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	After the Mrynaith had been dealt with, the king declared that it was time to move on to what he deemed more ‘important’ matters.  Which basically meant Zelda’s betrothal, he seemed almost rushed.  The king still had not discussed it with anyone other than the rulers of Cylka and Link, so he had called Link, Zelda, and Balin into the throne room.  


	Nirala had been with Balin when he was ordered to the throne room and so she decided to go along as well.  It wouldn’t be the first time she had been part of royal problems.  If he was being called down because of a problem.  It probably would have been better if she’d stayed away.  When they got to the throne room Zelda and Link were already there.  “You have been--” The king began, but then he spotted Nirala. “Perfect.” he thought, then he finished his sentence, adding a bit more to it that he had planned.  “You have all been betrothed.”  That caused a few glances to be shot across the room.  Nirala looked scared, Link looked worried, Zelda looked uncomfortable and Balin was unreadable.  The king, however, was excited with his new plan and totally oblivious to the glances and looks on their faces.  He looked like a child with a new toy.  “A joint wedding will take place within the fortnight.”  Then he dismissed them all, after telling them who was betrothed to who.


	“Zelda, you said you could find a way out of this before..can you help me as well? I mean...Nirala is nice and all, but...” Zelda nodded in understanding, but then a troubled look came into her eyes, “I’m on equal footing with the king and normally I can deter something like this..if only I had known sooner... I’m not going to be able to get out of this Link.” He looked at her in surprise, Zelda could normally get out of anything like this, “But..why?” he asked with dismay.  She looked almost panicked as she tried to think of some way out of it, but it seemed useless.  “Balin is a prince...if I just reject him then it could start a war with Cylka, besides Hyrule needs this alliance.”  She was coming to terms with it faster than Link thought she would, “I have to go through with this, for Hyrule.”  “Your kidding...right?”  Zelda shot him an annoyed look, “As the crown princess of Hyrule I have a responsibility that comes before anything else and I will not forsake it.” with that she turned on her heel and stalked down the corridor muttering to herself.


	Link winced, she could be so touchy.  There had to be some way... Wait, crown princess? But she really wasn’t, there was K’lana.  But that was no help, she was who knows where with Impa now.  Plus there was still the matter of his own betrothal to Nirala.  How could he possibly escape that?  He didn’t want to hurt her feelings plus he was under the kings jurisdiction.  


	Nirala was still frightened.  For so long she had been afraid of men because of her past.  But finally when she was starting to believe that maybe, just maybe, there might be one that wasn’t like the rest she was going to be ripped from him.  For the first time in her life she actually wished that she had accepted Zelda’s offer.  She could have been a high ranking noblewomen, but she hadn’t wanted to.  She was sure that Zelda’s offer still stood, but high-ranking or not she was sure that a prince wouldn’t marry one from the nobility.  She turned around, someone was calling her.  “Hello Balin.” she said with her eyes turned towards the floor.  “Nirala I--” “Please,” she said, trying to hide a tear, “it’s best if we never meet again.” she tried not to wince at her own words, she sounded so cold.  Then Nirala ran down the corridor.  “Nirala wait!” Balin called, starting after her.  Nirala forced herself to be harsh, despite how much it hurt, “Leave me alone!” she called back.  The tone of her voice alone stopped him.  Balin looked forlornly after her as she disappeared around a turn in the hall. 


	Zelda sighed as she sat on her four-poster bed.  It was very soft, but not soft enough to sooth her.  She knew she had been right when she spoke to Link.  Hyrule needed the alliance and couldn’t afford a war, even with an island kingdom.  Not that an island kingdom was naturally weak or anything but any war would be bad.  Well, maybe not for those war-obsessed people, she thought bitterly.  She sighed heavily again.  It was hard to think of being married.  She hadn’t much thought of it before..the spell.  Zelda had been the youngest daughter and of little note to noblemen.  She was glad of it though, she wasn’t normally trapped in court functions or power-plots...until she came here that is.  Where did the idea of arranged marriages come from anyway? It was just stupid.  Not that she didn’t like Balin, but when she thought of things like that she just thought Link.  She shook her head, despite that in her own time she was of a marriageable age...and maybe even in this time as well, she wasn’t ready for such things.  But it seemed, yet again, choices that should’ve been hers alone had been made for her. 


	Balin and Link refused to speak to each other and both of the women avoided everyone concerned.  Balin had finally worked his way up to anger.  Nirala wouldn’t speak to him, neither would his wife-to-be for that matter, and he was being forced into a decision.  Now was one of those times he just couldn’t wait to be king of Cylka.  Mostly he was angry at the fact that Nirala was being forced into this. She had told him her past, though sometimes he wished that she hadn’t. He was also angry at Link, just because he would be the one marrying Nirala.


	Link was trudging through his store of quest-won items in search of something special.  It was amazing to find how many useless odds and ends he had.  “I’m going to have to clean this out sometime.” he thought to himself.  Link looked at the intimidating mess, “”Umm...maybe next spring..”  He untangled a golden chain with some kind of red jewel at one end and put it to the side.  He’d settle for it, if he was desperate.  There had to be something better though.  “Ow!” He exclaimed at he poked his hand on a spiked gauntlet.  Cautiously, he moved it to the side with the toe of his boot.  Link reached for an odd looking arrow but felt cloth.  “What, by the Power...?” he thought in wonder.  Then he nodded as he remembered.  It was probably his cloak.  It had been a long time since he’d found it.  Even before he awakened Zelda.  He had been on a mission from the king, but couldn’t resist the lure of a dungeon when he saw its dark and mysterious gaping mouth.  As he lifted the cloak he wondered why dungeons were built.  Houses for monsters? Safe-keeping for items touched by a god or goddess?  Castles that had been overtaken by monsters? Safe-keeping for the discarded items of a mage?  He shrugged as he picked up the arrows, the questions were a bit to philosophical for him.  The arrow might be useful later.  The arrow head was made of a special type of absorbent wood that was soaked in a flammable liquid.  Now it was dry, but it would burn just as well when it was lit on fire.  He sighed, he might have to resort to the pendent after all.  Then cursed as something fell off a shelf above him and onto his head.  He rubbed the smarting spot and looked down to see a mirror.  It was rumored to be the scale of an oracular silver dragon, whether that was true or not only its makers knew.  It was a fairly ordinary hand-mirror, lined with gold.  But it did have a strange eye-shaped gathering of jewels at the top.  He wasn’t completely sure what it could be used for, but it was probably some kind of mystical thing that Zelda would be able to figure out.


	After quite a bit of searching Link was able to find her.  She had quite a few favorite hiding spots and he knew most of them, this was a new one though.  Somehow she had gotten herself onto the roof.  Near the middle of a cluster of castle buildings was a small flat-topped one.  Quite a few times he had almost fallen trying to scale the heavily slanted roofs, but after a while he had made it.  He winced as he saw her.  She was sitting alone in the middle of the flat roof, but even from where he was he could tell she was definitely not happy.  He hated to see her so sad, but what could he do? She had refused to do anything at all?  Link walked slowly towards her, she was sitting with her arms wrapped around her knees and her head down against them.  He knew her well enough to be sure that she would run off as soon as possible if she saw him to soon.  She disliked anyone seeing her in the grip of any emotion, other than anger.  She didn’t see to mind scaring people out of their wits.  He smiled slightly at the thought, remembering the numerous nobles she had chewed out, including some that had had designs on her and the throne.


