Chapter 32: Water, Water Everywhere, and Not a Drill to Hear… 

Two shadows dance upon the desolate plains of Hyrule, like flat sheets of paper sliding in a criss-cross pattern… 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard??” Aberi asked gleefully. 

“Yes, as a matter of fact I do,” Beyami replied. 

“Oh. Well that takes all the fun out of it.” 

“So true,” Beyami said, “Just think of how unpleasant life would be if you knew exactly what was going to happen to you and when!” 

“But sister, we already know what we are destined for!” 

Beyami smiled at this, “Yes sister, but our ‘Valiant Hero’ does not know how our three destinies are intertwined…” 

“Aye, we were bested once by him…” 

“It was not him Aberi, but another.” 

“Another that he shall shortly become, if things are to be as they should…” 

“And are we to spoil it for him so soon?” Beyami asked. 

“What would the fun of that be?” 

“It wouldn’t, of course!” 

“So let’s wait a little longer; he shall discover truth soon enough.” 

The two of them continue to zip along the flat expanse of Hyrule. 

“…but did you hear-“ 

“Yes.” 

“Damn…” 

And with that, the two shadows leapt into a Gossip Stone, and the land was silent once again… 

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

In the enormous expanse of what had once been Death Mountain now sat a vast crater. The very mountain was gone, not a trace left from the great explosion that had burst it from its insides. Some of the Oni said that there were creatures living there…creatures that had razor sharp hands and feet. Creatures that broke through the deep magma rock as though it were sand. These creatures were known as the Gordrills, and any Oni who had seen one would think twice about trying to provoke it… 

But this was of little importance to Darkrova as she surveyed the land high above the crater. Her attention was focused upon Hyrule’s entire state of being. The eruption had occurred, just as she had intended. But Hyrule was still alive, which was NOT part of her plan. 

“Damn that Derdekea…” 

Darkrova closed her eyes and let the darkness engulf her. As soon as she did, she found herself back where she belonged, where she felt at home; a place beyond the grasp of time and space where she would not be restrained by physical limitations. The All Scale… 

She gave the subconscious equivalent to a sigh, then the equivalent to a smile. 

<So what is it you want, Rova?> 

<You cheated.> 

Suddenly she felt a surge of anger all around her, which only made her more smug. 

<I CHEATED?!?> Derdekea’s consciousness conveyed. 

<Correct.> 

<You forced the eruption ahead of schedule!> 

<Or did I? Perhaps your unstable emotions caused you to miss the obvious truth…> 

<What does that mean!?> Derdekea was confused as well as enraged. <The agreement for that phase of the game was to give Hyrule the prearranged amount of time before the eruption.> 

<Wrong! We agreed to giving your players the arranged time span, not Hyrule itself!> rang Darkrova’s emotions. 

<WHAT!?> 

<Your players experienced a total of seven and two thirds days from the time you fought my player to the time Death Mountain exploded; the exact time specified, although I would have given them much less. Just because they experienced a temporal-flux in the grotto and forest doesn’t mean that they were allowed more time.> 

<You horrendous Evil…only you would stoop so low…> 

<If I hadn’t, you would have done something similar…> 

<I most certainly would not have.> 

<Oh? Was it not agreed that YOU would arrange the eruption of Death Mountain? And did you not decide to attempt to kill off my player in the very process!!> 

<And you who did the same to mine at the Temple of Time when you were to prearrange The Sword’s revival?> Derdekea spat back. 

<Hmmm…very well, then I shall let that one go.> 

<Let it go!? How generous of you Rova.> spoke Derdekea’s sarcasm. <Of course it’s easy to forgive what you cannot punish…You haven’t changed at all, even after all this time…> She paused for a moment. <Tell me again, what would you have done if Ganon had succeeded in killing The Hero so long ago?> 

<I guess we’ll never know, will we?> Darkrova ignored. 

<Answer the question!> 

<I would have had you destroyed, just as you should have done to me.> 

<You cannot destroy me anymore than I can destroy you, for existence depends upon both of us to remain in order. Would you have this world thrown into chaos?> 

<But you see, existence can remain without a shred of Balance. It’s merely a misinterpretation of mortal man’s fear of having no control. Life will adapt, and existence will continue even without one of us, and that’s a cold hard fact.> 

<Even with one force so horribly tipped out of Balance? Life cannot handle total peace or total turmoil; that is why we remain. It cannot adapt on its own.> 

Rova’s being smiled maliciously again. <It will have to when I win, now won’t it? > 

<I wouldn’t count on that.> 

<Remember Derdekea, If your key player is terminated, your side has lost all chance of success. I do not have that handicap.> 

<Then what of Palous? The way you shelter him, I wouldn’t be surprised if you saw him as your own flesh and blood…> 

<Such sentiments I do not bestow upon just anyone, Derdekea. Palous is a pawn. Just as replaceable as anyone else I have under my control…> 

There was an awkward pause. 

