Chapter 48: Truth 

“Destiny is destiny, you can’t change that.” 

“What are you talking about now Eloa?”, Kamali was annoyed as always. 

“A pondering Spirit asked me a question. It asked, if they shouldn’t have forced their Children onto a destiny.” 

“Have you ever thought that not all Spirits are talking to you?”, Kamali retorted. 

“You’re just mad that you don’t have any friends.”, Eloa gave a little smirk. 

“What about you?”, furious about her implications. 

“The Spirits talk to me.”, she said as if it was common knowledge. 

“Ugh.”, the old Sheikah shook is head. 

“Our heros have stopped the Hurricane. But can they stop the mud slide that follows?”, as always the Spirit was quizical. 

“Oh? Another lesson perhaps?”, Kamali rolled his eyes. 

Eloa smiled to herself. With a waive of her hand an imge appeared: a metalic armor. “We must feel sorry for the self proclaimed Keeper of the Balance. It is said that he tries to ensure the Balance of Power. The tragedy of this is that his mission will never end.” 

“Please, enlighten me Eloa.”, Kamali wryly commented. 

“You see, for it is his own existance that disrupts the Balance. The longer he is here, the further corrupted this world becomes.”, Eloa looked genuinly saddened. 

“And why does he not see this? If he knows where an unbalance is, then he should know better.” 

“You see, this Troubled Spirit delludes himself. Being in tune with the force of Spirit I would know.” 

“What are you getting at Eloa?”, Kamali gave her a suspicious look. 

“Are you accusing me of being sneaky? Do I warrant such mistrust?”, Eloa faked a pained expression. 

“Yes.” 

“Fine, I’ll tell you the story anyway. Once upon a time, there was a Spirit. A naughty spirit you might even say. This was the Spirit of a Deity, a Deity at war. Unfortunately, this war was suspended for many centuries, and so this Spirit was laid to rest for quite some time. Yet, when a little imp caused the first spark, the war was revived. Fortunately, a young Hero came into play, and saved this world. This hero used the Spirit’s aid to defeat its foe. 

“The foe, the essense of Chaos, was defeated, freeing its Spirit, and trapping its Soul. Unfortunetely, the Deity’s Spirit was confused. Years of killing had caused him to grow callous, and coming in contact with a righteous being was too much for it. He,” Eloa paused, “snapped.” 

“What are you saying, Eloa?”, Kyneto narrowed his eyes. 

“I’m saying that this Spirit is back, and is confused. It has no memory, and has somehow created new ones. Ultimately, it disrupts the Balance that it has vowed to protect.” 

“I see. And how does this help anyone.” 

“It doesn’t. An insane and delusional Spirit, not to mention commited, could be the most dangerous enemy one can make.” 

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

The dead gray world of Termina seemed unchanged after the terrific battle which had taken place, yet something new was a stir. The giant form of Achaiah covered what had once been many centuries ago called clock town. Already the giant organism seemed to be growing its tendirls and rooting itself in the dead Earth. Yet, astonishingly, hints of chlorophyll and photosynthesis seemed to slowly contaminate the sterile world. Life was being returned. There was also hints of other activity, a short distance from Achaiah there was a large domed structure which held the remanents of Hyrule. For the first time in ten years, the survivors were being allowed outside and try make their home. 

Though for now, they were told to wait for the atmoshpere to regenerate. Though oxygen levels were rising, they were still low. And issuing breathing devices implanted in the lungs to every member of the community was a waste. So for now, only some were allowed to leave the camp, Femera included. 

Madame Moda watched all of this from a floating platform which was hovering over Achaiah. “It’s safer for them to be here than Hyrule. Although if Link fails then it will all be in vain. But if he succeeds, than this will probably never have to come to pass.”, she said to herself as she watched the slow and laborious process of creatoin below her. 

Still, there was only so much she could do for this planet. The erie and almost constant overcast sky gave everything a rather dream like quality as well as a slightly ominous tone. A disturbingly large moon, the real moon of the planet, lingered at the edge of horizon, it looked larger than the sun. [All the more difficult for plants to survive.], she thought. [My devices can allow the survivors to become self-sufficient, but this world would never fully heal.] She heard a slight clanking in back of her and turned to see Kyneto. 

“At least this will help shift the Balance.”, he said stately. “You are certain that the Chaos Bringer and the Chimera are secure.” 

“Yes.”, she said flatly “Besides, there’s almost no power left in them. Still, we have to make sure that they remain intact; their souls could get free if the mask was destroyed.” 

“You destroyed the Sheikah’s victim’s masks?”, Kyneto asked. 

