Chapter 43: Friends no More Redux: Vengeance 

Link opened his eyes to find himself in the middle of a swirling blue light. 

[Huh?] 

After a few moments of a floating sensation, Link felt the floor beneath him again. Standing only moments earlier in the streets of Hyrule Town Marketplace, he was standing on a platform with flowing water which streamed down its edges. There were other floating platforms, all had beams of lights focus on their centers, all with the same effect of water. In the center, where the light focused, was the symbol of the Triforce. 

Link surveyed his surroundings. The many floating platforms seemed to revolve around one in particular. It had six pedastals on it forming a hexagon; one yellow, one green, one red, one blue, one purple, and one orange. All seemed very old, and dull; as if they hadn’t been used in centuries. All the color in them seemed almost depleted. 

Link noticed even the platform he was on had pedastals. In fact, he was standing on one right now; it glowed a bright, lively green. Contrary to the one platform he was looking at, this one only had four pedastals. His was yellow, and forming a sqaure were three others; blue, red, and grey. 

Suddenly, two flashes of light appeared above the blue and red pedastals. A blue pillar of light dropped down carrying the familiar images of Yomil and Draco. When Draco landed on the blue Pedastal it glowed with a murky blue, while similarly Yomil made the red Pedastal glow a deep blood red. 

A soft voice pierced through the air. “Welcome to the Realm of Betweeness.” 

In the center of the pedastal, atop the Triforce, the figure of pale woman appeared, seemingly surrounded in an aura of light. 

“Eloa?!”, Link recognized, from his encounter in Hyrule Field those long years ago. 

“Yes, Hero of Time.” She paused and turned toward the other two. ”I am Eloa”, she repeated for Yomil and Draco, who were still quite confused as to how they had gotten there. 

“This is the Realm of Betweeness.”, Eloa said again. “A most sacred place, where the many Sages of Hyrule gathered through the eons to aid the Heroes of Time in their quests.” 

“Gathered. . . as in a long time ago?” 

“Yes, that was a long time ago. . . Sadly, the Sages do not exist anymore.”, Eloa’s voice trailed off. 

Yomil looked around confused. “What’s a Sage?” 

The group looked at him. “What? Is it some sort of spice? An herb?” 

Draco raised an eyebrow. “They are the chosen Keepers and Protectors of Hyrule.”, he stated the obvious. 

“Don’t blame me! I’m foreign!”, Yomil whined. 

“Your interaction is entertaining. Maybe I will replace Kamali with you.”, Eloa commented. 

“Who’s Kamali?”, Link asked. 

“Oh no, I shouldn’t have said that.”, the Spirit giggled. “Now, you, the young Protectors of Hyrule-” 

“Hello?! I’m from Kinoko!” 

“That’s your excuse for everything!”, Link said under his breathe. Yomil made a sound of protest. Eloa watched in amusement. “Dear me, I meant Hyrule as the existance of this realm.” 

“I see, Eloa”, Draco paused when he spoke her name. “Is there a reason why you have called us here?” 

The atomosphere darkened, and Eloa’s tone became serious. “You, the Protectors of Hyrule, have done remarkably well on your quests. You have managed to free the Temples from Darkrova’s evil hold. Still, you are far from finished, and your conflicts are just beginning.” 

Link gulped. 

“Neither sword nor spell will always vanquish your foes.”, Eloa paused, as if in thought. “The Princess of Destiny has failed her mission.”, the fourth pedastal, the grey one, suddenly blackened. 

“What do you mean my sister failed?!” Draco demanded. Eloa was silent. 

“She did not recover the Talisman, nor free the Temple.”, Eloa stated bluntly. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?! Is she hurt?! Is she....”, Draco paused at the thought. Eloa just looke at the group. “Answer me you-”, draco was cut off by a sudden gust of sand in his face. 

The three young men stood in the middle of an expansive desert. In front of them lay the shadow of a large structure. The three quickly started running in that direction after agreeing it would be the best place to be. As they drew nearer they could make out the image of a woman carved out of the solid mountain, worn away after centuries of errosion. 

The trio made their way to the stairway in font of the looming temple. The doorway was dark, and they couldn’t see inside. Suddenly, a green blur fell down in front of them, suspended by a rubber rope. It was the Chibi Yoshi. Around his neck was the sign: “The Princess of Destiny Awaits Your Audience”. 

“What? Does that mean my sister is alright?”, Draco asked aloud. The Chibi Yoshi began to stir, and opened its eyes. 

“Oh! You dumb children did come for me! Well, well well. I knew you would!” 

“Vile creature, where is my sister?!”, Draco grabbed the Yoshi by the neck. 

“Well, that all depends on who your sister is.”, The Chibi Yoshi giggled, then suddenly stopped. “Oh! I need to tell you very important information! I know who the Boss of this Temple is! well, the new one anyway.” 

“What do you mean?”, Link asked. 

“Well, it would turn out that the Sorceror who was originally stationed here was murdered. Quite violently actually.”, the Chibi Yoshi sighed. “Brings back memories of the good old days....”, the intrepid reptile whiped a tear from his eye. He appearently had gotten free from his restraints. 

“If you do not tell me where my sister is, I swear that I will slice your flesh off inch by....”, Draco suddenly trailed off. “What did you say about the Boss being defeated?” 

“Why do you ask, Draco?”, Yomil was confused. 

”Well, a similar thing happened in the Rain Temple. At first I thought it was Anthy, who had killed the Boss before I could get there, but it turned out to be some sort of shape shifting shadow.” 

The Chibi Yoshi’s eyes widened. “Yes! Those bitches! She shot me with water! They are Twinmold!” 

“What’s a Twinmold?”, Link began to remember something form a long time ago. “You mean those centipede things in my dream? I think I called them Twinmolds. The name just came naturally.” 

“Yes, yes! They are the Bosses of this temple now! Except, now they have fire and ice powers, with a water using and appearently shapeshifting friend!”, the Chibi Yoshi was almost jumping up and down, had Draco still not been holding the lizard’s throat. “Now if you want to see yor sister, you have to release me, and enter the temple.” 

Draco immediately dropped the wretched creature. 

“Well, why not?”, Link asked, and the four made their way in through the dark entrance. Immediately, the ambient sound died. “What?”, Link would have said, but appearently he couldn’t speak, or at least be heard. 

[Welcome to the Silence Temple], a voice was echoed in their minds. Anthy walked up from in back of them, cassually, as if it weren’t odd at all to suddenly appear in a Temple in the middle of desert with no sound. Her white tunic and hair seemed eriely still in the torrent of wind. The fact that she had just spoken into their minds didn’t seem all that disconserting. 

“I suggest you stay near me.”, she spoke normally. “I can counter the magics of this Temple, but I can only keep this field up within a limited area.” 

“Anthy?! How did you get here?”, Link yelled, a little too loudly. The amethyst haired girl just smiled at him. “There are more important things to worry about, Hero of Time. We should hurry.” 

Suddenly, something jumped in front of the group; it was the Chibi-Yoshi in a safari hat. “Well then, let’s go! Follow me!” 

Yomil frowned. “And why would we follow you?” 

The Chibi-Yoshi blinked innocently. “I thought you knew it was me who was the tranvestite’s guide for this place. . . although she did end up getting attacked and who-knows-what because of my neglegance. . . oh well.” The lizard seemed to care more or less about Zelda’s fate. 

Draco and Link both saw red and charged towards the vermin. Chibi-Yoshi easily jumped over both of their heads, an almost ridiculous sight when realizing that the two-foot reptile had jumped over the heads of two full grown men. He landed next to Anthy. “Are they always this way?” 

“I’m afraid so.”, she replied. 

“Anthy!”, Link said in protest. He was about to continue when he found he couldn’t speak again. Anthy had walked pretty far ahead of him, he quickly ran to catch up. 

The grimed covered stone blocks which made up the temple seemed oddly ashen, even more dead looking than they already were. 

There were torches which lit the labyrinth which was the temple, but even then, it was poor illumination at the best. 

“Yomil, could you give us some light?”, Link asked. 

“Make sure it’s flattering!”, Chibi Yoshi added. 