	He cringed as a stone crunched under his boot heel, how could he have been so careless?!  But apparently Zelda was immersed enough in her own thoughts to ignore it.  Finally he was close enough to kneel down next to her.  He put a hand on her shoulder, “Zelda?”  She looked up quickly, he thought she was going to pull away anyway, but she didn’t.  Her eyes were a bit glassy but she hadn’t shed any tears that he could see.  “Yes?” she answered, leaning back a little.  “I...well...a--....wedding gift..” He said a bit awkwardly, pushing the mirror towards her.  She looked at it for a moment in surprise before taking it, “Thank you.” she said, favoring him with a bit of a smile.  He couldn’t help leaning towards her for one last kiss, but the moment she saw him move she stood up, her smile gone.  Then she walked away, somehow climbing back over the roof-tops much more easily than Link had been able to.  He sighed, wishing he could follow her, but he sensed she wouldn’t welcome him.  He half-grinned ruefully, he’d probably more likely break his neck if he was going to have any chance of catching up with her anyway, she looked like a cat on the roofs.


	The day of the wedding arrived all to soon for the unwilling participants.  Link and Balin were both at one end of the Great Hall, where the wedding was taking place when the two women arrived.  Link sighed, looking at Zelda, despite her pale face she still looked wonderful in the white wedding dress Nirala had made her.  He could tell it was an effort for her to keep looking happy.  His sigh was echoed by Balin, though his gaze was directed at Nirala.  Nirala looked lost in the white.  Idly Link wondered why they both had white, Zelda was probably just using it as a symbol to show that she was agreeing to this.  Though he knew that if she had her choice of husband she would probably exercise her power and have a blue wedding dress.


	Yet another tear fell from Nirala’s eyes as she walked slowly to what seemed her doom.  Zelda however, held her head high and her eyes were clear.  But just as they neared the men Zelda stopped.  She took out a small amazingly clear picture.  In truth it was not a picture but the mirror Link had given her.  Somehow it showed the holder wherever or whoever she/he was thinking of.  The mirror showed Cataclysma.  Link ran the few steps over to Zelda, and stared into the mirror with Zelda.  Zelda was actually as surprised as Link, she had just been wondering what happened to Cataclysma, an odd thing to think on her wedding day.  Then she sensed the mirror working it’s magic and so took it out.  Then she saw that it was not just Cataclysma in the mirror, but also another, a young blond girl holding a doll.  “How did she find her?” Link wondered out loud.  Zelda looked up at Link, “You know that little girl?” “Umm..yes actually..I’ll explain later, but we’ve got to tell the king.” 


	The king was finally able to push through the crowd to the source of the commotion, “Zelda, I might’ve known.”  he thought angrily, but as soon as he saw the mirror the expression on his face turned to surprise focusing on one thing in the mirror.  “K’lana...” he whispered.  Zelda, feeling in the dark finally burst out with, “WHY AM I THE ONLY ONE WHO DOESN’T KNOW WHO THAT GIRL IS?!?!?!”  The king finally torn his eyes away from his daughter and realized what was happening in the rest of the mirror.  His eyes flashed dark fire and he turned to Zelda and Link, “Save her.” he ordered, then he dismissed everyone, it seemed that the wedding would not take place as he had hoped.  But to him, this was the one thing that could be more important, a grace to everyone else involved in the weddings.


	At the kings urgent request they were off within the hour.  The town that Impa had taken K’lana to was not even on the map it was so small.  They had also been ordered to take horses so that they would be able to travel faster.  Who knew what Cataclysma was going to do with K’lana? So they had to ride fast, but as they rode they were still able to talk.  “Now I’d like to know who we’re off so fast to rescue.” Zelda asked with a hint of danger in her voice.  Link cleared his throat, “Umm...well, she’s the kings daughter.”  Zelda normally would yell “WHAT?!” but she wanted to hear the whole story before letting out her anger.  Link had expected her to scream, but since she hadn’t he decided it was safe to explain the rest of the story.  He told her of how before he went on his quest to wake Zelda, there was another Zelda.  Ever since Zelda had been under the spell there had been a royal decree that every girl-child of the royal family be named Zelda.  The parents of the girls weren’t very happy with this and so they started a tradition.  There was a special place in the castle that had a plaque for each Zelda including her parents, her real name, and what number Zelda she was.  K’lana found this place one day and saved the plaques before it caved in, or was at least rendered impassable, because of a bomb blast.  Impa finally convinced the king that K’lana should be fostered away from the castle if the original Zelda were awakened.  Since she was, K’lana and Impa went to a town far from the castle.  Surprisingly it was still in Hyrule.  “And so this whole time I haven’t really been the crown princess and all this work should be going to this K’lana?” Zelda said her voice rising with each word.  Link, sensing the danger of another comment to upset Zelda tried to calm her, “You saw K’lana, she’s just a child, she can’t do what’s needed, not like you can.”  Zelda was still annoyed but she couldn’t help but see the logic.  Finally they stopped at an inn on the side of the road.  “What happened here?” Zelda said as she looked around.  It looked as if it had been hit by a tornado.  There were papers strewn across the floor and chairs overturned.  Plus many of the papers were now ruined, they had been soaked when a bottle of something had been thrown against the floor.  They could tell it had been thrown because of the way the shattered pieces lay on the floor.  


	The king had a bit of trouble explaining everything to the rulers of Cylka but after a while everything was clear to both.  There was a problem though, the king and queen of Cylka had been counting on betrothing their son to the crown princess, but it seemed that the crown princess was much too young for their son.  Neither wished insult to the other, so they decided to leave the peace treaty as it was and ‘forget’ about the whole betrothal.  But, it was time for them to leave.


	Balin remembered Nirala’s painful words, but he wasn’t about to leave without saying good-bye, whether she would talk to him or not.  He found her dusting in Zelda’s room, “Nirala..” he whispered, trying not to startle her.  She ignored him.  “Nirala, I have to leave...we’re going back to Cylka.”  Nirala wondered about the betrothal but still said nothing.  As if sensing her thoughts, Balin explained about the treaty. “You mean..you’re no longer going to marry Zelda?” she exclaimed, not really meaning it as a question.  He was a bit surprised that he finally got a reaction from her, but he nodded, smiling, “It’s true.”  Then Nirala remembered what he had said earlier, she sighed as she walked over to him.  “I’ll miss you.” she said and gave him a sweet, but all to short for Balin, kiss.  After that she had to go back to her cleaning and he had to go back to his parents, but they had promised they wouldn’t forget.


	“Do you think they found what they were looking for?” Zelda asked, but Link only shrugged, it was impossible to tell.  Despite the mess they decided to stay the night there.  The next morning they headed out, sore from the other days riding, but determined to help K’lana and now also to find out what had happened to the inn.  After a few more days of riding they came to a town.  It was the town that K’lana had been sent to.  The town had grown fairly large, but there were sounds of a battle coming from it.  Link climbed off of his horse and unsheathed his sword, ready to fight as he entered the town.  Zelda stayed on her horse but got out her bow and readied an arrow as she led Link’s horse.  Most of the town had already been ransacked, but there were a few people left as well as a few monsters that had stayed to finish the plundering.  Zelda stared around the town in horror, it was obvious that the people were loosing.  The number of dead she could see made her dizzy, she shook her head she was here to help, to stop more from adding up the number.  


