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*Prologue*

Inside the Temple of Time


A cloaked figure ran towards the Temple of Time, praying that the security of the night would keep him hidden from wary eyes, namely Link, or any of the six sages for that matter. The princess was not much of a threat, unless of course she had foreseen him coming here. And if she did happen to come into view, he couldn’t attack or kidnap her; doing so would create mass mayhem and worldwide panic.


And even if he did manage to overpower her, Link would be looking for her in a second, and that was a thought that sent shivers up his spine.


Only two thoughts were occupying his evil mind, free Gannon, and gain revenge on the hero, the princess, and the sages. Even if he had to travel two thousand years foreword in time with his master to succeed his quest, (which was likely) he would do it in a second.


When he reached his destination, he blew out his candle. He knew that light would be provided for him in the tall, ancient building. 


He walked in and spoke in a voice that would scare even the bravest in Hyrule, “I have them master.”


 Ganon, the second voice, was even more terrible than the first said, “You have the chosen six, but what of the princess? Have you forgotten that she is most essential to my plan?”


The first man bowed deeply. “But of course not my lord. She is injured in her mind. I don’t think anything can penetrate that shield she has put around herself, perhaps the power of the six sages, but I have seen to it that they were destroyed.”


 Ganon laughed the kind of laugh that made you wish that you’d stayed home under your bed for the rest of your life. “Very good Alamatre, I am pleased with your work. But exactly where is the chosen girl?”


 Alamatre smiled a not-very toothy smile. “She has fallen into your trap, sir, and will remain so until you choose.”


“And of the six?” Ganon inquired.


“Scattered throughout Hyrule. In the six temples to be exact. They have met the same fate as their ancestors, but this time there will be no awakening for any of them.”

Alamatre smiled as he finished his monthly report.

Ganon’s voice grew quiet in thought. “Yes, I have met the Sage of Light. Yes, she is imprisoned within the evil realm, as was Rauru, her forefather. I am pleased.” Gannon spoke louder than before. “You need not find the hero, in a few days my plan will be activated, and I doubt he can find us in that amount of time. In the mean time, keep an eye on that girl. She is more than meets the eye. Make sure you never underestimate her Alamatre.”


Alamatre bowed deeply and said, “I have found a way to watch over her without even entering the castle. No one will ever know what hit Hyrule.”

***

*Chapter One*

Adalina’s Ice Dagger and Awakening


“Her hair is that of a Hylian’s, but her ears are rounded, like a Gerudo, but is it possible that she could be both?” 


There were three people in the room that pondered that exact question. 


The first was a young man of 17. He wore the uniform of a Hylian knight, but under normal circumstances, you could find him wearing a green tunic. His hair was blonde, his eyes were blue, and his ears were pointed; rather like an elf’s. His name was Link, the first Hero of Time.


The second was a maiden who was also 17. Her long, blonde hair fell to just above her waist. She wore a fancy dress and was almost never seen in anything different. Her eyes were blue, her ears were also gracefully pointed, and a golden tiara inlaid with an oval shaped ruby rested on her head. One could almost sense a feeling of wisdom as one approached her; she was Zelda, the Princess of Destiny.


The third wasn’t someone you could tell her age just by looking at her, mainly because she was a Shekiah. She was the princess’s friend and caretaker. She wore the traditional Shekiah outfit, which was a blue leotard like thing, with gray leggings and a red eye in the center of the leotard. Her hair was white and her eyes changed colors often. She was known as Impa, Sage of Shadow.


There was a fourth in the room, although she was unconscious. She was like a miniature version of the princess, only her ears were rounded. She was 12 years old, and wore a pink and turquoise T-shirt and a pair of jeans. She lay in a four-poster bed and had lain asleep for three days. The other three could not tell what had happened to her.


Zelda spoke first. “I sense more energy gathering in her, she will awaken in a few days if we’re lucky. But for now, we need to summon the other five sages; there is much that needs to be discussed.”


Link nodded gravely. “It’s quiet in Hyrule, too quiet. Something is boiling under the surface, and I say I go and check it out.”


Impa smiled. “Adalina awakens. Today.”


Link and Zelda looked confused. “Adalina?”


“The girl right in front of you. I will summon Susanna to watch over her, you send word to the sages, the sooner they get here the better,” Impa replied.


“How did you know the girl’s name, Impa?” Zelda asked.


Impa smiled slyly. “I entered the girl’s mind and talked to her there. She panicked when I tried to gather the necessary information; she even managed to fight back for a while. She is strong of mind and spirit, I find her amusing.”


“Fight back? What do you mean?” Link inquired.


Impa sighed. “Entering a person’s mind is a complicated process, and dangerous as well. If the person detects you, he or she can make a weapon of an element of his or her choice and use it against you. She chose the ice dagger, although it would have been wiser for her to use the light arrow, as that is my weakest point. If she were stronger, she would have proceeded to invade my mind.”


Zelda smiled. “It sounds complicated. Do you think I could try? I’ve got some questions I’d like answered.”


Impa looked at Zelda. “No. For one thing, it would drain a lot, if not all, of Adalina’s energy to try it again. For another, if she senses a presence other than mine she might attack you. And finally, you don’t know how. It takes years of training.” Impa turned solemn. “You two can go now. Susanna will take care of Miss Adalina. Hurry! Susanna will not be happy if she finds you in a lady’s room, Link.”


Link and Zelda hurried off to summon the other five sages and Impa went to get Susanna. All three wondered what new surprises Adalina had in store for them, good and bad.

***


Zelda and Link walked hand in hand down the halls of the mammoth castle. Neither said a word, but the silence was friendly. The two had known each other for a long time, and through troubled times too. The silence remained until Link decided to break it.


“I’m glad about Adalina getting better so soon.”


“Yes.”


“Is that all you’re going to say, Princess?”


Zelda smiled and playfully ran ahead, as she looked back she said, “It’s Zelda. We don’t have to be formal do we, Fairy Boy?”


That was what Link hated most. Fairy boy, how embarrassing. The name had been given to him by Malon, the daughter of the owner of Lon Lon Ranch. It stuck, and how Zelda found out about his nickname was a mystery to him.


Zelda smiled slyly. “Oh, I’m sorry. I forgot that you don’t like being called Fairy boy. Well how about Grasshopper? Is that better Grasshopper?”


How did she know about Romani? She wasn’t even in the country when that happened.


The race began when Zelda ran down the marble halls. He laughter echoed against the stone, filling the room with light, joy, and peace. Link was not for behind her, he was seeking revenge for being called the two things he hated most. But he was asking for it. He knew that her greatest desire was for him to see her for who she was and not just heir to the throne.


Their game of chase ended in the castle courtyard, where they had met on that fateful day so long ago. Zelda and Link both stood in awe as they pondered their now erased past. 


Zelda was the first to respond. She took a step onto the stone platform and peered into the window, crouching to rest her chin on the marble windowsill.


 Link stood in a patch of daisies and looked at Zelda. The emblem of a red eagle and the triforce was above her, and at her feet were pots of blood red tulips. He walked towards her ever so slowly and tapped on her shoulder.


Zelda pivoted and faced him, gasped, and exclaimed, “Who are you? How did you get past the guards?” Without waiting for Link’s line, she continued. “Is that…a fairy? Then…then you wouldn’t happen to have the Spiritual stone of the Forest would you? That green and shining stone. Do you have it?”


Link answered playfully, “No.”


Zelda and Link collapsed in a heap, laughing and giggling until their sides hurt. Zelda coughed out, “You’re…supposed…to…say…yes…”


Link laughed, “I know.”


Both fell silent, until once again, Link broke the silence. 


“It was fun to act like a child once again. I almost forgot I was a knight.


“Yes, I no longer felt like an heir to the throne. I was just a giddy school girl…”


Mother nature pulled out her vibrantly colored paints and tossed them across the sky as the sun was setting. All the colors were different, and yet they blended together to make one. Zelda and Link were left in awe as darkness spread across the vast sky just as it did every night.

***


Susanna laid her hand on Adalina’s forehead. It was hot to the touch, but not as hot as it was before. In a gentle voice she spoke the words, “Adalina, wake up child. Time is passing, you must not linger in darkness any longer.”


As if by command, Adalina ever so slowly opened her heavy eyelids, revealing stunning, yet beautiful blue eyes beneath. The first thing she said was, “Are you Impa?”


Susanna laughed. “Mistress Impa is away an important business, but I was told that you communicated with her. If you’d like, I could summon her here.”


Adalina looked ashamed. “No. That’s all right. I’m sorry. I forgot my manners. I’m Adalina. May I inquire of who you are?”


“You may. My name is Susanna; I will be your maid during your stay here. Anyway enough talk. I know a person who wants to meet with you, although I think you may not yet be strong enough. But here, drink this.”


Susanna pulled out a glass bottle with a red liquid in it and held it to Adalina’s lips. Susanna tilted it back to let the liquid flow. The moment it touched Adalina’s tongue, she spat it out, spraying everything around her with the icky substance.


“Ugh…” Adalina spat out in disgust. “It’s horrible.”


“But it will give you strength. You must drink it all.”


Adalina stared helplessly at the glass bottle and then shifted her gaze to Susanna. She seized the bottle from Susanna’s hand and forced herself to swallow every last drop as fast as she possibly could. When she finished, she felt like vomiting.


Susanna took the bottle from her and winked. “Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?” She teased. She knew what it was like to be force-fed a red potion. And the green potion was ten times worse.


Adalina flopped on her stomach and sighed. “Well, I do feel a little stronger.”


Susanna broke out in the biggest smile Adalina had ever seen. “It’s settled then. You shall dine with the Royal Family tonight!”

***

*Chapter Two*

Royal introduction


“Your head is held high, always. Don’t let those books fall!” Susanna shouted such advice as Adalina struggled to balance five huge textbooks on her head while walking, running, dancing, and curtsying. These exercises made Adalina’s neck ache from the extensive weight, and her head buzz from all the information being crammed into her short-term memory.


“Tsk, tsk. That won’t do. Take those books off of your head and let me teach you proper table behavior.”


Adalina was relieved to hear these words. She obediently took them off and sat cross-legged in front of Susanna.


Susanna began her speech. “Now, at the foot of the table sits the king, and on his right sits Princess Zelda. Now Zelda requested that Link dine with us today so he will sit next to her and Impa will sit next to him, you will sit in the only chair left. They will be seated before we arrive, I will drop you off and then leave. The knights will also leave at this time.”


“Ok…so am I supposed to curtsy or something like that when I enter?” Adalina asked timidly.


“Oh yes. Just a normal curtsy will do.”


“Anything else I should know?”


Susanna thought a minute. “Don’t speak unless spoken to. And it would be polite of you to mention how much you love it here and thank him for his generous hospitality.”


“What will I be wearing?”


Susanna smiled mysteriously. “Come this way. The dresses are in here.”

***


Impa, Zelda, and Link were in the dining room talking while waiting for dinner to begin. 


“Well, I think you will find her amusing,” Impa stated. “And she’s willing to cooperate too. As soon as she thinks we are trustworthy she will tell us what we need to know.”


Zelda was standing nearby. “I feel delighted to meet her. I’m sure she will prove to be a wonderful guest.”


Link smiled. “Of course, but the question is why is she here? You say she has some qualities from every race in Hyrule, Impa? I find that hard to believe.”


Impa frowned and closed her eyes for a long time, then she sighed and said, “I don’t know where she comes from or why she is here, but she will serve a purpose before she leaves.”


Link looked thoughtfully at Zelda. “Any dreams, Zelda?”


Zelda shook her head in reply. “Well…”


She was cut off by the sound of the door opening in ran a Paige. The first thing he did was say, “Be seated. Adalina is almost ready.”

***


Frankly, Adalina felt like she was a princess herself. The clothes they had given her were made for nobility, if not royalty. They had spent a full two hours preparing her hair, her dress, her make-up, (which mainly consisted of red paint for lipstick) and everything in between. 


