Chapter 36: Interlude of the Hunters 

A shadow was rumaging through a pile of... junk inside the Silent Temple. “Hey! Look what I found! It’s my old resumé recording! Let’s play it for old time’s sake!”, Clayatyu yelled, breaking the.... silence of the Silent Temple. She quickly turned on the recording. 

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

“Extra! Extra! hear all about it!”, a familiar shadow in a town at dusk walked into view on a puddle. A giant clock stood in the center, seeming to count down the minutes of life. 

“Finally, it’s the exciting episode of Have-You-Heard News, in person at....”, the puddle suddenly rippled, distorting all that was said. The puddle regained it’s placidness “–Town. I’m here with a local, very much in love, couple. So, what is it you two do?”. Clayaty asked. 

The shot was focused on the puddle with Clayaty, (whoever was recording was obviously inexperianced), and cut off the heads of the couple, hiding their identities. 

“Well, I run an Inn here in the town.”, said the young woman. 

“Very interesting.” replied Clayaty half heartedly. 

“And I’m the mayor’s son.”, her husband chimed in. 

“That’s a great occupation.... Anyway, how did you two become such a great couple?”, Clayaty continued. 

“Well, it all happened a while ago when a young traveler in green came and-” 

“That was rhetorical question. I didn’t need an answer.”, Clayaty interjected. 

“Oh.”, the woman sounded disappointed. 

“Now, we all know that this is the site of the near catastrophe that could have eradicated all life as we know it, a result of certain freak anomalous meteorological events.” 

“What do you mean ‘anomalous meteorological events’?! The moon was crashing into us!”, yelled the man. 

“Yes, very nice.”, Clayaty disregarded him. “Now, how did you come to meet her?” 

“Who?” 

“Filthy heathen.” Clayaty muttered under her breath. “You know, the foreign woman in the large hat.”, Clayaty said audibly. 

“Oh. Well, she had come one day during the celebratory Festivals of Survival, and she seemed very interested in my mother’s stories about the giants and the young warrior who had saved us.” 

“A young warrior?” 

“Yes. A young boy, around the age of ten, came to this land, and saved us from the Evil!” 

“And you don’t find that pathetic?” 

“What do you mean?”, the woman stuttered. 

“Well, he was ten years old, and you’re, what, fifty?” 

“I’m twenty-three!” 

“Right. Thankyou for this interview. Anyway, you heard it here from the pretty Inn Keeper and her womanish husband. A large woman terrorizes a couple to get information about fairy tales.” 

“Hey! We never said tha-” 

“Now, we move on to.... him!”, Clayaty yelled as she spotted someone. Her figure disappeared from the puddle, and the ‘Camera Man’ ran torwards their next interview. Again, the angle was off, while Clayaty appeared on the reflection of the window, it cut off the short person’s (a child) face. All that was visible was his red bandana. 

“Hello child.” 

“What do you want? And why are you a shadow?” 

“Shut up! Anyway, I’m here to interview you. What is your name.” 

“I’m not gonna tell some creepy old shadow my name! I’ll tell you that I am leader of the Bombers.” 

“The Bombers? Is that some sort of cult? Take one step closer, and I’ll pump your face full of pepper spray!” 

“....” 

“Anyway, what do you know about the mysterious large woman?” 

“Who?” 

“The one who terrorized the community and broke into Sacred Grounds and stole stuff!” 

“I know the moon almost fell.” 

“What is it with you country hooligans and the moon?! We’re moving on!”, Clayaty yelled. 

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

The scene had now shifted to a much more rural and desolate looking scenery. The brown dry dirt and sparse vegetation created a somber tone. 

“We are now at some place called Ik–” Static interuptted yet again. “–Valley which is supposedly one of the few remaining sites of an ancient civilization. They say a lot of supernatural and ghostly activity takes place here. We are now talking with the only people who are stupid enough to live in this Goddess-Forsaken valley; might I add it is a single father with an irritating brat of little girl.” 

The camera panned up to what looked like a house with a water mill, a strange melody played from its motion. Two figures stood in front of the house, one a tall and thin, presumably the father. The other was very small. Clayaty’s image flickered in and out on the water that fell from the watermill. Again the focus of the shot cut out the two subjects of the interview. 

“Wow, what a bad taste in music. What are they, like fifty?”, Clayaty seemed to dislike the choice of music the water mill played. 

“Ahem! We’re right here!”, the father interjected. 