	Link rushed into the fray, though there were only five monsters and three people left.  The massacre the monsters had caused infuriated him.  He headed straight for the Goriya, sword raised.  The Goriya swung it’s boomerang around just in time.  It hit Link’s sword, knocking it from it’s path, but not from Link’s hands.  Link stopped the sword from hitting the ground and swung it at the Goriya.  It just barely dodged the sword of the maddened warrior.  “Link watch out!” he heard, it was Zelda.  She had just struck down a Moblin and had seen a Stalfos behind Link.  Quickly, Link swung his sword around in a circle killing both the Goriya and the Stalfos.  There were only two monsters left now, both Moblins.  They quickly finished them off, then they went to see how many were alive.  It turned out there were only three people left.  One was just a child.  Zelda worked on calming the little boy while Link spoke to the adults.  “What happened here?” he asked.  A battered but proud looking woman with an odd accent answered him, “Every sing as gooing noramaly hen man-y man-y monsars cum, ey tuk Empa an er lil blund garl.”  It took Link a few minutes to figure out what she had said, then he asked which way they went with K’lana and Impa.  


	After making sure none of those that were left were in any danger they left, they sent the three people back to the castle with food as well as a message to the king.  Then they started off, in the opposite direction of the inn that they had stayed at before.  They weren’t able to go very far, they’re horses had started to get tired.  Zelda complained that they weren’t moving fast enough.  Link shrugged, he had no idea how they were going to catch up with Impa and K’lana.  Zelda sighed, not only did they have a terrible chance of succeeding but also they were already stuck eating rations.  “Poison.” she muttered while they were eating.  Link looked at her sharply, then he relaxed noticing that she was joking.  “Link, loosen up.” Zelda said, she had seem him.  Link shrugged again, “Oh here,” he said, pulling out a piece of bread he had gotten in the town they had just been in, after giving her the last bit of ‘real food’ he answered, “I just have a really bad feeling about this.”  Zelda rolled her eyes, “Someone always has a really bad feeling about part of any quest we go on, it’s always turned out all right though, we’re alive aren’t we?” “I guess you’re right, but I still have a really bad feeling--” “Oh stop.” Zelda said in annoyance.


	The next morning Zelda woke up but everything seemed strange.  She looked up to see what looked like, “Ganon?!” she exclaimed, trying to get up to attack him.  She couldn’t suppress a groan as she fell back.  This was not going to be as easy as she thought.  Ganon should be dead, somehow though, it looked like he was alive and well.  “He must have cast a spell on me.” she thought.  That was the reason that she was sweating and felt like she was on fire but at the same time inside she was shivering.  “You’ll never defeat us!” she tried to shout, but her voice sounded strange to her as she finally got to her feet.  Then something grabbed her from behind, pinning her arms against her.  “By the Power!” she swore, she couldn’t believe she hadn’t noticed the monster behind her.  But after just a few seconds of struggling, she hadn’t gained anything and she was breathing hard.  Then the last things she heard were the words to a sleep spell.  She tried to fight the spell, what if it was another “eternal sleep” spell? But the magic-user was too strong.  She only hoped that Link had somehow escaped this ambush.


	Link cursed, blaming himself, he should have tested the bread he had given her, for he was sure it was that.  Though how he would’ve tested it he didn’t know.  Maybe he should have just eaten it himself.  He stood, this kind of thinking was useless, Zelda would have berated him for it if she hadn’t been sleeping.  He went over and sat down by her touching her forehead, still hot, way too hot.  He knew that a fever needed to burn itself out and so the victim should be kept warm, but he still felt cruel wrapping Zelda in heavy blankets as she was sweating.  She seemed to have been hallucinating as well.  She had been calling his horse Ganon and clumsily trying to attack “Ganon” when he woke up.  It was a good thing the fever had knocked off her coordination and made her so tired or he’d have been without a horse.  The horse in question had, surprisingly, not run away, though it had stepped out of the reach of the fevered princess.


	Zelda moaned in her sleep and turned over.  Suddenly, Link wondered if it was contagious.  Though it had been a day or a week, he hadn’t been counting, and he was feeling all right.  Besides, they had both been feeling just fine until she ate that bread.  It had probably been rotten or moldy or something.  


	Another uneventful day passed, Zelda awoke sometimes, but she didn’t recognize him.  He was able to get her to eat a little, but he was worried about her recovery.  She was looking much better, almost as well as normal, but she still didn’t know him.  At the same time, he wondered if he should bring her to the castle or keep on in search of K’lana.  Just when he was about to make the decision, Zelda spoke, “Link...?” Link crawled past the fire, dragging the one blanket he had left for himself, elated that she recognized him.  “Zelda, how are you?” he wondered.  She looked into the fire, “Better..I think... what happened? I feel like I just woke up from a dream...the images are all confused and when I try to reach one it just goes farther away..” Link also looked toward the fire, she looked too innocent in the flickering light for what he had to say, “Zelda, I’m sorry.” he finally got out.  She titled her head to look at him, “Sorry for what?” He made an annoyed sound, “It was my fault okay?” he exclaimed angrily, “That bread was..poisoned or something!” To his amazement she laughed! “What?!” he said in an outburst.  “Link you couldn’t have known.” she said still smiling.  Then she winced almost imperceptibly, she was feeling better, but she did need rest.  Link shrugged, still annoyed at himself, but unwilling to argue again as she allowed herself to rest her head on his shoulder.  She was so warm, had the fever not completely faded.	


	Zelda was tired, but she didn’t want to go to sleep just yet.  Truthfully she was quite comfortable where she was, enough to fall asleep right there, but she wanted to know what she had missed.  “So, what did I miss?” she asked, looking back at the entrancing flames of the fire.  Link grinned, “Oh nothing but your own hallucinations.  At first you thought my horse was Ganon and tried to attack him!” Zelda stirred a bit, horrified, “I didn’t hurt him did I?” He shook his head, “No, he’s just fine.”  She smiled, “Good.” “Zelda?” “Mmm?” she murmured, then almost before she knew what was happening he slid his hand to the back of her neck and titled her head towards him bringing her lips against his own in a gentle kiss. Zelda almost pulled away in surprise, but instead she stopped, embraced by the tenderness.  He slipped his arms around her slim waist and kissed her again.  She smiled and closed her eyes loosing herself in the way it washed over her, then giving him a deep kiss of her own.  But as Link began returning it she remembered, and she had been so close to blessedly forgetting.  Two, if not more, thoughts made her pull violently away from him.  There was still Balin, no one ever said that important betrothal was null and void.  Plus there was her past.  Back before she had had the spell cast on her she had liked...loved? A young man, so far as she knew he hadn’t been a nobleman.  Link bore a striking resemblance to him, not just in personality, but physically as well.  It seemed so long ago, but the memory was vivid.  He father had said that she would probably be the only princess in their time with a choice in marriage.  All the others had been forced into strategic marriages for Hyrule.  After he had told her that she had started to wonder about the young man, Geran his name was, if she should marry him.  Was it just because Link was so like Geran that she was so attracted to him?  Link was her friend, she couldn’t let him believe... but she couldn’t tell him either.  Would he even understand?  In annoyance she remembered how it always seemed to acceptable, even admirable, for a man to have been involved with more than one woman, even at once!  The more and..farther... the better, she thought in disgust.  But a woman on the other hand was expected to be as pure as pure can be with but one love in her entire life!  She shook her head, people had so many preconceptions.  She had been so tired, and still was, so it was easy for her to drift off to sleep.


	Link had moved back over to the otherside of the fire, he couldn’t understand her.  One moment she was kissing him, then the next she pushed him away and yelled, “Stop! Leave me alone!” She had leaned back into her blankets too fast to see his hurt and very confused look.  He leaned back, but sleep was a long time in coming as he puzzled over Zelda.