The dress she wore was white, and it was inlaid with emeralds, rubies, sapphires, amethysts, topaz, and citrines. When her arms were held straight out, her sleeves formed triangles that fell elegantly to the floor. Around her neck was a gold medallion in the shape three triangles with another triangle missing in the middle, and on her head rested a thin golden band, encircling her straight, long, golden hair. She wore white silk gloves and to complete her outfit, she was given a pair of opal- blue velvet, high heel shoes.


Adalina wondered who arranged this outfit for her. She had a strange suspicion that these six gems and the strange triangles were more than mere decoration.


Susanna walked in. She stared in shock at Adalina’s outfit for a long time before smiling. “You look wonderful! You are now fit to meet the royal family. Come now. They’re waiting.” Susanna turned away assuming that Adalina would follow, but she didn’t. “Is something troubling you my child?”


Adalina looked at Susanna. “What do these six colors and these three triangles mean, Susanna?”


A look of worry crossed Susanna’s face. “Let’s hope you never have to find out, my dear. Now come. We mustn’t keep the royal family waiting.”

***


Everyone was seated in the banquet hall. The king, Princess Zelda, Sir Link, and Impa, were gathered at one of many fine cherry wood tables. There was one empty seat waiting for Adalina.


No one said a word. Everything seemed non-existent save the tall door that Adalina waited nervously behind. 


The king’s advisor, Alamatre, walked briskly into the vast hall. In a loud voice he said, “Miss Adalina may now proceed into the dining hall.”


Adalina’s heart skipped a beat. It was now or never. ‘There’s always the option to run,’ she thought.


She walked slowly foreword with Susanna at her side and some knights forming a semi-circle behind her. Her footsteps echoed in the large room and that was the only sound. Adalina kept her eyes down as a sign of respect, almost afraid to look up. She halted about three feet from the table and swept herself into the curtsy that Susanna had taught her, all the while keeping her eyes lowered. 


A hand reached under Adalina’s chin and raised her head until she was looking straight into the eyes of the king. ‘His expression is kind,’ Adalina thought joyfully. She allowed a warm, glowing smile to spread over her face.


Sensing that the tension was broken, Zelda, Link, and Impa smiled and at the exact same moment. Adalina turned to them, this time looking up confidently and curtsying to each. Link bowed in reply to her gesture, while Zelda and Impa returned her curtsy. 


“I am Adalina.” She said softly and sweetly. “May I inquire who you are?”


So begins their story.

***


Dinner was, in one word, divine.


There seemed to be no end to the food, in fact, it seemed to multiply! Adalina as well as everyone else ate slowly, all the while talking joyfully about Adalina’s home and Hylian culture and everything else. There was no tension whatsoever between any of them. 


“So, where you come from, what’s it like?” Zelda asked.


Adalina replied, “Different in ways that I can’t even begin to explain, like…here. I’ll give you an example.”


Adalina pulled out a cylinder with strange writing on it. “This is a battery. In it is contained the power of lightning…electricity.”


“Wouldn’t such a force be dangerous?” Link inquired.


“Quite to the contrary, Link. Look! It can help us greatly by giving us…” Adalina pulled out a strange device and inserted the battery before finishing her sentence. “Light that does not burn.” Adalina flipped a switch and light emitted from the flashlight instantly.


Everyone at the table was amazed. Impa asked, “Are there other uses for batteries?” 


Adalina put the flashlight in her lap. “Of course. There are many things that I don’t have with me, so they’d be very difficult to explain.”


“I think I understand,” Zelda replied. “I saw in my dream a strange box with numbers on it…”


“A telephone? Yes, it is used to talk to others who live very far away.”


The king stood up regally. “I must be going. Is there anything I can do for you Adalina?”


Adalina put her hands on her head, thinking. After a long time she asked, “If it wouldn’t be too much trouble…sir…I would like to be allowed into the library. I know it may seem like I’m intruding or something…”


Zelda cut across her. “It’s no trouble at all! Why, I was wondering when you would start to ask questions. Perhaps my attendants will escort you there. Yes you are excused. There is no book that is limited to your reach. Now go and learn all you can!”


Adalina’s smile spread across her face. She couldn’t believe it. “Thank you Princess Zelda! I believe I shall go right now! It was a pleasure to meet you all. Sir Link, I enjoyed being here. Impa, I’ll see you at the counsel tomorrow.” And with that said, Adalina skipped down toward the massive library.

***


“So do you find her amusing?” Impa asked. “She’s such a free spirit.”


“I agree wholeheartedly. But the dress…is it possible…?” Princess Zelda was in the process of folding her crimson linen napkin. Soon she sunk deep into thought.


Link answered. “Do you dream of her, Zelda?”


Zelda jerked herself out of her trance and thought. “I dream of a girl, whether it be her or not is beyond my knowledge.”


“Do tell Zelda,” Link replied, meeting her eyes. They locked eye contact for a second, before Zelda looked down. 


“There are six young girls, plus another that is wounded. The six each wear the colors of the sages, light yellow, forest green, fire red, water blue, spirit orange, and shadow violet. The seventh is lying down, apparently hurt, but from what I can’t tell. She put up a shield around herself and because of that the six can’t help her. But within her shield is a dark presence that could not possibly be anything but Ganon.” Zelda’s voice trailed off. “If Adalina is that wounded girl I foresee, then she has had an encounter with Ganon.”


“Do you think she’d be willing to tell us, Zelda?” Link asked.


Impa glared at him. “Are you willing to talk about your encounter with him? Yours must have been a lot more pleasant than hers, whatever it was. Yours ended in victory, but did hers? She’s still alive, but is she whole? And I’m sure he could have killed her if he wanted to, why did he let her live?”


“I agree. There’s too much to be asked,” Zelda replied.


“Perhaps we should bring up the subject at the counsel tomorrow,” Link said. “I’m sure she’d tell us if she knew we could help…”


Impa interrupted him. “How? Is there anything we can offer her?”


Zelda was next to speak. “I need to look up a few things in the library myself. I will see you tomorrow.”


Link kept his eyes on her as she walked slowly out of the dining hall. Zelda looked back only once, and that was to throw a brilliant smile at Link, who blushed every shade of red.


When Zelda had left the room, Impa stated, “There’s more between you and the princess than friendship. And don’t you dare deny it.” 

***

*Chapter Three*

The royal library



Adalina skipped merrily down the marble halls of Hyrule Castle humming her favorite tune. She had been given the opportunity of a lifetime. While walking to dinner, Adalina had overheard some maids saying that the library was the largest in Hyrule. Scholars from all over the world came to study in the marvelous place. 


She entered the library in awe. It was enormous! The floors were covered in blood red carpet and several tapestries and portraits adorned the walls. Shelf upon shelf was lined with books of various colors, heights, and widths. 


Her steps were muffled on the soft carpet, so there was no sound at all. Adalina ran her fingers along the spines of many books, reading their titles. Hylian history, Legends of the Lost Woods, Journey through the sands: an account of the Gerudo, the titles went on and on.


For hours she looked at the thousands of books. Some she stopped to read on beautifully carved tables, but none held any information about the six gems or the three triangles. For a while she almost forgot why she had asked to come.


Adalina stopped. The other books had been all colors of the rainbow, sometimes even made with gold or silver, but this one was spotless, pure, vibrant white. She read the spine, The book of Mudora. 


Carefully she lifted the book off of the shelf. It had that emblem of the three golden triangles that she had been wondering about earlier, six gems, an emerald, a ruby, a sapphire, a topaz, an amethyst, and a citrine surrounded them. A flicker of light shone in her eyes as she opened the book and began to look for the information she needed. She began to read while walking, so it came as quite a shock for her when she ran into something solid.


Adalina was sent flying backwards and landed sprawled out on her back, The Book of Mudora landing about two feet away from her head. She let out a miserable groan. “Wha-?”


She opened her eyes. A hand was being extended to her. “Let me help you up, My Lady.”


Adalina grasped the hand and let the stranger pull her to her feet. She wobbled a little, but caught herself by leaning against a nearby bookshelf.


“I’m sorry my lady. I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going and I ran into you…” 


Adalina looked up at her rescuer. It was a boy. He had blonde hair that fell to just above his shoulders and was pulled back into a tiny ponytail. His eyes were a soft blue and he wore a collar-shirt and trousers that were royal blue linen. 


Their eyes locked. Adalina couldn’t decide if his eyes were kind or not. He looked absolutely astounded. 


“Thank you stranger,” said Adalina simply as she brushed off her dress.


“I…you don’t have to call me ‘stranger’ Miss Adalina. My name is William, but call me Will.”


“Will…I am pleased to meet your acquaintance.” She stooped down to pick up the Book of Mudora but Will beat her to it. As they both crouched down to pick it up their eyes locked once more. Shyly, Adalina looked away.


Will inspected the book and his eyes grew wide. “You are looking for answers in here, Miss?”


“Yes.” Adalina stated in a matter-of-fact way. “And we don’t have to be formal Will. Call me either Adalina or by my nickname Ada.”


“What are you looking for?” Will asked and then quickly added, “Adalina.”


Adalina inspected him suspiciously. “Do you see these six gems on my dress and these three triangles?”


“Yes.”


“Well, this may sound crazy but…” Adalina paused. “I don’t think they’re just there for decoration…I feel like…like they mean something.”


There was a long pause in which neither dared to speak. Will was trying to hide his feelings and Adalina was deep in thought.


The silence was broken by a man yelling, “William!”


Will and Adalina looked up and around until they saw Alamatre, one of the king’s advisors. “William! I’ve been looking everywhere for you. Don’t you have studying to do?”


Will blushed bright red, although Adalina couldn’t tell why. “I don’t feel like it today.”


That was the wrong thing to say. Alamatre exploded. “You get down there and study now so you may take your place in the cycle!”


Cycle?


Alamatre looked at Adalina. “My lady, it is an honor to meet the royal guest.” He bowed slightly.


Adalina was starting to feel uncomfortable. “Shouldn’t you only bow to royalty and nobility? I am neither, let me assure you.”


“It doesn’t matter your status girl. Will, come…now!!!”


Will looked helplessly at Alamatre, then at Adalina. He faced Adalina and bowed. “I enjoyed your presence. Perhaps destiny will permit we meet again.” And with that, he turned and followed his father.

***


Adalina sat down to try to calm her frayed nerves. Alamatre had taken away her breath and her ability to think. Something about him frightened her. 


But Will…


She decided then and there that they would be dear friends. Perhaps her could help her in her quest for answers.


She opened The Book of Mudora and began to read. But she hadn’t finished two paragraphs when a delicate hand wearing a silk glove rested on her shoulder. Adalina turned around. It was Zelda. 


She smiled kindly. “I am glad to find the library to your liking, but I have a request. Today at noon, as you may know, the six sages, Link and I will gather to talk over important matters. I would greatly appreciate if you would attend. There needs be much talk over you. We have never seen another like you. Impa said that you share traits with all of the known races in Hyrule. We wish to see if that is true.”


Adalina stood and curtsied, but Zelda stopped her. “It is my wish that you will see me as a friend, and not a princess.” She winked at her and left in a flurry of skirts.

***


Soon it was time for the meeting, and everyone was there to prepare Adalina. The six sages were in the boardroom talking already, and soon Adalina would be invited in, and after that, Susanna would be interviewed.


Adalina had chosen to wear a light blue, short-sleeved dress with daisies embroidered on the skirt and a light blue shawl on her shoulders. Her blonde hair had been brushed until it created a shining frame for her pale face. She wore a necklace made of transparent thread, and a diamond shone in the middle of it.


Over all, all that remained to do was wait. Susanna tried to calm Adalina, who was sitting on her four-poster bed with her head in her hands. “They really are nice, each of them in their own way. Just remember to tell the truth, Impa will be able to tell if you aren’t.”


This did little to console Adalina. She just sat there. He mind traveled to The Book of Mudora, then to Will, and then to the meeting. It was just one cycle of confusion and frustration.


While she sat idle, Adalina couldn’t stop the fog from clouding all her senses as she fell into a trance…


“Why do I have to study this mom? I won’t ever need it. We live in a safe area, I’m sure I will never have need to pick up the sword.”


