Chapter 33: New World 

“Achiah, run standard scans for Derdekea. And make sure the Chibi Yoshi is actually leading the Princess on the right track.”, the Madame’s orders echoed across the bridge. 

“Moda, it has been ten years since Derdekea has been seen. Would it no be logical to presume her dead? Or at least presume that she isn’t coming back?”, came the labyrinth’s monotonous response. 

The eruption of the mountain had practically no effect on the Madame; she had easily survived the apocalypse. However, her crew was diminished with there being only Chibi Yoshi and Vision excluding herself. Empath disappeared, and was presumed dead, but Vision was convinced that ‘she’ was still alive. Derdekea had vanished, Madame’s last scans indicated some sort of temporal flux; as well as some indication of outside force causing the mountains premature eruption. 

“My orders stand!”, regaining her composure, she continued. “Check in on the colony as well. I will be departing shortly for various investigations.” 

“As you command, Moda” 

[At least Achiah doesn’t question me.], the Madame thought. She quickly glanced at a panel on the wall showing a map of Hyrule. [To think that something could change this much after so many years. Well, it was like 100 years to Hyrule. What strange force would have the capabitlity of speeding up time for only Hyrule? And an even more interesting question would be what did the outside world see as Hyrule fastforwarded 10 times the normal speed that they were going? What could have allowed this ‘Oni’ to infest the world?] Moda proceeded to touch another panel, and disappeared. 

“Scans complete.”, Achiah said to no one. “Chibi Yoshi off course by 0.02%. Derdekea not found. However, temporal scans reveal a disturbance emanating; 90% possibility of influx regression.”, yet no one was here to listen to Achiah. 

A wall on the side of the room began to stretch, seeming as if it were a thin membrane and something was trying to break free. Something broke free from the wall; a ball of gray gel. The shimmering aqueous suffice had no signs of wavering; the object was shaped in the most perfect sphere. Achiah proceeded to inspect the colony as ordered. 

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

Perspective: Femmera 

Another hard day’s work! I need to sit down. Working at the inn was one thing, but coordinating the survival of our people? How can anyone be expected to to do that? Father would have made a much better candidate for such a task, but he’s so stubborn! He knows that the strange woman can help us, why would she have kept us alive if she planned on killing us anyway? But he still wont let anyone try and treat his illness, I’m afraid. . . his health is failing but he won’t let the woman, Moda, anywhere near him. He actually spat at her when she offered help; she hasn’t come back since. I have no clue as to the true nature about our benefactress, and she just sends in something called Achiah to check on us. But we’re alive, so it can’t be too bad. 

Oh! I guess I was sidetracking again. Achiah is supposed to stop by here any minute now if they keep their schedule, and they always do. I never thought I’d see the day when a living Sphere would come and check on us. I would have never thought the day would come when we would see Hyrule destroyed! No one believed the one known as the Madame. Father did a good job in convincing the others that she was evil when she had us all locked up in that strange building. We were about to try and break out when the room flooded with a strange mist. The next thing I remember was waking up in a strange room with the Madame watching all of us, saying that seven years had passed. She had said that Hyrule had experianced a time flow change, where in ten years time, Hyrule had aged 100 years. She had said that we were unaffected by the change, but who could believe such a thing?! She said that the eruption had caused massive amounts of poison to permeate the land. . . our slumber had been to protect us from our own world. She actually took us outside on some floating. . . thing, and we saw Hyrule a wasteland. No one could bare to watch, and some still were convinced that the woman was tricking us. 

