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	“Another day, another appointment.” Zelda thought boredly as she was about to enter the stateroom. Her first meeting was with Ambassador Rukgain, Rugi to his friends. Rukgain was one of the few officials, that she didn’t mind, he wasn’t stuffy like Mughy, or self-important, like Yufla. Yufla never had anything nice to say about anyone, other than herself. Zelda sighed, she had a meeting with Administrator Yufla the next day. She paused outside the ornate door, and composed herself.


	She walked into the room, there was a large rectangular table in the center, with wooden chairs around the length of it. The Ambassador of Hyjest, was standing in the middle of the room, with a glass of water in his hand. He turned, and his face broke into a smile, “Ah, Princess. How good of you to come see me.” “Ambassador, You’re looking well.” she said slipping into formality. He bowed, and told her what was happening on Hyjest. There was nothing out of the ordinary happening on Hyjest, just another Festival of Fun. Zelda wished she could go to one some time, but she was always too busy. “So, Rugi, are the festivals this year as good as they were last year?” Rukgain grinned, “Yep, they’re better than ever! You really should come down and see them sometime.”  Zelda left smiling, and headed toward the second stateroom, Mughy was probably already waiting. She frowned, Mughy wasn’t like Rukgain. Rukgain, was like her, he didn’t care too much about ceremony and social graces, but Mughy was a different story. The administrator was so meticulous about etiquette.


	Zelda walked into the room, adopting a formal pose. In a high squeaky voice Mughy said, “Your Majesty, so nice of you to join me.” He had said it as if she had kept him waiting for weeks. Zelda winced slightly. She asked him what he wanted to see her about, “I didn’t want to see you about anything, I was hoping to see the king.” he said. “Well, the king didn’t admit you, so you’re stuck with me.” she said with a flinty look on her face. He ignored it and continued. Zelda answered in the elaborate dialect everyone seemed to expect royalty to speak in.  She hated to have to watch every word she said, and trying to remember every social courtesy she could. 


	Zelda had some free time before her next meeting, so she went out into the courtyard, then she sat down at the base of a tree to meditate and calm herself. The air felt soft in her lungs, and it smelled faintly sweet. Zelda reflected on the day, it hadn’t been very good so far, other than her meeting with Rugi. Soon she felt more calm and serene. Almost as a natural reaction to her mood she began to sing, she didn’t stop herself because no one else was around. She had sung it before but, never remembered.  The words came to her lips as if she had known the song her entire life.... The language was strange to her, but it was pure and harmonious, the lyrics seemed to slide through her mouth like sugared honey. This wasn’t the first time it had happened, but there had only been a few other times. Each time, she had felt completely at peace with herself and the world, but after she finished she had no memories of the words, or melody, only the feeling remained.


	Link had been walking along the parapet, when he heard the most enchanting sound, he stopped mid-stride and stood spell-bound. Some of the words were vaguely familiar to him, but he couldn’t remember where he had heard them before......  Soon the song ended on a long, and fading note. He would have said something, but he didn’t want to spoil the mood that had been created. Instead, he walked silently to the end of the parapet, to continue what he had been doing. As he walked he felt the air of peace and calm the song had created, linger with him. 


	   That evening, Link and Zelda were walking wordlessly down the hall, towards the Great Hall together. Link broke the stillness, “I heard you singing the other day.” he said casually. Zelda flushed, a deep crimson color, “You did?” she said. He nodded, “Where did you learn that song? That language was sort of familiar, to me... what is it?  I've really been wondering, how come you never sing, Marin did...” She answered quietly, “Well, some of those questions are difficult to answer.... Every once in a while I feel totally at peace with everything, and the words.. ..they just come and afterwards I can never remember what they were.... I've never sung in front of anyone, because I've been...afraid, that I might start singing in that strange beautiful language, and that someone would ask me to do it again. I wouldn’t be able to! It doesn’t work like that, I can’t just call to mind the words and tune, they come of their own accord.” “If you feel you’re going to be at peace again, or whatever, tell me. I’d like to hear it again, I know I've heard some of those words before! Do you know the translation when you are singing it?” She sighed, “Not really, I know the essence of it, but not the meaning of the words. They walked the rest of the way in silence.


	That night Zelda did not sleep well, she kept having nightmares and waking up at odd times. In the morning she felt anything but rested. She barely ate any breakfast, “I’m just not, hungry.” she told everyone, they were all worried that she’d developed some sort of disease. Later than day, things had not improved, she had had three monotonous meetings in a row, and now she had a meeting with Yufla. She rubbed her temples, “Politics!” she thought to herself. All through the meetings she had to observe the political courtesies, standing when anyone entered, being overly polite and agreeing with anything said.