“More or less.” Madame said. “I released their souls back into the cycle. The masks I’m keeping, well, I still need to make back some profit.” 

Kyneto remained silent. After a moments pause, the faceless armor turned towards the horizon. “Something still does not feel right.” 

Madame raised an eyebrow. “There is the whole book of Durak thing.” 

Kyneto shook his helmet. “No. Not to my knowledge anyway. I sense that many things should have been equalized with the battle with Malous. . . .” 

“Well, we can only wait and see.” A device suddenly chimed; it was Achaiah. “Madame Moda, there was an anomolous warp signature in Warp Room 3.” 

Both Moda and Kyneto’s suddenly tensed. “It wasn’t Chibi Yoshi was it?” 

“Unit Chibi Yoshi is not in this dimension.” 

Madame suddenly looked very alarmed. “You mean we forgot him?!” 

“Possibly....”, Aciah didn’t seem to find the question very relavent. 

Kyneto immdediatly feared the worst. “Where is Truffle?!” 

After a short paused Achiah responded. “Unit Truffle is not in cryostasis.” 

“No. . . .”, Kyneto actually sounded fearful. “We’ve got to locate him immediatly!” 

“We need to prepare for an emergency departure!”, Madame yelled to Achiah. 

“Will you be taking the entire vessel?”, Achaiah asked. “The Survivor dome is still not self sufficient. 

Madame thought for a moment. “Fine then, Achaiah, stay here and put Femera in limited command. Prepare a shuttle for myself and Kyneto and Vision!” 

“Where is Vision?” Kyneto asked. 

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

A familiar plane of endless gray mist and dark water. A single platform with an empty doorway. Phantom creatures filling the air with haunting calls of emptyness. Derdekea stood in front of the door frame, her hair billowing slightly in the cold fog. She gazed at a previously unseen object in the center of the platform. It looked like a large Triforce with a coffin in the center. Her gaze broke; something suddnely caught her attention. In a flash of white light, she appeared over Hyrule Field. 

“So the shadows have been cast into their pit. The dolls of killing are broken. The Hero vanquished the Dark. The wicked and the insane are dormant. . . yet the elusive fox manages to escape from his trap.” 

A familiar looking figure was moving across the expanse of lava rock and death. 

Derdekea was unnoticed. “The disruption?” She watched Truffle move towards the ocean. “Which side will the scale fall on?” 

Something different echoed through her mind. She vanished again, this time appearing where Achaiah had once been, the dimensional anchors were still fresh. Placing her hand on the invisible force, Derdekea closed her eyes. She drew back in an almost impossible expression of fear. “This cannot be! The Soul Devourer is alive?” 

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

The stone tower seemed like a grave marker, indeed, in many ways, it was a symbol of death. The millions of tons of stone had begun to compact and collapse, its ruin matching Termina all too well. The corpse was not willing to rest. It seemed like a trick of the air, for the tower seemed to shimmer slightly as if there was great heat. Then in an almost silent whisper which caused all of the spirits to take notice, a tendril of energy swept up through the mass of stone. In an impossible action, the tower which could have been a mountain, suddenly seemed to become very pale as if near death. A breeze blew by and the crashed tower began to blow away as dust in the air as the very atomic forces which created the stone were suddenly nulled. 

Yet there was too much, for the stone mountain was still impressive. The corpse became desparate. This time a scream which would kill the undead tore through the air like a voracious animal. The air rippled like it was water, the atmosphere seemed confused, as if it no longer knew if it should be up or down. Then, like a bloody sun rise, beams of swirling and angry light tore through the dead tower. Twisting like enflamed silks in a loom, the energy pattern circled into a single strand. For a moment it expanded and looked like a cocoon. Then it exploded into a faint vermillion mist. The butterfly was almost ready to be born. 

Empath gasped as she materialized. Yet she didn’t need to breathe. She was energy, a soul body. Reasonably, it was possible for her to create energy clones which were physical, so she merely reversed the process. It had been painful, as if having her body crushed and spread under a million tons of stone hadn’t been enough. She wasn’t out of the woods yet, she felt her form beginning to quickly fade as her energy was consumed. “Got to get my body. . . .”, her psychic voice echoed into the night. Her original plan had been to destroy the tower, she had partially succeeded. The stone was nothing more than dead matter now with no energy. Yet its dead mass was still to great for her to tear through. Using the last of her energy, she had managed to squeeze her essence out. Now, she needed to bring the rest of her. As she was thinking her mind suddenly realized that it felt like part of it was missing. “Or was that a chunk of my brain which was flattened? No. . . Palous?”, cohesive thought was difficult. She tried to focus despite her dire time limit. “I see. . . I can hear your soul, my dear sweet betrayer.” She realized something else: she couldn’t feel Darkrova’s influence. “Well, I’m free. . . .”, she thought analytically. “Free. . . . and about to cease to exist.” 

