The Mrynaith





	A banquet was taking place in the castle in honor of an upcoming peace treaty with an island a few miles west of Hyrule (as the Moby flies).  Well, that was the official reason, the real reason had something to do with the young heir to the throne of Cylka, the island with which Hyrule was making peace with.  It was the kings idea, he thought it a great sealer to the peace treaty.


	“Betrothal? To Prince Balin?” Link asked, his heart sinking.  The king nodded happily, oblivious to Links obvious discontent.  The king had asked Link to join him in the throne room of the castle, a lavishly decorated room with large extravagant chairs on a dais near the back. It was a large, almost vulgar display of the castles and Hyrule in generals, wealth. Zelda disapproved of it, believing that the rupees used to furnish the room could be put to a better use.  Link had, of course, come quickly, wondering what was up.  As soon as he got there the king confided his plans to Link.  “Dooooes...Zelda...know about this?” Link asked tentatively.  The king shook his head, “No, no, of course not!” Link breathed a sigh of relief..sort of, and then started to wonder what Zelda would think of the arrangement, who knows, maybe she’d be happy with it. He hoped not, but if she was happy, well... “So why are you telling me?” The king put a hand of Links shoulder, “I need you to help out, you’ll be at the banquet?” Link nodded, wondering how he could help, and if he could bring himself to do it. “Good.” the king said, “I want you to make sure that they meet, and dance.” “Easy enough.” Link thought and nodded that he would assist the king in this.


	“Oh no!” Zelda cried out. “What? What is it Zelda?” Nirala called as she ran into the room. Zelda scowled at her bed, “Look! Just look there!” she said, pointing.  Nirala shrugged and looked over at the bed. Lying there was a pink dress with white bows and sashes at the bottom.  Above the neck of the dress was a large pink bow and a heavily jeweled golden, well golden in the very few places where it wasn’t incrusted with jewels, crown.  Zelda hated that ceremonial crown, after a while it made a painful red mark across her forehead.  Plus, near the side of the bed was a hoop shirt skeleton.  Nirala giggled, “Is that what you’re wearing to the banquet?” “Hmph! That’s what they think. I will not though. I thought I had seen the last of that Triforce cursed dress when I came here!” Zelda said vehemently.  The dress was the very one she had worn the day a mage cast a sleep spell on her, the one she had spent generations asleep in, in the North Castle.  Nirala surveyed the dress, “It’s not that bad, besides that kind of err...elegant dress is in the vogue again.” Zelda glared at her, “I can’t move in it. If I could than I wouldn’t be here now, I would have been able to stand up faster and blocked that mages’ spell, but the hoop skeleton was sticking in my knees when I knelt down and I couldn’t get up, or even concentrate on a block spell!” Zelda said rising with intensity at each word.  “Okay, okay, By the Power! Calm down Zelda!” she looked at the dress again, trying to judge what could be done to change it enough for Zelda.  “Well, there’s nothing we can do now..not so close to the banquet.” she looked out the window at the sun, “Oh! Only one hour away.” Zeldas face fell, “You mean there’s nothing we can do?” Nirala shook her head, “No way! Have to wait though, see, there’s a parlor right in front of ...the women’s privy.  There’s a sewing set in there, along with lots of other stuff, just in case,” Nirala giggled again, “Just in case someone eats too much and pops something off her dress.” Zelda chuckled as an image of Valyrie, who was sure to be there, popping something from her dress formed in her mind.  Even though Zelda had reduced Valyrie’s status, everyone was invited and she was no exception.  Zelda thought of how it was a free banquet and wondered if the large ballroom would hold everyone who chose to come.


	Zelda looked through the door to the ballroom, she wasn’t really late, but many people where collecting already. The room was decorated in shining silver and white marble, except for a dais in the center of the room which was strewn with various golden decorations.  A large gold chandelier hung above the raised dais, if looked heavy enough to fall at any moment.  There was also a large table that lined the all the walls, except where doors stood and an area of chairs for tired dancers, it also held refreshments.  A few Smaller, more simple, but equally beautiful silver chandeliers widely circled the gold one. 


 	Zelda took a breath and tried to get through the door, the hoop shirt caught on the small doorway and almost ripped as Zelda pulled it savagely through.  As soon as Zelda entered the ballroom she was swept up into the arms of one of the noblemen and spun around the dance floor.  Zelda was danced from one end of the room and back again. None even gave her the time to catch her breath, or at least say whether she wanted to dance or not.  On top of that, when she had come through the door a wire prong of her skirts’ skeleton had bent and it poked her painfully.  She was thankful that the shoes she had were not heels but flat soled.  Zelda tried to think of a way to escape to the parlor, but was having little success when a young man with short dark hair saved her.  Balin had seen the look on Zeldas’ face and asked to cut in, he walked her over to the refreshments.  “By the Power!” Zelda exclaimed, “I thought I’d never get out of there! Oh, thank you.” Balin nodded to her, “Well it’s hard to just stand there and watch a lovely lady with such a pained look on her face, what’s the matter anyway?” “Way too much, oh! Nirala! I’ve got to get to the parlor--” Balin looked at her in surprise as he noticed the crown on her head, “Forgive me princess! I didn’t--” Zelda shook her head, “Ignore the formality will you?” “Of course milady, I mean..umm...what is your name?” ” She looked at him curiously, “I was about to ask the same of you, I’m Zelda.” she laughed, “I’m not used to people not recognizing me I guess, sorry.” “No need to apologize, I have the same problem, I’m Balin.” “Balin? Prince Balin of Cylka?” “The very same.” he said with a grin. “Well, I’ll see you around, okay?” Zelda said, almost questioningly. Balin smiled, “Sure, save me a dance will you? After you’re feeling better.” Zelda smiled, “Agreed. Good-bye then for now.” “Yep, Bye.” “Bye.” “See-ya.” “Yep, see you later.” “Okay, bye.”


	Zelda heaved an almost comical sigh of relief as she entered the parlor.  Nirala had been waiting, not for long though, she was a bit late and had been worried that Zelda had been waiting for her.  Zelda removed, with a little trouble, the wire hoop skeleton and placed it down beside Nirala, “Can we leave the hoop out this time?” Nirala grinned, “Fine with me, I have an idea for this dress...” Zelda lifted off the dress and thrust it at Nirala, then she sat, in her white silk slip, on one of the couches.  “Whew! I’m parched, how ‘bout you Zel?” Nirala asked, she had changed the dress tremendously, it was hard to tell it was the same one. Zelda grinned, “Yeah, but,” she looked down at her slip, “I think you’d need to get it.” Nirala laughed, “All right then, I’ll be right back.” and she headed out the door.


	A few minutes later Nirala returned with two cups of bluish punch. “What is that?” Zelda asked, looking warily at the drink. Nirala handed her one, “I have no idea, but it’s pretty good!” Zelda sipped it, the drink had an odd flavor that she couldn’t describe, but it was good and very refreshing.  Nirala sat back down to work on the dress, “Hope no one’s missing you during this.” she said with a mischievous gleam in her eye. “Oh I doubt it.” “Really?” Nirala asked, raising her eyebrows and making Zelda blush slightly, “Really.” Zelda said firmly. Nirala shrugged, “Well, anyway, stand up Zel and let me see if I did this right.” Zelda started to stand, drink in hand, but then she tripped on a protruding piece of carpet and spilled the blue drink on the bottom part of her dress, “Umm...oops.” Zelda said looking sheepishly at the stain.  “Zelda! Did you do that on purpose?” Zelda replied, “No, though that’s a good idea, you know, I think I’m going to try that some time.” Nirala rolled her eyes, “By the Power Zelda!” and then she sighed, “I’m not sure if it’s salvageable, but I’ll try.” Nirala took a few minutes concentrating on the skirt of the dress and soon had cut away the part stained blue, well, it looked more purple on the pink.  “Almost done, there’s one problem though.” “Another one?” Nirala grinned slightly, “Yep.  The sleeves, see there’s that poofy part on the shoulder and I’m not sure if I can flatten it, but with that skirt part if I cut off that part it might turn out well....immodest.” Zelda laughed, “Well, do what you can, it shan’t matter too much, the banquet must be only a few hours away from the end by now.” “Nope, it’s going to go on well into the night, possibly until tomorrow.” “Really?” “Yes.” Nirala went to work at the sleeves and a short time later was finished. Zelda took the dress and tried it on, she turned to a long mirror on one side of the parlor.  Nirala took the bow that Zelda had before had in the back of her head below her crown (which she had taken off earlier) and retied it, then cut off part of the ends to make a smaller bow.  Then Nirala tossed Zelda’s formal crown onto the couch and instead handed her a small golden circlet.  Zelda rubbed her forehead and them placed her maiden’s circlet in it’s place on her head.  Nirala fixed the bow to the right side of Zeldas head, “There. Umm..the skirts a little short, but it’ll do.” Zelda looked in the mirror, “Whoa..a little?” The skirt in question was halfway up from her knees. “You did a good job though Nirala, thanks. Well, I can defiantly move in this!” Zelda headed towards the door, “I’ll see you later.” Nirala smiled, then thought of something, “Wait!” she called and moved over to where Zelda was, not far from the door.  Nirala fooled around with Zeldas hair a bit and finally left it, part hanging over Zeldas right shoulder. “There.” 