	“ ........so I believe we should take down our walls around the castle and put that stone to better use.” she finished. Zelda nodded, “Well, that's an interesting theory, but just because Ganon is possibly gone, doesn’t mean we don’t have other enemies who are just waiting for us to lower our defenses. I’m sorry, but we can’t implement your idea.” She started to get up, so she could go get ready for the next meeting, it was times like these when she wished Marin was back to take her place again. Yufla objected, “But, your Majesty! We need more stone for our sculptures! For our architecture! Think of it as putting that stone to good use!” Zelda sighed, she knew what sculpture Yufla was thinking of, the half finished statue of herself (as in Yufla, not Zelda) that she planned to put in the town square. Zelda knew about her plan, even though Yufla hadn’t cleared the project with her first. “I don’t have time for this!” she stalked away, throwing all political graces out the  window. Yufla gaped at her abrupt exit. She always put Zelda on the edge, but today it was worse than usual. 


	While she walked down the hall toward the throne room where she would speak with the king, she thought, “Wow, its only been about a week since Marin left, and I already miss her, not just so I can get some time off, but because she was always there.” 


	Then she heard Link, “Hey, Zel! Wait up!” She slowed her pace, until he caught up with her. He said that he had to go and see the king and since that's where she was going he thought he should join her. Then he coughed strangely, like he had something caught in his throat. “Are you feeling all right?” she asked Link who started to say he was fine, when he coughed again. Remembering something Marin had said to her, she looked at him anxiously, “When did you start this?” He looked at the ground, “Umm....not too long ago.....”and he sneezed. She crossed her arms over her chest and said, “Link, don’t try to lie to me.” His face reddened, “Sorry.” “Link,” she said sternly, “Tell me!” He sighed and began, “Well, <cough> not to long ...<sneeze>.... ago, maybe a <cough> little bit after <cough and <sneeze> Marin left. Its uhhh, <cough> its been getting <cough> worse recently. <cough> Before, I could <cough> hold it back <cough> but now.....” he broke off in a spasm of coughs and sneezes, he sagged against the wall. “I don’t know <sneeze> what's wrong, its worse now than it’s <cough> ever been.” Zelda looked alarmed, “I’ve got to tell Marin!” He looked at her strangely, “Tell, Marin <horribly cough> what? I just have a <sneeze> bad cold. It will go away soon.” he said. Zelda looked at him directly in his eyes, “You have Shadow Sickness.” He sneezed again, “Yeah, so? What’s that?” She told him what Marin had told her before she left, Shadow Sickness was a disease found only in Etherea. It stays dormant as long as you are in Etherea. Link denied, “Well, I couldn’t have it, I was only in Etherea for a few hours!” Zelda nodded, “But if any of Ganons’ “blood” got into any of your wounds, you would become infected. The disease can be transferred through blood only, so it’s very rare that someone would become infected. But, apparently, you have been infected, I need to get Marin here to confirm my suspicion.”


	Zelda sent a letter to Marin, who arrived the next day, “How did you get here so fast?” Zelda asked amazed at seeing Marin that day. Marin replied, “I used a spell to teleport through time and space, so that I would arrive a few weeks ago. It takes up a great amount of energy so I had to rest it off for a while. Zelda, this better be important, there’s a deadly plague ravaging Koholint, I need to be there!” Zelda explained it to Marin. “Impossible!” she said, “I would have diagnosed it before I went home.” After she heard Links coughing and sneezing, she discontinued her objections. “Well, is there a cure?” Link asked. Marin shook her head, “Not in the way you mean.” “What do you mean?” Zelda asked, her voice snapping. “There is no potion to stop the transformation, there are rumors......” Link demanded, “What transformation?” Marin explained that slowly he would fade in the mental and physical sense, in essence he would become a shadow, hence the name of the disease. Every time he coughed, he was letting out some of himself. The more he coughed and sneezed, the faster the transformation. “What about those rumors?” Zelda asked. Marin stated offhandedly, “Oh, that's just what they are, I don’t think there’s any truth at all in them.” “We, need all the information we can get about this.” Zelda persisted. “Well, there’s something about a witch in the Death Mountain area, she supposedly knows about a cure. I didn’t really ask about it, I heard these rumors while we were in towns on the way to Mido and back. I thought that you would know more about them than I would since you are native to Hyrule.”  Zelda and Link both shook their heads, then Link sneezed, “It’s not contagious....is it?” asked Zelda uneasily. Marin shook her head, “I told you, only by a transfer of blood. I’ve given you all the information I have, now I really must go, the plague has been spreading rapidly, I’m one of the few people who don’t have it.”


	Later that day Marin left, using her magic to travel again through time and space, after explaining that she could only teleport to a place she had been. That was the reason why she hadn’t used her magic when they were going to Mido, and why she couldn’t transport Zelda to Death Mountain. Links’ condition was getting worse, so Zelda got together a pack with food and useful items, then she set off in search of the witch. 


	Before leaving she went to talk to Link. “How are you feeling?” she asked quietly, Link was lying in his bed looking very pale gray, he looked up at her with half closed eyes, “All right, I guess.” “Don’t lie to me Link.” she said mock-sternly, then she told him where she was going. “No, You can’t go.” he said with an attempt at keeping his voice firm. Zelda grinned to cover her worry, “Are you really in a position to disagree?” she said raising one eyebrow. He glowered at her, annoyed at how his weak voice betrayed him, “It’s too dangerous.” Zelda rolled her eyes, “How many times have I said something was too dangerous, and you went ahead and did it anyway?” Link looked away, towards the window. Zelda sighed, “Like, it or not, I’m going. There’s nothing you can do about it. Good-bye, I’ll see you as soon as I get that cure.” and she walked out.