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

In a far off part of Termina, near mountains of ice, a different shriek, no less voilent, threatened to cause an avolanche. “This is so dissapointing!” Elegy screamed. She had obviously managed to fuse her body back into one piece. Yet there was something different in her appearance. 

“It is not that bad, Af Bri.”, Oriares, similarly recovered, answered. He was the one who had managed to collect her body parts and bring them to what was once Snow Head. 

She screamed at him again. “I’m Elegy! And how is this not bad?! My beautiful color is ruined!” Indeed, instead of her once lustrous purple, her armor was now an almost trasclucent white color. “I look like the bleached skeleton of an albino snow wolfos!” The lithe and waifish Hunter even seemed more dimunitive and unearthly; her eyes, at least still lavender, shown like sharp amethyst daggers. 

Oriares, unchanged, merely sighed at his companions schizophrenia with a familiar look. “You should calm down, Elegy. You weren’t at full health when I saved you and after that battle your health is in a dangerous state.” 

Another scream tore through the air, this time, a dark cloud seemed to materialize over head. “It’s all because of the naughty boy and his shiny metal man! Combining and becoming the mean ogre!”, Elegy shouted. Her head immediatly snapped around and she hissed at the distance. “Bad! Bad! Now he’s gone like a locust in a desert!” 

Oriares paused. “They are no longer in Termina?” 

Elegy ignored him, suddenly humming and holding her hands to her temples. “What’s this? Such painful and glorious power. . . .” A breeze began to start. “It fills my head!”, she said in an almost trance like state. Her eyes suddenly focused. “Little sister, little killer?” 

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

Vision found himself in Ikana. “Strange. We were created centuries before even these relics were made, yet they seem familiar.” 

The telepathic Hunter flew to some ruins which were unaccesible from the ground, a large catacomb of caves and constructs was in front of him. “So this is home?”, Vision stopped, his telepathy picking up a consciousness. Imediately he recognized the figure in front of ‘him’. “Empath.” 

“Hello, compliment. Not exactly in the flesh, though.”, the damaged Huntress floated unstably. She flickered all of a sudden. “Sorry, I’d stay and chat, but I’m fading out of existance.” 

Vision focused his senses on her. “You converted yourelf into a Soul Body.”, he stated rather than asked. 

“Doesn’t it ever become irritating being a mind reader?”, Empath looked at her former commrade. “I’d ask you for help, but you know.” Before any further conversation could continue, both Hunter’s heads snapped to attention as they sensed something approaching. 

“Could this be–”, Vision was interrupted by sudden gust of wind that threatened to send even ‘him’ flying. The sudden gust deposeted two figures. Empath and Vision stared at the new arrivals. 

“Looks like little sister got messed up.”, Elegy giggled. Suddenly her face became very angry as she realized Vision was also there. “You! You’re all wrong!”, she began screaming. “You’re not stage one or two or three or anything!” 

Oriares also glanced at Vision and Empath. He obviosly knew that they were younger than he and Af Bri, yet there seemed to be something different about them. “You,”, he said to Vision, “You have been artificially augmented.” The blue Hunter stared back. Oriares turned to Empath. “You’re evolution was a result of astral alteration.” 

“What’s it to you?”, Empath spat. “You’re just a bunch of old relics.” 

Elegy became angry. “Oh, the baby wants to act grown up.” She was about to charge them with a lightning bolt, but Oriares, in an unusual show of control, grabbed her arm. 

“Be careful Elegy, there is something different about them. They are not normal Hunters.”, his baritone voice rumbled. 

“What?”, the dimunitive weather witch asked. “Hmmm. . . .”, she held her hands up to her temples and began to hum again. “I see. . . the Ikana’s trump card!” Suddenly she jumped back and stuck her tounge out at them. “Traitors! You were made to destroy our kind!” 

Empath and Vision looked slightly confused. Elegy began to laugh. “Oh, they don’t even know why the bird lays its eggs to be eaten!” 

Empath spoke to Vision through their psychic bond. <I think that you would be better off allying with me. That one’s insane, I can feel the fracture in her aura.> 

Vision glanced at ‘his’ former complement. <You would only betray me. Tactically, you are not a logical choice because of your unstable mental and physical states.> 

Empath’s eyes burned. <Then at least allow me to get back to my body. I’ll be too damaged to harm you.> Vision’s expression did not change. 

