the eyes were accompanied by torches. Link's eyes adjusted, and he could finally see his ambushers. 

They were all ten years old. 

"It is written!" They continued to chant out of unison as they pushed and tore at Link to get him away from the door. 

"What? What's written?" Link cried, "Where are you taking me?" His tunic was being torn by the snatching and grasping little hands. They pulled at his hair, bit at his neck. "Get off of me!" Link ordered, but he knew it was to know avail. They were moving like one person, a deaf, blind, insane single person. He tried to run, but a physical wall of the children blocked him on all sides. He spun on the spot, and a wave of them knocked him to his feet. They were all over him, their large eyes glowing brighter and brighter. 

"It is written!" Their maniacl chanting grew louder and more rapid. Link started to panic, his eyes bulging and his body coated in sweat. He tried to step forward, but for every limb he moved, every muscle he flexed, every breath he took, a hundred children grabbed him and weighted him down. 

"No! NO! NOO!!!" He screamed as a trio jumped on his face, sending him on his back. He was on his back, being trampled. They scooped him up and carried him off, like ants carrying a dropped strawberry. A terrified, screaming, bloody strawberry. 

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

Link woke up in a dank, dark room. He could smell something awful in the room. It smelled like death or rotting flesh. But the smell couldn't hold a candle to the heat. It was humid beyond belief, like a jungle or something. 

Link sat up to move, and found that he was tied to a thick, sturdy chair. It was in a shape that kept Link from tipping it over, and the legs were trightly strapped to four posts, keeping the chair itself tied up. Whoever had him, didn't want him moving. He sat back in the chair and threw his head toward the ceiling. 

"Farore! Why is this happeneing?" Link maoned, "because you gave yourself away, that's why." Link clenched his fists at his own idiocy. "Oh, so now I'm talking to myself? That's just great. And listen to me! I'm actually praying to Farore! Man Link, you've really lost it this time." Link sighed, abandoning hope for acceptance, "I'll probably starve to death in a few days. Technically, I haven't eaten in ten years. At least I don't think I have. Din, am I ever hungry. I could go for some Loach. Oh man some Loach would be so delicious right now. With a side of Tektite pepper. Yeah, Loach ala Tektite. That would be so good right now. Y'know what else would be good right now? Is Cucco. Aw, some Gerudo fried Cucco would really hit the spot. Maybe with some mashed potatoes, the kind Mom makes when she's in a really good mood. Yeah, Gerudo Fried Cucco with a side of Mom's 'Taters and a big steaming bowl of--" 

"Nay-ru! Will you please shut UP?" A gruff, tired voice bellowed. Link nearly wet himself. 

"What? Who...Wh-ho...Who's there?" Link whispered. 

"You can call me...Theft for now." the raspy voice suggested. 

"Theft? That's kind of unoriginal, isn't it?" Link mocked. 

"And what might your be, boy?" "Theft" asked. 

"Li...uh..." Link could only think of one thing, "Food." 

"What?" 

"You heard me...Food. My name's Food." Link said. 

"Whatever. You sound about...twenty?" Theft guessed. He couldn't have known for sure, the room was as dark as it was humid. 

"Yeah. You sound about thirty." Link tried. 

"I wouldn't know. I haven't made contact with civilization for about a...a very long time." Theft, apparently, wasn't to eager to reveal his life's history to Link. 

"Why's that?" Link said, coughing on the thick air. 

"Because I've been down here for thr...a very long time." 

"Well, I just woke up here. Do you know where we are?" Link asked. 

"HA!" Theft laughed. A very odd laugh, it was something Link could remember him by at the least. "I haven't seen anything since I wound up in this putrid room." 

"How did you get here?" Link asked. 

"I wish I could remember." Theft laughed his personal laugh again. 

"So...you haven't gone crazy?" Link was curious. 

"How should I know? Sounds like you already have though. You got Rabies or something?" Theft asked. 

"That's my stomach," Link said. They both got a short laugh out of that. "Is there anyone else here?" 

"There was one guy, but I think he died. He just wouldn't talk to me when I woke up one time. For all I know he's sitting right there, thinking about something." 

"Gross." Link was very uneasy after that. 

Suddenly, a thin vertical line of light appeared just to the left of where Theft's voice came from. It wasn't enough to illuminate Link's fellow captive, it was just bright enough to shine about a foot or two inwards. Link could see smoke swirling in the light, and then he heard voices as it creeked wider and wider. 

"Food! What's that sound?" Theft beckoned, 

"I think a door is opening behind you." Link said. He was proven right when a familiar voice was growing louder and louder. 

"Put me down! I swear I'll incinerate all of you! I have powers you know! Powers of unimaginable magnitude!" Yomil was trying his best to persuade his captors. He resorted to wailing as the two foot children began what sounded to Link like Yomil's being tied to a chair. Just as the blackened imps made their way out of the room, Link could see one of their sillhouettes in the light. The figure tossed a large ball into the air and slammed the door behind himself. Link couldn't see the projectile land, but he could hear it. It smacked into the ground, and then Link heard some sort of hissing. 

"Food! Hold yer breath!" Theft shouted. Link did as he was told, and suddenly felt a warm mist trailing across his face. Yomil's wailing was calmed as, Link speculated, he inhaled the mist. Finally, the mist left Link's face and he considered it safe to breathe again. He let out a long burst of wind, then sucked in deep. He must have been holding his breath for at least five minutes. 

"Food, listen to me. breathe in short, quick gasps. You'll not be wantin' ter stir up the smoke again. It shoul settle in a few minutes." Theft ordered. Link wondered how Theft knew all this. Perhaps he has gone through this before? His questions would have to wait until Theft said it was okay to talk again, though. 

After about ten minutes (seemingly thrity) Theft whispered that it was okay to talk again. 

"What was that?" Link asked. 

"Those little men have some sort of ball that holds a gas that renders the inhaler unconscious. That one they brought in ought to be out for a while. They did that when you came in. I was sleepin', and it caught me off guard." Theft explained. 

"I think I know that guy." Link said. 

"Do ya know? And what's his name?" Theft asked. 

"Um," Link pondered for a minute. He managed to not think about his hunger, but didn't stray too far. "Wine." 

"Whine is it?" Theft laughed, "Now that's appropriate." Link laughed at Theft's misconception. 

In what Link guessed to be an hour, Yomil was awake. He had woken up at a start, shouting something like, "No! Don't eat me Bowser! Please don't eat me!" 

"Yomil! Yomil! Snap out of it!" Link hollared. Yomil subsided, his breath heavy. 

"Wh...who's there?" Yomil asked. 

"It's me, Link." Link answered in Yomil's direction. 

"L...Link?" 

"Yes." 

"Where are we?" 

"I don't know. I'm as confused as you are." Link offered. Theft gave a mighty snore. 

"[i]What was that?" Yomil panicked. 

"Listen to me, Yomil. There's another prisoner here. He's tied up like you and me. He thinks my name's Food and your name's Wine. He told me to call him Theft." Link said this very fast, for fear that Theft would wake up from it. 

"Wine? Why'd you give me a stupid name like that?" Yomil asked. 

"Well, I was hungry. And Food was taken, so--" 

"Never mind. I'm okay with Wine." Yomil said. "How long have we been down here, Lin...um, Food?" 

"You've been unconscious for about and hour or so. I've been here longer than you, but I don't know how long. Theft says those kids use knock-out gas on all the new prisoners." 

"Why?" 

"How should I know?" Link said. "I'm just glad you're here to keep me sane." Yomil and Link's stomachs gurgled at the same time. 

"Man, I don't think I've ever had to go to the Betty this much." Yomil complained. 

"The 'Betty'?" Link questioned. 

"It means 'to shit' Link. The other one is 'The Jenny'" Yomil explained. 

"Uh-huh. That's disgusting." Link said. 

"Isn't it?" They laughed. 

"Hey Wine. Can you give us some light?" Link prayed. 

"Nope, sorry. I've been trying to, but this place must be shielded or something." Yomil sighed. 

"Shielded from magic?" Link asked. He hadn't ever really understood spells and magic. He kind of consider them a factually-based fairy tale. Or at the most a science not yet publicized. His speculations had been shattered by Yomil though, and he sort of enjoyed learning more and more about it. 

"Yeah. It's quite simple to enchant a place so that it sends out the irght waves to cancel out whatever spell." Yomil explained, "The waves adjust to neutralize whatever kind of magic is created within it." 

"Well what happens when two spells are cast at once?" Link asked. 

"It depends on the two spells, and the attributes of the shielding." Yomil continued. They talked about the sciences of magic for a long time after that, until Theft woke up. 