	Zelda started her quest in a positive frame of mind, she had mapped out her route carefully, making sure she’d have enough to eat along the way. She started at the North Castle, a castle of pure white marble, that housed the Door That Does Not Open, and the alter on which she had slept for many long years. She had never been on a quest before so it was a very new experience. The first landmark was Midoro Swamp, she strode determinedly forward. As she walked she wondered, “It’s strange, when Link told me of his quests, he was always battling monsters....its so silent now.”


�


	After a few days she came across some small mountains, they weren’t very steep so it was easy to start climbing them. There was no paved road, but it seemed that there was a natural one. Straight up the mountain there was a small path where nothing other than grass grew on. There were branches of green leaves that hung over the path creating a shady canopy, a welcome respite from the hot sun. Zelda walked along, it was peaceful and not at all quiet. There were sounds all around, birds singing, leaves rustling, bugs chirping, and the wind murmuring. Ahead she saw a small bubbling brook of clear fresh water. Zelda took a minute to fill up her water container, then walked on, a little faster.


	Back in the castle, Link was not feeling very well. He could still walk around, but he knew that wouldn’t last long. Link was getting weaker every day, and he didn’t like it. He would have gone out looking for a cure, but he could barely climb stairs, let alone climb mountains. 


	He had been thinking of getting himself a title recently, but the sickness was really getting in the way of his efforts. While he was on the fateful journey that led him to Koholint, he had stopped at another kingdom. They had an interesting concept there of the “Queens’/Kings’ Champion” or, if they weren’t ruling yet, “Princess’/Princes’ Champion”. He thought it might be nice to have a confirmed job, the role of a hero was kind of sketchy, not much of a job description other than protecting Hyrule from monsters, and other enemies. He was pretty bored the rest of the time, he never seemed to have anything to do anymore, ever since the final destruction of Ganon in Etherea. There were always quests to go on, but not all quests were real, some were just stories made to pass the time in a tavern.


	Zelda was glad she had chosen to use clothing different from her normal dresses. She had green, Arabian like, loose thin baggy pants and a green vest, over her light blue tank top. She also had a quiver of arrows slug over her shoulder, and her bow loosely attached to the back of her vest. Her boots were much like Links’: brown, thick-soled, but hers didn’t go nearly as far up her legs as Links’ did. She had been walking very fast, when she noticed that all had become suddenly quiet.....she looked up at a very small sound, a twig had snapped, but that was the only noise she heard. Zelda was on her guard, she looked around carefully for any other sign of another presence, at first she didn’t see anything, then out of the corner of her eye saw caught a glimpse of movement. She spun around and came face to face with a crossbow! Zelda glanced coolly at the man wielding the weapon and said calmly, “Is there a reason why you’re pointing that thing at me?” The man was slightly taken aback, but then he called his friends over and said, “Yes, there is a reason, and you’d be wise to just hand over your valuables and be on your way.” Zelda regarded the man she took to be the leader, “I’m busy right now, so I think not. As much as I love your company, I really must get going.” she stated impassively. The man and his friends laughed, he started to raise his crossbow which he had lowered earlier, “Well, my crossbow thinks you will.” he said warningly. Zelda unobtrusively reached for an arrow, making it look as if she was running her hand through her terra cotta hair. Then almost faster than was natural, she whipped out her bow and shot an arrow at the mans heart. Seeing their leader slain, the rest of the bandits ran off into the woods to look for less mobile prey. Zelda whipped her hands together as is whipping off unseen dirt, then she continued on her way, a little more carefully. “If there are any other pilferers out there, they may not all be so clumsy in their ambushes.” she thought.


	Soon she was out of the mountains, Zelda looked distastefully out across the wet, smelly mass that stretched out in front of her. “So this is Midoro Swamp? Humph, lovely.” she said aloud. She got her high boots out of her pack, they reached up over her knees. Zelda walked forward slowly, stepping into the marshy ground, it squished unpleasantly around her boots. She had to hold her nose as she was going because of the horrible smell, there were flies buzzing around everywhere. The only noises she heard were the bullfrogs and the sound of the swamp water. Zelda used her telepathic abilities to scan the area around her for other entities, wondering why she hadn’t thought of it before. Then she passively searched for Links’ mind. She kept as low a profile as possible not wanting to have him exert what was left of his mind, especially since his mental powers were weaker than hers’ particularly because he had the sickness. In Links’ mind she saw chaos, he was trying to hold onto himself, but pieces kept escaping, she pulled her mind silently away from his inner turmoil. 	It started to get dark, not wanting to have to sleep in the bog, she started to run. She was very tired when at last it did turn to night, but the end of Midoro. Zelda climbed up into a tree to try to sleep, wondering how she could choose such a horrid route, she still had to go through Saria. The next morning she noticed that she was running low on arrows, “Darn! I must have forgotten to get more before I left!” she thought. She took out her utility knife and started to cut off a large branch. Then she used her knife to shape it and scrape off all the sodden bark. Soon she had a long smooth staff that would serve her purpose.