“There once was little boy who cried Wolfos. . . but then every time he cried the Wolfos was never really there. . . but the boy died because it was a Gibido which ate him. . . .” Elegy was talking to herself. She suddenly snapped to attention. “We should kill them.” 

Oriares glanced at her. “The telepathic one is at full power, we are not.” 

Elegy pursed her lips. “But we should at least be able to kill the phantom-one. She’s already fading away and the blue one doesn’t seem to care about her.” 

“That is true.” Vision’s voice echoed. “Destroy her if you will.” He turned to leave. 

<Wait!> Empath screamed at him. <If you won’t help me out of compassion then help me out of simple gain!> Vision paused. Empath continued her plea. <I can destroy Tuffle, Majora, even Palous!> 

<They are already dead.> Vision said. 

Empath psychically smiled. <I can destroy their souls.> 

Vision’s eyes widened. He knew that she was not lying because he could read her mind, but he still didn’t trust it. <Then why did you not do so before?> 

<Never show your ace till the last minute.>, Empath said. <Besides, it also requires too much energy to do on an active power, but if the soul is dormant or trapped, then it is a different matter.> 

Vision considered her words. <If that is true, what will stop you from destroying my Soul? Or what would stop you from upsetting the foundations of existance to a point where they cannot be repaired?> 

Empath looked even more upset now. <Because. . . well. . . I’ll admitt that I cannot do what you suggest, by the time I take one soul, I’ll be too vulnerable to attack afterwards from the energy loss.> She glanced at the Oriares and Elegy who were eyeing her. <Besides, once those two heal fully, you alone won’t be able to stop them. Is it a deal?> She asked despartly. 

Slowly, after much consideration, Vision nodded. Sighing, he turned to the other two Hunters. “If you do not leave, I will destroy you.” 

“What?!”, Elegy shrieked. “Are you serious! Foul I say! Foul!” 

Oriares glared at Vision. Without warning, the air around Vision crystallized as the heat was absorbed by the dark Hunter. Elegy squealed with delight but was cut off as as a one of Vision’s enchanced Spray Anchors floated in front of her eyes. 

<Even if you freeze me, the spike will still impale your precious Elegy.> Vision said to Oriares’s mind. <And I assure you, it has enough psychokinetic energy to insure her brain is totally destroyed beyond regeneration.> 

As Elegy nervously glanced around, the ice around Vision melted as Oriares accepted defeat. “Let us go, Elegy.” 

“Fine! I don’t like them anyway!”, She spat at Vision as the wind began to pick her up with Oriares. Vision watched the two hunters float away. He turned to face an infuriated Empath. “Do you mind not wasting time?! I only have about ten minutes left!” 

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

Anthy stood with her eyes closed, letting the cool breeze blow through her amethyst hair. She felt a little tug on her dress; it was Puffy. 

“How long do you plan on keeping that form?”, she looked down at the pink puffball. In response, he just turned and got fixated on a rather large carnivorous plant. “Fine.” the Bride of Light said more to herself it seemed. 

Suddenly, they heard a neigh. Anthy turned and saw that a black horse had walked up on the shore. It stopped in front of her and sniffed. After a moment it turned and began to sniff Puffy. The three ethereal beings stood in silence, none of them really wanting to talk. 

Anthy abruplty stood up. Energy seemed to gather around a single point in front of the three. A hole appeared in space, and four figures fell on each other. 

“Hello Link. Your quest was satisfactory I assume?” 

“Oh, yeah?”, Link picked himself off of the ground. “We won.” 

Anthy looked at Zelda, who stared blankly back at her. Anthy turned to Link. “How is she?” It was obvious she already knew. 

Link responded to the pleasantry. “She’s gone through a lot, but she’ll be herself in a couple of days.” The desperation in his wish was evident in his voice. Draco also looked like he needed to believe that Zelda would be fine. Zelda’s eyes were still the same blank orbs. 

Changing the awkward subject, Yomil suddenly noticed Wraith. “Hey, when did that horse get here?” 

Link quickly ran up to his former mount. He gently patted the animal’s snout. “Hey, where did you come from?” Jealous of the attention Link was showing Wraith, Puffy ran up and tugged on Link’s tunic. The Hero of Time was surprised by the puff ball’s show of affection. “Hey Puffy, thanks for helping us out when those bone fish attacked.”, he bent down a patted the equivalent of the pink creature’s shouler. Puffy made a boastful sound and proudly put his hands on his hips. 

