Chapter 34.1: The Entrance of Immortality 

"EXTRA, EXTRA, READ ALL ABOUT IT" the shadow of a woman in renaisance attire flickered on the flats of long frozen lava. 

""My, have you heard", he asks me, why of course I've heard. The shadow comes. Anyone who's looked at the sky has seen it. It's arm extends into our realm. Oh what troubles this will cause for our Valient Knight, (hee hee). Ohh, it's getting dark out, the boss will be mad." The shadow flickered some more, and dissapeared as a blowing wind. 

"Extra, extra, read all about it" 

____________________________________________ 

Koume, Kotake, and Darkrova hand their hands held over the three odly colored flames. "I'm telling you, this is far to early to attempt this, it needs time to charge, and a sacrifice has not been prepared." said Koume. 

"TEN YEARS isn't enough!?", retorted Darkrova. 

"the ceremony requires more time to be prepared, but if you must insist, we will go through with it now", Koume stated cooly. 

"hmph, tnak you, now...." The three of them went on chanting the spell, and the three colored flames began to grow yet more brightly. Streams of energy flow from the flames and collect in the center, creating an increasingly large ball of energy. [haha, it's working, I can feel the forces of darkness, they are coming now] Thought Darkrova. 

Then, their ceremonial chamber shook like there had been an earthquake, and the ball of energy exploded, leaving three charred and agitated witches. 

_____________________________________________ 

Most people would not have noticed, but for a solid two seconds, the entire night sky of hyrule and surrounding lands turned a crimson red, and a bolt or lightning struck a long dormant portal, as a spacial tear began, and subsided, leaving a lonely shadow in it's wake. And no one noticed the dark shadow streaking across the midnight sky, towards death mountain, then towards the forest, then to wherever it's desires led it, seeking revival, power... 

_____________________________________________ 

The castle town was dark and desolate. It seemed that an ominous black cloud was hovering over, blotting Link's veiw of the sky. He held himself close to his newfound black horse, walking through the deserted streets to where he remebered the temple of time being. For some reason, it was too dark to see the map he had been given, except for the glowing "you are here" sign, but that didn't help if he couldn't see here. His horse seemed to know the way, and link almost recognized the streets. It looked different now that everything was destroyed. Some buildings were completely gone, leaving pits for rubble to collect in, while some still stood, like silent sentinels, forever sleeping, while watching over te ruined town. Link shivered from the cold, or the creeps. Either way, he had goosebumps. 

He was so busy thinking, that when his horse stopped, he kept right on going, and happed to bump right inot the reason the horse had stopped. "What the hell do you htink you're doing?! Is walking right into someone the way you greet people wherever you're from?" Said whover he had jsut run into. 

"Uhh, s-sorry about that, I was just... uhh?" He cut himself off when he saw the man? he ran into. He wore a brown cloak that covered his entire body except for his hands, which were wrapped tightly in leather gloves. It looked like he shouldn't be able to see with the way his hood was hung. There seemed to be an odd purple glow above his head, but Link couldn't make it out. 

"You were...?" inquired the stranger. 

"uhh, just, thinking, spacing out. What the heck are you doing here?" 

"I think I am more qualified to ask that. What is an obviously inexperienced and distraced youth such as yourself doing in a desolate and hazardous place like this?" 

[rrrgh, I hate this guy already]" I am seeking somthing, please jsut let me go on my way." 

"You don't plan to attempt the temple of immortality, do you?" 

"How did you...?" 

"Why else would anyone be about these ruins?" 

"you don't seem to be looking for any temples." 

"Touche. But Imust caution you, that temple is extremely dangerous, you must know what you are dealing with" 

"I think I can handle it." 

"hmmm, whatever you say boy. I'll let you go on your way then." He waived Link aside, and went on his way.[What a weird guy] Link thought to himslef, as the horse continued to lead him out to the temple. He bagan to wonder what kind of extream danger he could face there. He remembered how he almost failed fighting the doppleganger in the forest temple, but he hadn't had the master sword then, and did pretty well once he got it. Maybe the place was in bad condition, and might fall appart, but it was supposed to be immortal, righ? He was paying more attention when the horse stopped this time, and didn't continue on. 

He was standing in front of the temple of time once again. The walls had been destroyed, but the entryway seemed in tact, aside from the years of dust that had settled in the marble. The familliar creepy eyed stones still stood there, completely unnaffected by time. He looked to the side and saw an odd, small structure, dwarved by the temple ruins. It looked like some kind of booth, with the same archaic architechture as the temple of time, with the stone colums, very unfitting of such a small structure. He checked it around a bit,a nd found that it had a gray door, just large enough for him to fit though. He checked it all over, looking for a handle of some sort, but there wasn't any, just a cold gray slab, with no markings on it. He decided to go look at the Temple of Time up close. 

The large triforce marking was as clear as it had always had. The sealed door was long destroyed. The usual eerie canting music seemd to now be sung by a chorus of 80 year old women. He walked around the pile of stone rubble that covered the pedestal, into the back chamber that was no longer a chamber, cue to the loss of walls, where the fake master sword had been hidden. The pile of rust was gone, but the hilt was still standing on the pedestal. He walked over and picked it up, it still looked to be in good shape, untill it fell to peices in his hand. "Well, I guess I didn't expect any more. I wonder..." He drew out the master sword and placed it in the pedestal. There was a flash of light, and Link turned around to nitic the fact that, even though the wall were destroyed, the rose bushes that Anthy had watered still stood, anchored in nothing but concrete and rubble. A couple of petals floated down on top of his head, and he turned around agian. Lying in front of his sword was Anthy's face! No, it wasn't a face, it was a mask, a mask of Anthy's face... Link felt those goosebumps again, and shivered. "Oooh hoo hoo hoo" Came a silent voice from behind him. 