	To Link’s aggravation, Zelda seemed determined to ignore the nights past events to the point that he wondered if he had dreamt it all.  He had been hoping for something, an explanation would’ve been nice, but even some kind of argument would be better than this.


	It had rained the night before and they were able to find foot prints in the mud.  They weren’t sure if these were the right footprints or not, but they decided to follow them, hoping that they would lead to K’lana.  Link looked ahead, then he spoke, “Zelda, look!” “What?” Zelda asked as she peered into the distance. “There’s something up ahead, it looks like a fire!”  They hurried their horses towards the bright light and licking flames of a fire.  Before long they could see that it was a small cabin that was on fire and from the shadow in the window it looked like someone was alive in there.  “Zelda, try and put out the flames, I’m going in.”  She winced at his words, why did he always have to risk himself like that? Sure it was noble, but at times it was just plain stupid.  While she thought she cast a spell soaking up water from the ground and making it materialize above the house.  She was able to put out the flames outside the house, but some of the fire had found a way inside and was burning brightly.


	Link broke the door down with his sword and put his shield in front of him to block some of the fire.  Smoke flowed sinuously out the now open door, but there was enough inside to make him cough.  He leaned down low and started to investigate the house.  Finally, he found an unconscious man.  Link lifted him up and got out of the house as fast as he could.  He was able to get out just in time.  The fire inside had burnt the rafters to ashes and the roof collapsed as the walls continued to burn.  Now that the roof was gone, Zelda was able to put out the fire inside the house, though it was probably a useless effort.  It looked like there wasn’t much in there that could possibly be salvageable.  


	Link turned the man over and was surprised to find that he recognized him, “Neb!” he and Zelda exclaimed in unison.  “I didn’t think his house was out here..” Zelda wondered out loud while checking to see if Neb was alright.  He coughed harshly in the fresh air a few times, but it was obvious that he would be fine.  Neb looked around, “No the prophecies!” he called out and ran to the burning house.  He stopped outside of it, Link had been about to stop him, afraid that he would run right into the burning house, “Ah!” Neb exclaimed to the surprise of Link.  “Of course!” he pulled out a few papers from his heavy woolen robes.  They had, amazingly, survived the fire.  


	Zelda walked over to them and looked curiously at the papers, “What are they?” she asked with a tinge of interest in her voice.  Neb shook his head, “They are important words of a prophet.  These will come to pass shortly, if all goes well.”  “If all goes well?” Link asked, his voice colored with worry.  Neb smiled, “No need to worry.  All is as secure as it would be if the great Zaria herself were here watching over the proceedings.”  “Zaria’s here? Where?” Zelda asked.  Neb looked shocked, “You..sound as if you’ve met her...” Zelda’s brow furrowed, “Yes.. a few times, why are you so surprised? I had thought that and you powerful sages and mages and whatever else got together frequently or something..”  Neb shook his head, “Well..we do.. but Zaria is no more than a legend among us.  I never imagined that she might be real... though our theory states that all stories are based on events and people that have once been... whether directly or indirectly.” 


	“We can discuss philosophy later, when we have the time,” at that Neb looked a little sad as if Link were only deluding himself, “But right now we need to find K’lana.” “Link.” Neb said quietly, “I can warn you, but warn only, that this is your final battle with Cataclysma.  The prophecy is a double-fork, but the only way it is so is a choice of mine.  I have already made the decision, so in truth it is now not a forked prophecy.  But, all the same, be careful.” Neb had almost called him “Young Link” but he had grown considerably since the last time they met, the same with Zelda.  Grown in many, many ways.


	Eventually they started off as Neb explained what had happened and led them in the right direction.  Cataclysma had passed Neb’s house with a small band of monsters as well as K’lana, and Impa.  Cataclysma, it seemed, had knowledge of the same prophecy that Neb was going to help fulfill and had set his house alight.  How she had known it was his cabin, he didn’t know.  Cataclysma seemed to have endless sources of information.


	Now they were walking over grasslands which seemed never-ending.  The sounds, scenery, and even weather was monotonous.  Tempers were staring to flare, lit by the boredom.  They were going slower than normal as well.  Neb hadn’t had a horse with him and the two that Zelda and Link had brought had bolted a few days before.  The trio only hoped that they had been able to find food.  The humans had a bit left to eat, but had ran out of foodstuffs for their horses.  “Why is the ground so soft here?” Zelda asked, or rather, demanded.  Suddenly the ground had started to sink in where they stepped as if it were mud.  “I don’t know!” Link answered her irritably.  Just then, with a few more steps, the soft ground fully gave way.


	It wasn’t very long before they hit the bottom, it was some sort of small cave.  The roof had crumbled recently due to the pressure of the land above it.  For a while the land had stayed together as a makeshift ceiling, but it didn’t hold together as well as the rock had and caved in.  The rock bottom of the cave was steep and extended into a river.  The dirt that had been loosed by their tread and fall slid down the smooth slope with them into a subterranean river.  The river was littered with rocks protruding from the water and the water itself swept them along so fast that they weren’t able to speak at all as they tried to swim out of the way of the rocks.


	It had been too much, even for Zelda.  She hadn’t been able to stay afloat or been able to help either Link or Neb.  This was not turning out to be one of her better quests.  Now she didn’t even have any idea where she was.  She was soaked and it was completely dark.  For a moment she felt like sinking into a desperation that it would be impossible to get out, for she was probably deep underground.  She shook her head to rid her mind of the idea, she would not give in that easily!  She never had and never would.  Zelda reached her hand outward and felt the stone wall, it was slick and cold but solid.  Having her hand away from solidity made it easy to imagine she was floating, lost in an eternal void.  Not being able to see didn’t help matters.  She wondered how blind people could possibly deal with it as she stared forward, feeling her way along the wall.


	Neb had been tossed against a rock and caught against it as Zelda and Link were washed away.  He held on to it tightly with one arm and touched his head lightly with the other.  He had hit his head on the rock, it had saved him but also given him a bruise.  He was glad that it was only a bruise he had received.  Now that he was stopped and the drive for survival ruled out rational thought he was able to plan.  Zelda and Link had probably reached the end of the river by now, unless something had happened to them...  He knew that they should have used magic to navigate the river.  They may not have been able to make it very far with the magic, but at least they would have past the most treacherous rocks, it had seemed to calm down farther along.  But knowledge, not magic, was his forte.  He sighed inwardly, it seemed he would have to use magic anyway.  He diverted some of his energy to form a barrier behind him that would keep the water from pressing against him as he began to navigate the river.


	Link had stayed conscious much longer than he thought he’d be able to, though a few times he had been stopped against rocks, sometimes it was useful, sometimes it only added to the battering.  He had also been washed ashore a few times.  After determining that the only way to go would be back into the water he dove back in, after a bit of a rest, trying to control his movements against the tugging current.


	Zelda was starting to regret a few things and she made her careful way slowly along the wall.  Not packing enough food was obviously one.  But mostly she regretted a few things she had said and done.  She also wished that she hadn’t remembered about that vexatious betrothal at such a time.  She was so cold and it didn’t help to be wet as well.  She longed to have his arms...his nice warm arms back around her.  The safety, the warmth of the embrace echoed in her mind, but her mind only.  Outside of her mind she was lost and cold and hungry.  Plus she had never thought she was claustrophobic but now she was constantly jittery.  Every little insignificant sound startled her like the crack of a twig startled a hind.  She wished her hands were numb, but it wasn’t cold enough for that, they just throbbed painfully and her clothes stuck uncomfortably to her skin. She wondered how long she had been down there.