"And who might you be?" Theft asked. 

"I'm Yo...Wine. I'm Wine." Yomil quickly reminded himself. 

"Oh, so you're Whine?" Theft asked. 

"Yep." 

"I take by your conversation with Food here that your a wizard?" 

"Certainly. I'm...the best in the world" Yomil lied. Link didn't need light to see the wide grin on Yomil's face. 

"Well then, Wine, why don't you just wizard us out of here?" Theft asked. Yomil cursed himself under his breath. 

"Uh...Because...I don't know where we are." Yomil recovered. 

"Oh. I guess that makes sense." Theft said. 

Suddenly, the crack of light reappeared. Link heard Draco's voice this time. They went through the routine again, and two hours later Food, Wine, Theft, and Knife were having an incredibly boring conversation about clouds. 

"Well, this is quite a predicament." Draco said. 

"I say, Knife. You've got a knack for some hilarious understatements," Theft laughed his trademark laugh. Link was about ready to strangle that cackle out of Theft's throat. 

About seven hours later, Food, Wine, Theft, Knife, Gown, and Crown were having a conversation about dirt. Link was on the verge of insanity. 

"For Din's Sake! Are we going to rot here talking about nothing for the rest of our lives?" He shouted, "Let us ut of here!" 

"Be patient, Hero of...oopsy...Food." Anthy said. 

"Hero of Food? What's that mean...oh yeah," Zelda said. They were all extremely tired. Extremely tired. Draco couldn't have moved his fingers if he wanted to, much less his eyes. They all nodded off eventually, Yomil's bladder keeping him awake the longest. Just before his eyes shut, he could see the crack of the door opening again. Only this time, it swung open violently. It was much brighter this time, and Yomil thought heard an unorganized chant...but he couldn't make hind nor hair of it. Particularly because he had given in to his exhaustion.

Chapter 31.2: The Future II 

A small mass of the children marched in, continuing their monotonous chant. They untied everyone in the dark cell, and hurried away with Link, Draco, Yomil, and Zelda above their heads. Anthy and "Theft" were left asleep in their chairs. The chanting woke Link up abruptly, but he managed to keep himself from screaming this time. It's not like I can fight it. Better to see where they're taking me. he thought. Maybe a few answers lie ahead. He coughed nonchalantly to wake up the others, but the only one who did was the oddly-stained Yomil. 

"Ohh man!" Yomil cursed himself. His willpower wasn't quite as strong when weighted with sleep. He tried to breathe through his mouth and ignore the discomofort. On the upside, his swearing awoke Draco and Zelda. They were cautious, or perhaps overly frightened, and remained silent. 

All of Link's senses were severely diminished. Not only was he tired, but the endless "It is written!", something that smelled like urine, and the dim torch-light all kept him from regaining full consciousness of his surroundings. He could tell that he was being carried down a long hall by the way the small, high voices echoed off the walls. Suddenly, the progression halted. Link heard a door creak open, and then the march proceed past it. The humidity lessened, and Link gathred there was some sort of ventilation in this room. That means there migh be a way out! He realized. Suddenly a wad of the little people fell from the ceiling, lifted Link upright, and squashed him into a chair. He made sure to lift his arms up as best he could as they tied him to this new, less immobilizing chair. Suddenly a torch was lit in every corner of the room, and Link could see his friends tied to chairs to his left and right. Then the children drained out of the room, the last of which slammed the door with a final, "It is written!" 

As Link's eyes altered to the new light, he could see that this room had a large hole in the high ceiling. Every so often, a star would make it through an empty part of the cloudy sky, dodge the leaves of the massive surrounding trees, and tell Link that it was night time again. He was reminded of his dream about himself and Anthy. Had it been a dream? It was so real...I could feel my feet dampen in the water, smell the air thick with rose petals... But his recollections were swiftly thwarted when a shrill giggle filled his ears. He tried to follow the sound, looking up to the stars again. There a pair of red eyes, thes somewhat darker than the others, fell from one of the trees without a sound. They landed a few feet away from Link, and a candle lit below them. 

Link saw a small girl. Around the age of fourteen, with long green hair. Her clothes looked a little small, exposing her forearms and stomach. Her eyes shimmered in the candle-light, staring into Link's. They seemed to hold there for moment, but it could have just been Link's imagination. 

"It is no fault of your own that you four have come here." she spoke in a condescending tone of authority, but at the same time with wisdom and age, "I am Saria. Gaurdian of the Kokiri, Sage of the Forest." 

"Kokiri? You mean those little elves are the Kokiri?" Draco asked. 

"Yes. Yes they are. But they are not the Kokiri you know," she said sadly, "they are not the Kokiri I know either." 

"What do you mean? We don't know any of those creatures." Yomil said. 

"The Kokiri of your legends, the legends of your time, are not congruent with the Kokiri of this time." Saria explained. 

"Our time? How...How did you know?" Zelda was curious. 

"The Kokiri have undergone many changes the past decade. The country of Hyrule as well." Saria spoke as if to herself. 

"Yes, but how do you know of our..." Link searched for the right words, "...predicament?" 

"You do not...want to know." Saria sighed. She lifted her hand slowly, and the wood of the floor grew into a sort of desk before her. She lifted her hand behind her, and a chair arose. She sat and traced her forefinger around the dust of the new furniture. 

"Oh, I think we do." Yomil coughed, "I think an explanation is the least you owe us." 

"Owe you? You invade our Forest, and then have the audacity to have us justify our actions?" Saria shouted. 

"Hey, we...um," Link didn't quite no how to explain this either, "You have to understand something, we came here through certain...how can I say this?...Confusing channels..." 

"We know all about your situation," Saria composed herself. 

"I'll ask again, how?" Zelda begged. 

Saria sat up straight. "You won't the whole story? The entire truth?" They all nodded. "Very well. I suppose we could spare the knowledge to you four. It's not like you'll be going anywhere for a while." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Draco gasped. 

"Shut up! Let her explain!" Link was almost excited, despite his discontempt with the accomadations. Saria didn't seem to notice this though, and began her "entire truth". 

"Ten years ago, magnificent forces of Light and Dark were created. A Darkness so strong and vile, that it wished, and was capable of, the death of Hyrule. But the Light, always trying to maintain the necessary balance between the two, created a gift strong enough to let Hyrule survive. When the Great Darkness spread across Hyrule, the Light began to spread shortly after. The Darkness, however, had a head start. It managed to infect the farthest reaches of Hyrule with its destruction. But, while this Darkness did managed to choke Hyrule of its life, it was the Darkness itself that kept Hyrule's lives from escaping its bodies. All of the lives touched by the Light where and when the Darkness was at its climax, were saved. They were given, lamens terms, instantaneous evolution. The ability to overcome any unnatural attempt on their lives fueled solely by a Darkness of a magnitude like that of the one Hyrule faced at that time." Saria slowly faded from her trance-like speech to a more personal tone. "While the Hylians who were saved were granted a great gift, the Kokiri were cursed much more than blessed. Our Forest, with its own supply of pure and neutral Life, was challenged back and forth by the Light and the Dark. Finally, when the Kokiri Forest began to wither from the its unreal strain, both forces collided. The result was the loss of the Kokiri Forest's former, happy existance. The remains of all Kokiri, their souls contained in the Forest for eternity by the thick boundaries of magic, were joined again. Every Kokiri that had ever lived was resurrected, all of them twisted by the Dark and the Light that tried to steal them for their own." Saria's eyes were shining with tears in the candle-light, "If they hadn't been tainted by the outside civilizations, if they had been left alone as the Forest had orignally intended, we wouldn't be like this. We wouldn't be these disgusting insects you see now...we wouldn't be..." 

The four stood staring at the Sage of the Forest for a long time after that. Yomil was the first to break the silence. 

"Wait. You mean Death Mountain's erupting wasn't natural? Some Dark Force made it happen? And then a Light Force tried to help, and did some assistance to the Hylians, but everyone else died? And then the Kokiri Forest was hit by the Light and Dark at the same time, and it ended up with this?" He summarized. 

"Yes. That is what happened." Saria said, her head resting on her arms on the desk. 

"Okay, I think I kind of understand that." Link added. 

"Now I dread seeing all of my Hyrule even more." Draco sighed. 

"That's right! You would be the King, wouldn't you?" Saria sat up again, "and you're the Hero, you're the Sorcerer, and you're the Sage!" 

"What?" They all were dumbfounded, "What are you talking about?" 