“Whoah! Someone’s got an attitude problem.” 

“How dare you! I–” 

“Yah, yah, blah, blah! Just answer the question.”, Clayaty was becomming irritated. “Now, you rude fifty year old, what is your occupation.” 

The slightly shocked man stammered. “I’m a scientist who studies the supernatural.” 

“I see. . .tell me. . .did you flunk the Pre-Med exam?” 

“What?!” 

“Well, you’re obviously incompetant and not allowed to participate in the even most remotely authorized medical fields, so you must be doing the pseudo-science crud to make yourself feel better.” 

“You little–” 

“Chill out man! Now, I’m going to ignore you and talk to your ugly child.” 

The girl began to cry. “Daddy! She called me ugly.” 

Clayaty responded first. “Honey, its okay. There are a lot of ugly people, don’t worry, just look at your father, he managed to have a kid didn’t he? Although. . .since you have no mother I’ll assume she ran off. . .so. . .what does it feel like to know you’ll end up a single mother with an equally ugly child?” 

The girl was now sobbing. “Daddy, make her stop! I don’t wanna end up alone like you!” 

“There, there, honey. You won’t end up all alone like me–HEY! Just what do you mean by that?!” 

“Well its true!” 

Clayaty had meanwhile lost interest in the family squabble and the camera now followed her to the water mill, the scientist and his daughter’s verbal battle fading into the background. 

“Ugh! This music sucks!”, Clayaty suddenly pulled out what looked like a stick of dynamite and lit it. With no hesitation she fastened it to the side of the water mill in a way that the flame wouldn’t be extinguished by the turning liquid. 

An earth shattering explosion rocked the desolate canyon. Chunks of water mill floated down the stream. 

‘What have you done?!”, the scientist screamed. 

“It was my responsibilty to those with good taste.”, Clayaty said matter of factly. 

“No, that melody was the only thing keeping the ReDeads at bay!” 

“Hassa, kazza, wassa?! What is it with your gibberish? Are you from Labrynna or something?” 

The man meanwhile was screaming and grabbed his daughter. 

Clayaty was about to further her questions when something stopped her. It was a strange moaning sound, an empty sound, so hollow yet so filled with pain. The man was now screaming like a hysterical hippo on steroids. 

“The ReDeads! The ReDeads!”, he shrieked. 

“Re-deads? Are they the ones who made that horrible music?” 

The man grabbed his daughter and ran into the house. On his way, he dropeed a note. 

“Hmm, what’s this? Oh, a personal diary entry.”, Clayaty commented. Without a second thought she began reading it. “’How could such hell befall a family like mine? It all happened when that strange woman in the... extravegant robes came to the house. She had demanded to see the ruins of–”. Clayaty paused. “Hmm the name is smudged. It looks like ‘Mi-kah-nuh Valley Palace”. The intrepid reporter continued, “ Anyway, ‘When I had refused, she locked me in the closet, and used Something and twisted my body. Luckily, a young boy dressed in green saved me. He had also saved us from the woman’s other evils. She had dried the river supplying the musical house with music keeping the Redeads at bay. She had also released a ghost named Sharp to make sure nothing would fix the predicimant. Again, the boy saved us. Thank the Giants! But what could be at the ruins?’” 

Clayaty faced the camera. “There you have it folks, physical proof that the man’s a loon! Although, it was pretty conveniant for us to find a window into the deep dark secrets of the ugly man and daughter.” 

Suddenly, the camera fell, focusing the image onto the floor beneath Clayaty. “Hey! Camera Man, that’s expensive equipment!”, was heard, Clayaty of course. “Hmm, this is no time to be getting friendly with the Redeads! Well, fine! I’ll go on alone! If the Redeads stop hugging you come and find me in that cave!” 

The shot lifted up as Clayaty began walking to the cave like she had said. “Clayaty! Wait! Help me!”, was heard in the distance–Camera Man. The shot focused in on Clayaty’s shadowed face:“Hold please.” 

A burst of... something was heard. It sounded as though it were liquid. Either way, after the initial spray was heard, a ‘thud’ followed after it hit its target. The words “Clayaty! Stop!”, were also heard. 

The Camera focused in on Clayaty’s face again as she walked towards the cave again. “Sorry for the interruption. This will now be a self documentary as Camera Man has decided to leave this world–I meant production. . .!” 