<You liar. You always were horrible at it. Even when we were still-> 

<Enough of this,> Darkrova cut off. <I came here to adjust the rules for your breaking of them, and thus I shall.> 

Derdekea sighed. <Your actions have already stranded my players here. Without the initial establishing of a structurally safe portal, the Master Sword alone will be unable to return them to their original time. And if that cannot happen-> 

<-we cannot move to the final phase of the game…> 

<…for the true rematch.> silence again. <Your actions have taken not only the Kokiri, but they have endangered the rest of my players as well.> 

<But if you had not interfered, there would be no life AT ALL in Hyrule!> 

<Enough Rova, what’s done is done. Changing it now would be a direct violation of temporal law, and The Goddesses would not tolerate that. Under the current situation, my players will attempt to locate the Talismans as we decided, but to return home, not unlock The Book as planned. And if your players change the situation accordingly, we shall adjust the rules at that time.> 

Darkrova didn’t seem pleased, but she knew further arguing at this time was useless. 

<Just tell me one thing Derdekea,> Darkrova said as she let her consciousness fade out of the realm. <Do you think your chosen player can really defeat mine a second time without the Triforce of Balance reunited?> 

Derdekea’s emotions revealed nothing, and in a moment Rova was gone. 

[Fine, run if you want,] Derdekea thought. [This rematch is far from over…] 

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

Draco had appeared in the midst of darkness. Hylia Bay’s water was motionless, like a dead sea, and its cloudy surface reflected only the dark-gray sky above. He walked up to the edge of the water. Picking up a nearby rock, he tossed it like a skipping stone across its surface. To his great surprise, it bounced and eventually came to a stop on the surface of the water. 

[That can’t be right…> he thought. He took a step onto the stagnant water. It was soft under his step, but it was solid enough. [No volcano could do this…this is the work of evil and nothing else.] After stamping the water considerably, he concluded that it was safe enough to cross. 

[Safe to cross, but to where?] he thought. [According to this map, the Temple is under this “water.” I can’t penetrate it, All I have is my family sword…] Taking a few steps onto the water, Draco noticed something strange. There was…something moving under the “water.” He stopped to gaze past the water’s glazed surface to make out a figure. It looked like a fish, but then it seemed to grow. [Must be coming to the surface,] Draco noted. [It should know that it can’t break the surface…] But it continued to draw closer. And closer. So close that Draco was sure it would hit the surface. The surface of the solid water began to move and bubble around him causing him to leap back just as soon as the creature touched the surface. 

What he saw amazed him. It broke through the surface. The creature looked oddly Zoran, yet much more…beautiful. Its entire body shimmered with light, and it appeared to have a rainbow hue. It’s fin-blades were twice the size of any he’d ever seen before, and its eyes…its eyes were incredible. They were so intense that they were almost intimidating, yet it was impossible to tell if they were looking straight at you. Upon reaching the peak of its jump, the creature turned toward Draco, its face showing no emotion. Then as quickly as it had leapt from the waters, it dove back beneath them, with the drops of water falling slowly back into place. 

When it was over, it looked as though nothing had ever happened. 

Draco stared in amazement. He kneeled down to touch the “water” that the creature had just broken though. It felt warm. 

[What in Din’s name is…] 

Sploosh! 

Draco turned his head, barely quick enough to be able to see the liquid green projectile flying toward him. His eyes widened as he tried to slide away, but there was noting to grip on the water’s surface. The shot missed and hit the “water” next to him. Immediately the water melted away, taking him down with it through the newly formed hole. 

Pain! Burning! The water wasn’t water below the surface; it was hot and thick and it burned his skin. Draco closed his eyes and struggled to move, but the hole had already sealed up again. 

[I’m doomed,] he thought. He thought that he felt two arms take hold of him. Then he felt no more… 

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

The Desert was a TRUE wasteland. 

“And to think that I thought this was a wasteland before…” Zelda said aloud, to no one in particular. Anthy’s song had placed her in a very unpleasant spot (not that there were many pleasant spots left in Hyrule). The wind whipped around her and the sand blew wildly across the hills. To make things even better, there were NO visible structures as far as she could see, so she could only assume that she was already facing the right direction when she arrived. 