	Link was on a small bank yet again when suddenly he saw a part of the water that was higher than the rest...almost a silhouette of a person...  He didn’t believe it, he must be hallucinating.  He had heard that confined places could do that to a person.  It was strange though, for a moment he had thought it was just a wave a little higher than the rest but its movements were slower and more regular than a wave.  He decided he’d rest a big longer before moving on, not that he thought it would help against the hallucinations that he had just seen started.  Idly he wondered why he realized he was hallucinating if he was, he had thought that people that hallucinated thought the hallucination was real.


	Zelda had heard of claustrophobia, but not the opposite and that was exactly how she was feeling.  If she took her hand away from the wall for even a second she felt like there was a huge space all around her and she was in the middle of nowhere.  It was unnerving.  Even when she had her hand on the wall she felt it slightly.  She wished she could see where she was going.


	Soon Neb saw light up ahead.  Finally!  It seemed this tunnel opened up farther ahead.  Soon he could see beyond the exit, the river flowed into a small lake and near the other end of the lake a river took away the excess water.  He walked towards the light, keeping his shield against the force of the water up.  Soon he was walking into sunlight.  Quickly he moved to the bank and sat down to rest.


	Link swam back through the water, the he realized something.  If he had actually seen anything at all, then there must be light coming from somewhere! He looked around, he could see, a little.  He could see the outlines of rocks now, they would be easier to avoid.  He made it to the exit of the cave without hitting another rock.  “Good thing, or I’d have bruises on top of my bruises.” he thought ruefully.  The rushing water pushed him deep into the lake.  He started to surface, but where was the surface.  With growing dread he opened his eyes and looked frantically around.  The water stung, but the slow burning of his lungs overruled it.  He looked where he had thought was up, it looked like there was some kind of odd looking floor.  He knew without a doubt that he must not touch it, whatever would happen would be much worse than drowning.  But he felt like he was being pushed towards it.


	Neb smiled as he saw Link come through, but something was wrong, he wasn’t getting out of the water.  Neb’s face took on a puzzled expression as he starred at the water.  What was he doing? It looked like he was trying not to come up.  Then he swore, he sensed magic.  Someone was fooling with Link’s mind.  Cataclysma most likely.  Apparently she knew of the prophecy.  Neb dove into the water after Link.


	Zelda crawled along, still keeping against the wall, but then she saw light up ahead. Glorious safe light! Nothing could hide in the light.  She stood up and began running towards it, but then the ledge she had been crawling along crumbled and she fell into the water.  She hadn’t been expecting it and was almost thrown into a rock.  Fortunately, she was able to turn around so she could push herself away from the rock.  The water was going slower than she remembered and now she could see where the rocks were.  She breathed a sigh of relief when she came out into a small lake.  To her surprise, and joy, she saw Neb and Link on the mossy bank. She swam over to them and climbed out.  Then she noticed that Link was on the ground and it defiantly did not look like he was all right.


	“Neb what happened?!” she demanded not bothering to hide her worry.  “I’m not sure..Cataclysma did something to his mind...” “From this distance?” “She’s not as far away as you think..Well, for some reason he kept trying to surface at the bottom of the water instead of the top.. the spell is gone now..but I’m not sure it didn’t succeed..” Instantly Marin’s teaching went into affect.  Zelda kneeled down by Link and checked to see if he was breathing, he wasn’t.  After checking a few other things she proceeded to give him CPR after a few seconds he started to cough out water.  “Thanks Zel.” Link got out between coughs.  Zelda smiled a bit and then stood up, there were a few fruit trees near the bank and she was sure she wasn’t the only one that was hungry.


	Soon Zelda returned, after Neb had explained things to Link, “You feeling any better?” she directed at Link as she handed them some of the fruit and took some for herself.  “Yeah, oh thanks for the food.” he said about to bite into a piece of red fruit.  Zelda grinned, a bit mischievously, “Great.” she said then leaned forward and kissed him warmly.  She laughed at his surprised expression. Link glared at her but she just smiled back at him, though she did stop laughing.  Neb hid a grin and then they ate in silence for a while.  Next, Neb said, “Link I’ve got a bit of a trick to show you..it could be useful.”


	Zelda watched as Neb showed Link something with the sword.  It was something she hadn’t expected.  “But..if I do that..I’ll be off-balance..” Link argued, it was exactly what Zelda had been thinking.  “Correct, and your opponent will see this, but you must anticipate it and then you will be able to recover more quickly..to Cataclysma it will look like an accident... then she’ll try to take advantage of it..but..if you do this..” Zelda understood, it was a bit like a feint within a feint.  It was an interesting move, not something she had ever seen before.


	They decided to keep on towards Cataclysma.  Neb led then and after a while they made it to a small fortress of stone with an iron portcullis.  “Here we go..” Neb said under his breath as they walked up to it.  Neb had stated earlier that he believed Cataclysma was going to her stronghold, she had quite a few, but this was the nearest one.  “So, how is it that we’re going to get it?  I doubt Cataclysma would open the door, so to speak, for us.” Zelda said, looking at the fortress in awe.  It may have been small, but it’s defenses seemed better than even those of Hyrule’s castle.  Suddenly the draw bridge started to lower and the portcullis to raise.  Link started forward. “Link!” Zelda hissed at him, “What do you think you’re doing?!”  “They’ve opened the door, let’s not ignore the invitation.” 


	As soon as they were inside the portcullis was dropped with a bang.  They all turned to look behind them at the sound.  But it was impossible to see,  there was no light, anywhere.  “I think we just walked into a trap.” Zelda said nervously, reaching out to Link.  Suddenly torches around the room flared up at once, leaving only one dark place.  Then a torch on either side of the dark place burst into green flame.  “Copper.” Neb muttered, looking at the torches, “Parlor trick.” The dark place was lit with a sickly green glow and so was the monster on the throne.  “Where’s K’lana?” Link demanded, moving forward as he unsheathed his sword.


	Cataclysma pointed upward where they saw K’lana tied and hanging from a rope.  Zelda was about to ask about Impa, but then she heard a groan nearby and turned to see her.  Impa was lying across the floor, bloodied and hands tied behind her back.  The rope was just an extra precaution, it didn’t look like Impa could do anything in her present condition tied or not.  Zelda watched nervously as Link spoke to Cataclysma, though spoke didn’t well describe it.  They sent threats back and forth, if that could really be called speaking.  Zelda reached towards Impa, about to try and help her when she was poked with a spear, not hard enough to draw blood, but hard enough to hurt.  She got the message though, look but don’t touch.  She cast a dark glare at the spear-wielding Moblin. 	


	Link was tired of the idle threats, he was ready for action.  He got walked forward, unhurriedly, and up to Cataclysma.  She held up a hand to stop any of the monsters from interfering.  An evil grin was pasted across her face as she spoke, “Come on supposed hero.  Let’s see what you can do.” Then she gave him a glance like one looking at a very small child trying to catch a fly, “Though we know from your past attempts it won’t be much.” Her comment drew light laughter from the surprisingly small collection of monsters, but Link wisely choose to ignore it.


	Somehow Zelda had to help Link, it was too bad that they couldn’t use the Triforce for something like this.  But she knew it was the type of thing that should be used only in desperate times, these weren’t desperate enough. 


	As Link lifted his sword Cataclysma lifted her own and walked towards him.  Apparently she knew this would be their last battle and was not going to hid behind energy barriers.  They both raised their swords and lunged, but the swords both stopped before they touched.  Each was flowing with energy that spread outward in a ring about the sword.  The outer most edges of the two energy rings were the things that touched.  Link looked surprised at the energy, then he realized that Zelda must be helping him out.  Cataclysma was using her own magic however.  She was both skilled and powerful and even match for Link and Zelda combined.  


