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In a peaceful land a long time ago………


There lived a hero, a hero that would save many lands…

The Hero’s name was Link, who lived in the peaceful land of Hyrule.  After his quests in the past, present and future, he lived in the Lost Woods with his friends until a shadow crept over the Land. Now, the Hero would rise again, this time with help…
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Beginnings of a Quest
“Link?”

Saria looked around the Lost Woods.  Fairies flew around, oblivious to the world’s worries.  The Lost Woods was resting, its inhabitants moving slowly, excluded from the rest of the world.  Still no sign of that elusive boy!
“Link!”

She tried the Sacred Meadow.  The trees were majestic in the silent glen.  Nothing moved, for all was in peace.
“LINK!!!!” 
  
She was exasperated. That boy had the nerve to completely disappear in her own woods!  Since she was the forest sage, she had complete knowledge of Kokri forest and its inhabitants; except for that boy who happened to be the legendary Hero of Time.…..

“Huh?”  
A confused voice mumbled above her.  Saria looked up…. and up… and saw Link resting in the crook of an immense tree.  His hair was tousled; he looked like a naughty teenager than the Hero of Time.
“You!  Where in Farore have you been?!”

“I...I…-“

“-been up since dawn trying to find you, and the Great Deku tree being frantic and-“
“Hold it.”  Link said.  He jumped down nimbly while a few leaves followed his decent.  They fell down with the beautiful gracefulness that was lost on the irate green clad girl.  Link’s piercing blue eyes met Saria’s soft green.  Link was seventeen, the same age as he was when he finished his Quest back in time.  
“What do you mean the tree is frantic, it was fine-“  Link was cut off.

“The Great Deku Tree has been calling you, saying something. I don’t know- it was like ‘a great evil has returned’ or somethi-“  Saria stopped.  Link was pale, and his eyes were flinty.  His fists clenched, remembering great evils…
“Ganondorf.”  Link whispered.  He turned to Saria, not sure how to act. 
“Saria….”  
They looked deeply in each others eyes.  No words were needed for they knew each other well.  For a long time, neither of them spoke.  Then wordlessly, he ran east, toward the Great Deku Tree’s glen. 
~O~
As he ran, Link’s mind was blank, except for one thought.  How did Ganondorf come back? The sages knew what they were doing…  Then his thoughts turned to the Great Deku Tree.
The wise tree was actually a seedling of the First Great Deku Tree who, tragically, died after giving his last wish to Link.  The image was burned in his mind….


“The future depends upon thee, Link...Thou art courageous...Navi the fairy...Help Link to carry out my will...I entreat ye... Navi...


Good...bye...”

Link could only stare in horror and sadness as the Tree took his last rattling breath…. Unable to do anything…
Link shook his head.  That and more had been done by Ganondorf, king of evil.  Ganon will pay…
~O~

At last, he reached the passageway that led to the Deku Tree’s glen.  Light streamed down from the green boughs of the First Deku Tree to illuminate its growing seedling.  At this particular moment, its branches were shaking in panic.  Only half the size of Link still, it nonetheless was wise.
“Oh Link! Finally you’re there!!  Please, listen to me, for a great evil has been unleashed.”

As Link kneeled, it started to speak.

“Fear not! For the Sages’ seals have not been broken.  Rather, it is a new force that may be one of Ganon’s creatures.  I know not what it is, but I do know this; you will not be able to face it alone.”
“What should I do then?!”  asked Link.  He pondered for a moment, and then had an idea.

“Wait! Maybe I could ask the Sages to help-“

But the tree immediately squashed that idea.

“Nay!  For while the Sages could defeat this menace, the seals would break under Ganon’s immeasurable power; for he does have the Triforce of Power, does he not?

“Aye,“  said Link slowly, trying to figure what needed to be done.
“What can I do then?”  Link asked the Tree, completely befuddled.

The Tree smiled and said,

“Use that brain of yours!  If the Sages cannot help, then who can?  Why, recruit some people, of course! No, not ordinary people,” correctly interpreting Link’s stare, “but people with the mark of the Medallions!”
Link was completely lost.  Not used to this dance of words, he sat and soaked all of this in.

“The tree has a point.”

Link whirled around, only to see Saria behind him.

“What do you mean? And don’t sneak up like that, I may accidentally mistaken you for a Moblin or-“
He peered at her suspiciously.  She was laughing, with that mischievous look in her dancing green eyes.

“Oh really, Link!  Am I that ugly, to be mistaken for a Moblin?”

“Well, I just meant-“

“Anyway, what the tree was trying to say, is to collect some people –kind of like the sages- that have the hand of the goddesses on them.”
And then Link understood.  Facing towards the Tree, he said,

“You mean, like, knights?”

“Yes! Yes, someone who belongs to each of the Medallions, but not the Sages.”

A memory was stirring in Link’s mind…..

“One in a deep forest, one on a high mountain, one under a vast lake, one within the…” 

“House of the dead, One inside a goddess of the sand..., Together with the Hero of Time, the awakened ones will bind the evil and return the light of peace to the world....”
Saria and the tree were both silent.

“Oh!” said Link, noting their confusion. “Shiek said that to me when I pulled out the Master Sword at the beginning of my quest.  She meant the Medallions, not the Knights.”
“It is settled then,” the Tree said, ”Link, your new Quest is to find the six Knights, and”  he added, “the seventh will appear in Time.  Go, now, and defeat this unnamed menace.”

Negotiations in the Night
After the meeting with the Great Deku Tree, Link ran to his tree house.  Climbing the rickety ladder and squeezing through the too-small doorway, Link thought, Am I ready for this? But then a more disturbing voice in his head said what will I do after this?  I don’t belong here….  

Shaking off his unease, Link gathered his gear.  Instead of using the Kokri sword that he used as a kid, he had asked a Goron swordsmith to shorten the Biggoron sword that he used in his latter quest.  Link added his faithful Hyrulean shield to the pile, with his bow, extra bottles, and Saria’s Ocarina.
After he arranged everything neatly, Link stepped out the door, ready for adventure.  At the foot of the ladder was Saria.  She walked wordlessly beside Link until they reached the bridge that led to the outside world.
“Link……” He looked at her, sadness in his eyes.  She was a good friend that had stood beside him to defeat Ganon.

“I’ll be back ….soon.”

“But what will happen after?  Will you live at Hyrule Castle?  Or will you live here?”

When he didn’t answer, she sighed.

“I’ll miss you, Link….”

“Me too…”

And with that, he walked slowly out into Hyrule Field.  Saria stood on the bridge for a long time, staring into the distance, a single tear trickling down her face.  It wasn’t until several hours that had passed that Saria finally turned around and disappeared into the depths of the forest that she loved.

~O~
Link looked up into the fading rays of the sun and sighed.  He would have to walk into the night, a prospect that he didn’t relish.  Then inspiration struck him.  Link hurriedly fished in his bag for the Ocarina Saria gave him on his first quest.  After a moment or two, Link found it.  Raising it to his lips, Link remembered the tune to call his faithful horse, Epona.

After the last notes faded away, Link heard hooves.  With a grateful sigh, Link put the Ocarina back into the bag.

At least I don’t have to walk through the night, he thought.

With a gleeful shout, he mounted his steed, and rode off into the distance.

~O~
Where do I start? Link wondered.  Maybe I’ll go to Zelda for advice.  And then where?  Link couldn’t answer that question.  Now to find the Knights.  Forest?  All of its inhabitants were Kokri that don’t want to interact with Hyrule.  They would just laugh it off; and besides, none of them are warriors.  Saria……  Link turned his mind elsewhere.  The only one with experience is….me.  haha.

What about Water? Ruto is the only Zora that I know.  A mystery there.  Fire?  Other than Darami and his son, I haven’t talked with any Goron.  Spirit?  I may find a Guredo somewhere…  What about Shadow and Light? I’ll have to think about that later… 

A huge yawn escaped from him.  The inky black sky was lulling him to sleep.  Link snuggled deeper into Epona’s warm mane.  Soon, he was fast asleep.

~O~
Far away in the Dark Land, where Ganon lives……
“Arise, loyal servant.”

Deep in the Sacred Land where the Sages locked Ganon, a conversation was taking place.  Guttering torches lined hallways of stone.  Darkness and a faint chill penetrated all.  At the end of one such hallway, there was a throne, a black throne carved with evil symbols.  A man sat on that throne.  Dark skin matched yellow gleaming eyes and crimson hair as he looked at a groveling underling. 
“Mlord, I-I-I-“

“Cease babbling, servant.  Ye have done well so far….. Now, bring me Krad.”
“Yes, Milord.”

Ganon sat back, his yellow eyes searching the room.  He bared his teeth slightly.  That young hero would not escape him again.  Ganon looked in a corner and saw Dark Link grimacing.

“What is it, incompetent one?”

“I…I… am in pain, Master.  That-that Sword bit into me….. The hero was.. Arrrrrrggg.”

“You fool. I should have left you to die… but I will give ye a chance ….soon.”

Ganon sat back again, dark thoughts swirling in his bleak mind.  Dark Link’s crimson eyes glowed in the darkness.  He blinked.  A shadow had entered the room.  

“Krad Eelav, is that you?” 
“it is mlord.”
A sibilant voice rushed around the room. Evil had entered.  Dark shivered. He had hoped not to hear that voice ever again.  Ice, layers and layers of ice, cold… fire...Searing… a nameless void yawned….
 “good, good… Have ye heard of the Hero of Time?”
A pause.

“yes”

Excellent.  Your job is to kill him.  No mistakes.”

“Payment?”
“Ah……..”

Krad Elav is one of mine…… yet he asks for payment...  Ganon thought.  Still…. Better not to mess with him; or it.

“Free reign in the underworld.  That will be it!”

“No.  I want a legion of your army.” 
A whole Legion?!  Still…Ganon mused.
“Fine. As long as you get the Hero!!!!!!!”

“As you wish…ganon”

There was a faint rush of cold as Krad Eelav exited the throne room.  He doesn’t even fear me any more….still, as long as he gets the hero….
~O~
Back to Link……
Faint rays of the morning sun peeked over the edge of the Death Mountain range.  Epona had galloped the whole night while Link slept.  Now, he cracked a bleary eye open and saw that it was morning.  He sat up and stretched, his sore bones creaking. Now I know what it feels like to be a Stalfos, heh.
Link looked up and saw the ramparts of Hyrule Castle.  A soldier was calling him. Grinning, he yelled at him to lower the massive drawbridge. It’s good to be back……
Meetings with Royalty

In the throne room of North Castle…..

Zelda was in the throne room with her father, the King of Hyrule.  As a princess, she had her dead mother’s beauty, handy for convincing a stubborn noble.  Dressed in her standard pink dress, with the crest of Hyrule on a plate of gold on her chest, Zelda was gorgeous.  Lavished with frills and gold, Zelda was screaming inside to do archery or something, as long as she was out of the stuffy throne room.  She was not looking forward to another day.  Speeches, speeches, and more speeches!
   Suddenly there were some footsteps to her right.  Impa, her bodyguard and nursemaid, motioned to Zelda.  Zelda tapped her father on the arm.  When he finally looked at her with distracted eyes, Zelda pointed to Impa.  The King nodded slightly, and then went back to his conversation with a whining noble.

Zelda sprinted up to Impa, a questioning look on her face.  She looked at Impa to see if she could wrangle the answer from her sharp mentor.  She was one of the last of the Shiekiath, a race known for their red eyes and long lives.  

Impa gave her a slip of paper.  On it, there was writing…..

From the Watch, to her Majesty, Princess Zelda.  May she live forever.
Link has arrived.
Zelda whooped and ran madly to the main gate, known as the White Dragon Gate, while Impa followed behind closely.  

At the White Dragon Gate, there was some commotion.  Link was trying to keep track of everything.  Hostlers were putting Epona in a shaded stall, butlers were taking his bags and assigning him to a room, and the guards (known as the Watch) were closing the gate.

“Link!!!!”

Link turned around and saw Zelda run towards him.  He gave a joyful yell.

“Zelda!”

She rushed to him, oblivious to Impa controlling the commotion, oblivious to the commotion itself, oblivious to everything except Link, who was grinning.

“You-you- you’re back!  Has it really been seven long years since you came back from Termina?  An-and-”

“Zelda’s just happy that you’re back.”

A cool voice came from behind them.  Startled, Link turned around, and saw Impa.  Apparently, all the commotion had died down with Impa’s skillful control.
“So am I. At least you know how to defeat a moblin.”

“Impa!  The soldier was just starti-“

 She chuckled.  Link smiled.  Impa turned her gaze to him.

“Anyway, you better get inside. The King probably is wondering where you and Zelda are.”
~O~
“King Hyrule the First, may I present Link, the Hero of Time?”

Link bowed, and said,
“Your Majesty, I thank ye for ye hospitality, and I am looking forward to meet you in time.”

The King smiled and said in an equally courteous voice,

“I look forward to acquainting myself to ye.  Now, enjoy yeself.”

Link bowed again, and hurried off with Impa and Zelda.  When they were several corridors away, Link asked Zelda,

“How did I do? Meeting with royalty freaks me out.”

“Oh, Link! You don’t freak out when you talk to me!”

Link grinned and replied,

“Well, that’s ‘cause you’re pretty!”

Link dodged the swipe that Zelda gave him, chuckling.

Impa gave a dry smile, and then said,

“Shall we go to the Library?  It may calm this reckless behavior.”

“Okay.” Link and Zelda chorused.  They looked at each other, and grinned.  

The atmosphere of the Library was peaceful.  Bookcases lined the walls from floor to ceiling, while torches were placed at intervals on the bare walls.  Tables were scattered on the floor along with benches.  Sheafs of paper were stacked on some of the tables, while others carried inkpots and quill pens.  Still other tables held books taken down from the walls.
Link breathed in the slightly musty smell of books.  While he liked the calm library, he preferred the outside breeze.  To Zelda, the scent of old books and scrolls were the scent of invaluable wisdom.  Impa was casually looking around for strangers, and then nodded.

“I’ll leave you two here for two hours, and then I will show you, Link, your rooms.”

Zelda nodded, and then Impa left.  She turned to Link and looked into his eyes.  While he was excited when he entered the castle, they had an odd shadow to them.
“Link?”  She said softly.

He sighed and sat down on a bench, Zelda following suit.  Link looked around the room, and saw only two scribes bent over their work across the room.

Link then told Zelda about the Deku Tree’s warning, and the thoughts that he had.  After the tale was told, Zelda leaned back, and processed the information.  She looked out the window, and saw the sun setting.

“Oh!  We’re supposed to attend a banquet tonight!”

“Not to worry.”  She whirled around but only saw Impa.
“I talked with the King, and he will excuse you and Link, for Link has just come from a hard trip, hasn’t he? Anyway, I was coming to tell you this but Link was telling you the Deku Tree’s warning.”

Zelda was opening her mouth to reprimand her, but Impa only raised an eyebrow.

“I take It that you thought that I didn’t need to hear that, eh? Well, I am the Shadow Sage after all.”

Link was nodding off, but when he heard the last comment, he jerked up, realizing that Impa was wise in matters about this.


“Oh yea!  Impa, what do you think about the idea with the Knights and all?

She showed her teeth in a rare smile, and nodded.

“Defiantly the course needed to take.  But heed the warning that the Sages cannot be the Knights at the same time.”
A silence followed, but then Link started nodding off again, so Impa led Link down the many hallways to his room where he would sleep.
As for Zelda, she was deep in thought, for many hours….. Sometimes searching different volumes, writing things on paper, but always thinking, as if in a deep trance……
Leanings of Locations
Link awakened to a bright sunrise.  He blinked; then stretched.  Yesterday’s happenings seemed so fast now… galloping to the castle, seeing Zelda, seeing the King, going to the library…..
Link, the Hero of Time, yawned and got up.  The last time he saw Zelda, she was in deep thought.  He hoped that she had an idea on how to find some of the Knights, because he had no idea where to start.  Putting on his traditional green clothes, he wondered what this mysterious new threat was.  One of Ganon’s creatures, or something worse? Belting on his shield and sword, he thought, At least I had the Master Sword then…

Shaking off his unease, Link stretched again and opened the door, only to find Impa there.
“Ah. You’re awake; I was just about to knock.  Zelda apparently has found something, but we think you should eat first.  Come.”

Link followed Impa, discussing Goron blades all the way.  Finally they came to the kitchens.  Cooks bustled everywhere, some carrying spices that made Link sneeze, some shouting orders in the air, and some cooking.  The chaos and the heat made Link dizzy, but he smelled food.  Roasting wolfos, tektite legs, and some forest mushrooms were only a fraction of what was there.  The odor made Link’s mouth water.
“Here. It’s quieter this way.”
Impa led Link through a small door that went outside.  What a difference from the kitchen!  A cool breeze brushed some leaves on a pear tree, and some ivy climbed on a stone wall.  In the distance, he saw the Watch patrolling the walls
“Hi Link!”

Link looked around a bush and saw Zelda.  She was sitting cross-legged on the grass with scrolls around her.  In front of her was a large plate of food.

“Tuck in, Link.  Looks like you need some food!”

Needing no further suggestion, Link dove into the food while Zelda scanned the scrolls, and Impa guarded them.  When Link was done, Zelda handed him a scroll.  Looking at it, he saw that it was brown and faded.
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Prophecy of the Knights
When the Hero cometh,


Forest will be first, in the Woods,
A Quest will be born.


The Masked One will wield a Staff,
A new menace will appear,


Stone will crumble, Flames must rise.
After the years.



Steel will be temperd as ice meets fire.
Dark Vale cannot be defeated

The Battle will begin, the Knights four.

Dotuor, thy path splits herein,

Echoing voices of the past,


By one alone.

The cave will be back, within the Domain
Seven must come,



Sands of Change, Winds of Time,
Seven must strike;


Black skinned one, a Trial you must take.
Seven will hark to Light.


Far Beyond the known land,


Sages none, 



In deepest Darkness, Light must rise.
Mages, none.




All Knights.



Six are here, a Seventh must rise.
Found by the One


Go to the Temple, retrieve the Medallions
Bound by One.



In the Light, the Seventh will come!
Seven will come!



And the Hero will be born anew.
But be warned,

Two will fall,

And five will remain.

E’er to guard the land of Hyrule.
“Very interesting.”  

Link thought for a moment, and looked up.  Zelda was still consulting her other scrolls.  Impa was bended over, scanning the scroll.

“It mentions ye, ye know?”

Startled, Link looked up.

“There, when the Hero cometh.  Obviously, it states that you are the Hero of Time. Or are you merely a swordsmaster?”
He saw that Impa was smiling slightly.

