
Reign of Betrayal
By Jennifer Lynn Wille aka Ldy Zelda


Long ago, before the castles, before the villages, before even Hyrule itself, there was a woman. Then, she knew little or nothing of what is now Hyrule, she didn’t live on the same continent, planet, or even in the same universe. Her name was, and still is Zaria. In this library there is a book. Everything is covered with dust and cobwebs and there it is, a book lying in a shaft of light, the only light in the room other than your small lamp. The first pages are hardly legible, they’re torn and yellow, the ink is almost completely faded and has changed from black to a sun-bleached looking blue. You are opening the worn book, written over many ages of Hyrule in a place called the Isle of Myst. This is what you can decipher on those pages:


Though I’m loath to relive some of these memories, I feel they need to be shared, mostly so that no one makes the mistakes I did and also as a warning, a warning for and about he who calls himself Leader. Of course that’s not his real name, just an affection of his. I guess I’ll start when we lived in another universe, far from this one. Most universes don’t have names, mostly because of the arrogance of species inhabiting them, they always seem to think that their universe is the only one. Sometimes they even go so far as to believe their planet is the center of creation. Amazing. 


Most mages know there are many, even if they aren’t powerful enough to move from one to another, so we name them and pass the name along. This universe happened to be called Ranaaah—literally translated to “Bad/Empty space” .  It was empty, but not completly.  At that time, a thousand years ago or somesuch by the Hyrulian calendar, (Why people insist on having calendars, none of them are ever accurate, has always been beyond me.  Time isn’t a straight line anyway so it can’t be measured that way.) I was living on some planet, I forget the name, in Ranaaah. Forgive me for not going into detail, but this part is painful .  I met someone named Laerte. Betrayal. Normally I watch for omens like that, and normally I’m not dense, but love had a hold on me and I ignored it. 


As it was, he was not a mage and many times, for various reasons, I had to use my powers to shift from plane to plane, or universe to universe, but, though I am quite powerful (I know it, and I’m not going to lie about that for the sake of modesty.) I don’t have nearly enough power to shift more than myself at one time, unless I decided to rip apart time and space to create a hole from one plane to another, but that’s against my moral rules.
The pages look newer, but only slightly so and a new clearer tool was used for the next part:


As I should have predicted, on his birthday, he asked, (Well, this is only a rough translation. You didn’t really expect languages on planes (which are almost totally cut off from each other except for the occasional mage or two) to have the same language, did you? Not even planets in the same universe have the same language. Or even places of the same planet! You would think they’d have learned by now. Ah, well.) “Zaria, Wouldst thou granteth me power nearing thine own? I believeth I couldst manage, even ith it be half thine. I wish unto go’th with thee on thy travels.” And I in my blind devotion did grant his request. I truly should have seen what would come of it. I’m getting ahead of myself. 


I could not grant him power to equal mine (Also I didn’t want to burn myself out like Zelda) I did come close though (My second mistake in this.  I had vowed to a goddess that I would never train someone to be an Arch Mage.  It is up to Higher Powers to determine who should get such power as that, not up to a mortal.  My first mistake was breaking another vow, to stay away from earthly ties.  This is to keep those ties from interfering with how I use my power...I was made to swear this for good reason, but I saw no harm at the time..the more fool I). 


Since he was not a born mage with instincts, I had to teach him how to use it. It took me about a hundred years, give or take a few. It was hard to teach him something that I took for granted, and knew instinctively about. I guess I should have foreseen it, there was evidence of what he was planning, but I’m  embarrassed to say, I convinced myself that it wasn’t there and that everything was fine. I paid for my hubris and induced blindness. 


Near the end of his training I began to teach him about creation. Creating things is a powerful magic to be used with care and extreme caution. Creating something as small as a grain of sand can collapse an entire universe if done at the wrong time in the wrong place. Many complex calculations need to be made to make sure it is safe, even then things can happen, that’s why most mages don’t create things, even Arch Mages wouldn’t dare try to, instead they change things, (mostly life energy) like life energy to destructive energy, life energy to light, life energy to moving things (like in healing, putting bones and tissue back where it’s supposed to be and teleportation.)  Even I, the most powerful mortal in the Art other than Laerte, rarely use the power of Creation.


