Chapter 46: Rise To Power (continued) 

Moda hadn’t blinked in about five minutes; she was so deep in thought. She was sitting in the medical ward’s observation room. From here, she could watch both Vision and Zelda. She was particularly interested in the princess; she had been heavily sedated and was constantly under Achiah’s watch. Now she was asleep. Her eyelids kept fluttering, and every once in a while her whole body would twitch or she would mumble something. 

<Dreaming…> Moda thought. <It’ll be interesting to see the brainwave data once she wakes up.> 

Now she looked at Vision, who was most definitely awake. He was lying on the operating table, arms crossed over his chest, staring straight up at the ceiling. There were a half-dozen or so small machines buzzing around his exposed brain, poking here and pulling there. He’d been sedated for the surgery, more heavily than Zelda even, yet he was still awake. Moda could practically feel the negative sentiment flowing from his mind. She frowned. Between the surgery and Vision’s healing powers, the brain tissue would be replaced, but he probably wouldn’t be quite the same again… 

Achiah buzzed behind her. “Madame, the Hunter Project is a failure.” 

It took a moment for her to process what it had said. When it finally hit her, she jumped up and almost fell over. “What?!? What are you talking about? You said we had thirteen viable specimens left!! What happened?” 

“The storage chamber the capsules were being kept in, along with several other chambers, caught fire, possibly because of electrical damage caused by Empath’s attack. The eleven cocoons in storage were incinerated. The two in the resuscitation pods have passed the time of awakening without response.” 

Moda was seething. “What do you mean? They were fine!” 

“Madame, Empath and Vision’s capsules were in far better condition when they were recovered. These two are showing signs of decay, and according to the carbon dating, they were constructed long before Empath and Vision were, anyway.” 

Moda’s eyes burned for several moments, her face tightened. She finally let out a deep sigh and sat back down. “Very well. Send it all to Hylia Bay. The acidic sea will dispose of it all. After that, keep working at repairs. We need to get back to one-hundred percent efficiency as fast as possible.” 

“Yes, Madame.” With that, Achiah left the room, and Moda returned to her watchful position. 

===== 

Now they were in the Silent Temple, standing on the ground in front of a large statue of a faceless woman. There was some kind of tunnel up there, but Empath was focused on the spot on the ground inside the statue’s crossed legs. She seemed to be trying to blow the ground up, but everything she tried ended in a flash, with no effect to her target. 

She turned to Palous. “See? There’s a barrier there. It wasn’t put there purposefully; it’s just a side effect of the anchor. In any case, it repels the energy signature of my attacks, and probably Vision’s, too. I need you to break the floor.” 

It was all in one ear and out the other. “What the ****’re you talking about? What the heck’s an anchor? Why should I help you?” 

“PALOUS!!” She shouted into his mind. He cringed and climbed into the spot on the floor. He flew up into the air, about equal to where the statue’s face should be. He looked down to line himself up, and transformed into his Goron body, curling into a ball. Palous fell and smashed into the ground…and to his surprise, through it. He kept on falling, and falling, and falling…maybe falling wasn’t the right word…bright shapes whizzed past his face. He heard far off laughter, children singing, and then screams. Explosions, sirens, more children singing, and then terrifying screams. He began to wonder if he had died. 

After what seemed like hours of falling through the neon nightmare, Palous landed on something. He struggled onto his feet and waited for his eyes to adjust. It was cold here, cold and dark. As his vision came back, he began to pick shapes out of his surroundings. Everything here was in ruins: houses, gathering places, all twisted and broken. There were toys and papers strewn about the deserted streets, like the inhabitants had suddenly left, or were taken somewhere…the sky was an ominous, swirling black. A ways in front of him, he could see an immense, circular plate among a mountain of broken bricks and pieces of wood. 

“What in Din’s name IS that…?” Palous was in shock at his surroundings. 

“There’s no Din, here…It’s a clock. It used to be, anyway.” Empath’s voice startled him. She sighed. 

Palous looked up, expecting to see the hole he had come through. There was nothing but clouds in the sky. “Where…where are we?” 