	The next day around noon she advanced out of the swamp. Breathing deeply, she felt much better, the air was no longer acrid. and heavy. Something lingered on the edges of her consciousness, she reached out with her mind to try to determine what it was. Her eyes widened, she could feel many minds, and they saw her. She shuddered at the thoughts she was “hearing” there were so many of them and they were all thinking the same thing.  She was outnumbered about 100 to 1.


	She ran. As fast as she could she ran forward. Zelda stumbled but kept going, she could tell what would happen if they caught her, by their thoughts, which were getting stronger. She saw the path, and since it would be easier to run on flat ground, she went for it. She could see a another swamp up ahead, “Moruge Swamp.” she thought. Her breathes were coming, quickly, they were sharp and painful in her chest. Then she remembered a spell that she knew of. Zelda stopped and turned to face the horde of people, “I never thought I’d have to use this against my own people.” she said under her breath. She started to chant the words of the spell, the space in front of her was glowing a purpley color and it was swirling around faster and faster. She released the energy the cloud was holding, and all the people in the mob shot backwards, unconscious. Then she felt something hit her, her head exploded in pain and she slumped to the ground, senseless.


	Zelda awoke slowly, her head was pounding and her eyes were blurry. She moaned, then blinked to clear her eyes, apparently they had left her alone...for the moment. She could see her staff it was right across the room, but she was tied to a chair, “This really is very undignified, I’ll just have to find a way to escape.” she said out loud, she couldn’t sense anyone, so it was safe. She twisted her hands around and reached for her knife. It was just a few more centimeters away, “Got it!” she called triumphantly. Turning the knife around in her hands she started to cut the rope. Soon it broke apart, her hands were free, then she cut the rest of the ropes and put the knife away. She stood and grabbed her staff, then she tried the door, it was locked!


	After waiting near the door for what seemed like hours, two men entered. One was short and fat, with black pants and a black sweatshirt, the other was tall and lean but wearing the same clothes. Their faces were covered. They were talking when they came in, and they didn’t see Zelda right away. 


	She swung her staff at one of them, hoping to knock him out, but he dodged and was hit on the shoulder instead. The tall one lashed out at Zelda sending her sprawling across the room. They advanced on her as she tried to stand, she jabbed at them with her staff as if it was a sword, hitting the fat one in the stomach. He doubled over and gasped in pain. The tall one took out a knife and stabbed at Zelda, but she deflected it with her staff. The fat one regained his breath and took out a sword slashing at Zelda. She cried out as he cut into the flesh of her shoulder, then she ground her teeth against the pain and whacked him with her staff. She hit him in the side of the head and he fell over, he was out cold. Now she only had the tall one to deal with. She began her incantation. The tall man edged forward warily. She released it,


sparks flew everywhere, blinding the man. He staggered back, away from the glow. The spell had been easy, it required barely any energy so when the man fell away from the light Zelda jumped up and hit him with her staff. He dropped to the hard wooden floor. Zelda wiped her hands together, “Well, now that that’s been taken care of, I guess I better find out where I am.


	It turned out that they had taken her on horseback, pushing the horses faster than was healthy and they had reached Saria. She shivered as she looked up at Death Mountain which was shadowing the town. She headed forward, as soon as she set foot on the mountain she felt a chill run through her and she wondered what kind of person could live in such a place. She took out her mountain climbing tools and started up the steep gray sides. It was rough going and nowhere to stop on the way. Though the air was freezing, she was sweating profusely by the time she reached a cave near the top. From what she had heard in Saria, the witch lived in that cave. There was lichen and spider webs dangling down from the mouth of the cave. Zelda shook as she looked into the cave, but she strode forward. 


	After going through the opening she wiped all the lichen out of her hair, she looked around. The entrance was littered with skulls of varying sizes and there was a pale green glow coming from up ahead. Then in the center of the cave she saw an filthy old corpse like woman. “What are you doing here? What do you want?” she demanded in a voice like a creaking gate. Zelda walked forward trying not to be intimidated, “I...I am Zelda, I need the cure for Shadow Sickness. Do you have it?” The old woman answered simply, “Yes.” and went back to what she was doing. “.....three Ache eyes....Moa iris...a jar of Bot jelly......Hyrulian blood...” as she called off each item she added it to her large cauldron in the center of the room. “Will you give me some?” Zelda asked trying not to look at what was in the pot too closely. “No.” the witch said brushing a strand of broken gray hair out of her face. Zeldas’ face fell. “......now to finish it off, I need to cast the spell with the staff of rain.....NO! I don’t have the Staff of Myst!.....now where could I get it....?” Zelda looked up hopefully , “Would you give it too me if I got you the Staff of Myst?” The witch nodded, “Yes, yes I would, but you would never be able to find it! Only one who has held the Triforce can find the isle, it says hidden to anyone else. There are two people now on this world who have held the Triforce, Link, and Princess.....Zelda! Princess is that you under all that dirt?” Zelda nodded. “By the power of the Triforce! I didn’t recognize you.” Zelda grinned, “That was sort of the idea.” 