The Madame said that even though the environment was clean, it was still too hostile for us to make a new living. She seems reluctant to discuss the state of the land. . . we’re too busy to even bother really. So we are here, living in some dome as we were told. Under the ocean too! Unbelievable. . . . At least it looks real. The sky has the sun and clouds, and the sun rises and sets. And winds come and go, and we even have the occasional rain. We live in a town that could easily be passed off as Kakariko, or any other village for that matter. Most of us are Hylian, but there are a couple of Gorons, Zora, and Gerudo who live around the settlement. There are even parts of the ‘land’ which was made to model their environments. The Madame said that after the eruption, she had found pockets of survivors and put them into hibernation like us; we’re all that’s left of Hyrule. She said that almost all of the Gorons died in the eruption, but there were a few who were away at the time who survived. The Zoras who had not evacuated to the ocean were also brought here along with the Gerudo who weren’t back at their canyon. I guess we should feel lucky to be given another chance, but I feel like a caged animal sometimes. I want to see the outside world, I want to know what’s happening out there. I know that Madame is withholding information, but we are in no position to ask her for it. Sometimes I just want to live in this carefree new life, to just forget about everything else. . . but I can’t. . . . 

It’s all fake! This isn’t Kakariko! This isn’t our home! This isn’t how it’s supposed to be! It’s supposed to be real! With a real world! With real worries! With my son. . . . 

“State the status of the community.”, came the now familiar voice of the floating sphere that we know as Achiah. 

“Hello Achiah. No time for pleasantries, as usual I see.” 

“State the status of the community.”, Achiah replied, actually sounding confused at the unexpected response. 

“Come now Achiah, you have time to chat, don’t you?”, I said, trying my best to get along with our captures, or overseers, or whatever they were. 

“Beginning manual scan. Recommending subject ‘Femera’ for psychological evaluation. Subject does not seem to comprehend logic based reasoning.”, with that, the liquid sphere flew away, probably to take a body count or something. 

They would have done that anyway even if I had listened. It’s just one of my goals. I want to see who Achiah is, because I know that there is some sentience in there. I once had an interesting with the entity –I guess– regarding ‘his’ thoughts. One of my first difficulties was trying to figure out if it was male or female; Achiah claimed it had no gender, so I just call it a ‘he’ for convenience. I found that Achiah is sentient, even some personality, but ‘he’ seems to lack will or desire; at least ‘he’ seems unaware of such concepts. You wouldn’t believe how quickly the phrase “Please restate inquiry.”, gets annoying. 

Well, I guess I better get to work again, I’ve wasted enough time. Because we are provided with so much, we are basically only required to grow food for ourselves, and govern a community. We wouldn’t even need to do that, but most of us had resisted the Madame’s aid. We’re basically on our own in a sheltered way. If we need help, all we need to do is ask. Let’s hope that if it comes down to that, the community wont be as stubborn as Father is. 

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

“Engulfed by the shadows of the night, 

See the light at daybreak, and rise! 

Rise fallen comrades! Rise spirits of Koume and Kotake!” 

Darkrova had just finished an incantation in some unknown location. The room was furnished well with oddities, including a large amounts of enchanted items. In a burst of twisted green light, a hole seemed to be torn from the very fabric of the world. Suddenly, two voices could be heard; the voices of two very old woman. 

“Ee Hee hee hee!” 

“Oh Ho Ho ho!” 

Two balls of energy emerged from the tear that closed right behind them. The two balls of energy (one red, one a light blue), instantly transformed into the visage of two old women the moment they touched the earth. 

“Well, well, well. How have you been Firerova? Icerova?”, Darkrova asked smugly. 

“Well, if it isn’t the Peachy-Terror?”, cackled Koume. 

“Yes, how ironic that you call our spirits, when it was you who banished them in the first place. We should have known the treachery you were going to commit when we allowed you to learn our ways; a non Gerudo should never have been admitted into the fold.”, Kotake’s voice dripped with hatred. 

“I warned you that a non-Gerudo would never be a make a good student!”, came Koume. The two began to bicker between each other, trading immature insults. Darkrova rolled her eyes. 

“Spare me your false moral lesson, witches! You would have done the same if the situation was reversed.” 

“True, true.”, Kotake said to no one in particular. “I suppose your deviousness made you an efficient pupil. . . although your reasons for summoning us have yet to be seen.” 

“Yes, Kotake-san, why do you suppose Darkrova needs us? How interesting that she needs our help.”, Koume gleefully commented. 

Darkrova looked annoyed. 