	Zelda walked gracefully out of the parlor and heard three sets of gasps from around the room.  The first was from those that had been looking in the direction of the parlor.  The second, those that had heard the first and wondered what was going on and the third, those that had missed the first gasp, but heard the second one.  Zelda winced as she saw a nobleman walking, rushing rather, up to her, but Balin got there first, “Is that why you went into the parlor for so long? You must really love shocking people, huh? Or is it just that you like having the eyes of just about all the young men in the room glued to you?” Zelda smiled, “Well, it was a bit of an accident, but the results are...interesting.” “May I claim my dance now, or would you like to walk up to the king first and shock him too?” She laughed, “Good idea, I’ll do that later. But right now you can claim it.”  The music was up-beat and jovial, Zelda hadn’t expected that. She had thought that at the banquet there would be more classical songs, there were, but not as many as she had thought.  Near the end, Balin noticed Zelda looking over his shoulder at someone.  He turned and saw Link, “Your husband?” he asked, inclining his head toward Link. Zelda blushed a deep red, “No, no, just..a friend. I wouldn’t curse him, or anyone else with that.” Balin nodded sadly, “Too true, too true. We both have that problem, eh?” Zelda sighed, “Yeah, being royalty isn’t all it’s thought to be is it?” 


	Once the song was over, Zelda went over to Link with Balin. “Link, this is my friend, Balin.” Link did a double-take, “B-Balin?” he asked almost choking on his drink. “Oh, I’d love to stay and chat a while, but Mother’ll be wondering where I am, I’ll see you two around.” Balin said and headed toward the dais in the center of the ballroom.  Zelda glanced at him, “Are you all right Link? Suddenly you don’t look too well...” He managed a nod, “Yeah, I’m fine.” “Sort of.” he added to himself.  Zelda shrugged, “Well, Balin is a pretty nice guy, I like him.” Link gave her a sharp glance, “You do? Zel, please tell me you don’t please!” She looked at him quizzically, “What, By the Power is wrong with you tonight? Too much punch?  Yes, I like him, I just said that.” He sighed, “You’re well...umm..you’re betrothed to him. And if you really do like him then well...” “where does that leave me?” he finished to himself. “Haha, funny.” she said, then noticed that the sober look on his face didn’t vanish, and asked nervously, “You are joking...aren’t you?” He shook his head, “No. The king told me today.” Her nervousness turned to fury and she spoke through clenched teeth, “There is NO WAY I’m going through with any betrothal.” “With one exception..maybe.” she added to herself looking at Link. He gave a silent ‘thank you’ and a sigh of relief, “You sure?” Zelda crossed her arms over her chest. “I guess you’re sure then. But, how can you stop it?” Zelda grinned and dropped her arms, “I have my ways.” she said with a roguish grin.  “Oh, by the by Zel, stay away from alcoves tonight, okay?” “Huh? ..umm...okay.”


	“So Zel, you want to uhh..well, would you like to umm..dance?” Link asked a bit nervously. Zelda smiled, “That would be..nice..very...nice.”  They danced for a while, and as they did they drifted towards the dais.  As soon as they reached it, Link dipped her.  The king, who had been looking about the room for familiar faces had just spotted Link.  With a good-natured grin he said,  “Link, stop ‘manhandling’ that poor young woman.” Then the king took a sip of his drink and at the same moment Link brought Zelda up and kissed her full on the lips.  The king abruptly recognized her, half-choked on his drink then spat it out.  He started sputtering, but by the time he regained his ability to speak coherently Link had spun Zelda away.


	“That was great!” Zelda exclaimed with a mischievous grin.  “Oh?” Link asked and then deliberately mistaking her meaning, he pulled her close and kissed her long and deeply.  But, just when he thought maybe, just maybe mind you, Zelda didn’t really mind...she pulled away. “Hold that thought..” Zelda said, a little breathlessly. “Huh? wha? Where’re you going?” Link asked as she started away. “To the privy..umm..I mean the parlor, well the-- I’ll be right back!” 


	Nirala heard the door to the parlor swing open and looked away from the ceiling in time to see Zelda rush into the parlor with a slight blush on her cheeks. She wondered what was up, soon Zelda returned from the privy back to the parlor. She looked with surprise at Nirala, ”Why are you still here? Why aren’t you out? If I can stand it so can you!” Nirala looked down, “I guess I’m still..kinda nervous.” At first Zelda was confused, then she remembered...





When Zelda returned to the castle after Link, with help from the Triforce, broke the spell of eternal sleep, the king arranged for her to have a set of ladies-in-waiting.  But, when the king proudly displayed the women he had chosen, Zelda had abruptly dismissed them all.  The king insisted that she have at least one woman to help her, that Zelda actually agreed with but she was not about to let the king choose for her, her first show of authority in the castle.  Technically, she was older than him and should be the main one running the castle, well, later she did all the things the king was ‘too busy’ to handle, but she didn’t really want the responsibility.  The spell had kept her in a kind of stasis keeping time from aging her body and since she wasn’t conscious her mind stopped aging as well.  So, despite the spell, she was a teenager.  She went into town, something  the king vehemently protested, in search of a young woman who would be willing to help her out.  She disguised herself, of course, no one showed their real personality in front of anyone ‘important’.  As she walked down the cobblestone road among the various stone houses she heard a small sound.  It sounded like someone crying..  Zelda ran toward the sound, it was coming from a medium size house on the right side of the street, wondering what had happened.  She knocked on the door and received no answer, but the crying abruptly stopped, as if the person was afraid of being heard.  She cautiously entered the house and started looking around.  The house belonged to someone well off, but not noticeably so, Zelda guessed looking at the furniture.  The room was well furnished but there was little that was unnecessary.  The crying started again, more softly this time.  She judged the sound to come from a girl, not much younger than herself, they may even have been the same age.  It sounded like she was in total despair.  She moved toward it, guessing that she was somewhere near the back the house.  But first she came to a large wooden door, thinking it led to another room, she walked through.  Instead, Zelda found that it led into a small barn.  The rafters were much lower than those in a normal barn, but there was a huge pile of manure as evidence that a cow or horse actually did fit in it.  Looking to the right, she saw a brown and white cow who completely ignored her.  However, to her left she saw a girl in a dirty and tattered dress curled up tightly in a little ball, he head down.  It was from this girl that the crying came. Zelda crept slowly closer, afraid she would startle the girl.  Then she noticed a large purple bruise on the girls arm, an unmistakable hand print.  She gasped as she knelt down by the girl.  Finally, the girl noticed her, and tried to scoot back, but she was up against one of the barns’ rotting walls.  “Shh..it’s all right.” Zelda said softly, trying to calm her.  She started crying more loudly, “No, it’s never all right.” Zelda softly whispered words of comfort until the girl lifted her tear-streaked face to look at Zelda, “Why, why are you here?” “I heard you crying, what’s the matter?” A look of horror crossed the girls face as her skin paled, “He came.” “Who? The one who,” Zelda pointed at the mark on the girls arm, “who, did that?” The girl nodded and her face lost its paleness, turning now red with rage, “He comes whenever he wishes..to have his pleasure.” she said with revulsion. Zelda looked sick at that, “But..what about your parents?” The girl turned her face away, her black hair falling over her eyes. Suddenly, Zelda wished she hadn’t asked, what if the ‘he’ she was talking about was one of her parents? Then, the girl sighed, “My mother became feverish after I was born, and was weak ever since, until..until she died when I was seven.  My father went out of his mind when she died, and soon I was alone.” The girls story wrenched at Zeldas heart and she desperately wished that there would be some glowing ray of sunshine that was coming up in her life.  “I was kept at an orphanage for a while,” she said, continuing.  “Then he came, I will not grace him with the use of his name!, on the surface it was a gesture of goodwill, I was afraid at first to go with him, but a home... I should have trusted my instincts, I had a bad feeling about him, but the nice lady at the orphanage said he was a good man with a steady income that would provide well for me,” Zelda looked at the rags the girl wore, obviously the “nice lady” had been very wrong. The girl finished in a ragged whisper, “No one knows his evil deeds except those that suffer from them.” By this point, it was a great effort on Zeldas part to keep from crying herself, she saw how hopeless the girls position seemed. She sighed wishing there was something she could do..then she smiled, there was.  “What is your name, dear?” The girl looked at Zelda distrustfully, “Shena.” “If you don’t want to tell me that’s fine.” Zelda said, sensing ‘Shena’s’ distrust, “Look, I want to help you.” ‘Shena’ glared at Zelda, “That’s what he said.” “Please, I can take you somewhere safe.” “No where is safe. I’ve tried, he always finds me, and it’s worse then.” Zelda sighed, trying to think of a way to get through to her, then she pulled out her crown (it was quite useful in emergencies, and also served well as a make-shift Frisbee-weapon). The girl gasped, “Where did you get that?” Zelda grinned, “I found it...’Kidding, It’s mine. I’m Princess Zelda and, from what I’ve seen that castle is pretty safe. Plus, we have a guy with a big sword (What was his name again? Oh-yeah, Link) that lives not far away. And, I promise that if you’re ever in danger there I will use every ounce of magic energy I have to keep you safe.” she said resolutely.  The girl looked at Zelda as if she was some kind of goddess descended from the heavens, “Really?” Zelda nodded firmly, “Really.” The girl stood up and asked hopefully, “When can we leave?” Zelda smiled warmly at the girl, “Right now.” she reached forward and took the girls hand. The girl smiled shyly at her, “I’m...Nirala.”  Together they returned to the castle, Zelda wanted Nirala to stay while she went looking for a lady-in-waiting, but Nirala convinced Zelda that she wanted to help, she needed something to do.  And she didn’t mind any of the errands that were ‘required’.  Finally, Zelda reluctantly agreed, not wanting to cause Nirala any more pain than that she had gone through.





“If you’re sure you don’t want to...” Nirala nodded, then shrugged, “Well...maybe later I will.” Zelda smiled at her, “Good. Oh, by the way, that purple dress is beautiful!” Nirala’s dress was simple, she, like Zelda, didn’t like extra baubles covering a dress.  It was a soft, dark purple with light gauzy sleeves and a wispy bow in the back.  The sleeves and bow seemed to sparkle as if tiny bits of silver glitter had been scattered lightly throughout the cloth.  “Thanks.” she said, and then remembered her earlier question, “What’s up Zelda, you ripped through here like the wind!” Zelda looked about the room to make sure no one else was there to hear, and then confided in Nirala. 