Empath sighed again. “Welcome to Termina, the land of the dead.” 

===== 

Link was patrolling the forest in which the group had set up camp for the night. It was still fairly early in the evening, but it had been dark for a while now. They picked a good site about three hours ago and set everything up, had gotten a fire started. Link volunteered for the first watch shift, and had been on patrol for about half an hour. When he left, Yomil had been practicing his spells, accidentally putting out the campfire with a water-based attack spell. Truffle hadn’t woken up since his fight with Vision, and had been laid down by the fire to recover. Anthy had wandered off somewhere as soon as they had picked the campsite, and Puffy was building houses out of the firewood, only to knock them over. Draco had gotten up into one of the bigger trees with the aid of his hookshot, and was enjoying the view of the forest. He had told them that he could almost see Hylia Bay from where he was, and then just stared off into the distance. 

<He must have a lot on his mind…> Link leaped off a short cliff and looked around. He was in a small meadow, surrounded by tall trees. All kinds of flowers were in bloom here, and the air was thick with their aroma. A little stream flowed through the meadow, and sitting at the bank with her back to him was Anthy. 

“Hello, Link.” She hadn’t turned around. 

“Hey…” He sheathed the Master Sword and sat beside her. They sat there for a while, looking at the moon’s reflection in the water. A few tense moments of silence passed. 

“We should arrive at the bay the day after tomorrow,” Anthy said matter-of-factly. 

“Really, now? I hope the Zora can help us out…” Link trailed off. 

Anthy looked up to the stars. “Don’t worry about that. The Zora are a very hospitable people. If there’s a way out there, they’ll show us. And the Princess won’t be far off, then.” 

“Yeah…” Link paused for a moment. “Anthy, about what Zelda said…” 

“Yes, what about it?” She looked over at Link, her green eyes sparkling against the twilight. 

“She said that you…were going to lead my to my death…that was because of the Rovas’s brainwashing her, right?” 

Anthy’s look hardened a bit. “Maybe it was. Maybe it wasn’t.” She stood up without breaking eye contact. “Does it matter, Link?” 

Link rose to his feet, too. “Yes, it matters! I want to know! Who are you, really? What did you do to the Master Sword in the temple? What was Zelda talking about?!?” There was a trace of fear in his voice. His hands were clenched into fists. 

“Link, you are the Hero of Time. Do you have any idea what that title means?” She almost sounded angry. “Look at the world around you, Link! This is a nightmare! This is Hyrule’s darkest hour! It’s your destiny and YOURS ALONE to defeat evil and deliver this land from the decay it’s been caught in for ten years!” Her tone, as well as her features, softened. “What if the time comes when you’re faced with the choice of sacrificing your life for the well-being of this realm and those who dwell in it? What would you do then, Link?” 

Link was shaking. “Do…I even have a chance?” 

Anthy turned around. “Well…destiny is an ever-changing thing. I can’t tell you what your future holds, Link. It’s out of my hands.” 

There was more silence. 

“…I’m going back to camp. Be careful on your patrol, Hero of Time.” Anthy walked out of the meadow, leaving Link by the stream. 

He never saw the tears in her eyes. 

===== 

The waters of Hylia Bay were calm and flat. A flock of guays flew away from the coast, hoping to find more fertile lands beyond the horizon. 

The water’s glassy surface was broken by a swarm of bubbles, ashes, and strange shapes. Several large, egg-shaped objects floated to the surface, most very badly burned. The deadly water quickly dissolved what was left of these “eggs”, and whatever was inside them…except for two. 

The first “egg” completely dissolved, and what could almost have been a man floated on the surface. It was very large and muscular, and wore some kind of strange, black armor. It floated there for a while. A school of fish swam up to it, checking to see if it was edible or not. 

Without warning, the being snapped to attention, his cold eyes opening like trapdoors. The fish froze solid and bobbed on the surface of the water. The being scanned the ocean until he saw the other unburned “egg”. 