“I’m calling you out of sentiment.”, she menacingly smiled. “But I can send your damned souls back into the black pit anytime.” 

“Hmph! Hit a sensitive spot did we?”, Kotake asked. Koume nodded in agreement. 

“This is for convenience's sake. I don’t need you! Would you rather be rotting in the depths of Hades?” 

The two ghostly witched seemed to regard this for a second. “Oh, fine then. Young people these days. . . .” Koume began to mutter. 

“I’m glad you see it that way. Now, where is He?”, Darkrova demanded. 

“Who are you talking about, child?”, mocked Kotake. 

“You know very well who I speak of! Our Master! The King of Thieves!” 

“Nope, we do not know of any King of Thieves. I don’t have a clue as to who you’re talking about.”, Said Koume, smiling all the way. 

“If you do not answer my question, I wi-” 

“Such impatience. Hydrova was a much better pupil.”, Koume commented. Darkrova’s eyes burned with anger. 

“But Hydrova’s dead.”, she smiled sweetly. “I banished her like you two hags.” 

Kotake made a little ‘tsk’ sound while shaking her head. “Always had a temper, that you did.” 

“Enough chit-chat, what is the status of Him?”, energy seemed to be collecting around Darkrova’s form. Even the two dead witches seemed to become slightly uneasy. 

“He is as he was those many centuries ago after being defeated by the Hero of Time. That should be obvious.”, Koume had a hurt look on her wrinkled face. “Why call us up to ask the obvious?” 

Darkrova tilted her head. “Strange. . . it doesn’t matter though, He’ll be awake soon enough.” 

“Tell me, Deary, what exactly strikes you odd about a state of nature?”, Kotake said with mock concern. “What are you scheming?”, the old witch actually seemed genuinely curious. “I’ll admit that your actions are even veiled to specters such as ourselves.” Koume nodded in agreement. 

Darkrova smiled menacingly. “I’m just changing the Balance of Power. . . .” 

“Ahh, yes.”, both witches said together. “We knew that from the start.”, Kotake said. 

“So?”, Darkrova replied. “If you know that, then why are you curious?” 

“But what of the ‘other’ who stands in your way?”, Koume said, ignoring Darkrova’s reply. The witch actually seemed passionate about her statement. “What is this one who’s power is so much greater than yours yet so much more constrained.” The witch’s large open eyes seemed to grow even bigger. 

Darkrova spat at the ground. “That is none of your business. . . let’s just say she’s an old acquaintance. . . .” 

“Hmph! Be vague to a poor old woman!”, Kotake mumbled. 

“Who cares? You’re nothing but ancient memories given a short breath of life.”, Darkrova retorted. 

“Well, then, if that’s how your feel, we’ll leave then.”, Koume responded with a smugness in her face. Darkrova grimaced at her realization of being upstaged. 

“All right then. . . you know that I need your ‘expertise’. . .” 

Both spirits seemed to float closer in interest. “Ah ha!”, Kotake said. “So Ms. Invincible needs the help of poor dead old women.” 

Darkrova made an obscene gesture. 

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

Perspective: Saria 

The forest was as dark as night. Well, nothing new, since it’s been like that since the eruption. But why am I still here? The Kokiri are dead. They were destined to die, and I was to protect the forest. The surface of this world has been infested by creatures in a course of ten years, and I know that some evil hand is at work. Well, the Kokiri were never alive. They were living an illusion of life. The world that the Deku Tree made can’t be considered a life! 

But I know that his intentions were good. He had tried to make a world where spirits like us could live without experiencing the pain and hardships of life. But in the end, it just made them too weak to adapt to the world. Spirits just pulled from the earth to remain children forever, never to leave the forest. That’s what the Kokiri were. Never alive. . . . 

We were so sheltered that anything that entered the forest was changed; foreigners became Stalfos, Stalkids, or Stal Babies. Soon, the monsters had outnumbered us, and we could only run. All the villages that layed within the forest were all evacuated. 