Adalina’s mother moved closer and stroked her hair. “I care too much for you to ever be hurt, my Ada. The world is shifting, and soon you may need to defend yourself.”


“But…”


“Now Adalina, you know it is my deepest wish. Do you remember what happened to your father when he was your age?”


Adalina sighed. “Yes, I do.”


“If that ever happened to you I couldn’t live with myself. Besides, you can’t let Nehima sit in her scabbard all day, now can you?”


Adalina’s gaze shifted to Nehima. She was a beautiful example of a blade. But she reminded her of everything she had lost in the battle…


“Are you all right, Adalina?”


Adalina looked up. Link was standing in the doorway, and he looked worried.  For the first time Adalina realized that cold tears were running down her cheeks. She quickly wiped them away and smiled at him. “Of course. Are you ready for me?”


“Yes. But is something wrong?”


“No, it’s nothing. Please lead the way.”

***

*Chapter Four*

Counsel of the Six Sages


Link escorted Adalina to the boardroom where the interview waited. She was pale, Link noticed. He wondered if what Zelda said was true. Had she had an encounter with Ganon? 


If she had, either Ganon himself or his mere memory was doing a good job of tearing her apart.

***


They arrived at the boardroom all too soon for Adalina’s liking. She expected Link to open the door for her, but when he didn’t, she just stared onward for literally minutes. The silence was deep and consuming.


After a while, Link stepped up and put his hand on her shoulder. He sensed pure fear radiating from her, but what was she afraid of?


He put a hand on the door but Adalina was the one who ended up opening it. From where they stood they had a perfect view of the room.


It was large, with emerald carpet and drapes. The walls were white, and in the middle of the room was a large, rectangular wood table. The six sages and Zelda were seated there, with two seats for her and Link remaining.


Adalina saw the chosen six, a Kokiri girl, a Goron leader, a Zora princess, a Gerudo warrior, A Shekiah caretaker, and a Hylian guardian. All of them stared at her in fascination.


Saria, the sage of forest, was a Kokiri girl who loved to play the ocarina. She had been Link’s own childhood friend, and the one who had taken him in as an orphaned infant. Since Kokiri never grow up, Saria looked like a ten year old girl. She wore a deep green shirt and shorts and lime green boots. Her most noticeable feature was her short, light green hair.


 Darunia, the sage of fire, was the “big boss” of the Gorons. Although he had a fierce temper he was usually quite peaceful. Link had saved both him and his people from Volvogia, and ancient dragon that Ganon had revived. 


A Goron is practically a living rock. Their diet consisted of rocks (their favorite ones being found in Dodongo’s Cavern) and they lived on Death Mountain.



Ruto, the sage of water, was a bit…flirtatious, and she had her heart set on marrying Link ever since he saved her from the belly of their deity, Jabu Jabu. She was persuasive, if you can call it that, and loved to swim.


A Zora is like a mermaid; except their skin is blue and they have feet and legs instead of tails. They live in Zora’s Domain, where they thrived on fish that could be found in the water that they lived in.


Nabooru was the sage of spirit, and leader of the Gerudo. The Gerudo tribe consisted mainly of women, except for one male born every century or so. They were like normal human beings, and lived in the Desert Colossus. They had tan skin and flaming red hair that was seldom seen in anything but a ponytail. Their clothes consisted of puffy, long pants and a skimpy shirt that left their stomach’s showing. Unlike Hylians, their ears were rounded.


Impa was wearing her traditional Shekiah outfit and was sitting calmly as the sage of shadow, her red eyes reflecting her amusement.


Rauru was the sage of light, and very rarely seen anywhere in Hyrule. A long time ago, he decided to lock himself in the evil realm for complicated reasons. He was a short, ancient man clothed in a yellow robe. What little hair he possessed was white.


Zelda was elegantly clothed in a soft pink ball gown with diamonds lining the collar and sleeves. She wore her tiara and her hair was pulled up in a bun, with small strands escaping their hold.


Adalina tried to lower her eyes but Link put a hand under her chin and gently but firmly lifted it. “There needs be no respect given here. We are here to gather as friends.”


Adalina blushed, adding color to her pale face. “I am pleased to meet you all.”


“And we you, Miss Adalina. Please make yourself comfortable,” Ruto said.


Adalina timidly sat down, and Link sat beside her.


 “Well, now that we’re all here, let’s begin, shall we, Link?” Zelda asked.


“Yes, let’s not waste time,” Link replied.


Eight pairs of eyes were focused on Adalina, and the attention she was getting was making her nervous. She allowed a small squirm in her seat before saying, “So…uh…what do we do now?”


Nabooru spoke up after a moment’s hesitation. “Show me your ears.”


Adalina obeyed. She put her right hand up to her left ear and using her fingertips, gently brushed aside her golden tresses.


All saw that the rumor was true. Her ears were gently rounded. That qualified her to be both Hylian and Gerudo, but what of the other races?


“All right Adalina. We want to know as much as we can about you. We will all ask you many questions, and please understand that we will not tell anyone of the information you share with us. What is said in this room will be only between you and all of us…understood?” Zelda said with a hint of nobility in her kind voice.


“Understood.”


“Any questions before we begin?”


“I don’t think so.”


“That’s good.”


“What do you know about a man named Dragmire Gannondorf?” Link asked. Darunia shot him a look that said: why does that have to be the first question? Where’s your common sense boy?


Adalina bit her lip until she tasted blood and struggled to suppress tears. “I…had an encounter with him…I can say no more.”


“Well then,” said Darunia. His voice was gruff, but yet strangely kind. “Forget that he mentioned it. How old are you?”


“Twelve. I was born on December 15.”


“Where were you born?” Ruto asked.


“That I cannot answer. I was told that I was found on my adoptive parent’s doorstep when I was a baby.”


“So you’re an orphan?” Saria inquired.


“Yes.” 


Impa asked, “You know how to defend your mind. Where’d you learn to do that?”


Adalina smiled. “My adoptive father was skilled in the magical arts. I’ve been learning from him.”


Nabooru spoke up next. “What kind of magic?”


“Just a little bit of everything,” Adalina sighed deeply. “I call them mom and dad, even though they’re not my real parents. They tried to hide it from me but…I was eavesdropping when I shouldn’t have, I found out. They don’t know that I know.”


“You? Eavesdropping?” Nabooru laughed. “You sound like a Gerudo thief!”


Adalina smiled weakly. “I suppose I am. I’m always sneaking in one way or another, and it’s gotten me into big trouble.”


“Ok, next question. Do you have any idea why you are here?” Zelda asked, and then quickly added. “We’re not trying to get rid of you, we’re just curious.”


“Strange things started happening about a year ago. I don’t know if that has anything to do with it but…”


“What kind of things?” Rauru asked.


“Everything.”


“Well then, perhaps we have worn you out, Adalina. You may go to your room, or if you wish, back to the library. We will see you tonight at the ball.” Zelda said regally.


“A b-b-b-ball?” Adalina stammered.


“Yes, a ball. Susanna will help you prepare. Speaking of Susanna, will you send her in for us.”


Adalina stood and turned to leave. Everyone stood in turn and said their good-byes. All were kind, but Adalina could not manage a proper smile.


Adalina walked out as if she were swimming through syrup. Her skin was still creamy white, and her lips were touched with blue.

***


“In all my days I have never seen such a girl. She is fiery, and full of passion, but she withholds it. Why?” Saria asked quietly. 


“I know nothing except she holds a terrible secret. We must find out, and quick too. If what you say is true Link…” Darunia trailed off.


“They are here…Ganon’s followers. I wish I could track them down but you know that I am needed here,” Link said quietly.


“We shall hold a second counsel, in two days’ time,” Rauru said. “Perhaps we will have earned her trust by then?”


“Susanna is here,” Zelda whispered. “Perhaps she will tell us what we need to know.”

***


Adalina ran to her room as fast as she could. Upon arrival, she flopped face first onto the pillow and began to cry for everything she’d lost. No one knew what had happened that terrible day…and she wasn’t about to tell anybody.


But Link and Zelda?


They were very kind and were only trying to help. But were they? 


There was a quiet knock at the door, which Adalina ignored. She figured they’d eventually just go away.


The door opened and Will immediately regretted coming in without permission. Adalina was so pale, her hair sprawled out on her pillow like a splattered batch of sunlit paint, and she was crying.


Will considered leaving for a moment. It hurt him to see her like this, and he had no idea of what to do. But in the end he forced himself to walk over to her bedside and rest his hand on her nearest shoulder.


Adalina turned her head only. The sight of Will brought a fresh wave of tears and she buried her face in the pillow again. “Will…” she sobbed.


“What’s wrong Adalina?” Will whispered.


There was no reply, but her sobs slowed and then halted. She forced her fragile body into a sitting position and looked at Will.


Will spoke up next. “I came to see you in the library, but you weren’t there.”


“Yes.”


“Why?”


There was a pause. “I think I know now, but…”


“Those colors, and the triangles?”


“Yes.”


“Do they relate to you?”


Another pause. “I think they do.”


“Would you like to see the book anyway?”


“Yes.”


“I will get it for you.”


Adalina blushed. “You really needn’t.”


“I will anyway. Let us study it together, if it will reveal anything.”


Will left the room and obediently returned carrying the Book of Mudora. He opened it, but the page was blank. Adalina looked bewildered but it did not surprise Will.


“The page you read earlier was an introduction, saying how it was created and by whom, but the rest of the book hides it’s secrets. What it does reveal is usually in the form of riddles. Are you ready?”


“I think so.”


“Then think of a question you would like answered and keep it in your mind as you look upon the page.”


Adalina thought a moment, and then looked at the page. Show me what fate has fallen upon my friend, Melody.


The page shimmered, then in pure, legible, ebony ink appeared the words:


She will be kept within the realm of the dark until the shadow ceases to hold her and the light no longer burns her eyes.


Shadow. Light. Burn. These words were embedded in her mind.


And the others? Adalina silently asked the book.


The other words were erased and new ones appeared.


Tried and tested by their elements, they will return from the shadow realm if fate provides a hero.


The book sensed her confusion and explained more.


One cannot become a sage of legend until they know what harm their element can do to others’ lives. Darunia, you met him, could not be the Sage of Fire until he knew that fire could bring both harm and good. The fire he knew before that brought only joy to him.


So Melody is a Sage? Adalina asked.


In a sense, you could say that. They cannot do their duty until one has awakened them. Link, in a time now erased, entered the five temples and awakened the Sages within. Then together they banished the evil and bound it tight.


Adalina was starting to see the picture. She had heard Zelda call Link the Hero of Time. That must be why.


You hold the emblem of legend, Adalina. Embrace its courage, wisdom, and power.


The book went blank and stayed that way, even when Adalina questioned it further. She gently stroked the citrine on her dress. Melody…she thought. Come back to the light.

*Chapter Five*

Age of Legends


Will looked at Adalina who was thoroughly absorbed in the legendary record. He didn’t try to read over her shoulder, he already knew what she wished to know. He had overheard it all, and he was wondering what he should do.


His father Alamatre was having him study strange matters, like dark matter and how to form lightning orbs. These matters made him uncomfortable, he didn't like black magic. But he had no choice once his father put his foot down.


Eventually, Adalina looked up from the book. She seemed a little wiser than when she started. She was troubled, no doubt. He wondered what was going through her head right now. This time…there will be no awakening for any of them. Alamatre’s cruel words ran through his mind.


How could he deliberately trap six somewhat helpless maidens? …And aim so cunningly for the seventh?


Adalina had ties to them all. She must feel so helpless, he thought.


“Well,” Will said reluctantly. “I am sorry to just hit and run, but I must be going.”


“Where to?” Adalina asked.


“The Temple of Time. I will see you at the ball tonight, Adalina.”

Will left abruptly.

***


Will was walking along the central hallway when he ran into Link, Zelda, and Susanna.


“Um…sorry,” Will said as he looked for an escape route.


“It’s quite alright, Will,” said Zelda, kind as ever. “But if I may ask, where are you going?”