	“By the Power!” Nirala exclaimed, “At the most inconvenient times!” Zelda nodded, “Seriously. There’s umm..a problem though.” “What? Besides that you ran off right in the middle of..and didn’t even explain!” Zelda replied defensively, “I did to explain!” “Oh?” “Yeah, I said I had to go to the privy..umm..parlor.” Nirala rolled her eyes, “Oh that was clever. Well, you better get back out there before Valyrie snags him again.” “What??” “You didn’t know? While you were dancing through all the noblemen around, Valyrie stuck her claws into Link (By the Power! That woman never gives up!)” “What do you mean?” Zelda asked, not completely sure she wanted the answer. “By the Power, Zel. It’s not what you think...she got one dance out of him and then he ‘disappeared’ and she’s been looking for him since.” Zelda looked at her in confusion, “How can you tell? You only went out there for punch..” Nirala gave her a confidential look and pointed to a spot in the ceiling.  


	There was a medium size box that showed about a quarter of the ballroom.  “What is that?” Zelda asked. Nirala reached behind the couch as she spoke, “Neat, huh? There’re a series of mirrors through part of the ceiling that reflect from one to the other what’s happening outside, and that’s reflected to the mirror we can see up there.” she pulled on a small cord hanging out of the wall behind the couch and the image changed to another part of the ballroom. “The cords in the back each shift one of the mirrors so that a different part of the room is visible.” “Wow...can I try it?” Zelda asked peering at the cords. Nirala moved out of the way so Zelda could reach them.  She pulled on a few and looked up, but the mirror was now dark, “What happened?” Zelda asked in dismay. Nirala laughed, “You moved the mirrors so that they no longer reflect to the one we can see, here, I’ll fix it..” she said, and then repositioned the cords.  “Now be off with you.”  Zelda gave her a nervous grin, “W--well, I’ll see you then.”


	Trapped.  Link saw no escape, though he wished he was wrong about that.  He hoped that someone would come over, needing to speak with him about something, anything.  He had to admit though, Valyrie was a master at this, he knew she could get what she wanted from just about any man.  It scared him that she had this kind of invisible power.  


	Zelda felt a twinge of jealousy as she saw them together. She sighed, “Come on Zel, it’s not like they’re doing anything.  By the Power, don’t be so unreasonable.  Anyway..I have no say..he’s not married he can do what he chooses.” she said to herself.  After a few more minutes, she couldn’t stand it anymore.  


	“Zelda!” Link called as he noticed she was coming over, “Sorry Val, I think the princess needs to speak with me.” Valyrie muttered an oath under her breath as Zelda came up to them.  “What ever is the matter dear?” She said to Valyrie, trying not to sound too insincere.  Valyrie curtsied, “Oh, nothing at all milady.” she left them to find another target.  Link breathed a light sigh of relief, “Thanks.” “The pleasure was all mine, milord.” Link grinned, “I’m sure it was, now, another dance maybe?”


	The music had a certain beat to it, there was a lot of spinning going on.  Soon Zelda started to get dizzy and asked Link to at least slow down for a bit.  She closed her eyes; leaned her head on his chest and laid her hands on either side of her head.  “Zelda...” he said softly and slid his hand across her hair.  “Away to the balcony, I think you need some fresh air, Zel.” he said, trying to keep his emotions under control.  Link walked her over to a space not covered by refreshment tables, but by a curtain.  She was embarrassed to note that she was leaning heavily on his arm, still dizzy.  As they past the tables, Link filled two cups with punch then they walked through the curtain.  On the other side of the curtain was a small half-circle balcony.  Zelda took a sip of her drink, then set it on the railing.  Little light escaped through the curtain, the most light was cast by the silvery crescent moon that hung among the stars in the pitch-colored sky.  She took a deep breath of the clear cool night air and it seemed as if the moon-tides flowed through her with a tingly magic.  Zelda leaned one arm on the railing and looked past Link at the sky, “Beautiful isn’t it?” He nodded smiling, but was looking at Zelda and not the sky, “But, not as beautiful as....” Link leaned closer to her, intending on finishing his sentence, after.  But, just when they were only a second or two away from meeting, and the end of Links’ sentence not far behind, a noise came from through the curtain.  Zelda sighed, and looked with annoyance at the curtain, “At all times...what now?” 


	Link was first through the curtain, Zelda followed him, reluctant to leave the enchantment of the moon and this night.  But the sight that met her eyes as she passed through the curtain made her forget, for the moment.  She was able to see a man before the crowd closed in around him.  Link pushed his way through the crowd of onlookers, Zelda right behind him.  She gasped, as she neared him, at first she thought he had been victim of some sort of attack, but she could see the worst of his problems was fatigue, he was at the end of his energy, no spell she knew could save him now, not this far.  She turned her face away, not wanting to see the death of this man, but wondering what had brought him to the brink of death, why hadn’t he stopped to rest, what could have caused him to do this.  The man clutched Links’ boot in his sweaty palm, “Beware.” he said in a hoarse voice, “They must be stopped...can’t be stopped....” “What, what can’t be stopped, what are you talking about?” Link demanded quickly.  “Beasts...of two planes..broken out of native one..partially...will eat....eat...” “Eat what?” “They are the Mr-Mry--” but before he finished his eyes rolled back in his head and he was gone.  Zelda clutched Links tunic, “Mry? What was he talking about? What could have led him to do this?” Link shook his head, he didn’t know, but he didn’t want to meet up with it.  At the same time he knew he had too.


	Balin and Nirala had been talking a long while.  Finally, Nirala had come out, she looked for Zelda, but couldn’t seem to find her.  Then she saw Balin, she had seen him before through the network of mirrors in the parlor.  A familiar face in a way, among the chaos.  She took a breath and walked boldly up to him.  They chatted for a while, and almost didn’t notice when everyone started gathering near the entrance. By the time they did, the crowd was so tightly packed that there was no way through.  The room looked so much larger now, because everyone was now trying to see what had happened, the crowd took up half the ballroom, she wondered how there had been any space for dancing like they had been doing before. “I must take leave of you Balin.” Nirala said softly, looking over at Link and Zelda. They had just made their way through the crowd, Zelda was pale and Link looked troubled.  “Ah, friends in high places? The princess and her unappointed champion.” Balin said nodding towards them. Nirala nodded, “Yes, I’m her lady-in-waiting.” Balin replied with a grin, “A woman of such culture as you? A lady yes, but you shouldn’t have to wait.” Nirala laughed. Then he surprised her, he put his crown back on, he had taken it off before she had talked to him and she had never noticed it, “Well, there. Now you have another high placed friend.” She gasped, “But...you..you’re...milord, I’m sorry!  I didn’t know!” Balin sighed, “If you’re going to act like that, I’d rather you didn’t know, and call me Balin.  I get enough ‘milords’ and ‘your majesties’ a day to last the most power mad person a lifetime!” Nirala smiled slightly, remembering many times when Zelda had said something to that effect, but her smile faded when she looked back at Link and Zelda, something was terribly wrong. 


	“Please?” Link said imploringly. “Why do you insist on arguing? You know I’m going to come no matter what you say.” Link let out a sigh of aggravation, “Zel, c’mon, Zelda, whatever forced that man, whoever he was, to exhaustion is not fooling around, he, she, or they mean business.” Zelda gave him a hurt look, “You don’t think I can take it? I’m not serious enough about it?” He sighed again, this time in submission, he hated when she gave him that look, she always won when she did. Nirala walked up to them, “So where are you off to this time?” she asked, she would have grinned but the look on their faces said clearly it was not the time for that.  The king came up to them next, knowing that Link would be off to do battle with whateveritwas and that Zelda would surely try coming along, and most likely succeed. He practically forced Zelda to take Nirala along, saying it was unseemly that she should travel without her lady-in-waiting, or alone with some man who’s intentions were unknown. (Zelda rolled her eyes at that, “Even Link?” she asked wondering why the king had suddenly decided to obey that kind of thing, she’d always been able to go on quests with Link alone before, after a while she shrugged and gave in, Nirala was her friend.) 


	The three of them walked cautiously side-by-side, they were still near the castle, but for some reason an air of...something...surrounded them.  After not too long they passed a small town with a mystical looking grove of trees behind it.  The trees were circled by ring stones, as it to trap something there...  Link noticed that one of the stones was turned toward them, there was a strange mark on it, but he hadn’t the faintest idea of what it meant.  Before he could ask Zelda, Nirala fell to her knees. “Nirala? What’s wrong? Are you all right?” Zelda asked with alarm.  Nirala’s eyes seemed to have gone unfocused, as if she were looking at something that only she could see.  She gasped out a few words, “Kirlya imprisons, Kirlya conveys, Kirlya is open.” “What? Who’s this Kirlya person?” “Quiet, Link.  I think it’s a prophecy.” Nirala blinked twice, “Zelda! No! The Mry--”  before she finished she broke out of the prophecy.  Nirala fell completely to the ground, shuddering.  Zelda tried to comfort her and to find out what she had seen, but it was of little use.  Finally, after about an hour, they decided to leave her in town to recover.  Zelda was worried about what the prophecy might mean.  Link also worried, but he thought that they should try the grove first.


	The grove seemed empty, as if something wonderful and terrible had once been there, but was now gone.  The eminence of the grove seemed strange, but also intriguing.  They walked past the strangely marked gray stones into the grove.  The small trees were unlike anything they had ever seen before, almost like something from an artists painting.  Link had a nagging feeling that the trees formed some sort of a pattern, but he dismissed the thought, how could trees form any kind of pattern, except maybe in coincidence.  