The Deku Tree had died. Though time travel had been used during the Imprisoning War, the Deku Tree had still died. I was forced to come back, and guide the Kokiri to move deeper into the forest, where the New Deku Sprout had sealed us away from the world for centuries. And I stayed to watch the forest. 

The Kokiri went undisturbed until they were wiped out by the Death Mountain explosion. Now they are twisted creatures, pulled between light and dark, but I still stay to watch over the forest. 

I was different from the other Kokiri, almost as different as ‘he’ was from them, the green hair should have been a clue. The Deku Tre knew I was special, and always talked to me. I thought he was gone, but he returned to help Hyrule. In the form of a book, yes, but he will always be there to watch the Kokiri, now that he has given the Sage his knowledge. The Kokiri will be undisturbed, if you can even consider them Kokiri. Life is cruel! I lost what was most dear to me twice. . . and now the cycle will repeat itself and I can’t stop myself from being part of its rotation. 

But as Protector of the Forest, I have a duty. I had to protect the Forest. . . at any cost. 

I open my eyes to the see the Sacred Meadow. This place was supposed to be important to me and. . . ‘him’. . . . 

Just for nostalgia’s sake, I sat on the tree stump, and pulled out my Ocarina. It had been so long since I had last played it. I relaxed and began to recite a familiar melody which had once filled the forest. It was the song that I had always played, the one that seemed to bring the Forest Alive, the one that seemed to just spread the warmth of life. But it doesn’t have that affect anymore. 

In a flash of purple light, a familiar visage appeared. 

“Impa. So good to see you again.” 

“Saria.”, the Sheikah nodded. 

“It’s a shame that none of us ever get together again, for old time’s sake.”, I continued. I didn’t know why, but I just stared into the floor, not looking at Impa. 

“Saria, you know that we are the only two left. Well, not counting Rauru because he has always been here. Rauru knows that the Sages are no more. He just won’t admit it.” 

“It was apparent when there were no other Sages born.” 

“Then why do you stay and protect the Forest? You have no obligation anymore.” 

“I stay for my sins!”, I hissed, an act so uncommon for me that I surprised myself. 

“You do not speak of the fire again, do you? We have went over it; it was necessary for the survival of Hyrule.” 

“Some good that did us.”, I retorted. 

My behavior was starting to frighten me. Had the explosion corrupted my own soul? Was I to become what the Kokiri now are? I tried to calm down, yet all I could do was think of that one night. 

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

Impa had come to me, much like she had today, only she brought warning of the young Princess of Destiny having nightmares. She had said that Zelda had dreams of a strange woman coming to the castle and destroying Hyrule; all too much a repeat of centuries past. Being the only other Sage left, I agreed to help her, but the King would never allow me in the Castle; the Royal family having long since forgotten what a Sage even was. Even Impa didn’t have that much influence on her ignorant lord. So we made the plan of claiming that I was Dream Reader, to help his daughter. So she and one other had come to ‘capture’ me. Deku Scrubs were so easily persuaded, yet I felt their pain. I knew that the other Sheikah (although there were supposed to be two other than Impa) would never believe it if I just been waiting to be taken, so I used Deku Scrubs to stand in. I easily made them appear Kokiri; to make my kidnapping substantial. I knew it was necessary, but I still couldn’t feel right about wasted life. Plus, the real Kokiri sealed away where only I, the Sage of the Forest, could reach; by making it appear that the Kokiri still inhabited the ancient grove, particularly the village that I once lived in; the one closest to the outside world. By doing this, I was both keeping them secret as well as revealing their existence to the outside world which had forgotten us so long ago. I feigned unconsciousness in the middle of my old house, Impa and her unknowing partner came. I put on a good show of supernatural eeriness, the one known as Kamali panicked and Impa easily took me without him realizing that there had been no struggle. I found out later that Kamali had run after feeling guilt over the death of the ‘Kokiri’, I felt sorry for the man; but sentiment was hindrance in my current mission. I was displayed at the castle like a prize kill from a particularly exciting hunt; Impa had no difficulty in making the King believe that this mission had been grave and costly. His ignorance would be needed. The young princess had no dreams which were deemed dire enough to need my ‘expertise’, so I was kept in the dungeon. At least I appeared to stay in the dungeon. In reality, it was all to easy me to leave my pathetic cage and return to the forest. 