“Af Bri!” His voice was very deep and had a hint of alarm to it. He pointed both of his massive hands in the egg’s direction. The water underneath the egg crackled and froze solid, making a small platform for it. With powerful strokes, he swam over and began pushing the egg to shore, making sure that it didn’t slip off. The corrosive water seemed to not be affecting his skin/armor any. 

He finally arrived at the shore, and dragged the egg off of the beach. He set his hands on it and closed his eyes. In a few moments, the egg frosted over. The mysterious man raised his hands high over his head and clasped them together, took a deep breath, and smashed them into the frozen egg, shattering it into a million tiny shards. 

“AIIIEEEE!!!!” A shrill voice screamed from within the frosty cloud of debris. “THANKS, Oriares! You sure haven’t lost your gentle touch!” In the sky directly above, a small cloud formed. 

The figure stood up, revealing itself. It was in sharp contrast to Oriares; for one, it was most definitely female. She was short and petite, with a very slight figure, and clad in shining purple “armor”. 

Oriares crossed his huge arms. “Are you okay, Af Bri?” His voice was full of concern. 

“HEY!!!” She jumped up and slapped him in the face. He didn’t even blink. 

“My name is Elegy! And I’m fine! I’m always fine!!” 

Oriares shook his head. “Your unit name is Af Bri.” 

Elegy put her hands on her hips and glared at him. Her deep purple eyes were like daggers trying to cut a hole in his face. The cloud above crackled. 

He sighed and rolled his eyes. “Alright…Elegy sounds better, anyway.” A small smile worked its way across his face. 

“It does, doesn’t it?!” Elegy stretched and touched her toes, jogged in place, did a few jumping jacks. “Time to get pumped up! We gotta go get the Destroyer!!” 

“Hey…you’ve reached stage three,” Oriares told her. “I didn’t know it was possible to evolve inside those cocoons.” 

She looked at her own body. Unlike Oriares, her armor didn’t blend in with her skin anymore. It looked like it was separate; at first glance, anyone could mistake her for a real person. “Hey, you’re right!” She jumped in the air and raised a fist. “Yahoo!!” 

Lightning struck around the pair. Oriares cringed. 

“But you, you’re still in stage two,” Elegy frowned. 

“Seems so.” 

“Well, don’t worry! You’ll be a big boy someday!!” Elegy twirled around. “Where’s the rest of our unit? We gotta go get the Destroyer!!” 

Oriares frowned, his arms still across his chest. “I don’t know. It looked like they had all burned. And there’s something wrong with the ocean, too…I don’t even know if this is Termina.” 

Elegy lifted a rock and observed the bugs underneath. “Where else would we be?” She stuck her tongue out at the insects, then put the rock back in place. “Let’s see…” She placed her hands on the sides of her head and closed her eyes. “Hummmmm….hummmm….hummmm lalalalala….” She turned to the north and opened her eyes. “There’s a large settlement in that direction. Someone there HAS to know about the Destroyer’s whereabouts!” She raised her hands and a breeze picked up behind them. 

“Well, what if you’re wrong? I still don’t think we’re in Termina anymore. Something must have happened.” 

“Are you going to let me go to the big city all by myself, Oriares? You’re terrible!!” Elegy leapt into the air, and the breeze blew about a hundred times faster. She was being carried by the wind to her destination. 

Oriares sighed. He leapt into the current and was carried behind Elegy. 

===== 

Kyneto was getting frustrated. He had been searching the forest for several hours now, without any sign of Truffle or his entourage. 

<He must be cloaking the entire party…I may have different luck using Achiah’s scanners.> Kyneto instantly teleported into Achiah’s observation deck 

“HOLY MOTHER OF DIN!!!” Chibi Yoshi fell off the console he was standing on. Kyneto read the monitor. 

“’Come see some hot reptile-on-reptile action. For just 7 rupees a month you’ll get-‘” 

Chibi Yoshi cut the power. “I just read it for the articles!!” 

Kyneto walked past him to the main console. “Achiah, perform an in-depth search throughout the entire southeast quadrant of Hyrule for the person calling himself Truffle. Don’t stop until you find him. Any trace at all.” 