“Hello?”, a far off voice came from the bay side. The groups turned to see a familiar green shape. 

“What is it now lizard?”, Draco was irritated. 

“Hi. Um, I was wondering, would you happen to know of any such thing as a Warp Point?”, he said the last words slowly as if he were talking to toddler. “You see, there was one in a secret cave under the water over that way, and wouldn’t ya know, it’s not working.” 

“Yes, we know what a Warp Point is. The Madame made them, right?”, Link replied, a little more tolerant than the others. 

“Excellent. Then you wouldn’t mind pointing me in her direction, and I’ll be out of your way!” 

“The Madame is in Termina; she said she’s staying there.”, Link said. “Did she forget about you?” 

“What?! She left me for that hell hole?!”, the Chibi Yoshi burst into rage and started scampering in circles around the group, until he ran into Puffy. The two looked at each other for a few seconds, until breaking eye contact, each with a “Hmph!”. 

“So let me get this straight, she went to Termina and forgot me. She took down all her warp points, and isn’t coming back?”, he looked at the nodding group. “Well that’s just peachy! I’m stuck here in Hyrule!”, after yelling, the Chibi Yoshi walked next to a boulder, sat down, and started crying into his paws. 

Feeling kind, Link walked over to the lizard. “Why’re you sad? It didn’t seem like the Madame was particularly nice to you. In fact, doesn’t she hit you?” 

“Super Happy Tree! You’re right! That bitch deserves my wrath!”, the Chibi Yoshi got up, and juped onto Wraith. “Now that that’s settled, let’s go!” 

“Um, what are you doing?”, the confused Hero asked. 

“I’m traveling with you of course. I’ll be your new pretty and economically priced companion!”, the lizard replied cheerfully. After a pause, he suddenly decided to go march around the beach. 

Link began to protest, but for some reason Wraith began walking ahead back towards.... “Um, guys!”, Yomil asked allowed. 

“What?”, Draco asked. 

“Maybe I missed this or something, but what’re we gonna do now?”, the wizard repeated. 

“Ah yes!”, Anthy suddenly perked up. “You’ve gotten all the essential components?” 

“Well, we got everything in the Temple’s, if that’s what you mean.”, the group put everything they had in one pile; the Talisman of Courage, the Talisman of Power, the Talisman of Wisdom, and the empty Book of Durak. Anthy started to rumage through their packs, searching for something. “This isn’t right! Where is the Key?” 

“The key?”, Yomil asked. “What key? Did we need it?” 

“Yes, it is essential!”, Anthy’s voice had an unusual tone of urgency. 

“I thought the Talismans were essential?”, Draco asked. 

“Well, they are. The Talismans themselves were just used to seal the Book out of this realm; your Grandfather’s doing.”, she said to Link. “ However, even when completed, the book’s kowledge is still locked to prevent just anyone from using its power. The Key is a relic which is used to make the words of the book readable.” 

“Then why did we get the Talismans?”, Link demanded. 

“The book’s Soul is still not in this realm, which is why the physical body of the book is empty. The Talismans give the power needed to unlock the Book.” 

“Then where is the Key?”, Draco demanded. 

Anthy looked upset. “That’s what I don’t understand, I thought that the Key would already be with the book or that one of you would have gotten it. . . .” 

“I have the Key!”, an irritatingly shrill voice spoke up. Everyone stared at the Chibi Yoshi in disbelief, he had returned from his little patrol around the beach. “Yes, that’s right! I have Key!”, the vermin proudly reiterated. 

“HOW?!”, everyone said at once. 

“You don’t even know what the Key is!”, Link said, although as he thought about it, it was becomming increasingly possible in a sick way for the lizard to have such knowledge. 

“Of course I know what the Key is! It’s a living piece of energy which can only be passed onto living things at the height of sexual excitement or the edge of death!”, the lizard paused, “Wait that doesn’t sound correct. . . oh yeah, different universe. . . .” it mummbled to itself. 

The others were all about to turn away when the lizard suddnely spoke up again. “That’s it! I’m the Key! My blood symbolizes the mystical forces which can destroy the walls which divide dimensions! And an evil hell god is bent on using me to go back to her dimension to rule over chaos!” 

Anthy raised an eyebrow. “Then we should bleed you over the book. Come here and let me slit your wrist.” 

“Okay, how about not!”, the lizard lost all interest and walked up to Puffy. “So, what’s your deal?” 

Obviously realizing that the lizard had no valid information, everyone tried to remember if they had seen anything which could have been the Key. 