Clayaty suddenly broke into a run and quickly made her way toward the cliff sides of the valley. “I am now looking for this supposed excavation site that the loner man was mentioning.” The shot shook with Clayaty’s steps. She stopped in front of a large opening in the rock surface of the cliff; there seemed to be the remanents of an iron door frame, but it looked as if had been forcefully widened by some unkown force. “Well, I guess we could go into the dark ominous tunnel. . . I’m leaving!” The air was suddenly disturbed by the loud dead moaning of the Redeads. “And I’m going!” Clayaty ran down the tunnel. 

The camera flickered off. An imeasurable amount of time had passed when the scene returned. Clayaty was even harder to make out in the darkness; the intrepid shadow girl reporter seemed unphased by her recent trek. “Well, after hours of running around mazes and who knows what, I have fallen deep into the hidden chasm of tunnels. I have no clue as to where I am, but I have noticed that this is a big dome-like conclave; I am not sure where I came in from.” Clayaty paused to take a breath. “Hmmm, that’s strange. . .”, she said to herself. She shown her torch (presumably picked up during her exploring) to the wall. She yellped. The alien and evil gaze of. . .something. . .glared back at her. It was a heiroglyph on the wall. “Okay...I still have a pulse. . .I’m okay. . .What-The-Fu–”. She mumbled some obscenities. 

Clayaty glanced around the room, noticing large amounts of equipment. “Aha! So this is the foreign large woman’s excavation site! Hmm, I wonder if there’s anything to interview around here?” 

A moan was heard from off camera. “That sounds rather familiar for some reason. Oh! A brown shriveled thing. Can I take a comment?” 

The creature coaned again. “Ow! You don’t need to hug me that much! You foreign people are sure friendly, but get off! Get OFF!”, a sudden blast of liquid was heard again. 

“Oh great! No he’s dead. Well, he didn’t look so good to start with. You might even say he’s a re-dead. Maybe if I didn’t have a chronic memory loss I would be able to identify why that name sounds so familiar....” 

A rustling was heard inj a corner of the room. 

“Halt! Who goes there fiend?!” 

“It is I! Fried Wont-Ton Baby Dog, Queen of the Chinese!”, a little green creature said. It was stroking a little stuffed animal. The lizard heldd it up and said “With my Giant Radioactive Space Ant, and its Deadly Poison Gas Breath!” 

Clayaty stared at the creature for a second. “Greetings your highness! I’ve never met royalty before, can I have an interview?” 

“Now why would I want an interview from a two-rupee-ho like you?!” 

“You mean that was you last night?!”, Clayaty exclaimed. 

The two looked at each other for a moment. “I don’t remember anything.”, both said in unison. 

After a moment, “Yeah, what were we talking about?”, the lizard asked. 

“I dunno. . . . Anyway, “, Clayaty continued, “what is the Queen of the Chinese doing down here in a dark cave?” 

“I hunt koalas in my spare time. And I was nowhere near that car when Di crashed! Um ,why am I telling you that? 

“You tell me. I asked you what you were doing in this forsaken pit.” 

“Oh! I’m doing things which I can’t tell you about. If I do, she won’t feed me.”, the reptile trailed off. 

Clayaty, being the shrewd journalist was, didn’t give up. “I’ll give you a cookie.” 

The lizard scoffed at her attempt at bribery. “I’m insulted! Do you think you can bribe me with your peasant swill!” 

“How about two cookies?” 

“Now you’re talking!”, the ‘Queen of the Chinese’ gleefully agreed. 

“Well, get to it!”, Clayaty was becomming irritated. 

“Sure thing, what do you want to know?”, the lizard disinerestedly filed its nails. 

“First things first, why are you here?”, Clayaty asked logically. 

“I’m here on a secret hidden ‘dig’; we’re already finished. I was left here to supervise the last of the clean up. We came here from a different time and dimension looking for a great source of power and to fuel the own depraved lunacy of my sadistic and evil master. She’s a real b*tch who is into all that digging up and desecrating the legacy of ancient civilizations! If I do my job she feeds me!”, the lizard answered as if this made common sense. 

Clayaty stared. 

“What was that?” 

“Nothing! Well, that’s quite an imagination you have there, vermin.”, the shadow girl smirked. 

“Thank you, the doctor says that I’m getting better!”, the Yoshi nodded. 

“Well now, I’m trapped in a deep dark cave in the middle of no where with a psychotic iguana. Gee, I never thought I would say those words-especially in that combination. At least not after the last time. . . .” 