Ignoring the vain lizard, Yomil lifted his hand. “Illuminate.”, he simply said. With that command, the entire hall seemed to glow and brighten. Link surveyed the now visible room. 

The group stood at the base of a staircase, framed by two statues that looked like they used to have writing on them. 

[Snakes?], Link thought. Anthy and the Chibi Yoshi had already made their way up most of the crumbling stairwell. Link, Yomil and Draco quickly ran to catch up, almost tripping on some of the loose stones. 

At the top the path split into two ways: left and right. Yet both seemed to be blocked by large stones with a Crescent and a Star marked on them. Both seemed to have caved in on themselves making moving them look impossible. Link looked at the others for suggestions when he realized that the Chibi Yoshi looked confused. He wqas standing in front of a square block that rose a few inches off of the ground. 

“Hmm. Thats funny. When I lead the man-woman down here, that block was gone, and it had a tunnel underneath it. I can’t seem to move it!”, he looked like he was going to cry. 

“Maybe that’s a clue.”, Anthy said this as if she was enjoying some entertaining game, pointing to the wall. There was a simple carving in it; an arrow pointing up. 

“Wow, that’s convenient.”, Link commented. 

“I know! How nice of them.”, the Chibi Yoshi said in complete honesty. 

“That’s good and all, but how are we supposed to go up?”, Draco asked, obviously out of patience. The group looked up to see an opening in the ceiling similar in shape to the square block. In fact, the two were in perfect alignment. 

“Maybe its another elevator.”, Link wondered aloud. To test his theory, Link stepped on the block. Nothing happened. 

“Good job! Great Melon in the Sky, you suck at this!”, the Chibi Yoshi wasn’t actually paying attention though. He was staring at a rock. 

“Well, maybe I can fly us up.”, Yomil suggested. 

The group turned to face Yomil. “Since when can you fly?!”, Draco asked. 

“It’s a neat trick I picked up.”, Yomil closed his eyes and levitated off of the ground to demonstrate. He opened his eyes, first to see if he had gotten the spell right, and second to see his friends’ reaction. “I’m still surprised that magic works so well.”, he confessed. 

“Less chit-chat, more progress.”, the Chibi Yoshi said, now looking at a crack in the floor. 

“How serious are you about this?!”, Draco yelled. 

“Very serious. I mean, just look....”, the Yoshi trailed off when he saw a firefly, and ran off to go chase it. Draco made a sound of disgust. “Oh! Pretty! I will make you mine! Forever!” 

Yomil floated up the hole in the ceiling, first only sticking his head in to make sure it was safe. After determining that, he landed softly. 

Suddenly, Draco lurched upwards. “Hey!”, he exclaimed. Yomil appearently either had little experiance floating others, or was not used to floating Draco’s larger body. Draco wavered in the air, almost bumping his head on the ceiling as he ascended. Yet he made it up with no major injuries. 

“Link get ready!”, Yomil yelled down. Link preped himself as best he could, yet he still felt uncomfortable being lifted into the air by some outside force. As he was reaching a good height, a green blur dashed towards him. The Chibi Yoshi had jumped up, and latched himself to the back of Link’s head. Yomil yelped under the sudden increase in weight, and the pair began to fall. Chibi Yoshi hissed at the sorceror, who managed to regain control and pull the two up. 

After the last levitation, Yomil wasn’t sure if he could pull it off again, but he couldn’t leave Anthy down there all by herself. 

“Anthy! You’re next!”, he yelled. 

“Did you call me?”, she asked from in back of the trio, looking down the hole. 

“Right... Let’s move on....”, they said, accepting the fact that the laws of physics seemed to ignore the Bride of Light. 

“Whoah! That is some freaky sh*t! She just warped up here!”, the Chibi Yoshi exclaimed. 

“Yeah.”, Link replied. 

“And you aint surprised?!” 

“Nope.”, Link kept on walking. The Chibi Yoshi started to give Anthy odd side glances. The lizard suddenly stopped when he picked up a sent. 

“Hmmm. . . I’m smelling something down that way. . .”, he pointed to the right down a dark hall. There were no torches. 

“Ummm. . . I’m tired, so I don’t think my magic is working. . . do we have to go in the dark?”, the wizard asked timidly. 

Draco began to walk. “Enough of this! My sister is in trouble! Quit being a coward!” 

“Yeah, you shouldn’t be afraid of ‘shadows’.”, Link added. 

Draco paused, remembering the fight at the Water Temple. “Still, we should be careful... besides, I think that this little vermin could smell out trouble.” He yanked the Chibi Yoshi up and chucked him ahead. 

“How rude!”, the lizard’s voice echoed down the hall. After a couple of seconds pause, the Chibi Yoshi spoke up again. “Okay, women! There’s no bad guys.” 

“Let’s go.”, Yomil bravely said; once safety was confirmed. 

The group walked through pitch black using the walls as support. Anthy, of course, walked normally. “Well, now what–ah!”, Link suddenly screamed as the floor under him gave way. His cry was quickly followed by those of Yomil and Draco. 

“Tee hee. I said nothing about there being no traps!”, the Chibi Yoshi cackled. “Uh oh! I’m falling too! Aieee!” 

Anthy, now alone in dark corrider, shrugged and jumped down the hole the others had fallen through. In a graceful and virtually soundless motion, Anthy landed next to the pile of jumbled bodies who were moaning in protest. 

“Oww! Who’s on my foot?!”, Link muttered. 

“Probably the person who’s elbowing my back!”, Yomil gasped. 

“And who’s hand is scandulously groping my succulant flesh?”, the Chibi Yoshi asked. It didn’t take long for the warriors to organize themselves and toss the vermin away. 

“Fine! But you’ll come crawling back! Once you go Yoshi you never go. . . Boshi? I don’t know ryhmes.”, the lizard seemed totally oblivious to the revultion it caused. 

“Enough!”, Link spoke up. He turned to Anthy. “Do we go to the boss room?” 

The amethyst haired girl merely nodded. “It’s that way.”, she pointed down a hall they had never noticed before. She seemed about to say something then stopped. “Be careful. . . .”, was all she managed. 

“All right, let’s go.” 

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

The darkness was comforting. The ice chill only made vengance much more tantalyzing. She smiled to herself in anticipation. 

She would destroy them. The two torches in back of her, one red, one blue, casted malicious looking shadows on the stage. 

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

“There isn’t much to this temple, is there?”, Yomil asked. “We’ve seen zero enemies or puzzles. . . it’s almost like whoever it is knows it’s a waste of time.” 

Draco’s brow furrowed. “It’s almost certainly a trap.” 

“Do we have a choice?”, Link asked. 

“There is always a choice! Like melon or grape!”, the lizard had tagged along. 

“Why are you here?”, Yomil asked. “You’re only getting in the way!” 

The Chibi Yoshi blinked as if in total shock. “But. . . you love me! Everyone does!” 

“I don’t!”, the three warriors all said at once. 

The reptile’s lip began to quiver. “Fine then! You mean nasty fleshy things! I hate you! You stupid ho’s! I’ll do this myself!” The Chibi Yoshi suddenly pulled out its Freeze Blaster and ran down one of the many side corridors. No one bothered following it. 

“Why would he call us farming euquipment?”, Yomil wondered aloud. 

Link breathed a sigh of relief, the vermin was finally gone. He was about to talk to Anthy when he realized that she was no longer there. He opened his mouth to speak; nothing came out. The other all stopped and stared. Anthy was gone; the silence was all encompassing. 

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

The Desert Collosus had been struck by another sand storm. The gale winds and years of errosion caused the immense idol to become nothing more than a non-descript form lost to the ages. It was like being immersed in sand paper; throughout the torrenting sand the moon was somehow still visible. The blue-twilight world seemed to extend forever. 

Almost directly outside the Temple entrance there was a flash of light. Rose petals lay confused amidst the violent desert. In less than a second they had been swept away. Anthy stood in the desert unaffected; the sand seeming to go out of its way around her. 

She glanced at the Temple, then proceeded towards one of the cliff walls which the structure had been built into. She stopped in front of a particular spot where a crack seemed almost visible. 