Link quickly spun around to see another strange man behind him. He wore a large pack on his back, with tons of masks hanging off of it. There was a disturbing smile on his face, and his eyes were closed. He wore a purple shirt, and was wringing his hands. He was accompanied by a strange tune that sounded like a broken Citar and bells that apparently came form inside his pack. "I see you have found the mask that I lost in the town, silly me, always losing my merchandice" 

Link bent down to pick up the mask. "Sooo, this is your mask?" 

"Why of course. I am the Happy Mask Salesman, I have masks of every kind. For returning one of my precious masks to me, I will offer you a gift" he said as he took the mask from Link's hands. 

"Umm, that's really not necessary, I don't need any gifts", Link said, bakcing away, and he almost tripped over the sword. 

"Oh nonsense. Now what kind of mask would an intrepid lad such as yourself be interested in. I have many kinds, do you like gibdos? Ghosts maybe? how about a clown mask, everybody loves a clown, I even ahve a new mario model." 

"Really, that's not necessary" 

Suddenly the man's espression changed to anger. It didn't change like normal, he did not go into another expression, he was jsut suddenly in a nother posiotion, it was creepy. "OF COURSE IT'S NECESSARY!!!", He then changed back, the same way. "Hmmm,I know, have this one..", said the man as he fumbled though his pack. 

[i guess I jsut shouldn't talk to people I meet in a place liek this] He tought, right before the strange man shoved a mask onto his face. "WAHT THE!!!" He tried to scream. He tehn noticed that he felt a lot lighter, like he could jump up and touch wahtever ceiling that was no longet there, and come down withough being hurt. "What is this" 

"That is the Slyph's mask, it will make you light as air. It helps one's agility in combat, and makes your bacy lighter. You seem like the kind of person who could use this, not that you're heavy or anything, but, you know. Anyway, I msut be going now, see you." he said, doing that changing thing again, this time trunign around and leaving. Link jsut stood there, dumbfounded. "I sure hope not." he muttered. Why did this man have a mask of anthy? And how had this apparently clear face plate give him alight body. Oh well. 

He went back outside, and saw that the sun was getting low thgouh the thicket of cloudes. How long had he been in there? He had lost track of time while wandering the streets. He decided to catch some sleep before trying to figure out the strange door again. His horse seemed to be having simmilar thoughts. So he cleared a spot in an old patch of dirt where grass had been and slept. 

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

Link found himself standing in a white realm. Everything was white, no ground or sky, just white. It was very bright, but didn't hurt his eyes. There was the chanting that had originally played at the temple. He started looking around, and there was a shadow off in the distance, no, two shadows. He chased after them, but they dissapeared. He turned around and saw an army of shadows behind him, each wore the mask of a person crying. Some were Goron, some were Zora, some were deku, and some were hylian. There were even various monsters interspersed throughout the crowd. Tears fell off their masks. 

Link realized that he was holding his breath,a nd exhaled, and all the shadows dissapeared. He heard a laugh, and turned around to see the Grate Fairy Someria with a golden face plate on her. Then he heard the voices of his freinds whipsering behind him. He turned around. There was 15 year old Yomil wearing a mask of his 25 year old self. Zelda wore the mask of Sheik, and Draco wore a mask of his father. They all noticed Link was looking at them and ran. 

He then saw the man he had "run into" on the street. Strangely, he wore no mask. Then there was the mask alesman, who wore a mask of his own smiling face, and looked rather silly. Then there was the shadow of a man he didn't recognize, with dark Gerudo's skin, wearing a hideous gray hog's mask. Link suddenly felt cold at the sight of this. He saw a winged hylian next, with over 20 masks of all kinds of people swirling around him, trying to get away. some did, but many didnt'. The man himseld was trying to tear of the obscure mask that he himself wore, while a strange almost human faced mask tried to attach itself. Link recognized him as theft, orr.... what was his name? Palous? Yeah. 

There there was the woman he had seen on the way to the temple the first day, before the festival, before this had all started. Her mask was glowing so bright, Link could not see it. 

Then there was a scuffling behind him. He turned around to find Anthy holding a sword infront of her face, as if it were a maks. Link reached for the sword, and Anthy vanished, leaving the wepon in his hands. There was then a sudden flash of light. Odd how that registerred in his mind, even though there was nothign but bland whiteness all aound. 

He turned around and saw a woman floation above the ground. She wore light blue body armor, and carried an odd sword, shaped like a double helix, or a twisted number 8. She had a green energy around her, and had large white wings. She dashed at him before he could see her face. They had an amazing and feirce sword fight. Link was surprised that he could counter her attacks expertly. Finnaly, they came to a deadlock, with their swords held in front of their faces, one trying to overpower the other, and then Link saw her mask. It was HIM! Well, not quite. It was his face, bu a little different. the eyes glowed white, and the hair shined. There were strange war makrings on it's cheeks. 

He stopped putting pressure on his sword, and so did the woman. She floated away, from him, and spread her arms out, the form of a glowing green triangle appeared before her, then she vanished a flash of green flame. Link then heard a rooster. A rooster!? 

_____________________________________________ 

"AAAAAAAAAAH!" He shouted as he sat stright up, startling the rooster that had decided to claim Link's head as it's territory this morning. The bird ran off,a nd Link heard laughter. He turned around to find the man man in the brown cloak standing a distance away, giggling like a schoolgirl. "It wasn't taht funny." 

"I'm surprised, it scratched around on your face first, and you didn't even know it. It was very entertaining." 

"What are you doing bakc here anyway?" 

"I though I'd help you." 

"I don't need your help" 

"Don't turn down help when it's offered to you kid." The man said as he raised an arm. 

"(sigh) whatever, if you must.", said Link. The man pointed his arm at the stone booth and shouted ,"HA" ,and a bolt of energy streaked from his hand and destroyed the door. Link's jaw dropped. 

"Well, you are goin in aren't you. That's the temple." 
His mind snapped bakc into place, "Oh, yeah, well, let's go... i suppose....... HEY, what's your name." 

"Oh, my name? ummmm" 

"You don't know your name?" 