“Hey, there was a riddle in Dogono’s Cavern that-“

“You two! I’m trying to read here!”

They both looked at Zelda, who was pursuing another scroll.  She finally put it down and looked at Impa and Link.

“Where to start?  This is the scroll that I have been looking for; the one that is the guide to find the knights. Only, it is in a riddle form.  Does anyone have a line that they know the answer to?  I’ll write the suggestions on a blank scroll. Anyone?

Link thought, and remembered what the Deku Tree said.

“The Deku Tree said that none of the Knights could be Sages.  It looks like that fact is repeated here. Sages none, Mages none, all Knights.”

“Excellent, Link!  Impa, what about you? I recognize the look on your face.”
 “There’s no hiding from you, Princess.  Dark Vale looks like the whole key.  That may be the menace that we are looking for.  But…. that is not… his real name…”

Link suddenly had a memory come back to him.

Riding on Epona through the barren land… It was on the Eastern side of Termina, called Ikanna... the Dark Vale.  A valley that had gibados, skeletons and more… a cursed land…

“Ikana...” Link whispered. 

Zelda and Impa looked at him.  Link met their gazes with haunted eyes.  

“Remember my trip to Termina?”

As they both nodded, Link continued.

“The eastern part was… bad.”

“Worse than the Dark Years?” Zelda asked.

“Worse.  Nothing was growing.  Dust everywhere.  And,” he paused,  ”Gibados, Redeads, and those flying skulls.”

“How in Nayru did you manage that?!”

Link laughed harshly.

“Won’t go in detail, but I found a mask that enabled me to talk to them.”

“What?!” Zelda and Impa exclaimed together.

“Yea, well… what does this have to do with the Knights?”

Impa answered.

“Dark Vale was in capitals, so it might be a name, and from what you explained, Ikana would be the perfect place to have spawned this menace.”
There was a long silence, and then Zelda broke it.

“Even though we have found out more about the menace, we should go ahead and think about the knights, for only then can we defeat him.”

“I think I have figured out Forest.” Link said slowly. “The only one who lives in the Lost Woods, and he had Majora’s Mask.”

“It is settled then.  Link, you go and get the Forest Knight, while we think some more.  If you figure out the rest of the poem, go ahead and follow it.”

Link stood up.  Forest, here I come.
The Imp with the Flute
Epona was ready for the trip back to the Lost Woods.  In his past Quests, Link could warp from point to point with the Ocarina of Time.  Now though, he had only Saria’s Ocarina, which could call Epona, but not warp.  Zelda stood by the White Dragon Gate as Link rode out.  He saw her, and came over.

“Link, I wish I could go with you.  If I could manage Ganon’s fortress, I can certainly manage the Lost Woods.”

But Link shook his head.

“Zelda, there are…. things that would discourage normal travelers.  Also there are enchantments that would… Never mind.”

“Then, how is that you can go through without being hurt?”

He sighed. “I don’t know, Zelda, but this one, I better do alone.”

She looked up.  

“Be safe, Link….”

“I will.”

And with that, Epona reared and galloped through the Gate to beyond.

~O~
In the Dark world….

Krad Elav was terrifying.  Spawned from the bloody horrors of Ikana, he was reared by the Garo king himself, and escaped to the evil Stone Tower.  He slowly rose through the ranks, eventually becoming the King of Stone Tower.  Remembering the atrocities done by the Skeleton King, Krad started a war that lasted years, before the grand kingdom fell.  Krad Elav now ruled Ikana and Stone Tower with an iron fist.

But that was before Link, Hero of Time, came.  Link worked himself up the ranks of the Skeleton Kings ranks until he met the King himself.  Even the King and his two bodyguards could not defeat Link.  The king submitted to Link, and showed him the way to Stone Tower, Lair of Krad Elav, ruler of the Dark Vale.  Krad knew deep in his dark heart that if he met Link, he would be defeated; so he fled silently, leaving chaos in his wake.

Now Krad Elav resided in the dark world with Ganon.  He hated Ganon, because the thief would only use Krad as a tool.  No more. Once Krad got the hero, he would turn on Ganon, what was left of his old army, and the promised legion.  

No one had ever met Krad Elav before.  He was a shadow, a shadow that was steadily growing in power. Already, several of Ganon’s villains had joined Krad.

It wouldn’t be long, now, before the Hero was fatally enmeshed in the trap that Krad had spun……..

~O~

Back to Link…

Link was riding through hill and vale to reach the Lost Woods.  It took a day and half a night, but he finally reached the Lost Woods.  Now to find that crazy so-called Knight.  Link was grumpy after a long ride through Hyrule Field.  He dismounted.

Suddenly, a lone note flitted through the air, followed by another.  Link listened for a while, and then followed the notes.  Soon, he reached a clearing with a tree stump in the middle.  Link took out the Ocarina, and played three notes.  Instantly, a figure appeared on the tree stump.

“Heehee, that’s a- heehee, Linky Linky, whatta doing here? Last time I saw ye wasa in Termina, heehee.”

“Enough, little savage! I-“
“Heehee! Linky called mesa a savage! Heehee.”

“AARRGGHH!  Why you cheeky-“

But he never finished his sentence.  The Stalkid leapt off the tree stump, and walked over to Link.  They looked at each other, then the Stalkid spoke first.

“Linky, whatta bringeth ye hearen? Something on ya mind.”

Link looked closer at the forest imp.  Since he was a kid, he had an odd companionship with this thing.  Even when it was possessed with Majora’s Mask, he pitied the Skulkid.  Link could see that there was wisdom on that innocent face.

“LINKY! LOOK OUT!”  The skulked leapt up with an amazing speed, and pushed Link aside. An arrow twanged by, narrowly missing the Skulkid.  He twirled his flute, and smacked the archer -who was a moblin- on the knee.  Not so innocent after all, thought Link as he drew his sword quickly.  There were nine Moblins arranged in a circle around the two forest folk.  Link sliced down two in a single sweep while the Skulkid leapt on top of the fallen moblin, and blew a tiny dart out of his flute in another moblin’s shoulder.  

By then, three Stalfos with axes joined the fray.  Uh oh, they look like trouble.  But then the forest Imp came, with the flute.  One, two, three smacks with the flute, and two more Moblins were out.  The imp turned around and saw one of the Stalfos creeping up behind Link.  With a screech of fury, the Imp jumped on top of the Stalfos’ head and pushed him backwards.  With a mighty bang, the skeleton toppled backwards.  Link quickly dealt with two more Moblins while the imp blew more darts in the last two Moblins.  Now all we have is the Stalfos.  

The huge skeletons leered at them, brandishing their axes at them.  Two circled Link and the imp, while the third stood up, dazed from the Imp’s push.  Link parried one axe, while the imp stabbed with his flute.  They were standing back to back, trying to figure out a way to flee.

Link who had fought these things before, had only fought them one-to –one, for the ones in the past had a code of honor.  These didn’t; their fiercely burning eyes blazed red as they raised their axes.  
Link took a chance, and stabbed one in the leg and rolled. The huge axe crashed down right where Link had been before.  The imp took this chance of distraction, and leapt right at one.  The stalfos flailed about, axe forgotten. While they were lethal at medium quarters, the Imp was too close for the axe to do any damage.

Link, however, was in trouble.  The third stalfos was closing in, axe raised.  He turned around to deal with it when the second finally tugged its axe out of the ground and quickly swept it at Links legs. Link quickly jumped, but had to dodge the other incoming axe awkwardly. The result was a wound to his arm.  He growled a curse, for it was on his sword arm.  Link thudded into the ground painfully, trying to roll on his uninjured arm.  
Link quickly took off his shield and switched the sword to his shield arm. He looked up to see a grinning stalfos swinging its axe right toward him.  Fear took Link, for he was in deep trouble.  Rooted to the ground, he shut his eyes.  
Link heard a thump and a squeal.  Opening his eyes he saw the stalfos stagger back, while the other stalfos fled.  Link threw his sword, and hit the running stalfos on the back; neatly, with a sickening thump. 
Link turned around, and his breath caught in his throat.  The forest imp was lying on the ground, in a crumpled heap.  He ran over and gently rolled the faithful friend on the back.  

“Hee..he…Lin..ky……”

“No…no, wait! There’s a fairy fountain nearby… hang on!”
The Fairy and the Forest Temple
Link was running, as fast as his tired limbs could carry him.  A friend owes me, and-I-AM-GOING-TO-MAKE-IT!  He skittered down a maze of bushes until he saw what he wanted... a ladder.  He hastily climbed it, sweat pouring off his forehead while his arm twinged.  The fairy fountain has to be here…
Link jumped down the hole that was in front of him and landed gently in a spacious room.  He took out a bottle, and ran forward, only to see the impossible; no fairies.  Link sat down hard, winded, and unable to believe it.

Suddenly, a glimmer of light illuminated writing etched in the white marble.  Link hurried forward and read it.

Whosoever needeth wisdom, 

Whosoever needeth power, 

Whosoever needeth courage, 

Play the Princesses Song.
Link pulled out the Ocarina, and played one of his favorite songs; Zelda’s Lullaby.  Soft notes filled the air; quiet enough to lure someone into sleep, yet forceful.  

Suddenly, a bright light filled the air.  A tall figure spun out of the still water, spiraling into the air.  There she hovered.

Link gasped.  It was strange enough to find a Great Fairy here, never mind that there were no little ones, but the Great Fairy was different.  Instead of leaves being her garb, black robes hung from her shoulders.  Cold blue eyes shone from a hidden face.

Heh.  Surprised, are ye?”

A quiet yet powerful voice thundered in the air.  Link could only stare at the transformed Fairy with disbelief.

“Hmmmm… different...this land has come.  Darker, at the least, for a shadow lays over it.”

“Do you know anything about this shadow?  Dark Vale is our only clue; Please!  Tell me!”

“I cannot.”
The fairy sighed, no pity on her sculpted face.  She is hardened, but why?  Thought Link.  Then he remembered his friend’s predicament.

“O Great Fairy, I seek help, for my friend is dying.  Please, help me.”

“There are greater concerns.  At the Forest temple, for one.”
How could she brush off that?!  He is one of the future Knights!

“Please!  A life is at stake!”

Her face remained still.

“Please?”

“Very well.  Though the cost is greater than you think.  ”   A sigh.  “We will see each other… soon.”

A bright light enveloped her, and then she was gone.  In her wake was a bottle with two fairies. Link grabbed the bottle, and ran.

~O~
Link neared the sight where the ambush had been.  The imp was still there, breathing slowly.  With each passing moment, it blended into the ground more.  Link knelt down, and coaxed a fairy out.  Slowly, it spiraled around the imp, and then disappeared.  Let it not be too late… 
To Link’s joy, the imp slowly sat up and groaned

“Lin..ky? Whatta hap...pend?”

“You’re alive!  Listen, that – you saved my life!  I- I was frozen and you blocked that blow. Thank you!”

The Imp grinned and gave a chuckle. 

“Mesa hafta protect ye, eh?  Linky! You’re hurt!”

Link looked down and saw that his tunic was stained with the blood from his arm.  He grimaced and let the other fairy go.  Instantly, he felt a wave of relief.  Not only was he healed, but Link felt he had slept a century.

But something was at the back of his mind.  Something that the fairy said… “There are greater concerns.  At the Forest Temple, for one.”
Link cursed himself.

“We have to get to the Forest Temple NOW!  Something has happened!”

Link pulled the Imp up, and started at a dead run.  Following the same path to the Fairy, he ended up at the foot of a long staircase.  He heard the distant sound of fighting.  The Imp whipped out his flute, and ran up.  Link followed, sword and shield at the ready.

What met them was total chaos.  Three Stalfos were laying on the ground, dazed, while two more were battling Saria.  Since she was the forest Sage, she had magical power at her disposal; however, five stalfos was a lot…

“Saria!”

“Help!”

“I’m commminnggg!”

Link was like a whirlwind, hacking and slashing to no end. Parrying a slash, then thrusting, he ducked so that the stalfos took another hit from its companion.  Jumping, Link slashed one right through the skull, and turned quickly to execute a spin attack.  Baring his teeth, he quickly downed one, two, three stalfos.  They were completely taken by surprise so none escaped.  

“Whew.  That takes a lot out of you.”
Link looked at Saria, who smiled gratefully.  She was beginning to lose when Link and the Imp arrived.  

“Who is this, may I ask?”  she asked.

“What?- Oh! This is the Imp, the Knight of Forest.”
“Him? But he-“

“He saved my life, Saria.”  Link said quietly.

She looked at the Imp, who looked at her.  Saria smiled.
“Nice to meet you, Mr. Knight.”

That sent the Imp into a set of giggles.

“Heehee, nice to meet -heehee- you, Mrs. Sage.”

That made everyone laugh.  Link was just glad that Saria was safe, and that she approved of the Imp of being the Knight of Forest.
Well, we found the Knight of Forest. 
Change of Plans
Link and the Imp were on their way to Death Mountain.  The Imp had told Link and Saria that was obviously the place for fire.  Common sense, he had added with a wink.  For a Knight, the Imp (as he was called) was funny.  
As a reward for saving her life, Saria gave the Imp the Forest Medallion.  She commented that the Knights might be more famous, and would need the Medallion more.

Since Link knew of a secret tunnel through the Lost Woods that led to Goron City, home of the Gorons, they didn’t have to trek through Hyrule Field.  ‘They’ being Link and the Imp.

Stopping by a pool of water, Link sighed.  It had been a long day, walking through the Lost Woods.

“Shall we stop here?” asked Link.

“Yea. Imma tiered.”

“Plus, it is dry in Death Mountain.  Rest here, I’ll get some water.”

The Imp needed no persuasion.  He collapsed on the spot, sound asleep.  Link shook his head and filled up some bottles.  Minutes later, he joined the Imp…

~O~

In the Shadow Temple….
Krad Elav was in the Shadow Temple.  The darkest place in Hyrule, Krad used it as the base for his troops.  He added Like-Likes and Floormasters to his growing army.
 “Bring me the lizafos.”
“As you wish.”

In less than a minute, a squad of Lizafos turned the corner. Their leader was easy to point out.  Dressed in shinning gold armor with a red armband, he looked like an overdressed iguana than a killer.  But a killer he was, with a huge broadsword strapped on his back, and spikes on his back.

“Massssster.  What issssss it?”

“the hero is coming to death mountain. Prepare your army.”

“Prepare my legionsssss? Yesssssss. Assss long assssss we get meat, Masssster.”

“leave me, and get the hero.”
The lizafos left, scaly feet pounding the soft marshy soil, leaving an eerie silent.

~O~
To Zelda and Impa…..

“I just wish that we could help Link!  I’m sick of just sitting here waiting for him to come back!”  

Zelda was sitting with Impa in her chambers.  It was raining outside, but inside, they had a warm blaze in the fireplace, for it was the onset of winter.  Hangings were on the walls, depicting images of glorious battles and the Triforce.  
“Then how do we help him?”  asked Impa, even though she knew already.

“By getting some of the Kni-“  Zelda paused, then her eyes flew open.

“Impa, that’s it!  We can go out! An-and we can get some of the Knights!  We!”
“Your father, if I know him, will not allow it.”

Zelda leaned closer, almost secretly.
“I could be Shiek, Impa!  Think about it!”

“Still, it would be dangerous…”  Impa was protesting just for the sake of safety.  If Zelda wanted to go, she went.

“Impa, I survived Ganon’s Fortress!  Please?”

“We’ll need horses…”

“Thank you!  We’ll leave tonight-“

There was a knock at the door.  Zelda yelped and stopped talking.  Impa went to it and opened it a crack.
“Who is it?”
There was a sodden guard at the door, leaning on his spear.

“Mlady, the King wishes to see you.  He says it is urgent.”

“Thank you.  We will be there in a moment.”

The guard nodded and left.  Impa closed the door, and turned to Zelda.

“What could it be?  Anyway, Impa, get our stuff ready.  I will meet Father.”

~O~
Zelda arrived at the Grand Hall, and saw that it was chaos.  Dignitaries were running around, nobles were sobbing in fear and some of the watch was there, spears extended.

“Stop!”  Immedienty, all was quiet.  There was a hush. 

“Father, what is going on?”

The king brushed off a noble, and said to Zelda.

“Lizafos have attacked Karkario Village, and fled.  We have it under control, though.  Be careful within the castle, and go on back up to bed, I didn’t know it was that late.”

Zelda widened her eyes.  Her father dared to brush her off?  She was going to reply, but saw the King talking to another noble.  Furious, she immediately stormed off, toward her chambers.  We are going to leave, tonight.
~O~

A few hours later, two horses ran out of Hyrule Castle like death was at their feet.  If any passerby saw the riders, all they could say was that the riders both had red eyes.
Ambush on the Field

The Imp woke up first.  He shook his head, and touched his flute.  Revived, the Imp took a big leaf and sprinkled water on Link.
“Hey!”

“Heehee, Linky, Linky, are ya ganna sleep all day? Heehee!”

“Oh, stoppit.”  Link looked at the sky.  “Looks like a fine day to travel to Death Mountain.”

He yawned, and then got out of bed.  They ate breakfast and packed up before the sun was higher than the trees.  The Lost Woods seemed peaceful when the sun was up.

“Are we nearly there?”  The Imp was impatient, fiddling with the medallion, and frequently skipping ahead of Link.
“Yes, all we have to do is take one more turn and… here.”

Link stopped in a clearing that had four paths to take.  Three were logs that the Kokri used; and the fourth was a stone frame that looked like it didn’t belong there.
“There is the Forest entrance to Goron City.  Be prepared.”

Before the Imp could ask what Link meant, Link had stepped through.

~O~
To Zelda and Impa…..

Two riders were in Hyrule field.  Two riders with red eyes.  The horses were exhausted, foaming at the mouth.  Both were jet black, like shadows on a moonless night.

“Impa…”

Zelda was no more, replaced by her alter ego, Sheik.  Skilled with the arts of war, Sheik still had the spirit of Zelda.  And her spirit was calling to her.

“Can we stop? The horses are tiered.  So am I, for that fact.”

“Certainly.”

They both jumped off as if they were born in the saddle.  Landing on the thick grass, a shadow passed over them.  Impa looked up, and saw that it was a cloud passing across the moon.
“Nothing to worry about.  Just a cloud.”

But Sheik was worried.  Her sixth sense was telling her that something was very wrong.  Very wrong indeed. 

“Impa?......AAAAKKKKK!  DIN’S FIRE!  WHAT ARE THESE THINGS???!!”

In the shadow of the cloud, skeleton-like things were rising out of the dirt.  A smaller version of Stalfos, they were deadly in numbers.  Sheik noticed that they were coming in a circle, rather then sprouting randomly.