	Zelda grabbed Links hand, “There’s something here.” she almost whispered.  Link looked through the grove, there was a feeling that they weren’t alone, that something was around.  Something that didn’t intend goodwill to them.  He drew his broad sword and lifted up his shield while Zelda set one of her silver arrows to the bow.  They both looked around the trees warily as they walked forward, deeper into the grove. Suddenly there was an unearthly...shriek, for lack of a better word.  Immediately, they turned towards the shriek, but there was nothing there.  Link and Zelda started walking slowly, hesitantly towards it.  Still, they saw nothing.  Another shriek sounded, this time from behind them.  Link whirled around, to come face to face with....absolutely nothing but the trees in the grove.  The shrieks were getting closer, and they seemed to surround the companions.


	They were back to back now, slowly turning in a circle, trying to determine the source..or sources of the shrieks.  Then there was a shriek that seemed to sound right in front of Zeldas face, she winced and tried to step back, but she couldn’t.  Something held her back.  “Zelda?” Link said turning to face her, she didn’t answer.  Her face was turned toward the sky, her eyes closed, and she was glowing a faint blue.  She looked like she was about to scream, but then the color disappeared in a rush and she fell limply.  Luckily, Link had been right behind her and he caught her, but she wasn’t breathing.  In trepidation he put his fingers at the side of her neck, checking for a pulse, but there was nothing.  “Zelda!” he called, knowing it would be of no avail, but why? What had caused that blue light?  The shrieks echoed in triumph, and then started coming toward him.  He slid his sword into it’s sheath and picked up Zelda and ran as fast as he could out of the grove. 


	He almost knocked Nirala over as he came rushing into town. “Link, wha--” then she noticed he was carrying Zelda, “What happened?!” she asked, her eyes going wide.  “This is my fault, I shouldn’t of let her come, I could have stopped her. If only I had tried harder...I wanted her to come...how could I?” He thought to himself, as he looked down at Zelda, not answering Nirala.  He didn’t need to though, Nirala could see what had happened.  She gasped, “Kirlya!” Link was too engrossed in his own dark thoughts to pay attention to what she was saying, but someone nearby wasn’t so busy.  


	Marjory Klahn, widow of recent years stood in a darkened corner of her porch looking at the three people standing in the road.  She was the town recluse,  she spoke little to the townspeople and even less to outsiders. Sometimes she wondered why she stayed, but when she looked out behind her house she remembered.  Marjory sighed as it all came back.  “Too late..it had been too late...but not this time.”  She thought with a powerful resolve, “It won’t happen again.” Marjory took a deep breath, it was going to be hard to go up and start a conversation after these years, though there hadn’t been many, “Old habits can be broken..” she muttered one of the things her mother had told her as she walked towards the three outsiders.


	Nirala looked up at the sound of footsteps coming towards them.  She saw a tall woman who held herself proudly.  She didn’t exactly look old, but she had a strong air of age and wisdom about her that clearly stated she had been through much in her lifetime.  “You entered the circle of Kirlya.” she spoke softly, but with a hint of authority, she did not expect to be defied and would not condone it.  Link glared balefully at her and almost shouted through rage that he didn’t even bother to conceal, “My friend is dead! I don’t have the time for some crazy old woman!”  “On the contrary,” she spoke again, sometime ago a smile might’ve been playing across her lips, but not now, not after all that had happened, “If she’s dead her spirit is free, and you can do nothing about it, therefore you do have time.” Nirala just barely kept Link from drawing his sword, “I don’t care to listen to religious babble, it won’t bring her back.” he almost choked on the last few words.  “Hmm..it seems you have no respect for wisdom.” “What wisdom?” Link retorted.  


	Marjory was patient, she had waited a long enough for this, and her patience was still in tact, unlike that of the hot-headed young man she was faced with.  “Wisdom that could save your friend, the princess.” “You recognized her?” Nirala asked in dismay, she knew Zelda hated to be recognized like that, she seemed to feel that she had to prove herself, especially when they did recognize her.  Zelda wanted people to see her for who she was, as a person, not as a woman, not as a kings daughter, not as someone from a faraway time, just as a person.  Link spoke mournfully before the woman in front of him could answer Nirala, “You already said...her spirit’s free, I can’t save her from anything.”  “You know you’re very rude, you never even asked my name.” she replied.  Link was about to give her a sharp answer, but Nirala stepped in, “I’m sorry, I’m Nirala..this is Link,” she said knowing that Link would probably view giving this odd woman his name as some kind of defeat, “And...y-you know..knew Zelda..”  “It might’ve been a pleasure to meet you, but not under these circumstances, I’m Marjory, now, back to your question, you really should pay closer attention..Link, I’m sure your possibly late companion would have been more careful.” “Get to the point.” Link said through clenched teeth, he didn’t want to waste anymore time here, but, he couldn’t think of anything he really needed to do.  He tried as best as he could to keep his mind away from Zelda.  “Tch tch, learn some patience.  Well, despite your rudeness I will explain, hopefully in simple terms you will be able to understand.”  


	By this time, eyes were peeping out from behind doors of houses, looking at the strange group conversing in the midst of their town.  There was an undertone of whispers as people made uneducated guesses about what was going on.  The most popular seemed to be that the young man, Link, had seduced the princess (for everyone by now had heard Nirala’s exclamation..or a version of it) but then the other young woman, Nirala, had become jealous and asked help from the witch-woman, Marjory, and had, in effect, gotten the princess murdered.  The young man wasn’t content with the jealous woman and was asking the witch to resurrect the princess.


	Marjory was used to ignoring the stares the townspeople gave her, but they made Nirala particularly nervous, though she did her best to hide it.  Link was about as oblivious to the stares as Zelda.  “Let’s hope this is clear to you this time around, I said if she is dead, not she is.  If this was some kind of accident...maybe poison..” the thought of poison made both Nirala and Link blanch, “..then there is nothing I can do, but, if by chance you went through the broken circle, they could be a way.”  Link looked up for once she had his complete attention, “The broken circle...Kirlya...”  “How can you help though, if we went through this..Kirlya thing? I don’t even know what happened!” “Then maybe it would help if you told me.” Marjory said, sick of the obtuseness of Link, who then explained the strange happenings in the grove.  Marjory nodded as he finished, “Yes, it was the Mrynaith.”  At the last word Link drew in his breath sharply, “The what?” Marjory suppressed an urge to roll her eyes, “You heard me perfectly well, why do you wish me to repeat myself?” “B-but...in the Old Language...Mrynaith means.....Spirit Stealer.” Link said as if he had been running and was out of breath. “Exactly.” “But...if...then...she could be worse off now that if she was dead...”  he explained hoarsely out loud.  Marjory gave him an exasperated look, “I know that, that’s why I’m here, why I’ve waited.... But you’re so dense it’s taking forever.  We must get her spirit rejoined with her body before her body dies from lack of food and blood pressure.  Since her mind isn’t using her brain right now, her body is in a kind of stasis, but it won’t remain that way for long.”  


	“She’s..right..” The soft, musical, and very familiar voice of Zaria called, again she couldn’t seem to materialize completely.  Zaria looked very haggard and drawn, but Link didn’t even notice, not with the idea of what would seem like bringing Zelda back from the dead hanging in front of his eyes, “What’do I have to do?” Zaria and Marjory both spoke at once, “You will have to enter the spirit world.”  Marjory glared at Zaria, “This is my department witch, I’m the one with the experience.”  she held real ‘witches’ like Zaria in contempt, mostly because she’d be called one for so long.  But also because they had refused to help her when she needed it, not at the cost of anything.  Zaria shrugged, and winced when she did as if that small movement hurt, then she said, “Suit yourself.” and faded away completely.  Nirala was too mystified by the strange appearance of the “witch” as Marjory called her, to speak.  “Spirit plane would make more sense....  The world is made up of many planes, in almost layers that exist in the same place and yet not in the same place.  We are in the physical world, or plane where you move physically.. with a body.  In the spirit plane you have no physical substance, things are identified only by spirit, this is also where emotions materialize, in a way... Well, I guess I shouldn’t say emotions exactly...but being, who you are and why is what exists in the spirit plane, there is a separate plane that houses emotions and their stimuli.”  


	“You..sound as if you’ve been there..” Nirala said, finally regaining the ability to speak.  Marjory nodded, “Yes...my husband was stolen away by the Mrynaith,” she said the name like a curse, “I tried to help him..but I did not know how...I spent time researching the Mrynaith, and Kirlya.  I heard about the man that was chased to the castle, now I know that the Mrynaith are no longer trapped by Kirlya.  A few years ago, the circle was broken.  The uneducated people of this town destroyed part of all of each sigil, normally Kirlya was perfectly safe.  My husband and I liked to walk there sometimes...but once the circle was broken it was no longer safe.  That was how the Mrynaith...got my husband.  Only in the past few days have they realized that they may not only take those in Kirlya, but they can move out of the circle since it is broken.  What you need to know though...while you are in the Spirit plane you must close Kirlya or the Mrynaith will easily recapture your friend’s spirit...an--and...feed on it.”  Link and Nirala both drew a quick breath and blanched.  “The Mrynaith are creatures that naturally inhabit the Spirit plane, they feed on loose spirits...Kirlya was created to feed them without sacrificing others.  If you bring back your friend the Mrynaith won’t hesitate to recapture her.”  


	With Marjory’s instructions Nirala and Link headed back to the castle.  Marjory’s faint fare well echoed in Nirala’s head, “When the sleeper returns to another/the hand of death awaits the Triforce finder/the sleeper becomes the hand of death/  Fare thee well and man all that’s good and evil have mercy on us...”  The first she knew was some kind of prophecy, she recognized it but of course, it made no sense to her.  It sounded ominous though.  She was afraid to find a time when it would make sense.  Then the end about all that’s good and evil have mercy on everyone, Nirala shuddered, she didn’t like the sound of it at all.