"Let's see. Fract... no, to obvoius. alc... no, too tacky. Peg. Hmmm, peg.... nooo. Hey kid, are you familliar with the goomba wizards, the ones that use the goomba mushrooms? 

"yes" 

"Well, suffice to call me Truffle." 

"Fine with me. let's go."

Chapter 34.2: Friends No More

<Hmm, now let's see. I came from this way, but I swear that I saw that pillar a few minutes ago....> The Chibi Yoshi muttered inside Zelda's head. 

<You lost you're way?! Why did I ever listen to you?!> 

<Hey lady! This is a very complex and intricate set of tunnels! You try and navigate them!> 

<I think I will.> 

<Well, since you need me that much, I will show you my special technique on finding my way.>, the Chibi Yoshi said, obviously ignoring the princess. 

The Chibi Yoshi began to sniff the air. Then he yelled out <Wow! Wow!> 

<What is it?> 

<I found a secret passage way! We're free!> 

<That makes no sense! YOu can't smell a secret passageway!> 

<Listen, Princess Man! I'm this close to forgetting the secret passageway!>, the lizard threatened. 

<all right, all right! Where is it?>, after all, Zelda couldn’t navigate the tunnels ALL by herself. 

The Yoshi blinked for a second. <Please hold.>, as he began sniffing again. 

<Ugh!> 

<Never fear! I found it again! This way.> 

With that, the two walked down one of the many twisting tunnels. They traveled for what felt like hours. [Either the lizard has incredible smell, or is just very stupid.], Zelda thought. 

<A little bit of Column A, and a little bit of Column B.>, he replied. Zelda still couldn’t get used to the fact that a perverted lizard could go through her thoughts. 

They came to a dead end. 

<Good job.>, her voice dripping with sarcasm. 

<Tsk, tsk. You Hylian Princesses are all the same.> 

[He’s met others?], Zelda thought. 

<Duh! Has all that pampering rotted your brain?>, the Chibi Yoshi paused. <No, it’s probably the inbreeding.> 

<WHAT?!> 

<Quiet woman-man! I need to concentrate.>, the Yoshi began staring at the wall. He stayed like that for a few minutes. Zelda was about to say something when the lizard pulled out an object (from who knows where) and blasted a beam of blue energy from it. The Madame would have recognized it as being shaped like a gun, but to Zelda the object was foreign. The beam struck the wall where a red material began to crystalize. After the beam cleared the whole wall was encased in this red crystal. 

<What sort of evil magik is this?!>, Zelda cried. 

<It’s not ‘Magik’, it’s called technology. Stuck up transvestite.> 

<That’s it! You’re dead!>, she yelled. Zelda lunged towards the lizard with her bare hands. The Yoshi turned around in time to be face to face with an enraged cross-dressing royal. But in an instant the Yoshi was off to the side and Zelda stumbled into the wall of crystal with a loud ‘thud’. 

<AH!>, she yelled at the sudden contact with the cold surface, <This is ice!> 

<Duh! Haven’t you seen Red Ice before?>, the Yoshi continued to mutter inside Zelda’s head. 

<How?!>, after a moment’s thought, <EVIL DEMON SORCERER LIZARD!> 

<Where?!>, the Yoshi pulled out his Ice Canon and twirled around. He blinked when he saw no one behind him. <Oh! You mean me. No, I’m no sorcerer. (I’m not having a scandalous affair with your brother.) *Tee hee*> 

<What do you mean by that?!> 

<Well, when you were camping out in the Lost Woods I saw it all. And let’s just say that I don’t think anything was supposed to go up that body cavity! 

<How dare you say that!> 

<Or, was that my pornographic recording I was watching? It doesn’t matter.> 

<You vile creature, I should-> 

<What’s the matter? You had your eyes set on the sorcerer, did you? I know! You’re just jealous that you’re the only one who hasn’t had any action! Unless! You sick incestual freak! He’s your brother!> 

<How dare you insinuate that I would want that mushroom boy! And my brother! I had my eyes set on the Hero of->, Zelda stopped in mid-sentance. 

<That’s it! Talk dirty!>, the Yoshi, finally interpreted what she had said. His eyes curled into a taunting sneer. <I see. You want to boink the innocent one! But no can do, sugah, he’s with the Purple Haired one. Oh, that fateful meeting on top of the Deku Tree!>, the Chibi Yoshi kept on talking, knowing that he was upsetting her. It wasn’t as if he was actually there in the past witnessing the events he spoke of, but rather drawing the memories from Zelda’s mind using the Ambriel telepathy device. 

Zelda was about to lunge at him again when the two saw shards of red crystal burst from the side of the wall. They turned to see the frozen wall cracking. The Chibi Yoshi said something about it taking long enough and dove to the side. Zelda on the other hand didn’t notice the chunks of ice flying towards her until a large piece hit her in the head. Darkness ensued. 

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

Volumetric mist; gray and cold. Dark water turned with a lazy roll, the waves slightly lapping against the edges of the large hexagonal platform. There was no sky, only the thick fog which clouded all vision. The song of unseen creatures could be heard in the distance; ephemeral melodies which seemed tragic yet full of passion. The behemoth shadows always moved behind the cover of the mists, but none ever made themselves visible. Although, every so often it was possible to catch a glimpse of them. Derdekea’s hair blew in the wind her eyes closed in deep meditation. 

<Greetings Derdekea.> 

“Hello Hunter.” 

<How long are you going to let the Madame look for you?> 

Standing inside the center of the Triforce Symbol engraved on the floor, Derdekea turned to face Vision. She stood there silently watching the Hunter. 

“Are your alterations going to be adequate?” 

<The Madame feels that it will.> 

“Are you prepared to destroy your compliment?” 

It was Vision’s turn to not respond. 

“I do not believe that your compliment can be saved.”, Derdekea continued. 

<I am prepared to do what I must.> 

“Yes. That is the fate of the Hunters. They destroy all.” 

Vision did the equivalent of raising an eyebrow. <I thought that you were unaware of what Hunters were?> 

She ignored his question. “You should be grateful that you are in the Madame’s service. The sentience you have developed has proven to make you the exception to the Hunters’ destiny.” 