"It's all here!" Saria was smiling, "all in this Book!" She stood up, threw her arms into the air, and all of the torches and candles in the room turned green. Link would have shielded his eyes, had they not been bound so severely. Brighter and birghter the emerald torches grew, the candles almost a foot tall. The trees seemed to rustle from a fierce wind, and a swirl of leaves and twigs surged around the room. 

Then, between Saria's feeble arms, a massive green sphere of energy arose. It rotated until it was a horizontal cyclone, hollow in the middle. In a flash, everything subsided. The various fires shrank and returned to their usual orange. The trees rested, and the debris circulating about the room settled into the dimming floor. Link thought all of this show had been for naught, until he looked down from the starry sky (now free of its botanical cencoring) at Saria. 

She held arms high in the air in the same fashion as before, only now, her hands were suspended in orbit around a roatating book. It spun gently, about a foot or two above her nose. Her arms slowly descended, and the thick book dropped with them. It finally dropped to the table and flew open swiftly. Saria glanced at it intensely, and a few pages flipped until her information, Link could only guess, had been found. 

"Here. Look at this," the girl said with a grin. 

"What...What is it?" Yomil managed. He had been swatted in the eye by a renegade branch during Saria's summoning of this telekinetic text. 

"Honestly? I have no idea." she admitted. 

"You don't know?" Draco choked. 

"No, not really," she shrugged. 

"So, you can summon it from Nayru-knows-where, yet you don't have a clue to what it is?" Link asked. 

"What they mean to say is, what do you know about this book?" Zelda said. 

"Oh, well in that case," Saria closed her eys, "this Book is, or rather, what we belive to be, the voice of the Deku Tree." 

"The what? Deku Tree? He's up there with Santa Claus and the Great Pumpkin, isn't he?" Link joked. Saria didn't find this funny though. And to a frightening extent, at that. Despite her reflexively clenched fists and quivering muscles at the insult to her Deku Tree, she kept her eyes closed and continued the story. 

"We believe the Deku Tree entrusted this Book to a traveler of sorts. We think this, because we found it among a pile of bones and tethered robes." She leaned back in her chair, as if recalling a memory from her childhood. She did come across as having a childhood, despite her youth. Link couldn't shake the odd resemblence between this Saria and his, rest his soul, grandfather. Maybe she's just...wise beyond her years. Yeah, that's the phrase. 

"A band of Kokiri discovered this Book and brought it back to us. When we first opened, after empowering ourselves with the Light-given Shielding spell, it nothing short of spoke to us." she revealed. 

"Spoke? This book spoke to you?" Draco, like Link and Zelda, had some trouble swallowing this. Swallow it they did, however. In light of recent events, a tattered old novel being capable of communication was nothing spectaculor. 

"It's not too complicated to apply psychic energy to an inanimate object, Draco. You just have to sacrifice a few memories and tidbits of knowledge," Yomil explained. 

"It spoke with the voice of the Forest. Through the rustling of leaves, the whispers of winds, the babble of our waterfall, the glimmer of sun, the songs of birds. It told us...well, everything." She continued. 

"What do you mean, 'everything'?" Zelda wondered. 

"I speak of exactly what I speak of. It was, how can I explain?, it was like having a conversation with your own subconscious. Your innermost, illusive thoughts and emotions were revealed to us. In addition to that, whatever questions we asked were explained to the utmost degree. However," Saria paused. 

"Oh why is there always a 'however'?" Yomil observed. 

"However," she ignored him, "every explanation led to more questions. We became dependent on the Book of Deku, only myself--" 

"Wait a minute. Did you just say Book of Durak?" Link gasped. 

"No, I said Book of Deku. That is what we came to refer to this mystery book as." she defined. 

"Guys, I think we've found what we've been looking for." Link said. 

"What do you speak of?" Saria asked. 

"Um, you know of our time traveling, do you not?" Link reminded himself. 

"Yes. It was all in the Book. It spoke of the King, the Sage, the Sorcerer, and the Hero. The four of whom came to a time to accomplish their own salvation." Saira recited. It took the group a moment to translate the prophetic terms. 

"It says we were to come here and get the Book to save ourselves?" Yomil reached the answer first. Now Saria compared the two interpretations. 

"Yes, it said that, more or less. But it does not describe the means by which you have arrived in our presence." Saria said. 

"It doesn't? Maybe you weren't reading it right. We came here with the--" Link cut Yomil off with a slew of coughing and snorting. Yomil, taking the hint, discontinued his explanation. 

"I find this Book of yours quite intriguing," Zelda changed the subject, "there are so many questions about me!" 

Saria took what might have been bait, had Zelda thought it through, when the Kokiri offered with a grin, "Would you like to read from it?" 

Zelda paused for moment and looked to her brother. Upon his nodded encouragement, she answered, "I suppose...why not?" She couldn't help but imagine Saria's childish grin curling with malice. 

"Very well," and Saria lifted the Book from its desk, hopped down from her chair, and placed in Zelda's lap. 

Link arrived at a chance. "You will have to untie her before she can read it," he risked. 

"No, I don't think that will be neccesary." Saria giggled as she flipped open the Book and dissappeared in a puff of scented smoke simultaneously. 

A roaring wind burst forth from the thrashing pages of the Book. The dust and grime of the floor kicked back up in a tornado around the room. Zelda's hair tossed as the men fought to keep their chairs balanced, for they were recveing the forefront of the attack being to the left and right of the princess of Hyrule. As this torrent of thunder raced around their heads, a swirling vortex of energy slowly grew out of the crease in the Book. It widened until it ran through Zelda's waist and reached for the wall. It kept expanding until the other three people in the room were in it. Then, in an instant, a bright flash signaled its disappearance. As the horrendous cloud of dirt rested, Link, Yomil, Draco, and Zelda were not seen where ropes had once bound them to now-demolished chairs. 

Draco was standing in an endless expanse of black. He could see stars above him, and something like gray clouds below him. They crossed from one end of this oblivion to another in an endless supply, the stars and the clouds. Every once in a while a low rumble of thunder from the clouds would awaken his ears, accompanied by a shooting star spanning a segment of what was above him rousing his eyes. The place was lulling, and Draco had an eery, and at the same time comforting, sensation of falling very slowly. Like passing through water after leaping in, only without the uncomfortable sting of the water itself, or the disruption of a splash and the booming caused by one. It was bliss, conscious dreaming, a peace that could only shine from the naivete of an infant. Draco titled his head back, let his eyes sink shut, and relaxed in this airy cool. He drifted about for a few minutes, and noticed that one of the echoes of thunder and streams of starlight were turning to face eachother ever so gently. They reached until their touching, right in front of Draco, formed into a soft swirl of color. It grew, rather quickly, but not hurriedly, into an exquisite woman. When it at last took form, it was a female of average height and slendor proportions. She was clothed in a steady river at dawn, adorned with newborn stars at twilight, and had skin like the moon during the clearest of nights. Her eyes were suns, warming Draco magnificently, and when she opened her mouth, the same sunlight drifted out to greet him. 

"Greetings, Draco, King of Time. I am Salve, the Voice of Light." her voice was the most replenishing and soothing remedy Draco's mind had ever been graced with. "You have come here from a long, long time ago. You are to lead a great People of Light away from the World of Dark, through the aid of Zelda, the Sage of Time, Link, the Hero of Time, and Yomil, the Sorcerer of Time." 

"How are you blessed with the knowing the dstiny of the King of Time?" Draco spoke with a voice that wiser than his own, the voice of, no doubt, the King of Time. 

"Too ascend the knowledge of the King, the Sorcerer, the Sage, and the Hero. Such is the role of the Voice of Light in the Era of the Balance of Power." Salve recited what Draco assumed to be a note from the Book of Durak, followed by an answer to Draco's inquiry. "I am the Voice of Light, the all-knowing reflection of the voices of the Goddesses in the Spiritual Realm. Reflected again in your Realm as the Book of Cultures." 

"What is the Book of Cultures?" 

"Within Hylian lore, the Book of Durak is the Book of Cultures so named." Again, Salve spoke through the reciting of a text. A text which Draco now confirmed as being the Book of Durak. 

"Why, Voice of Light, has the King of Time been summoned to your audience?" Draco pondered. 

"To retaliate the actions of the Darkness that tipped the Balance of Power." Salve estimated, or (more than likely) knew Draco's next question, and answered it with another exerpt, "the King of Time, destined to reign with the Wisdom of Nayru, handed down through the family blood, shall carry such reign during the Era of the Balance of Power." she paused, perhpas flipping to another page. "An Era in which the existance of Light was outweighed by the existance of Darkness. An outweighing of such magnitude, that it would disrupt the Balances of all Realms, despite its occuring solely in the Realm in which the King of Time reigns for the ninety-eighth instance." She returned to a conversational tone, "such is the Balance of Power, all that it is, was, and forever shall be." 