Suddenly, her eyes began to glow, along with Trifroce Symbol on her head. A sound pierced through the night, the sound that Link had described as ‘the Singing Sword’, in a melody that seemed to rise. The winds suddenly stopped, as clouds came in to cover the night sky. Lightning flashed illuminating the darkness. A sudden downpour began, again not affecting Anthy 

A tendrill of light reached down and struck the wall directly in front of the purple haired girl with a deafening roar. 

The voracious explosion had no affect, not even a single strand of hair swayed; a chasm had opened in the rocks. Anthy merely began to walk down the newly formed tunnel. 

She emerged in a familiar looking room, the rainbow liquid walls were already glowing as if anticipating a visitor. Anthy walked up to the Triforce step in front of the Fairy Fountain. 

“Armaita”, she spoke to the infinite ripples. 

The great fairy awoke, despite the supposed need for the lullaby. In an explosion of water and light the divine creature made itself known, a familiar laugh echoing off the chamber. More similar in appearance to Raziel than Somaria or Quasare, this fairy seemed conventional; however, as the other fairy’s had all seemed vibrant and alive, this one looked almost sullen. Her hair was a hollow gray, the vines which made up her clothing seemed dry and dead. 

Armaita looked at her visitor, the Bride of Light. She spoke, her voice a soft whisper which sounded like the turning sand. “You look faded.”, Anthy greeted the Great Fairy. 

“I live in the desert, the last visitor that came here was over a century ago. You require something?” 

Anthy didn’t bother with any more pleasantries. “The Hero of Time’s trial has begun.” 

“I am aware.”, Armaita said. “Yet, I am not aware of why you summon me.” 

“You are holding something for me. I believe that the Supreme Mother left something in your possession to assist thr Hero of Time.” 

“Ah, Derdekea. Now there’s a name I haven’t heard in a long time. What causes the Hero of Time to need such a thing now?”, Armaita questioned. 

“That is none of your concern.” 

“Very well, if the Supreme Mother desires it.”, Armaita said; although there was a hint of undeniable cynicism in her remark. 

Armaita’s eyes glazed over, her whole body beginning to glow, and become slightly livlier. A helix of energy came forth from her spread arms, landing in front of Anthy. 

The fires died, the walls froze, and any presence of the Great Fairy vanished. Anthy departed the cavern carrying a Black Rose. 

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

“Darkrova!”, Palous belowed down the darkened halls of the sorceress’ fortress. “Dark....”, his voice was muted by the roar of thunder accompanied by a flash of lightning. 

“What is it now?”, Darkrova said appearing in back of Palous the same instant the lightning flash occured, startling the assassin. 

“Forgive my intrusion, Mistress, but I have something to report about your Huntress Empath. It would seem that Empath has decided to-” 

“Empath has what?”, came a voice from the shadows. In another flash of lightning the figure of Empath was revealed draped against the wall. 

“You don’t look well dear Palous. I have already reported to our benevolent Mistress that we were too late in arriving at the Rain Temple to stop the young Crown Prince.”, her sweet words falling from her toungue; dangerous nectar. 

Palous suddenly felt a twisting sensation in his gut. <Say a word and you die.>, Empath’s voice echoed in his mind. 

Palous grew silent at Empath’s threat. 

”What is it Sheikah? I have more important things to attend to.”, Darkrova growled. 

“Nothing mistress. I was just reporting that Empath and I couldn’t do anything at the Temple.” 

“And why would you waste my time to report this?!”, Darkrova didn’t wait for an answer, and disappeared as quickly as she came. 

“How dare you make threats to me!”, the Sheikah tried lunging at the Huntress, but was easily dodged. 

“Now Palous, it worked, didn’t it? Come on now, we have no time to waste. We must go to the Silent Temple.” 
“What? Why? Do you know what Darkrova will do if she finds out?” 

“Then you should pray.” Empath’s gaze was unwaivering. Palous reluctantly followed his new oppresor. 

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

“What to do? What to do?”, the Chibi Yoshi pondered to hiself. He sat on one of the corroded hands of the Great Statue that framed the entrance of the Silent Temple. The winds had died down again, and the night moon was clearly visible; the clouds had cleared up. 

“So the dead girl can create lightning. Very interesting....”, the lizard muttered.

Chapter 43.2: Vengeance II

_______________________________________________________________ 

The Gentle moon shone over the soft fields of Hyrule. It was well past the midnight hour, but nowhere near sunrise yet. Sort of that odd in between time, where it feels late, but it's actually early. Stars shone bright, almost enough to make you think nothing was wrong. The campfire still burned, although dimly, illuminating the one creature that still lay there. 

Puffy suddenly popped awake, tossing his little blanket of straw all to the side. Something felt wrong. He hobbled his way over the Link's sleeping bag, without getting up, to check on him. When he reached over to poke him, there was nothing there. He jumped up into the air and landed on his feet, staring at the spot where Link had been. He frantically zipped all over the camp, there was no sign of Link at all, no signs of struggle, no scent, not even a bent blade of grass. It was as if he was just taken from his bed in the middle of the night. Puffy just plopped on the ground and stared off into space with a pathetic hopeless look in his eyes. 

____________________________________________________________________ 

Truffle had been walking for hours now. He was much farther away from the town than he had thought. It had taken him all night long, but he was almost to the spot where he had last sensed Link. He could now finally see the dying embers of a campfire. That was it, the hero of time would be there. 

He casually strolled up to the sleeping bag to check on him, and was quite shocked. He kicked the blanket over, there was nothing. He quickly looked around, but nothing was there. Link and the horse were both gone. 

Then he noticed a small pink thing next to the fire. He had almost forgotten about it. What did Link cal it, Puffy? It seemed rather distraught. He walked over and crouched down next to it. Puffy just stared off into space. Truffle tried to get its attention by making a little noise. Puffy broke its dull gaze and looked into his face with no emotion at all. Then he suddenly got up and dashed of a certain direction, as if he had suddenly found Link. 

Truffle just shook his head and dismissed it as odd. He began trying to sense where Link was. He would go for the book of Durak first, since it would probably be with him. He was quite shocked when he sensed it's energies from the desert temple. How could it be possible for the lone Hero to travel that great a distance in a few short hours. The book must have been stolen, or was it? He also sensed the master sword, a little more strongly than before. How in the world? 

After a few more minutes of being startled, he set his mind to go off in that direction. He still had need of the Hero of Time, and he was not about to give up his chance of getting help. He set off at a lot greater speed than before. He would run as fast as he could until he couldn't run anymore. He could not allow the hero to fail in his quest. Otherwise, it might take an entire century before there was another chance. 

Chapter 43.3: Vengeance III

Shadows twisted from their place on the ground, molding the figure of a beautiful woman. Yet it was obvious that her beauty went only skin deep, covering a darker evil. 

“Darkrova, the Gateway to Eternity is no conference room.”, a voice penetrated the mist. 

The woman’s face twisted to reveal the familiar harsh gaze of the Shadow Sorceress. “No need to be upset Derdekea. It’s not as if I can open it yet.” 

A ball of the purest white light landed in front of Darkrova, exploding to reveal Derdekea’s visage. “You seem rather confident in your ability to achieve your goal.” 

Darkrova gave a smug look. “I know because of the Balance that you can not directly intefere with me.” She paused. “Of course. If the Light made such an obvious move, the Dark would have to make an equal move to Balance it out.” 

Derdekea glared at the dark witch. Darkrova reveled in her little victory. “It must be so frustrating for yourself. Imagine, the Supreme Mother having to contend with a lowely sorceress. Yet, have hope! When I open the door I’ll attain enough power to wipe you and your ‘children’ from existance.” 

Suddenly, the air crackled and Darkrova gasped in pain, her throat crushed by unseen forces. Derdekea’s eye’s glowed with inhuman light. 

“Don’t tempt me, witch.” Her voice echoed in Darkrova’s mind. 

Darkrova panicked and tried to plea with the engraged deity. 

Satisfied, Derdekea disappeared from the floating platform. Darkrova caught her breath, her heart burning with hatred and evil. The empty doorway seemed to mock her in its waiting. 

“Do not think you have one, Derdekea. I know your secret about the Bride of Light. But what would happen if he were to find out about her?” 