“My father summoned me at the Temple of Time.”


He didn’t know what those worried glances at him meant; he guessed that he had said the wrong thing. Finally Zelda spoke up. “Be careful what you say there, Will. Someone is watching you.”



That frightened him a little. “Yes, my lady.”

***


Will waited until he was alone, and then played the Prelude of Light to warp him directly to the Temple of Time. Upon arrival, he saw the alter, waiting for three spiritual stones to be placed upon it, and the Door of Time. In his mind’s eye he saw the legendary blade that lay beyond that door. Link had once wielded it, and his descendants would also. It was a blade that no evil one could touch, the Master Sword.


His father, Alamatre, stood facing the alter, looking down at the floor below.


A golden locket lay there. It was heart shaped, and had replicas of the sages’ medallions, (reduced to the size of a grain of tapioca) bordering its edges. Another      gem, the diamond, was the largest of all and was placed in the center, and on the inside, “Adalina” and six other names were carved in fancy cursive. “Melody” was among them.


“I cannot pick it up,” Alamatre said. “It burns me. It belonged to that girl, Adalina.”


Will stepped foreword and picked it up gently. The sages’ medallions glimmered softly in a way that seemed to say, “The girl was kind, and we miss her. Return us to her, young man.”


Alamatre’s eyes grew wide. “You…you think kindly of her, don’t you?”


“I see no reason not to trust her. She’s kind, and thoughtful, and…and…”


Alamatre smiled slyly. Already a plan was forming in his mind. “You did gather some information from her, didn’t you?”


“I did.”


“Would you share it with me?”



A long, awkward silence followed before Will strongly said, “No.”



Alamatre laughed. It was as he expected. The plan would work.


“Why won’t you tell me?”


Will looked down at the floor rather than answer.


“Perhaps you will answer to Ganon?”


Will bit his lip. His very name sent shivers down the spines of most. To Will, at that moment, it brought only pure, vibrant fear.


He feared not Ganon, but his wrath.


He had never felt it.


At least not yet…


If he made a wrong move he would.


But if it were to save Adalina…would it be worth it?


Since Ganon’s spirit was in Alamatre’s body, he could see all that Will was doing. He now knew that he cared for the girl. It would all play out perfectly.


Ganon told Alamatre to push Will further into denial.


“Do you…ah…love her?”


“No!”


“Then why do you plan to give her the locket?”


“It’s hers.”


“Then give it to her. Befriend her. Let her think she can trust you.”


“Wha-“ Will stopped himself before he could say anything stupid. “She can, and I think she already does.”


“Is that what you want? A friend, a person who can trust you, and you can trust them?”


Will whispered, “Yes. You know I’ve never had a real friend that didn’t end up being either captured or killed.”


“What tells you she won’t?”


“I will protect her, even fight for her, if it comes to that.”


“Loyalty?”


“Yes.”


Alamatre’s eyes became slits. “Very well. You are excused.”


Will turned and walked slowly for a few feet. He turned and stared at his father for several seconds before he turned and ran towards the castle.


“His ties to her are strong, he will not give his loyalty to me easily, Alamatre. Make sure he knows his place.”


“Yes master.”

***


Adalina sat in front of a large square mirror that was mounted on a wooden desk. She sat on a padded stool brushing her long, golden hair, singing her favorite tune as she did so. There was a fraction of her usual, vibrant smile on her face. The candles were lit, and their glow made her hair appear glossy. Her friends had always told her that her hair was like a baby’s; so silky, so smooth.


She was so absorbed in her song that she didn’t notice the quiet knock on the door. She continued her song.

Link and Zelda entered her room quietly and listened to her enchanting, almost haunting melody.

Adalina’s voice became higher, more sorrowful. Link and Zelda said nothing, each wanting to hear the rest of the song.

Link and Zelda dared to move closer, being as quiet as possible to avoid disturbing her. The shadows of the night hid them well.

Adalina’s voice held the last sorrowful note until she noticed two shadowy figures reflecting in the mirror. She gasped and whirled her head around. So great was the force of that jerk that the stool tipped over, sending her tumbling ungracefully to the ground.


Link and Zelda were there in a second to help the startled girl to her feet. Adalina was surprised, and yet relieved that it was only they who had heard.


“You heard me?” Adalina asked timidly.


“In a sense yes,” Zelda said as she smoothed down Adalina’s frizzy hair. “You sang it in your native tongue. We could only listen to the beauty of the song, but not its meaning.”


“It was very well sung, by the way,” Link added.


“Um…thanks.”


“What was it about?” Zelda asked.


“It’s a strange song. One might even call it a riddle. You can tell that certain things happen, but you are unsure of why, or how.”


“What is its title?” Link asked kindly.


“A Knight in Dublin Castle. It’s one of my favorites.”


“Then it must be about a knight in shining armor saving the beautiful princess and restoring peace to the land?” Zelda said. “Sounds like Link and I.”


“Well no.” Adalina blushed. “I’m glad it isn’t about you.”


“How so?” Link inquired.


“If you wanted, we could start an hour long conversation about what could have happened in the song. But I don’t think that’s what you came for, is it?”


“No, it isn’t. We just came to check on you,” Zelda lowered her voice. “But perhaps now is not the time. Do you feel ready to answer some more questions?”


Adalina bit her lip. “I think so.”


Zelda took a deep breath. “Now, you mustn’t misunderstand us, we only want to help you…”


“But to do that,” Link said. “We need to know what happened when Ganon attacked you.”


Adalina sat down on her bed. She put her head in her hands and thought really hard. It was too horrible to express in words. 


Link and Zelda looked back at each other. Each knew that she wasn’t ready to tell yet.


“I will…try,” Adalina whispered. “It all began on a cold winter day…my birthday…”


Just then a young Paige dressed in gold and mahogany burst into the room. “Your highness,” He bowed to Zelda. “Sir Link,” He nodded at him as Link nodded back. “Miss Adalina, young Will says he wishes to see you immediately.”


“Alamatre’s son?” Link asked. “What does he want with her?”


Zelda smiled and laid a gloved hand on Link’s arm. “Let her go. Don’t you remember how we were when we were their age?”


Link said nothing but blushed brilliantly. 


“I’ll…I’ll be back for the ball, um, bye!” Adalina said before she rushed out the door.

***


But she never did reach Will on time.


Susanna literally picked her up and carried the kicking and yelping girl to her room. There she was dressed for the ball.


He dress was baby pink; it had a beautiful skirt that flew slightly outward when she spun around. Her sleeves were long and they hugged her arms; at the wrists, the pink fabric ended and a white calla lily cuff took its place. Her hair was brushed (again) and several strands of tiny silver chains and pearls were braided into it. To complete the picture, she was given a halo of soft pink roses and white daisies. (The thorns had been trimmed off the roses) Ribbons of white and silver hung from her halo, clinging to her hair.


“You look beautiful my darling!” Susanna beamed. “Wait until the young men see you!”


But Adalina wasn’t quite satisfied. She went to the closet where her jeans and t-shirt were held, and fished out a small container from her pant pocket. It was blush, and she applied it to her cheeks, making her seem so much less pale.


She didn’t want them to worry about her.


Susanna saw this and went over to sweep Adalina into a warm embrace. “You don’t want Link and Zelda to know, do you?”


Adalina shook her head.


Then she took another bottle (this time a cylinder) and sprayed a little bit of leave-in-glitter on her hair.


She considered herself as ready as she would ever be.

***


Adalina walked slowly down the halls of Hyrule Castle. She took her time. There was really no rush.


The castle was, in itself, a work of art. She occasionally paused to admire a beautifully woven tapestry, or a stained glass window. She could see wonderful opal arches with silver etched into them above her. Vases sculpted out of the gems of the seven sages sat on a cherry wood table; each held a different flower.


Forest…emerald…lily of the valley…


Fire…ruby… larkspur…


Water…sapphire…aster…


Spirit…topaz…snapdragons…


Shadow…amethyst…violet…


Light…citrine…tulip…


Seventh sage…diamond…white rose…


These vases intrigued Adalina. If Melody was the sage of light…the citrine and the tulip represented her!


No sooner had this thought come to her then she began to drift into her memory…


“Melody…”


Huh?


Someone was calling Melody.


“Melody…come hither…unto me…”


She wondered if this was in her memory. She pinched herself. It hurt. 


“Rest here, you need no worry.”


A different voice…this one was like poisoned honey, dangerously sweet. 


“You cannot escape. Give in to my power over you…”


Adalina tried to step back but was paralyzed.


“Sleep to the melody of the dead…”


Adalina screamed as she felt cold steel on her arm, and then everything went black.


Adalina quickly recovered. She found herself in a heap on the floor, but remembering that there was a ball going on she quickly ran toward the great hall. Her breath had been lost in the encounter but she would deal with that later.


A knight was required to escort her into the ballroom, so that was quickly arranged by their captain.


“Greetings, Miss Adalina,” he said.


“Good day to you,” she replied.


“I am Pialan, it is a pleasure to meet you.”


“And you.”


They walked in silence down the hall, approaching ever so slowly toward those same, massive doors.


At the door, Adalina turned to Pialan.


“I would prefer to walk alone from here.”


Pialan nodded and stepped back, letting her push open the door.


Yet another Paige was there waiting for her. In his loud voice he announced, “Miss Adalina, the royal guest.”


That was her cue, and she didn’t want to miss it. Slowly, gracefully, head held high, she parted the curtains dividing the two sections of the ballroom.


She stood gazing at the ballroom for several seconds.


From the balcony on which she stood, Adalina caught her first glimpse of court life. It was a large room filled with royalty and nobility all dressed in grand dresses and fancy suits. Almost straight ahead of her, (but below her) stood Link, Zelda, and the sages, all dressed their best.


Everyone had stopped dancing to look at the newcomer. She stood at the top of a tall, twisted marble staircase. She looked (and felt) like a princess once again. Everyone stared at her, and as Susanna had said, the young men seemed to take a particular interest in her.


But everyone stared on, amazed. Never before had a young maiden entered this room without a young man to accompany her.


A round of applause soon broke the silence, (it was started by Darunia to distract everyone; he felt quite uncomfortable in the quiet.)


Adalina slowly descended down the staircase, skirts trailing behind her, one hand delicately resting on the rail. She crossed the room to where Link and Zelda were.


“You look splendid!” Ruto said, kneeling down and sweeping her into a light hug. She was dressed in a blue sequin leotard with a pair of tight blue shorts on top of that. (Also sequined)


All the sages greeted her in one-way or another; Nabooru’s was a handshake, Saria’s a warm smile, Darunia’s a nod, Impa’s a small “hello,” (Rauru was absent) and Zelda’s
 was a happily astounded look, Link just stared for a while, then said “hi”.


“You look just wonderful! I doubt you’ll have trouble finding a young man to dance with,” Zelda said kindly.


Adalina smiled bashfully. “I…don’t…I mean…I can’t dance. I have two left feet.”


They all chuckled. “Do what everyone else is doing,” Nabooru suggested.


“Alright, I’ll try.”


Adalina smiled and turned around before a voice behind her said, “Wait!”


She stopped and pivoted; a young girl about six years old was sprinting towards her. She stopped upon arrival, and breathlessly said, “Adalina…!”


“Kelly?” Adalina said puzzled. She kneeled down and embraced the small girl, and Kelly returned it. 


Kelly began to speak. “Melody…”


“I already know Kelly,” Adalina said quietly. “What I don’t understand is why?”


Kelly had gorgeous, big blue eyes that melted your heart. She also had a way of making them seem even bigger when she was sad. Now they seemed to drown out all out of her other features.


“She wanted you to have these…” Kelly said quietly as she shyly pulled out a wooden box.


The sages and Link wondered what was in it, Zelda thought she might know.


Adalina gently lifted the box out of the girl’s hands and set it in her lap. “Kelly…I want you to give her a message for me. You are going to see her before I do.”


“Tell her that I think she made a mistake, and tell her to tell Sabriel not to enter any more labyrinths.”


Kelly chuckled. “The others are coming. They say to cling to the roses.”