"Alas, I have come to understand what you speak of now. But provide me, as your destiny is defined, with the knowledge of what is meant when the Book speaks of the ninety-eighth reign of Time's King." Draco asked. 

"The King of Time, my young incarnate, is not a title bestowed upon you," Salve's tone had lifted to a slighter more lighthearted disposition, "it is a much, much more indeed. The King of Time, as well as the titles your other friends bear, are entities that inhabit a soul and body whenever the Balance requires it." Salve explained. 

"Certainly, though, Light outwieghing Darkness should not require the incarnation of such people?" Draco wondered. 

"Supposedly, a Dark equivalent of yourself would arise when Light was in surplus. But the Darkness is blinded by its own greed, not noticing that if they simply allowed Light to overtake them, the players they required for the restoration of the Balance would be given to them." Slave smiled complacently. 

Draco was surprised. If they did restore this Balance of Light and Dark, he would have to be careful in his reign. Should he eliminate the Darkness of Hyrule in its entirety, he feared it would result in a King of Darkness, the way he was the King of Time. 

"Wait, Salve, if I am the King of Time, and not Light, what would the King of Darkness be known as?" 

Salve's grin remained, and she titlted her flowing body backwards slightly. Draco could only assume she was going into another exerpt from the Book of Durak. "Many threads create the tapestry of the All Scale," a slight pause, "the omniscent connection that represents all Realms in perfect Balance." She paused again, as if flipping back to her former page, "threads that are Scales within themsleves, keeping a number of forces in perfect balance. Dreamed into existence by the Goddesses, the All Scale represents every Realm that is. Every Realm consists of a certain scale that keeps a determined number of forces in Balance." 

"And one of the forces of Hyrule is Time?" 

"Yes, and Time's King is you." she expected his next question and answered with, "Not all forces have a Sage, a Hero, a King, and a Wizard. It depends on the characteristics of the culture in which these entities arise." 

"And what might the counter force to Time in Hyrule be?" 

"Do not fret, King. That question will be answered in due time." Salve teased. 

"Very well. But whose forces are that of Light and Dark? Of which you so often prophecise?" Draco had been wondering. 

"Why, the Sacred Realm, of course. The sun in the center of the galaxy that is the All Scale. But being the epicenter of the All Scale does not come without its negativities. When the Sacred Realm was created by all of the Gods and Goddesses, they each took some of the Light and Dark of its Balance with them in the making of their personal Realms. Should any particular Realm lose the equality of its own Light and Dark, the Sacred Realm will be affected." Salve laughed. 

"I see. That is why it is the focus of so many legends." Draco derived. 

"Perhaps. The actions of the Goddesses' created cultures is a surprising outcome, and the focus of your tales is just one of these variables." Salve said. 

"Am I to understand that there are other Realms in existance, with their own 'forces'?" Draco pondered. 

"Oh certainly. The forces in action can be almost anything. Life and Death, Cheer and Anger, Ages and Seasons. Almost anything that has an opposite, or in some cases equal, it can be theorized, acts as the axis of a Realm." Salve explained. She saved the King of Time the trouble and answered his question before it was requested, again, "And the forces of the All Scale, not surprisingly, are Power, Wisdom, and Courage." 

Draco's eyebrows raised. "Then why should Hyrule have what can only be called audacity to claim to bearing the Triforce of the All Scale's forces?" 

"The unusual connection Hyrule holds with the Sacred Realm has led to its relation to the Triforce." Salve then entered another trance of quotation. "Upon the Goddesses creation of Hyrule, the blessings of the Goddess of Power, the Goddess of Wisdom, and the Goddess of Courage were all incorporated. Other such realms were not so fortunate, being creations of only one or two Gods, none of which held such authority as the Goddesses of the All Scale Forces. The Goddesses left their signature upon their new Realm in the customary place of such signatures, the Sacred Realm. Their signature being the Triforce. But a signature of such magnitude can not be manufactured instantaneously, and the Goddesses of Power, Wisdom, and Courage left the bridge to Hyrule open to the Sacred Realm for longer than usual. Great rivers of Light and Dark flowed into Hyrule, inhabiting its people. The beings of Hyrule became hopeful of attaining the Triforce, for reasons of either two of the Sacred Realm's Forces. Some wished to make their Hyrule the Realm of peace and prosperity that was believed to arise from a wish of Light. Others wished to throw Hyrule into the turmoil said to arise from a wish of Darkness. The Goddesses, to maintain Hyrule's existance, used their abilities to make the Triforce untouchable until the Forces of the All Scale itself, Power, Wisdom, and Courage, are balanced within that person." 

"So I would have to have Power, Wisdom, and Courage in perfect balance to have my wish of Light or Dark granted?" Draco tried to summarize. 

"Indeed. And should a person make an attempt on the Triforce who does not have these three forces in harmony, the Troforce would split to the three people in Hyrule who have the Forces in surplus." 

"If I don't have Power, Wisdom, and Courage in balance, and try to get a wish out of the triforce anyway, the three parts of the Triforce go to the people who have the most Power, Wisdom, and Courage in Hyrule?" Draco said in one breath. 

"Yes." Salve breathed a sigh of relief at Draco's compensation. 

"This meeting has been nothing short of a Theology lesson, Salve." Draco joked. 

"Yes, but no theorizing is involved. I only know what is truth, and only speak what is truth. Such is my creation, such is my destiny. And so I shall live in truth, at the mercy of the fate of the Sacred Realm." And with that, Salve was gone in the same fashion she had come. 

As the vertical streams of thunder and stars drifted away, Draco floated in this oblivion for a while. He had learned much this day from the Book of Durak, the Book of Cultures, Salve, the Voice of Light. He closed his eyes and reveled in what he knew. Did anyone else know what he know? Would anyone ever know what he knew? Ironically. he thought, only Time will tell. 

As he slowly descended along with the clouds and stars, he rested himself against the quiet thunder and gentle stars. He let his eyes drift up to the stars as they slowly closed in the cool air of this mysterious place, and he was off to sleep shortly after. 

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

Zelda found herself in an infinite expanse of black. It was slightly cold, but a comfortable, pleasant cold. Above her was a starry sky in such brilliant clarity that Zelda could almost feel their reflection in her eyes. Below her was more black, but a very thin line of clouds kept her from seeing whether there was a ground below her. She felt like she was falling, falling ever so slowly. Like a feather drifting to a lily pad, or a cloud rolling over a calm sky. She felt as if she would fall asleep, but kind of kept from it. A star jumped across the field of its brothers above her, as the clouds flashed with a slowly dimming summer lightning. She titlted herself back to relax a little further, and blinked her eyes as her hair flowed around her as if submerged. She stroked her long blonde hair, playing with her tierra like her younger self. 

one of the stars that had just skipped across the sky unplucked a string of night that drifted down to Zelda, and some of the lightning that adorned the creases of the clouds at her feet was pulled upwards. They spiraled into eachother, and began to glow. The radiant colors stretched into a Hylian figure, and ended in the shape of a woman. She was beautiful, all of the skies heavenly bodies intertwined to form one, beautiful figure. 

"What, what are you?" Zelda asked. 

"I am Salve, the Voice of Light. The Book of Cultures." She spoke with a luxurious river of a voice. 

"And I?" Zelda didn't know why, but she felt this question was appropriate. 

"Why, you are the Sage of Time," she said, as if it were obvious. 

"The Sage of Time? Is that what the Kokiri child meant?" 

"Yes. Saria has read from the Book of Cultures, and has learned all she can for the benefit of her people." Salve explained. 

"The Book of Cultures?" Zelda wondered. 

"The Hylians refer to it as the Book of Durak. Well, those aware of it do, anyway." Salve defined. 

"I see." Zelda could not think of another question for a moment. Her mind was suddenly filled with visions of what it meant to be the Sage of Time. In fact, she was filled with the visions of a conversation Salve had had with someone else. Terms like All Scale, Cheer and Anger, Gods, signature, and all sorts of other things flowed into her. She somehow understood all of them, despite their mutlitude and complexity. Zelda only had a few questions remaining. 

"Why do I have prophetic dreams?" 