	Link and Cataclysma pushed their swords together, muscles bunching with the effort. But neither had the advantage.  Suddenly, sooner than Link had anticipated, Cataclysma pulled her sword away and lunged at him again, the point of her sword aimed at his heart.  Without the resistance he had been expecting, Link fell forward slightly and was off balance as Cataclysma lunged.  He dodged it, sort of, Cataclysma left him with a rip both in the left side of his tunic and part of his skin.  But just before the searing pain hit him his wound closed, again thanks to Zelda.  


	Link vowed that he would be ready, then he noticed that Cataclysma was still off balance from her failed attack.  He turned quickly, she had ended up behind him, and sliced at her with his sword.  He drew blood.  Cataclysma glared at him and sealed the wound with a spell, then the familiar ending words of the healing spell changed and took another shape in another spell.  The kind he wouldn’t be able to dodge.  She had dropped her sword and formed a great ball of whirling energy which she hurled at him.  Link winced expecting the impact of the energy, but all he felt was a slight shuddering as if some an earthquake.  The energy had crashed up against an invisible barrier created by Zelda.  Link grinned slightly, it was great to have a mage on your side, didn’t end up using all your energy in spells plus the mage could see things that the warrior was too busy or in the wrong position to see.


	Zelda had already started to sweat, it seemed to hot in there.  As soon as it was no longer needed she took down the energy barrier.  She hadn’t been sure if she’d be able to do it, but apparently she did.  It was a good thing too, Cataclysma had used up a lot on that one attack. She looked back to the battle, ready to launch into the words of another spell if needed.  But then she remembered the monsters.  She took out her bow and went back to back with Neb.  Neb used a knife and spells to attack the monsters on his side as Zelda used her bow, trying to conserve her magic.  She was thankful that these monsters apparently didn’t have any skill in magic.  They took down most of the monsters while Link was busy with Cataclysma.  Zelda left Neb to handle the rest as she bandaged a wound inflicted by a spear then kneeled down by Impa to help her as well.  She chanted a bit and then ripped off a few pieces of cloth from her clothes to bandage some of Impa’s other wounds.


	After that attack Link could tell Cataclysma’s energy had been used, besides the fact that she had reverted to using her sword.  No longer was her sword coated in a magical field of energy, but that made it no less deadly.  But then, neither was Link’s since Zelda was busy.  The clash and ring of steel against steel echoed through the room and they attacked and parried.  Link struck a few blows, but they were minor.  Cataclysma then gained the upper hand when she did a spin attack and slashed Link with her sword lower than such an attack would normally be.  Suddenly a large angry looking fireball shot scorchingly towards Cataclysma.  It burnt through her heavy leather armor, but, unfortunately didn’t stop her in the least.  Suddenly there was a thump from the middle of the room.  Link looked back to see Zelda on the floor.  He swore, she had an annoying habit of using up too much energy.  Now he was without a mage.


	Finally Neb interfered, he was ready to fulfill the prophecy.  He had been crouched on the floor, unseen by all as he centered his energy, all of his energy.  


	Suddenly, Link felt a great burst of energy flowing through him and his sword, he swung at Cataclysma the energy literally overflowing as Neb fell to the ground with Zelda, but Neb, unlike Zelda, was not unconscious, but dead.  Then his sword started to slice into Cataclysma.  But as the entwined energy and steel ripped through Cataclysma something happened.  The sword finished its arc through the air and Cataclysma was gone.  


	In shock, Link looked around.  There was no way she could’ve survived, not without some kind of powerful interference.  But there she was, back on her throne, whole and at a full energy level.  Link swore forcefully and as he looked at her what he had thought was a shadow materialized into a person.  “Leader!” Link cried out like a curse.  What was he doing here? Why hadn’t Zaria finished him off?  Link couldn’t believe he was still around, and what was worse he had somehow gotten a hold of Zelda and Neb.  


	Link felt like a huge weight was over him, how could he possibly win now? It had been hard enough with only Cataclysma plus he had had Neb and Zelda to help him, but now it seemed hopeless.  Then Leader literally threw Neb at him.  Link dropped his sword and ran to catch Neb, but it had been a useless effort he found when he caught Neb.  He had no pulse, he was dead.  Link let out a cry of fury and grabbed his sword, rushing up to the throne where Cataclysma sat.  But energy, like a shockwave from a large bomb, slapped into him with a force so strong it knocked him off his feet and he sword went clattering across the floor.


	“Have your fun,” Leader said to Cataclysma as he lifted Zelda and leered at her, “and I’ll have mine.”  “NO!” Link yelled, hearing his words.  He picked up his sword and ran up to the throne again, this time there was no wave of energy, but there was Cataclysma.  She swung her sword at him striking a dangerous blow.  Link looked furiously at Leader with eyes that seemed to shout for his death.  Then he turned his angry gaze at Cataclysma and swung at her.


	Zaria had just been to Justar, with Sentinei.  He had gone off through a green portal to fight the Ealians.  She had been a bit reluctant to leave, but she sensed something was wrong and nothing would come between she and her mission.  After what had happened with Laerte her life had been empty, for a few years she was about ready to give up on life.  But then she remembered the prophecies, almost as a pastime she had followed prophecies making sure to see them to their rightful end.  Someone had to after all or there would be no point in prophets at all.  But after what, to her, was the death of Laerte, at least the Laerte she knew and had loved, she had nothing.  It was dangerous for someone with power to have earthly ties.  When she remembered about the prophecies she filled her life with them, that was who she was, all she had left.  She had at times been called “The Disciple of Fate” the way she obsessively analyzed and used prophecies.  


	Zaria had helped out others (the Crystal Fighters) in another universe or place or dimension, whatever people were in the habit of calling it.  She hadn’t even used her magic, but the effort of being away from a safe haven and prey to Laerte’s web spell took away so much of her energy that she had barely been able to return.  Somehow she was able to recover even faster in Justar than on her isle, even after the short time she was there she was able to materialize completely again.  Actually, she had been trying to get to her isle but somehow she had ended up in Justar where she found Sentinei getting ready to leave.  She had spent enough time there to recover enough to reach her isle.  Though, truthfully, she should’ve stayed longer.  She knew her limits, but she would push herself to or beyond them to help a prophecy come true.  She had to, it was her life.


	Suddenly there was a flash on light somewhere near Link.  He ignored it, right now he was fighting Cataclysma with the ferocity of a cornered animal.  “Laerte” a powerful and familiar voice projected throughout the echoing chamber.  Leader looked over to see Zaria, he sneered at her knowing the effect his spell was having on her.  It was obvious, she already looked haggard, though how she was still able to materialize completely was beyond him.  She chanted, another sign of her weakness, her reliance on words to push the spell along.  Laerte was fairly shaken, he hadn’t expected her to have that much energy, let alone that much to put into a spell and still be alive afterwards.  He tried not to show it though, “That’s it? Pitiful. I had expected better.” Zaria maintained her cool demeanor though her eyes had shifted to a steely blue.  


	Link swore in a raged breath as Cataclysma struck him again.  He didn’t have time to stop and heal the cut on his leg and the blood that dripped from it was making his boots slippery.  Cataclysma had taken advantage of his blind rage, but he was calming down now.  There were times when anger could help, but not this time.  This time he needed to be clear-headed. He stepped back a few feet and swung his sword in a large arc, for most it would be almost impossible to get it back under control, but with the amount of time he had spent practicing specialized moves like this it bordered on easy.  Quickly he flicked the sword out again, striking Cataclysma on her side.  He grinned grimly as he saw the injury.