“Not like I have much of a choice,” Adalina said. “Give them my love too. And…” Adalina pulled out a soft green pendant. “You keep this for you and your friends. Stick together okay?”


Kelly took it and nodded. She almost whispered, “I have to go.”


Adalina nodded and Kelly took off running. 


Link, Zelda, and the sages looked on with amazement as the small girl disappeared. Adalina rose to her feet and brushed off her dress. She hugged the box to her dress and said quietly, “She is my friend Melody’s younger sister. I guess she was the last one to see her before….” Adalina trailed off, took a deep breath, and sighed. “…. She left.”


“Where to?” Ruto whispered.


“She didn’t tell me…but she never came back…so I think I know.”


Everyone except Zelda was mystified. Zelda put her hand on her shoulder and smiled weakly. “It is hard, to lose a friend…I lost several during the Imprisoning War. But you don’t know about that, do you?”


Adalina smiled. “Actually, I do.”


None of them questioned why. Adalina turned away, still hugging the box, and said, “I’m going to explore a little, if that’s okay. I’ve never seen a ballroom.”


“That’s fine,” Link said. “Let me know if you find a dance partner. That’s something I’d like to see.”


Adalina went red and the sages laughed. “You’ll have no trouble at all!” Nabooru laughed. “Go on.” She gave her a small push; that was all Adalina needed to run off into the crowd.

*Chapter Six*

The blade, the arrow, and the ocarina


Adalina stepped out into the cool, fresh evening air. She stood outside the ballroom on a balcony overlooking Hyrule. It’s beautiful…she thought, but I don’t belong here.


It was beautiful. Rolling green hills dotted the landscape, formidable mountains stood proudly, encircling the land, and she could even see a glimpse of Lake Hylia. The stars welcomed her presence and the moon shone all the brighter, eager to light her night.


Adalina let out a long sigh; she wanted to stay here forever. But all good things must come to an end…


She felt a strong hand on her shoulder. Adalina turned around to find Will standing there. She gave him the biggest smile she could muster, (which wasn’t very big) and said, “You called for me earlier, but I was abducted by a Susanna, shoved in a dress, and dragged here.”


Will laughed at that. “Yes, I heard.”


“What did you want?”


“To ask you some things…but not here.”


“Where then?”


“You will have to see,” he said mischievously.


“Alright then. Let’s go.”


Will held out his arm and Adalina took it gingerly. He led her back into the center of the dancing floor.


“Wha-“ Adalina said in surprise as he placed his hand around her waist and began to sway gently. At first she was tense, she had had less pleasant experiences with dancing, but she soon relaxed. She let her worries drift away with the soothing music the musicians were playing.


The music was familiar though…and Will was singing.


There’s a calm surrender 


To the rush of day, 


When the heat of a rolling wind 


Can’t be turned away 


An enchanted moment, 


And it sees me through 


It’s enough for this restless warrior 


Just to be with you

Adalina looked at Will and he smiled. “Melody told me it was your favorite.”


Adalina smiled vibrantly as she sang the next verse, pouring her heart and soul into the song.


And can you feel the love tonight? 


It is where we are 


It’s enough for this wide-eyed wanderer 


That we got this far 


And can you feel the love tonight, 


How it’s laid to rest? 


It’s enough to make kings and vagabonds 


Believe the very best 

Will sang the next part in his deep soprano.


There’s a time for everyone, 


If they only learn 


That the twisting kaleidoscope 


Moves us all in turn 


There’s a rhyme and reason 


To the wild outdoors 


When the heart of this star-crossed voyager 


Beats in time with yours 

Adalina and Will’s voices joined into one, the power of the song reaching into the hearts of everyone in the ballroom.


And can you feel the love tonight?


It is where we are


It’s enough for this wide-eyed wanderer


That we got this far


And can you feel the love tonight,


How it’s laid to rest?


It’s enough to make king and vagabonds


Believe the very best


Neither of them had noticed that everyone at the ball had retreated to form a large circle around them. None of them spoke a word.


The musicians stopped playing, (Will had gotten hold of the sheet music and given it to them) and let Adalina sing the next part alone.


It’s enough…


To make kings and vagabonds…


She paused for a long time and looked into Will’s eyes. She couldn’t tell his emotions. Then very slowly…she finished.


Believe the very best.


There was a long silence. No one spoke. Adalina had heard that song almost since she was born, but no one in Hyrule had even heard of Elton John.


Adalina and Will were in another world. They were locked in a sort of stupor.


The applause jerked them back into reality. It was then that they realized that they had danced alone in front of an audience of nobility and royalty.


The crowd had been touched both by the music and by the sight of the two young adolescents dancing together as if nothing else mattered. The sages, Link, and Zelda smiled as they clapped, each remembering how Link and Zelda had once danced like that. (Ruto had cried that day…)


Adalina went red and looked down. Will bowed, and following his example, she curtsied.


Will turned to Adalina. “Let’s go.”


Adalina nodded and let him take her hand and lead her to the royal gardens.


“Well, we’re here,” said Will.

 “It is beautiful,” she said quietly. All the mazes of shrubs and the gardens and fountains were bathed in moonlight.

“This wasn’t what I wanted to show you though…”

“Then what did you want me to see, Will?”

“Follow me only if you trust me.”

Link and Zelda were sharing a dance back in the ballroom.

“Can you believe how much they resembled us, Link? They were even wearing the same clothes we were.”

“But they danced to a different tune,” he said. “Adalina’s favorite. I thought she said she’d never danced before. She must be a natural.”

They remained silent; no words need being spoken, until Zelda jerked away in alarm.

“Where did Adalina say she was going?”

“Hm?” said Link. “I don’t think she did.”

“She’s in trouble…follow me. I think I know where she might be.”

Will kept looking back at Adalina to make sure she was following close behind him. After a minute of traveling through thick greenery he stopped and faced Adalina.

“Take this,” he said, “and keep it close.”

Adalina looked at the object he had put in her hand. It was a dagger. This frightened her, but she didn’t say anything or question Will.

“Hold on, I know it will seem like you can’t go on, but you can,” said Will.

Will pulled out his ocarina and played eight notes in rapid succession. The next thing Adalina felt was searing heat. She tried to open her eyes but she couldn’t see through the haze. The intense heat and extremely dense air was pressing down on her, and she fell to her knees. She tried to scream but no sound came out. She was so tired…she wanted only to lay down…escape the pain…

You cannot best the mountain, Sabriel, or the dragon…sleep…sleep…you cannot escape me…sleep and never awaken…

Adalina felt a rush of cold that knocked the wind from her body. She found herself on an island. She moaned and panted heavily. 

“It’s ok, it’s over…it’s over…”

***

Adalina felt…nothing.

No wind.

No water.

No fire.

No earth.

Nothing.

Her senses were blurred. She felt as if she were floating on nothingness, no more than a mirage in the shadow realm. But there was a shape approaching. “Sabriel!” she cried.

“Adalina?” was the weak reply.

The two girls ran and embraced each other. That was the first thing Adalina felt; Sabriel’s tight bear hug.

Tears blurred Adalina’s vision, but she could still see Sabriel’s distinct features. She had ruby red hair with mahogany highlights. Her dress was simple, yet elegant. It was short sleeved and made of red silk. There was a golden sash around her waist that tied on her right side; any leftover cord was left to dangle. Her eyes were emerald green, and her high cheekbones complimented them, but she had lost the usual gleam in her eyes.

“Why are you here?” Sabriel asked.

“Will brought me…”

“No,” she interrupted, suddenly angry. “We worked so hard to make it so it would never come to this!”

“You mean me coming to Hyrule?” Adalina asked timidly.

Adalina saw for the first time that there were tears in Sabriel’s eyes. Sabriel never cried! This frightened her. It would take a lot to make someone as strong as Sabriel cry.

“I didn’t mean for this to happen.” Sabriel said softly. “I tried so hard…” Her eyes went blank. “Take this. Put it in the box Melody sent to you.”

Sabriel handed her a strangely shaped object wrapped in cloth and tied with cord. Adalina tucked it away in the box. “Keep it safe, Adalina.”

The two girls embraced gently and rested their heads on each other’s shoulders. Each cried quietly until Adalina felt herself begin to dissolve.

She looked back as she faded away. For the first time Adalina noticed that a blood red medallion hung around Sabriel’s neck.

“Don’t leave me…”

***

Adalina was lying on an island on Lake Hylia. 

“Are you okay?” Will asked.

“Yes…I think so.”

“I didn’t think…I mean…”

“It’s okay Will. I don’t think you’d send me into Death Mountain Crater intentionally.” She tried to sit up but cried out and fell back to the earth.

“What?! Is something wrong?” Will asked worriedly.

“My arm…” Adalina groaned. “I think it’s broken.”

“Oh no. Adalina! Don’t…!”

Will watched her fade away again, but Adalina somehow knew not to panic as she felt a sense of tiredness over take her body. She drifted into nothingness once more…

***

“Adalina…It’s me…Melody.”

“Melody?” Adalina breathed. She had that same feeling as when she had seen Sabriel.

“Don’t open your eyes, Adalina. I don’t want you to be alarmed.”

It was tempting, but Adalina kept her eyes closed.

“The power given to the chosen ones…the power…to penetrate…evil king’s defenses…” Melody spoke slowly, as if her energy was leaving her. “Take it…can’t see it…it’s there…only use it…in dire times…love…you…goodbye…”

Adalina felt a light enter her body. Feelings occupied her mind, body, soul and heart…

Light, hope, peace, and wisdom; she had them all, for the power of the light will bind and banish the darkness.

And now she had the power of light.

***

Adalina gingerly moved her fingers about. Her right hand sensed cloth, her left sensed another’s hand, and their grip was tight.

A hand was laid on her forehead. “Is she alive?”

Adalina groaned, hoping to answer their question.

“Oh, you’re awake!”

Adalina opened her eyes to find that she was in the castle. Susanna and Zelda greeted her.

 “We were worried about you.” Zelda said. “What in Hyrule brought you to Death Mountain Crater?”

Adalina fidgeted. “Sabriel.”

Zelda’s eyes grew wide, she knew what had happened, but she kept quiet.

Susanna silently stood and walked out of the room, shutting the door behind her.

“Well,” Zelda said, “what did she say?”

“That she tried…” Adalina felt all of a sudden dizzy. She had tried to sit up too fast and her head protested loudly. She fell to the pillow. “Zelda, you wouldn’t happen to know why I came here, would you?”

Zelda sighed. “I do not know. But I have never regretted having you here.” She too, stood up and left.

Adalina waited until she was sure no one was watching. She then took out her wooden box and opened the lid. 

Inside laid a blue ocarina, with a purple ribbon and the symbol of the triforce on the mouthpiece. It was her family’s treasure, her mother had taught her how to play a few tunes on it. She took out the covered lump that Sabriel had given her and undid the fabric surrounding. Her head spun when she saw the contents.

In golden and blood red splendor, lay the Goron’s Ruby.

***

*Chapter Seven*

Song of the Mourning Sage

Sabriel had trusted her with one of three keys to the Door of Time. Adalina felt her eyes water rapidly as she realized what she had to do. She would have to go willingly…

***

Zelda went into her bedroom and shut the door. She fell down on her knees and cried desperately, “I love the girl, spare her…someone! Anyone!”

She heard the door creak and she turned around to fine Link in the doorway. “Come in, Link,” she said as she wiped her damp cheeks.

Link entered slowly, then went to her and kneeled down beside her. “Did you feel it?” he asked.

“Yes,” Zelda sobbed. “It is yet to happen though.”

“What do you mean? What does that dark feeling mean?” he asked quietly.

“Shhh…listen.”

Link and Zelda’s pointed Hylian ears detected a sound. They rose and followed it.

It was unmistakably the Ocarina of Time, and Adalina was playing it.

They recognized the tune; it was “A Knight in Dublin Castle”, and the song she had sung a while ago.

They quietly opened the door and let themselves in her room. 