"That is the result of the entities Princess of Destiny and Sage of Time combining. Rather than having dreams of mysteries past, as the Princess of Destiny ought to, you are blessed with dreams of prophecy. The Sage of Time is said to see all of time, and to be able to control this spectacle with her thoughts. You have yet to realize this skill, but your subconscious holds it in absolution. Once you have brought these powers from your subconscious, awakened them, you will be the Leader of the Sages of Hyrule." Salve seemed to be translating a quote into the proper context, if that can be detected at all. 

"Thank you. I have been curious all my life. If what you say is true, my curse must be the blessing I had hoped for after all. I will forge my way to the understanding and harnessing of Time, with all of my focus." Zelda said intently. 

Salve nodded. "To illustrate the clouded path of the Sage of Time, such is the destiny of the Voice of Light." 

And with that, Salve swirled away in an instant of lightning and night. Zelda resumed her relaxation, not confused or surprised at all by the session that had just taken place. She spent some time pondering the wave of knowledge that had come to her. Her last thoughts before going to sleep were, So Draco is the King of Time... 

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

Yomil had been sailing in a sea of black for the past hour. The stars above him, scarce as they were, seemed to be anxious and hyper. They insisted on crossing a large portion of the sky almost once a minute. Below him, more relaxing than the stars, was a thick forest of clouds. They were thw gray of white clouds in moonlight, and Yomil thought he could see the light of that moon rise up through the rare gaps in the magnificent clouds. 

He had been revolving vertically in a flipping curve for a while, in wonderful relaxation, when a feirce wind crossed him. It wasn't a physical wind, the atmoshpere was cool and fresh. This wind was psychological. He was blown by a conversation, or maybe two, about topics of grandeur the likes of the very existance of Hyrule. Some astral voice, beautiful if nothing else, was speaking to a pair of someones about their destinies. He understood every part of it, being adept in mental communication and translation. The facts were, to say the least, astounding. 

As he thought with a grin, "Sorcerer of Time" am I? That sounds like an ambitious goal to vie for., just as the areas above and below him shifted. The moon beams of the thick, blanketing clouds drew into one line and rose to meet Yomil. They were kissed by a group of the shooting stars above him. They spun into a a spiral shape that loosely resembled an hourglass. Yomil tried to touch it, and his hand with what reminded him of a cool river. 

This cold hourglass opened into a woman. She was very beatiful, and Yomil reckognized her as the Salve from the information he had acquired before her appearance. Understanding what she was here for, he started with a question. 

"What does being the Sorcerer of Time mean?" he asked. 

"Light's Voice is to be met with a confident understanding within Time's Sorcerer." she recited. 

"From your Hyrulean reflection, the Book of Durak, I presume." He told her. 

"Indeed." She said softly. Her voice was calm and fluid, giving Yomil's ears a sample of what his hands had felt when he had touched her. "What knowledge dost thou seeketh, Sorcerer of Time?" 

"Knowledge? I should like to have mastery of my practice, or, given your supposed abilities, the knowledge required for that mastery." He said. 

"Ah? The mind of the Sorcerer of Time is filled with ambition, I see. But take heed, a mind filled is a very similar thing to a mind clouded." Salve lectured. Yomil was slightly taken aback. He had begun to take notice of this slightly pompous attitude he had acquired, he just didn't know where it had come from. And seeing Salve react to it made him want to understand where it had come from. 

"Where am I?" He asked as he glanced at the expanse of stars and clouds. 

"Thou art presently within the Kokiri Forest of Hyrule." She said so as if it were obvious. 

"But how can that be? I see no Forest Temple, nor a Hyrule to begin with," he argued. 

"Oh this is Hyrule, Sorcerer. Let there be no mistake of that. However, this is not the Hyrule you exist in." 

"And that would mean?" 

"We are in a far distant Hyrule. This is the Hyrule of your soul. The Hyrule of the All Scale of your soul." she revealed. 

"My soul? You mean to say I am inside my own soul?" Needless to say, Yomil was slightly surprised. "And that within my, and deductively everyone's, soul is an All Scale with all of the Realms in it?" 

"Exactly. A mind of great logic rests within you, Sorcerer of Time." she complimented. 

"Why thank you," he smiled. 

"Oh, but the Voice of Light can only speak the truth. No opinionated or false ideas are spoken," she explained. 

"Is that so? Then I ask you, Voice of Light, what is my destiny? How is the Sorcerer of Time destined to live and die?" He asked. 

"Death is not to be discovered until after such time as death has arrived. But as the Sorcerer of Power, such things may become apparent in due time. You shall be the Era of the Balance of Power's mightiest sorcerer. Though such might will only come through focus and ambition. Many hardships will you be presented with before you are truley the Sorcerer of Time." 

"The mightiest sorcerer? That sounds appealing. Even if I do have to overcome a few evils," Yomil hoped. "I have been contemplating this for a long time, Salve, and now I turn to you. What on Farore's green Hyrule is Anthy?" 

Salve smiled. "For that answer, history is required. Hyrule is littered with many magical artifacts of varying shape, size, and age. From things as grand as Hyrule itself, to things as minor as the Ice Caverns, they all are abundant in magical energy. When the Goddesses left the gateway to the Spiritual Realm open to Hyrule during their creation of the Triforce, magic from these enchanted relics made its way over the gap. These doses of magic became representations of what they onced belonged to. Certain spells left by the Goddesses became Great Fairies. The Book of Cultures became the Voice of Light, myself. The Death Mountain became the Beast of Fire, Volvagia. The Kokiri Forest became the Tree of Life, the Deku Tree. And the Master Sword, for wahtever reason, became the Bride of Light, Anthriel. Or as you call her, Anthy. These 'reflections' of Hyrule's treasures each became a sort of semi-god. A few of these beings crossed back over to Hyrule. Others stayed in the Spiritual Realm, such as the incarnation of Hyrule, the Pheonix of Time." 

Yomil nodded, his question answered. "Thank you. I have been curious. That explains her unusual relation to the Master Sword." 

And with that, Yomil was left alone to relax in the quiet eternity. As he swooped towards the nonexistant bottom of this place, his eyelids grew heavy. Consciousness became a chore, sleep a luxury. And with that, the Sorcerer of Time was asleep. 

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

Link had been sailing in this place for what could have easily passed for days. Okay, so there were a bunch of pretty stars above him, and a bunch of sleepy clouds below him. Hooray for you guys! he told the silent floor and ceiling. What the heck am I doing here? he wondered. And right after that, his question was answered. A flurry of facts hit him all at once, seemingly knocking him off of his descending feet. Perhaps it was his boredom, or maybe he was really smart, but Link got all of this information rather quickly. Albeit shocking, most of the things he now knew were answers to the questions he had been asking himself during his time in this oblivion. Not just during his visit here, he told himself, but his entire life. So there really are Goddesses? And the evil Volvagia and the eternal Jabu-jabu aren't just propaganda invented to sell sweets during the holidays, after all. 

Salve appeared in her, what Link understood to be, usual fashion. 

"Alas! The Hero of Time!" she exclaimed. 

"Um...yeah, that's me." Link replied. 

"You, the Hero of Time! You are the grandest part of this intricate web that is the Balance of Power! The indestructable warrior destined to fight for Hyrule's freedom! The Sage being the mind, the King the Body, the Sorcerer the Heart, and you the strength!" She sang. Her eyes shone like bright white flames, her figure radiating an illuminated sea green. 

"Indestructable am I? I suppose that means that this little tedious romp through infinity was some sorry test?" He questioned. 

"Oh no no no, Hero. Thou art within thine own soul! Dost thou sense it? The magnificence of this place! Exhilirating!" She continued her glamorous praising. 

"Really? Um...thanks. I think..." he decided it wouldn't hurt to be polite. 

"Hero, you seem to be slightly less enthusiastic of this happening than I. Oh, of course!" Her eyes grew more radiant. Quoting yourself again, I see, Link thought. He was right. "The seventy-eighth host of Time's King is to be as complacent as the original." She finished her exerpt and continued normally. "No wonder you're named Link. Only about three Hero's of Time have been named Link, you would be the fourth." She explained. 

"I guess that's interesting." He said, still trying to humor this Voice of Light. 

"Now Hero of Time, what is it you desire the knowledge of?" She beckoned. 

"Well, most of my deepest questions have already been answered by my friends. I don't really need to know anything right now." He answered. 

Salve looked slightly dissappointed. She went in to another trance for a moment, probably checking her text, then said, "Very well. Your actions comply with the Book. But out of kindness, I will offer you this." 