Achiah buzzed as it processed the command. “A search of that magnitude will take at least twelve hours.” 

Kyneto seemed irritated. “Fine. Let me know IMMEDIATLEY if you find anything.” He thought a moment longer. “Also try to find Empath and Palous.” He turned and began to leave. 

“Hold it, big guy!!” Chibi Yoshi leaped into Kyneto’s path, spreading his arms. 

Kyneto would have raised an eyebrow, if he had any. “You’re joking, right?” 

Chibi Yoshi crossed his arms and shook his head. “I don’t get it. Why’re you after Empath and Palous? THOSE two haven’t done anything important in like, weeks! They’re probably off somewhere scratching each other’s butts as we speak! Shouldn’t you go after this Darkrova everyone’s been whispering about?” 

Kyneto sighed. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to explain it to you. You were there, in the Silent Temple, weren’t you? When those witches nearly killed the princess.” 

Chibi Yoshi nodded. “Yeah! Those Twinmolds!!” 

“…..anyway. They were never supposed to be in this realm. Their very presence, plus the fact that they’ve incapacitated the princess for the time being, has tipped the Balance of Power towards evil. We need to compensate for their actions. Now, the first step to restoring balance is to eliminate any wild cards. Empath and Palous are just wandering around, and nobody knows which side they’re on. They don’t even seem to be taking orders from Darkrova anymore.” 

“And?” 

“And it’s those kind of people that can throw the Balance completely out of control. Their actions could tip it towards either extreme. They need to be taken out of the picture before they do something dramatic.” 

“Well smart guy, if you almost had them before, why did you run when you found out Truffle was back?” 

Kyneto thought for a moment. “If Empath and Palous are wild cards, Truffle’s a whole deck. He takes priority for now.” 

“One more question!!” 

Kyneto was getting irritated. “Yes?” 

“Do you have seven rupees I can borrow?” 

===== 

The man worked his way through the crowded streets of Hyrule City. He was running late, and had no time for the filthy commoners that stood in his way. He bumped hard into a homeless man. 

“Watch it, you vagrant!! I’m on my way to an important meeting! I don’t need your foul STENCH all over my tunic!!” 

The dirty man blinked. “PARDON MEEEE, SIR!!! LOVELY WEATHER TODAY, WOULDN’T YOU AGREE?!?” The homeless man spat at his feet and continued on his way. 

The man sneered and resumed his walk, casually looking up. The weather actually WAS lovely that day. A nice breeze was blowing through town, and there was only a solitary black cloud in the sky. Directly above him, actually… 

“Excuse me, citizen!” 

He jumped, as the voice came from only a few inches in front of him. “Whom do you think you ARE, startling me like….” he trailed off. It wasn’t the short, purple-clad girl in front of him that shocked him; it was the enormous armored THING behind her. “Wha…wha…wha…. can I help you?” 

The large man made a “tch” sound. The girl gave an enormous smile that looked like it probably hurt her face. “Taken aback by my beauty, eh? Can you please direct us to The Destroyer?” 

The man blinked, his mouth still hanging open. “The who, now?” 

The girl crossed her arms. Above, the cloud let out a low rumble. “The Destroyer! You MUST know who I’m talking about?” 

“Umm…” 

“About yea high?” 

“Umm…” 

“Shining blue armor?” 

“….uh…” 

“Funny looking eyes?!?!” 

“…..nope…s-sorry…don’t recall…anyone of that descri-“ 

“AAAAAAHHHHHH!!!” The girl pulled at her hair and shrieked like nothing the man had ever heard before. Lightning struck a shop off to the man’s left. He fell over in shock, and saw that the cloud above had grown to about ten times its size. 

“IF NOBODY WILL TELL ME WHERE HE IS, THEN WE’LL JUST HAVE TO LURE HIM OUT!! LET’S GO, ORIARES!!!” 

The large man behind her rolled his eyes, then turned around and shot what appeared to be an icicle-spear through the window of a house. Inside, somebody screamed. 