Vision was silent. The Hunter decided to change the subject. <What will you do?> 

The mysterious woman seemed on the verge of response, but suddenly a cloud of mist rolled in, leaving only Vision when it cleared. He glanced at the arc that stood at one side of the platform. It seemed like the frame of a doorway carved out of marble, but there was no door; it was hollow. A triforce symbol was engraved inside of a rose on the highest point of the arc. 

<Now I am alone at the End of the World.> 

The beast’s songs had no response, the cold gray was unmoving. Only the hollow doorway looked back at Vision. A second cloud of mist rolled in, revealing the empty platform when it cleared. 

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

“WHAT DO YOU MEAN THAT THE PROCEDURE WAS A FLUKE?! Where is HE?!” 

“My, my. That temper of yours is really nasty.”, said Koume. “Maybe that’s why you can’t find a man.”, said Kotake. The two witches burst into cackles, but were quickly silenced by Darkrova’s glare. 

Koume cleared her throat. “Are you sure you followed the procedure correctly?” 

“Yes, I don’t remember you making the living sacrifice that was required.” commented Kotake. 

“What sacrifice would that be?” Darkrova said between gritted teeth. 

“The one that is required to bring him into this realm. It is either a sacrifice of the utmost importance, or the Blood of the One who had banished Him.”, Koume said as if it was common knowledge. 

“And when were you going to tell me this?!” 

“Well, if you didn’t even know that much about the procedure then you shouldn’t be doing it all.”, said Kotake. 

Darkrova glared at the two hags, dark energy began to crackle through the air. 

“This does not look well Kotake-san.” 

“No it doesn’t Koume-san.” 

Koume turned to Darkrova. “Child, don’t be so hasty. The spell is not without consolation.” 

“Yes, the spell was incomplete, but but all the effects weren’t null.” 

Darkrova’s eyes glowed. “I’ve had enough of your babble! Be gone!” 

A surge of black thunder arced from Darkrova’s hand. Koume and Kotake were struck, wailing in pain. When the energy subsided, the figure of two shadows along the walls could be seen as they ran. 

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

The Chibi Yoshi was at a dilemma. He had the red potion in case of emergencies, like the Madame had ordered. But he couldn’t figure out how to feed it to the unconscious princess without drowning her. He finally concluded that injecting it would be the best. 

After a few hours, a couple of dermal regenerations, and an emergency surgery, Zelda stirred from her sleep. 

<Oh Goddesses.... I feel sick....> 

<Better sick than dead I always say....>, the Chibi Yoshi paused and thought for a second. 

[If I search ahead while transvestite is recovering, I may get bonus points from the Madame. She may even feed me!] 

<That’s it!> the Lizard yelled aloud. 

Zelda on the, other hand, wasn’t paying attention, and was curiously examining the Freeze Rifle that the Chibi Yoshi had carelessly left aside. 

<What is this thing...?> 

<Stop touching it, heathen! You’ll get your cooties on it.... Transvestites isn’t contagious, is it?> 

<Just let me see it. How does it work?> 

<It’s much too complicated for a stupid person. You need to be smart and educated in technology, like me.> 

Zelda snorted. 

<You shouldn’t do drugs. It’s bad for you. Once on crack, always snorting things I say....>, the Chibi Yoshi trailed off. <Anyway, as I was saying, I stole it from the Madame. Don’t tell!> 

<Who’s the Madame?> 

<She is the Madame. She beats me.... Actually, saying I stole it from the Madame gives her too much credit. I actually stole the parts from her, and assembled it nicely. It was going to be a device that would destroy planets. I thought freezing things was so much more fun.> 

<What’s a planet?> 

The Yoshi blinked. <I’m so sorry. It must be hard being that stupid. But now I’m off!> 

The Chibi Yoshi snatched the Freeze Rifle, and walked down the now opened secret tunnel. It took Zelda a few seconds to realize that freezing the wall, and cracking it had opened the alternate route. 

[So the lizard actually smelled the secret passage? That makes no sense!], Zelda thought to herself. 

<Get used to it!>, the Yoshi said. He walked through the newly created ‘door’, and to the edge of a cliff. Zelda estimated it to be around 100 feet wide. The Chibi Yoshi leapt into the air. 

<You suicidal fre->, Zelda started, but stared at the spectacle that lay before her. The Chibi Yoshi had managed to jump a good 20 feet on his own, but having already reached the peak of his jump, gravity was already pulling him down. That is until he started kicking madly in the air. He screamed and grunted, but was actually kicking his way across the large expanse. Zelda couldn’t believe her eyes. 

When it looked as though the Chibi Yoshi wouldn’t make it again, his mouth suddenly opened. Zelda fell backwards when his tongue shot straight out and latched onto a pillar. He pulled himself up, and turned to wave back at Zelda across the ravine. He then turned around and continued along the path. 

<Wait! How am I supposed to get across?!> 

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

Yomil floated above the Gordrills watching them gather, when it seemed as though liquid had formed in front of him. The globs of liquid floated towards each other and merged. More and more droplets appeared, at a faster pace, until the liquid mass became humanoid. The liquid suddenly burst off of the Madame Moda. She was carrying a large metallic hammer, and floated a few feet in front of Yomil. Her robes seemed to be vibrating, presumably to keep her afloat. Although, it seemed as though it was taking a lot of effort to keep her in the air. 

Yomil stood at the site and blinked. It took him a few seconds to realize what had happened, and screamed, losing his focus. He fell. The Gordrills looked up, and their blades began to spin again. Yomil closed his eyes, and tried to focus again. He suddenly heard a crashing sound. He opened his eyes to see the Madame Moda fall from the sky, and land on top of a Gordrill! The initial impact itself was painful enough (it actually cracked the Gordrill’s hide), but she then swung the hammer and crushed the beast’s head. Yomil was about to hit the ground when he stopped a few feet above it. The Madame dropped his collar, and he hit the ground with a thud. The rest of the Gordrills looked in aw. 