	Link, on the other hand, was too full of plans to pay any attention to Marjory’s farewell, he probably didn’t even hear it.  They traveled in almost complete silence to the castle where he went up to his room and sat on the floor without even giving the king, or anyone else a word of explanation, or of anything else.  He closed his eyes to better concentrate on what he was supposed to do.  Once before he had done something like this, though it wasn’t exactly he that did it.  His spirit had been taken to another time, leaving his body in his own time, though he also had a physical manifestation in that time or it wouldn’t have done any good for him to be there.  Link tried as hard as he could, but he just couldn’t seem to get the right amount of concentration.


	“Finally, I will have my revenge.” Marjory said quietly after they left.


	They were back to back now, slowly turning in a circle.  Then there was a shriek that seemed to sound right in front of Zeldas face, she winced and tried to step back, but she couldn’t.  Something held her back.  She tried to scream, tried to escape, “No no!! Don’t let them take me! Don’t let them take my soul!” she tried to yell, she thought she was yelling, she couldn’t stop, wouldn’t it ever end?  It was ending, they were taking what they wanted Zelda could no longer protest, the effects of the battle in the spirit world were showing through the physical world.  They pulled and pulled until they had her.  Then she couldn’t feel anything physically.  The only thing left was her mind and emotions, but soon they would be gone too, it was hopeless, she was lost and nothing could save her.


	Link cursed, it wasn’t working he couldn’t concentrate.  He got up and stomped down the hall, as if stomping could somehow help Zelda. It was a futile gesture that only made the people that saw...or heard, him shy away.  It didn’t even make him feel any better.  He sighed and leaned against a random wall, feeling like he wanted to bash something.  Nirala, one of the few people that didn’t, literally, run in terror when Link was in a bad mood, came down the hall. “Amazing how you can’t seem to concentrate for something like this, but can for battle.”  For a few seconds he appeared not to hear her, then an idea was dawning on his face, “That’s it!” he exclaimed and ran down the hall at full speed toward the closest practice room.  “All right, don’t thank me. For..whatever it is that I did...” Nirala said, basically for her own benefit.


	As soon as Link got to the practice room it was quickly vacated.  He looked around, the room was fairly large, most were, and there were cloth training dummies along one of the walls, “Perfect.” he said under his breath.  The practice dummies were filled with scraps of cloth and corn husks.  Link took up a sizable sword, it was blunted so as not to totally demolish the training dummies.  He swung it a few times to test the balance and, when he was satisfied, he started to go through parrying motions and thrusts at the dummy, soon he was in a state where thought was irrelevant, movement was everything, the battle was everything. Though he wasn’t in a real battle, it served the same purpose.  Then he slowly drew up what Marjory had told him.  He released his hold on consciousness that he had never before noticed and separated himself from his body, he left enough of himself there that he was still moving, but his consciousness was shifted into the spirit plane. 


	“Can he do this alone?” Zaria asked the air in general, she was on her Isle looking out at the magnificent landscape and leaning on a bright white pillar for support.  “Or even can I help him? Do I have the strength?”  She thanked all that was good that she still had this refuge from Laerte.  She refused to call him by his chosen name, Leader, that would seem like she had given in.  Somehow he had increased his power seemingly beyond all bounds, she had no way to defend herself anymore.  Plus, anywhere but here, her energy and magic were slowly being sapped away by a web Laerte had cast on her.  She also had another refuge, with Sentinei and his Mystic Pool, but she’d hate for him to see her...like this.  He was a demigod..he wouldn’t understand.�	“Ohh..” Zelda moaned groggily, she looked around, but couldn’t focus very well, what was wrong with her eyes?  Also, she could feel thick restraints holding her down, if they had been more than half as thick as they were she still wouldn’t have been able to escape.  “Awake are you?” Came the malicious voice of Cataclysma. “By the Power not you again! Don’t you ever die?” Zelda asked with as much emotion as she could manage, but in her present state all she could get was a bit of annoyance.  Why did her voice sound so strange to her? And where was Link? “I try not to make a habit out of dying, it’s not very healthy you know.”  As she came more fully awake, Zelda noticed something was wrong, she just didn’t feel right and her voice still didn’t sound right.  Then she looked at her hand and saw that the mark of the Triforce was gone.  “Wh-what happened?! What did you do?” Zelda asked in growing alarm, finally able to muster the strength for her emotions.  “I just had a bit of help from the Mrynaith.” Zelda’s face went white, “Th-the..Mrynaith?” “So that’s what Nirala prophesied! But...the Spirit-Eaters...why am I still alive? My spirit is still intact as far as I can tell...”


	In the practice room Zelda stirred, Link had still not returned but it looked like he was fully there.  “So it worked.” she murmured and looked over at Link, “Magnificent.”  then she stood and walked over to him, “Link? .....Link what’re you doing? Can’t you hear me?” she asked.


	Link had the sensation that someone was calling him..back in the physical plane, but he didn’t care, it didn’t matter, whoever it was would leave soon, he hoped.  He reached out through the spirit plane, he could feel people all around, but where was Zelda?  What did the spirit plane manifest again? Of course, who people were.  He tried to think of who Zelda was, really, at first all he could get was a physical image of her.  Soon he was able to imagine what she would be like in the spirit plane.  There, somewhere up ahead was what he thought could be the spirit of Zelda, but no, this spirit was attached to the physical plane.


	Zelda decided she might as well try to get some answers out of Cataclysma, if she could, so she asked, “How did you get the M-Mrynaith to work for you?” Cataslysma believed that she had triumphed and didn’t have any scruples about explaining her strategy, “First as a show of good faith I gave them a couple of spirits to feed on.” Zelda shuddered at that admission, “Then promised them more, of course including your spirit,” Zelda couldn’t help shivering at the way Cataclysma spoke so off-handly about it.  “yours since it was in that stasis for so long is especially tempting to them, so they agreed.”


	Zelda furrowed her brow, why wasn’t Link answering? He did look pretty caught up in his exercises..but still....  Then she shrugged, “Perfect.”  she looked around the room for a weapon, soon she found a blunted dagger, “Not very sharp....all the better.” she thought with a malicious grin as she advanced with dramatic slowness toward Link.  She almost wished he would notice her, a fight to the death might be interesting.


	The spirit that he thought was Zelda suddenly changed, fear emanated from it light heat from a fire.  It was so strong that it seeped from whatever plane or world or whatever contained emotion, into the spirit plane.  Link couldn’t stand it anymore, he had to do something to help that person, whether it was Zelda on not no longer made a difference.  The spirit was also near another spirit, one tainted somehow.  The second spirit almost frightened him with its malice, the first spirit must be in some kind of trouble to be consorting with one so full of evil.


	Zelda tried to ask some more questions, but Cataclysma refused to tell her anything more.  She was almost relieved, Zelda didn’t know how much more she could take, she was still trying to recover from the last thing Cataclysma had said.  But as much as she tried to reassure herself that it wouldn’t happen, in the core of her being she was deathly afraid.  Suddenly she felt something, something familiar was close to her, almost right next to her, it was full of warmth and good, and...worry? No, she must be hallucinating, but despite her thought, she wasn’t able to dispel the calm and hope that came over her.  No matter how irrational it seemed.


	The fear was much less now, actually lessened or forgotten Link didn’t know, but he was glad he had been able to do something.  He was about to try reentering the physical plane, but then he remembered his body was far away from him and suddenly he was struck with dread, what if he could never find his way back to the physical plane? It was possible.  Then he remembered, he had gone through all Marjory’s instructions including leaving a link between him and his body.  But what about Zelda?  He still hadn’t found her and time was short if the Mrynaith had anything to say about it, or did time flow differently in this plane?  He decided that he should probably stay in this plane and search for Zelda, but he could feel the link decaying a little at a time.  At the moment there still wasn’t too much of a risk.  


	Zelda lifted the dagger high above her head, savoring every moment as it deceased to it’s unwitting victim.  But suddenly she dropped the dagger, “No...no...” she whispered.  “Wha--what’s happened?”  The madness had lost its hold on her, she was finally free.  All her life she had been outcast from herself, she knew what she did and yet she had no control. Even surface thoughts...beneath the surface she had control, the only control. The things...those awful things...she hadn’t been able to stop herself, she knew they were wrong, but there had been nothing she could have done.  She looked around almost calmly, there was a young man beating a practice dummy to bits.  The walls were gray stone and scattered around the room were dummies and targets.  If she hadn’t come to terms with the madness long ago, she would have been at least rendered immobile from grief and shame at what she had done.  Zramadas.  That was who she was.  Finally she was free of the prison that had cut her off from everything she had wanted to know, cut her off from her own life.


	Reassured that the person was comforted, he left in search of Zelda.  He had to find Zelda, and at the same time, he knew he had to return to that person... There was something about him or her....


	Through Zaria’s foggy thoughts came an idea.  “Ah..there is a way to help....if indirectly.”


	“What...?” Zelda thought, she meant to say it, but the words never came to her mouth.  She knew what she was doing, and yet she had no control over it.  Somehow her arm pulled out of the restraint, very painfully.  She hadn’t tried to escape, what was happening?


	Nirala heard Link had been in a general practice room for almost two days, she knew that sometimes people could get caught up in what they were doing, but this was too strange.  Most likely he was still in the spirit world, or plane or whatever, but if he didn’t return soon his body would die, just like they were afraid Zelda’s would.  It was a good thing his practice wasn’t too intensive or he would have had to involuntarily stop.  Nirala finally decided to check on him.  The trip wasn’t too long, mostly it seemed that way since she hadn’t had anything to do recently.  Whenever Zelda was gone her only job was to escape the haughty noblemen and women of the palace.  They normally didn’t look to hard, if they did, it wasn’t really them looking but a servant they sent out.  At first it had been like a game, trying to find new hiding places and making quick escapes around corners.  But it could be annoying at times, especially times like these.