Link wondered what she meant. Then, the Voice of Light grew amazingly bright. Link's eyes weren;t stung by them though--more like releaved. She drifted closer to him, until they were eye to eye and, before Link knew what he was doing, holding hands. Link felt a warm energy coarse from Salve's palms to his, and it flowed through his body until he was saturated in a calm tingle. He closed his eyes, and Salve kissed him. It wasn't a heavy kiss like that of a certain few women Link knew, but a gentle, kind kiss. Like the kind Link could imagaine coming from Anthy or a Somaria. A soft wavy sensation fell across Link's mind, a pleasant breeze of comfort wrapping him whole. He loosened his grip on Somaria's hands, and she released her grip on his lips. As she slowly began her disappearance, she spoke. "If ever the Hero of Time should have need of the Voice of Light, simply remember our parting, but it will only work the first time you recall it," she titlted her head slowly and smiled, "though you can continue to think of it beyond that point." 

Link grinned and bid her farwell with a nod. When she faded back to Link's above and below, he looked around sleepily. After a few minutes of thinking about all he had learned in this last few minutes, (somehow avoiding the though of Salve's "parting" without telling himself to), he was off to sleep. Just as his eyes closed, he heard Salve's voice whisper, "Immortal..." As to a reason for this odd good-bye, Link would have to ponder later. He was finally asleep. 

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

Chapter XXXI, Part III: New Hyrule 

(I promise to make it quick ^_^) 

The four friends Yomil, Zelda, Draco, and Link awoke at the same time. They were all back in Saria's "office", but it was clean and looked as if the Book of Durak had never...What exactly did happen? 

Suddenly, a birsk wind threw itself in from the tree-ringed opening in the ceiling, extinguishing the torches and leaving the room lit only by the bashful moonlight. As if it were the wind's chase-giving parent, a blurry shadow fell in afterwards. It fell to where Saria's desk had stood, and picked up the Book of Durak from its resting place on the floor. Link and the others were oblivious to this theft, as the moon had chosen this time to bury itself under a thick cloud. Despite their not taking notice, this shadow figure began to cast a spell on them. They all became sparkling coils of energy in an instant as the figure sang some odd melody. They five spirals of energy became a sort of cloud, and it shot into the sky with none other than an extremely unusual laugh. 

And with that, Link, Yomil, Zelda, and Draco (unwillingly or not) left the Kokiri Forest. 

Saria rushed back into her office shortly after. The purple-haired girl and the Sheikah (she deduced he was a Sheikah by his tatooed eye) that accompanied the other four had escaped. She figured they had taken the Master Sword with them, and maybe eloped. As she re-lit the mysteriously extinguished sconces, she was shocked to find the other four prisoners were gone. 

"Oh well. Nothing the Book of Deku hadn't foretold," she reminded herself. That's when she noticed that her Book was gone. 

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

Link found himself in a dark building. Judging by the skyline out of the window, he was very high up, and it was very early in the morning. He was on his back, perhaps he had been unconscious. As he wondered who his attacker had been, he discovered Draco and the others around him. They were woken up by footsteps and a shimmering torch light. A doorway flickered into life as someone's torch lit it, in other words. A tall man walked into the room with a grunt. The torch revealed a Sheikah's trademark tatoo around his eye. He let out a laugh and squatted across from Link, hurting his eyes with the sudden light of the fire. 

"Hark! Has Food awakened?" He said with a familiar, annoying, laugh. 

"Theft?!" Link gasped as he looked into his eyes. "How is my old..." he didn't know if he should call him a friend, "...cellmate?" 

"He's as fine as yourself, he is. As are your friends." He says, gesturing towards the sleeping pile of Crown, Knife, Wine, and Gown. 

"How long have I been here?" Link asked. 

"I brought y'all here about a day ago. My...shall we say...mode of transportation...left y'all...asleep...for a while," Theft seemed to have trouble finding the right words to portray himself in a nobler light. 

"Well, I think we need to get going. We're on a mission of sorts." Link said. 

"Are you now?" Theft's eyebrows raised. "If that ain't somethin'..." he yamwned, "if that ain't somethin'." And with that, Theft was out cold. 

"He must have been pretty tired from bringing us all here," Yomil offered. Draco was picking up Theft's torch before it could burn the place down. Anthy and Zelda had just started to stretch and yawn. 

"Good morning, everyone," Anthy said cheerily. She had just woken up from a kidnapping, from a jail cell in the middle of a deciduous inferno no less, yet she looked as radiant and groomed as ever. 

"Link, how long have we been hear?" Zelda asked. She was busy running fingers through tousled locks. 

"Theft," Link replied, gesturing to the Sheikah, "says we've been here unconscious for a day or to." He laid back on the floor and realized the Master Sword was back in its hilt. That's a relief. 

"Maybe we should go before he wakes up." Draco suggested. 

"I'm for that," Yomil added. He seemed to be looking intently at Theft's matted hair. 

"Yomil, what are you doing?" Link asked. 

"...his real name is Palous," was Yomil's reply. He had been reading his mind. 

"Palace? That's an odd name, isn't it?" Anthy quipped. 

"No, not 'Palace', but 'Palous'. With a short 'u'." 

"Hey, look at that!" Draco titlted the torch to Palous' middle, and flipped him onto his stomach. "He's got...wings!" 

"Wow..." Yomil admired the enchanted handywork. 

"So that Salve woman was right, the Hylians did grow wings!" Link realized. 

"Oh yes! So how as Salve?" Anthy asked. 

"What?" The rest choked. "How do you know about her?" 

"Well you don't think the Bride and the Voice of Light have no discussions in their subconsciouses, do you?" She said. 

"You talk to eachother in your sleep?" Draco asked. 

"Yes! All of the Spiritual Realm Reflections have a jovial get-together whenever one falls asleep. It just so happens Salve and I were asleep when no one else was, so we got to have a little chat about you four." Anthy explained. 

"Is that so?" Zelda said. The group talked about their individual mconversations with the Voice of Light for an hour or so, then made their way out of the tall warehouse Palous had taken them to. 

Needless to say, they were kind of surprised. 

"Oh...my...Din." They all gasped. The five had just exited a tall building at the foot of a bustling town square! 

"I thought Hyrule was supposed to be a wasteland after Death Mountain's eruption!" Draco said. 

"It...was," Anthy said, surprised. 

"I guess Salve was right about the forces of Light countering the forces of Darkness, namely Death Mountian." Zelda said. 

"I...I guess so," Anthy said, her expression brightening. "You won't be ruling over this Hyrule, King." 

Draco frowned, "I suppose not. But once we get back, I shall most certainly be King." 

"Somebody's head has gotten a little large..." Yomil whispered to Zelda. "Tell me aboout it. But he's my brother, I guess I should--hey!" Zelda shouted at a pedestrian who had rammed into her shoulder. 

Link stepped forward. "Excuse me, sir. I think you owe the lady an apology," he said. Glancing back at Zelda, he mouthed the words, "What's a Hero for, anyway?" with a smile. The stranger spun on his heels immediately, threw his cloak back, and unsheathed a long thin sword. 

"Whoa!" Link choked. He had expected an apology, not an attack! 

"what's that, noy?" The man spat. "Did I bother your wench?" He continued to spit, as he raised his sword high. 

Obviously, that was it. Link and Draco unsheathed their swords as Yomil lit himself. "No, guys. I can handle this." Link said with a grin. He swung his sword expertly and sank into a low, firm stance. 

"Oh, is that how it's going to be?" The man laughed. He sank low, as well, then shot high into the air. 

Link wasn't about to let that intimidate him. He rolled on the spot, sending the man crashing into the ground where he once stood. Zelda gasped as Draco and Yomil cheered. Link rooled out of the way again as the man came across with a horizontal swipe, then backflipped away from a vertical attack. The man was surprsied by his foe's dexterity, but was confident in his own skill. He charged toward Link and his narrow blade met the Master Sword. Link twisted his sword to throw the man off, and proceeded to slice at his feet. The attacker fell to the ground, and Link was over him in an instant. He raised his sword high, feeling the bright energy coarse through him in the early-morning light. His muscles tightened, his eyes slitted, his breath tight...He slammed his sword down fast, then turned and hit the ground next to the man. His head, as Link predicted, dodge to the left, where Link nailed him with a hard punch. Very hard. 

"Ow! I have got to get some gauntlets!" Link complained. 

"Help! Help! He's attacking me! Guards! Come quick! A murderer in green is attacking me!" 

What kind of cheap trick was that? Link thought...as he was dragged away by two large men in gray-blue tunics and armor. He used his head to gesture Yomil and the others to follow, so they stayed close by between alleys. 