	The witch said, “The staff of Myst is hidden on the Isle of Myst, to non-magic-users, the Isle of the Mists. I will give you the cure if you can get me the Staff, on one condition.” “What is that?” Zelda asked. “You must take the sprite with you.” “A sprite?!?” Zelda asked incredulously. “Yes, his name is Dynam and his family is the Ite family.” At his name the sprite bounded out into the room chattering in a high fast voice. Zelda looked at the sprite then the witch, “You can’t be serious!” “By the crown of Hyrule, I’m serious.” Zelda sighed and said good-bye, then she and the sprite left.


	While carefully walking down the side of the mountain, Zelda watched the sprite who was doing cartwheels through the rock, “Watch out!” Zelda said. Dynam jumped and flipped in the air, then tumbled down the rest of the mountain! Zelda heard hysterical giggling from the bottom of the mountain, she hurried down and found the sprite bouncing along ahead of her. Then she looked around, she didn’t recognize where they were! “Hey! Dynam! Where are we??” she called. The sprite stopped his incessant laughter long enough to say, “Hehe! Near the bridge across from Kings Tomb! Hehehehe!” Zeldas’ face went pale, “K-kings’ Tomb?” The sprite giggled some more but didn’t answer. 


	They made it to the bridge the next day, but since it was getting dark they decided to wait till morning. Zelda took some of the time to look the sprite over. He was quite small almost half Zeldas size and he seemed to be made out of springs the way he bounced around, he also had much more energy than was normal, but that was because he was a sprite. Dynams’ skin was a pinkish color almost as pink as some of Zeldas’ dresses. He had a large round face and big rotund ears like those of a Koala. Plus his face always seemed to have a large smile on it. “Heya Zellie-elli!” Zelda looked up, “Yes, Dynam?” He told her that they would have to move fast around Kings’ Tomb because of the Moa’s that were all around. She nodded and then they slept.


	The next morning they started to cross the bridge, there were large burning bubbles rising from the water, they dodged most of them. Dodging was easy for Dynam who dodged around naturally, but Zelda had more trouble twice she was hit by the caustic bubbles. Soon they came to Kings’ Tomb. Zelda looked at the expanse of graves before her, “Oh! By the Triforce!” she exclaimed. The sky seemed darker here than anywhere else, more purple. There were two large statues in front of it, one was gray and covered with moss, the other though it was older was still shinning in a golden color. There were mournful gray stones everywhere they looked and they could see part of the Kings’ Tomb from where they stood. Zelda shuddered severely and Dynam stopped all his


bouncing and noise. 


	They walked ahead in complete silence, then a Moa flew at them, they both dove out of the way as the blue creature sped towards them. It came around and flew straight into Dynam knocking him to the ground. Zelda got out her staff and hit its eye blinding it. They heard a loud shrieking sound that grew in intensity. They looked around quickly but saw nothing, then Zelda stumbled, something had hit her on her back. “Oh no!” Zelda called, “They’re invisible! We don’t have a Cross! I didn’t bring one because I thought I wouldn’t be coming this way!” Dynam nodded solemnly and cast a spell putting some of the Moas to sleep, but there were more. Zelda swung her staff wildly around hitting one every once in a while, but they kept coming. Dynam chanted and a Cross appeared! He had teleported his Cross into the cemetery. Suddenly all the Moas appeared, there were hundreds of them, all flying around the two. Zelda lashed out with her staff hitting three in one stroke. There were still too many of them so the pair did the only thing they could do, they ran towards the Kings’ Tomb.


	As soon as they reached it the Moas stopped following them. They tried to catch their breath as they neared the tomb. The was an old man with a long beard right outside of the tomb. He looked at them nonchalantly, “I welcome thee to the Tomb of thy king.” he said in the flowery formal language of old. Zelda curtsied, ”I thank thee sir. Mayest we stay a while? Mine legs art sore and tired.” The man replied kindly, “Thou mayest rest thysel for as long as thee wouldst like.” Then Zelda asked, ”We hast cometh on a quest unto the Isle of Myst. Dost thou knowest of this isle?” He looked at her in askance, “Art thou perchance the Princess Zelda?” Zelda nodded, “I am.” The man told them about the Isle of Myst.


The two travelers listened carefully to his strange words. Soon they decided it was time to leave, they were almost there.


	Zelda started walking ahead of Dynam, anxious to get the cure and help Link. Then suddenly she stepped on nothingness! It had looked like the ground, but that had just been an illusion. Zelda fell, blue and green swirled around her as she fell and screamed. Dynam looked at the ground distrustfully, “Zeldie?” he called uncertainly. 