“You’re rambling! Get back to my intimiate expose; where I reveal my lesbian affair with the King of Mute City! Tee Hee! *giggle* *mooing noise*!” 

Clayaty slowly backed away. “Well, take care your highness! I’m going over to the other side of this dome and look at the pretty heiroglyphs on the wall.” 

“Okay, bye-bye now! Don’t be stranger! Call me!”, the lizard’s voice faded as Clayaty ran. 

“Whew! I thought I was going to be the first victim in a B-rated horror flick.”, she breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Whazzup?!” 

“AIEEEE!”, Clayaty screamed. 

“Hello, Clayaty.”, a chill ran down Clayaty’s spine. 

“Fried-Won-Tun-Baby-Dog: Queen of the Chinese?!” 

“Well, Goody-Goody!” 

The screen filled with static. 

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

Clayaty turned off the recording. “Hmmm, I must say, even at such a young age, I rocked! Still, that weird lizard queen fried food seemed disturbingly familiar–” 

A sudden cackle filled the air and a bright ball of red and a bright ball of blue exploded in balck or Clayaty. 

“Hey, we don’t have time! Quit slacking!”, Aberi sounded irritated. 

“Geeze, your more lazy than a stoned ox who’s pregnant!”, Beyami scolded. 

Clayaty and Aberi stared at her. 

“What?” Beyami asked innocently. “It was all that I could think of in terms of analogies.” 

Clayaty broke the uncomfortable silence. “Hey! You two are supposed to be gone! This is my show!”, she reminded her former costars. 

“Yeah, whatever. Anyway, it’s almost fun time so get into position.”, Aberi spoke. 

“What are you talking about?”, Clayaty asked honestly. 

“You know, the party! ‘Everyone’ is comming! “, Beyami gleefuly chimed. “And wait to they see their ‘surprise’! I can’t wait!” 

“Calm yourself, sister. The Valiant Knight and his commrades still have their trials before they can come for desert.”, Aberi reponded. “I wonder, do you think he’ll enjoy the present?” 

“Have you heard? Hvae you Heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?”, Aberi and Beyami both broke into a pile laughter. 

“Idiots! I’m surrounded by idiots!”, Clayaty mumbled to herself. She glanced around to find she was alone again. Suddenly, the darkness which was Clayaty seemed to ripple and distabalize for a second. A more mature voiced chuckle emanated from the form. “What is your true plot, Twinrova? Or worse yet, your crazed pupil’s? Who is more devious? Who is playing who? The Riddle it turns and turns, like a crazy tide pulled unbeknown; yet who–when will it end? Who will be consumed; lying in their bed of soil and worms?” 

The shadows reformed and Clayaty glanced at the entrance of the Silent Temple. “Well, I guess I’ll finish this later.” She put her recording down on the sand and walked off. She didn’t see the breeze and sudden sand storm kick up around her archival recording. It was gone when the sand cleared. 

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

“You know old man, there’s nothing to do. I’m bored.”, a whispery and all encompassing voice filled a dark void. 

“Don’t complain to me, Eloa! You’re the one who said to remain out of the action.”, a gruff and slightly irritated Kamali responded. The old Sheikah looked the same after all the years since the eruption. He sat with some green tea, the steaming cup showing like an ethereal phantom in the pirch black of the void. 

“True, true. . . .”, the whimsical and ambiguous spirit replied. “It’s getting boring watching this story unfold and nothing for us to do until the climax.” 

“That was your choice.”, Kamali said. He took a sip of his tea. “You said you didn’t want to get involved, unless it was absolutely necessary.” 

“True again. . .yet the rules have changed. This game is becomming unpredictable, the Supreme Mother is active and awake. The Dark One and the Evil One threaten extinction while the Balance is thrown more and more out of proportion. . .so many cataclysms waiting to happen. . .and the creators slumber in their incompetancy.”, Eloa spoke to the emptyness. She turned her focus on Kamali. “The Bride of Light is still in her coffin. . .what’s going to happen when she realizes she can leave it whenever she wants?” 

“What are you getting at?”, Kamali rolled his eyes. 

“Well, if I told you that, then I wouldn’t be a whimisical spirit would I? It would be too easy.”, Eloa laughed. 

“Hpmh!”, Kamali grunted. Despite this mock show of banter both knew that the underlying current was a serious and dire fiber. 