	After a while, Nirala made it to the practice room.  When she entered, she almost fell back through the door.  Zelda was walking around the room looking a bit confused, but almost ecstatically happy.  “ZELDA?!” she asked in complete shock.  Link was still practicing, “How can this be?” she thought as she stared at Zelda.  


	Zramadas looked up as she heard someone enter the room.  It was a dark-haired girl, she couldn’t guess her age.  She looked at Zramadas as if she had three arms, or some other abnormality.  Then she exclaimed some name, it wasn’t hers.  It must be the name of the person whose body she was in.  She knew what Cataclysma had done, and of course, had been helpless to stop her, unless the madness decided to.  Zramadas had come to think of her madness as a separate thing, it was the only way she could keep that same part of herself sane.  She decided she should answer the girl before she fainted or had some other extreme reaction.  But, the madness had always prevented her from speaking what she wanted before, she couldn’t think of what she should say.  Finally, she decided, “..N-no...I..umm...I’m Zramadas...uhh..Z-zelda was it? S-she’s.....she’s..in my body..with...w-with..Cataclysma.”  The girls reaction to her words was almost as bad as what she had thought would’ve happened had she not spoken.


	Cataclysma looked at Zelda with mild surprise, “So, it set in sooner than I expected, no matter.” she smiled evilly and left the room, moments later she came back with chained and helpless prisoners. “What is she doing?” Zelda wondered.


	Zelda looked very nervous as she spoke, “Zramadas, I should say.” Nirala thought to herself.  Her face had gone very white, and she stuttered almost as badly as Zramadas had. “....C-cataclysma?” It wasn’t a question.  Nirala took a deep breath as the color came back to her face, something had to be done.  Before she could say or plan anything more, Zelda came into the room.


	


“I came as fast as I could.” Marin said, she looked at Zramadas without surprise.  “Zel--?” Nirala started to say with a quizzical look on her face, then it cleared, “Oh, Marin.”  then the look came back, “What do you mean?”  “I--” Marin began to explain, then a confused look crossed her face, “I’m not sure....”


	


Zaria was breathing hard as she looked into the crystal atop her staff, “If it takes this much...just for a simple mind-suggestion....oh dear...and it’s already worn off.” she tried to take a deep breath, but already little spots were forming in front of her eyes.


	


Marin looked over at Zelda/Zramadas, “That’s not Zelda..what happened?”  Zramadas finally worked up enough confidence to say something, though quietly, “I--...I’m Zramadas, Cataclysma got the Mrynaith working for her and switched my spirit with Zelda...” Marin’s brow furrowed, “The what? Mer Eye Nayth?” “Mrynaith..it’s a very old word..it means Spirit-Eaters.” Marin shuddered, “And Cataclysma has them working for her?” she asked, for the moment ignoring the question of why she had felt like she had to come to Hyrule and had, at first, not been surprised that the spirit within Zelda’s body was one other than Zelda.


	


Nothing.  Link had been searching and searching, for who knew how long, did time even matter there? He couldn’t find Zelda, it was as if she didn’t exist. Suddenly he realized that might very well have happened, he might be too late, the Mrynaith might have already...eaten her soul, nothing left for him to find.  As much as he tried to block it, the thought kept surfacing in his mind.  Then it stopped for once, all his concentration was focused on one thing, the link. It was gone.  


	


Zramadas nodded solemnly, “She made a..deal with them... I..in my own body I can’t control anything but my thoughts... they..locked me up...Catclysma kidnapped me..I’m sure they didn’t even look for me..I was one less problem for them... She sent the Mrynaith to switch my spirit with Zelda’s knowing that the symptoms of madness would last for a while despite that it was a fault of my body...she knew...I’d kill the first I saw, like the others.” Marin shook her head in disbelief, “Are you so cold?” she asked seeing that Zramadas showed no emotion over her revelation that she was responsible for the death of innocents.  Then Zramadas showed emotion, anger, “Long ago I came to terms with it...you can not know what it was like! Knowing what you’re doing and yet helpless to it...I had to close myself off in my mind..if I hadn’t I would have lost what little I had..” she exclaimed, then she took a deep breath, “This isn’t helping... now.. Cataclysma hopes to destroy Zelda with exposure to the madness.  She won’t survive it, not mentally...I’ve known it, time to get used to it’s inevitability...and yet now free..” she said, marveling at how much control she was able to exert over her own movements, and how easy it was.


	


Just then, Marin realized how deep they were in.  Who knew where Link was, or if he could return, the Zelda she had known was probably gone forever by now, and this poor girl whose life had been a cloud of madness was now free.  But, if they were to get Zelda back in any form she would again be thrust into that cloud.  That wouldn’t be right.  They couldn’t just send Zramadas back to her tortured life, but neither could they leave Zelda where she was.  


	


“So, what are we going to do?” Nirala asked, looking hopefully at Marin.  But Marin just shook her head, “I don’t know, I just don’t know...”


	


Zelda tried to gasp in surprise as her arm lashed out at one of the prisoners.  Horrified, she tried to figure out what was going on.  For some reason she couldn’t control her movements, and the ones that happened were violent.  The prisoners backed away and stared fearfully at her, but still she was advancing.


	


“Wait.” Marin said, thinking things through as she spoke, “Zramadas, you can speak now without having been taught how to use those muscles and this ‘madness’ as you call it does not have a mind of it’s own--” “Debatable.” Zramadas muttered. “What I’m getting at is, that shouldn’t be possible if this madness was life long, do you remember when it set in?” Zramadas shrugged, “I guess you’re right, but I never dwelled on the madness...I don’t know when it set in..” “Well, that doesn’t matter too much if I’m right...and if I am, that means the madness is a kind of disease, and every disease has it’s cure...”


	


Now that the link was gone, it was almost as if he were floating.  Not really, but he was moving, if slowly.  He had no control over it though, for some reason.  Or maybe he just didn’t know how to move around in it.  Either way though, he was in a depressing position.  He hadn’t found Zelda and he was cut off from himself, forever?


	


Nirala, who had left the room at Marin request, returned quickly, carrying a blank scroll.  Marin rushed over to take it, then placed the scroll as well as one that she had carried which was covered in a type of symbol writing.  As she bent over the symbols, the other two stared at her and the indiscernible writing with a mixture of hope and worry.  While she read the symbols she muttered, “’drake...’shade..By the Windfish! No Nightshade? Been ill equiped..nightmare..ah! ‘pearl with ‘seng can sub..hmm... for the mind...now.. Garlic and ‘silk, great!”  She looked up at them with a smile on her face, “I’m no Zaria at spell-creation, but I can make simple spells.  Though this will be more the work of herbs than the actual spell-energy.  Anyway, my idea is to paralyze the part of Zramadas’ mind that works for combat and self-defense, that should free the rest of her mind to focus on the coordination of other types of movement.  I’ll have to substitute a few in..but other than that...” “Great!” Nirala exclaimed, jumping up and hugging Marin and Zramadas. Zramadas looked at Marin, realization dawning on her face, “You mean..permanently...the madness would never return?” Marin grinned, “I sure hope so! If I do it wrong, nothing will happen..but if I do it right, it’ll be gone forever..well, not gone precisely, but as far as you’ll be able to tell.”  Zramadas breathed a long sigh as tears began to form at her eyes, well, Zeldas’, “Oh thank you! Thank you!”


	


It was Nirala who interrupted their rejoicing, “How is this supposed to work? We need to find them, and Link...” “Oh, I’m sure Link’s fine, though I guess I can check...” Marin said as she closed her eyes, “No!” “What is it?” Zramadas and Nirala asked at the same time. “Link..he..lost the line that kept him from loosing contact with his body!” “Is there anything you can do for him? ..oh, Zelda!” Nirala asked.  Marin shook her head, “I don’t think so...I’m not as skilled as I’d like with the spirit plane...” “I’ll go.” Zramadas volunteered. “But..you don’t have experience do you?” Nirala asked. Zramadas shook her head, “No, but neither did Link, Marin I’d need you to keep up the..line you called it?” Nirala, though she hadn’t know her long, sympathized with Zramadas, “Please, it’s too dangerous.” she argued.  Zramadas only said, “Nirala, thanks, but this is something I have to do..” Nirala could find no argument for that, though it hardly seemed logical to her.  


	


Nirala helped Zramadas separate herself from her body, she had done it many times before so it was easy.  Though she had never fully entered the spirit plane, this time she would, with a little help from Marin.  She felt a faint sensation of flying as she left, leaving a strong trail that linked her to her body.  Once Zramadas had left, Marin made sure of the link and started to work out the order of the reagents and the chant for her spell.  


	


As soon as Zramadas left she realized that she had never known either Zelda or Link and had no way of finding them.  Finally, she decided Cataclysma would be nearby gloating over her triumph, and so she searched for her.  Soon she sensed the nearness of the vile spirit she was looking for, but as she closed in on it she was attacked.  It was as if a smothering net had been cast over her.  The net started to dull all her mental senses so that she had a hard time trying to figure out what she was supposed to be doing.  Suddenly though, it was gone, like dandelion fluff blow away in the wind.


	


Link was getting used to the spirit plane now, he had figured out how to move as well, simple really.  He needed only to think about it, but still he had no way to trace the path back fully to his body.  Now though, he noticed the Mrynaith were getting restless. They had been hanging around near him for a while, and yet they made no move towards him.  Then a new entity appeared, this one was strange, and yet slightly familiar to him.  It reminded him of a few of the differences he sensed in the one he otherwise would have thought was Zelda.  The Mrynaith attacked it, her he knew, though.  Before he knew what he was doing he attacked them with a powerful thought of them stopping.  That was how this plane worked, by power of, what in the physical plane would have been, the mind.