Adalina took no heed. Her eyes were closed, as if in a dream. Her hands were placed delicately on the Ocarina of Time, but she played slowly, mournfully. Her breath wavered every now and again as she lost her breath, but she looked so tranquil…she was in a dress that Link and Zelda had never seen on her before. The right and left sides were of emerald fabric, while the middle was off-white. The two green side panels were connected by an interlocking design of green ribbon, and the sleeves were elegant triangles, as before. 

She finished her song by holding out the last note and let it trail off ever so slowly. Her eyes remained closed, her features still calm. Her hands were placed on top of each other on her lap, and beneath them lay the ocarina. 

She sat, still as a statue, never moving. She let out a contented sigh and without opening her eyes, lay down on her side and curled up into a ball. Her breathing became slow and regular. 

Link and Zelda let themselves out. Both silently separated and went their own ways; Zelda’s head was down and her eyes were blank. Link’s head was held high, but his cerulean eyes were no different.

***

Adalina tossed and turned on her four-poster bed. There was a maiden approaching her…

Lirael’s hair was emerald green, and her dress was deep green velvet, with a golden tie around her waist. It was sleeveless, but vines of ivy encircled her bare arms and bare ankles. 

“I am lost as well, Adalina…but my strength wavers; I cannot linger long. Take this!”

Next to her stood Katrina…her hair was a sapphire hue. Her dress was a puffy and elaborate network of ribbons and bows, all different shades of blue.

“I’m hiding within you, but take mine as well. Hang on, for light will always prevail.”

They both lifted their arms to the heavens and were gone.
***

Adalina awoke with a start. Two new fabric wrapped lumps were in her lap. She wanted to scream with frustration but held her tongue.

She didn’t have to open the packages; she knew what they were.

***

Adalina slowly got out of bed and went over to a small table. She pulled out a piece of parchment and a pen made of a peacock’s feather. She thought for a long time about what to write…

After all, she was very skilled at writing riddles. She tucked her finished work under her pillow…just in case

***

Link and Zelda were at breakfast the next morning; they had sugar crepes and berries in cream. There was one vacant chair though, right next to Zelda.

“Where’s Adalina?” Zelda asked. “I hope her arm’s not bothering her. I didn’t have enough time to fully heal her broken arm…”

“You did fine Zelda,” Link said calmly. “I didn’t hear or see anything unusual last night and…”

“But you did!” Zelda cried. “That dark sensation…but it couldn’t be…”

“Ganon’s dead,” Link said simply as he put his hand on hers. “He can’t come back.”

“But he still haunts me,” she said quietly. She hung her head and her voice wavered. “You have no idea how awful it was to be his prisoner, like his plaything. I watched you fight…I can’t explain how terrifying it was. He was so much stronger and he had so much power.”

Link said nothing. He just put his hand on her cheek and listened. She looked up a little and clasped her hand on his, sandwiching it to her cheek.

“But you won,” she whispered. “You won.”

“I did.”

“I put you through this…”

“You didn’t,” he said calmly. “It wasn’t your fault.”

“I should have fought my own battle and left you out of it.”

“You weren’t meant to. It is my burden, my duty.”

“But…”

Zelda’s head jerked up. Her breath was instantly lost and she fell off her chair and onto the floor. Link in alarm caught her but she had gone limp. She trembled violently.

“Leave me! Get to Adalina!” she cried frantically. “He knows…oh he knows!”

***

That was enough to send Link out, but he didn’t want to leave Zelda in the state she was in.

“Leave me!” she cried. “Adalina needs you!”

Link left. He started out as a jog, and then increased it to an all-out sprint. He ran to Adalina’s room where a strange sound was sounding…

It was a flute, high and sorrowful, its notes piercing the heart of anyone who heard. But soon after, Link realized that there were several flutes playing in perfect harmony. One played high, some played low, and most were in the middle octaves. 

Link froze outside her door, the song paralyzed him.

The flutes stopped, and seven beautiful maiden’s voices rang out. In the ancient Hylian tongue they sang, and the power was evident. Only the final line was spoken in the language Link knew.

Revive the blade of Evil’s Bane, and save the seven sages.

Link thought they were talking to him. The song’s power had worn off by now, and so he entered the room.

Instead of Adalina, he saw seven young girls, the oldest no more than 16 and the youngest no less than 12. One had eyes of fire, and she approached Link.

They were spirits; they had no mortal body. They looked foggy, but what else could you expect.

“Help her on her way, hero.”

The maidens bowed their heads respectfully and were gone.

Adalina was on the bed, and she wasn’t breathing.

***

*Chapter Eight*

The Awakening Call


Zelda was distraught. She didn’t expect things to go this badly. She hovered over Adalina with Link by her side.


“Is she…?” Link asked.


“Dead,” Zelda sobbed. “I would prefer it that way, for her own sake.”


“You mean she’s alive?”


“That depends on your definition of alive, Link,” she said quietly. “No she is not breathing, but…”


Zelda took Link’s hand and placed it on Adalina’s chest. A faint, but dying heartbeat was what he felt. 


“She doesn’t have much time…” Link started.


“She has all the time in the world,” Zelda said. “Ganon won’t let her die.”


“Ganon…!”


“Yes…go Link…she needs you…she’s heard the call…”

***


Link quietly slipped away after he made sure Zelda was all right.


The awakening call…that would qualify her to be a sage. But he wondered what the awakening call exactly was. His burdens had been different from that of the sages, so he wouldn’t know, but he wanted to find out.


He decided to visit Saria. She was, after all, the one who practically raised him. They had even had a love affair, but it didn’t last. Hylians and Kokiri were entirely different species…marriage was out of the question.


But throughout the years they had remained close friends. He knew she’d have the answers.

***


What Link saw in the Lost Woods alarmed him.


When Gannondorf had ruled Hyrule in tyranny, monsters were everywhere. They eventually spread to the forest as well, and the Kokiri, children of the forest, were forced to flee the area before they were destroyed. But with the sanctifying of the Forest Temple, they had vanished, or died…however you want to put it.


Now, there were even more monsters than before.


Deku Babas, Deku scrubs, Moblins, baby Gohmas; even an army of Armos had taken the Kokiri Forest under siege. These were practically nothing to Link, although to anyone else they were living embodiments of terror.


He scanned the wooden houses and found Saria’s house; it was the one with the pink wavy stripe around it. But it was surrounded by Gannon’s foulest demons, the ReDead. 


These were no joke…in fact…joke around with them and you’re dead. They paralyze you with their scream and then hopped on you piggyback style and sucked your life. Then you actually become one of them…that unspeakable fate was shared by anyone who strayed too close.


Unless you had light.


Link had light.


In fact, he had the light arrow.


He drew one to his bow and as he did, the arrow’s tip shone with an unearthly light. He knew none of the ReDead would bother him while he held the arrow, so he walked straight into her house untouched.


He couldn’t calm his suspicions though. ReDead were naturally drawn to anything living, but none of them had entered Saria’s home; they just guarded it.


Link ducked his head to get through the doorway, (because all Kokiri are children) and looked at Saria’s modest haven.


The house was carved out of a mammoth old tree stump, and all the furniture, (a table, a chair, dishes, pots, ect.) were carved out of wood as well. A pink carpet covered the floor and the same wavy pink stripe on the outside had been painted on the inside. Nice. Very feminine. 


Against the wall of the circular room was a wooden bed, with leaves for the mattress and fibers from the forest for a blanket. The Kokiri were known for using all of their resources from their own biome. In the bed was Saria.


She was asleep, or so it would seem. Link decided to leave her, but there was a paper on the wall…


Link-


I knew you’d come here. Yes, Adalina is in danger, as am I, and all of the sages. But you cannot waken me. Try it if you like.


Link went over to shake her but she didn’t even stir.


Yes, I sensed the ReDead guarding me, so I…how should I put this…enchanted myself. You were the one who told me that ReDead are attracted to life…so I banished mine. I sleep deeply…when the ReDead are gone, I will awaken.


The trouble again lies in the Forest Temple, but it is not I in need of your aid there…my duties as a sage forbade me to embark on this particular quest…but one other has been chosen. 


She is there, and she needs your help.


My fairy Areil is in that glass jar under my bed…take her with you…at least until you find Navi.  


I give you my prayer,


Saria


It took Link a minute to absorb all of this, but when he did, he slowly looked under her bed and pulled out a crystal jar. Inside was a sphere of emerald light with four delicate wings arranged like that of a butterfly. He uncorked the bottle and the fairy flew free.


Areil shook herself, and in an innocent girl voice she said, “Oh, it seems like forever since I’ve seen you, Link. Nice to see you again! Although I do wish the circumstances were jollier.”


“As do I,” Link said gravely.


“Well,” said Areil straightening up, “we can chit-chat on the way to the Forest Temple, and I’ll answer as many of your questions as I can. But right now we have a sage to save!”

***


Areil was sadly flying alongside Link. When asked why she was so sad she replied, “Can you feel it…?”


The third time Link asked her she sighed and stopped. “Put your hand on that tree, yes, that dying aspen. Now can you feel it?”


Link obeyed. At first he felt nothing…then…


A young girl crying…


“I can’t! I can’t! Help me, someone! Anyone!”


There was a streak of red on her otherwise flawless face…


The vision changed.


“She won’t survive the night, Lirael. She’s dying.”


“She will…she has to…”


“Have you seen the extent of her injuries? She has no will to live Lirael.”


The girl cried and screamed, “She will, she will live! If I have to give my life for hers I will…she won’t die…she can’t die…”


The little girl’s voice trailed off into nothing…


Link awoke with a jolt. Areil was hanging her head. “The trees know her story…”


“What story?” Link asked.


“I will let Lirael tell you. Come, time is short.”

***

*Chapter Nine*

The labyrinth of Courage


The Forest Temple was as it was in the Imprisoning War, overrun by monsters. Even the usually cheerful fairy had lost a little of her glow.


“This is it,” Areil whispered. “Last time I was here was when Saria was going through her trial.”


“It does bring back many painful memories, doesn’t it, Areil?” Link whispered.


They slowly entered, ignoring the pair of Wolfoes that guarded the entrance. The room was hexagonal, and in the middle was a square platform with four golden torches on its corners. There were no flames in the waiting brazier. 


“I guess we have to face the four Poes, Areil?”


“Unfortunately, yes. The elevator will not rise otherwise.”


Link and Areil looked at the room for several minutes. “Well,” Link said, “I did it before.”


“Yeah, sure. Let’s go, this place is creeping me out,” said Areil. The way she said it you’d think she was annoyed, but the truth was that she was terrified. Very few escaped this place alive…and the one who stood the least fighting chance was Lirael.


Link advanced foreword and Areil followed. He turned to his right to come to a wooden door with triangular panels of green stained glass. He turned the golden knob to enter another world.


This temple was dedicated to the memory of Farore; Goddess of Courage, as well as Link’s own deity. Her dominating power lied within the forests of the world. This room was known as Farore’s Realm, for it resembled her.


Aspens, her beloved tree, were everywhere. Awesome stone pillars towered over Link and Areil, coated with a mixture of dead and living ivy. A river of cerulean water ran through the garden, and an adorable little well stood in one of the corners. The walls were brownish stone, and they stood a good fifty feet high. Little platforms adorned the wall, but their entrances were elsewhere.


But an ancient evil had made its home here.


Octorks invaded the once pure river, spitting rocks at anything in its path. Deadly Skulltulas climbed the ivy on the walls, and giant Deku Babas sprouted up randomly. Link sighed; he had a lot of work to do.

***


After finding their way through Farore’s Realm, they found themselves in a large rectangular room. Oil paintings of the four Poe sisters hung on each of the walls.


The first, Beth (the eldest of the four), had once been able to sing in a way that would enchant even the most hard-hearted. There was Meg, the second born, whose dance put the deer to shame. Amy played the lyre, her music bringing the rivers to dance at her feet. And there was Joelle, the most powerful of them all. Her power she kept close to her heart and secret, for she could steal the heart of any man.


They had once been beautiful maidens, but now they were Poes, concentrated hatred, and wanted nothing more than to destroy.