“I found something to entertain us. . . .”, Eloa off-handidly spoke up. “I thought we might learn a little history in our spare time.” 

“Gee, now you’re a history teacher?”, Kamali sarcastically responded. “And what would today’s lesson be?” 

“I thought we might discuss the Hunters, don’t you? They’re so out of place yet so integral in the comming storm.” 

“I thought that we were already in the storm?”, Kamali tilted his head. 

Eloa laughed. “I never said that there would only be one storm.” 

“Gee, that should be fun.”, Kamali rolled his eyes. “I suppose the Soul-Devourer is the one you mean?” 

“And he finally get’s one correct. She is a dangerous card, you know. She’s getting too close to her past–the destiny of the Hunters and the legacy of the Ancients. They alone could topple the balance untill it can’t be reset. Look what happened to the Ancients–” 

“Yes, yes, I’ve heard your speeches before. You realize that this is all the Messiach’s fault? If she hadn’t resurrected those two, things would have been so much more uncomplicated.”, He paused. “So tell me, what exactly are these Hunters?”, Kamali showed some interest. 

“Well, that’s the point of this lesson, isn’t it?” 

“Just don’t expect an apple.”, Kamali said dryly. 

“Well, that’s not being a respective student, is it? Well, let us begin. I just hope that you’re not too old to learn anything; they say you can’t teach an old dog new tricks.” 

“The oldest dog is still eons younger than you are.”, Kamali pointed out a valid fact. 

“True yet again. I have been here for longer than. . . forever.”, Eloa’s voice sounded thoughtful. “Hmmm, I wonder how long it has been.” 

“The Hunters?”, Kamali reminded the spirit. 

“The Hunters. . . the Harbingers of Destruction. . . that isn’t an overly dramatic name for them. They are literally the embodiment of force. But humans are the creators of that force. They cause even more damage; it is their inherant destructiveness.” 

“Now humans are the problem? If that is so, then how can you want balance?”, Kamali tilted his head. He put his tea cup down, interested in Eloa’s response. 

“Humans also have the capacity for good, so it is that balance which is necessary. Let me return to the lesson.” 

The void around them suddenly changed, a three dimensional picture comming to life around them. The sense around them was where Calyaty’s ‘Resumé’ recording. Fried Won-Ton Baby Dog, Queen of the Chinese and Clayaty both stood as they had, a frozen moment in time. 

“And I am looking at?”, Kamali was understandably puzzled. 

“A little momento, a certain ‘joker’ s’ keepsake.”, Eloa as direct as ever. 

“There are now ‘jokers’ in this game? Since when did this become a card game?” 

“It’s a euphamism if you would prefer. I mean, one who shouldn’t be playing this game but is. Even I don’t know her true agenda. . . or any of their’s for that matter.”, Eloa continued. 

“How comforting. Could you please get to the significance of this?” 

“Fine, as a one time occurence, I shall be as direct as I can. Disregard the two individuals and focus on what is surrounding them.” 

“Some walls with heiroglyphs. Strange, I don’t recognize any of them. . . .”, Kamali examined the projection of the immeasurably old granite wall. He ran his fingers over their grooves and traces. 

“You shouldn’t. These are in the language of the Ancients, I mentioned them before.”, Eloa said. 

“I thought you were just taking poetic lisence.”, Kamali didn’t even look up from the hieroglyphs. 

“A valid observation knowing my character.”, the spirit replied. “I’ll tell the story now.” 

The room grew dark again. 

“Eon’s ago, in a time of such difference that it is no longer important, ancient civilizations thrived in the world which the creators called the Last Plane; the Terminal Word. . . Termina. The Terminians rose to their power millenia before the Imprisoning War of Hyrule; although the time stream really makes this an invalid comparison. 

“The Terminians reveled in their power. But like all life, power was not divided so equally. The Ancients of Termina broke into five factions, splitting into the North, South, East and West, and the final faction colonizing the center of the Terminian world. Greed soon overtook each of the civilizations, and they tried to destroy each other to gain power. They developed weapons of war: creatures created for the sole purpose of destruction. They developed the creatures known as Hunters through depraved sciences and magiks. 

“Years of war followed. Years upon years of death. Each civilization began to die, leaving only few survivors. Each nation would nation would unleash hordes of Hunters upon each other, until only a barren wasteland remained. Finally, as the Terminians realised that this could not go on; unfortunately the war was no longer in their hands. The war had become that of the Hunters satisfying their lust for blood. Finally, the internecine warfare broke into two distinct factions: each soley the serving the will of two unimaginably powerful Hunters. They were the Destroyer and the Bringer of Chaos. Each had become more than the mindless marionettes that they had been programmed to be. 