	Zelda hit something firm after falling for what seemed like forever, it was totally dark, she wasn’t sure she wanted to be able to see, but she lit her candle. She wouldn’t be able to climb out, that much was certain. Then a Daira attacked her! “It must be left over from when Ganon gathered his forces again.” she thought. She tried to deflect the ax blow with her staff which she had strengthened with her magic. It began to glow a bright shinning blue, and it held together. The Daira was puzzled, normal wood couldn’t stand up against its ax. It swung at her legs instead, Zelda jumped, it barely missed her. The only thing she could try was magic, or arrows, she chose arrows though she would have to remove the arrow after using it. She got out her bow and shot at the Daira, it fell back, slain. Zelda closed her eyes and pulled out the arrow, then tried to remember the words to the spell Link had taught her. She remembered. She went through the incantation and in a flash of pick and blue light she turned into a fairy. Zelda flew up where she came closing her eyes she went through the image of the ground, then she flew over the entire area that was the hole. After that she landed and regained her natural shape. Dynam saw her emerge from the ground as a fairy and he looked at her in astonishment, then shrugging it off, he jumped high into the air and across the invisible hole.


	The Moas had returned but they were almost there, they had been going through the graveyard for about a week and Zelda was sick of looking at all the signs of death and destruction. That day they made it to shore line. Zelda took off her boots to walk through the soft white sand bare-footly, and Dynam tumbled through it joyfully. They looked out into the ocean, but even in the sun there wasn’t much to see, the only part of the ocean that would have been visible was blocked by a large think cloud of mist. They spent the rest of that day building a small boat. It turned out to be a very simple craft of drift wood with no sails since there was nothing to make the sails out of. Zelda and Dynam combined their magic to create magical sails.


	They set off the next day, as soon as they were in the water the fog surrounded them, there was nothing they could see, they had no idea whether they were heading towards the island or back to the shore where they came. They sailed for a few hours, Zelda was a bit sea sick, but Dynam didn’t seem to notice the constant rolling of the ship, but Dynam was constantly rolling on the ship or on land. He even fell over board once, but came back on for fear of loosing the ship in the fog. The only sounds were the waves, the creaking of their small ship, and the sea wind blowing across the water.


	The ship lurched, “Aihh!” Zelda cried as she was almost thrown over board. “Oof!” Dynam said as he tumbled into the railing of the ship. The tiny craft had hit something. Zelda squinted trying to see what they had hit. Dynam called, “Zellie! Zellie-elli! It’s the island!” Zelda vaulted over the railing as if it was a hurdle and Dynam was right behind her. “I think you’re right Dynie!”  she had started talking a bit like the sprite who added ie or y to the end of any name.


	“In the name of the Triforce!” Zelda exclaimed as she saw the Isle, some of the mist had cleared away there was enough to effect the mood of the place. It was peaceful, a utopia. There was soft grass every where an dew sparkled on the ends of each blade. There was a small lake in front of them it was a beautiful clear blue, and it had a little babbling brook falling away from it. There was also a water fall flowing into the lake, but strangely it didn’t disturb any of the water in the lake and it made a quiet sound like the whispering of the wind. It was the most beautiful place Zelda had ever seen, even Dynam was speechless. Dynam knew about that Isle and where the Staff was hidden so he led her forward. As they walked Zelda looked around in silent appreciation and awe.	Soon they were passed the gorgeous lake, there was a small white marble temple ahead of them. Someone had lived here before, Dynam told her, a very powerful mage who had a great appreciation for beauty. The mage was a woman with jet black hair and eyes that changed color from purple to blue. Her name was Zaria. No one knew what happened to her, some say she became one with nature, others say she took up a disguise that changed all of her appearance except her eyes. There was one more story, but it was a tragic one, so tragic that Dynam refused to talk about it.


	The temple was such a pure white that it was almost blinding, they walked up to it. The stairs were small so Dynam had no trouble getting up, he wouldn’t have anyway since he could have just jumped up, but as soon as he had set foot on the Isle he was strangely subdued. Dynam tried to open the door, but, it was locked, Zelda didn’t notice his efforts.


She looked at the white graceful pillars and shinning marble temple, Zelda felt so at peace that she started to sing again, unknowingly about the Triforce. The door slid open silently as if it was on rollers, startled Zelda stopped. They walked into the temple, inside there were windows everywhere, some rooms were only windows and no walls. The entire temple seemed to glow with a soft radiance. The air was soft and warm, and everything was luminescent.


	Soon they came to a room, it had no knob or door, but Zelda was convinced that something was behind there. A silvery voice said, “If thou hast the crest, thou mayest cometh forth. Knowest thou that thee must be pure of heart and strong of will to enter without peril. Dost thou believe thyself to qualify?” Zelda looked at the back of her hand, “I...I think so.” “Believe in thyself or thou shalt face great peril. The crest wilt open this door ere the end of time, as it open the Door That Does Not Open.” Zelda nodded, though there was no one to nod to. She pressed the back of her hand against the door, a bright golden light emanated from the edges of the door. Then the door disappeared! “Thou mayest enter, and gaze upon one of the sources of Zarias’ magic. The Staff of Myst.” the voice said. 