“That the Volvagia Buster!” 

“Only Goron can hold Megaton Hammer!” 

“It heavy! Old lady can’t hold Hammer!” 

Yet she did. With one hand too! Although she didn’t seem very pleased at being called an ‘Old Lady’. 

“It doesn’t matter. I like my hammer better anyway.”, she said between clenched teeth. She threw the Megaton Hammer straight into the second Gordrill’s face, where it fell into the liquid magma. She pulled out another Hammer (from who knows where), and dashed into the lead Gordrill. This hammer seemed huge compared to the legendary ‘Volvagia Buster’. It was a giant slap of metal, with spikes jutting out of its surface. The Madame was also holding it with both hands. 

Besides the hammer, the whole concept of her dash was also impossible. Her feet never moved, yet she shot across the distance in a second. Yomil stared in aw, as the Gordrill burst into tiny chunks from being hit once. The Madame was laughing maniacally as the pieces of the Lead Gordrill settled. “Dust to dust!”, she cackled. The other Gordrills, in an atypical show of intelligence, quickly drilled back into the earth. Yomil glanced at Madame; the woman seemed to be reveling in her superiority in the battlefield. Indeed, that’s what this place looked like now. The gray rock was cracked and full of craters, dust and smoke carried off by temperamental winds. The Madame dusted her hands off and returned the hammer to its invisible storage. 

“Well, Wizard-boy, are we going to the temple or not?”, she smirked. 

“Uh-what–?”, Yomil was still in shock. 

The Madame shrugged and walked toward him. He screamed and jumped back. She cocked her head to the side in thought. “Hmmm. . . Girlish-behavior? Maybe the vermin was right about him. . . .” 

“What?!”, Yomil broke his state of confusion; his face burning with anger. 

“Ohh! It speaks!”, The Madame nodded. “Well, then, we’re off.” 

“Why should I follow you?!”, Yomil shouted. 

The Madame seemed irritated at his defiance. She took a step closer and stood to her full, considerable, height and looked him straight in the eye. “Because I said so!” 

“Yes, Ma’am.”, came a whimpered reply. 

A monotonous voice pierced through the air. “Moda. There is a man loitering outside the Shop.” 

“Ugh. You would think that having the doors locked, no one answering, the store being neglected for years, and the whole town being destroyed, not to mention an apocalyptic event, would give people a hint.”, the Madame thought. “Achiah, project this loiterer to Arbatel 37.” 

“Confirmed.” 

Moda pulled out the device as it glowed, projecting the image of a man carrying a large pack while wringing his hands together. 

“Madame Moda! I know that you’re in there! You’re late for your payment again!” 

[Ugh. Not him. . . .], the Madame thought. “Achiah. Activate the defense grid.” 

“Moda. As you said yourself, the Shop has not had proper maintenance for several years. The defense grid is no longer functional.” 

“Damn. . . . Fine, fine. Put him through.” 

A high pitched noise was heard, signaling the connection. “You! What business do you have here!”, Madame didn’t need to pretend that she hated the man. 

“Dear Madame, you know very well what I want. You are late for your payment! 1000 Rupees a week was agreed upon. You signed the contract.” 

[Damn!], Moda thought. “Now isn’t a goo time.” 

“But I’ve given you a week. That mask I gave you was no easy one. I had to get it from another world. And the little Imp that interfered didn’t help things. You knew this would cost you.” 

“Fine! Achiah, pay the good Mask Salesman.” 

“Affirmative.”, Achiah responded. Five red gems fell to the floor in front of the Mask Seller. 

“I suppose I can give you an extension. I will accept 10% for now, but remember, I will be back for the rest next week, along with the standard 100000. You know that if you can’t pay, I will have to take the Mask back, with only a 50% refund.”, the man smiled. 

“Fine! Goodbye now!”, the Madame grew impatient. 

“Pleasure doing a business as always. Send my greetings to Achiah and Derdekea.” 

[I need to hurt something!], the Madame thought. She turned to face Yomil, who was now hiding behind a rock. 

“Moda. The loiterer has departed.”, Achiah announced. 

“Achiah! Make a reminder that we must create 190000 Rupees!” 

“Moda. Derdekea has told me to remind you of the immorality of creating synthetic currency.” 

“I don’t care what Derdekea sa-”, The Madame stopped. “Do you mean to tell me that Derdekea has returned?!” 

“Affirmative. Vision has reported contact with Derdekea.” 

“Why didn’t he tell me?!”, the Madame was beyond control now. Achiah lay silent; the question was beyond ‘his’ capabilities. 

“After all the upgrading I did for him! He should be thankful!”, Moda continued. 

“Moda. May I point out that you forced Vision to comply.” 

“Beside the point! Now, bring the ungrateful Hunter to me!” 

“Unable to comply. Vision is on route to the South Western body of water: Hylia Bay like you ordered. 

The Madame let out a scream of rage, and punched a boulder into dust. Yomil decided to try and take his leave then. 

“Wizard-Boy! We’re going!” 

<Help?!>, his mind screamed. 

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

The Chibi Yoshi had been traveling for almost an hour, but he had managed to get rather far away from the Princess. He was sniffing down corridors and special landmarks. He carried several of the Madame’s devices, and he knew that he would get in trouble for not knowing their names. He was running down a corridor when he suddenly came to a stop;a large door loomed before him. 

[Hmm. Must... investigate... to ...get... fed....], he thought. 

The reptile walked to the strange entrance. It was completely made out of metal; a strange ensignia was carved onto its hard surface. The Chibi Yoshi tried to open it; only to find it was locked. He pulled out the Freeze Rifle. 

After the door had been shattered, the Chibi Yoshi walked in. He paused. Something smelled bad. It was a putrid smell that enveloped the whole room. There was a figure lying in the middle of the almost elaborately decorated room. 