The man had had about all he could take. His meeting would have to wait. He stood, turned around, and fled in terror. Behind him, he heard the girl laugh maniacally, followed by several lightning strikes. 

“Run! Run! Or you’ll be well done!! 

===== 

<I’m almost there. Nothing’s going to stop me now.> Empath stood before a large stone door, with a relief of a horned, muscular being on it. The being was carrying whips. 

Palous stood behind her. They had worked their way through the remains of what Empath had called Clock Town, and into some underground tunnels. They were in poor condition due to the apparent cataclysm that took place, but they were passable. If they came to a dead end, Palous smashed a way through. He thought he had heard screams and whispers somewhere around here, but Empath never said a word. After what seemed like hours, they had arrived at what he guessed was Empath’s destination. 

<You know what to do> she said. 

Palous didn’t bother objecting anymore. He stepped forward and pounded the door into rubble. Empath was nearly giddy. She stepped through the cloud of dust, into the room beyond. 

“…I can feel it…here….” 

Palous stepped into the chamber. It seemed to be a tomb; there was something like a funeral pyre in the center, with torches burning on each corner. On top of it were a pile of ashes and half of a skull. 

<How are those torches still lit..?> Palous was getting uneasy. “What is this place?” 

Empath lowered her head a little. “I’m going to tell you a story, Palous.” Her voice was laced with hostility and sorrow. 

“Centuries ago, Termina was a world bustling with activity. In all corners of the land, the citizens were thriving, developing new technologies, and expanding their borders. Soon enough, disputes began. War was inevitable. 

“But the people…THEY were too spineless to fight their own battles. So, they created us – the Hunters – to do all the killing. Technology grew in leaps and bounds, as it tends to do during any war throughout history, and Hunters became more and more advanced. Soon enough, they were able to think for themselves. And that’s when they decided that their masters were unable to enforce their hold over them any longer. The Hunters announced their independence from humanity. Things got complicated at that point. 

“The two most powerful Hunters of the time had different approaches to achieving freedom. Fierce Deity believed that we should leave the humans peacefully, and created a home for all Hunters, in the heavens.” 

She nodded in the skull’s direction. “Majora was a different type of guy. He believed that we should take the lands that we had fought for for so long as our own, and declared war on humanity. The Hunter population was split into two warring factions. Fierce Deity’s group tried to eliminate the renegade Hunters. Majora’s crowd killed as many of Fierce Deity’s followers as they could, when they weren’t killing humans, that is. They referred to him as The Destroyer, saying that he was destroying the Hunters’ chance to claim the fruits of their labors. They fought each other to a standstill. Vision and I were constructed at about that time, but were never activated.” 

Palous asked, “How do you know all this, then?” 

“I studied Achiah’s records of the incidient shortly after I was activated by the Madame. I’m not sure if Vision knows about this. Anyway… 

“The humans finally took action. They distracted the two with the aid of some enormous hunters, specially designed to divert their attention while the human elders performed an ancient ritual.” 

Empath pulled out Majora’s mask. “Using some kind of arcane magic, they sealed the souls of the two into masks. This in my hand is Majora’s mask. Fierce Deity’s mask hasn’t been seen in ages. 

“So then, the two were sealed into masks and lay dormant. Their most loyal followers built tombs for them and placed their remains there before sealing themselves away in capsules. Everything seemed all right; the Hunters were gone and the humans were left to rebuild their homes. For a while, anyway… 

“Some time later, through some twist of fate, an imp gained possession of Majora’s mask. Majora took control of the child, and called down Fierce Deity’s home in the heavens, in an attempt to challenge him to one last battle. This caused the humans to panic; Fierce Deity’s home was a gigantic moon, and it would spell certain doom if it were to fall to the planet. Everyone was in an uproar…until a child appeared and challenged fate. 

“The boy hailed from the far-off land of Hyrule, your home. He went to the moon and defeated Majora there, possibly with the aid of Fierce Deity…nobody’s certain. With Majora defeated, the mask was purged of his wicked soul. But souls just don’t disappear. In his case, it returned here, to his tomb…to his remains.” 