As Zelda traversed what seemed to be an endless stretch of desert, she took herself to thinking of their part in Hyrule’s fate. Frer had told them where to go, but he hadn’t bothered to tell them what to do when they got there. The Talismans were in the temples, but why? How had the Book of Durak just popped out of nowhere? According to everything she’d heard, The Book couldn’t be reached by anything except the Talismans, and the Talismans took ten years to recharge. So if the Talismans had just recently been used, they wouldn’t be any reason for them to find these temples, for the power would already be gone… 

This brought her to one conclusion; some force—some great and powerful force—must have forced The Book back into Hyrule for the sole purpose of either helping or hindering them. But which was it? And why would such a force do that for them if it were obviously strong enough to fix Hyrule by itself? 

No answers to that… 

Zelda continued to walk on, shaking her head and shielding her eyes from the sand. But when she looked up again, she could barely make out the outline of a golden ruin in the distance. 

“There it—BLECK!” she said, spitting sand out of her mouth. Thrilled to finally see a slight change of scenery, Zelda raced as fast as she could toward the giant stone structure. 

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

Yomil knew exactly where he was going. He noticed that his book’s knowledge had increased exponentially. It now included charts, diagrams, descriptions, and other generally useful information relating to topics it never had before. One such tidbit was a precise map of Death Crater. 

“‘In an event strong enough to shatter a mountain,’” Yomil read the caption out loud, “Death Crater is the only remaining trace of the once proud Death Mountain. During the explosion that leveled…blotted out vegetation…three thousand degrees of heat per square inch…increased humidity by 50%…yadda blah blah yadda…’ Hmmmm…it doesn’t say anything about the inhabitants of this place. If there are any.” 

Yomil turned the page and found an even more detailed map, complete with a “You Are Here!” arrow. “How convenient,” he smiled. 

Death Crater was as deep as Death Mountain had been tall. Yomil doubted that it was possible for the crater to form purely out of natural means, and there was some mention in his book of “outside forces” acting upon the area. Yomil continued to descend into the pit. According to the map, the Blood Temple was at the very bottom of the crater. “Times like this I wished I could fly…Hey!” He searched through his book and opened to a section called “Physics: Optional Usage.” The first section dealt with levitation. 

“‘The art of defying gravity is not an easy one; few wizards can manage to repel this constant natural force for prolonged periods of time, and even those who can may become disoriented afterwards. However, wizards who have resisted other natural law such as speed, time, matter displacement, etc., will find it easier to resist gravity, seeing as it is one of the weakest of all forces by comparison.’ Hm, I think I can handle that.” 

Yomil closed his book and put it into his “bag,” the pocket of space where he kept his belongings that were too heavy to large to carry on his person. He closed his eyes and let his body relax. Concentrating his energy on his feet, he felt a slight tingling sensation. He opened his eyes and saw that he was a good foot and a half off the ground. 

“Wow, that was easy,” he said. He leaned forward to go. 

…and immediately fell over. 

“Ow!” Yomil rubbed his head. “Of course if my feet are the only things that repel gravity I’m sure to slip up when I move…” After a few more attempts (about twenty), he managed to regulate an equal energy flow throughout his entire body, keeping him suspended as he walked, drifted, twisted and turned on the air. Confident with himself, he tried a flip. He became so disoriented that it broke his concentration again and he fell once more. 

“Ok, no fancy stuff,” he told himself, “All I need to do right now is get to that temple.” He softly lifted off the ground and proceeded in a straight line toward the bottom of the crater. 

As he flew past a rocky outcropping, a pair of eyes turned to face him as he went by… 

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

Water…cool, refreshing water… 

[There is no water…] Draco thought, [only…only…huh?] 

He slowly opened his eyes. He stared up into a blue ceiling. Light reflected off of it as though it were right above water…That’s when Draco realized that he was lying on his back in a very shallow pool that only came up to his ears. 

“Are you awake?” a soft voice called. 

Draco started to sit up, and winced in pain from his peeling skin. 

“Don’t get up, you’re in no shape to move around.” He heard footsteps in the water near him. He turned his head slightly to see one of the Zora like creatures coming toward him. But his vision was still fuzzy. 

“Who…who are you?” 

“Oh great King of Hyrule, do you not even remember me?” The creature (obviously a female) went to a wall and seemed to mess with something. The surface Draco was lying on rotated and he was now almost upright. The creature walked closer to him until he was able to distinguish her features. 

“Luto!?” The fish-woman giggled. She was now similar in appearance to the Zora he had encountered earlier, with rainbow skin and larger arm fins (though hers looks less offensive than defensive), but there was no mistaking her for anyone but the Zoran Princess. But she was different in another way. She seemed so…elegant and graceful. Draco had thought she was pretty when he’d met her before, but over the past ten years she had become absolutely beautiful. “I…I…” 

“Shhh,” Luto said, “Save your strength. We barely pulled you from the acid in time.” 

“Acid??” 