“Link told me that these — HIIIYYYYYAAA! — things were Stalchilds!”

Sheik kicked at one then did a revolution in the air to snap the neck of another.  She raked yet another with her claws, then elbowed a particularly badmouthed Stalchild. 
Still, they kept coming.

Impa was as good as, if not better, than Shiek.  She back-flipped to ram one in the neck, then scissored out a leg to slice one in the ribs. Howling in pain, the tiny skeleton collapsed on top of another.  Still rotating, Impa punched a larger-than-normal Stalchild.  Out of the corner of her eye, she saw three things that were her nightmare.  Redeads. 
“Nayru’s Love, I SEE REDEADS!!”

Shiek swore, then kicked another stalchild.  The air was getting cold, clammy.  She could hear the redeads inhaling, sniffing the air as if to smell their prey.
“I can’t move!  Those cursed skeletons are blocking the way to flee!”

Impa was swaying, slowly, falling...
“Fleeee…….Flee, Zelda..”

“Nooooooooooo!!!!!!!!!”

Shiek saw with horror as the redeads were advancing on her loyal friend.  Eyes gleaming with desire, their thin arms stretched out.  Their fingers were barely an inch from their victim when a gravelly voice rang out.
“Enough!   Krad said to capture them, not this.”  A fully armed Iron Knuckle strode down.  By his –its?- commanding tone, the Iron Knuckle was the boss of this party.  Wielding a massive axe, it clobbered the Redeads back into line.  The Knuckle turned its gaze on Sheik.
“Oy! Ye have a reward on ya head.  Our master said that you would be exchanged for a hundred soldiers.  HEHEHEH…”

Sheik recoiled as the Stalchilds put chains on her arms and legs.

Thus, a nightmare would begin for her…

~O~

To Link and the Imp…..

As Link stepped through the tunnel, and into the cool but brightly lit  cave, the first thing he saw was the goron who liked the music emanating from the passageway.  The goron was in the curled up position that their kind favored. 

“Hello, do you remember me?  I am-“

The goron sat up and blinked with surprise.  Link did too.  Instead of the round muscular body of most gorons, he was outfitted with armor.

“Link?  Link?  The one who freed us from Vovlega? Yes!  Did you know that Darunia has been waiting to see you?”
“Okay, but um, what’s all of the armor about?”

The goron looked at him quizzically.

“You don’t know?  But-but... Oh well, Darunia will tell you.”

As Link and the Imp walked away, Link said, “That was strange.”  But the Imp was not paying attention.  Link reminded himself that the Imp had not been to Goron City before.

Goron City was in a massive cave, on different levels all sloping downward.  The top level was where the outside entrance was.  On the two levels below, there were shops and living quarters.  On the main floor were the main Goron’s chambers.  Darunia was the main Goron, and had always ruled fairly.

They reached the bottom floor, seeing that all of the gorons had some semblance of armor.

“Are they prepared for war?”  asked the Imp.

“Must be, for I don’t know.”  replied Link.

Link strode up to the heavy door protecting Darunia’s rooms.  There was a goron guarding it.

“Name and purpose?”  he asked.

“I am Link, the Hero of Time, with my friend, known as the Imp.”

“Link?  Oh Link!!! Do you remember me?!  I am Darunia’s son, Link, I was named.  You battled Volvlega awesomely-“

He gave a sheepish grin.  “Sorry if I talk too much, but I-“

“Let those poor guests in, or they will become rocks, will you?”

Link grinned.  He knew that booming voice.

“Lets go in.  I haven’t been here in a looong time.”

War and Shadows
The Imp gaped when he saw Darunia.  A being from fire, Darunia could have been carved from stone with his bulging muscles and pointy beard.  Yet for his royalty, he was kind, hugging Link in a massive bear hug, and shaking hands with the Imp.  His voice was so booming that the Imp was half tempted to cover his ears.
“Link, Link, where have ye been?  Long Time, no see.”

“Darunia, I have been saving countless lands, yearning to be back within the fires of Death Mountain.”
Link gave a wink to the Imp, to say that he was joking.  The Imp smiled.  Link could certainly be funny at times.

“Ho Ho Ho! Yearning to be roasted eh?  Anyway, some unsettling things have been happening in the last year.  Sit down, please.”

Link and the Imp sat down on some carefully chiseled stone stools.  Elaborate, they were, with faces carved by skilled hands.  Darunia sat down in his throne, and related the tale.

“About a year ago, Death Mountain erupted again, spewing lava everywhere, so much so that the pathways are crowded with rocks.  I sent several gorons to check on the Fire Temple, but they did not return.”
He sighed.  Putting his head into his scarred hand, Darunia continued.

“That was my mistake.  I… didn’t further investigate Death Mountain.  Then came the Lizafos sightings, from hermits that lived in the Crater.  Then, I heard that there was an attack on Karkario Village.”
Link gasped.  He had friends in the village at the foot of the Mountain.  He automatically touched his sword for reassurance.

“This has gone too far.  The reason that all of the Gorons are armed is that we are going to war.  War against the lizafos!”

~O~

The Imp found Link at the cliff overlooking Dogendo’s Cavern in the morning.  He had just found a deku stick and gave it to a goron to encase it in silver with two blades from either side.  He looked at Link.  Armed only with what he took from his house, Link nonetheless was ready.  A cold wind whipped from the north.  Winter was coming soon.

“Enjoy the coldness.  It’s going to get hot.”  

Link’s voice was harsh.  The imp was startled to see that Link was wearing a red tunic.
“Whatta happened with ya green tunicy?”

Aged lines framed Link’s eyes.  He shook his head just as a horn rang.

“It’s time.”  Link said softly.

~O~
Fully three hundred gorons stood there on the slopes of Death Mountain.  Facing against four hundred lizafos.  Not all of them were going to make it back alive.  Darunia stood ahead of them, a mountain of gold.  In his hands was the legendary Megaton Hammer.  His gaze fell over all of the gorons and settled on Link.  Blue eyes met a fiery brown.
A gong sounded.

“To WAR!!!!”

His lone cry floated on the air, followed by a mass of roars.  A trumpet rang in accompiance.

The assault on Death Mountain was on.

To the Shadow Temple…..

Dank hallways were lined with fungus and mist.  A carpet of dirt met any feet that dared to walk in the hushed passages of Death Mountain.  A darkness seeped into the very stones.
Krad Eelav was ecstatic, if darkness can be.  He knew Zelda’s secret identity, and was going to use it as a trap for Link.  Swirling down into the lower chambers, Krad entered the dungeons.  Standing up to a cage of iron bars, Krad smiled.  Everything was going as he wished.

“Zelda. What a pleasant surprise…”
Shiek stirred.  Remembering the long march back, she shook her head.  Looking for Impa, she found her laying on the cold stone floor, still unconscious.  Looking up, Shiek saw a grinning mask of death.

“Eeeyaaah!”
Krad laughed.  His gravelly chuckles echoed around the dark room.

“surprised you, did I?”
“Who.. are you?”

“I am krad eelav, the dark vale you have been looking for.”

Shiek couldn’t understand him, for he was speaking in Old Hyrulian.  Krad hissed, seeing her puzzled stare.  He loathed people who did not know Old Hyrulian.

“<I am Krad Eelav, the Dark Vale that you have been looking for.  I know your true identity, Zelda…… heheheheh>.”
Shiek hung her head.  Being captured by the enemy was bad, but them knowing her true name was far worse.

“<You are the bait.. ahhhhh.  So sweet, like poisoned honey…>”

“What?”

Krad looked at her with gleaming slitted eyes.
“<Link is going to rescue you soon, is he not?  Then,>” He smiled, a cold smile that made her shiver. “<I will capture him…..Heheheheh..>”

Shiek groaned.  Oh Link… Please be safe…

Assault on Death Mountain

Link and the Imp were running up the hidden path with the gorons.  It was hot, courtsey of the volcano.  He was thinking about the plan discussed with Darunia to overcome the Lizafos…
“I will take my gorons up the main way, and do a frontal assault, while you and the Imp go around the secret way and attack them from behind.  I will also give you two some of my best warriors, the Brotherhood of Flame”.  Seven big gorons strode out, decked in silver.  Each one of them held a huge broadsword.

“It is ready then,” said Link, “for war.”

Link shook his head, preoccupied.  The Brotherhood of Flame rolled behind Link, great balls of silver.  Beside him, the Imp twirled the Deku Stick with skill.


“Whatta matter?”


“I’m worried about Karkario Village.” And Zelda, he added silently.


“Den we will go an’ check on Karky after” replied the Imp confidently.


Link looked ahead and saw a red glare.


“Almost there.  Brotherhood, when we get there, keep on rolling to flatten any lizafos.  What the...?”

They were standing on the cliff above the crater, but they saw no lizafos.  Link looked up and saw the narrow path to get to the outside.  

“This way.”

The Brotherhood carefully rolled up the slope while Link and the Imp followed behind.  The fumes of Death Mountain swept around them, making Link sweat.  He was fine under the Goron tunic, but the Imp was falling behind.  Helping the Imp lean on his arm, they staggered up the last few steps.
Finally they burst out into the sun.  A startled Lizafos yelped and brought his sword crashing down on a goron.  Quick as a flash, Link ran him through.  Then, ten lizafos appeared. 

Link was ferocious, slaying lizafos left and right.  His teeth were bared in a feral snarl, wreaking death among the lizards.  His sword hummed in his hand, singing in tune with the goron’s roars.
The Imp was in the fray with only his stick, but the future Knight slayed many of the foe, always weaving and dodging.  The silver deku stick was a blur, knocking many a lizard down the mountainside.  Twirling, then leap, throwing the stick, yet retrieving it just as he landed, ready for another foe.
One of the Brotherhood, Fla’mas was in trouble. Lizafos were jabbing at him with their spears, yet he only had a cliff to his back.  Desperate, he hung to the cliff with his fingers, hoping against hope for somebody.  Then the Imp whirled through, twirling his staff.  Just as Fla’mas let go, the Imp thrust a dull side of the stick at him, and the Fla’mas grabbed onto that.  Heaving with all of his might, the Imp hauled the goron just as a low rumble echoed in the thin air.

Everyone froze.  A column of fire rose out of the mountain, throwing rocks everywhere.  The lizafos were screeching, saying something about a creature of legend, when a roar sounded.  Fla’mas looked around the Imp, and saw his worst nightmare, a dragon.
Volga was here!  Silhouetted against a tower of fire, Vovlega’s mate rose into the sky, roaring her displeasure.  Then she struck. Striking out with incredible speed, she snatched up a goron with her steely jaws and swallowed him whole.  Scanning the melee with her flaming red eyes, she chose another target.  Summoning all of her awesome speed and strength, the dragon flew over the ground like a massive airborne snake.
Fla’mas pushed the Imp to one side just as Volga sped by, missing her intended target by a few inches.  Fla’mas saw her bright ruby red eyes stare at him for one horrifying second, then, mercifully, she bonked her head against the solid rock wall of the unyielding Death Mountain.

Hoping that she was dead from the impact, Fla’mas’ hopes were dashed when Volga reared her head, and breathed fire over a section of Gorons.  Someone has to do something: Fla’mas was sweating, fear was etched into him.  Then he saw the Hero.
Link stood on top of a tall precipice, eyes as cold as ice, enough to counter Volga’s twin flames.  His shield and sword rested on his loose arms, ready to serve the Hero.  
Volga hissed, sensing this new opposition.  Spreading her evil jaws wide, she prepared to loose an inferno.  But Link was ready, for he muttered a few words and suddenly, there was a blue diamond shield surrounding his whole body.  As the flames washed over the diamond, Link jabbed his sword in her mouth.  
Roaring in pain, Volga reared back, red blood spewing from her mouth.  Suddenly cautious, she swiped at him with her tail then brought six razor sharp claws in a swift offense.   Link parried the tail, but missed the claws, which sheared through his tunic and in to his side.

Blinded with agony, Link nevereless waited for an opening.  Volga hurriedly retreated, looking at the Hero with her fathomless pools of blood red eyes.  Link met his ice blue eyes with hers, searing pain racking his body.
Suddenly, his mind was assaulted with flickering images.
Fields covered with blood, a copper red sunset, plumes of smoke rose.  Keese cawed in accordance with moanings of wounded humans.

His mind reeled from her evil visions…

“Join me… we will make this land of fire… of fire and BLOOD!”

Link winced as her slippery voice seeked his soul.  Her breath smelled of sulfur and dried blood.  

“Never!  Never will I join ye, and your twisted images of death!  It was I who slew Volvleiga!!!  FOR HYRULE!!!!!”

In slow motion, Link brought his sword up, then over his shoulder.  He flicked it, a spinning dagger of death.  With a solid thunk, it pierced Volga’s skull.
She screamed her death cry, so loud it was that it split the rocks below.  Thrashing in her death thrones, Volga keeled over with her tongue resting on Link’s boot.

“So ends…Volga, queen of lava….”

Link vaguely saw gorons running at him, then all went dark.
Rescue at Karkriko Village

Link opened his eyes, sore all over from the fight with Volga.  He groaned; the back of his head was one big lump.  His back was just numb, probably some Goron herbs.  Blinking to make the fuzzy objects clearer, he tilted his head slightly.  Link could see that he was in a guest room back in Goron City.  
The door opened.

“Linky!  You’re awake!”
Link knew that voice; then a Goron stepped through.  

“I am Fla’mas, one of the Brotherhood.  I am indebted to ye and the Imp, for he saved me.  You, however, managed to kill Volga, an impressive feat.  The Imp has told me of your quest.  I shall join, to help defeat the forces of evil.”

Link smiled.

“Thank ye, Fla’mas.  We are in great need of your help.”

Fla’mas thumped his chest with his fist, a sign of respect.  Then he sat down on the floor.  Link noticed he had the Medallion of Fire.  Presumably, Darunia had given it to him in recognition for helping Link and the Imp.
“What Knight are we to pursue next?  Link?”

“I don’t know.  What about ye, Imp?”

“Me don’t know either, but did Darunia say something about Karky being attacked?”

Link paled.  He had totally forgotten that in his battle rage.  

“I think our path is clear; Karkriko Village.”

“Aye.”

“Aye.”

Link smiled grimly.

~O~

Link was back in his customary green garb.  His sword was strapped  to his back, alongside with his shield.  His pain was managed by some potions he had found.  The Imp had his Silver Deku stick, which he fondly called Lizwhapper, and Fla’mas had his fists and broadsword, named Iceblade in honor of Link.
The three climbed down Death Mountain with the Goron’s farewells in their ears.  It was tough going, for the paths were steep, and loose rocks made the footing dangerous.  Link led them in single file, and they were all relieved when they could see the roofs of the village, attacked or no.

The Knights to be all unsheathed their weapons, for they were wary.  Link’s senses, finer tuned than the rest, smelled trouble.  But then he thought he heard-

He whirled around, seeing a hooded person ahead of him.  The person smiled, then threw off his cape.  Links jaw dropped, for it was none other than Kafei, a cursed individual in Termina that he had met.
“Seven years, Link.  Ye have grown.”

Kafei’s voice was slightly whispery, yet he had raw determination and cunning in the red eyes of a shiekiath.  Wiry in build, he also had shoulder length blue hair that marched his dark blue robes to remain hidden in the dark.  Kafei was a person of his own, renown in Termina for his courage and cunning.
“Link, the Village has been attacked.  Lizafos came from the area of the Graveyard.  What should we do?”
Link groaned.

“The Shadow Temple is in that-“ he gestured toward the graveyard, felling ill “-place.  I have a feeling that the guy is in that Temple.  Ready for some combat?  Kafei, where are the enemies located?”

Kafei’s eyes gleamed in the dark as he answered.

“Five lizards are by the Death Mountain Gate, along with three Stalfos.  Same numbers are by the two other gates.  Then, most of them are hanging around the graveyard.”

 Link groaned again.  Who ever said that battle was easy?  His mind raced while he gave orders.

“We have a lot.  Here’s our plan.  Imp, you and Fla’mas, get the group by the main gate, and recruit any people that you see.  Kafei, you and I will sneak down to the Graveyard and see what is there.  We all will get the group at the Death Mountain gate.  After that, meet by the well.  Ready?”
The group rushed to the first gate, rage in their veins.  The guards were completely caught unawares, thus allowing the Knights to mow them down.
Link went straight for one Stalfos, stabbing him in the heart.  He whirled around, slicing off the heads of a Lizafos and a Stalfos.  The Imp whirled his stick and cut down two Lizafos.  Fla’mas punched a Lizafos in the throat and then backhanded so that he got the last Stalfos.  Kafei’s hands glowed then released a purple flame that instantly consumed the last two lizafos with a shriek.  

Link saw the success of the Knights and nodded.

“Alright, keep on going.”

Something was telling him that all was not right.  That was when Shiek called to his mind.
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“Link, I am captured in the Shadow Temple by the evil one we have been looking for. Please… be careful!”


Link cursed and then told Kafei the change in plans.


“Zelda’s captured, and –you know who Zelda is, right? - so I need your stealth skills to- YAAARRRRR!”

His side suddenly roared back in pain, causing him to double over.  Link quickly told Kafei of the fight with Volga while his side throbbed.

“There are healers in this village still.  Or have ye forgotten?  Here…..” 


Kafei led Link to a shop he recognized.  He groaned.


“Don’t tell me that-that witch is still there?!”


Kafei grinned, and opened the door…………

The Battle of the Well

On the other side of Karkriko Village, Fla’mas and the Imp were looking at the guards who were sleeping on the job.  One of the Lizafos murmured in his sleep about too rich wines at the Village. The Imp put a rock in his sling, and threw in at the lizafos.  The thunk was loud enough to partially wake a stalfos.

“Whad the-“


Fla’mas punched the Stalfos in the head so hard that the skull shattered.  Amazingly, the rest of the foes slept on.


“Karky musta have some potent stuff.”  The Imp commented while Fla’mas chuckled.  The amusement turned into alarm when Fla’mas stepped on a Lizafos tail, which caused the poor beast to screech so loud that the whole village awoke.  


“Lava above! Can you keep quiet?!”


Fla’mas looked and saw one of the villagers staring at him, a pitchfork in his hands.  A crew stood behind him, all sporting crude weapons.

“I was just-“


“Never mind that! Get these fellows before they slaughter us!”


Fla’mas punched another stalfos, while the Imp took care of the last stalfos.  The motley gang of villagers rounded up the last two Lizafos with  grim determination.