The Chibi Yoshi placed Eistibus device over his eyes. The goggle-like instrument glowed and made a beeping sound. A disembodied voice, not unlike Achiah’s (but nowhere near as sentient), came on. It spoke in a primitive language, because it read off of the Chibi Yoshi’s brain-waves, so that the lizard would understand. 

<The Temples of this time period are controlled by a high power sorcerer, instead of the evil bad guys like before. A sorcerer usually looks like this.” The goggles showed a picture identical to the corpse on the floor. 

[I don’t get it!], the Chibi Yoshi whined. 

Suddenly, a voice echoed off of the walls. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?” 

High pitched voices echoed through the dead chamber. The Chibi Yoshi jumped, <Wait! There shouldn’t be any sound!> Suddenly a breeze kicked up around the dead chamber, scattering dust into the air. The Chibi Yoshi blinked. <Wha?> It suddenly seemed as if a window had opened somewhere near the ceiling of the chamber, for the light in the room had become a distinctive dusk time hew. The Chibi Yoshi glanced around. He noticed that his shadow appeared long and was cast up on the wall in a silhouette. <Oh! My shadow is so sexy!>, the absent minded lizard thought. Suddenly he realized that his shadow wasn’t alone. 

“That’s the Sorcerer!”, Aberi said. 

“Yup, the Sorcerer.”, Beyami said. 

“Right, the Sorcerer.”, Clayaty said. 

“I thought I hadn’t seen him for a while.”, Aberi commented. 

“But the truth was, he was on the cold floor.”, Beyami giggled. 

“Do you think he was killed?”, asked Clayaty. 

“Well, he does have a knife in his back...and burns and frost bite...”, said Aberi. 

“Have you heard who the suspect is?”, asked Beyami. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?”, the three burst into giggles. 

The Chibi Yoshi blinked as the shadows faded. <Oh my god! I get it! I got it! The Sorceror’s dead! The Sorceror’s dead! I need to tell the transvestite! I need to tell Zelda!” The Chibi Yoshi began running in circles while panicking. He suddenly paused and sniffed the wall where the shadows had been. <Wait a minute! That smell! Those shadows! That was Twinr–> 

Suddenly, a voice echoed right behind of the Chibi Yoshi. A silhouette rose on the wall behind him. 

“Extra! Extra! Hear all about it.” 

<Oo! I want to here all about it!>, the easily mislead lizard said. 

“Well then. Put your face right here.”, Clayaty said, as she lifted her palm. 

<Right here?>, the Chibi Yoshi placed his face directly in front of her palm. 

“A little closer.” 

<Like this?> 

“Perfect.”, the third shadow girl said. A blast of concentrated water burst forth from her hand. The sudden attack blasted the Chibi Yoshi into a wall, where a painful crack was heard. His limp body slumped to the ground. 

“Extra! Extra!” 

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

Zelda had to shake her head; her mind felt clouded. The temple seemed blurred and an orange hue tinted its walls, as if there was a sun set casting its dying rays; Zelda couldn’t tell if it was from the concussion she had suffered. <Where did that vermin go?> 

She suddenly felt a wave of vertigo and had to support herself against the wall, <I feel sick.>, she groaned to herself. She glanced down at some of the supplies the Chibi-Yoshi had left. There was a vile with a red liquid inside of it, there was also one filled with a green liquid. [Do I dare?] she asked herself. She picked up both and put them into her pocket. [Maybe I can use them for something later.] Suddenly something caught her ear, which should have been impossible considering the circumstances. It was a cackling of some sort; kind of like old woman laughing together. Zelda suddenly whirled around armed with her daggers. She swore she saw some thing move at the end of a corridor which led out of the secret room she was in. Then the cackling started up again from that direction. [The sorcerer?] She steeled her resolve and brought up another set of daggers in her other hand. She crouched into a battle stance and slowly crept down the passage. 

Many signs with arrows pointed her down the corridor. Another wooden sign awaited her at the end of the passage. “To the Princess of Destiny: We await your audience inside.”, it read. Zelda turned to her right to see a door. 

[Well, I can’t be rude can I?], she thought sarcastically. She knew very well that it could be trap. She walked into the open door, but could see nothing of the room she had entered. The door shut behind her. 

Zelda suddenly heard voices in the dark room. Two beams of light struck a sign in front of her. It read “Welcome to the Have-you-Heard Theater: A Shadow-Girl Production” 

[What?], Zelda thought. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?” High pitched voices echoed from the end of the corridor Zelda was walking. The princess nearly jumped out of her skin; she immediately whirled around ready to face the owners of the voices. There was nothing. [Voices?! That’s impossible![, her mind raced. [It has to be the sorcerer....] 

Zelda was about to turn back when her heart suddenly stopped. Her eyes widened as the voices started up again. 

“Have you heard about the Bride of Light? They say that she is a mirage which covers chaos.” 

Zelda slowly turned her head toward the direction of the voices. 

“The say she watches each Hero of Time’s doom.” 

Zelda knew that she should leave, but the words had pierced her mind. [This is such an obvious attempt at luring myself into–], but despite her attempt at being logical, her body didn’t move. Instead, it seemed as if this cryptic conversation was drawing her closer and closer, like a moth to a candle. It struck the very chords in the princess’ heart, beckoning her to advance. 

“I wonder, do you think that this Hero will also end up dead and forgotten like all of the others?”, one of the voices asked. 

A more high pitched voice replied. “Probably, they all ended up that way... with the Sword going from one generation to the next.” 

“They say that the Sword is the key, you know.” 

“A key to what?” 

“A key to eternity. . . well at lest that’s what I heard. . . They say that the key will open the gate.” 

“Open a gate to where?” 

“Um... anyway....” 

“You dolt! You didn’t even bother to find out?” 

“Shut up! Besides, that’s not the point of the play!” 

“Oh, right!” 