Empath raised her hand towards the pyre. A glowing tentacle shot from her wrist and struck the skull. She grinned uncontrollably as a small, red wisp rose from the ashes and hovered above the ground. 

“Now I’m going to reunite this mask with his soul, and use Majora’s power to crush everyone that stands in my way. Starting with Darkrova!” 

Empath trembled as she held the mask above her head in both hands. Majora’s soul was creeping towards her…she could feel the immense power that would soon be in her possession. <The most powerful Hunter ever created…> The possibilities were endless, with such power in addition to her own, she could become a goddess…Darkrova couldn’t stop her, Kyneto wouldn’t make a fool of her again…she was panting as the light cast by the powerful entity shone on her face. Soon it would be done… 

She was sent careening across the tomb. The back of her head had been split open, and her skull was definitely fractured, if not shattered. She collided with the solid stone wall on the other side of the room and nearly blacked out. Empath was barely able to turn herself around in a sitting position with the wall as support to see what had happened. 

“Wh…what…?!?” Palous was where she had been standing, a triumphant smirk on his face. His massive Goron hands were clenched together, with a bit of Empath’s blood on them. 

“****, that didn’t kill you?” He reverted to Sheikah form. “You can really take a hit.” 

“You…slimy…conniving…” Try as she might, Empath could not get her legs to respond. <Paralyzed…> Her healing abilities could take care of it, but probably not in time… 

Palous looked down at Majora’s mask; Empath had dropped it before he attacked her. He shook his head and raised his foot above it – 

“N-no!!!” 

-changed his foot to Goron form, and brought it down so hard the tomb shook. Majora’s mask was destroyed. 

“YOU….IDIOT!!” Empath was screaming, in her voice as well as her thoughts. 

Palous narrowed his eyes at her. “I’m TIRED of being pushed around, Empath!! By DARKROVA, by YOU…I’ve been playing Little Errand Boy for TOO LONG now!!” He raised his hand into the air. “So…you’ll understand if I take this soul for myself.” 

Majora’s soul shot towards its new vessel. 

“NO!!!!” Empath struggled to attack, but it was already too late. 

It was a warm feeling when the tiny red wisp entered Palous’ body. He smiled and chuckled a bit. 

“Well then…how about I take this new form for a test-spin?” The Sheikah Eye glowed crimson, and the earth began to rumble. A pair of horns sprouted from the top of Palous’ head, and his body nearly doubled in size. Tattoos of varying colors and sizes sprung up all over his now incredibly muscular body, but the Sheikah Eye remained the most prominent. He felt like he had enough brute strength to twist a Goron in half, and the magical prowess of this new form was like nothing he’d ever felt before. 

“THAT SOUL IS MINE!!!” Empath raised a limp wrist and shot a tentacle across the room. Palous grinned like a madman. The tentacle struck his chest, and immediately Empath screamed in agony, clawing at her skull. 

“Those parlor tricks won’t work anymore, Empath! I’m a whole new man now!!” The tomb began shaking violently. Bits and pieces of rock began falling all over. The torches went out. “Now then, I have some scores to settle back in Hyrule,” he crouched down like a sprinter, “…so you’ll forgive me for leaving you here to die!!” He sprung through the ceiling, through the hundreds of feet of earth above him, and into the sky, disappearing in a red flash. 

<…..not….good…at all….> Empath finally blacked out as the tomb began to crumble all around her. 

===== 

Draco was getting tired of carrying Truffle around. Even though he wasn’t too heavy, there was just something…odd about the way his body felt. 

He sighed. The group was passing through a narrow valley, Anthy and Link in the lead, Draco bringing up the rear with Truffle, and Puffy and Yomil in between. 

<I wonder how Luto’s doing…> Draco let his mind wander. It didn’t get very far though. Anthy stopped dead in her tracks, and Truffle woke up with a start, falling to the ground. 

“Something’s wrong,” they both said in unison. 