	


“Who are you?” Zramadas’ savior asked, not asked exactly for there were no words to be heard, but she understood nonetheless.  It took her a few seconds to figure out how to answer in this odd place, but she got across that she originated in the physical plane but was focused here so that she could find a lost soul and a stolen soul.”  Her savior turned out to be none other than Link who was surprised to find that someone was looking for him and Zelda.  Soon they exchanged the information they had and like realized that the entity he had thought was Zelda truly was Zelda, and the part Zramadas played in all this.


	


“I’m going to switch places with Zelda, when she enters this plane I’ll bring her back to Marin and Nirala, she still has a slight link to herself.  Marin will sense your return and she’ll figure out a way to...get you back.” Link agreed to this, though he was impatient to help.


	


It wasn’t hard for Zramadas to get Zelda away, she was doing her best to escape consciousness for some reason.  She knew she didn’t have time to dwell on it though, so she left toward Zelda’s body which she had developed a slight link to.  It was enough to help her set Zelda completely back into the physical world.


	


Link had followed Zramadas, and had been relieved when she brought Zelda into the spirit plane for then he was sure she was Zelda.  But he had forgotten about the Mrynaith.  During his time in this plane he had learned about the Mrynaith ‘net’ and knew what was happening when it was ‘cast’ over him.  This knowledge was the only thing that saved him.  The Mrynaith had strengthened and adapted their net.  Before it could take full effect, he cast it back toward them, but they easily deflected it.  Then he remembered a few things at once, and they clicked.  He remembered the mention of Kirlya and the area of marker stones as well, plus Marjory’s instructions.


	


Hurriedly, Link went to the representation of Kirlya in this plane.  At that moment a stray thought hit him, why was Kirlya one of the few lifeless things (rocks are lifeless..aren’t they?) in the physical plane that have a manifestation in the spirit plane.  He had no idea what that meant though, if anything.  If it had any meaning, it probably wasn’t relevant to him anyway, so he pushed the thought aside.  With a strong sense of determination that what had happened to him would never happen to another, he set a trap for the Mrynaith.


	


Once Zramadas was back in her own body she felt the familiar tug of the madness, it was faint though and easily controlled.  She looked around, then realized that not only had Zelda done a bit of damage to the prisoners that surrounded her, but that she had no way to get back to the castle for Marin to cure the madness.  This thought almost made her lose her grip on the madness.  No, this time she wouldn’t let the madness control her, she would get to help at any cost.  


	


Marjory looked up, not daring to hope that it was real.  At first she had thought it a dream, but no it really was real.  This she confirmed with a look at Kirlya, the broken sigils were faintly glowing, someone was activating Kirlya.  With a surge of elation she grabbed a knife, also marked with sigils (Blade of marker blood) and ran out the door, ignoring the suspicious glances cast at her.  She made a beeline towards the broken circle muttering thanks under her breath.  Thanks to spirits, thanks to whoever was activating Kirlya, thanks that somehow the trees already grew into their correct positions, and thanks to herself that she was ready and had memorized the correct sigils.  The first thing she did was put all the stones in their correct positions in the circle with one difference, their sigils were pointed outward.


	


The Mrynaith were coming, he knew it, all he had had to do was try to think of something else, so that his awareness of his surroundings seemed dimmed.  This made his spirit appear as easy prey for the Mrynaith.  Link wasn’t completely sure what he was going to do once the Mrynaith were inside the circle, but he hoped he would when the time came.  He realized he was relying a bit too much on mystic prophetic principles, but he was in the spirit place, what else had he to rely on? Besides, the mere existence of a spirit plane seemed even more outrageous than all Zaria’s mysticism, all that he’d seen anyway.  Though the spirit plane reminded him a bit of Etherea.  In Etherea he had been able to see (with his eyes) though, however  here it would just be distracting and inconvenient.  	


	


The prisoners cowered away from Zramadas, but she was used to people doing that, so it didn’t phase her as she tried to open the door.  For some reason it was unlocked, she found out why as soon as she went through it, Cataclysma was standing right outside.  She took a quick breath and narrowly skirted Cataclysma as she ran down the passageway.  Cataclysma hadn’t been expecting anything like that, it was the only reason Zramadas had gotten away.  Gotten away for the moment anyway, Cataclysma was chasing right after her.


	


“Zelda!” Marin cried out happily as she sensed Zelda’s return, but some was wrong.  Yes this was Zelda but...  Zelda quietly removed the dagger and headed towards Marin.  “By the--Nirala stop her!” Marin called.  It seemed as if she hadn’t seen either of them, or at least not noticed or recognized them.  Nirala grabbed Zelda by the waist and pulled her down onto the floor, Zelda struggling all the way.  “Marin what’s wrong with her??” Nirala cried out almost hysterically while trying to keep Zelda from moving.  “I--I don’t know!” Marin called back over Zelda’s noise as she dodged her thrashing arm.  “Maybe Zramadas’ madness hasn’t worn off yet...or possibly worse..what if it has..” Marin finished quietly to herself.  


	


One by one Marjory turned the stones toward the center.  Each time she did, she made a cut with the blade across her skin and redrew the sigil in blood.  Soon her revenge on the Mrynaith would be complete, Jerin..oh Jerin..she could she remember every little detail about him..the way he walked..his voice...his love of life...  he would not have been lost for nothing.  The sigils she drew now were not the retracing of old sigils, but the drawing of new ones.  She meant not to house and feed the Mrynaith through the energy of the sigils, but to send them back to where they belonged.


	


As the entire population of Mrynaith, this planes’ Mrynaith, closed in on Link, he moved further into the circle.  Suddenly, the Mrynaith stopped and sent their nets out cautiously.  Link swore, he couldn’t keep that level of awareness anymore, he needed to be able to fully focus to deflect all those nets.  Once he did so, the Mrynaith were alerted to his trap, and they finally recognized Kirlya.  “By the Power!” he thought in aggravation, further mentally uttered oaths were cut off by sense that something was happening.  One of the nets had surrounded him, but to his surprise it wasn’t a normal one, again they adapted.  It was one that seemed to slowly seep away his energy, it was loosely attached to him and it would dissipate when..or if he got back to the Physical Plane.  But, with what was going on, he hadn’t the time to pay attention to it, he would keep on with his mission and ignore the net as best he could.


	


There were only a few sigils left for Marjory to make, she could barely walk and was lightheaded from loss of blood, but she was determined to finish this.  Even knowing the sacrifice that would have to be made when the sigil circle was fully activated.


	


Zramadas let out a cry of joy when she exited Cataclysma’s..hideaway and saw that she was near the castle.  After escorting Zelda ‘home’ and residing in her body, she’d know it anywhere though she’d never really seen it.  Then she remembered Cataslysma and turned around expecting to see a staircase opening with Cataslysma on it.  What she saw though was...nothing.  Not nothing exactly, she saw trees and grass and other forestry things, but no staircase.  She thought it was strange, but she didn’t want to jinx her good luck by thinking on it too much.  Instead she rushed into the castle.  The guards let her in because Hyrule wasn’t at war with anyone and neither did she didn’t resemble any of the monsters.  Slowly she was loosing her death grip on the madness which only heightened her determination.  The first person she met happened to be a maid, otherwise she might have gotten herself in trouble with her authoritative order. She had practically demanded to be taken to the practice room where Nirala, Link and Marin were. 


	


Cataclysma swore when she came through the magical hologram she had set up to hide her hideout.  Zramadas was far ahead of her, there was no way she would be able to catch up before she entered the castle and Cataslysma was not ready to attack it..yet.  She would have been able to catch up..if only she hadn’t stopped to try to pacify the restless Mrynaith.  It had been a pointless effort anyway, they weren’t answering her ‘spirit calls’.  At least they weren’t after her spirit anyway.  She hated dealing with anyone when she didn’t have a large advantage.  Her idea was that there was no point in anything unless she would benefit.


	


“Marin!” Zramadas called breathlessly, “Quickly!” Marin looked up from Zelda, who was still thrashing around (though now less), and realized who Zramadas was thanks to her light extrasensory perception.  “Wait.” Marin said, mentally scanning her to make sure her plan would work, certain inborn qualities of Zramadas’ brain might change how the spell needed to be cast and she also needed to know where to direct the paralyzation.  “Oh this is great!” “Would you hurry up already? I’m..loosing control!” Zramadas said, her voice bordered with hysteria. Marin nodded and began to chant the words to the selective mind paralyze spell she had created as she mixed together reagents with a pedestal and mortar.  She had found that Zramadas’ madness really was a disease, it had spread over time, but it was distinctive from the rest of her brain.  This helped her a lot, now all she had to do was paralyze the disease instead of her combative motions (which might not work at all anyway, or it might’ve paralyzed all her other movements as well).  This had a much higher chance of success, though if it didn’t succeed, what would they do?


	


Marjory was nearing the end of the stones and they were glowing even more brightly red each time she marked a sigil.  She was also struggling to keep moving.  Her thoughts seemed as sluggish as her movements and neither of her hands was very steady. One wrong mark and the sigil would mean and do something else, it could even bring the Mrynaith fully into the physical plane.  Marjory was doing the best that she could, maybe even better.


	


Link was running out of options now, as well as energy.  Then he had an idea, it was a long shot of course, but his whole life seemed a series of long shots.  Mostly they worked, hopefully this would follow the pattern.  He focused inward for a time, to prepare.  