“Very interesting! That reminds me of the time when I met the Madame. Or so the recordings say. I was a lone little spotted egg, who had fallen off a cliff. Unfortunately, or fortunately, whichever way you look at it, I landed in the Madame’s hat, and thus began my inprisonment. Oh, such a grand universe that was.”, the Chibi Yoshi was talking to Puffy, but non of the other members of the group payed any attention to him. 

“ZELDA!”, Draco suddenly exclaimed. While everyone was in discussion the Princess had wandered towards the water’s edge. Her eyes were still the same vacentness, and seemingly stumbled towards the water. As if in a trance she mumbled, “Such pretty water.” 

“Zelda stop! That’s acid!”, Draco ran to his sister’s side. He grabbed her arm, but she made no attempt to move forward nor backward. After the intense moment had passed, Draco led Zelda back to the group, continuing to wonder what to do next, this time making sure Zelda didn’t wander off. 

“Hey!”, Link suddenly said. “How about a Great Fairy?” The others all looked up. Link continued, “One of them might know about the Key.” 

Anthy seemed to think for a moment. “None of the Fairies you’ve encountered recently said anything about it. . . .” 

“How would you know–”, Link started. 

“I would.” The Bride of Light said simply. Suddenly though, she seemed to get an idea. “I wonder, would Raziel’s fountain still be intact?” 

Suddenly, a burst of wind errupted out of nowhere. A vortex of energy appeared above the group, as it expanded until it engulfed them all. In a flash, the energy died, leaving only disturbed grass where the Heroes had once stood. 

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

Darkrova was furious, although nowhere near the level of magical sensitivity of Derdekea, Darkrova had still sensed the astronomical events which had happened in Termina. The evil witch stormed about her fortress, all lesser minions scattering to get out of her enraged path. She stopped in her main chamber, a blood red pentagram in the very center, a Triforce carved into the center block. 

“Palous and Empath, traitors who deserved their fates! Yet now my side has a severe lack of players!”, she bellowed into the constant storm which surrounded her floating castle. “This is getting out of hand! How many imbalances have to run around till my ascension?!” 

Darkrova stood in her chamber. “I know just how to even the unbalance.” 

The Sorceress of Shadows walked over to a chest, it opened as she appraoched. Four objects floated out of it: dolls. Each were made in very familiar forms. 

“Now, let’s see if the little brats can take on themselves?”, the witch cackled. 

As if on cue, the dolls floated around Darkrova, spinning increasingly faster. Darkrova began chanting as the room grew black. 

“By the power of Yrouel and Hasmodia! I envoke thee Vohal! Project these Shdows to do my bidding!”, she cried into the torrent of dark forces which were gathering. 

As the room becamse visible again, energy died down around the sorceress. Darkrova stood surrounded by four figures. . .figures without face or distinction. . .only infinite darkness. “Go now my Shadows, my Vehiel, and hold off your bases. The ritual isn’t ready yet, I can’t have my guests come, with presents and everything, if there is no party.” 

Thus, Link’s shadow was made. Thus, Draco’s shadow was made. Thus, Yomil’s shadow was made. Thus, Zelda’s shadow was made. 

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

Empath groaned in her body again. It had been an hour, and even with her regenerative abilities she looked as though half of her body was burned off. 

Vision stood to the side, arms raised, ready to fire his Shot Anchors at any moment. “Is that necessary?” 

Empath rolled her neck. “Am I making you uneasy, Vision?” 

The Huntress tried to sit up, but coughed up liquid and layed back down. After a few moments, she tried again succesfully. 

”Damn Kyneto. Or dear sweet Avian.” 

Suddenly, a red orb flew down in front of the two; the Madame’s image was displayed on it. “Where the hell have you been Vision?! I’ve been hailing you for hours!” 

“What is the situation.” 

“It seems our friend Truffle has made a return trip to Hyrule! Now hurry up, we’re leaving as soon as you return!” 

”Should we not wait for Achaiah to replenish its energy?”, Vision enquired. 

“We’re taking a shuttle, now get your– You!”, the Madame noticed Empath. “What is the meaning of this Vision?! Have you rebeled too?!”, an impressive array of weapons came out of the orb. 

Vision clamly lifted his hand and the orb stopped. “You traitor!”, the Madame was infuriated. 

“Please Moda, you are acting irrationally.” 

“Acting irrationally my ass!” 

“Madame, I would probably be the first one to see Empath destroyed, but you must think of this logically. There are some benefits of letting her live.” 

After a long silence, the Madame responded. “I’m listening.” 

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

Darkness surrounded the young heroes. They were in a faimiliar landscape: stars streching to the horizon, with grey clouds beneath them. They were appearently floating. 