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

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

“Well, I guess we’re still around.”, Aberi said, slumped into a chair. Next to her, Beyami leaned into a similar chair. “Yes, I wish that our Valient Knight would hurry up and get here already. The anticipation is killing me!” 

“Extra! Extra! Read all about it!”, Clayaty clambered into the scene carrying what looked like newpapers. “It appears that our secret plans to do our alterior motives under Demoni’s nose seems to have failed.” 

“Wait, who’s Demoni?”, Aberi asked in confusion. Beyami leaned forward in her seat, eager to hear the identity of the mysterious name. 

“With an attitude like that you’ll end up as Camera Person. And remember what happened to Camera Man in my excapades to Termina!”, Clayaty exclaimed. 

“Clayaty, you’re becoming tiresome.”, Aberi sighed. 

“Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!”, Clayaty covered her ears as she ran out of sight. 

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

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

“Achaiah! Report!”, the Madame stormed down the dark corridors of the Labrynth of Flesh. She had just gotten rid of Vision and the one known as Kyneto. The omnipresent keeper responded to his master. “All efforts are right now being diverted to repairing the damage to the carapace that Hunter Empath inflicted. All levels from Ocean Level to Inner Core are in some way damaged.” 

Madame scowled. “And the Hunter projects?”, her voice seemed particularly concerned. 

“Out of all Specimens recovered only 13 are viable. Excavation is complete. All Specimens have been placed in Cocoons.” 

“Excellent. What about Empath? Does she know?” 

“Though Hunter Empath did damage several of the viable Specimens, and destroyed three of the the unviable ones, I believe that they were merely caught up in her attack. The Mask was her goal; she seemed unaware of the project.” 

“Hmm....We can never be certain. For now then, don’t release the Dimensional Anchors yet. I may still have business in Termina.” 

“Moda, may I remind you that the Dimensional Anchors require a substantial amount of energy.” 

“Keep them up as long as possible.”, the Madame paused to think. “Also, prep the materials needed to perform the Ressurection Spell in Containment Chamber, and move the most developed Specimens there as well.” 

“Confirmed.” 

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

The three young warriors walked through the grey and faded corridors of the Silent Temple. There had been very few enemies, once a kees had dove at them out of the shadows; but it had seemed more out of fear than actual aggression. Since Anthy’s departure the only form of communication they had was Yomil’s telepathic magic; but it was barely adequate at best. Anything longer than a sentence left even the powerful wizard exhausted, such was the strength needed to counter the effect of the temple. 

The trio paused. They were now in a large chamber made out of polished marble, although the marble itself was dull and hidden under–like so many things in the temple–decades of sand and dust. 

There was a well like structure in the middle of the room. Link cautiosly approached it, his sword ready to strike. His murkey reflection met his stance. He exhaled a sigh of relief, but still kept the blade ready; the water could still conceal something. His premonition was correct when the water suddenly rippled, shimmering silver against the gray room. In a magnificent spray, the water lept from the well and floated turbulant in the air. 

Link made a silent scream and nearly fell down as he scrambled from the erie water. The water floated way from the well, and over the trio of heroes. It rippled, and changed form, from a featureless blob, to that of a young, feminine form. 

<Help me Link! Please, you have to stop them!>, a voice filled their minds. “Zelda!”, Draco tried to call out, but the curse of the Temple was still very much alive. The form of the Princess of Destiny destabilized, and colapsed into a puddle of water in front of Link. 

Suddenly, the air around the group distorted, leaving a confusing aray of color to fill their sight. Their surroundings refocused on the image of a vaguely feminine statue, not unlike the one seen outside the desert Temple. Although, this statue was inside the Temple, in a huge room. It’s face was worn away long ago. Oddly, they were floating at the same level as the giant idol’s head. Yomil looked around himself in confusion, confirming their fears that it was not he who had them flying precariously high above the ground. 

“What?”, was all that Link could vocalize, yet the fact that an audible noise came out surprised them all. Their first clue was the storm of rose petals swirling around their feet. They turned to see the image of Anthy, eyes glazed over, Triforce glowing, keeping them safe from the Temple’s curse. 

“Go forth, Hero of Time, where the Princess of Destiny awaits.” 

Link couldn’t help but notice the Black Rose resting on her chest, standing out like spilled ink staining a white linen sheet. He also noticed something off about the way that Anthy stood there. She seemed... possessed, was the only word that Link could come up with. 

“You know.... it’s a trap.”, he finally said. 

“I know.”, Draco said. Yomil nodded. “Then I guess we go in knowingly.”, Link concluded. 

“The Hero of Time accepts.”, the tone in Anthy’s voice still sounding different than normal. Where the idol’s face tore open, shaking off a layer of dust, revealing a metal gate. That too parted in front of the heros, leading to a dark tunnel. Anthy carried the group to the opening, landing softly in front of a large stone wall. The material was old, that much was appearant. it had a worn surface, yet still had the symbol of a crescent with two stars carved into it. 

“You must move this block, Hero of Time.” 

Link looked at the wall, and then at his hands. “The gantlets?”, he asked. 

“Yes.”, was her simple answer. 

He walked uneasily to the wall. He placed both of his hands against it, and pushed with all of his strength. To Draco and Yomi’s disbelief, the block actually started moving. In no way did it feel light to Link, but it still moved with little extraneous effort. The block suddenly stoped moving. 

“Hey! It’s–”, Link began. The block moved forward on it’s own. A click was heard, and then the it fell beneath the floor. 

“–stuck....” 

“I guess they were expecting us.”, Draco said. He drew the Harmony Blade. Link turned to face Anthy, who looked out of breath. She somehow seemed ‘normal’ again. “Are you okay Anthy?”, he asked. 

“I am alright. Hurry, we haven’t a lot of time.” 

The group turned down the tunnel to see faint candle light burning in the distance. 

“Let’s go.” 

After walking a short distance, Link came face to face with a large door.He placed one hand against it, and to his surprise, it flew open. He turned to face the others, and was met with encouragement. They all entered. As soon as they had cleared the entrance, the door shut behind them, erasing any trace of it’s existnace. 

The room was dark. Utter and complete darkness enveloped the group. At first, Link thought he imagined it, but after a few moments he realized that there was a growing sound that grew in a crescendo around them. It took a while for Link to understand what the sound was, but he finally decided that it was several girl’s voices repeating the words “Have you heard?” over and over again. 

Suddenly, flames burst forth from torches lit around the room. None of them could have expected what lay in front of them. It was a giant theatre, complete with velvet curtains surrounding the walls all around them.The voices had grown to an unbearable volume. Though he knew it was an illusion, Link swore that he saw the shadows of women dancing in the falmes of the fire. 

The voices suddenly stopped when the fires dimmed. A lone spotlight focused in on the center of a set of curtains. Raspy music kicked into life, sounding like it was being played by an old phonogram. 

“Have you heard? Have you heard? Do you know what I’ve heard?”, a shrill voice echoed through the halls. Link noticed something move across the wall at an incredible speed into the curtain. 

“The big show is tonight! Finally, after all this long waiting!”, a second voice did the same, along with another shadow on the wall. 

The curtains lifted. The small silhouette of a young girl appeared on stage. “Once upon a time, there was a young and beautiful Princess that lived the land.” 

A second silhouette appeared. “She grew up, living in luxury, but never knew love.” 

“That is of course, until one day, when her dreams began, she saw a striking valient knight that would come and save the land.” 

“Her dream came true, when a boy did show up at the castle.” 

“She quickly fell in love with this boy, and resolved to journey with him, to help save her kingdom.” 

“One day, in the middle of their journeys, the Princess chose to confess her love to him on an especially clear night.” 

“Yet when she found the Valient Knight in towering rose filled tree, he had already given his heart to another. She found that the one he had given his heart was a fraud, that would only endanger him. Only the shadows were left to comfort her.” 

The seen changed abruptly, to the sillouhettes of three figures. One of a man, in the arms of woman. The two seemed to be dancing togeter. A second woman stood off to the side, watching in horror. 

“Tonights presentation is the ending of this story, and what the Princess does when she confronts the Valient Knight.” 