Marin looked thankfully over at Zelda who seemed to recognize them, if faintly.  And Zramadas was looking well also, at the moment she was thanking Nirala and Marin profusely.  In between the gushing thank you’s Marin got in a question, “So, what do you think you’ll be doing now?”  That stopped Zramadas, she had never really thought of what she would do, she would need to make a living somehow and she hadn’t any experience with anything other than controlling her madness.  Then she thought of a word she had heard once, “I’ll be a healer...and a psychotherapist.” Nirala looked at her in surprise, “A psychowha?” Marin smiled and nodded, she was familiar with the term.  Then Zramadas’ face fell, “But..I don’t know anyone that can teach me what I need to know..who would want to? I’m past the age of an apprentice....” Marin smiled again, “If you’d like you can come back to Koholint and I’ll teach you what you need to know, and I’m sure I can find someone that can teach you what I can’t.”  “Really? You’ve done so much already...and I have no way of repaying you!”  Marin shrugged, “Happiness is payment enough, besides psychotherapy is a bit of a learning process for both the teacher and student, every patient will be different and there isn’t really a strict process of how to do things.” then her smile faded as she glanced at Zelda, “I think we’re going to have to practice on Zelda...”


	


Link gathered his thoughts together and focused on one thing, bringing the Mrynaith fully into Kirlya.  He shut out every other thought, he knew how to do it, he did it during combat where his only thoughts were which counter he should use when, and which attack would be the most effective.  It was working, the Mrynaith were moving into Kirlya.  But then suddenly, they stopped, he was still concentrating and didn’t even notice that the Mrynaith were pitting their determination against his in a violent spirit battle.


	


Zelda had stopped trying to kill everyone in the room, instead she was curled in a fetal position with a horrified look on her face.  Marin walked, crawled rather, slowly over to Zelda, cooing softly and trying not to startle her.  “’Madas..your first lesson..come here, slowly, and help me..” Uncertainly Zramadas knelt to the floor, responding easily to the short version of her name that Marin had used, and slowly crawled over to them.  Marin cautiously took Zelda’s arm and Zramadas followed her lead, taking the other.  Carefully, they lifted Zelda up and brought her to her room, later Marin explained that this was so that the practice equipment didn’t trigger something.  It was better to bring her to a more neutral environment, someplace that she was used to.  From previous visits Marin knew where Zelda’s room was.  Zelda walked with them, not unwillingly, but they did have to encourage her every once in a while, always keeping a soothing grip on her arms.


	


Link finally sensed the resistance of the Mrynaith, he had feared it might happen.  He tried to increase his concentration and energy output, but he didn’t have much left to give.  What he had though, he used.  A moment more and their pulled eased, someone was helping him pull them toward Kirlya.  He didn’t know who, and probably never would, but was thankful.  Or as thankful as his strong single-minded concentration would permit.  Soon other forces joined in lending him their strength.  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity the Mrynaith were forced into Kirlya.


	


Just as Link finished his part, Marjory marked the last sigil and turned in the stone.  As she did so the knife dropped from her hand coloring the grass a deep shade of red.  With her last life purpose fulfilled and the last of her lifeblood leaking away Marjory fell to the grass.  Soon her spirit was freed from her body and she left through the familiar landscape of the spirit plane.  Once she entered though, she was stopped by a familiar spirit, one she had known in life.  Somehow Jerin, her Jerin, had escaped the Mrynaith, all these years she had spent ready for vengeance and he had never needed it.  Not only that, but he had waited in the place before deaths door, the spirit plane all these years for her.  Now they would be forever together, or however time went in death after they left the spirit plane.


	


Once the sacrifice had been made, the death of the marker, the sigils started to glow even more brightly than before.  In unison they started to resonate with a soundless chord and suddenly each sent a beam of light in the shape of its sigil towards the center of the circle.  The beams all met in the center at once and an even brighter light exploded from the middle.


	


As soon as the Mrynaith were in Kirlya Link moved out of it, not a moment too soon either because suddenly he felt the presence of a great power being used.  It had been steadily growing for a while, but he hadn’t noticed it before.  Then there was an eruption of the power and suddenly it was gone completely, and so were the Mrynaith.  Marjory had sent them back to where they belonged.





Epilogue





	


Marin had set Zramadas to the task of Zelda’s recovery for the moment and hurried back to Link.  Unless something had gone wrong he should be returning shortly, or at least partially returning.  She knew he had lost the link with his body, it had decayed.  Once he was near enough, she was planning on reestablishing that link so that he would be able to return to his body himself.


	


After the Mrynaith...left...Link felt drained, he just wanted to drift away.  Then he remembered that this wasn’t where he belonged, not his full awareness anyway.  He needed to get back to Hyrule.  He didn’t even know if Zelda was all right, what if something had happened? What if Zramadas couldn’t switch them back? But if she hadn’t been able to wouldn’t she have come back?  Too many unanswered questions for him to remain here.  His weary thoughts moved him slowly back towards himself.  There was someone near, must be Marin, Zramadas had said something about Marin.  But why would Marin be in Hyrule? She should be in Koholint!  He was so tired though, it didn’t matter, he needed a rest from this plane.  He wanted to be back in the simpler physical plane.  In the physical plane he could think out his actions first, but here, here his thoughts were his actions.  


	


“There!” Marin called, though no one was around to hear.  Link was back, or at least nearby.  She sent out a psi link to him, and pulled him back.  It had been easier than she thought, she had thought that she would have had a hard enough time establishing the link let alone utilizing it.  After a few more seconds the mindless practicing stopped. “Link?” Marin asked, just to make sure.  Link nodded as he looked around, “What happened? Here I mean, I know what happened there.” he said, meaning in the spirit plane, “Hey, where’s Zelda?” he had thought she’d be there.  Maybe he really didn’t know her as well as he thought he did.  Suddenly doubts about previous actions and future plans started to invade his mind.  “Umm...well..actually--” Marin started to say, but Link looked at her sharply and interrupted, “Where is she?” he asked, seeing her discomfort.  Marin sighed, “Look Link, you can’t see her all right?” “WHAT?” Marin winced, she should have seen that coming, “I mean not yet, she may be severely damaged psychically.  We’re not sure.” “We?” “Zramadas’ and I.” “You’ll let her in and not me?” Marin decided the conversation was taking a turn she disliked and looked for an excuse to get out of it.  She found one with just a glance at Link, he had left his body in a constant motion and his body was now tired and probably needed food.  “Link, first you need to sleep and eat before I even consider letting you in.” At the mention of food and sleep Link suddenly noticed he was both hungry and physically tired, he hadn’t thought much about food recently.  


	


Link was pretty sure he could go up against Marin, but not now.  He was weak from lack or sleep and food, besides, she was Zelda’s friend.  Also a healer, if Marin said he couldn’t see Zelda there must be some good reason for it.  He disliked her decision, but he’d abide by it, for now.  “Go, now.” she said.  Link cast her a glare, “Fine.” he said unhappily, wanting to put up more of a fight.


	


As soon as Link left to the Great Hall and then, hopefully, to bed, Marin breathed a sigh of relief.  It would probably be more damaging to Link than to Zelda for him to see her like that, and be so helpless.  Marin was doing all she can, but even she felt a bit helpless at the moment. She left to go check on Zramadas and Zelda, leaving the practice room empty of people.  


	


Zramadas’ report of Zelda was better than Marin had hoped.  Zelda was still doing poorly though.  She only had rare moments of sanity.  Nirala had been sent to make sure that Link did what he was supposed to.  Marin knew Link might consider he observance ‘babysitting’ which he of course didn’t need.  But Marin wanted to be sure that he didn’t neglect himself.  If Zelda recovered to find him in such a condition she would not be pleased.


	


A few days later (Link had eaten and slept through those few days) he knocked on the door to Zelda’s chambers.  Marin answered it with a weary grin, “I knew you’d be around soon.  At least you’re feeling better.” she said, noting that he didn’t look as haggard as before.  What was left was probably from worry, or poor sleeping from the same cause.  Marin had to admit, she had also been having a bit of trouble in that department.  Zramadas’ had been doing all she could, she learned quickly and was very good, but still, Marin worried.  At the moment Zramadas was talking quietly with Zelda about what had happened, it seemed to be helping.  Zramadas’ experience with the madness gave her an edge.  Zelda was nodding and responding with more words in one sentence than she had used in the whole first day.  


	


“So, can I come in yet?” Link asked, looking anxiously past her.  “Just a minute..” Marin said, closing the door.  She went over to Zramadas, “Is she well enough?” Marin asked.  Zramadas’ nodded, “Yes, I think she’s fine now..she was pretty lucky,  it helped a lot for her to know that she hadn’t killed of seriously injured any of those poor people.” “What ever happened to them anyway?”


	


The prisoners, seeing Cataclysma had left the door opened as she sprinted after Zramadas, had quickly gone to another room.  Once Cataclysma came back and passed their door, they were able to escape through the magical image that changed the stairway to look like the rest of the forest.  Presently they were in the town outside of the castle, recovering with the use of some of the castle’s money, given to them by Nirala.


	


Marin exchanged a few words with Zelda, then nodded and went to bring in Link.  Link wasn’t sure what he had been expecting, but he sure hadn’t expected to see Zelda sitting by her window looking better than he himself did.  “You all right Zel?” he asked, trying not to sound too solicitous.  Zelda grinned, “Of course I am, they’ve just been keeping you out all this time so we could have a break from being guarded.”  This of course wasn’t true, but Zelda was not, at the moment, comfortable discussing deeply what had happened with anyone other than Zramadas.  It had hurt her.


	


After a few more days Marin was sure that Zelda would be all right, though she cautioned Nirala to tell her immediately if anything changed, anything mentally anyway.  Most specifically, behavioral changes.  Nirala agreed and then Zramadas and Marin set out for Koholint, commenting that Zramadas would probably make a very good psychotherapist.




