“Where are we?”, Link’s voice echoed about an infinite expanse. 

“Hello again, Link.”, a soft female voice said into all of their minds. 

“Salve?”, The Hero of Time replied slowly. “Did you bring us here?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?!”, Draco spoke up, managing to recompose himself. Yomil still seemed a little confused as to what had happened. Anthy was perfectly neutral, as if this was the most normal occurence. Zelda blankly stared at the light around them. 

“Hey, you’re hot! Wanna frisk me?”, the lizard’s voice interuptted the exchange. Everyone groaned. 

Obviously, this time they were met by Salve in unison, rather than individualy. This included everyone who was at the shore. Wraith seemed to be grazing, dispite the fact that they were floating. Puffy was ‘swimming’ around. When he went in front of Salve he let out a “Hi~i!” 

“You–”, Salve stammered, but was cut off by a silencing gaze from Anthy. Puffy looked forcefully innocent and ‘swam’ away. 

Salve regained her composer and looked at the group. “Your trials draw close to an end, so it has been forseen. It is my honor to congratulate you on a job well done thus far.”, she smiled. Link blushed, remembering his first encounter with her. 

“Your last trial is to prevent the Eternal Gate from being opened, and to resurrect–” 

“Silence Salve! We have no time for your riddles.”, the group stared in disbelief at Anthy. “The Hero of Time is journeying to meet with the Great Fairy Raziel for information on the Key of Durak. Since you obviously are unable to help, nor give us any relevant information, don’t waste our time.”, Anthy sneered at the Voice of Light. “If you will help us to the Fairy Fountain, it would be appreciated, but otherwise, leave us.” 

Salve had a strange look on her face. Finally, she looked up. “I see, Anthriel. Very well then. I will be out of your way.” 

The last thing Link remembered surprised him. Even Puffy seemed to be looking at Anthy suspiciously. Again, a vortex of energy enveloped the group, disappearing in a flash of light, leaving Salve to herself. Or was she alone? 

“So your influence has finally been broken Salve. It’s not as though you were allowed to interfere anyway.”, a voice broke the silence. A dark male figure floated in front of Salve. 

“Gamiel, your sentiment is noted. But may I remind you that your attempt to tip the scale in the favor of Darkness failed long before I.” 

“True. So how much will Derdekea interfere in all of this?”, Gamiel asked. 

Salve smiled to herself. “That all depends on what Anthriel chooses. The Hero of Time has set his heart’s course, though he may not know it yet. It will depend on if Anthriel will accept of not.” 

“So what will the Voice of Light and Voice of Darkness do now?” 

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

Truffle was flying across Hyrule Field at incredible speeds. He was heading towards Hylia Bay until he abruptly stopped. [They’re gone.], he thought to himself. The Hero of Time was no longer by the beach anymore. After a few rare moments of confusion, he detected them again. Strangely, they were in the opposite side of Hyrule. Truffle took to the sky, and headed towards the old Zora’s River. 

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

Derdekea was waiting. She knew they would be coming soon; it would just be a matter of time. She couldn’t let the Soul Devourer disrupt the Balance, everything depended on it. But she would kill two birds while she waited. If one looked closely, she was moving her lips, silently saying “Silence Salve! We have no time for your riddles. . . .” 

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

Truffle was flying across Hyrule Field at incredible speeds. He was heading towards Hylia Bay until he abruptly stopped. [They’re gone.], he thought to himself. The Hero of Time was no longer by the beach anymore. After a few rare moments of confusion, he detected them again. Strangely, they were in the opposite side of Hyrule. Truffle took to the sky, and headed towards the old Zora’s River. 

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

(thanks to Krail for this part) 

The group found themselves in what looked like a broken valley, the lava had covered everything, and after the equivalent of 100 years of time, the place looked unrecognizable. The Zora’s Domain. Like much of what was close to Death Mountain, this area had the same warped and mishapen air about it. The river which led to the Domain actually still ran, but the water was dark and ominous. Every so often a strange silhouette could be seen beneath the surface. 

As the group walked past a tree, a familiar voice called out from behind it. "Hello everyone, and how are you all today?". Link immediately recognized it as Truffle, as did the others, aside from Zelda. They turned to face him, Draco drew the harmony sword and was ready to defend himself. 

"What are YOU doing here? Aren't you supposed to be frozen inside of Achaiah?" 

"Yes, that block of ice was quite annoying", Truffle responded, almost sounding sad, "but not too big of an obstacle." 

Anthy was a little curious. "So, your entire body and mind was put into a stasis by freezing, yet you still manage to escape." 