“Please enjoy....”, the two voices trailed off, cackling into darkness. The lights dimmed. Link tried to understand what he just saw, but he didn’t have time. A single spotlight broke through the darkness, focusing on a lone figure on stage. A familiar voice pierced through the air. 

“Help me Link! Please, anybody! Save me!” 

“Zelda?!” 

Yet, something was off. Her clothes were completely black, and she made no attempt to move. None-the-less, Link ran towards he Princess of Destiny, the others close behind. He stopped when he heard her speak again. “Help me! Please help me! Oh, whatever will I do?”, she said in a mocking tone. She trailed off in a sinister cackle. She made swift movement with her hand, where a glint of light shot past Link. A dagger lay entrenched into the wall behind him, while a trail of blood dripped down Link’s cheek. 

Link stared at the crimson liquid which fell to the ground. It was like a twisted nightmare–Zelda stood on the stage, her head turned as if this was all amusing to her. Anger suddenly crossed her face. 

“Now you see, don’t you? That’s what ‘she’ is doing to you! ‘She’ acts completely innocent, and then she’ll kill you!”, rage burned in Zelda’s eyes. “Yet, oblivious, you choose ‘her’! I tried to tell you Link, but no, she decieves you!” 

Draco walked past Link and stared at his sister in shock. “What are you doing Zelda?! What are you talking about? Who are you talking about?!” 

A dagger flew past Draco and narrowly missed his throat, instead, imbedding itself into the stone floor. “She decieves YOU too, brother?!”, she almost said in astonishment. Her eyes narrowed. “I understand now. ‘She’ cast a spell on all of you. . . .”, she seemed to talk to herself. “The intoxicating scent of the rose enthralls all of you. . . in that case, I will uproot ‘her’.” 

Link gasped and stepped back. “You. . . you’re talking about Anthy!” 

Zelda’s eyes seemed pained. “Yes, I know it’s hard to accept, but she’s going to kill you Link. Let me kill her, to save you.” 

A sudden burst of giggling filled the dead air. Startled, Link and Draco brought their swords out, ready for combat. It was Draco who realized that the shadows were moving. Almost like thick ink or tar, yet almost as intangible as smoke, two shadows, each on the extreme sides of the stage, took their very familiar form. 

Yomil stared, utterly confused as to what was happening. 

“Tee hee! How romantic!”, Aberi’s voice was shrill with excitement. 

“But you men always ignore words.”, Beyami chimed in. 

“And besides, you’d be ruining our game if you didn’t play!”, they said in unison. 

Oddly, Zelda seemed oblivious to the shadow sister’s chatter; her gaze was directly on Link and Anthy. Suddenly, at almost impossible speed, a dagger flew straight at Anthy’s head. Link’s look of horror and shock was quickly replaced with one of relief. Some stray rose petals lingered in the air as the dagger whooshed past the space where the Bride of Light had been. Anthy stood on the other side of Link, her face was impassive. Zelda became hysterical. 

“You see?! She’s a witch!”, she gestured futily in the air. She suddenly grabbed her head as if in pain or intense frustration. “Why can’t you see that?! Why? She’s going to lead you to your death!” Zelda’s razor wire uncoiled itself. “I see a much more physical attack is necessary.” 

Meanwhile, Draco stared at Aberi and Beyami who were cheering during Zelda’s assault. He suddenly shouted to Yomil. “We need to get rid of those shadows! They’re controlling her!” 

The sorcerer nodded and began to charge his power. The shadow girls were not caught off guard. 

“Silly prince! We have nothing to do with your sister’s romantic notions!”, Aberi giggled. 

“We just merely showed her the truth!”, Beyami suddenly broke into a cackle which sounded almost like an old woman’s. 

“You’ll die!”, Draco bellowed as he charged toward the stage, Yomil quickly following his lead. 

And so the board was complete. Zelda attacked Anthy, who was protected by Link. Yomil and Draco tried to vanquish the dark spirits. Yet battles of such emotion are rarely simple, and the group of heroes soon began to realize the fact. 

It started with the Shadow Girls. Draco was finding that his Harmony Blade was having little effect on the insubstantial form of Aberi. Yomil was having slightly better luck, actually causing Beyami to cry out in pain when a Fire Ball connected with her black form. And then, it happened. Up unitl this point, neither shadow had been offensive, merely dodging the attacks against them. Then, in a flash or crimson enregy, a beam of intense heat shot from Aberi’s hand, narrowly missing the Hylian royal. 

“We shouldn’t be getting so involved. . . but everyone loves a barbeque!”, Aberi’s voice was filled with enthusiasm. 

“Oh?! You look tense. Why don’t you just take a chill pill!”, Beyami advized the wizard. 

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

Zelda slowly circled Link and Anthy. Link found that if he got directly in her way, Zelda would stop her attack. After repeating this countless times, Zelda finally charged with full force towards the two. Link readied the Master Sword, and pointed it towards the Princess.This seemed to shock her, yet she showed no signs of stopping. She kept stumbling forward, with a dazed look in her eyes. Link thought that she might impale herself in the blade, and was about to pull it back, when at the last minute, her eyes snapped back to life, as she jumped a few feet backwards. 

Zelda stared into Link’s eyes. “Link? Would you draw your Sword at me? Would you really choose her over me? Now I see.... Now I know what I must do.” 

Zelda lept to a height that Link didn’t think humanly Possible. Three small daggers shot down at him from above. Link managed to dodge them without much damage, but he had small cuts across his side. 

“Zelda! Stop this–”, Link started. 

“Would you really give your life for her Link?! You know better than that. You’re under a spell Link; she’s controlling you. It is my duty to help you. In death you will be freed from her evil!” 

Link couldn’t believe his ears. This couldn’t be the Princess Zelda that he knew. It had to be some trick. Yet there he was, defending himself against her assualt. 

Zelda made another graceful leap backwards, and lashed out her razor wire. It wrapped around Link’s right arm, drawing blood. He was quickly pulled to the ground, yet was surprised when he looked up. Zelda’s eyes were.... pained? There was a distinct look of hurt or remorse in her exporession. But it only lasted a moment, for a second later it was the cold gaze that Link didn’t recognize. Zelda looked at Link, and then to Anthy. She jumped towards the Bride of Light. 

Again, before Zelda could contact the girl, she was gone, leaving a swirl of rose petals in her place. Anthy herself seemed detached, but was now standing by Link’s side. He stood up in front of her, drawing his sword again. 

“Why must you fight this?! Is her vile grasp around you that tight Link? Fight it! I will save you!” Zelda’s voice echoed through the tomb. 

Anthy suddenly whispered to Link. “Something isn’t right here.” 

Link was immediatly irritated. “ I can see that–” 

“No, its something else.”, her voice trailed off and she glanced in the direction of the shadow girls. Her voice dropped. “I don’t know what they are Link, but do not take them lightly. . . they’re not a run-of-the-mill boss. . .” 

Link immediately tensed, if Anthy was worried, it must mean something important. “Are they controlling Zelda?”, he asked through gritted teeth. Anthy didn’t answer, but Link saw a look on her face which was only there for an instant. 

“They’ve. . . influenced her. That is all I can say. . . .”, the Bride of Light seemed uncertain. “It isn’t mind control, at least not a total mind control.” 

“But it’s not her choice?”, Link was becomming uncertain. Anthy remained silent. 

“Conspiring behind my back?! Does your treachery never end, witch?!”, Zelda’s face was rage. She readied her daggers. In a flash she charged toward Link and Anthy. Either due to the sheer speed of her assault or Link’s hesitation to lift his weapon, Zelda managed to roll straight into a crouching swipe and kick the Master Sword from Link’s hands. 

Link stood there, shocked as he saw the holy blade taken from his grip. Zelda, from her crouched position, deftly flipped in the air and easily caught the falling weapon. She stood over Link, the sword gleaming in the gray air. Link couldn’t yell, even Anthy seemed shocked. Zelda held the sword, ready to plunge it into Link’s heart. “This is what happens when you play with a witch!”, she screamed. The sword came down silently and cleanly. Link gasped, the blade almost digging into his skin. The sword trembled as if uncertain. Link slowly looked up to see Zelda staring at him, her eyes full of confusion and pain, tears streaming down her face. 