	For Zaria, levitation was almost more natural than walking and so she had appeared floating in the air.  Laerte also was up high in the air, but he believed it was a symbol of power and authority. In a way, it was.  Zaria had used that among other things to keep up her remote demeanor.  She bowed to none but fate and all but fate and the gods themselves bowed to her. 


	She knew what he was doing here as well, meddling.  And she took interference with prophecies as a personal insult, unless it was forked.  Though this one was, the fork had already been passed.  “Laerte,” she said, the anger in her making her voice a bit unsteady, “Don’t think that I don’t know what you’re trying to do, what must be must be.”  then she realized something else that he had done recently, at the time she hadn’t noticed but now that she thought of it the Arch Mage had seemed ‘colored’ with Laerte’s magic, “The Arch Mage Rydia Lunaris... She had been deemed Kirka by higher powers than you or I, you know that being marked Kirka means she was never supposed to exist.  This is the last time you shall meddle with That Which Must Be! It is not your place.”  She chanted again, this time pointing the Staff of Myst at him.  It crackled with unreleased energy and sparks of magic flew from it until she spoke a word.  Then a bolt of blinding white energy entwined with blue sizzled through the air striking Laerte.  He staggered back and floated down a bit, dropping Zelda.


	“Not my place? Nor has it ever been yours to correct me.” he laughed in disbelief then his voice changed to one of suppressed anger.  With just a thought, Laerte sent a ball of lightening energy at her.  It sizzled around her twisting like the branches of an old gnarled tree to incase her in a type of cage, as if she didn’t have enough prisons already.  Material and immaterial.  The violently coursing maelstrom whirled around her.  This time she could not hold back a scream as she writhed in the grip of the crackling energy.  


	Link finally looked away from Cataclysma at the scream, what he saw horrified him more than anything before ever had.  Zaria was caught in the agonizing embrace of Leader’s torturous energy.  If anyone would be able to help them it was Zaria, but it looked like she couldn’t even help herself.  It was over then.  Leader and Cataclysma would triumph over them and then all of Hyrule.  For if they couldn’t stand against them, no one less than a god or goddess could. But at least he could rid the world of Cataclysma..maybe..  He cast a spell at her, but instead of a hurtful spell it was just a bit of wind.  But it was enough to push her off balance.  He took advantage of it, slicing at her sword arm.  He was rewarded with blood and a curse.  Angrily Cataclysma switched the sword to her other hand.  With the force of her fury added to her normal strength she slapped her sword hard against Link’s.  The force jarred his grip and his sword almost slipped out of his hand.  Quickly he dodged and she came at him again, getting a tighter grip on his sword.  This was not going to be easy.


	Tears of pain trickled from Zaria’s eyes as she tried to resist the lightening energy.  She couldn’t give up, she wanted to, desperately she wanted to, but she couldn’t let Laerte destroy the only thing left in her life.  Couldn’t let him destroy more lives.  Then the crystal at the top of her staff shattered in a large burst of force.  It dissipated Laerte’s own energy but left her staff nothing more than an intricately carved piece of wood with a few shards of crystal left on one end.  She fell to the floor, no longer able to stay in the air and her staff, or what was left of it, skidded across the cold hard stone floor.  She couldn’t have lasted this long, but somehow she had, somehow she would prevail.  The Disciple of Fate had a strong will.


	“WHAT?!” Laerte exclaimed in outrage, “It’s not possible!” She shouldn’t have survived that, not with the spell he had cast on her before, the one that sucked away her energy.  Or did she survive it? She had collapsed across the floor, he walked closer, but she started to move.  Zaria slowly, but steadily got to her knees and looked up at him.  Then he noticed the tear-drop shaped jewel on a chain at her neck.  The amethyst.  He stared at it, then their eyes met.  He had given that to her so long ago, he was surprised it hadn’t decomposed yet it had been that long.  She probably had cast a spell over it for that, but why bother? She didn’t love him...did she? 


	Unsteadily he spoke, “Y-you still love me? After all I’ve done...?”  Zaria looked into his eyes, but then said softly with a deep sea sadness in her own eyes, “No.  “Leader”....what you have become, I can only hate... but I love Laerte...the one I used to know..” For a moment he seemed touched by what she had said but then he shook his head as if to clear it, “I have more than you could ever give me! I have grown, learned, I’m glad I’m not the foolish child of a man you knew,  though you don’t seem to appreciate how much I’ve learned.”  Then he summoned his energy and combined it with the element of fire and sent it across the short distance between them blowing it over and across her like a powerful wind.


	Zaria close her eyes tightly and crossed her arms in front of her with her fists closed tightly, facing outwards.  Where her arms crossed a small barrier was formed.  The fiery energy slid around it like water around a stone.  But after a few seconds she could no longer hold it back.  The power of it was enough almost to send her backwards, but she clutched tightly around cracks in the floor.  Zaria winced at the heat as she felt it painfully searing her flesh.  She had so little energy left, she could barely move, let alone deflect the energy or send it back anymore.  She had one last trick, but before she could use it Laerte broke her concentration by stopping the flow of fire and now combining his energy with the element of earth.  Zaria was no longer able to hold on and was thrown backwards against the floor.


	Seeing her like that Laerte finally realized something.  He slowly went over to her, he had used up so much energy that he could barely walk.  He knelt beside Zaria.  Her breathing was very very shallow but she was still breathing.  “Zaria..” Laerte whispered taking her hand.  He was beginning to realize what he had been doing all these years.  Everything he had done since he had gained power was revenge against her.  She had had that power and took so long to give it to him.  The time he had spent with her.... he had learned her weaknesses and spent the rest of the time up until now slowly, ever so slowly killing her.  


	Again Cataclysma struck Link.  He grit his teeth against the pain and tried to concentrate on the battle, but everything seemed to have gone crazy.  It was so hard to focus and he felt like he was moving through water.  He shook his head trying to clear it, then he remembered Neb’s trick.  Of course! It had to work.  He had never tried it against a real opponent before, but there was a first time for everything.  He let himself go off balance and watched the corner of his eye as Cataclysma sought to take advantage of it.  But he was ready.  Her sword cut into his side, but he knew it would happen.  He ignored the searing pain and welling of his blood as he pressed his advantage.  


	Zelda slowly regained consciousness.  She looked around wondering what she had missed.  Suddenly she felt a wave of guilt so strong it almost knocked her over, she had used a spell and ended up unconscious when Link had needed help, what if he was now dead? She looked around frantically and let out a sigh of relief when she saw him, not only was he alive, but he was standing over Cataclysma.  He had killed her once and for all.  Then she saw something else, something that made her stop in shock.  Leader was leaning over Zaria holding one of her hands, neither looked in very good shape.  She didn’t know what had happened, but she did hear Zaria’s soft, halting words.


	“I...forgive you..” Zaria whispered, then her eyes started to roll back into her head with her last few words, “Fare thee well..Sentinei..” then she felt silent in death and the pendent she wore dropped to the ground shattering into small slivers.  Laerte howled in fury at her last words and the powerful love he heard behind them.  It had been directed at another. Then he was also silenced, but this time by a slim silver arrow.  For all his magical power he could not defend against an unknown physical attack.  He fell next to Zaria, his spell on her energy finally gone, but all too late.