	Zelda looked in wonder into the room. The Staff of Myst was a smooth wooden staff with no back, probably a piece from an ash tree, the top was shaped like a dragons’ paw with long claws and scales it almost looked real. The dragons’ paw was clutching a simple clear blue crystal. The staff was suspended in the air with a beam of light shinning over it and nothing else. Dynam watched from the door, “Pulleth it away and lets go! Hurry!” Dynam said doing a bad imitation of the ancient dialect. Zelda reached forward somewhat fearfully and grabbed the staff. 


	Then for no reason other than that they sensed a need for urgency, they ran towards the boat. Again everything was shrouded in a cloak of mist. Dynam had picked up the staff that Zelda had made in the swamp, she had dropped it when she entered the room. Sitting on the deck of their ship, Zelda could feel the power in the Staff of Myst, it flowed through her. Soon they broke through the mist and could seen Hyrule. They moored the boat and got off, then rested for the night.


	While walking through the cemetery the next day they were attacked by more Moas, who dove at the two, Dynam used Zeldas’ staff to deflect their attacks and at the same time making attacks of his own. Four Moas went after Zelda, one barged right into the Staff of Myst, she was thrown off balance and she slid across the ground hitting her head on a tombstone. Dynam who was battling five Moas, ran over to her, “Zellie?? Zeldie?!?” She moaned and gripped the Staff of Myst more tightly. The staff started to vibrate then Zelda began to sparkle. Dynam looked at the staff half in fear half in wonder. It healed Zelda and she stood up, then almost unconsciously she pointed it at the remaining Moas. A burst of lightening shot out from the staff spreading out and hitting the Moas which turned to dust before their eyes. Dynam looked at her, concerned, “Zeldie? What happened?” Zelda nodded absently, and spoke almost as if she was in a trance talking to herself, “The staff.....it healed me...then it.. .went into my head....it didn’t exactly tell me what to do.....more like showed me as we went along.....no that's not right....it gave me the knowledge, as if I had always known it.....” “Umm, yeah, whatever Zellie.” He went back to his crazy acrobatics.


Zelda walked on watching him, and for the first time she noticed that he never wore any clothes, he was very furry and pink and to Zelda there was no designating feature that told her he was a male, she wondered briefly about sprite anatomy then decided to think about something else, since she didn’t really care that much about that.


	Zelda decided to scan for Links’ mind again to see have he was doing. Afraid of what she might find she reached out tentatively with her mind. The inner struggle was still going on, but there was so little of him left that Zelda wasn’t completely sure it was Link whose mind she felt. “Oh! By the power of the Triforce!” she exclaimed after pulling her mind slowly away. Dynam neither knew nor cared what she was talking about, they were nearing the edge of the cemetery. “You know what, Zellie-ellies?” Dynam asked cheerfully. “Hmm?” “I won’t be a bit sad to get out of this place!” he said. Zelda laughed, “Neither will I Dynie, neither will I!”


	All the monsters they met on the way, Zelda took care of easily with the staff. After a while they got to the Death Mountain area and started climbing. The mountain still gave Zelda a cold unwelcome feeling, but Dynam seemed fine. He continued as always by bouncing around. 


	They reached the witches house and went inside. “Hello?” Zelda called. The bedraggled ancient woman came into the light, “Ah! The Staff!” she cackled. “Give it to me!” she demanded. Zelda stayed fast, “No, I won’t give it to you. We had a deal, the deal is still on. I've done my part now you do yours, and if the cure doesn’t work....” she dropped off menacingly. The witched cackled again, “Alright, alright, I did put you up to that task Princess-of-Hyrule.” She got out a small bottle from a box, which was full of them and handed it to Zelda. Zelda took the tiny black bottle that looked like a vanilla container, “Thank you. Now how do I use it?” The witch said, “Hand over the staff, I never said I was going


to teach you who to use it. Only give it to you.” the witch declared. Zelda felt like she was going to cry, then she found a loop hole, “Ah! You are right about that, but I also said that I was going to get the Staff of Myst, I never said I was going to give it to you. Besides, I bet that I could cure my friend with the staff alone, I won’t need your medicine, unless you wish to make a new deal?” Zelda said slyly. The witch screamed horribly then said, “Fine a new deal! You give me the staff and I give you the medicine.” Zelda shook her head, “No, You tell me how to use the medicine, the right way and I’ll give you the staff.” “Deal!” said the witch.