When all was done, the villagers introduced themselves to the two Knights, and told their story.
“One night, we were jus’ relaxing’, ya know?  Den all of the sudden’, these skeletons an’ lizards jus’ came out of nowhere!  Dey keep to themselves, ya know?  Still, they kept guard so dat none of us could escape ta warn da king.  We were jus’ ganna revolt when ya came jus’ in time.  Ya ganna ‘elp?”


Fla’mas grinned and cracked his knuckles.  The Imp twirled his staff and then rammed it into the ground in a business-like way.


“We certainly will.  Have ye heard of Link, the Hero of Time?”


“’’Course we ‘ave.  What-“


“He’s here.”


The villager was at first going to say ‘no way’, but saying that to a five-hundred pound of Goron full of muscle was not a wise thing to do.

“Hey!”

Link strode up to Fla’mas and the Imp. He had been healed by an old crone that lived a quiet life.  Link would always have a scar, but at least the pain was gone.  Kafei followed behind, flipping a silver dagger he had purloined from an unsuspecting Lizafos.  “What’s going on here?”  Then he looked at the villagers.


Fla’mas quickly told Link what had happened while Link looked at the inhabitants with a calculating eye.  He nodded then started to speak to the cautious villagers.
“The shadows of evil stretch over us.  Ye all have felt it.  Crops have done badly, and there is tension in the air.  The world is not safe now.  Your children cannot wander safely.”


Then Link’s voice rose in volume.


“The six races must once again defeat evil! I have battled alongside the Gorons and the Forest Folk!  Now, WE HYRULIANS MUST JOIN!  HELP ME DEFEAT THE SHADOW!!!!  FOORRRR HYRULE!!!!!!!”

He unsheathed his sword, swinging it in an arc, the moonlight reflecting off of it.  Then he wheeled around, and pointed it at the graveyard.


“CHAAAAARRRRGE!!!!!!!”


The four Knights and the men of Karkriko Village charged to what would be the Battle of the Well.  The sentries that were standing at the Graveyard didn’t stand a chance.


When the small army reached the Graveyard, however, they ran into some trouble.  There were three squads of the enemy, each led by an Iron Knuckle.  Each squad consisted of three Stalfos and five Lizafos.  The Knuckles were at the front, slaughtering the villagers who vainly tried to repel them with pitchforks and kitchen knives.  

Then, the Knights arrived.  


The Knight of Forest wielded a Silver Deku Stick, with blades at the end.

The Knight of Fire had his fists and Iceblade.

The Knight of Time had his loyal Goron-made sword, and his customary Hyrulian shield.


The soon-to-be Knight of Shadow had his twin daggers and his magic.


Krad’s legion quailed under the Knights, and they began to lose hope.  The Iron Knuckles were still there, brandishing their massive axes along with relentless Stalfos who were master swordsmen.  Agile Lizafos leaped over the fray, landing atop their unlucky prey.


Against all of that opposition, though, were the staunch villagers.


And the Knights.


That would soon change…..

~O~


Shiek was awakened up by the faint sounds of battle.  Hope swelled in her heart, for that would mean 

Link….  Then she came to reality, clutching the strong iron bars.  Shiek turned, looking at Impa.  Impa was in a deep fever from the Redeads cold touch.  Suddenly, she awoke, her face white.

“Zelda….  Give this to the one that is destined to become the Shadow Knight.  Give it to the one from another land.”  



Impa untied the medallion that was hanging from her shoulders, and put it in Shiek’s hand.  Then, Impa fell back in her coma.

Nayru.. Let Impa be better...soon.


Krad Eelav was alerted of the battle soon after it started.


“Masssster, there isssss an attaaack!”


Krad’s ruthless eyes gleamed in the darkness.


“<Now that fool Link is going to be ensnared in my trap…>…what are you waiting for?!  Deploy all armies! Corner the herg.”

The Lizafos’ throat bobbed nervously.  Krad Eelav was in one of his killing moods.  Woe to whoever stood in his way.


“Masssster, we cannot sssstop the Hero!”


Krad hissed, hating these cowardly creatures for the slime they were.


“I am coming.”

“What?!” The Lizafos squawked, terrified.  Krad Eelav was going out there, to defeat the Hero?!

“yes.”

Krad Eelav stood, a towering monument of darkness.  His evil red eyes gleamed insanely in the half light.  Krad grabbed two gigantic broadswords and a black shield from Ikana.  He stood there, gathering the powers of darkness, and then left, a cold breath of icy wind in the passages.


“<It is Time.>”

The Clash of Light and Darkness


The villagers were starting to win, encouraged by the Knights and the Hero.  They also had their wives and children to fight for.  Link was taking a break from the long battle, for it was dawn.  Light storm clouds came from the west, making it more ominous.  Still, Link was cheerful, for the villagers were doing well.  Fla’mas came over and sat.  His sword was covered in dried blood, along with streaks on his fists.  

“Let me help you with that.”


A slightly whispery voice came from behind Link.  He whirled and had his sword halfway unsheathed when he realized that it was Kafei, who grinned. 

“Kafei, don’t scare me like that.  I-“


“It’s for my stealth skills; when you need them.”  He turned to Fla’mas. “I have some potions to help you with that.  Here.”  


After he left, Fla’mas grumbled.


“I don’t trust him.”  That startled Link.


“Why?”


“The way that he keeps sneaking up on us…plus if he is to be a Knight, it’s going to be shadow; and I don’t trust shadows.”

“Oh well..” They were silent for a moment, listening to the sounds of battle.  Then Link stood up and stretched.  As he loosened his sheath for easier movement, it began to rain.


Ugh…At least we can hide better.. he knew that was a false hope, for all of the enemies could hide better in the dark.  A clap of thunder sounded, and he heard someone screaming.  Link was distinctively unsettled, and even more so when he saw the Imp coming towards him.


The look in the Imps face told him that something had happened.


“Wha-“


Lightning struck, illuminating deep scars in the Imps ravaged face.  Link recoiled and started to speak when the Imp cut in.


“Shadows, out there, recognized froma Ikana…”


The Imp fell, limp from exhaustion and blood loss.  While Fla’mas tended to the Imp’s wounds, Link unsheathed his sword and shield.

“Link! Wait!”  Fla’mas called after Link, but he was gone.

~O~


Shiek heard footsteps echoing down the hall. She quickly sat up, not wanting to be surprised.  Krad Eelav then entered, along with two Iron Knuckles.  He stared coldly at her, then laughed.  


“release her.”

The Knuckles broke the lock with a single swing of their axes, and hauled Shiek out.


“<You are to come.>”


“But what about Impa?”

“<As long as you don’t make any trouble, she will be alright. Heheh.”


Shiek’s eyes darted everywhere, taking note of the passageways as Impa had taught her.  Krad was just a shadow in the flickering torchlight, oddly matching the too solid Knuckles.  Their gleaming armor was shiny, as well as their axes.

They crossed a crudely made bridge that spanned a fathomless void and then passed through a wall hanging.  Next, they passed through the last obstacle, the invisible path.  Shiek closed her eyes, all too familiar with the Shadow Temple’s tricks.  


Reaching the entry hall with the rings of torches and runes; Sheik noticed that the runes glimmered slightly, as if wanting to share their knowledge.  Felling slightly ill, she walked on, flanked by the Knuckles.


At last, the procession walked into open sky.  Shiek tilted her head back catching the raindrops on her face.  They seemed to wash all sorrow and weariness away.  Din, Nayru and Farore, let Link be alright…

All of her fears were banished when she saw the Hero standing at the entrance of the graveyard.  A noble hero, standing in the rain, his sword and shield lowered.  His dirty blond hair stuck to his face, but Link’s ice blue eyes were clear all the way across the graveyard.

A strange expression was on his ragged face, surprised of seeing Krad, he took a involuntary step backwards.  Then came a deep calm, like Lake Hylrulia on a peaceful day.  Then came raw determination, mixed with righteous anger at the shadow that tainted the land with his presence.  

Krad Eelav on the other hand was the very picture of a villain.  After materializing in the shadows, he came forward, a nightmare made real.  He wore a ragged black cloak that masked his moves, as well as a hood.  Link noticed that the cloak was filthy with dried blood, perhaps to intimidate opponents.  Krad wore armor, black armor, on the rest of his body so that you couldn’t see any flesh.  The worse things were his eyes, soulless red slits with cunning yellow orbs.


Red met blue, in a test of wills.  Krad snarled, showing his teeth, whereas Link stood there, calm, braving the storm.  Then he drew his sword.  Not quite as powerful as the Master Sword, it nothenless was a trustworthy blade.  Shining stainless goron steel, it flashed in the sunset. 


One day had passed since the Knights came down from Death Mountain.  One day filled with slaughter.  One day preparing for the battle between Light and Darkness.  


Link rose up his blade, roaring in defiance at the shadows that threatened to overtake him.  Krad Eelav hissed, a strangely jarring note to Link’s roar.  He drew his Ikana made blades with a slither, then started to circle. 


A dance of death, a glimmer of steel, Light and Darkness.  The two opposites circled around each other.  Krad made the first move, swiftly coming up in an underhanded slice.  Link countered with a loud ring, then attacked.  Krad’s other blade blocked the retaliation then retreated, summing up the Hero.  

Link’s shield was pitted with the marks of other fights, a testimony to his poweress.  Those steady blue eyes never wavered, his sword didn’t dip in those powerful hands.


Krad Eelav moved at lightning speed, his twin blades cutting at an arc.  Link dodged to one side, his shield repelling one blade.  Krad rolled awkwardly, then stood in an aggressive pose.  Link feinted to one side then rammed the hilt into the other sword to make Krad loose his balance.  But Krad Eelav was smarter than that.  A master at dueling, he spun, making Links sword send sparks off of his shield that he wore on his back.  Krad somersaulted, cape swirling, and eyes gleaming.  Then Krad Eelav, master of the dark vale of Ikana, attacked with a vengeance.

 Link was hard pressed to survive the barrage of blows Krad sent at him.  Being attacked from all sides, Link nearly lost his life a couple of times as the razor sharp swords zipped past him.  Suddenly regaining his footing, Link twisted in midair then brought his sword in an overhead chop.  


Krad’s sword was brought up, and the two met with a thunder.  A dagger of lightning flashed, and the whole area was illuminated with deadly fire.  

Then Link’s sword broke.  


It split with a clang, its pieces falling to the sodden ground.  They bounced, then were still.  Link looked at astonishment at the hilt in his hand.  The two were as still as statues.

Broken Blades, and Fall of the Hero

A figure moved.

It was Shiek.  Forgotten until this moment, she rose, as sleek and deadly as a wolfos.  The two Iron Knuckles had already trundled off, intent on defeating the villagers.  Her red eyes blazed in the darkness, flames in the falling light.

“No….”


Link was still in shock, unwilling to believe that his blade, faithful for so long, was broken at last.  He sank to his knees, giving out.  Krad Eelav grinned at the helplessness of his foe, and raised his twin blades for the final death blow.


“Look out!!!!”

Shiek was already running, pushing Link out of the way.  She winced as one blade nearly sliced her foot off, but miraculously, both were safe.  For a moment that is.  Like a snake, Krad was in full rage, ready to strike.  And like a snake, his bite was fatal.

The action galvanized Link.  Shiek handed him a dagger, which he grabbed eagerly, along with his shield.  The two ran at Krad, wanting to surprise him.

It didn’t work.  Krad swiftly rolled and lashed out at them both.  Link had to dodge, while Shiek fluidly twisted in the air.  She landed catlike behind him and kicked his back.


“Yaaaaarrrrrrrr!!!!”


While he howled in pain, Link leapt up to stab him through his evil heart.  But Krad Eelav was not there.  He turned with inhuman speed, and threw Link up into the air.  Link landed on the ground with a impact that took his breath away.  He was winded.  Sheik had moved to help him, but Krad savagely threw her too, so that she landed next to Link.


“Ughnnn… I-ugh…”

Link couldn’t speak, for one of his ribs was cracked, and he was bruised from head to toe.  Shiek was in the same position, but she was slightly better off.  

Krad Eelav strutted up, his face full of contempt.

“<You fools, to think ye could defeat the master of Ikana?  I am unstoppable, as well as my horde.>”


He leaned close, his foul breath making Link and Shiek dizzy.


“<I will give ye a chance, for it was too easy.  I need a honorabe foe to face, not some deceitful worm.>”


The words cut into Link, wounding him. What is a warrior without Honor?


“<I will keep Karkario Village as my prize.  To guarantee your return, I have captured Impa, Sage of Shadow.  In one moon, when it is gone, if you do not return, I will kill her, thus releasing Ganon.>”

Link closed his eyes.  It doesn’t get worse than this, he decided.

Krad sneered, his red eyes gloating.  He turned, then released a victory cry that speared Link and Shiek’s hearts.


“<Yeeeeeeeeaaaaarrrrrrrrr!!!! Yeeeeeeeeaaaaarrrrrrraaaa!!!!!!  Yaaaaaaarrrrrrraaaaaaaa!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!>”


The hills echoed back the eerie cry, as well as some Redeads that made it all the more chilling.  It was like a death blow to Link and Shiek, for they had lost the humble village that they both cherished in their hearts.

~O~


In the hours after the loss of the village, the rest of the population managed to escape to Hyrule Field, and from that, Lon Lon Ranch, or North Castle.

Link stood at the crest of a giant hill, looking down at the ruined gateway of the village.  He was healed by a fairy that Fla’mas had found.  The Imp was going to live, Kafei had told him, but with scars for the rest of his life.  Link was just glad that the Imp lived.  


Link’s lips were tight, and his eyes were drawn. He was desperate.  He had lost his sword, his honor, and his reputation. Life was bleak for him at that moment.  He sighed, remembering the past…..


,,,,,,Walking into Hyrule Town, he gasped.  The Dead had taken over the ruins of the former thriving market.  Moaning and keening, lost souls were there, wandering forevermore…..


Shiek walked up, lost in her thoughts.  The disaster had struck her as well, for as the next heir to the throne, Zelda would rule that ravaged town as well.  Her blonde hair whipped around, free of the rain in the village.  Where now?  Link and the Knights will go find the other Knights, but without Impa, I am lost.  She sighed.  Life was complicated sometimes.

Link saw the familiar figure of Shiek climbing up the crest of the hill.  The two solitary figures stood there as the sun set again, behind the peak of Death Mountain.

~O~

After the sun set, the Knights sat in Hyrule Field, brooding.  Each one of them was trying to find the next course of action.  Then Link came and sat down.  He was still sad, but he knew what needed to be done.  Shiek was beside him, quiet as a mouse.


“This is Shiek, one of the ancient warriors of shadow.  Kafei, if you want to be the Shadow Knight, Shiek will teach you some skills about her race.  Shiek will be traveling with us… so… yep.  On to the next knight.  Water.  Here is the next lines of the prophesy.”


Link closed his eyes and remembered the Prophesy.

“Echoing voices of the past, the cave will be back within the Domain.”


They all mulled over the strange words, trying to capture their exotic meaning.



“I say that we go to Zora’s Domain, for it mentions it.”


“Aye.  What is your experience with Zoras?”


Link leaned back and thought. When he spoke again, it was in song form. The Imp quickly pulled out his flute and played along.

“Aswenrea runi`then,

Delwirna, eeres`tha,  oothen enuswa,

Werenia, aedial ooaswa…

Deep within the e’er flowing river,
Beyond the Falls of Fate,

Lies the hidden ones, 
Forever banished.

Water is their home,

Their spirit, 

Echoing voices of the past,

Lulling droplets of destiny,

Passion brings thee close,

Deep within the e’er flowing river of spirit…”

As the last forlorn notes faded, Link saw that all of the Knights were awed.  A few were still swaying to the tune.  Even more surprising was the tear that Shiek brushed away.

“That was …moving.”  She commented, still, shaken.


“Aye..”  All of the other Knights agreed, though Kafei was silent.


“Whasa matter?”  the Imp asked.


Kafei shook his head, and then walked away.


“He.. has fate on his shoulders, more than we do.”  Shiek was looking after his trailing shadow.  Link looked quizzically at her.


“I see it through my eye of truth.” 

The Echoing Song

The company was ready to move on at dawn.  Link managed to get some horses for everyone except for Fla’mas, who rolled on the ground like a boulder.  They were headed to the east, for Zora’s Domain.  Five warriors rode in single file throughout the day.

At lunch, the knights rested at the Falls of Fate.  Unable to bring their horses that far, the Knights had to maneuver around small bridges with tedious precision.  Finally, Link could come up to the Falls and play Zelda’s Lullaby, the royal song.  Somehow though, it didn’t work.  Then Shiek solved the problem.  Since she was Zelda in disguise, and Zelda was royalty, the Falls let her in.  The knights followed after her.

Zora’s Domain was just as Link remembered when he was a kid.  Freed from the ice that ensnared them before, the Zoras swam around, singing softly.  The water was now back to normal, flowing peacefully.  Reflected ripples shimmered on the walls.  All of the Knights except Link and Shiek gaped in awe at the beautiful surroundings.  Shiek met Link’s eye, and then continued along the narrow stone walkway.

The path split, and she took the left, which led to the Zora King.  The Knights climbed up the stairs that opened up into the audience chamber.  Link was already there, talking to the bloated Zora king.  Then came Ruto, Princess of the Zoras.  She was emerging from behind her father.  Now a fully grown Zora female, she was beautiful in an aquatic way.  She regally surveyed the Knights, then her gaze fell on Link.

“What are you doing here?! Finally! After seven long years!  My betrothed..”


Link winced.  He had forgotten that hapless incident.  He looked at the Knights out of the corner of his eye.  All of them were giggling behind their hands.  Even Shiek had a amused expression.  Flushing scarlet, he tried to console Ruto, who was sniffing theatrically.


“Um, Ruto-“


She burst into tears, and gave Link a blistering lowdown.


“You don’t love me!!!  Why, I am a princess, and I deserved you!  If you weren’t the Hero, why, I-I-I-“

She left the room, leaving Link as red as his fire tunic.  The Zora King sighed, for he had gone through this with her other suitors.  


“Ahem.  I am terribly sorry about that.  She can be emotional sometimes, you know….”


Link’s mouth twitched into a half smile.  Emotional would be the very minimum of that outburst.  Ruto was a character by herself, indeed.


“She is a good Princess and Sage, but then again, they all have faults.”


Not Zelda, Link thought.  He looked at her, through Shiek, and smiled.


“You seek the next Knight?  No one here has good fighting skills, but there is a rumor…”


Link leaned closer, liking mysteries, and also wanting to forget about Ruto.  But the Zora King just shook his head.


“Not much that we know, only that we sometimes hear a voice in the hole in Jahu-Jahu’s lake.  You know the one.  That is all that I can tell you.”

The dismissal was clear, so the Knights followed Link as they went to Jahu-Jahu’s lake.