I had gone, and wiped the Princess’ memory of the Dream she had, for her own safety. Impa and I had agreed that such memories could only hurt the Princess, should the time come when evil finally did arrive. I then stayed within the castle, although I left several times to check on the Forest, until the day finally came when the so-called ‘Lady Peach’ had appeared. I knew the moment she stepped foot on the palace grounds, my stomach turned and an intense wave of nausea threatened to consume me. I shoved it down into the part of myself which seals the secrets I have from the world; I couldn’t let fear deter my inevitable fate. Impa came for me; I had been back to the forest. I snuck back in the castle, unseen as always. Impa had told me that the Princess had begun seeing visions more rapidly again, further proving what I already knew. 

I despise any sort of violence, I couldn’t bring myself to harm another with my own hands; yet even I couldn’t deny the fact the I had to stop this foreign sorceress. Impa had left to seek assistance from some Marine Research lab; hoping it would have some sort of enchantment to help us. I was hopeful but didn’t put much faith in her optimism. Something told me that this was going to be no ordinary confrontation. 

I had walked along the halls of the castle, now quite familiar with them during my extended stay. Carrying a torch from the wall, I had found my way to the guest wing. It just so happened that the King felt that the ‘Lady Peach’ was an honorary guest, so she resided in a tower not far from the King’s chambers. I had gone only a few steps into the guest wing when I felt a sensation of twisting shadows. I turned, only to find nothing. I proceeded down the path, my heart racing, my thoughts a torrent of chaos. I froze; a figure floated in front of me, moving down the direction I had come from. I was sure that I was going to die, until I realized that this wasn’t my target. Its eyes were dead and not sentient. It was a shadow. A sick memorial to the Dark Puppet which had corrupted the Spirit Temple during the Imprisoning War. It felt the same. The true evil lay somewhere else. . . the master who controlled the puppet had to be found. That’s when I sensed it, almost a numbness so intangible that I wasn’t even entirely sure I had felt it. Then I realized that this must have been some type of magic to cover the sorceress’ energy; only my Sage abilities allowing me to detect the miniscule threads of magic. I knew that to control the phantom I had just seen, an almost absurd amount of magic was required. That’s when I came up with the idea that I could destroy the source of the phantom while the caster’s power was focused on the phantom. A Kokiri should have been virtually undetectable. . . . 

I should have realized how stupid an idea that was. The phantom had left for destinations unkown. I silently approached the witch’s chamber with torch in hand. The hall was deserted, the moon was invisible behind clouds. I knew what I had to do. I slipped into the room. 

Darkrova was in trance, slightly floating above the center of her lavishly decorated chamber. I held the Kokiri Emerald to my chest, the ancient relic still in existance and containing the last remanents of the Deku Tree’s power. The energy of the forest gathered around my form, the green light caused the perverted darkness around the evil woman to become a bleak grey. The witch’s eyes snapped opened and focused on my invisible form. “Saria.”, her soundless lips said my name. I froze in shock. She menacingly smiled. She seemed to float toward me; her trance obviously ended by my arrival. I wasted no time; I used all of the power at my disposal and flung it at the darkness. The room ignited in a torrent of energy. 

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

Saria closed her eyes. The memory still playing in her mind like a never ending record. 

“She used my energy and reversed its flow. . . the castle was burning without even her having to lift a finger. . . .”, she said to herself. Impa glanced at her. 

“You couldn’t have expected anything like that to happen.” 

“But it happened all the same. How can I live with myself when I have killed?!” 

“You get used to it.” 

Saria glared at the former Sage of Shadows. “You would say that. It is no wonder why the spawn of your loins is on the side of darkness.” 

It was Impa’s turn to become angry. “How dar you–” 

Saria cut off Impa’s outburst. “If you are going to be blinded by maternal instinct and wallow in self-denial, I see no reason for my presence.” The forest girl suddenly disappeared in a flash of green light; leaving a bitter Impa behind. 