	After about an hour Zelda left no longer in the company of Dynam. It was sort of lonely with out the little sprite around. Then Zelda heard a voice in her head, it was Marin! Marin said, “Zelda you must come quickly! Link is almost gone!! They plague is still in Koholint, but I risked coming because I heard Links’ mental cries of anguish. Please Zelda.” Zelda wondered why she hadn’t heard the cries, almost as if reading her mind Marin said, “Link knows what you are doing, he didn’t want to make you rush and become careless if you knew what condition he was in. Oh! Tell me you have the medicine!! By the Wind Fish he needs it!” Zelda was terrified, but she called back, ”Yes, I have it. Thank the stars I do! Marin, before you used that spell, you know to make us get to Hyrule faster. Could we somehow combine magic to teleport me to the castle?” Marin thought for a moment. “I’m not sure, I think we could. Look around you and keep that picture firmly in your mind. I need to know where you are, I can see where you are going for you.” Zelda looked out at Saria Town, the lights were on and it was getting dark. It had a sparse amount of trees and many buildings. She stuck that picture in her head and concentrated on it, not noticing the tendrils of yellow and orange that were swirling around her. 	In a whirlpool of color Zelda appeared in the middle of Links’ room next to Marin. Marin fell to the ground, the spell took up so much energy, the last time she had used it was in short bursts over short distances with a break in between. Taking a person from so far away, in just one spell was a lot to ask, even with help. Zelda staggered holding the medicine tightly, Marin had gotten the brunt of it. She took down a large painting on Links’ wall and called down into a large hole that he didn’t know was there, “Everyone! Think of every single memory you have of Link until I tell you to stop! This takes priority over everything!” then she turned to Marin who was laying across the floor, “Marin! Marin wake up! I need you!” Marin lifted her head, “.... yeah?.....what is it?” Zelda told her what to do then Zelda poured the medicine down Links throat, not daring to look at him. She closed her eyes and centered everyone's memories, pulling all of the ones that had broken away back towards Link, also drawing on their strength and adding it to her own. The process took most of the day, and everyone's energy.





Epilogue





	Link was starting to remember things again, they weren’t just a blur or blank. He felt strength flowing into him, and soon he was strong enough to sit up. His face was getting its color back and he had stopped the ceaseless coughing and sneezing. At first he thought he must be getting better naturally, but then he moved his tongue in his mouth and found the bitter after taste of some medicine. He heard a loud thump like many bodies hitting the ground at once, as if there had been an earth quake that effected everyone but him.


	He sat up straight and looked around he was in his bed, it was nice and soft, but he had to find out what the sound was, and how Zelda had managed to get the cure. He stood up and walked towards the door, almost stepping on Zelda and Marin who were laying in a heap on the floor. He looked at them, surprised, “Marin?! Zelda!?” he called, but of course, they didn’t answer. He wasn’t a healer he was a warrior! He had absolutely no idea what to do, so he kneeled down next to them and chanted his strongest life spell. Marin was the first to stir, she stretched out and bumped into Zelda, who moaned and tried to stand. Zelda saw Link and dropped back down, “It worked!” she said with all the energy she could muster, which really wasn’t much. Marin looked at Link, “Yeah, and he looks like he’s in a lot better shape than the rest of us. We really need to cut back on the heavy magic, we’re going to end up burning ourselves out someday, and believe me that would not be fun!” Zelda giggled light-headedly, “Yah, that wouldn’t be good at all, it would be not good, very not good.” Link looked at the two of them, “Come on, I’ll take you to your rooms and you can rest.” Marin and Zelda exchanged a look, that Link didn’t noticed, then they laughed together. Link looked at them strangely, then he credited their strange actions with the spell. He walked them to their rooms, holding Zeldas’ arm, since there seemed to be a distinct possibility her falling over from, fatigue.


	After getting Zelda and Marin settled, he went around to the rest of the palace and since he couldn’t use his life spell on everyone, just for Zelda and Marin was draining, he tried to get everyone as comfortable as possible before, he went back to his room and fell into a deep and healthy sleep. 


	Zelda awoke the next morning feeling rested. She got up to check her schedule for the day, as she was passing down the hallway she glanced out one of the windows, then she looked again more closely. She walked over to the window and leaned out for a better look then she stood and turned around. Zelda screamed.


	Link heard a bloodcurdling scream and, thinking that someone was being murdered he ran towards the sound. Then he heard the name Yufla, and slowed to a jog. He found Zelda reprimanding Yufla severely, Yufla was cowering before the princess’ anger. “........I specifically told you not to do that! How could you disobey me directly! I have to say I never liked you Yufla, but I always had a reason for keeping you here, now I don’t. You are out of a job Yufla! I want you out of my sight now!!” Zeldas’ eyes flashed fire as she yelled at the Administrator. She started at Zelda, and the princess gave Yufla a black look. The administrator ran towards the door. Link crossed his arms over his chest, “What’d she do this time?” Zelda angrily said, “Have you looked outside?! That idiot took down our walls!!! We have no protection whatsoever!” Links’ eyes widened, “She what?!” “You heard me.” Zelda said. Link sighed, “I guess I better get to work on putting them back up, what do you think she did with the stone?” Zelda rolled her eyes, “What do you think she did with it? There's a statue of her in the center of town, a project that she never cleared with me.” Link said shortly, “Oh.” Then he left and to get started on the new wall.


	“Link, I’d like you to meet the replacement for Yufla, we’ll be working together more than Yufla and I did since he is much better at his job, and he won’t miss any meetings. This is Kyel.” Zelda pointed to a man right next to her. Links’ jaw dropped, “You are going to work with him?” “Of, course, The King wouldn’t have it any other way!” Zelda said then added, “By the way, he’s from the family of one of the highest ranking nobles.” Link muttered looking up at Kyel who was slightly taller than him. “What was that, Link?” Zelda asked.