As they stepped out into the sun, Link breathed deeply, enjoying the scent of the peaceful waters.  Then, he noticed that Fla’mas was shaking.


“What’s the matter?”


“I…don’t like water.  I can’t swim…”


Then Link remembered, for while he was a Goron in Termina, he had died quite a few times when he accidentally jumped into water.  Another dilemma.  Maybe I could use my ice arrows to make platforms…

 No sooner than Link had thought of the idea, he whipped out his bow and selected an ice arrow, and fired it into the water.  Sure enough, a platform of ice appeared.  Delighted, Link jumped on it, to make sure that it was stable.  While it wobbled, it did not tip over.


“Here, Fla’mas, jump on here!”  


The Goron shut his eyes, and made a blind jump.  He landed, but the ice platform wobbled precariously with the Goron’s substantial weight.  Link again fired another ice arrow into the depths of the crystal clear water, and again, it made another platform.  

Many times they repeated the procedure, with the other Knights following.  Finally, after a while, they reached the cleft in the rock.  Kafei created some fire on a Deku stick that Link had.  All of the Knights and Shiek entered the cavern.


It was dark inside.  The only light was Links makeshift torch.  The group wandered down some tunnels, investigating the abandoned cave.  Some hours passed by until they heard a moaning.


“Ooooahhoooo,  Ooooooaaaaahhhoooooo.”


All of the Knights were spooked.  Even Kafei leaned close and whispered,


“What was that?!”


Then they heard it again.  It was the lonely chords of a tune,  that kept repeating.


“IIIIIaaaaahhhhhooooo, Iiiiiiaaaahhhhooooo..  Oooooouuuuuuuaaaaaa……”


Link shivered.  He took out his ocarina, and played three notes.  Left, right, down. Left, right, down.  The moaning stopped abruptly.  Then a song began.  Link could only understand part of it.

Far beyond the Land of the Hero,

In the four giants footsteps,

The Four will reside.

Swamp, Valley, Ocean, Mountain,
The Four who are there!

For I belong with the sea,

as deep and everlasting as time.

The sea…

Aeieu oniam renala...

Rensaean onis, Aeiou, nalean…..

Link came face to face with a pale head.  Dark Zora eyes stared with incredible intensity.  His fins flapped menacingly at his sides, and Link knew them to be boomerangs when unleashed.


“Harrharr, Who are you?  I know that song…  Somebody sung that to me.. a long time ago.”

Link blinked his eyes, and tried to translate, but failed.  The Zora smiled and repeated.


“Who are you?  I know that song…  Someone sang that to me.. a long time ago.”

“I am- Mikau?! Is that you?!!!!”


A ghost of a grin flitted across the Zora’s face.


“I certainly am.”


“How- you were in Termina-“


A shadow crossed Mikau’s face.


“I cannot explain.”
Tales and Love
Once again, all of the Knights were back together again, along with Mikau.  A fine Zora specimen, he was athletic and smart.  He could also tell tales.  Link had introduced him to all of the Knights and Shiek.  The only problem was with the Imp and Mikau.

“Mikau, this is the Imp.”  Link began.

Mikau looked hard at the Imp, and gasped.


“Link! This is Majora!  The Mask!!!”

The Zora was in combat stance, ready to get the Imp, who was confused.


“WAIT!!! Mikau!!!  The Imp-  The mask controlled the Imp!!!”


But Mikau would not move.  


“You did too much to me.  Way too much.”


Before the Zora could knock out the Imp, Fla’mas grabbed the Zora in a bear hug, while Mikau flailed around.  Fla’mas was just too strong.  

“Promise that you will not hurt him, and I will let you go.”


Mikau glared at Fla’mas, but then conceded.  Fla’mas then let go of Mikau, who glared at him one last time, then sat down beside Link.  The Knights talked with the Zora, the incident forgotten, but the Zora was uneasy.  Never before didhe have friends, and now with this companionship, Mikau was unsure how to react.

The talk turned back to Mikau, and Link asked him.  “How did you end up back here?  I thought that you were dead, no disrespect meant.”


“None taken.  Well….Can I start this from the beginning, because, they don’t know…?”


As Link nodded, the Zora launched into his tale.


“In this parallel land of Termina, there was four parts.  As from my song, they were swamp, mountains, valley, and ocean.  I came from Ocean.  The temputure there was… hot.  Hot, hot, hot.”


He shot a mean look to the Imp.


“This, fellow, caused that.  The whole place started to go to shambles.  We got our tourism from the Indi-Go’s, our band, and Lulu, the lead singer, her eggs were missin’!!  I decided to do something’.  There were these pirates who were linked with the eggs absence.  I decided to go to their fortress.”

His face contorted in a twisted smile.


“I- was…dead.  Washed ashore, Link got me out, in time to hear my dying words.  Somehow, Link took the place of me with this weird song, the one that he played…  Anyway, I can only remember these little flashes of memories…  Like, dueling with one of those pirates, battling a giant eel, an’ other…  

Then it kinda faded.  I then found myself in this cave, and was reluctant to explore.  For seven years I have been here.”

Mikau’s eyes gleamed.


“I will join the battle with you to defeat this menace.  Sounds like this Krad Eelav is worthy of my skills.  I look forward…”


Link was about to caution him, but resisted.  The insane gleam on Mikau’s face was eerie.

“So, now for the Knights.  All we have to find are Spirit, Light and then Time.  We head to the desert tomorrow.”
~O~
For the rest of that night, the Knights relaxed.  They related tales, and Link reacted some of the more exiting parts of his quests.  Songs were traded, along with old lore.  It was a grand time.  


Mikau surprised everyone by whipping out his old fishbone guitar.  Made from fishbones, it nonethelesss played well.  He sang along with his composing.

“Ayeayahooooo!
As the waves fly by, 

The spray stings yaaaa!

Underneath’, ya diiiiiive!

Flyin’ byyyy,

Freedom ere’

All on the shoulders of the Zoraaaaa!

The First One declared,

The sea is ours,

My deeeeecendents will swim!

Swiiiiiiiimin’, like little fishies,

The sea is ours!

Ayeayehooooo!”…


On and on he went.  Forty eight verses to be exact.  Somewhere in the middle, Link realized that Shiek was not there.  Slipping off quietly, Link exited the cave.


The fresh breeze brought relief.  Link was stretching when he saw someone out of the corner of his eye.


It was Zelda.  She had transformed back to being the Princess.  Her long shimmering blonde hair reached down to her waist, shinning in the moonlight.  Her pale skin shone like ivory.  The long dress wavered gently, patterns adding to her beauty..

Link thought he could hear soft music in the background, or was it the lapping lake?


“Zelda…”


She turned, blue eyes as soft as can be.  Her lips were soft and full.


“Link…..”


He could only stammer.


“You.. look beautiful.  Wonderful.”


“You too.”


He started to speak, but Zelda put a hand to his mouth, halting further speech.  He was out of words anyway.

She started to sway with the echoing music, Link along too.  The fragrant night seemed perfect for this.  Two figures dancing with the cool water lapping at their soles.  The moonlight danced in the transparent water as well.  They hugged each other as if they would never let go.  Swaying still, the two were far away, in some distant realm where lovers are….


Love was thick in the air.  Two stood in the lake, holding each other together, wanting to make the moment in the moonlight last forever, like some eternal dream...
Guredo’s Fortress
The Knights awoke the next morning fresh and ready for the next journey.  Zelda had turned back to Shiek to make the journey easier.  The six warriors managed to get back to the Zora King’s throne room with little difficulty.  It was then Ruto that stopped them.

“Who?...”


She was staring at Mikau, for he had not appeared to any of the Zoras before.  Mikau then took the stage with the gallantness of a gentleman.


“Milady, I come forth to be the heroic Knight of the Zoras.  Your wish is my command, your Highness.”


Pleased with Mikau’s response, Ruto fell madly in love with the handsome Zora.


“As my token for my charming young Zora, may I present this to ye.”


Ruto then handed Mikau the Medallion of Water.  Link then realized with a jolt that all of the Knights had their medallions.  Shaking his head at the turn of fate handed to the Knights, he led the company out into the bright sunlight.  They then spent the whole day traversing the field, and spending the night in Guredo’s Valley.

~O~


Another day arrived with a hotter than normal sunrise, making all of the Knights groan.  From what Link explained about the desert, it didn’t need to be any more sweltering than it needed to be.  

They all crossed the bridge with no incident, and arrived at Guredo’s Fortress.  Built to withstand an attack, the Fortress was indeed formidable.  Shiek found herself studying the defenses to put on North Castle.  Shaking her head, she glanced at Link.

Link was arguing with a stubborn Guredo guard.


“Listen, for the last time!  No outsiders allowed!  Now GO!”


“If you would just talk with Nab-“


“NO OUTSIDERS!!!! GO AWA-“


“WHAT IS GOING ON?!?!”

A third voice joined the heated debate.  The guard stood stiffly at attention, seeing that it was an important person.  Link looked at the third person and did a double take.


It was Nabboru!  As the Spirit Sage, she was the leaded of the Guredos. A lean female, like all of the other guards were, her only symbol of office was a thick gold bracelet on each arm.  Her vivid red hair stood starkly against her dark skin.  Nabboru’s amber eyes flickered from the guard to Link, and asked again.

“Mlady I-“


“Do you recognize him?  He is the Hero!  The one who freed me from Twinrova!”


“I-“  The guard stammered, and then looked closely at Link.  Then she gave a yelp of surprise.  Nabboru waved her off, and then faced the Knights.


“I’m sorry for the nuisance.  Link, who are these people?”


Link introduced the Knights and the quest to Nabboru, and she nodded.


“You were always filled with Quests.  Now, come all of ye, and dine with me; for now you will experience true desert hospitality.”


Fla’mas rubbed his hands in anticipation of a meal, and the Imp grinned.  No more trekking across Hyrule on empty bellies!
~O~


In the Throne room of North Castle…

“Sire!  We have urgent news from a man from Karkariko Village!”


One of the Watch came running into the giant hall.  The King was mildly curious.


“Send him in.”


A villager came in, flanked by two guards.  He was ragged and footsore.  Gaunt eyes beheld the disastrous battle.  His torn clothes were all the more paltry in comparison with the Kings finery.


“Well?”


“Si-Sire, Kark-K-Karkariko Village has-s fallen!”


All of the nobles gasped.  Unsure of this dramatic news, many fainted.  Even the King was in shock.


“We... were attacked by giant lizards a moon ago, along with skeletons…  The hero came an’, an’-“


Some of the nobles snikkered, seeing how false this sounded.  The king narrowed his eyes, hearing this tale.  The villager halted, seeing how outrageous this sounded.  He shivered on the cold marble tiles, awaiting his fate.


“You fool, you think that I would believe that?!  Out!  No more tales of giant lizards and living skeletons!  Out!”


“Sire!  It was tr-“


His sentence was cut off by a spear knocking him on the head, rendering him dazed.  The guards dragged him out, and the villager realized how Link had tried to save their village, even at the risk of losing his life.  If Link ever becomes King, I will be the first to vote for him.  I wish I wasn’t so hard on him…
~O~


In Guredo valley…

Link and the Knights were having fun, relaxing from the hardships of the road.  They were in Nabboru’s dining hall, surrounded by the desert culture of the Guredos.  Tapestries hung on walls, along with swords, with stone floors and walls.

The food was delicious.  Rich wines accompied the Leever and roasted wild Keese.  Link bit into one of the heavily sautéed birds, and his eyes flew open at the savory taste.

“Mmmmm!  This is good!  I would have hunted them just to eat them!”

Nabboru shook her head.


“That would not be good if you ate them straight.  They have poison in them , so we have to roast them first.”


“Ah.  Point taken.  Hey, Fla’mas!  What are you eating over there?”


“Sandstone!  This is some of the best I have eaten!”


Link stared disbelieving at him until Fla’mas took a huge rock and bit into it.  Link winced and then turned to Shiek, who was sitting next to him.  

“Good stuff this is.”


Shiek nodded mutely, preoccupied. 

The Spar

Nabboru was talking with each of the Knights, gleaning information about their quest.  When all the Knights finished eating, she led them to her sitting room where they lounged around on thick cushions.   More tapestries hung on the walls, depicting images of glorious battles and noble characters.  Shiek looked at these, absorbing information about the all female culture.  If I am to rule my people well, I have to learn other cultures…

“Now, about your quest.  I presume you are looking for the Guredo Knight.  I think I have found the one.  If you will excuse me…”


As she left the room to get the Knight, the company talked.


“That Guredo is rather haughty.”  Mikau commented.


“Huh.  Talk about yourself.”  Fla’mas countered.

 
As Mikau’s eyes blazed, Link saw the trouble.


“Hey!  Cool it!”


Nabboru came back in, along with a second Guredo.  Trim and fit, the Guredo had twin swords strapped onto her back.  Her amber eyes surveyed the room.


“This is my second in command, Sari.  Sari, these are the Knights.  Link, Sari is the one whom you met after you freed the carpenters.”


Sari flashed a smile at the Knights, while Shiek saw that she had knives under her clothes.  Sari was ready for anything.


“It is an honor to meet a soon-to-be legend.  However, we may need to teach you some skills of the Ancient Warriors for,”   she looked at them; “…you are out of practice.”

“What?!”  Link was outraged.  Sari laughed dryly, and then lunged at Link with amazing speed.  He yelped and barely managed to roll out of the way.  She twirled, and then put her dagger across Link’s throat.  Link felt the cold steel, and knew he had met his match.  Shiek sighed, for the Shiekiath arts had prepared her for that.

“H-how in Nayru did you do that?!”


“Without the Master Sword, you are nothing.  The Ancient Arts will surpass that.  If you manage to gain the Sword and the Arts,” she leaned close, “you would surpass Oni.”


Link gasped.  How did she know that? Onilink was actually a mask that Link got in Termina.  Link turned into a … deity, almost.  Far more powerful than his normal self, it still gave Link the chills, for while he was Onilink, moral was forgotten.  All that mattered was power.  Unlimited power.
Sari chuckled, seeing Link’s astonished stare, then simply said, 
“The Arts are everything.”


Turning to Nabboru, Sari asked, “When can we start?  For I take it that Krad Eelav didn’t give them much time to complete this quest.”


“Ye can start right now.  Why don’t you take them to the Horseback Archery place?  It’s big.”


Sari nodded, and then motioned to the Knights to follow her.  As Link passed Nabboru, Nabboru noticed that he was as white as a sheet.


“Sari… is one of the best fighters I have seen.”  Nabboru said to Link.


“Who are the others?”


“You.  You can beat her at swordsmanship; I know that.”


“Still…”

In the Dark realm…

Krad Eelav was planning.  He knew where Link was and where he was going, but he was hatching a truly cunning idea.


“Get me dark link.”

“Yes, milord.”


The Stalfos scurried down the hall, and then all was quiet for a moment.  Krad sighed, gazing intently at a spot on a wall.  He was fired after the duel with Link, but he was no fool.  Link could easily overpower him if he had a chance.  Therefore, Krad would weaken him some more before he went in for the kill.


He heard feet ringing on the stone floor, and then saw Dark Link.  The Stalfos had left, not wanting to in between the two shadows.


“dark link, I am pleased to see you, for I have a job for ye.”

Dark was watching the shadow carefully, and then answered quietly,


“Sire, I am wounded.”


“Not for long.”

Krad Eelav then nodded to a figure next to him, who approached Dark.  He recoiled, and then gasped when he saw that the mysterious figure had a fairy in his hand.  But it wasn’t a regular fairy, rather, it was black, with scaly wings instead of leafy wings.

The figure chanted a few words and then let the fairy go.  It swirled around Dark, and seeped into him.  Dark Link gasped, and then stared at Krad Eelav with a piercing gaze.


“This… healed me?”


“aye.  Again, I have a job for ye.  Your reward is to fight link again, and this.  That was a dark fairy, they are rare, so don’t let that happen again.  Are you with me?”

Dark Link licked his lips and considered Krad’s proposition.  I am healed, and he has offered me a chance to avenge myself against the Hero.  It would be wise.

“Aye.  Where is he?”

~O~


At the range, the sun was halted in the middle of the sky.  Heat waves shimmered everywhere.  The five knights were being taught by Sari, while Shiek sat to the side.  Everything they were being taught, the Shiekiath knew already.  Sari saw Shiek and called her over.

“Knights!  Watch well, for Shiek here has learned some of the Arts already!  Shiek, can I spar with ye?”


“Certainly.”


The two professional warriors started to circle.  Sari had one dagger in her hand while Shiek had her claws.  Sari was calling out advice to the Knights.

“See how we circle?  That gives us an opportunity to see our ways of fighting.  Use this time to your advantage!  Study your foe!”


Shiek then moved like chain lightning.  She ran at Sari, then backflliped.  Sari didn’t move.  

“Shiek was trying to make me overextend myself.  Instead, don’t make the first move!”


Shiek then rolled around Sari, in a half circle, and then lashed out with her foot.  Sari just caught Shiek’s foot, and twisted.  Shiek twisted with it, and then somersaulted.  She landed on the ground with a thud, panting.

“Shiek, me darling, you are out of shape!  Knights!  See how she is winded?  This is the time to attack.”


With a fluidity that amazed Link, Sari jumped into the air, and then pivoted on her foot, using it like a screw.  Shiek swiftly rolled, and then lashed out again, while Sari was landing.  With inhuman speed, Sari blocked the bone-breaking blow with crossed arms, then followed with a knee to the ribs.  Shiek’s eyes watered with the pain, but she didn’t flinch.  Shiek instead dropped to the ground, and tried to sweep Sari’s feet from out beneath her. 

Sari backflipped, and then threw her dagger at Shiek.  Shiek caught it by the handle and flipped it back.  Sari twisted, so that it landed in her sheath, and then continued the twist so that she kicked with her shin.  Shiek dropped like a stone, winded and bruised.  


“Good match; though you need to practice more.” Sari turned to the Knights.  Her face changed. “All of you will learn my methods before ye face Krad Eelav.  This I promise.”


Sari returned to normal, and shook her head.  


“To the Colossus.”

Sands of Change, Winds of Time
The Knights said goodbye to Nabboru, and then exited out the gate that separated the Fortress from the ever changing Desert.  Before they stepped foot into the Desert, Sari gave the Knights a few words of advice about the Desert.


“First of all, NEVER get separated, for you will wander aimlessly until you die. I suggest we tie a rope connecting all of us, so that we won’t get apart.  Follow Link and me, for we have been through this before.    Also, DO NOT listen to the Winds of Time, or you will become separated.”

“Winds of Time… Was’nt dat in da poem?”