“Shhh,” Luto repeated. “Just close your eyes and rest. Rest well…there is much we have to tell you…” 

“But I…” Draco’s voice faded, and once again he felt his subconscious overtake him… 

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

Zelda nearly kissed the stone wall of the Silence Temple when she reached it. Well, not exactly. 

[Great, the sooner I get in, the sooner I can get out…maybe I’ll even be able to help out one of the others…] 

Putting the raging sandstorm behind her, Zelda walked through the open entrance of the temple. 

Then the wind stopped howling. 

[Huh?] Zelda thought as she turned around. The wind was still whipping up sand just as much as (if not more than) it had been before. 

“What the he-” Zelda said. But she didn’t. No sound came out. Zelda’s eyes went wide. “WHAT THE-??” She shouted again, with the same result. 

Quickly she rushed to the entrance and stuck her head outside. As soon as she did, the thunderous wind rang in her ears. 

“WHAT THE HECK!?” She yelled, this time able to hear herself. She stuck her head back inside the entrance. Nothing. Back outside. Howling wind. Inside again. Nothing… 

It soon became apparent why this was called the Silent Temple… 

Zelda let out a long sigh, which of course wasn’t heard. She punched the wall, which of course gave no sound. Convinced that there was nothing she could do about it, she looked around. She was in a large room with a small stairway leading forward. On either side of the stairs stood giant cobra statues. Zelda inspected the statues, finding text that she did not understand. She walked up the stairs and to her left and right were what at one point must have been tunnels; Now they were covered with so much rock and debris that it looked like a cave in had occurred in the past. And directly in front of her at the top of the stairs was an elevator similar to the one she’d seen in the Forest Temple…Unfortunately, when she stepped on this one, she discovered that it wasn’t functional… 

“So what am I…” she started to say, but remembered that there was no sound. [So what am I supposed to do in a room with no exit?] 

<Wouldn’t you like to know, transvestite!> 

Zelda looked around. Stepping off the elevator she looked past the stairs to every corner of the room. She knew that mocking voice… 

<Hey, man-princess! Turn around!> Zelda turned and saw the elevator silently tip toward her, then fall over with an unheard thud or crash. Had she not turned, she never would have known it had happened. 

[It’s going to be pretty easy to get ambushed in here…] she thought. 

<You got that right!> below where the elevator had been was a hole. And sticking out of the hole was a lizard with a rude grin on his face. 

<You!> Zelda thought. 

<Long time no see transvestite!> the Chibi Yoshi responded. 

<What are you doing here??> 

<You really think you’ll survive this place on your own? Hah!> And with that, Chibi Yoshi disappeared into the hole. Zelda looked at it for a while. Having no where else to go, she decided to follow. The side of the hole was rough and Zelda found that she could climb it like a ladder. 

<Hey! Move a little faster up there!> 

<Where does this lead?> 

<You’ll find out. There’s someone waiting for you, heh heh heh…> 

[Great, the one sound that I can hear is his voice. This must be Hell…> 

Reluctantly, Zelda continued to climb down the pit after the small lizard… 

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

Flying to the bottom of the crater proved much faster than walking, but Yomil was disappointed with what he found when he arrived. 

Rather than a Temple, it was a cave. No, more of a small stone room than a cave. A barren, rocky hole filled with nothing. 

“What? But it says it’s right here…” He walked back outside, pulled his book out of his “bag” and looked through it. As he searched, he heard a far off rumbling sound, but dismissed it as a minor tremor. Then far off sound became a chorus of deep rumblings. The ground began to shake, and Yomil stopped looking at his book. He lifted off the ground and stared in amazement as dozens of spikes jolted from the terrain. The spikes were spinning at an ungodly speed, and Yomil couldn’t tell exactly what they were. As they continued to spin, their noise began to take the shape of a voice… 

{BLOODGORDRILL…} 

{BLOOD-GORDRILL…} 

{BLOOD-GORDRILL!} 

Then the spikes simply stopped. Yomil was now too far away in the air to see what one looked like clearly, but he looked down at the shape they had formed. It was a circle. The ground began to rumble again. 

{EEEERRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR…} 

And from the ground burst an enormous needle of rock and metal. The object was spinning as fast as the others had, but then slowly came to a stop. 

{ERRRRRRRRRRRRR…} 

It was a huge stone body, one that reminded Yomil of a Goron. But this creature had blades. Two massive, metal blades on the side of both hands (for a total of four), that spun around like insane slicing devices. It’s feet looked like a raptor’s, with three clawed toes and sharp talons. 

And its head. Its head came to a point, which was also metal. It was as though a Goron had been fused with metal and tempered into a drill. 

{ERRRRRRRRRRRRR!!!} it stated again. 

“Oh boy…” 