Zelda shook, a cold sweat taking hold of her body. She suddenly couldn’t breathe, her lungs not wanting to take in oxygen. Her eyes widened as she saw the Master Sword’s handle in her hands. She dropped it as soon as she saw that she was holding it to Link’s chest. “I–I. . .can’t. . . what am I doing?” 

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

Across the room, Aberi and Beyami suddenly seemed to freeze, momentarily stopping thier assault against Yomil and Draco. The two warriors where barely dodging the alternating blasts of ice and fire, took this chance and retaliated with all of their strength. Yet it was in vain because as soon as they where about to connect, the shadows scattered accross the room, recoallesing on the stage. Yomil and Draco began to run, but an invisible force slammed them into the ground. A figure melted out of the darkness behind them. Clayaty clapped her hands in joy. 

“Darn! I didn’t think it would be that easy to stop her!”, Aberi sounded very irritated. The room seemed to get darker, the torches on the walls began to flicker. 

“I guess this is what you get for working with prudes and squares”, Beyami reasoned. 

Suddenly, both shadows broke into obscene cackling which sounded like old crones. The flickering of the flames began to cause an almost strobe effect in the room. 

Zelda was holding her head, sharp pain tearing at her mind. “Link?!”, she screamed in desparation. “Help me! Please?!” The Hero of Time was about to run to her aid when an intense beam of heat seered the ground in front of him, creating a wall of flame. He stared in horror at the display in front of him. Zelda seemed to suddenly freeze, her eyes not even blinking. Link yelled as he saw a circle of black energy envelope the Princess of Destiny. 

“Eee hee hee hee!”, a weathered and sadistic voice sparked through the air. 

“Oh ho ho ho ho!”, a similar voice completed. 

The torches flickered, the silhouttes of the shadow girls seemed to suddenly crumple like worn husks. From the solid blackness a different form emerged. The chamber suddnely illuminated in an erie sepia glow. The remains of the shadows suddenly seemed to melt into what looked like the shadows of hunched over old woman. They seemed to place their hands on the wall, facing Link and Anthy. To their horror, two figures started to pass out of the wall, from the Shadows. Yet the new forms that emerged looked nothing like the cshadows of old women. The two forms that emerged were that of two Gerudo women, one dressed in all Red, the other in all Blue, each carrying a rod of corresponding color. One seemed to have hair made of fire, while the other had hair of ice. Icerova and Firerova winked at the stunned Hero of Time. 

“I remember that look, don’t you Firerova?”, the ice witch Kotake laughed. 

“Ah yes, all those centuries ago in the Spirit Temple . . . he killed us then, didn’t he?”, Koume answered her sister. “But of course, that was a different time. . . it’s always a different time isn’t it?” 

“Aren’t we forgetting something? I was so caught up in being ‘au natural’ again”, Icerova asked. 

“Hmmm. . . oh yes, the Princess! Ruin our entertainment, why don’t you!”, Firerova glared at Zelda’s form, still trapped in the torrent of dark energy. She was about to continue when an arrow narrowly missed her face. 

Link readied his bow for another shot. Rage filled his being. He was about to fire again when one of the witches blasted him back with a blizzard. “What are they?!”, he yelled to Anthy. The Bride of Light actually looke worried. “This should not be happening. . . they are putting the Balance in jeopardy.” 

“What are you talking about?!”, Link questioned. “Who are they?!” He asked again. 

Anthy seemed to make a decision to tell him something. “They’re witches called Icerova and Firerova, they served a Great Evil centuries ago. . . they are also supposed to be dead. . . .” It was all she was going to say. 

“What do they want?”, Link nervously eyed the floating witches as they seemed to be watching them with interest. Her answer was interupted when an explosion of black energy shook the room. As the dust settled, a form became clear. It was Zelda. 

Link ran to her, but immediately stopped as the witch’s cackling filled the air again. 

“It’s an oldy, but a goody? Don’t you think?”, Icerova laughed. 

“I love a good tragedy!”, Firerova responded. 

Link stared at the figure before him. Zelda’s eyes were cold and full of hate. Her skin was almost deathly pale, her lips were the color of blood. Sinister looking markings framed her eyes. The air around her seemed to sparkle crackle with energy. 

“Such latent and dormant magical talent. But I must say, I’m quite disappointed. It’s nowhere near the level as the first.”, one of the two voices said. 

The other replied. “What do you expect? The royal gene pool isn’t as pure. . . or they tried to keep it too pure!” the other obscenely laughed. They abruptly stopped, and looked at Zelda. “Princess of Destiny! You know the task at hand!” 

“Do not disappoint us!” 

Zelda smiled. “Yes, my mistresses.” 

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

The invisible force aorund Yomil and Draco had faded, but was not completely gone. It took emmense effort to just walk, let alone trying to fight off these two new adversaries. Both were confused. It seemed like the shadow’s of two girls suddenly transformed into scantily clad women, one with fire for hair, the other a blizzard. Their shadow’s looked like old women. Then, in burst of black light, the two had managed to make out Zelda’s form. Fearing the worst, the tried to run; then their unseen advesary attacked. Yomil turned to Draco when he saw a new shadow in back of him. Her hands were blades, and she tipped toed towards the Hylian Royal. Suddenly, a voice yelled out form the darkness. 

“Hey bitch! Here’s a present!” 

Clayaty turned. “What? I like presents.” 

A beam of blue energy shot the wall where she was projected, covering it in red crystal. “That’ll teach you to mess with me!”, the Chibi Yoshi jumped down from a ledge. 

Relieved, Yomi turned to see if Link and Anthy were alright, when he came face-to-face with the Ice Sorceress. 

“Boo!” 

Yomil screamed, and fell backwards. “Let’s make this a little bit more fun.”, Firerova said. The invisible field around Yomil and Draco disappeared. Without a moment to spare, both Rova’s fired their energy blasts at them. 

The Chibi Yoshi heard a cracking sound, but when he turned the Red Ice was still there. He was about to dismiss it when he realized that Clayaty was no longer within the ice. Quickly, the Chibi Yoshi jumped out of the way, as Anthy landed with a blade in hand right where he was a few moments ago. 

“Don’t try your tricks on me Hydrova! The real Bride of Light is in the same room! Yeesh!” 

The fake Anthy looked up, carrying a sinister grin on it’s face. “Oh Queen of the Chinese, don’t think that this is all I can do!” 

Clayaty’s hands streched across the distance between the two, and grabbed the Chibi Yoshi’s throat. 

“The name is Chibi Yoshi!”, the lizard gasped. Clayaty pulled him up close to her face. “You lied to me?! How could you?!”, she proceeded to throw him against a wall. 

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

There was no reasoning with her this time. Zelda was coming in with one attack after another. Link was tempted to try and fight back, but this was his friend, even if she was trying to kill him; he couldn’t bring himself to retaliate. He dodged one of Zelda’s punches, it grazed his shoulder. Yet Link screamed out in pain. A trail of sparks lingered around Zelda’s hands, her whole being was charged with magic, thank’s to the Rova’s gift. 

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

Draco leapt out of the way of another fire blast, again, only missing him by inches. Yomil was trying to launch more Fireballs at Icerova, when he got an idea. He dodged Icerova’s next attack, but before the following attack contacted he recited a spell. “Wall of Light!” 

The cold energy deflected off of the Wall of Light, and headed towards the Firerova. She noticed the attack, and managed to move out of the way. 

“Draco! They seem to be afraid of each other’s attacks! If you can deflect them towards each other it’ll hurt them!”, Yomil cried out. 

“And how am I supposed to reflect their attacks?”, Draco jumped out of the way of another attack. 

“Improvise!” 

The Rova’s seemed oblivious to the conversation and continued attacking with full force. Icerova attacked again, Yomil put up another Wall of Light. This time, he angled it slightly, reflecting the attack with more accuracy. Firerova didn’t notice the attack until it was too late. She screamed as she was smothered in the cold energy. Draco and Yomil cheered with joy, until they heard Firerova cackling. 

“Do you think that we would fall for the same tactic again?”, Firerova asked. 

“It would have been sad if we hadn’t learned by the third time.”, Icerova giggled. 