Link was sat square into a large metal chair in a dank, musty room. But, to Link's slight relief, this interragation room seperated itself from the Kokiri's with a ligh overhead inplace of an empty ceiling. He was chained, as opposed to roped, to this chair, and the walls were lined (as the Kokiri room may or may not have been, given the thick shadow) with guards. A short man walked into the room and sat down behind an extremely self-promoting desk in a high, leather chair. He had an odd hair style, to long tufts of dark blue tied into stumps, so that he looked like he had a pair of thick antenna. His eyes were frighteningly old, with deep red lines encompassing their bloodshot complexion. His skin was pale and his scrawny facial hair ended in a twisted beard. 

"Greetings, my young convict," he said in a shrill old croak. He gestured for the guards to disperse, and the filed out of the room. This little old man must have been in some seat of authority. 

"I am one of the elders of this fair city. A Senior Mentor of Crime, to be more precise." He said this as if it was supposed to mean something, probably fear, for Link. 

"Uh...nice to meet you?" Link tried. He spotted Anthy's purple hair rise an inch or so above the window sill above this Senior Mentor of Crime's head. 

"What?! Arrogance! Disrespect! A common 'nice to meet you' in the presence of a Mentor! How dare you?!" The little man fumed with anger. He shouted for his guards, and they came back in. Link was thrown out of the small headquarters of this place's protective agencies, and the others were waiting beside the door. He dusted off his seat and walked over to them. 

"Tough crowd," he said with a heavy exhaling. Zelda nodded. 

"You, kids! Yer not from around here are yeh?" A hushed, rough voice asked. A tall, blindfolded figure came out of the shadows behind the alley between a little shop and the palce Link had just left. 

"You...you could say that," Draco replied. 

"And just how do you know that?" Link had had enough tall shadowy figures for one day. 

"You don't smell awful, and your steps are heavy." He answered. 

"What?" Zelda asked. It was a fairly confusing explanation. 

"No time for that in the light--come with me." He gestured them towards them towards the little shop whose shadow he had been leaning in. 

Link read "Madame's" across the top. It was well lit inside, a nice change of routine for the five. Unfortunatley, the man led them into a back room lit only by a candle in the center of a table covered in a thick silk cloth. It smelled of heavy perfume and make Link's eyes water. 

"Red, Blue, or Green?" The man asked them. 

They looked at eachother, then all answered at once. The man pointed to Draco this time, and asked again, "Red, Blue, or Green?" Draco felt as if the light had focused its attention on none but himself. 

Draco went with the hands-down coolest color in Hyrule with, "Blue!", though a little louder than intended. The man shuffled a deck of cards he had pulled out of his pocket. He rummaged through them and put a few back in his pocket. "Day or Night?" He asked. 

Why not? "Night," he answered. The man rummaged through more cards, discarding a few every so oten. 

"Cloud or Clear?" 

"Clear." 

"River or Ocean?" 

"River." 

"Brains or Brawn?" 

"Brains." 

"Late or Early?" 

"Late." 

They continued this volley of questions and answeres for a few minutes. Then the man met Draco with an interesting question. 

"Power, Wisdom, or Courage?" He said slowly. 

Draco looked to his sister, who stared back silently. She mouthed something, but Draco couldn't tell because of the dim candle-light. Anthy was looking at the man intently while Link and Yomil avoided his gaze. 

"...Wisdom." He answered at last. 

"Veeery interesting," the man stroked his chin, "Very interesting indeed." He held only a few cards in his hand now, and he threw those into a small cauldron that he pulled out from under the cloaked table. They sank to the bottom of the pot of boiling water, and replaced its contents with a thick, boiling substance like lead. The candle reflected oddly in the man's gray liquid, and again in the man's gray eyes. He looked at Draco seriosuly, and whispered, "The Rain Temple." 

Without another word, the man gestured Draco behind the others and called Zelda forward. After a similar interview of only slightly different questions, the man came to his conclusion. "The Silnece Temple." 

Then it was Yomil's turn, whose interview resulted in none other than a grave utterance of, "The Blood Temple." 

The man skipped over Anthy, perhaps knowing her true identity, and summoned Link forward. The candle had melted to half of its original state by the time the blind man said, "The Immortal Temple." 

"Hey hold on! We all get these freaky things like the Blood and the Silence Temple, while he gets the Immortal Temple?!" Yomil complained. 

"I am sorry, Sorcerer of Time, but my cards don't lie." he said. He dissappeared in a wisp of smoke, leaving a map on the table. Link picked it up. 

"That was the Dealer of Light, Frer. He's Hyrule's near future." Anthy explained. They weren't surprised, but Link was reminded of Salve. And her parting gift. 

The room swirled out of view and the ceiling and floor were replaced with stars and clouds. Salve appeared, smiling at Link. 

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

"Hello, Hero of Time. It is fortunate that you have called upon me," she said happily, "I am glad to see you." 

"I'm...I'm glad to see you too," Link replied politely. "But I do have a few questions." 

"As you should, Hero." Salve apparently knew of his recent adventures. 

"Why don;t yuo just start from the beginning?" he asked. 

Salve nodded, and went into a median between her usual appearance and her trance-like one. She must be translating the Book into normal dialogue. 

"Many years ago, the Life of the Kokiri Forest was driven, replaced with a living Death. It was attracted to the most localized area of magic in hyrule, which was the Dark Magic that then inhabited Kakariko as a result of Death Mountain's eruption. It combined with that Darkness to form a new race of Hylians. The Oni-- 

[Oni_Link87: Yeah, that's right. The Oni] 

--They were a race of pure hatred and violence. Existing solely to corrupt and destroy. But no race can survive if they exist only to kill, so the instantaneous evolution the forces of Light had enstated gave them minds of reason. They were still filled with anger and hatred, and they lived only to fight, but they found that there were other options eventually. The Oni split into various classes. Mentors, Sorcerers, and Warriors. The majority of the race conformed to the simplistic lifestyle of the Warrior, while the elders flocked towards becoming Mentors, the ruling class. Those too intelligent to squander their lives as Warriros, and likewise unattracted to becoming a Mentor, became Sorcerers. They overtook the dead Hyrule as their own, poisoning its Temples with their Darkness. They rebuilt them into the Temples you Chosen Ones of Time have been assigned to by Fref. All of Hyrule was infected with this intelligent Darkness, until the Oni race was Hyrule in its entirety. 

There is a small section of Hyrule, deep under its Hylia Ocean, that has not been contaminated with the Oni's Darkness, nor will it come to be contaminated. This place, where the Old Hyrulean people live in peace, is known as Achiah." 

"Well that's a nice history lesson," Link said as Salve returned, "but I need to know some more vital things." 

"Such as?" She asked. 

"Well, where are the Talismans? Where's the Book of Durak? Why am I going to the Immortal Temple? Where's Moosh?!" He said all this in one, angry, breath. 

"The Talismans are each in one of the Temples the Sorcerer, the Sage, and the King are going to. The Book of Durak has been taken from the now-killed Sheikah and is in the Immortal Temple, along with Moosh." Salve replied happily. 

"Okay. Well, I guess that's all I need..." Link said. 

"Alright then." And Salve dissapppeared. 

"I guess I won't be getting another farewell, then?" The Hero of Time asked the oblivion. Salve reappeared suddenly, and kissed him again. This time, though, it wasn't the gentle enchanted kiss intended to be no more than a way for Link to contact Salve again. This kiss was...real. 

Link fell asleep all too soon after that, with a goofy smile on his face. 

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

Link awoke, too, with a goofy smile on his face. No time had passed, though, and they all were examining the map around him. They looked away from it though, when the wave of what Link had just experienced hit the others. Yomil and Draco grinned and patted Link on the back and ruffled his hair. Anthy giggled, but Zelda blushed and frowned. 

"Okay, this map tells us which ways to go." He pointed at the Blood, Silence, Rain, and Immortal Temples, noticing they were close to the old Water, Fire, Spirit, and Time Temple. The map even looked like Hyrule, with a bay in the southwest. Only this Hyrule was covered in black, and almost level, except for a great dip in Gerudo Valley and a pair of great rises where Death Mountain and Hyrule Castle once stood. 

Anthy, making herself useful for the first time in ten years, used the songs she knew to send each of them to the right places. Link found himself in a desolate wasteland that used to be Hyrule Castle Town. He couldn't help but find it suspiscious that a horse was tied to a heavy rock just a few feet away from where he had been sent by Anthy. He untied the massive black horse and rode in the direction his duplicate of the map (conjured by Yomil) indicated. As he leapt over a large crack, he couldn't shake the thought that he had just heard Palous' creepy laugh from under a Gossip Stone. (Which had, like a big stone cockroach, remained in mint condition.)
Chapter 31.3: The Secret of The Bride of Light 

A liquid torrent of shadow and dark, silence disturbed only by the currents of isolation. Coral and ravine protected a submerged haven; the only light for fathoms. Achiah was silent in its vigile. Suddenly, along the underwater cliff walls, made visible by the labyrinth’s light, two silloutes appeared. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?”, voices warble in the ocean. 