	Zelda looked around, the only ones left alive were she and Link.  “Link, are you all right?” Zelda called.  “Yeah.” he said, walking over to her.  Then Zelda turned back to Zaria, “She was mortal...?  Oh Zaria..” she said, tears welling up in her eyes.  He put a comforting arm around her, “Zelda, she’s at peace, finally.”  “Peace? PEACE?! Don’t talk to me about peace!” she exclaimed violently, pulling away from him, “She’s dead Link, dead! And this is Zaria we’re talking about!”  “Zelda, please!” Link said, trying to get her to calm down, they should probably start back to the castle.  Zelda shuddered with her tears, “I’m sorry Link...” she said, trying to get a hold of herself.  Zelda sighed, poor Zaria, had there ever been a time in her life when she had been happy, truly happy?


	Zaria had started to breath again.  She had used her last trick, a dangerous one granted, but it had worked.  She had cut her spirit completely off from her body, if she had left any kind of link Laerte would have been able to sense it.  She was lucky not to have been lost forever in the spirit world, somehow she had found her way back to her body.  Now she just had to surface from the depths of unconsciousness and escape.  Then maybe, just maybe, she would be able to recover, to heal.  Two times he had scarred her, now his memory was a burn mark below her eye on her left cheek.  Would she ever escape the past?


	Zelda heard something as they were turning to leave, she turned back and gasped.  Link turned before her quickly unsheathing his sword.  They stared.  “Zaria!” Zelda breathed in amazement, running over to her, “Zaria..” “Zelda?” Zaria asked, looking up at her, her eyes flickered across the fortress, resting on Laerte.  She breathed a long sigh, “He’s dead.”  Zelda nodded, “Yes.  Zaria..is there anything we can do?”  Zaria looked back at Zelda her face still unreadable except for the sadness.  “I just need to rest I think.”  “Oh, here I’ll get rid of that scar for you..” Zelda said, starting a spell, but then Zaria lifted a hand to stop her, “No, leave it.”  the fire-scar was a symbol.  She hoped to be rid of it someday, but now was not the time.  It would be gone when she was healed, when she was truly alive. Zelda looked a bit confused, but she wasn’t about to argue.  “Well, I guess we’re going to stay here for a bit.”


	Link and Zelda went out to forage for food after getting K’lana down and making sure that she, Impa, and Zaria were comfortable.  When they came back K’lana greeted them at the door, eating a piece of bread, “You mean there was a store of food here the whole time?” Link asked in annoyance.  K’lana nodded, “Yeah..of course, monsters have to eat to you know.”  “Sound like Zelda.” Link muttered darkly before Zelda poked him, “Oh be quiet.”


	After a few days Zaria had recovered enough to walk with them.  They packed as much food as they needed and headed towards the castle.





Epilogue





	The king was overjoyed to have his daughter and chief advisor back but the first thing he heard from Zelda was that she didn’t care what happened she was not going to marry anyone until she choose.  The king no longer cared about the betrothal, it was null anyway, what he cared about was seeing his daughter after so long.  Plus, K’lana was the true crown princess.


	“Hey..Zel..” Link said quietly as they were eating dinner in the great hall.  “Mmm?” Zelda muttered distractedly.  She was looking over at Zaria, worriedly.  Zaria hadn’t spoken a word to them she they left the fortress and the sad faraway look in her eyes was heart wrenching.  What was behind that immense pain? “Nothing.” Link said in annoyance, it was obvious she wasn’t paying any attention. 


	Zaria moved so quietly and unobtrusively that Zelda almost missed it even though she was staring right at her.  She had slipped away a knife and slowly left the room, walking as if in a dream.  Hurriedly Zelda stood up, “What’s wrong?” “I’m not sure...I’m going to go see about Zaria..”


	Zelda followed Zaria who seemed to not even know she was there, or she didn’t care.  Finally they made it to the courtyard after following a long seemingly aimless path.  Zaria sat down on the grass in the middle of the courtyard, pulling out the knife.  Softly she spoke, “Pointless..” then she raised the knife, “NO!” Zelda called out, jumping towards her and grabbing the knife.  “Zelda, give me the knife.” Zaria said in a calm, cold voice. “I’m not going to sit her while you kill yourself!” Zaria looked away, her eyes a purplish blue, “You don’t understand.” she said, her voice breaking as a tear slid from her eye.  The last of her castle walls has crumbles...the last of her defenses...the last door her emotions had been locked behind... All that she had suppressed was drowning her.  “I don’t need to understand.” Zelda said, taking Zaria’s hand, encouraged that she didn’t pull away Zelda kept talking, “We need you..what if another like Laerte surfaced?” “Impossible.” Zaria said confidently, “That power should not be..my power should not be...no mortal should have that responsability..no one is responsable..it should remain in the hands of the gods and goddesses.”  “Maybe it should.” Zelda said, she wasn’t completely sure what Zaria was talking about, “But apparently it didn’t.  You can deal with it.” “Don’t you think I’ve tried?” Zaria lashed out forcefully, “I have lived longer than you can possibly imagine!” This Zelda had no trouble believing, Zaria had an ageless quality about her, a deep wisdom, even though she looked around 20 or 30.  “That may well be, but please..you must have something left to live for...” “I lost any reason years ago.” Zelda started to get angry, why did she have an argument for everything? Apparently, Zaria had been thinking this over for a long time.  Suddenly an idea struck Zelda, Zaria’s “last words” who was it she had wished well? “Sentinei, what about Sentinei?” Zaria looked at her with a strange kind of surprise and innocence in her eyes, “Sentinei..” she repeated in a whisper.  That was it.  That was why she hadn’t crossed over easily to death when she had the chance.  She had to make sure he was all right..  “The Ealians..”  she said, remembering.  Again, Zelda wasn’t quite sure what Zaria was talking about, but it seemed to be convincing her out of suicide.  Zaria nodded to herself and then smiled a little at Zelda, she was so unused to smiling, it was a wonderful thing, “Thank you.” she said meaningfully.  Zelda smiled as well, “Glad to help.”  	


	Zaria planned to be fully recovered when she returned to Justar, if something had happened she might as well be up to full strength.  If not, it still couldn’t hurt.  In those days she also got closer to Zelda and Link.  It had been so long since she had had a friend, another wonderful experience.  Slowly she was coming alive again.


	Finally Link caught up with Zelda, she had been a bit busy lately, mostly with Zaria.  He was glad Zaria was recovering, but he had been meaning to talk to Zelda for a long time.  It was evening and the sun was setting.  Zelda had been sitting in one of the trees in the courtyard watching it when he found her.  “Zelda?” “Yeah?” “Can we talk?” “Umm..we are talking..” He walked towards her as they spoke and cast her a frustrated glance at her words.  “No..I mean...well, I’m not quite sure what I mean.” he said, annoyed at himself for being so inarticulate.  He climbed up the tree and sat on the branch next to her.  She turned away from the sunset and gave him an odd glance that he couldn’t figure out.  


	“What was it you wanted to talk about?” Zelda asked, looking a bit more serious this time.  “Well, how about this..” he said encircling one arm around her.  Then he pulled her closer and gave her a passionate kiss.  Zelda blushed and looked down, “Umm...” “I kiss you and you say “umm”?” he teased, though behind it he was a bit worried that she was going to push him away again.  Then she looked him in the eye and smiled, “Can I have a blue wedding dress this time?” He grinned, “If that’s what you want..” “Definitely.” “Well, I always said you looked good in blue.” “Good thing.” she smiled and leaned against him, watching the end of the sunset.




