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

He stirred. The restless man hadn’t slept in ages, and this was still no different. Rather than sleep, this was unconsciousness from exhaustion. This was also the first time he slept with wings. Suddenly, a wave of nausia swept over the man, followed by a sense of immense fear. Then claustrophobia, and helplessness. The man shot up from his sleep, seat trickling down his face. 

“Awake at last, our we Palous?”, came a voice from the dark. Despite his Sheikah training he saw or felt nothing else in the room. 

“Aw, has the little thief forgotten his good friend Empath?”, the voice mocked. Palous turned about, but saw no one. Until he turned and was brought face to face with the owner of the voice. “Boo!” 

The Sheikah screamed and stumbled backwards. “I can’t believe it?! Your embarrased of me, aren’t you? You’re afraid of our relationship being descovered by the public, aren’t you?!” 

“Enough play! What have you come here for?”, questioned the irritated Palous. 

“Oh please. Even you should realize that our destinies are intertwined.”, came the ‘woman’ Hunter. Palous paused, and looked at Empath. 

“You look different again.”, he finally commented. 

“Ah yes, you speak of these.”, she turned around to show him what could only be described as wings. They weren’t true wings, just an array of spikes that protruded from her back. “Do yo u like them?”, she grinned. 

“Yes, they are very nice.”, he said half-heartedly. “Now what were you saying about my destiny? Why would you know such a thing?” 

“I have met a certain. . . patron. She has given me intriguing information, and the opportunity to take revenge on a certain partner of mine. You, are going to be sponsered as well.” 

“Now why would I need to listen to you? Or this patron of yours?”, demanded Palous. 

“That’s because you have no choice.” 

Palous drew his sword, and readied for battle. “Try me.” 

“Well, there’s really no point. Because you can’t fight. You’re feeling too insignificant. You feel as though you would fail. You feel as though you can’t win. You are afraid!”, as she said this, her eyes glowed. And as she said Palous choked. His eyes widened, and darted in every direction. “Where am I?! What have you done?!”, he yelled. 

Palous continued to look around the room, and cornered himself. He had the feeling of failure. He felt almost as if he had tried to fight, but had lost. He had the feeling of no hope. 

Palous dropped his sword, and fell to the floor holding his head. First, to try and stop the wave of emotions, but that changed as he began to cry from the fear. 

“I hate to see a grown man cry.”, Empath mocked, and all was gone. He fealt nothing anymore. He slowly sat up, looking around him, making sure there was no danger. 

“I will see this sponser of yours.”, whispered. “But only if I am the one to take the boy’s life!” 

Empath formed a malevolent smile. “Of course, dear Palous, of course. 

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

Anthy glnced at her surroundings. The ruins of some building was still visible, but most of it was covered in the thick layers of mist. It was cold, but the girl felt nothing. There was a thin layer of water around her feet that left eerie reflections all around her. But she seemed disinterested in the world around her. 

A strong wind picked up, blowing through purple her hair. The mist was pushed aside, revealing that it was no mist, but a cloud floating through a ruins. 

[The Sword is now with the Hero. Stronger than ever, until the physical is destroyed. I think that Yomil can survive without it, he doesn’t have any training. And Link will understand that I needed to use his Father’s sword. But I need to rest, the process drained me. I will assist the others whe the time is right.], Anthy paused her thoughts and sighed. [I have done as I should, and Those who will stop the coming Evil. . . my friends. . . are where they should be. But why do I have this feeling of doubt? Why would the book of Durak be in this realm if only ten years have passed? I know that something is off, I fealt it when I first arrived in the future. And the Kokiri kidnapping was a fun break. At least the Deku Tree is still around to help, but I guess from a giant tree to a book is quite a downsize. But what is off. . . ?” 

Anthy glanced down at the world below her. 

“’And so the hero left the maiden, where she would mourn for eternity, leading men to their demise.’”, Anthy recited. “I am tired of this story.” 