The shadows were humanoid with no apperant protection against their obviously aquatic environment. 

“Well, Dear Sister, we survived the explosion . . .although was there ever a doubt?” Aberi’s voice was gruff, and she seemed to be leaning walking stick. She hacked a couple of times. “Oh! My aching back! I wish I had some tea!” 

Beyami also seemed to be hunched forward, as if standing up straight was too tiring. There appeared to be hair pins sticking out of her shadowed head. 

“You always want tea! I want pain killers!” 

“Hmph! Indignant hag!” 

“You should talk, Grandma!” 

The two paused for a second as if realizing they had been going off track. 

“So Hyrule is still around after the apocolypse. . . . Meddlesome ghosts, I think. Everything’s not normal around here. . . something’s off. . . .”, Beyami muttered. 

“You have a talent for stating the obvious! Why do you think we watch this game?”, Aberi sounded exasperated. 

A fish swam by curious about the shadows. 

“Oh, well, up until now, we've done a lot and we're tired.”, Beyami sighed. 

“So then, shall we return to our normal selves?” 

“Is it already time to retire?”, asked Beyami. 

"First, we need to at least do a farewell Broadcast! And I have the perfect thing!”, exclaimed Aberi. 

“What? I thought I came up with the outrageous ideas?”, asked Beyami. 

“A bi~ig scoop has just came in! You know that foreign woman, the Madame Moda? There’s a shocking amount SCANDUOULS artifacts and stuff in the back of her little shop! This is big–no stupendous–no, ULTRA UNBELIEVABLE NEWS!" 

A stone arc near the two shadow girls began to glow. The hole inside the arc shimmered, and various images appeared, showing scenes of unrecognizable technoloy. 

"Oh really? I found this Scandalous Motion Image Recording, so there. It’s even more scandalous than you’r so called story! This is big! This is gigantic! Let's role!" 

One of the shadows holds up an object with a transparent shadow, it seems to shimmer with the waters distortions. 

******************* 

A placid river was seen shrouded with mist. A sudden violent explosion disrupts the calm. More artillery was falling. 

A little Grass Shack was seen, where a congregation of people and animals gathered. Suddenly, a lizard with a mustache broke his restraints, and ran into the middle of the three-inch deep river water, hoping to escape in the canoe that had been placed there. 

"You'll never catch me Fairy Boy! Nor you Lesbo Princess!”, and burst out laughing. He was cut short when an unexpected turn of event ended his pathetic life. A shark dove out of the water, and proceeded to rip the lizard into shreds. Unimaginable violence, accompanied by an unimaginable amount of blood curdling screams followed. The river was stained a deep crimson. Alas, the people on the shoreline didn't care, and began walking back inside the Grass Shack. 

T river began to return its calm, a little Useless Dust Lump came by. 

"Dr. Yoshiberg! No!"

******************** 

The generated images flickered and the underwater wall became visible again. 

". . . Is this really the scandalous recording?", Aberi asks. 

"Oops! Wrong tape! I guess I goofed. My bad! This time it's the real Scandalous Recording!” 

“So, what exactly are we watching?” 

“You know that wife of bright things, or the fiancé of lasers. . . .” 

“You mean the Bride of Light?” 

“Yeah, that’s it! Anyway, this is a tape about her Scandalous Secret!” 

“What secret?” 

“You know, all of those people have some kind of secret!” 

“Sounds forbidden.” 

“It is! Let's role again!", Beyami exclaimed. 

*************************** 

A riverside village was brought into view. Not a very famliar town, but one that was’t disimilar to Kakariko, or Lake Hylia village. People were bustling left and right, until the recording focuses on one girl. 

*************************** 

“Hmm. . . she looks familiar” commented Beyami. 

“Shh! Don’t talk during the movie!”, Aberi hissed. She pulled out a bag of what appeared to be popcorn, and threw some pieces at Beyami. 

“But she has such pretty hair!”, Beyami whined. “ I want purple hair!” 

“Shh! You’re gonna miss the scandal!” The two shadow Girls sat and watched the rest of the Recording. 

******************** 

Suddenley, the image of the village froze and all became colorless. A lone silhouette girl walked onto the screen from the side. “Extra! Extra! Hear all about it!” 

******************** 

“Who’s she?”, asked Aberi. 

The recorded image suddenly focused in on the new Shadow Girl. “Don’t you know who I am? It’s me, Clayaty!” 

Aberi tilted her head. “. . . Is this really a recording?”, ignoring Shadow Girl Clayaty’s remark. 

******************** 

“Anyway, I’m here to tell you guys and gals about the secret of the Bride of Light. Are you all ready?”, Clayaty asked, as if waiting for a response. Although none came she continued. “Good! Now gather around.”, she cleared her throat. 

“Once upon a time, centuries before now, there was a young woman who lived in a quaint town. She had everything she could have ever want, including a handsome boyfriend! The two had pledged their love for one another long ago, and had now lived without a care in the world. That is until destiny called. . . . 

“On a clear day, the young woman was out in a flower field, making a present for her beloved, when she saw a carriage pulling out of the village. She ran to stop it, and found her beloved within, claiming to have seen a dream, telling him to go to the castle. He had to see the Princess of Hyrule! Of course, she let him go, if it was for the Princess of Hyrule, who was she to argue? And she had never doubted him before. 

“The young man kept this up for a while: leaving the village and coming back every once in a while. Sometimes months would pass, but the young woman never gave up hope. Her beloved sometimes came home bruised, and exhausted. But he would never stay long, he always mumbled something about’destiny’, ‘saving Hyrule’, ‘stopping evil’, and that he was the ‘Hero of Time’. He had even brought home an odd Sword, with the symbol of the Triforce carved into it. The young woman disliked the sword, for it shined with an erie glow which reminded her of destiny. She kept silent and faithfully waited as the months became years. 

“But one night, the woman couldn’t take it anymore. She had awoken to her beloved’s mumblings in his sleep. He was obviously having a nightmare, and she came to comfort him. She approached, only to stop dead in her tracks. His words had become clearer, and there was no doubt about what he said.” 

“Zelda!” 

“The woman was heartbroken, not wanting to admit that there was another woman in her love’s heart. She ran away from her home into the famliar rose garden. She returned three nights later to her panic stricken love, confronting with the name he called in his slumber. He tried to convince her that it was the Princess, but she wouldn’t listen. She finally made him choose. Herself, or the one known as Zelda. 

“The man left, he said that to save Hyrule was to save her.” 

“The girl cried for days, never leaving her house, never talking to anyone, until she stumbled upon something that had belonged to her love. He had called it ‘the Master Sword’. She couldn’t take this life anymore, and drew the sword from its sheath. The man, came back to the house, either to apologize, or to retrieve what he had forgotten. He came into the room, and saw his love, standing in her room, with the Master Sword drawn. She lifted the blade to her chest–” 

******************** 

“Hello? This is the Chibi Yoshi speaking! If you are any conspicuous voices, please leave the area! I am here to investigate, and would appreciate it if you didn’t try to kill me!” 

The Shadows in the water dispersed. The Chibi Yoshi swam into view clinging to a motorized kick board as if letting go would mean certain demise. And of course that was the case. “What? No one here? I guess the areas clear. Oh well, must have been stupid Veran again. Always sending little old Volvagia to do her dirty work. I can’t believe that she would send something as cute as me- Hello, what’s this?”, the Chibi Yoshi was interrupted by the sight of a translucent shadow. 

“That’s strange. This looks like one of the Madame’s Image Recording Devices. Should I return it to her, or hide it. Now that’s obvious!”, he yelled, and promplty swallowed his discovery. Quickly, he swam all the way back to the safety of Achiah. 

As the Chibi Yoshi disappeared, the two Shadow Girls faded into existance again. 

“So we are returning to what is normal?”, asked Beyami. 

“Yes, dear Sister, we are returning to what is normal for us.” 

“Well, I guess it was fun.” 

“But it is time to retire.” 

A shadow of what appeared to be a spinning sphere floated down. The two boarded it, and waved goodbye to the land that they had stayed for so long. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve. . . .”, their voices trailed away as the the sphere shot into the air. 

“I didn’t even get to finish my story!”, Clayaty pouted.