Draco was annoyed by this man. "What are you!? What kind of being can be viciously defeated so many times and still be alive!?", if Truffle didn't answer, he would make him. 

"Yes, that is something I've wanted to talk to you all about. As you may have guessed before you even saw me, I'm not exactly normal.", a few of them muttered to themselves of how obvious that was, but Truffle ignored them. "I am... well... how do I describe this?" 

"You're not human are you?", Yomil said. Truffle tipped his head a bit in acknowledgment, but didn't seem to really be saying yes. "You could start by showing us your face.", the wizard continued. 

Truffle looked up, and around the party. He supposed that would be a good opening. "Alright then.", he said as he slowly lifted a gloved hand up to the fringe of cloth hanging over his face. He lifted it clear over his "head" and let it fall behind him as the whole party's eyes widened. There was some surprise and confusion about what they saw, though Anthy seemed to take it all in stride. Truffle had no head. In fact, he didn't even seem to have the suggestion of a neck, just a hole in the cloth of his robes. 

Link was the first to get any words out, "Wh... w-what in the.... but.... how?" 

"I am not whole." 

"What do you mean by ‘not whole'?", Yomil responded. It was really creepy to hear a voice coming from a mouth that could not be seen. 

"Give me a moment, and I'll explain it to you.", Truffle stared for a moment, considering his words carefully. He would have to tell them of his nature, but be forced to leave out some details. It was necessary. He reached behind his "head" and pulled the hood back on. "I am a piece... a fragment of a Soul. Naturally, I am less than even a ghost's shadow, yet somehow more...." 

"A fragment of soul? How did you get that way, who's soul are you?", Draco said, not knowing what to feel about this development. 

Truffle laughed to himself at this question, but not showing his reaction. "I don't know why, or how I am like this. I... haven't the slightest idea who's soul I was.... before... The only reason I can have an effect on anything is that I can use my powers to.... create physical parts for myself. Almost anything I do except basic movement is a magic spell. That's why I think I was someone with a lot of magic before this.", alright, here's where it got interesting, his "story". He took a moment to breathe into his non-existent lungs. 

"I had existed in this world for decades before I learned that I could create a physical form. Actually, I think it might have taken me just as long to gain basic sensory perception. Before I could manifest, I had a habit of eavesdropping to wherever I drifted, and therefore am well versed in Hylian legend. You people spoke of the legends often. I have come to know of the Hero of Time, and of the Book of Durak in my time. It is my belief that the book there is my key to revival. With the book of knowledge, I could know who I came from, and how to rejoin. That is why I helped you, Link. 

"As for Kyneto, I do not know why he chooses to make an enemy out of me. Perhaps a Soul of unknown origin disrupts his game plan or some such thing. Perhaps, calling himself Keeper of the Balance, he cannot decide which side I am on, and therefore chooses to eliminate the unknown factor. And.... that is my story." 

There was a dumbfounded silence. In all their adventures, one would think something this bizarre wouldn't have much of an effect on them, yet it did. Anthy was interested, "So, you must know how it feels to be unable to die." 

"Yes, I suppose so. I suppose that's part of my quest.", he was questing to die? Not quite. 

Link now spoke up, "Well, I guess you can travel with us to try and find out who you are. At least, until the next time Kyneto decides to attack you." 

"I am currently making it so that neither Kyneto or Achaiah will be able to sense me. I do not want to deal with such problems, nor can I bother you all with them anymore. I will stay out of your way when you wish, and will fend for myself. I simply wish to see into the book of Durak at the moment." 

Draco felt obligated to respond now. "Alright", he looked quickly to everyone, who gave slight approving glances, "I suppose you may travel with us. We will help you to the extent that we don't have to go more than a day out of our way to do so. And as your current quest is our same, that is an easy thing to help you with. Try not to cause anymore trouble for us." 

"I will do my best." 

Link spoke up. “Alright then, let’s see if we can get into the Zora’s Domain.” 

So the group marched in the silence of the death that had passed all those years ago. Link in front, with Yomil close behind. Anthy took up a spot leading Wraith, who carried Zelda on his back. Puffy and Chibi Yoshi sat in back of her, but they made sure to keep Puffy in between the two. 

“Hello? I think we have some trust issues here!”, the Lizard demonstrated by holding up his bound hands. 

“You are correct, vermin.”, Draco responded. “We don’t trust you.” 

The Yoshi responded with some noise, but the group kept moving. Truffle lingered behind the others, but Draco took it upon himself to watch over him and was the last in line. Thus, the Heroes began the last leg of their quest. 