Zelda suddenly ran toward the source of the voices, determined to find out their true intent. She broke into the room she was sure that the voices had come from. Her eyes widened again. She was in a room which almost looked like a amphitheater. [The Have-you-Heard Theater?], her mind wondered absently. The room was a semicircle, the walls and floor were made up of the same stone blocks as the rest of temple, but there didn’t seem to be any dust or sand. There was a stage on the opposite side of the room, an oddly new looking red velvet curtain covered its interior. The room was dim, there wasn’t much ambient light. As far as Zelda could discern, the only real light source came from a slit in the ceiling in back of her which caused very visible shadows. [Creepy.], she thought. 

Suddenly, the room burst into life, torches ignited and lively music blared from an unseen orchestra. Zelda nearly screamed, but realized that she couldn’t have made a sound if she had wanted to; she then became cognizant the impossibility of what she was hearing. A spot light suddenly focused on the curtain of the stage, revealing a silhouette of a young woman. Zelda was mesmerized. 

The figure started pacing around, the light following her every move. “Extra! Extra! Hear all about it! Welcome to the Have-You-Heard Theater! Ladies and Gentlemen, we are pleased to entertain you tonight, and have we got a show for you! So please be seated and enjoy!” 

Zelda decided to sit down despite the absurdity of the situation; her mind was no longer focused on her mission, but the story in front of her. 

The the spot light suddenly split in two, the announcer disappeared. The lights stopped at opposite ends of the stage, two new shadow girls were revealed. 

“A long time ago, in this very land, there lived a young couple deeply in love. Existence was bliss for them as long as they had each other.”, the one on the left said. As she said this, the light focused on the center of the stage. In its circumference was the silhouette of a young woman with long hair and a young man with a cap in a deep embrace. 

Zelda couldn’t help but feel oddly disturbed at the sight of this. 

“But all good things must come to an end, for nothing is eternal. Time’s cruel cycle and fate’s demands would shatter this contentment. One day, a carriage arrived from the Royal Castle requesting the young man’s presence.” A silhouette of a carriage complete with horses and sound effects pulled up to the couple. The young man got in, leaving the young woman gazing after him. 

Zelda raised an eyebrow. 

The scene suddenly shifted to what appeared to be the young man trying to approach the young woman, but it looked as if she wasn’t listening; her shadowy hands were covering her ears. The narrative continued. “The man returned and all seemed well, but it was not the end of the matter. Soon he was almost always gone, the same carriage coming to take him off. He would return intermittently–tired and haggard. He wouldn’t say where he had been. The only clue she had to his whereabouts was a magnificent sword which he had brought back with him. He refused to allow her to touch it, seemingly more concerned with the cold weapon than the girl’s heart. The girl tried to deal with this situation, but every time she tried to approach her love, he would push her away and say he didn’t want to talk about it.” 

The scene changed again, it looked now like a faint outline of a bed, the couple lay sleeping. 

The other narrator spoke. “But then one night, while the two slumbered peacefully together for the first time in a great while, tragedy stroke.” 

The young woman sat up and gazed at her lover. The narrator continued. “The young woman sat up in her bed, gazing at her love, her tender feelings about to surpass her apprehension at his recent travels. Then, in his sleep, the man said a name in his slumber.” 

“Zelda.”, a male voice said instead of the shadow hostesses. 

Zelda’s eyes widened and she nearly fell from her seat. “What the hell is this?!”, she sputtered. The play progressed. 

The stage was suddenly violent like a storm, claps of thunder resounded off the chamber walls and the howling of wind and rain. Throughout this commotion, the girl ran away from the little house into a lone field. She carried the sword with her. “Cursing the name betrayed in his slumber, the young woman was heart broken, her soul nearly torn in half by dismay.” The scene suddenly became almost dead calm, a soft breeze blew the girl’s long hair. She lifted the sword to her chest. The woman’s body fell to the ground. The stage dimmed. 

“Is it over?”, Zelda asked. 

The stage lit up, showing the young woman floating in in front of a bright light. She was now wearing a billowing gown that seemed to be made of at least two layers. The outer layer was transparent, a cold gray compared to the rest of the figure. A glowing mark of the triforce was embedded on her forehead. 

Zelda felt her stomach knot. She recognized the image of the woman. Though she had been severely wounded at the Forest Temple those years ago, she remembered seeing Link battle the strange attacker Palous, while Anthy lay with the same dress. Zelda had thought it to be a hallucination as a result of blood loss, but she knew that it had been true. 

“The young woman’s feelings were never diminished even after death. Her soul still felt the pain and loneliness of being betrayed. Her love found her body with the sword and cried to the heavens, cursing the sword. Now this sword was no ordinary sword. No, it was a magical sword, enchanted with the power to slay any evil. It was said to be carried by every Hero who walked the lands of Hyrule. Then something happened which forever would change the land. The girl’s tormented soul and broken body did not pass from this realm, instead, the Sword felt pity for the girl and gave its own life force to he; vowing that she would never to be alone, where she would forever be with a Hero. That was the beginning of the cycle. A new champion would arise after the next, following his destiny to find the Master Sword. She would watch them die on their quests, and wait until the next Hero would come.”, the story continued. 

In front of the young woman, the image of a man appeared, and pulled a sword from her chest. He walked and lifted the sword above his head nobly. In a flash, the man turned into a skeleton, and crumpled to the floor. The sword disappeared. From his bones, another man rose, and pulled the sword from the woman’s chest again. Again, he turned into a skeleton, and crumpled. Again and again the pattern continued. 

“Cycles and cycles of time passed, and the same destiny awaited every Hero. She would lead every one to his death.” 

Zelda just stared as the play ended. 

“Thank you for your audience.”, the voices continued. The spotlights traveled to the two corners of the stage. Two shadows of stunted old women appeared in puffs of red and blue smoke. 

“Let the show go on.”, they cackled. 

“Wait! Who are you?”, Zelda demanded, but she got no answer. The two women cackled as the curtain lifted. There was no one there who could have cast the shadows. Instead, it revealed another long passage. Zelda knew what this meant. The curtains closed behind her. 

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

The Chibi Yoshi awoke on a cold stone floor. 