Link drew a light arrow from his quiver and shot it into the oil painting of Beth. She then appeared, slowly materializing, dressed in sapphire with hair as black as night. 


She screamed a war cry and charged Link. He fired an arrow at her, and she vanished. But Link wasn’t fooled; he waited for her to reappear.


She did eventually, and even more the pity. She never learned to change her pattern. Link’s aim was always true and when her energy was gone, she turned into a blue flame that lit itself in one of the four golden torches.


“One down,” Areil said, “three to go.”

***


Joelle was next. She had the same jet hair and evil eyes as Beth, but she was dressed in orange, the color of spirit, and wind. She tried using her gift on Link, tried to persuade him to come to her, but her power had weakened with time, and Link already had a girlfriend, or so he hoped.


She died the same way. Her orange flame lit yet another golden torch.


The hardest two remained.

***


Now Amy was fast approaching the pair, but she was not like the others.


Amy, when she was mortal, had loved puzzles and games. She kept that love and guarded herself with a puzzle of her own.


Link and Areil entered the room and shot an arrow into the Poe’s portrait. Instead of appearing as her sisters, four massive blocks fell from the ceiling, an image on each piece. Put together correctly, and you made Amy’s image and in doing so released her. Run out of time and well…let’s not get into that.


It took a lot of strength for Link to move those blocks into the right order but he did it. Amy appeared and died as Beth and Joelle.


An emerald flame took its place among the others.

***


In order to get to Meg, the final Poe, they went back to where they started. In the center of the main room, Meg stood crying into a handkerchief. It was a pitiful sound, and it was very hard not to pity her; but that’s exactly what she wanted. 


Link went to confront her and she split into four identical maidens dressed in violet. The real one always twirled before attacking, and the others were no threat. Soon Meg had no strength left to keep fighting. He flame flew to the final torch.


The wooden elevator rose, activated by the pure hatred of the Poes. Link was about to step in when Areil yelled, “Wait, look at this!”


 Link slowly walked over to where Areil was hovering and saw…


Well, he wasn’t sure what it was.

***


Will was frantically running around the castle, looking for someone who could tell him where Adalina was. All of the guards shook their heads sadly as he asked, and he was getting worried. Finally he ran into Zelda.


“Good day, Will.”


“Good day, my lady, but can you tell me…”


Zelda held up her hand to indicate silence. “I know what you’re going to ask. But what I will have to show you will only bring you pain.”


“I don’t care!” Will said strongly. “I have to know what has happened.”


“Than follow me.”


Zelda led Will to Adalina’s room, now sealed by Zelda, but she unlocked it with a wave of her hand. She let Will enter first. 


She waited a few minutes before entering herself, she had to force herself to go in the end, but she did.


Will stood at the foot of her bed, just standing there, not saying anything. “It’s a separation spell,” he whispered. “Ganon has her then?”


“Yes.”


“Where is Link then?”


“He left for the Forest Temple…I know what you’re thinking and it’s impossible. Don’t follow him, you’ll get yourself killed, but I know of something you can do to help her, if you will.”


“I’ll do it,” he said solemnly.

***


Will sat cross-legged across from Zelda, who was wearing her shekiah costume. “I hid in this for seven years, Will. This costume…never mind. The point is that the shekiah hold mysterious, almost unnatural power. I am here to teach you that power. Put this on.”


Zelda handed Will a shekiah outfit. It was a deep blue leotard, but had long sleeves and long leggings. Since there was no need to hide, Zelda did not have him cover his face.


“Stand,” Zelda said firmly.


Will stood straight and tall. 


 “I may be princess, but you will not address me as princess here. I am here to teach you to battle with your body and mind. Follow me, and there never be a time when you will be helpless…understood?” Zelda spoke with the air and look of a sage and veteran.


“Understood, captain!” Will shouted.

***


Link looked down at this peculiar object. It was shaped like a flute, but was carved of glass. The keys were citrines, emeralds, rubies, sapphires, topazes, and amethysts, the gems of the sages. But when Link blew into it, it didn’t work. You couldn’t even hear the sound of his breath passing through the flute. “Strange,” Link said. “Do you know what this is, Areil?”


“It belonged to Lirael,” she said simply. “Now come. She is waiting for you.”


He put it in his backpack and stepped on the elevator and rode down into the depths of the temple. The doors had been unlocked previously, which was strange, so he passed through into the realm of Phantom Ganon.


The room was circular, but around it were eight identical paintings of a path surrounded by shrubbery leading to a castle. These paintings were entrances to the gap between worlds, but very few could go there. Phantom Ganon rode his magical horse in one of them and charged into the world beyond the paintings. 


“Phantom Ganon,” Link said strongly. “You once told me that your twin would not beat me so easily, I destroyed him. Perhaps you heard in that gap between dimensions?”


He heard the phantom snarl. “A parley, hero?”


“What?” Link asked, taken aback.


“I said I want to parley. Do you or do you not speak Hylian?”


Link smelled something fishy but couldn’t put his finger on it. “I accept.”


Phantom Ganon dismounted his horse and walked towards him carrying something alive in a bag slung over his right shoulder. Whatever was in it was weeping softly. Link got the impression that whatever was in there had given up fighting.


Phantom Ganon stood across from the hero, but about six feet away. He dropped the bag on the floor and the thing screamed from being dropped by a monster hovering five feet in the air. The scream turned into a broken sob. “This, Link, is what I am offering you.”


“In exchange for what?”


“Information about Adalina.”


Link wanted to charge him but controlled his temper. “What if I refuse?”


Phantom Ganon smiled evilly and cut the bag open. A maiden Adalina’s age fell out and landed face down on the stone floor. Her hair was emerald green and the forest medallion was around her neck.


“I will kill her.”

***

*Chapter Ten*

Wrath of the Forest


“Will you decide, Link?” The phantom asked cruelly.


Link looked at the girl, she must be Lirael, the Sage of Forest. She groaned, but in a hoarse, quiet voice she gasped, “Don’t do it.”


 Phantom Link heard this and kicked in her side. She slid six feet and lay there trembling. “Quiet, girl!” he yelled.


“Leave her be,” Link countered. “Haven’t you other things to do than pick on helpless maidens?”


“Yes, in fact I do. My master wishes to know about Adalina.”


Link was caught in between a rock and a lava pit. There was no lesser evil to choose from.


“Link,” Lirael whispered. “Kill me now. It is over…it’s the most you can do for Adalina…”

***


Link…


It’s me…Adalina…


Pull out…that flute…play…the Song of Healing…


It was…meant to be…Link…do not…resist…fate…good…bye…

***


Link was stunned by the clarity of her voice, but he did as she said.


The notes were beyond description. Water flowing, fire crackling, forests dying, hope fading, light shining…so many different emotions dancing together in the pattern of the Song of Healing.


The emerald keys on the flute shone and then, before Link, stood Adalina.


Lirael…forgive me…


Adalina advanced toward Lirael’s broken form. Lirael lifted her head and sighed. “It was meant to be, do it now.”


Adalina, with tears streaming down her cheeks, unsheathed her dagger and slid it into her friend’s heart. She looked up with sorrowful eyes, cried out, and fell to the stone ground, never to breathe again.

***


Phantom Ganon stood there stunned, the seemed to gather his senses. “I’ll be back, hero!”


He rode into one of the paintings and vanished.


Link ran over to Lirael’s body. She wasn’t breathing, and he took her for dead.


“Lirael,” he whispered. “Sage of the Forest. Come back to the light.”


Link was in shock. Why did Adalina kill her?


Then he remembered.


Meg, the fourth Poe sister, had killed Saria. Volvagia, a subterranean lava dragon, had killed Darunia. They had ceased to live, but their spirits were no longer restricted by mortality. They were given the wisdom to become sages.


So it was Lirael’s fate to be killed this way. But he couldn’t help crying for the fallen sage.


Lirael’s forest medallion glowed with a heavenly light. Link reached out and took it in his hand, he knew what was coming.

***


The Chamber of the Sages was a mystical place. The floors were made of blue marble, to signify wisdom. In the center, where Link stood, was a golden symbol of the Triforce. Around it stood six platforms dyed the colors of the sages. Surrounding it was darkness, but other platforms were in the distance. They had the illusion of having water run off of them into infinite darkness.


Lirael appeared on the emerald green hexagon in front of him. She was no longer scarred and bleeding from her encounter with Phantom Ganon. She was whole.


Lirael was dressed in a white, long sleeved gown. It was light, but very elegant. The neckline, the sleeves, and the bottom of the dress were lined with emerald ribbon. Her skin was pale, exceedingly so. Her hair was also a deep green, and a tiara of silver made to look like intertwined ivy rested on her head. The Forest Medallion was around her neck on a golden chain. 


 “Thank you, Link,” she said. Her voice was like a sweet bell with a ring of youth. “I wish to thank you somehow. I believe you have some questions about Adalina?”


Link nodded.


“Well, she wanted me to tell you a little more about her, if you will hear it.”


“Why did she kill you?” Link asked.


“Oh, that. That wasn’t her.”


“What?”


Lirael sighed. “Ganon has her under a separation spell. To make it simple, it splits a person into six parts: body, mind, and spirit, each split in half. Her body was the one who attacked me. Her mind was elsewhere, had it been with her she would not have done it.”


“Than who was controlling her body?”


“Take a guess, hero.”


Link nodded. “Than what about your past? Areil told me…”


Lirael held up her hand. “I knew you would ask this of me.” She sighed sadly. “When Adalina and I were young, she was attacked; whether by human or monster is beyond our knowledge. But I was the one who found her…when she fainted. They rushed her to the hospital, but the doctors told me she would die, and that there was no hope.”


“I tried not to believe them. I stayed by her bed at all times crying and telling her that she had to live. The doctors found me then…they dragged me out. She almost didn’t make it…”


“But she lived, barely. But some part of her died that night. I haven’t been able to place it, but she seems…different, almost like she isn’t living in this world.” She wiped her eyes. “But Link, I can’t awaken.”


“What?” Link cried out in surprise. “You’re a sage. You have to awaken! Hyrule depends on it…”


“I know. But Ganon…he…”


Lirael started to fade. “No!” she cried out. “No! No! This isn’t happening! Help me Link!”


Link ran foreword but an invisible force threw him back and held him suspended over empty space. “Hah…hero, do not trifle with me!”


Lirael’s eyes were a big a saucers. “Link, hurry! He has Adalina! Find the sages! Find Adalina! Find the…”


He never heard her last words.  

*Chapter Eleven*

Will’s Training, Adalina’s Demise


 When Will returned to Zelda’s chambers the following day, she was waiting. She was singing in the ancient tongue. He recognized it as a Shekiah song of hope.


“Come in, Will,” she said softly.


Will sat down on a satin cushion across from Zelda.


“Today,” she said, “you will learn more about the separation spell. Are you ready?” 


He nodded.


“Unfortunately, we have to use Adalina for an example.”


His eyes dampened. He didn’t want to see her in this state. But he followed.


When he got to the room, Zelda opened the magical door and they entered together. Adalina was on the bed, not breathing, still as a statue. Her face was calm, so calm it made Will shiver.


“Now, you know that Ganon put this spell on her. The nature of the spell is to bring a person as close as they can to death without dying. Their being is shattered, usually into six or seven parts. Now normally a person would only survive 6 hours under this spell, but Adalina…miraculously has lived for two days. Why, I do not know.”


Will felt a sudden burst of rage at Ganon. He was putting his best friend through the worst spell imaginable. “I will kill him, Zelda.”


Zelda’s eyes were filled with fear. “Why?”


“He has done this to her…see, Zelda…she’s shaking.”


Zelda looked over and saw that this was true. Ganon had at least one part of her, and that part was being killed rapidly.


Will walked over to Adalina and picked her up. He pressed her body to his and flinched as he felt her ice-cold skin touch his. “Adalina…please…don’t…die…you’re the only friend I’ve ever had…” He laid his head on her shoulder, wishing with all his heart that she would reply…but she didn’t. He began to cry, aware that Zelda had burst into tears as well.


“Stop your shaking, Adalina. I am coming.”