Neither hero had any idea what the two witches were talking about, but were getting desperate. None of their attacks were working. 

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

Darkrova’s fortress floated high above the clouds, the constant thunder storms casting their lightning like tormentd screams. The evil sorceress sat in her throne room, her eye’s focused on a crystal orb. Something wasn’t right, she could feel it. “Those witches....” 

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

“Clayaty! We’re jumping to the finale! Finish it up!”, Firerova yelled across the room. 

“Roger, roger!”, she gave a little sallute with her free hand. In the other she held the beaten body of the Chibi Yoshi. She threw him against the wall again, but this time, she held him in place. Her other hand strayed to the side, and grabbed the Chibi Yoshi’s freeze blaster. 

“Oh sweet revenge.” 

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

Draco saw a blue falsh out of the corner of his eye, and heard the muffled cry of the Chibi Yoshi. Then he saw Anthy step out into view. But this time, he could tell that it was the copy from the Rain Temple. As she walked towards him, he realized that she was carrying some strange device in her hands. His attention was called back to the battle at hand when he heard a scream from the side. 

”Yomil!” 

He turned, but saw that he was too late. The sorceror was trapped in a block of ice. “You’ll pay for–”, he roared. 

“And what are you going to do about it?”, He was face to face with ‘Anthy’. With one swing, Draco was sent sprawled across the floor. He tried to get up, but in a flash he was inside in a cage of fire. He pondered whether or not he should turn into Zora, but saw the fire and quickly decided against it. He was trapped. 

“Nighty night, prince charming!”, Draco looked up to see Firerova dropping a bag into his burnng cell. It instantly burst into a cloud of powder. He tried not to inhale any, but he couldn’t help it. He felt so tired.... 

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

“Link, the others.... The have failed.”, Anthy said. Her gaze grew serious. “We need to destroy the witches.” 

“What?!”, he barely dodged one of Zelda’s daggers. He immediatly grabbed Anthy and rolled out of the way. Zelda immediatly reoriented and continued her assault. 

Link glanced and saw that the Fire and Ice witches were both fighting Yomil and Draco. Then suddenly, he saw Yomil encased in red ice and Draco fall unconscious. More disturbingly, there was something there that looked like Anthy. 

“A shape shifter.”, he heard Anthy say. He was about to ask when he noticed that all three enemies were suddenly looking in his direction. He suddenly felt fear at the realization that it was just he and Anthy against four extremely powerful enemies. He gripped the Master Sword. “If I destroy those three, Zelda will be normal again?” 

Anthy nodded. “. . . but can you do that if they use her as a shield?” 

“What are you saying?!” 

Anthy’s eye’s suddenly looked like a doll’s again. “That saving Zelda is not your priority.” She lifelessly pointed towards the witches. “Destroying them is.” 

“How can you be so cold?”, Link was more stunned than angry. 

Anthy seemed to become even less ‘human’. “Because that is what the Bride of Light is.” She stepped back as razor wire flew between herself and Link. Zelda’s attacks were becomming even more intensified. 

In a dazzling show of acrobatics Zelda flipped towards Link, her daggers ready. Link dodged to the side, where he quickly ducked out of the way. He got up, but stumbled backwards. He stopped when he banged into something. Link looked up into the face of Anthy. Or, the Shapeshifter, as the real Anthy had said. 

“Looky what I found!”, she giggled. In a swift movement, she grabbed Link by the hair and held him above ground. Link screamed. 

“Finish this already!”, Firerova was now floating above the others. 

“Darkrova must suspect something already!”, Icerova joined her sister. 

“Fine, fine. You still act as though it is your show!”, Clayaty grumbled, but complied, and threw Link in the middle of the room. He looked up to see four faces sneering down at him. 

“Hmm, I liked the other Hero of Time better.”, Firerova commented. 

“Yeah, he was a lot cuter.” 

“This one is so old!” 

“He’s a zygote compared to you!” 

“Are we having this fight again?” 

“Hmm, well, at least the other one was seventeen. This one looks around twenty five.” 

“What? I thought the other one was a kid? Like a little passt ten.” 

“That was the other other, Hero of Time. I’m talking about the one that killed us, but didn’t matter because Time reverted.” 

“Huh?” 

“Forget it.” 

“Are we gonna fight, or what?” 

”Fine, Clayaty. Take away our trip down memory lane.” 

“What do you say, Koume?” 

“Alright Kotake!” 

“Koume!” 

“And Kotake!” 

“Dynamite Sexy Attack!” 

Link stared as his opponents changed form again. In a whirlwind of energy the one which looked like Fire and the other one which looked like Ice high-fived eachother. In their place, a giant and very scantily clad woman floated. She winked at him. Twin trails of fire and ice made up her hair. 

Bruised and battered, Link prepared to fight again. Anthy, although still looking flawless, suddenly seemed very agitated. “That. . . it can’t be!”, she said as she saw Twinrova. “That would mean that ‘he’ must be near!” Link barely heard this as he tired to evade the combined physical attacks of Clayaty and Zelda. Despite the Master Sword’s supposed ability to vanquish evil, the blade was doing no damage to the shadow girl. Zelda’s attacks were even more intense, and Link was actually having to push her back to save himself. The two abruptly lept away from him. He realized what was going to happen but it was too late. Twinrova’s hands glowed and a blinding beam of fire lashed out at him. He felt the scalding heat even though he had managed to not get hit directly. Without warning, a beam of ice followed, momentarily destroying the heat, but then immediatly causing burns of different kind. 

It was becoming hopeless. He was unable to fend off Zelda or Clayaty, and was out of reach from attacking Twinrova herself. His arrows, the only ranged attacks in his posession, were having no effect. They deflected every time they came near the elemental sorceress. 

“Oooh! It’s been fun, but we need to kill you now!”, Twinrova announced. “Hold him.” As she spoke her command, all of the energy in the room seemed to focus on her hands. They glowed with vermillion and saphire energies. Clayaty, using the stolen freeze blaster, shot the ground underneath Link. It was just enough to cause him to slip. In a blinding flash, Zelda lept forward and slamed him down into the ground. Twinrova fired her full power. 

Decision made, Anthy chose to act. Much like the battle at the Temple of Time, the whole room seemed to fade out and time seemed to slow as she lept over Link’s fallen body. With each second Twinrova’s fatal beam snuck closer. Link realized he was now standing face to face with Anthy. She held a pitch black rose to her chest. “I didn’t know that it would be so soon.” 

“What would be so soon?” 

“Giving you this.” She held the bloom slowly toward his chest. “I didn’t want to give you this much power yet.” She closed her eyes. “I didn’t want to give you this burden.” 

“I though that Master Sword was the power you were supposed to give me.” 

She smiled sadly. “Among other things.” The smile disappeared. “You need to know, Link, that the appearance of these witches is much more serious than you can imagine. Unlocking the Book of Durak just became even more dire. Those witches could cause even more damage than the eruption of Death Mountain.” 

“Is that possible.” 

“Only too possible.” She held a finger to silence his next question. “You’ll know when you need to know. There are some other priorities now.” The Triforce mark on her forehead glowed with golden energy. “Hold the Master Sword in front of you.” As he did, Anthy suddenly lifted the rose to the sacred blade. A flash of bright light suddenly exploded from the blade and an enormous force shook the ground. A whirlwind of obsidian petals flowed around around the Legendary blade. Through shielded eyes, Link suddenly saw the Master Sword extend. The shaft suddenly sparkled and what looked like golden rose vines seemed to crawl up its length. The gold suddenly sparked off, as light burned the engravings of black roses in the center of the blade. The feeling of power was incredible, possibliy ten times more than the rush he had felt when Anthy had first summoned the Master Sword. “What did you do?!”, he managed to say over the overwhelming forces which emanated from the transformed weapon. “You could say I unlocked, or even ‘enchanted’ the Master Sword. It’s one of the Bride of Light’s . . . functions.” 

Filled with this amazing sense of power, Link looked his advesaries in the eye. Up until this point, the Rovas didn’t really understand what Anthy was, but a look of realization began to settle in. This didn’t stop Twinrova’s attack though, for they proceeded to fire their destructive energies at the unsuspecting Hero of Time. Their faces were smug, as the energies tore apart the area around Link, but their mouths literally dropped as the energies disapated around him. 