Link suddenly remembered that was in the poem.  


“Sari, what are the Winds of Time?  Sounds… echoing…”


She shook her head.


“You will find out soon.  Knights!  This is your first trial!  Do it well, and you will be closer to defeating Krad Eelav!”


She then took the first step into the Desert.

~O~


The first thing that the Knights experienced was the wind.  Ruthless and stinging, it tortured all but Fla’mas, who had skin like a rock.  Next was the heat, as hot as a forge.  The sun beat down on them cruelly, reducing them to shells of themselves.  Then, the greatest assailant of all came, the voices.


Haunting… moaning, dirge-like.  All of the Knights cried out at its restless voice.  Then it broke into a eerie song.

Sands of Change, Winds of Time.
Echoing voices of the Past, Present, and Future…

Cries of the past….  Troubles of the now… worries of the future..

We see all.

We are all.

We are Time itself.

Endless, voidless, soulless.

Eeearrrr rraaaaiisssneeeaaaa…..

Whossssooooever….. Sssuuurrrrvvivveeeettthhh...
Thhheee triiiiiaaaaalllll…..

Wiiiiiiilllllll gaiiiiiinnnnn…..

Time itsssssself……


Then the wind taunted them, reliving their worst memories…  


The Imp saw his friends dead, and the land being taken over by evil things.  He felt helpless, unable to do anything.  

Fla’mas saw Death Mountain erupt, and spread fire and ashes over Goron City.

Mikau saw his sea vanish, leaving a barren desert, the Zoras wailed for it’s aquaminre waters.

Kafei saw Anjou, and then the Moon fall on Clocktown…


Shiek saw Link at Ganon’s feet, a crumpled shell.  She saw Impa too, Krad Eelav grinning at her…

Link saw the Imp lying motionless, mouth open in a silent scream..  Zelda was pierced by Ganon’s blade, the Master Sword only inches away…  The Knights all scared, looking at him to give help, but then he was frozen…A void yawned, sucking in all that Link treasured, into nothing…


“This is what would happen if Krad Eelav gained access to Time, which he is close at doing.  First, he will conquer Hyrule, and then Gannon. The land will be ravaged with their war.  A land of Death.”  
The wind spoke to Link, uncaring of the things it was speaking about.


“Noooooooo… Nooooooo!  That will NOT HAPPEN!!!!”


“Heh.  Ye have determination, kid.”


It left, leaving Link in blessed peace.

~O~


From then on, the Desert only tested the Knights physical boundaries, much to their relief.  The shifting sands made footing treacherous, so they were still wary.  As darkness fell, Link started to worry, for nighttime in the desert was dangerous.  Still, he was weary, for the day had taken its toll on him.  Link collapsed just as everyone else did, asleep before they hit the sand…

Then, the knights were visited.

For Link, a face was in front of him.  Nether male or female, it told things that were essential for Link’s survival, things of the past that were lost, and things of the future, the Heroes that would come after him.


When he asked the face’s name it only said,

“I am Time.  Ye will face four Trials; Time, Courage, Wisdom, and Power.   To defeat this evil that stalks this land, you must have this training.”

The face left, and Link was filled with a deep peace.  The Trial of Time was over.

~O~


Finally, after the adourus Trial, everyone saw the Desert Colossus.  A massive Temple rose from the sands.  Huge sandstone slabs made the doorway, while the steps were finely carved.


The Knights were exhausted, but tempered.  Each one of them experienced something that they would never forget.  Glad that the Trial was finished, they made their way over to the oasis, where Sari rested.  Link took out his Ocarina, and played a tune that made the dry well fill up with clean water.  Fairies appeared, healing the tired company.  After they rested, on an unheard cue, they all turned to Sari.

“Some things here I am forbidden to speak of.  However, I can say thus.  This training is the harshest of all.  Some who have attempted this have not survived.  However, to defeat Krad Eelav, who is stronger than you think, you must finish this.”

She sighed.  The wind tossed her red hair around.  Keese cawed above them, silhouetted against the blue sky; Link remembered when he used those cursed birds as target practice.  He still had scars where those fiends had bit him.


“There are four trials in all.  You have already faced one that is Time.  You have three in front of ye.  Now, we must prepare for the next one, which is Power.  Sleep now, though.  Our preparation begins at dawn.

Training with a Knuckle
Dawn came early, tinting the sky red.  Sand was everywhere, an endless sea of tan.  Moving dunes uncovered the dried skeletons of unfortunate travelers.  Here, the Colossus stood, a monument of Time.  Wind carved the rocks, creating fantastic shapes.  Underneath its shadow, the Knights were sleeping.

The suns rays slowly crept up on Link, bringing his peaceful sleep to an end.  Then, he was washed in a curtain of gold.  Dazzled, he blinked, and yawned.  Today was going to be an interesting day.  He stretched and then checked on the Knights.


The Imp was curled into a tight ball, clutching his staff.  Fla’mas was curled up, too, fast asleep.  Mikau was stretched out, snoring slightly.  Link shook his head slightly, hiding a smile.  His gaze passed over Kafei, and then onto Shiek.

Her blond hair mingled with the sand below, lines in her face where there were none before.  She is having a hard time… as a princess; the king would be scandalized if he saw her now.  He bent down slightly as if to brush away some sand, but stopped.  Sari was looking at him with lazy amber eyes and a crooked smile.

“You like her, don’t you?  She is the Princess, you know.”


Link stood up, brushing sand from the folds of his clothes.  He stifled another yawn as he answered.

“Ahhh…  Well, maybe…”


“Oh, come on!  Anybody can see that you like her.”  As Link pretended to look away, Sari went on to another subject.  “Well, for the training, hmmmm…  I think we should do some stretches, then some hand to hand combat, and then we ought to move on…”


Link was only half listening to her, his mind lingering on Zelda.


“Link!”


“Wha- oh.  Sorry, but my mind…”  His excuse trailed off, seeing Sari smile.


“Maybe we ought to do some meditation stuff first.”  As Link gave a mock groan, Sari grinned.  “Maybe you can be good enough that I can let you go and whump some lizafos, eh?”

“Anything is better that pretending to be asleep!”


As they laughed, Link saw that Sari had a good sense of humor.   At least she has a good side.  I don’t want the Knights to be killers.


As if she read Links mind, her face hardened.


“Mind you, this is not going to be a vacation.  We have to know to defend ourselves.”


“But not at the risk of losing ourselves to violence.”


“Tell Krad Eelav that.  He is why you are here.”


As Link sighed, he could see the wisdom in Sari’s answer.  Still, he detested that.

The harsh training was about to begin.
~O~


In the days after that, the Knights learned things that would take someone years to gather.  Sari instructed them to meditate, so that their mind can be focused.  Link was bad at that, much to the amusement of the Knights.


“Link!  WAKE UP!!!!  This is the fifth time that you fell asleep!”


“Ughhh… all I saw was… Nothing!  So I kinda got bored…”


Sari exploded.


“This is something that people would die to learn! and you say it is boring!?!”


The Knights progressed to more interesting things, like combat.  Hand to hand was first, which Mikau swallowed down.  Knives came next, which Shiek taught to Link’s amazement.  He found the fact that a princess, a princess, was teaching them how to throw knives correctly was funny.  Finally, Link’s passion came.  Swords.  


Since his Goron sword broke, Link was using one that he found in the armory.  A bit shorter, he still found it interesting, with the serpentine coils and all.

“Swordplay is hard, so listen up.  There are several moves here, but the mastery is stringing it together.”

Link then gave a demonstration using his horizontal chop, his vertical slash, the jump attack and much more.  Fla’mas helped too, using some more powerful moves.


Then came a field trip of sorts.  Link led them up to an upper level through several hallways.  Finally, they reached a wide room with a figure sitting at the end on a stone chair.

“Alright, be quiet.  This is an Iron Knuckle, some that I saw in the Battle of the Well.  These are the best swordmasters that I have seen so far.  When I call out your name, you come forward and get the feel of fighting it.  If you are in trouble, just step back, and call me.  Remember the methods!”

Link stepped forward and smote the statue with his sword.  The ‘statue’ then came alive.  A massive axe in his hand, the Knuckle proceeded to chop Link into oblivion.  However, Link had other plans.


He dodged the first swings, and then stabbed quickly.  As he retreated, the Knuckle swung again, this time vertically.  The power of the axe was so great that the floor cracked where it landed.  Link took the opportunity to call Fla’mas forward to do a jump attack.  The Goron obliged, his broadsword making a huge dent in its amour.  


Mikau stepped forward, stunning it with his boomerangs.  While it was motionless, he quickly did a combo, which nearly made the Knuckle fall.  Then the Imp twirled around it, swinging his silver stick accurately, smacking the Knuckle on its head.  The beast reeled, and then shed its amour.

“Watch out!  Now it’s faster!”


Kafei neatly threw his silver dagger into its leg, then made fire come around it.  He stepped back to let Sari have a go at it.  She went at it with a will.  Her twin Guredo swords flashed around like silver fire.  Link remembered with admiration when he had to battle the Guredo in his quest.  The Knuckle may be stronger, but the Guredo were faster.


Shiek trod forward, confidence in the lines in her body.  She was now reliving the past, the warrior of Shadow.  If Sari was silver fire, then Shiek was liquid water.  Sidestepping neatly, she scored several well aimed blows.  Then Link performed the finale.  


When it was all over, Link gathered them around to give the Knights one last piece of advice.

“That was easy.  All of you can defeat a Knuckle.  However, you are facing ten Knuckles each; plus more.  Redeads, Stalfos and other.  Just don’t panic.  We are the Knights.  We attack together!”

Then the unexpected happened.  A piece of the wall broke with a giant clatter, and darkness began to seep in.  A sense of evil emanated from the gaping hole.  All of the Knights stared at it unbelievingly.  Then Link summoned it up.

“Uh oh.  Looks like another Trial is here.  Possibly Power.”

The Trial of Power
Link lit a torch; it sputtered and then caught the sparks.  All of the Knights unsheathed their weapons, and followed Link inside the yawning hole.  

It was pitch black inside.  Bats flew away, squeaking madly.  Link decimated a few Skullatullas, and spider webs.  As they went in deeper, Kafei mentioned to Link that the ground was sloping up gradually.  The dirt floor was layered in dust from centuries of neglect.


Link noticed that Sari was shivering.


“You okay?”


“We… have traveled the breadth of this temple, and this has not occurred anywhere else.”


Link nodded mutely, and then halted as he saw the night sky ahead of him.

“Watch out.  Something’s wrong.”


The Knights stepped out and saw that they were on top of the Colossus.  Link was scanning the terrain when someone gasped.  He turned around and gaped at what was in front of him.


The six Knights had met their match.  Their shadows, led by Dark Link, were advancing on them.  All were pitch black, with glowing red eyes.  


Dark Link was the most fearsome of all.  Confidently strutting up just out of sword reach, he smirked.  His lip curled as he made the salute with the Blade of Bane.  The exact copy of the Master Sword, the only difference was it was black as its master.  His hair whipped around as Dark Link studied his copy.


Link knew that he was in trouble without the Master Sword, but he was in awe at the shadows that were lined in front of him.  Automatically, he unsheathed his serpentine sword.  All of the other Knights did the same, bunching together for reassurance.  Dark Link grinned, enjoying his foe’s discomfort.

“Thought that I was dead?  Not likely, for I have a new master, Krad Eelav.  Heh, time to avenge myself.”


He raised his blade, and charged earnestly, with his minions behind him.  The good Knights were charging too, only a second behind.  They met with a roar.

The shadows copied everything that the Knights did.  If the Imp spun his stick, so did his shadow.  If Mikau shot his boomerangs, so did his shadow.


In the midst of the chaos, Link and Dark were fighting each other.  Attacking each other savagely, they hacked and slashed.  Dark was always in the upper hand, for Link didn’t have the Master Sword.  Link used everything that Sari had taught him, without avail.  Dodging, he jumped up, while Dark sidestepped gracefully.  I am going to die, Link thought, at the hands of my shadow.  

He glanced at Shiek; she was using her martial arts to their extent.  Flipping several turns, she kicked Mikau’s shadow in the neck, then somersaulted to sweep the Dark Fla’mas’ feet out from underneath him.  She avoided Kafei’s magic, and stood.

Then she looked at him.  For one moment, they stared deeply in each others eyes.  One long look conveyed their feelings, their sorrows, and their love.  One look full of peace.  Link would remember that for the rest of his life.


His feelings about Zelda aroused him.  Hot anger bubbled in his veins, anger took him.  Link began to attack more savagely, surprising Dark.  Blow by blow, Link grew stronger, for he had one thing that Dark didn’t have; that was the drive to protect Zelda.  Dark was unnerved; he was supposed to be stronger than Link.

Then he saw something that truly unnerved him.  Link was beginning to change; his tunic changed to blue armor, and war paint was on his face.  Silver hair took the place of blonde, and he was wirier.  But most frightening of all was his eyes.  Pupiless white orbs glared at Dark with no mercy.


Link had changed to Omilink.


Omilink raised up his sword, and roared, power circled around him like a tornado.  Then, he charged.  All sound had faded for Dark, so had all sense of time. Dark was frozen with fear.  Omilink was far more powerful than Ganon, let alone him.  Their swords met with a clang, brutal power making Dark step back. He feebly made a block, but his sword was wrenched out of his hand.

Dark was on his back instantly.  He saw the silver sword come toward his heart, and closed his eyes, waiting for death.  It never came.

“No.”


Omilink turned, still in his battle rage.  Red mist swirled in them as he tried to figure out who stood in front of him.  It was Shiek, claws bloody from the battle.


“He deserves to die.”


“No. Attack when you are yourself, not when you are controlled by something else.”


Slowly, he turned back, white eyes to a soft blue, and a green tunic.  He shuddered, as if releasing the Deity.

He turned back to Dark.


“I’ve had enough.  Flee now, and meet me in true battle later.”


Dark fled, the other shadows following him.  They disappeared into the night.  


Link trembled. He remembered the awful feeling of not caring who lived, or not.  Power was all that Omilink cared about.  He rushed into Zelda’s arms, not noticing that she had changed back to being a princess.  He wept honest tears on her shoulder, wanting to flee the horrors of battle.  They hugged each other, taking comfort in that they were both alive.  


He then took composure of himself, straightening up.  Link surveyed the Knights, all as ragged as he was. They looked at him with understanding, even Mikau.  

“My brothers…”


He halted, not sure that he was strong enough to say his speech.  Zelda came over, placing a hand on his arm.  He smiled at her, then continued, refreshed.


“We have just faced the Trial of Power.  Power is terrible, when faced with it.  It is ruthless, merciless.  Never let it take control of you, for you are lost.”  He smiled sadly.  “That is what happened to Ganon.”

“Verily, ye have learned the Trial of Power.”

Link turned, facing the unbelievable.


Din was here, clothed in fire.  Her red hair and eyes stared at Link and the Knights.  One of the three who made the Triforce, Din was the element of Power, like Nayru was to Wisdom and Farore was to Courage.


“Ye have learned the lesson of Power.  Seize control of it, rather than the other way around.”

Her burning eyes seared Link.  She gave a short laugh; and then disappeared in a coulomb of fire.


Link gave a sigh, and smiled gently at the Knights.


“Let’s rest before the next Trial comes, don’t you think so?”


Then he collapsed.

The Trials of Wisdom and Courage

The Knights slept right on top of the Colossus, too exhausted to move.  They watched the stars and the waning moon after they woke, wanting Link to have a good rest for he had faced more than he should. Zelda was next to him, making sure that he was alright.  


As he rested, the Knights conversed with Zelda, asking her about various things.  It was just a morn of contentment.


Link awoke around lunch, still on top of the Colossus.  He was hungry, and said so.


“Heh.  Here ya go, some of that Keese that you like.” Said Sari.

As Sari handed him the bird, Link looked at her suspiciously.


“And, yes, I got rid of the poison.”


All of them chuckled, and discussed their next move.  Sari made it clear that they were nearly at the end of their training.


“All we have to do next is to visit the Wise Ones down below, and-“


“Then da Trial of Wisdom.” Interrupted the Imp.

“Yes, yes, after tha-“


“If we live.”


Sari glared at the Imp, who grinned.


“Will you stop interrupting me?!   Anyway!  After the Trial, I guess we go to the First Ones for advice-“


“Is their ever a Twoes?”


Sari was glaring at the Imp while everyone grinned.


Link stood up then stretched.


“Anyone of mind to go and visit the Wise Ones?”

~O~

In the Throne room of Hyrule castle…


The King of Hyrule was worried.  Zelda went on trips to Karkariko Village every now and then, but she always came back before now.  He stood at a window, sunlight bathing his aged face.  Lines were there that hadn’t been there before.


A guard came up.  Covered in armor, he was noisy as he came to his King.  He bowed and then studied his master.


“What is it, my lord?”


“Get the Watch ready.  We are going to Karkariko Village.”

~O~


Deep within the Desert Colossus…


Dust notes flittered through the air as Sari led them deep within the Colossus.  Link talked with Kafei about magic when Sari motioned them to hush.  Kafei grinned, and then paid attention.

Link looked around the big cave like room with awe.  Huge statues of ancient people were everywhere, holding their blades.  He noticed that they were arranged in a circle facing inward.

“Here are the Wise Ones.  They know everything to succeed the trials.  Now, rest in the meditation pose, and open your mind to them.”

The Knights did as Sari told them, and were surprised when they brushed the tendrils of thoughts belonging to the statues.


“……Do not panic, for that is the way to failure………The trials are combined, go to the ………inrova……arkness is rising.”


Link was awake first, putting together the pieces.  Suddenly, he knew, and jumped up.


“We have to go to the boss’ room!  Right now!”


The Knights grumbled, but let Link lead them up to where Twinrova, boss of the Spirit temple, lurked.


“Now how did you kn-“


“Don’t ask!  Unsheath your weapons, for this is the last Trial.


“You mean two.”  Countered Mikau.


“No, one.  They are together.” Said Link.

And with that, Link stepped through the heavy steel door.


The Knights met an Iron Knuckle, but decimated it.  Then, they stepped into the Lair of the late Twinrova, who Link had defeated in his last quest.  It was musty, with no adornments except sand.


“That wasn’t here-“


“Times have changed.”


Two ladies walked up, and Link knew them to be Nayru and Farore.  Clad in water and leaves, their piercing gaze seeped into Link.

Nayru was an ice princess.  Her steely blue eyes held unspeakable Wisdom of the Centuries, but they were as merciless as Omilink.  The water pulsed over her form, creating a shimmering blue gown, matching her waist length blonde hair.