***


The Evil Realm was well named.


Not one speck of pure light or hope shone there. It’s landscape was like Hyrule, exactly so, but everything was how Hyrule would have been had Ganon been king. 


Lake Hylia was below freezing but was not ice, Death Mountain was constantly erupting, Kakariko Village was under a plague, and Hyrule Castle had been deemed Ganon’s Castle.


It was made of black stone with towers that pierced the sky, which was usually either red or black. Around it was a boiling lake of lava with no bridge to span the distance.  


Inside was even more fearsome than the outside. The walls were red, to signify power. If you went in a little, you would find yourself in a circular room with six doorways leading to six chambers. These acted as prisons for the sages. 


Melody lay down in the Light Chamber. It was cold, and dark, Ganon had made it that way. He didn’t believe in mercy, or properly feeding and hydrating his prisoners.


All the same, she lay on a little obsidian block to serve for her bed. The rock was very uncomfortable, she tried using her hands for her pillow, but that cut off her circulation. 


She sighed heavily and got up. Since the room was dark, she couldn’t see a thing. She had to use her hands to navigate. She felt around. Soon she came across a crack in the wall that was her only source of oxygen. It wasn’t enough to provide fresh air, but it kept her alive.


She kept feeling around and came to an obsidian chair. Everything was obsidian. She loathed the black, evil rock. She then came across some heavy metal chains. At first she had been chained up, not fed at all, and had a Moblin guard with her at all times. He was rude, and hit her with the butt of his spear whenever she moved.


Now she wasn’t much better off. The door was heavy iron; only a Moblin had the strength to open it.


She didn’t complain. She knew she would be rescued soon.


The heavy iron door opened and Melody screamed as the unfamiliar, blinding light burnt her eyes. She thrust her hands over her eyes and told herself not to look.


“Melody,” one of the Moblins grunted. “Ganon wans’ to see ye.”


“I don’t want to see him,” Melody snapped back.


Grunt. “He wants ye to dine with he to’nigh.”


“The very thought betrays my country, you may tell him no for me.”


But the Moblins weren’t trained to take ‘no’ s. They each grabbed one arm and dragged her out of her room towards Ganon’s Chambers. She didn’t fight back; she had learned her lesson the first time.


Ganon’s Chambers were quite comfortable, considering the decorator was an unruly tyrant. Dragmire Ganondorf, the very name burned her tongue. She sat on a wooden chair, (glad to get a break from obsidian) and waited. 


He came soon. He was a tall Gerudo man with slightly greened skin and a jewel glued to his forehead. His hair was fire red, and his eyes reflected giddiness, perhaps madness, and an unending desire for more power. His armor was black, and his cape was crimson. He smiled evilly. “Welcome, Melody.”


Melody forced herself not to flinch at the sound of his voice. She didn’t reply.


Ganondorf laughed and grabbed her arm. He led her to a wooden door and knocked it aside. A table was there. Ganondorf chose a seat and Melody chose one as far away from him as possible.


“Eat,” he said, “you must be very hungry.”


“Not for anything at your table.”


Ganondorf laughed. “Oh, my. Do you miss Adalina already?”


Melody clenched her fists. 


“She won’t live much longer, you know.”


Melody stood up violently, knocking most of the items of food off of the table. Melody’s eyes went wild as she screamed, “She was my sister! Do you know anything of love? Do you know what we have been through together? How could you not understand that power…it is greater than your own, Ganondorf. That same power will destroy you!  Link had it! That’s why he prevailed! He loved Zelda! And you were powerless to stop him!” 


“Enough!” Ganondorf shouted. He too stood up and grabbed her by her long, golden hair. She uttered a cry as she found herself staring into the eyes of the Evil King. She began to shake violently.


“Do you fear me, Melody?” he whispered savagely.


Melody did not answer. 


Unsatisfied, Ganondorf threw her across the room, where she hit a wall and was knocked unconscious. “Moblins, make her pay for what she has said.”


“You can break my body, but you cannot break my spirit, Ganondorf,” Melody whispered before everything went black.


“What would ye have ‘u do, oh lord?” the Moblins asked.


“Show her Adalina, that will teach her the consequences of trifling with me more than any torture will.”

***


The Moblins hoisted her up onto their shoulders and carried her to a room sealed with the most powerful protective spells. Melody had regained her senses and was weeping quietly; the Moblins paid no heed. They reached the room and the Moblin stuck his hand through the wall of shimmering black magic. It parted, recognizing the Moblin’s hand.  


Once past the black wall, many other trials remained, all conquered by the strength of the Moblins. The final room had a door that was formed out of the blackest night. It was darker than all the obsidian combined…for it was made from the incarnation of Majora.


They opened it and threw Melody inside, then slammed the door behind her.


Melody looked around. She didn’t see much, until a faint light shone through the darkness.


It was Adalina.


She was laid out on a bed of glass, with candles at her feet and head. Her hair was sprawled across the pillow and her pure white dress was quite a contrast to the crimson bed linens. Her hands were neatly lain over her heart and clutched between them was a blood red rose.


“Adalina!” Melody cried as she ran toward her friend.


“Mel…” Adalina started but had a coughing fit right after she started. 


“Shhh…don’t say a word, just breathe,” Melody said as she embraced her friend. She stroked her hair softly and held her as the coughs shook her delicate form. She finally stopped, gasping for air.


“Ganon…he…” Adalina started crying.


Melody felt tears spilling from her eyes as well. “I know,” she sobbed.


Neither of the girls said a word until the two Moblins came and dragged her away. On her way out, as she was calling out to Adalina she spotted a black dress made to cover every part of the body except her head.


That dress was only given to those who had been condemned to die.

***


Zelda woke up in Adalina’s room. She silently scolded herself for sleeping in another person’s room, but Will had fallen asleep as well; he was curled up in a little ball at the foot of Adalina’s bed.


She had had another dream. This time Adalina was gesturing to her pillow.


Zelda decided to take a look. 


Very quietly she slipped her hand under the sleeping maiden’s pillow; she heard something crumble. She grasped it and pulled it out from its hiding spot.


It was a piece of old parchment, with words written in Adalina’s hand.


Oh I remember, I recall…

***

*Chapter Twelve*

Wreathed in Rings of Fire


Link was still quite confused by his experience in the Forest Temple. He wished Lirael had held on a little longer to explain these things to him. He decided to go back to Hyrule Castle. He hated delaying his quest but in a dream last night Zelda had spoken to him. Besides, he was hungry.

***


Adalina felt a hand on her right cheek. Thinking it was Melody she opened her eyes. What she saw was not Melody.


Ganondorf was standing beside her bed with the black dress in his hand. “Time to die, Adalina.”

***


Link arrived at Hyrule Castle just before the gate closed. He changed from his green tunic to his Knight’s uniform. Zelda summoned him soon after.


“I heard about Lirael,” she whispered. “She didn’t deserve that.”


“None of the sages did,” Link replied, “including you.”


“So then she’s a sage?”


“I think so.”


“But that’s not why I summoned you so quickly,” she said confidently. “I have found a clue to Adalina’s disappearance,” she said beaming.


“That’s wonderful!” Link said cheerfully. “Let’s hear it.”


Zelda cleared her throat and recited the poem. She knew it by heart because she had read it so many times.


Oh I remember, I recall


In a land so green, the grass so tall


Where once he pledged his love to me


For a loyal knight was he


The storms were raging on that night


We awakened from the stranger’s might


And through those chamber doors he came


“Please come and help your king”


I watched him leave, I watched him go


As through the stormy night he trod


Riding high and strong on mighty steed


I whispered, “Please, come back to me”


And the fairies cried for me


It’s been eight months, or even more


Since I heard the news, I cry no more


I’ve seen the vision in my sight


A stranger comes with the devil’s night


I run down to the ocean side


His horse so still, his eyes so bright


The hills were startled by my cries


The knife cuts deep, I cannot die


And the sea birds cry for me


And when our loyal knight came home


He found her dead, he found her gone


And from that day he walked alone


For a loyal knight was he


Link and Zelda were silent for a long time. Zelda spoke again. “This is the riddle Adalina left for you.”


“What does it mean?” he asked.


“Well, I think it’s a password.”


Link looked at her as if to say that he had no clue what she was talking about. 


She sighed. “You know that song she was singing a while ago, these are the words she was singing. You know the influence music can have.”


Link nodded, remembering how “Zelda’s Lullaby” opened many locked doors on his quest.


“I think this song opens a gateway of sorts. Here,” she handed him the piece of paper with the words written on it, “this, take this.”


Zelda looked pleadingly at Link. “Please be careful, and,” she smiled, “this bag will help you.”


She handed him a satin bag that looked and felt empty. Link stuck his hand in and pulled out a fresh roll. He reached in again and pulled out an apple.


“Banquet in a bag,” Link said. “How clever, Princess.”


Zelda smiled. “The Fire Temple shouldn’t take you long. So long, my hero.”

***


“Me?” asked Sabriel. “You want me, of all people, to do this?”


“No other has your bloodline, you, if anyone, were meant for this task.”


“But I’ve never done anything like this…”


“It doesn’t matter. Come, Adalina waits.”

***


The Fire Temple took Link about five minutes to reach, thanks to his Bolero of Fire, he was warped directly there. He wore his Goron Tunic to protect him from the searing heat.


Inside was just as he remembered. Totem poles with flaming mouths stood tall and firm, fire keese circled the perimeter, and the fire spirits stood ever watchful. 


There were two doors, one on the left and one on the right. The door on the right led deeper into the temple, but Zelda said that there was no need to go that far in. He chose the door on the left.


A pool of lava and a gust of scorching heat greeted him. “Ugh,” Link said, “hasn’t changed an iota.”


There were several pillars floating in the lava, rather like high up stepping-stones. You had to jump to reach the next one, and if he missed his Goron tunic would only protect him for a few, precious seconds. 


He followed them, because something was calling him there, although he was sure that the Sage would be in Volvagia’s lair. He saw an iron cage, and huddled inside it was Darunia.


The Goron leader, recognizing Link, stood up and said, “You blind, boy?” 


Link looked around and found a switch on the floor; he stepped on it and Darunia’s cell opened.


Darunia greeted him with a “big Goron hug” which, when received by a Hylian, gave you the privilege of hearing every bone in your body crack. Link winced and choked, “Put me down before I get a broken leg or something.”


Remembering that Link was, in fact, not a Goron, dropped him immediately and let him catch his breath.


“Thanks, brother. My people need me. Get to Sabriel…and let that fairy out of your hat.”


Link scolded himself for forgetting about Areil. He let her out and she let out a long line of insults, some of which were, “Dumb idiot” and “ungrateful scum”.


“Should I help free the Gorons?” Link asked, ignoring Areil.


“Nah, I can do that. Go help Sabie. She is my sworn daughter, you know,” Darunia said beaming.


Link didn’t take time to inquire about this. He sprinted to Volvagia’s lair.

***


“Sabie”, as Darunia called her, was a complete mess. When he did manage to get her to talk, by forcing some of his precious water down her throat, all she said was, “Too hot.”


Link interpreted this as a “Get me out of this cursed fire pit.” He carried her out of the Fire Temple.


Sabriel, like Lirael, was badly wounded. Volvagia had gotten her with his flaming whips (or hair) and had managed to administer third degree burns most of the right side of her body, and first degree burns to her left arm.


Link examined her. She had once been very beautiful, with long, thick ruby hair and strong eyes. Now she was burnt beyond his limited ability to heal. 


“Link,” she said quietly, “talk to me.”


After thinking for a while he said, “You spoke with Adalina earlier and…”


Sabriel interrupted. “I knew Adalina’s fate ever since I laid eyes on her. After I met the other five, we realized that we, together, were destined to be the six sages. We established an organization; we called ourselves Daughters of Adversity. Adalina was not in it, we tried so hard…to protect…her…from…him…”

Sabriel passed out, leaving him to take the Fire Medallion from her neck. What he didn’t realize was the Deku Seed flying toward his head until it was too late. He watched everything go black as a group of Moblins carried Sabriel away.

***