“Oo, I do not feel good. I shouldn’t have gone to that party last night.... Or was it a party? I remember a transvestite, and I just assumed that it was a party. Maybe it was a rave....” 

The Yoshi looked arounf himself. He appearently could speak again, being outside the temple, and the dust storms seemd to have died down. The Chibi Yoshi felt a wet feeling on the back of his head. He tried to check it, but he realized that he was tied down, with a large sign strapped to him. 

“The Princess of Destiny Awaits Your Audience”, it read. 

“Oh how nice.... Wait, this isn’t for me, it’s for anyone who comes here. I’m bait! But who would come here. Only those dumb children know of these temples. So who could come here later?”, the Chibi Yoshi paused. The wetness trickled down far enough for him to see. It was blood. 

“Ah! That stupid lying shadow! She shot me with water! But what was that important piece of information that I recently found out. It was about those two other shadows. Such firey and icy personalities. And they seemed to rove around a lot. Hmm, Icey oving, and Firey Roving. Ice Rove, and Fire Rove. The two of them like twins. Twin Roving. And the third one and her Hydroving! Twinrovas and a Hydrova you might say.... 

“Oh my god! I got it! It’s Twin Mold! With fire and ice powers! With a friend that uses water and all three of them have messed up shadows! Those dastardly fiends! I thought Madame Mo had killed them?! This’ll be a problem.” 

The Chibi Yoshi was suddenly struck by another blast of water, where he lost consciousness again. 

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

Zelda walked down the dark corridor. She could see a light a distance away, but she was in no hurry to reach it. This was obviusly a trap. 

[But what were they talking about Anthy leading the Hero’s to their death?], she thought. Zelda was suddenly blinded by a light. She had reached the end of the corridor already. It took a few seconds for her eyes to adjust, but what she sa shocked her. Two Shadows stood in the middle of the room, looking into what looked like a well. The impossibility of the situation alone made Zelda’s head hurt. The two shadows were talking to each other. 

“Hmm, love is such a beautiful thing, right dear sister?” 

“So true.” 

The two shadows were looking into the waters of the well. Zelda took a step closer to get a look. Her eyes widened, and her heart skipped a beat. The water reflected the image of two people dancing in a field of roses. The two appeared high up with a layer of water covering their feet. Patches of tree leaves could be seen. 

[It can’t be....] 

The reflection then changed to show the image of... herself! She was standing off to the side, unnoticed by the dancers. There was no doubt about it, this was where Link had run off with Anthy. It wasn’t a dream like Zelda had hoped. 

“Too bad their love wont last....” 

“So sad. They made a cute couple.” 

”Don’t be silly, sister. Once he looked at her, he signed his own death certificate.” 

The two shadows continued to talk, then burst out laughing. 

Zelda opened her mouth in protest, but soon found that she was still uable to speak. 

<Lies!>, she tried thinking instead. <Link would never follow something as evil as you say she is!> 

The two shadows turned to face Zelda. “But it is his destiny.” 

“As is her destiny.” 

“Rather ironic, isn’t it? The Princess of Destiny is doubting what is meant to be!” 

The two shadows cackled again. 

<But... but....> Zelda’s mind was racing. She was trying to think of some way to doubt what the two shadows said, but she knew they were right. Who was she to contradict destiny? 

<But Link....>, she finally made out. 

“Oh, would you look at that.”, one of the Shadows continued. Zelda looked to see Link and Anthy, embraced in a passionate kiss. Zelda felt the world beneath her disapear. She fell to the floor, and began talking to herself. Again, her whole world was being revealed to be a lie. 

“Isn’t it sad how he would rather be with an illusion than royalty?” 

The two witches continued to laugh. 

Zelda suddenly looked up, the tears stopped flowing. <Who are you?!>, she demanded. 

“Shall we tell her, dear sister?” 

”Well, who are we to decline the Princess of Hyrule?” 

The shadows stood still, and Zelda could see what looked like movement ‘behind’ the darkness. A hand suddenly protruded from one of them, and then a second. They looked like old hands, they reminded Zelda of her Grandmother’s. The other shadow followed suit, pushing hands, and eventually the body of an old woman, through the cloak of darkness. 

Zelda looked at the two woman. <I don’t care who you are, but I wont let you stop me! That girl is Evil! And I know that she has to be stopped.>, Zelda yelled. 

The two women looked at each other and smiled. 

<I won’t let her take Link! He doesn’t know what she is! I need to save him! No matter what....>, she trailed off. 

The two women nodded to each other. “A noble cause, young Princess.” 

“But are you sure you can handle her?”, the one with the blue tint spoke. 

“She has led many of the Heroes of Time to their death.”, the redish one added. 

<I can handle her!>, Zelda was insulted. 

“Yes, but we can offer you more!” 

“Would you like us to help you?”. the two women prodded. 

Zelda looked at the two women. After what seemed like hours, she came to a simple response. 

<Do it.> 

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

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?” 

“Congratulations, dear sister, on another job well done!” 

“Well, it was nothing!”, Beyami boasted. 

“WHo knew that the Princess of Destiny would be so easily persuaded?” 

“Well, we did hit a sensitive spot.” 

“Hmm, I wonder if it was wrong of us to tell her those lies?”, Aberi wondered. 

“Well, they were technically true. Don’t worry about it so much.” 

“Extra! Extra! Hear all about it!” 

“Oh, she’s back”, the two sisters said in unison, not the least bit pleased. 

“Why are you still here?! You keep taking my show!”, Clayaty yelled. 

“Well, you made yourself useful today at least.”, Aberi said. 

“Although it was just that dumb lizard....”, Beyami said under her breath. 

“Well, that’s because you two are too busy not leaving! You guys would be nowhere without me!” 

“Whatever.... Anyway, I wonder what it would be like to have the Princess of Destiny on our side?”, Beyami wonderd. 

“And such things she would do, working for the likes of us!” 

“Oh, you’re so naughty!”, Beyami squiled. 

Clayaty couldn’t take much more of this. “Cut it out, and get the hell off of my stage!”