Farore’s midnight black hair and brilliant green eyes made her look like an elf.  The dark colored leaves covered her like tiny scales.  Her eyes had a depth of Courage not found in Din’s fiery red eyes, or Nayru’s wise, cold lenses.

We are Wisdom and Courage.  Show us what you can do, and you will be true Knights.  Fail, and the price is death.”


They rose, ice and vines growing from their hands.  Suddenly, they merged into one being, along with a shimmering red, which was Din.  

“Fire, water, earth!  Test these Knights!”


Fire streamed from a finger, melting the sand into glass.  Ice came next, nearly freezing Fla’mas and the Imp.


A lattice of vines fell on top of the Knights, which Kafei moved aside with his magic.


Mikau then tossed his boomerangs at the Deities, who nimbly avoided them.  They countered with fire again; whips of flames, bouncing off the walls.  Fla’mas actually caught the flames, and threw it at the Deities with superhuman strength.  Again, the Deities avoided it, encasing the Knights in Ice.  Link melted it with Din’s Fire, which ironically, came from Din.

“Band together!  Charrrrrrge!”


That did it.  Shiek threw a couple of needles to distract them, while the Imp twirled around, taunting them.  Link then threw his serpentine sword as a last effort to defeat them, knowing in his heart that he would never be able to defeat the three.  Time stretched in one long tunnel, as the short sword flipped across the room, a deadly missile.

Farore caught the sword with inhuman grace, the hilt thudding in her hand.


“Well done.  You have passed the Trials.  Now, receive these gifts.”

As the three disappeared in a shower of sparks that blinded the Knights, they felt a change within them.  No more would Krad Eelav hold Karkariko Village, for the Knights finally had a chance.


Link turned toward them, determination burning in those electrifying eyes.
 
“You ready?”

The Seventh Knight
Dawn came.  A rising sun, full of glory and light, for the seventh Knight was to come on that day.  The Hyrulians felt a faint hope that burned within them, the darkness unable to smother that flame.

The seventh Knight was to come that day, as the sun’s rays shimmered over the pedestal of the Master Sword.


Link and the Knights left the desert, ready to defeat darkness once and for all.  Shiek was with them, despite Links protests.


“Now Zelda…”


“PLEASE don’t say that I should stay behind!  I can take care of myself as well as you can!”


“I had to rescue you from Ganon’s Castle!”


“I had to save you from the Shadow Beast!”


“Well-“


“I AM GOING, whether you say it or not!”


Link sighed, amused.  There was no arguing with the princess of Hyrule.  He looked at the sky, judging when they would reach the castle.  After consulting with Kafei, he urged Epona on.

~O~


It was afternoon by the time the Knights got to the drawbridge, which Link was glad for, because it closed at sunset.  The Knights led their sweaty and panting horses through the stone columns.  Link noticed that something was wrong.  The streets were too desolate, and the very land seemed to hold its breath.

He found one of his street friends who sold bombchus to him when he was young.  They had a quick conversation in which Link’s friend told him about the King leaving North Castle.



Link rushed back to his friends, and told them about the King.  Zelda was worried, but Link made the point that they would be able to help her father if they had all of the Knights.


Minutes later, the Knights reached the Temple of Time.  They quieted down, respecting the ancient building.  Climbing up the worn steps, the Knights entered the dusty chapel.

Stained glass windows let soft sunbeams streak down to land on the alter that had the three spiritual stones.  Link remembered fondly when he was a youth, and had collected those stones.  He looked up, and saw the Door of Time, ever guarding the Master Sword.  Shiek soundlessly handed the Ocarina of Time to Link, who blew the notes representing the Song of Time.  

The majestic Doors opened.  The knights followed Link, staring at the fabled blade, the Master Sword.


A hilt carved out of mysterious royal purple stone, wrapped in violet leather awaited his gaze.  His eyes followed the straight hilt to the bright yellow stone set between the hilt and the blade.  The blade itself was a marvel, with the Triforce etched into it.  Steel of the fines kind, it would prevent evil from taking over the Kingdom many times over.  The Master Sword was embedded in its stone pedestal, carved with the Triforce as well.


With a solemn dignity, the Knights entered the room, setting themselves over their seals.  All was quiet, for no one moved.  An air of power settled over the Knights, each one of them thinking their personal thoughts.


The Imp was remembering how Link first met him when he was a little boy, on his first quest.  He had played with him, but not until he found himself in Termina did he take Link seriously.  Although they were enemies at that time, the Imp had a healthy respect for Link.  After the evil Majora’s Mask left him, the Imp was back to normal, but shaken.  He wanted to join the forces of goodness, not evil.  That was why he was here.


Fla’mas had been trained by Darunia to fight for good, but not until he was here in the Temple of Time did he realize what goodness really meant.  Goodness was the innocence of the Imp, the courage of Link, and the serenity of Zelda.

Mikau yearned for his homeland all along in the quest, but he realized that he was probably not going to see it again.  The mere thought made him sad, but then he thought a compelling thought.  Maybe I was never supposed to be there anyway, I was always different.  He grinned.  At least I can use my lethalness for good, and hopefully protect my homeland as well as Hyrule.


Kafei at first thought of Anjou at Termina, and his heart ached, but then came to the conclusion that she would want him to do this, for good.  For her.  He gripped his pendant of memories, and sighed.  He would make her proud.

Sari smiled when she remembered the first time she saw Link.  He was sneaking into her fortress at midnight, and freeing the captive carpenters.  She had admired his fighting skills, and therefore, took the first chance to be a Knight.  But now, she noticed that fighting was not all about skills, it was about fighting for goodness.

Then the Imp took out his Medallion.  The others followed, in order.  There was a gap where the Knight of Light should have gone, but something told Link that that space would be occupied very soon.


Link himself was positioned over the Master Sword, ready to pull it out again.  Streams of the Medallions’ color came to meet within the yellow crystal of the Master Sword.  It started to gleam, then hum with a whine.

Link steeled his mind, and pulled the Master Sword, reliving history.  Blue crystal walls escalated around him as haunting chords rang, marking the return of the Knight of Light.  Darkness would soon flee.

A form came out from above, cloaked in light.  Link was unable to see the figure, for the light was blinding.  As if to sense Link’s thoughts, the light swirled, and then faded.  


Link gasped when he saw the Knights identity.


It was himself.


But different.


The Knight was wearing a golden tunic with the Triforce and the Phoenix emblazoned on it.  He wore a different version of the Hyruliian shield, with gold and precious stones set in it.  All of his finery was the finest.  His sword was an exact copy of the Master Sword, except the blade was pure light. 

His face was different.  Aged, yet strong, his eyes were without pupils, but they radiated strength and warmth instead of Omilink’s merciless orbs.  His lanky blond hair hung down just like Link’s, creating some reality in that impossible face.  Link then saw the Medallion of Light which hung over his chest.

“I am the Knight of Light.  I am also the legendary One who is with every Hero, for I am your soul in physical form.”

This was too much for Link.  He couldn’t stop staring at the Knight.


“This is for you, Link.  The Medallion of Time.”


The golden warrior tossed a multicolored Medallion to Link, who caught it with shaking hands.  He then studied it with wide eyes.  The Medallion had the six colors in a spiral, one for forest, one for fire, one for water, one for shadow, one for spirit, and lastly, one for light.

Link met the warrior’s eyes, and bowed his head in reverence.


“You are the Knight of Time, as I am the Knight of Light.  Together, along with all of ye, we will defeat darkness!!!  We will reclaim Light!!!  FOR HYRULE!!!!”


The Knights came out of the Temple of Time changed.  The dying sun flared out its last rays in grand splendor, encasing the Knights in a golden light.

The Battle Has Come

A bloody dawn came.  The sun rose once again, freeing itself from the darkness, heralding the return of all Seven Knights.  A fiery orb hung in a cloudless sky to the west, but over Karkariko, a storm cloud crept over the town menacingly.


The Seven Knights all were riding to the Village, determined to free it from the shadow, Krad Eelav once and for all.  The horses were eager for battle, neighing in joy and elation that comes before the slaughter.


Link looked up in surprise as he saw the Watch’s tents set up in Hyrule field.  Krad must have taken the battle to the Field.

The Knights unsheathed their blades all at once, raising them over their heads.  They all stood straight, determination in their eyes.  Link could just imagine a trumpet heralding the Knights triumphant return.

Light was here.

~O~


In the Field, the King’s men rested.  They were just getting ready for battle when a lookout said that seven riders were approaching.  They had barely turned around when the Knights appeared.


Astonishment was the first emotion that crossed over the soldiers faces as they looked over a legend.  Then excitement when they learned that the Knights were going to help them defeat the Shadow.


“Fight for Light, men of Hyrule!  We are here to help you conquer this fear of yours!  Fight for your loved ones!  Fight for your children!  Fight for Hyrrrrrruuuuule!!!!!!!”


War drums started, followed by a lone trumpet.


Boom.


The Knight of Light stood tall on his white stallion, a gleaming mountain of faith for the soldiers.  His sharp gaze swept over the army, and he nodded slightly.

Boom.


All of the men got into lines of seven, seventy for each of the Knights and a hundred for the King.  Their hard faces were filled with awe at the legend standing amidst them.


Boom.


They started marching toward the eastern plain, hundreds of brave, disciplined men marching to their doom.

Boom.
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The Knights raised their blades once more, the sunset gleaming off of the steel.  The eastern side was fill ed with the foe, black as the night.  The Watch was behind the Knights, a gleaming sea of gold.

“YARRRRRR!!!!!!”

The ground shook with the stampede of the Knights as they tore into the ranks of black like a tidal wave.  It was chaos.  The Knights hacked and slashed to no end while the foes kept coming with a rentless energy fueled by Krad Eelav.

Archers stood by the wall, shooting down until they were out of arrows.  They commanded a good view of the war below, while one good sized wing of the Watch battled the enemy toward the Zora River.  The Knights were on the other side, their goal to battle their way through the masses to the graveyard, where Krad Eelav resided.


Link fought grimly and savagely, the Master Sword once again in his hand.  Many a foes life ended at the Blade of Evil’s Bane.  Thrusting, slashing, backhand to a Stalfos, chop of its head, he flipped to avoid a moblin’s spear.  He had asked Shiek to stay with the archers in case a Redead came.  She had had experience to be sure.

The Imp was a whirlwind, his staff everywhere.  He was like an acrobat, even twirling on a Stalfos’ head.  The poor beast whacked himself on his head trying to find the elusive Imp.


Fla’mas and Kafei were back to back, utilizing steel and magic.  Kafei was even more powerful than he was in the Colossus.  No one could get within Fla’mas’ sword range and live.  Except maybe Redeads.


Fla’mas froze at the sound of their breaths.  Kafei swung around to blast a fireball at them, saving Fla’mas.


“Trust me now?”


Fla’mas shuddered, and then hefted his broadsword.


“Th-thanks…  I owe you…”


Mikau was deadly at hand to hand combat, laying waste to many of the foe.  He smiled grimly, for he, out of the Knights, was willing to die right now to help goodness win.  He was like a madman, surviving when any of the others would be dead.


Sari’s cutlasses whistled through the air, daring any foe to come near her.  The sound of her blades meant trouble to those who were stupid enough to come within a slice.


Last but not least, the Knight of Light.  He was glorious, wielding his blade of pure light, often slaying any foe at the mere touch of the blade.  No foe could stand before him.


He motioned the Knights to follow him, as they did a run toward Karkariko Village.  The enemy were scattered like ninepins from the Knights wrath.

Suddenly, they found themselves in the graveyard.  A column of black smoke came from the grave that Link feared the most... the Royal Families’ Tomb.  Gritting their teeth, the Knights jumped into eternal darkness.


The last battle had begun.
Light and Darkness Meet

Krad Eelav sat on the Throne.  As the Knights arranged themselves in a half circle, he chuckled.  


“<We meet at last.>”


The Knight of Light stepped forward.


“Dark Vale, Krad Eelav.  Ancient Shadow of Ikana.  We challenge thee, for,”  


He saluted with his blade, shining light within Deepest Darkness…


“…I have come.  Hark to thee, Knights of old!  We shall end this evil!”


Link could feel chills going down his spine as he came up to support the Knight.  Slowly, the others did too.

Krad stood up, infuriated.  These weaklings dared to challenge him?  His slit eyes narrowed even further as he growled.  Krad gathered Darkness around him, the Master of Evil.


He unsheathed his twin blades of death, and pointed one at the Knights.


“<Charge.>”


Dark Link and the Shadows of the Knights appeared out of nowhere.  Dark’s insane red eyes gleamed; he twirled his blade as the Master Sword resonated at its twin.  Instantly, Link knew that this was his final match.  

To live or to die.


For good or evil.

For Light or for Dark.

~O~


Aboveground, the battle was fierce.  Stalfos clashed with the Watch, while Iron Knuckles tried to decimate the archers on the hill.  The archers rained down arrows, knowing that was the only thing keeping them from going into oblivion.  They surveyed the land, barking out orders.  


There was a shout from the direction of Karkariko Village.  Everyone looked to see if it was the triumphant Knights.  For a moment, all was quiet.  Not a blade of grass stirred.
A hush descended.  Clouds rumbled overhead, and a few droplets of rain fell.  Even Shiek turned, curious.


Uneasy, Shiek shaded her eyes and looked.  For a moment, she stood stock still, unbelieving the scene.  She motioned to an archer to fire an arrow at her target.  The archer’s fingers trembled as he strung his bow again.  Sighting down the bow, he loosed an arrow.



It was a good shot, squarely hitting his target in the neck.  But it did no good.  The foe was motionless for a moment, and then continued on, uncaring even to the sharp barb embedded in its neck.  The archer’s bow dropped from nerveless fingers.  He ran as soon as he heard the dreaded breath that the land of Hyrule had not heard in ages.  The Redead army was here.


Forgotten in the Sands of Time, and the shadows of the underworld, the Redeads had waited patiently for the time when they could be released.  Now the Time had come, and they were stalking the land, hungry after years of nothing.


The new opposition laid waste to the land, destroying everything.  All of the Watch fled, fearing this new danger.  No one could fight against something that was immune to the weapons they had.  The land would fall, if something did not happen.

~O~


The shadows charged as the Knights did too.  Tension was mounting as they raced at each other.  They clashed in the middle, the clangs of the blades echoing in the cave.  The shadows were powerful and brutal, but the Knights had good training.  


The Imp clashed with his shadow, both of them twirling their staffs with ease.  They danced around, even using the terrain to their advantage.  The Imp was scared, for this was his greatest foe yet.  The shadow sneered and flipped backwards as the air began to ripple.  Soon, an image began to appear.  Was it an illusion?  The Imp peered at it, and saw that it was Majora’s Mask!  He stumbled backwards from his greatest fear, the leering eyes staring at him.  


Then warmth began to enter the Imp.  He couldn’t explain it, but it gave him resolve.  He attacked with new energy, angry at the evil.  The Imp and his twin traded blow for blow, neither gaining the advantage.


Fla’mas hacked savagely with his broadsword, using his great strength as a Goron.  He tried ramming his opponent as a ball, but his shadow merely did the same.  He was tiring, for the Dark was strong.  Deadly ice began to swirl around him.

Volga’s red eyes; the fires of Death Mountain.  The resolve of Kafei, and the courage of Link.  They burned through Fla’mas’ veins, scorching any ice.  The Time has come!  Strike down your fear!


Mikau attacked coldly; for he knew no fear.  His shadow did the same, and then morphed into a Guredo.  Here was a challenge that he knew.  Avoiding the lethal blades, he somersaulted backwards, and then launched his boomerangs.  The Guredo twisted so that the boomerangs missed her, and then jabbed with her cutlass.  


Hot pain seared Mikau, breaking his resolve.  He fell to his knees, his dark twin mocking him.  Thrusting out a foot, he tripped his shadow, and then resumed the combat, his pain forgotten.

Kafei was cunning, using his magic.  He thrust out with fire, and then made a wall of ice as his shadow retaliated.  Coolly, he made a bottomless pit so that his dark twin would stumble.  The one fact that he could not deny, though, was that his shadow had more magic.

He ran dry, gasping for breath, as dark spots swirled in his head.  A fuzzy image of Anjou appeared.  He glared at the darkness, and then encased him with blazing light.  The shadow screamed, hating the dazzling light.  Kafei grinned, putting more effort into the ball of light.


Sari was enjoying the fight; as Link once put it, the Guredo were born fighters, built to fight for their very survival.  Her swords slashed through the air, whipping in and out.  Her opponent was equally fierce, and sliced at her.  Sari blocked, and twirled.

Then her shadow began to have an insane gleam in her eyes.  Taunting Sari, she began to move faster, much like Link when he fought any Guredo.  Link.  Light, fighting for goodness.  The emotions kept her buoyant, able to match the fighter’s increasing speed.  Her saber hacked at the patch of evil, only to flick away the sword that came back.

Link and Dark were in a battle of wills.  The two legendary swords cut at each other with a skill that had not been known before.  Link was battling an increasing urge to morph into Omilink once again, for otherwise he would perish.

Thrust, then block with the shield.  Spin, and then add a jump attack; hit the ground with a roll, and then he was back up.  Dark was getting worried; he could see the eyes changing slowly, the tunic becoming harder.


Not again, thought Dark.  


Link then made the transition; he was the cold blooded warrior that would slay anything.  He hacked brutally; blade against blade in the battle for power.
His will rebelled though.  I will NOT become a mindless monster!  I need to be strong, but I will NOT BE CONTROLLED!!!  Dark saw the change; Link was even more powerful than before.  He could see it in the eyes.  They were calm now.  Calm in a sea of chaos.

Light was beginning to triumph;


but it wasn’t over yet.
The Knights Join

The Knight of Light was battling Krad Eelav.  An aura of light surrounded him, his blade a shaft of blinding light.  Golden armor glittered as he swayed like a reed in the wind.  His face was devoid of emotion, great calm remained.


Krad on the other hand was the very picture of evil.  Wrapped in a black cloak that was tattered and stained with old blood, his yellow eyes stared at the good knight.  His twin blades seemed to gorge in darkness; they could be twin voids at the least.

The Knight’s blade countered Krad’s murderous thrust, and then wheeled to form into a backhand slash.  It glanced off of Krad Eelav’s other sword, sparks flying everywhere.  The Knight suddenly whipped his sword in a series of vertical motions that were dizzyingly fast.

Krad backed up, wary.  This was no beaten Link, bearing a sword that would perish at the Darkness.  This was the ancient Knight of Light, a legend resurrected.  His shield was pure white, with the Hyrulian crest etched into it with gold.  His sword was the stuff of tales, the blade of Light.

Then Krad Eelav started battering all the Knights minds with his evil power.  