“The Destroyer ruled over a specific sect of Terminians that had superior science and magic. Using those, he constructed an artificial base of operations, disguised as a moon, where he would reside. The Bringer of Chaos knew of the Destroyer’s base, but had no means in which to match such a construct. 

“The last of the remaining nations, created four Hunters. They were giant in comparison to the Destroyer and the Bringer of Chaos, yet they stood with a different programming: to keep peace. Rather than fight like the Hunters before, these four Giants were made to try and unify the land. 

On the fateful night, they carried out their mission. They faced the Destroyer and the Bringer of Chaos, but did not fight. Instead they distracted the two godlike Hunters, givning enough time for the survivors of the Terminian world to cast one final spell: a fatal atonement for their sins. They trapped the Souls of the two Hunters into masks.” 

“Masks?”, Kamali asked. “Why Masks?” 

Eloa did teh equivalent of a grin. “Consider it poetic license.” 

Kamali stood in silence, still standing in the frozen world of Clayaty and Fried Wont Ton Baby Dog. “And why this?”, he pointed to the scene around him. “What is the significance?” 

Eloa continued, “Years passed, the stalemate neve lifting. The Last of the Ancients had long since realised their flaw, and had tried to ammend their mistakes. The nation to the east, the Canyon Nation, had created two Hunters, to counter the two powerhungry ‘gods’. Yet they would never see the light of day, for the denizens of the Eastern Nation vanished, their incomplete creations dormant deep within the earth; the Chaos Bringer and the Destroyer, in an almost ridiculous scenario, mutually agreed to destroy this threat to their game. 

Kamali raised an eyebrow. “So you’re saying that the two who lay dormant were–” 

“The Foreign Woman’s Hunters.” Elea interjected. 

“But I know history. The Destroyer and the Chaos Bringer were both sealed for millenia, until the first Hero of Time. . . . And in the end, the souls of both masks were vanquished, leaving only the phsysical shell. . . .” 

“Yes, you are correct. Majora and the Fierce Diety were calmed.” 

“Then why do you bring up such irrelevant unformation?”, Kamali questioned. 

“The Foreign Woman has the Bringer of Chaos.”, Eloa’s voice seemed even more soft and piercing than usual. 

“But what does that matter? The Soul is destroyed, the mask is just a mask.” 

“The Soul was not destroyed. Nothing should be able to destroy Soul, nor spirit.”, she said the latter almost mocklingly. “Which is why I am worried about the Soul Devourer. Nothing should be able to accomplish such a task. Only the Supreme Mother is the only thing concievable that could destroy Soul, and even now, I doubt that she could do such a task.” 

“I assume that was your doing.” 

“I can’t take credit for all of it. It was a unanimous decision.” 

“Who’s decisio–” 

“May I continue with my lesson?” 

Kamali smirked. “Continue.” 

“The fact remains that the Soul Devourer can manipulate Soul. She is also the only thing capable now of destroying Soul. Maybe that was the plan of the Ancients, for her to completely eradicate the Bringer of Chaos and the Destoyer.” 

“Then why were there two?” 

“Perhaps to give her reason and conscious to use such destructuve force.” 

Eloa paused. “I sense an almost unimaginable destructive capability within the other Hunter. Perhaps that is the part of the riddle that I had not previously seen.” 

“Which is?” 

“Both were never nearly completed. Empath, the Soul Devourer, was meant to destory Majora and Fierce Diety. Yet it could be that Vision was designed to completely eradicate, not just the two Hunter ‘Gods’, but all Hunters completely. And most likely any other means in which to ressurect their kind.” 

“Your theory makes sense, and yet it doesn’t at the same time.” 

“Do you question me?”, Eloa pressed. 

“Well, if Majora and Fierce Diety were vanquished why are the two Hunters awake? They have no more mission.” 

“Though they were vanquished, their Souls were not destroyed. And I have said the Soul Devourer can manipulate Souls as well.” 

“What is your point, Eloa?” 

“The Soul Devourer knows where Majora is.” 

Kamali stood there in awe, gazing at the Spirit that stood before him. The scene faded, and the room grew black. 

Eloa continued, “And you know what happens to those who wear the mask.” 