“Hey! That’s not fair!”, Clayaty yelled. She made a mad dash towards Link, arms extending into serrated blades. Link turned to face the Shadow Girl. In a silent gaze the new Master Sword radiated a torrent of energy. “Foul play!”, she screamed, as she flew backwards. In a burst of light her whole body seemed to disintegrate, Link swore he saw a black skeleton scream and melt away. From somewhere across the battlefield Link could hear the recovered Chibi Yoshi snort in apporval. 

Twinrova stared in awe. “What are you waiting for?!”, she screamed at Zelda. “Kill him!” The mind controlled Princess once again shot her daggers at Link. Barely even moving his sword to defend himself, the daggers actually disentigrated just be being near the sword’s glow. In the slight pause which followed as Twinrova tried to choose her next course of actions, Link struck. Charged with the sword’s energy, he literally exploded into a dashing charge straight at Twinrova’s heart. In a stream of flashing white light and almost divine glow, the killing blow was dealt. A look of incredulous belief played over the mega witch’s face as she tried to speak, only to find that she could barely draw breath. She looked down to see the sword imbedded in her chest. She managed to say her last words. “So history repeats again. . . .” From where the blade was imbedded, more white energy began to explode out. Zelda suddenly held her head and dark energy seemed to be exorcised from her being, as the whole Temple seemed to illuminate. 

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

Ice shattered, sending shaards across the floor. Yomil fell to the ground, coughing on the dust he stirred. He quickly looked up, relieved to find that he wasn’t under attack. “We won?” 

Yomil noticed Draco slumped over. He quickly went to rouse the Hylian royal. “A great time to be sleeping.”, the sorceror said sarcestically. Draco’s eyes snapped open. “Where’s Zelda?!”, the concerned older brother asked. “She’s over there.”, Yomil pointed to where Zelda stood holding her head. Yomil paused, feeling intense magical energy in the area. “What exactly happened?”, he wondered aloud. “We can find out later.”, Draco got to his feet and ran towards his sister. 

In back of the two, the Chibi Yoshi held a pick, and was chipping away at the last remnants of the Red Ice. “There’s so much pain the world today! At least that no-talent wannabe got what she deserved.”, there deranged lizard mumbled to himself. 

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

Link fell to the ground holding the Master Sword. A wave of exhaustion rolled over him, making it hard for him to even stand. Twinrova split into both Icerova and Firerova, yet they seemed to spin in place. Link focused on Zelda. Her clothes were back to normal, yet she looked sickly. “Link? Is that you?”, she stumbled forward. Despite his intense fatigue, Link started walking toward her. 

Suddenly, two screams filled the room, as Icerova and Firerova’s shadows consumed them. For a second he swore that he saw two old hags being pulled into the wall. The shadows were now back to the shadow girls, as they convulsed on the floor. They seemed to be falling apart at the minute. 

“So this is how the play ends, Valient Knight?”, Aberi’s voice cracked. 

Beyammi let out a gasp. “That was a foul hand you played there.” 

“Well as I always say, an eye for an eye.” 

“A hand for a hand.” 

“A life for a life. . . .”, they said in unison. Yomil and Draco had just reached Anthy. She was about to greet them, when her eyes winded, and snapped her head in the direction of Zelda. Instinctively, Yomil and Draco followed suit. But it was too late, there wasn’t anything they could do. 

With one blast, Zelda was sent flying towards Link. The Shadows finally dispersed, leaving the room in Silence. 

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

Perspective: Zelda 

It’s like I had just been lifted from the thickest fog. I can now see clearly, yet I don’t remember anything about what I had just been doing. . . Where am I? I can see Link, Yomil, and Draco, and even Anthy. What are they doing here? Shouldn’t they be in their Temples? Temple.... Yes, a Temple. That’s where I am. 

They seem uncertain. They aren’t coming towards me. Are they scared of me? Link’s eyes... I’ve never seen him look at me like that before. “Link?”, I say. “Where am I? Why is everyone here?” 

His eyes soften into that warm gaze I’ve grown to.... 

His eyes grow wide, as if in shock, or fear? Why would Link be looking at me like that? He’s now running towards me. Everything just turns silent. I don’t know why, but I can’t hear anything. Is it because of the Silent Temple’s curse? Link looks as though he is now screaming at me, yelling, but I don’t know what he is saying. 

Suddenly, I notice a light in back of me. But I don’t want to turn away from my friends. What if this is a dream? They could disappear at any moment. The light draws closer and closer, but I still don’t turn. The light reaches my position, but I don’t feel anything. Yet I fly forward as if something had hit me. I don’t even feel myself land. I lay up looking at the ceiling for a few moments, until my friends surround me. 

“Link, what happened?”, I try to say, but I am not sure if they can hear me. His eyes are watering, and I can tell he is about to cry. Why would he cry? They all look sad. Why would they be sad? I try to sit up, but I can’t. Link tries to talk to me, but I can’t hear him. His tears begin to fall, but I don’t feel them fall on my face. Draco looks crushed. . .why? Yomil has his head turned, he’s shuddering and sobbing. Anthy is behind them all. . .she isn’t crying. . .but I can’t blame her can I? Yet, she looks sad. . .like she’s seen this all to often. . . 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see two shadows disappear. Shadows.... Those two witches! Yes, they must have done this. But they are gone now. 

Link is shaking me, I can feel that. I try to yell, I try to scream, but my mouth moves, and I don’t know what I’m saying. Link moves his hands to wipe his brow. They are stained red. Were they like that before? Is that blood? Is that MY blood? Am I hurt? What–what’s happening? 

Pain 

Pain now shoots through my back. Searing, hot pain. It fills my body. I scream. Does anyone hear me? It hurts so much! Make it stop, please make it stop! My back! 

The room is growing dark. Those witches probably cast some spell again. I can’t see, but I can still feel Link’s hands on mine. 

Why is this happening to me? What could have happened a little while ago? Why can’t I remember? 

Hate 

Yes, hate. I remember now. Anthy! How could she have betrayed me like that? Link was mine! You can’t have him! I’ll make sure he’s with me even if I have to kill you! 

Kill.... Fight.... 

Now I remember. I tried to kill Anthy to save Link. I tried to kill Link to save him. But they stopped me. They saved me. And then they managed to kill the witches. I remember now. But the witches said they were going to do something before they died? What was it.... 

NO! That can’t be! They couldn’t have tried to kill me! It’s not possible! I can’t die! It’s not part of my destiny! I never saw any dreams! This isn’t supposed to happen! Never, I’m not dieing. I’m just under some spell. That’s right, a spell. It’ll wear off. Or the others will cure me, I’m sure of it. I’m perfectly alright. 

I can’t feel Link anymore. And it’s getting cold. 

This isn’t fair! Why do I have to die! Anthy would have been easier to kill, and she’s worthless! I mean, what does she do around here?! Kill her instead! 

That’s it! You can take Anthy, and let me live! Please? I promise not to sin! I’ll be good! I won’t ever hurt anything again! You don’t even have to kill Anthy, just let me live! I have money! I have a kingdom! Name your price! Please! Please? Sombody? Help me.... 

No one responds. 

So I’m going to die? Am I alone? Are there people with me? I’m going to die alone, I know it. It’s becuse of what I did. What I did to Anthy and Link. Oh no, these clothes that Impa gave me are all dirty now! She’ll kill me! But where is Impa anyway? I’m sorry Impa. I’m sorry for everything I did to anybody. I’m sorry that I have to die. 

I’m crying. If not physically, I feel my Soul crying. I don’t want to die.... I’ll never see any of them again. And I never got to tell Link how I feel. . . . 

The pain is gone now. I’m just lying on the ground. I don’t feel anything. Am I dead already? What’s that? A bright pure light. It’s so warm. . . I can just lie in here forever. It’s so comfortable. I feel at ease. It fills my body. No pain, no fear, nothing bad. Is that Father? But he was in the fire.... My eyes, they feel so tired. I’ll just rest them a little. Just a little.... 

“I’m sorry Link.”