The land, broken.  What were left were diseased weeds, and a red menacing sky.  The very ground was charred black, just ashes left.  The wind whipped around, taking the ash and scattering it around.  Wolfos roamed, hunting emaciated animals.


Death.


Looking over to the castle, they saw the grand drawbridge, burnt and rotting.  The heavy rusted chains hung limp.  They could see charred outlines of the houses that were once occupied with happy souls.  Nothing remained.

Then a hole began to appear in the center of the field, sucking in everything.  The Knights watched in horror as everything they knew came tumbling down the void.  After everything was gone, all that was left was pitch black darkness.  It smothered everything.

Link cried out in agony as his worst nightmare flashed before him.  He fell, unable to take the pain.  Everything that was worth living was gone to him.  All that remained was pain and suffering... and Darkness.

A roar brought him back to his senses.


It was the Imp.


Unable to see his friends suffering, he brought his silver capped staff up.  He ran towards Krad Eelav, wanting to bring justice.   Using his speed, he battled Krad with inhuman speed, uttering only one thing.

“For Forest!”


Krad winced, as if the mere words were a wound.  The silver Deku stick was never in one place for too long.  Then Krad roared, and slashed out, injuring the Imp some.

Fla’mas’ eyes flared red.  He picked up his broadsword as Krad knocked the Imp to one side.  With a bellow against evil, he charged only as a Goron could do, a juggernaut of stone.


“For Fire!”


They met with a mighty din, both powerful beings.  Fla’mas nearly sheared his blade off of Krad Eelav’s unyielding swords, for he was beyond his normal strength.  Using his steel plated fists, Fla’mas landed a couple of powerful blows.


Krad Eelav snarled, and kicked the mighty Goron on his back.  He raised both swords for the killing blow when Mikau’s boomerangs glanced off of the blades.


“For Water!”


Krad found himself staring into one of the most ruthless eyes other than his own.  Chips of ice in a swirling black orb, his eyes were frightening.  Mikau was beyond reasoning, fighting like a man that was doomed.  Ice met Shadow as they raged.  Sari was watching when Mikau was overcomed.  Krad gripped his neck and prepared to throttle Mikau who was limp now.

“For Spirit!”


Sari jumped up and slashed at Krad, her twin sabers bringing pain.  Krad hissed as the blades sunk into his flesh, then shook it off.  He was gathering his reserves to finish off the Knights.

“<Yaaaaaaaaarrrrrr!!!!!!!>”


He made a gesture at the ceiling of the subterranean cave and hissed unholy words.  A hairline crack wound its way through the solid rock, and then the cave walls began to shriek as the ceiling began to crumble.

All of the Knights were now determined to finish off Krad.  Sari was dueling with him as the Knights picked up their weapons.  She finished with a flourish as Kafei stepped forward, hands glowing purple.  Kafei made as if to throw a fireball, but then he was nurturing a glowing purple orb in his hands.


“All things must end, Krad Eelav.  Evil will destroy evil.  Shadows will destroy shadows, but light will never completely fade.  Thus is my wish.”


Kafei looked up, his face strangely lit from the growing ball.  The cave was collapsing around him, but he was still.  Except for the falling rock, the cave was silent as a tomb.  His red eyes gleamed in the subterranean darkness, matching the violet orb.

The orb glowed suddenly, sending streams of purple fire out.  The fire caressed the Knights as it passed.  Then it gathered around a spot right before Kafei, whose eyes were closed in concentration.  It swirled around, purple fire everywhere.

Finally, it formed itself into ghostly shimmering runes.  Krad paled when he saw those runes; they were of an ancient prophesy that not even he could deny.  The words flared into his mind with a blaze of light.  Krad Eelav shrieked with agony as the stones crumbled even faster.


Then, Krad Eelav, master of Ikana, began to laugh.  He laughed insanely, howls of victory that sent shivers of fear into the Knights.  He hissed, yellow eyes burning red now.


“<two will fall, five will remain.  You are doomed to fail, Knights!  Shadows will llllllllliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiivvvvvvvveeeeeeee!!!!!!!!!!>”


And with a sinking feeling in Link’s stomach, he saw clearly what Krad was going to do.


“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOooooooooo!!!!!!”

Too late.  Krad Eelav rushed at them, knocking them aside effortlessly.  Time moved in slow motion, agonizingly slow.  

“<For Shaaaaaaaaaaaadow!>”

Krad threw both of his swords with strength, the long blades rotating in the air, deadly things.  Seven pairs of eyes followed the black steel blades, and cried out when it hit its target with a muffled thump.


The Imp was speared with the evil swords.  He gasped in pain, but then his face cleared.  He fell to his knees, and then rolled to his side, a motionless lump.


The Knights were stunned.   They too, couldn’t move.


The Imp was dead.
Light Comes
For a long eternity, nothing moved.  Even the falling rocks halted.  It was so quiet that Link could hear the clash of battle aboveground.  

Then the Knight of Light screamed in agony.  His light flickered, for he was part of all of the Knights, and a part of him had just died.  His Light blazed once more, causing Krad to hiss in momentary pain.  For a seconds worth, his light seared all of the Shadows away.  He cried out one last time, and then was consumed.


“FOR LIGHT!”

The Knight of Light was gone as well.  His echoing cry rang around the cave.  The remaining Knights were lost, for they had suffered the deaths of their comrades.

Then Link stood up.  Slowly, he shed his worries.  He picked up the Master Sword off of the dirt floor.  The blade was humming softly, gleaming with a light that it didn’t have before.  Link stared in the shinning steel, and saw his reflection, the Knight of Light.

“Fight for Light, and Time.  Strike down the evil.”


Link faced Krad Eelav, a changed man.  His face was worn, but had the same calm as the Knight of Light.  He raised the Master Sword, and said the fatal words.


“For Time.”


Time moved in slow motion again, perhaps to aid Link.  He saluted, and then jumped with an infernal roar.  Blade met blade in the final match between good and evil.  Link verses Krad Eelav, Light verses Darkness.


Link swung the Sword in an arc, and then quickly reversed the blow.  Krad blocked the underhand swipe with his shield, and then retrieved one of his bloodstained swords with a flick of his hand.  Krad then jabbed in at Link’s stomach, hoping to spear him.  Link stepped back, and swiped Krad’s blade away.  He then came close, swirling.  Krad Eelav dodged, then somersaulted over Links head.  Turning swiftly, he thrust again at Link who parried it with ease.

Becoming frustrated, Krad launched into a series of rapid slices.  Link avoided them, guided with the Knight of Light.  Relentless determination was in Link’s eyes, determination to end evil.  Krad Eelav was scared now, fear touching him.  


Link then started swinging the Sword with accuracy, bruising Krad every time it landed.  Step by step, Link forced the evil back, his blade a shinning silver flash.

Krad Eelav feinted, and then triumphantly roared as he thought his sword went for Link’s head.  He stopped short as his sword went into empty air.  He glanced back, and saw the steel swinging at his head.  

He dodged just in time, but was shaking now.  Never in his life had he been bested by anyone.  Link used his momentum to continue, and wound Krad.  Thrusting, hacking, and slashing, the two fought a duel of death.


Link was growing in Krad’s mind, a giant fixed on his death.  For the first time, Krad Eelav faltered.  Blue eyes stared into Krad’s stone heart.  They were intense enough to shatter his iron will.  Link then started repeating an ancient poem that rang in the evil’s heart like a death bell.

“In the Land of Death, light must rise.


Shine Light in Deepest Darkness, for Light will come,


Justice is here, Darkness will flee; 


Light is ‘ere.


Darkness will perish ‘neath the blade.


Evil’s Bane, conquer thou.”


Link hacked at Krad with the Master Sword with inhuman speed and agility.  He flitted around the shadow, scoring several hits.  For a second, he was air born as he scored yet another hit on Krad.  Then he landed, and twisted, catlike.


Flames rose with an infernal intensity.  Link hacked in a savage slash with all of his strength. Krad Eelav could see for a moment that there was fire in Link’s eyes.  They shone red for a brief instant as he drew back.


As Link parried Krad’s return thrust with liquid ease, he could hear the lapping of water in his mind.  Eerie songs of the past chanted within his mind as he revolved swiftly.  Then he hardened, ice cold.

Endless sand, a trial.  Amber eyes stared into the distance then faded.  Link whipped around with merciless speed as the Master Sword met Krad’s cutlasses with a jarring impact.  He flicked his blade away, and then jabbed like a hornet.


Link stepped back for an instant as shadows seeked to conquer him.  Ikana, Stone Tower, Krad Eelav; all of the horrors that he witnessed came back.  They all rolled in his mind as Krad Eelav leapt towards Link with a screech.

Light burst in its glorious radiance.  Shadows recoiled as the Hero came.  All doubt vanished as the Knight of all stepped forward.  Link’s blazing eyes glittered as he lifted the Master Sword once again. 

White lightning flickered over the ghostly edge of the Blade of Evil’s Bane.  Krad Eelav was powerless to stop the oncoming blade.  He screeched one last time as the sword bit into him.  


There was a blinding flash as Krad Eelav keened with pain.  He rose into the air, lightning sparkling all over him.  His swords clanged to the ground.  Krad Eelav howled one last time, and then sunk to the ground.  All was silent.

A motionless lump lay at Link’s feet.  Link bent down to investigate Krad’s remains when it dissolved into inky black shadows.  They swirled around the Hero, seeking to envelop the warrior.  Tighter and tighter the evil shadows constricted, in one last attempt to defeat the Hero, until the Master Sword slashed once again through the bonds.

The darkness evaporated, and something fell to the floor with a clang.  Link realized that the cave had stopped collapsing since Krad Eelav disappeared.  He strode over to the object, and kicked it over.


When he saw the object in clear light, he smiled a predator’s smile.  It was Krad’s swords crossed and welded against his shield.  Link stared at the curious object for a long time, the unmarked Master Sword hanging at his side.


With a sudden burst of strength, Link sheared through the ancient weapons with his blade.  Nary a sound was made as the Sword sliced through the last pieces of Krad Eelav existence.  As he drew back, they faded, and disappeared along with the rest of the darkness of the cave.


Link turned back to the Knights, weary.  Lines were etched in his face that was not there before.  He sheathed his blade, and met the Knights eyes. At last, the great evil that had stalked the land was gone forever.
Healings
As the Knights stepped on the firm soil aboveground, Krad’s army turned towards them.  Without a sound, the Master Sword blazed once again and vanquished every last foe with a flash.  The light congregated back within the blade as Link lowered it.

The villagers peered around the corners of the houses to look at the Knights.  They murmured as they saw Link transformed.  One or two started to cheer, but were quickly silenced.

The Knights walked to the stairway to Karkariko Village, and was greeted by the Watch commander.  Link nodded curtly to him when he asked to summon all of the Watch.  As they gathered, Link started to talk.


“My comrades, ye fought well.  Facing against unnumbered opposition, ye did not back down.  To your courage, we won, though at a great cost.”


He looked down at the body of the Imp that he had carried.  A tear ran down his face.


“We have lost two of the Knights.  Foreseen by the Prophesy, we couldn’t unravel the mysteries of Time.  Honest tears can be shed, for we have lost our companions.”

The audience began to weep.  They had won, at a great cost.  Over a quarter of the Watch had been lost.  Friends and family had suffered.  They hushed again as Link rose his head.


“But like all creatures, we need sunlight as well as tears.  Celebrate, for we have won!  Krad Eelav is defeated!  No more are we under the threat of a Shadow!  WE HAVE WON!!!”


Finally, the ragged army cheered, for they had fought and won the hardest battle of their lives, the War of the Shadow.  


Shiek made her way over to Link, and they met eyes.  Countless emotions swept between them.  They embraced, having survived their greatest trial ever.  Hyrule had prevailed once again against the forces of Darkness.
~O~


Three days passed in a blur, cleaning the battle site and the Village.  There were funerals to attend, and the battle carnage to clean up.  Yet, everyone’s heart was at peace, for they had won against the Shadow.  Hyrule was once again, blanketed by peace.

The Knights first went to the Shadow Temple, and freed Impa, who was in a deep coma.  Zelda healed her as they traveled to North Castle. When the Knights woke on the third day since the battle, the King honored them.  He declared that there was going to be a grand feast in one moon’s time.

~O~


Link was looking for Zelda in the castle.  He looked in the peaceful gardens, and then in her tower. When it appeared that Zelda wasn’t in her room, Link thought Hmm.  Hope she hasn’t run off again.  Such a thought would have made him grin in the past, now all he could manage was a weak smile.


He finally found her in the stables, saddling a horse.  Bags of travel rations were by her side.


“Zelda!  What in the world are you doing here?!”


He eyed her bags and added,


“Running off again?”


She looked at him, and then said,


“I just need to escape here for a while.  I… have been restless.”


“So have I.”


Link looked at her.  Her beautiful golden hair tumbled down her back, accenting her wide blue eyes.  She wore leggings and a oversized shirt with the Hyruliian crest on it.


“You want to come to the Lost Woods with me?” Link said.

She stared at him, surprised.  Then she smiled gently.


“That would be great.”

~O~


Minutes later, they were riding out of the castle, Link on Epona, and Zelda on her snow white steed named Crysta.  Link told her about his past adventures while she listened.  It was a sunny day, peaceful.


Near the end of the day when long shadows appeared, they saw the familiar wooden log that was the entry point of Kokri Forest.  They left the horses to graze, and entered Link’s home.


A few days passed, while they enjoyed themselves skipping rocks across the pond, visiting Saria, and just talking.  They grew familiar with each other, so much so that you never saw one of them without the other.


They also visited the Imp’s tree stump, remembering the braveness of the curious Knight.


“I suppose I should be the Forest Knight now since there isn’t one.”


“Somehow that feels right too.”


He sighed, feeling at peace.  The woods were perfect to heal your hurts.


“I remember when the Deku Tree called me to start this adventure.”


He grinned at the memory, and then faced Zelda.


She smiled too, and then looked at the ground.


“What are you going to do now, Link?”


“Come back with you to the castle, I suppose.”

“You aren’t going to stay here?”  she asked, heart beating faster.   

“No reason to.  Plus, you would be at the castle.”

Link looked at her, and then took her hand.  She stared deeply into his stunning blue eyes.  Zelda felt like she could loose herself in those fathomless pools of courage.  Then Link spoke the words that he was yearning to.
“I-I love you.  I can’t live without you.  Will you come back to the castle with me as my betrothed?”

Her heart was beating wildly, and she trembled.  She looked up again, and saw that she couldn’t refuse that eager face.  They were meant for each other.
“I... will.  I love you too.”

Link smiled, and drew her close.

The Wedding

When Link and Zelda arrived back at North Castle, the Knights noticed that something was different about Link.  He seemed to have had healed from the war.  Zelda was different too, easier to talk to.  The next day, Link and the Knights sat down and talked.  

When he spilled the big news, all of them cheered, for they knew that this was going to happen soon.  This was in a way, washing off the last traces of the war.  All of the Knights congratulated him. Fla’mas pounded him on the back until Link fell over.  Fla’mas helped him up while the others laughed.

The big day was to come at the eve of the feast.

~O~

The Night before…

Zelda was in her chambers, fretting about the next day.  She looked at her bed; her white gown was over it.  It was splendid, with silver threads sewn into it, and the Triforce on the front.  Her father had given it to her with a wink.  

A knock sounded; she hurried to the door, and opened it.  Impa was standing there, her arms crossed.  She was fully healed now, but had lost some of her young vigorousness.

“Impatient, eh?”

Zelda twisted her hands as Impa closed the door.  They both sat on spare chairs facing the bed.

“I…”

Impa came over and kneeled.  The firelight flickered over her red eyes as she soothed Zelda.

“Youngling, this is but a step in your long life.  A big one; but a happy one.  You are ready for it; for I have seen the love blossoming.”

“You think he is the one?”

“Zelda, you are ready.  He is the one.”

All nervousness vanished from Zelda.  Her blue eyes were clear.  She looked at her wise mentor.

“Thank you.”

Impa chuckled, and put a hand on her shoulder.  One look was all that was needed.
“Good luck, princess.”

~O~

In the Temple of Time…

Zelda paced inside an antechamber in the Temple of Time.  She was nervous.  Had she mussed her hair? Was her dress wrinkly?  Did she look fine?  She strode over to a mirror and peered into it.  Zelda forced herself to take a deep breath and relax.  You’re going to be fine, she told herself.

No sooner than she had calmed down when Impa came in.  Zelda’s servant looked her over, and then beamed.

“You look great.  You should see Link, he looks awesome.  You ready?” 

Zelda was about to reply, that no, -what if she had dirt on her gown- she was not ready, when Impa led her out with a forceful hand.  

As she walked out, she first noticed the long red carpet that ran all the way to the other side of the massive hallway.  Zelda followed its path with her eyes, and it led her to Link.  

She gaped a little when she saw him.  Dressed in his finest white tunic, he had gold threads woven into his top.  Freshly combed hair matched his intense blue eyes.  They stared into hers, with passion deep within them.
Automatically, Zelda’s feet carried her slowly down the plush carpet.  She didn’t notice that he was in awe of her beauty.  Her silvery white gown trailed along, accenting her fluttery white veil.  A golden Triforce shone on her top while golden hair hung on the sides of her face.  Her complexion was flawless, drawing the attention to her stunning eyes.

The Sage started to speak when she drew close to Link.  They grasped each others hands, motionless.  Both of their hearts were fluttery as the Sage continued to speak.
Link looked into Zelda’s eyes, her pools of sweetness.  He felt warmth seep into his hands.  He took a deep sigh, feeling the passion sweep through him.  This was somehow more heart pounding then battling with Ganon.  He was ready, this was his fate.

Zelda looked at the man that she loved, and felt safe and secure.  The very lines of his body warmed her.  As her heart pounded wildly, she loved him more than she could express.  Her eyes made the mistake of staring into his.  She came closer as the Sage intoned the final words.
They leaned close, and then Zelda remembered that they were supposed to trade rings.
“Oh!  We forgot to give each other our rings!”

Link chuckled, his breath warm on her face.

“That’s allright, my dear.  We can do that later.”

She succumbed to her feelings, and kissed Link.  

They held each other for what seemed like an eternity, letting their passions sweep over themselves unchecked.  This was meant to be.
The crowd let an earsplitting roar of joyfulness escape them.  Their future rulers of Hyrule were united.  The Knights cheered, even Kafei grinned.  

Among the crowd were all of the Sages, including Raru, Darunia, and the others. They smiled at each other, happy that their charges were married at last.

The Hero of Time and the Princess of Hyrule were wedded at last.





Hyrule would flourish with them.

~THE END~