As I taught him how to make the calculations, I noticed that he spent more and more time alone with calculations that should have taken him just a few minutes. But still, I choose not to take note of it, for this I am deeply sorry though I know this is no comfort to those that were subject to Laerte.


After I finished teaching him, I let him roam around testing out his powers, I defiantly should have kept closer tabs on him. He would disappear for centuries at a time and come back with no explanation. After a while I confronted him about it but he only evaded my questions. Soon I started to grow suspicious, mostly that he was cheating, but what I found was much much worse than that petty crime. I followed him the next time he appeared, invisibly, of course, one spell I didn’t teach him, though by now he may have learned it from some other source. I saw him get out a small booklet that I had seen him carry. I looked over his shoulder and saw long calculations scrolled across the parchment. I read through them trying to figure out what it was he was creating but right when I was about to grasp the significance of the numbers and symbols, he chanted. I was close enough to be caught up in the spell and quietly I used my magic to make sure I wouldn’t get lost in the Gateway (SI could have been torn apart, a piece into each universe.  The Gatewway is a dangerous place.) 


I finally saw it, he had become a power addict and everywhere he went he left whole universes of people that he had changed with his magic. I corrected as much as I could, but once something has been tampered with it is never the same. Finally, I caught up with him in the Gateway again. I pride myself on knowing on sight, most of the choices in the Gateway, (It’s a bit hard not to if you travel through there as much as I do.) but when I was in the Gateway there were choices I didn’t recognize. First I assumed that it was because I hadn’t traveled through there in a while, then it dawned on me, he had created universes. At random I entered one of the unfamiliar universes, it was worse than I could have possibly imagined. Everything around was dedicated to Laerte. Even nature was shaped in his image, a grossly over-done image. 


Another time I found him in the Gateway, Choices swirled around us, so many that there is no name for the number. As one of the choices swirled by, one I knew, I had friends there, he caught up the universe in his magic. The choice clouded for a minute. Horrified, I thought he had destroyed it, I was just about to pull him into any universe, maybe even right then and there, and destroy him, all of Creation would be better off if I had, but no, the choice grew clear again, and I followed him. 


I looked around at the planet he had chosen to materialize on. Merka lived there. I looked around, but something was wrong. There was a large shrine that hadn’t been there before, I saw Merka. It was very unlikely that we just happened to end up where she was. As he walked up the steps of the temple she practically groveled at his feet, this was not the Merka I knew, Merka would never grovel to any man, or anyone or thing for that matter. That’s when I realized that there was something seriously wrong. I watched and listened very carefully and this is what I heard, (another rough translation):  Merka:  “Returned you have almighty great God Laerte.” Laerte:  “I hast dear wife and priestess.” “ That did it, I stopped my invisibility spell and appeared abruptly next to them. He turned to me in surprise and stuttered, “F-from whence didst thou cometh Z-z-zaria?” 


I ignored him, for the moment, then I turned to Merka and asked her what had happened, she was confused by my queries, then I remembered the clouding of the choice, I turned to Laerte and spoke in what I hope was a deadly quiet voice, “What didst thou hope to gleaneth from this mine student?” At first he seemed afraid, like I had hoped, but then he sneered, “Thou knowest not what I hast done unto this universe. I hast more power than thyself and I wilt triumph shouldst thou try’th unto battle.” Then he disappeared, (quite clumsily now that I think about it). Though I hate to admit it, he did have a point then. If I had tried to battle in my grief and anger I would have surely lost, any warrior can tell you that, I’ve heard that it gets drilled into them pretty well. I’m a bit ashamed to say that I fled to another universe. I ended up on a continent called Hyrule. For a while I mingled with the people, my archaic dialect began to fade as I learned the native language (Though even now once in a while I slip, forgive me if I do sometime in this account.) but, as could be expected, people started to think I was a witch. (I didn’t age over the long years, though I guess I could have done something about that if I had thought about it. Try not to blame me too much for that, I was a little preoccupied.) They posted signs and soon the whole country was out looking for me and trying to burn me for a witch. Then Laerte came, I’m not immune to fire (Contrary to popular belief I am mortal.) so when they chased me, I ran. Laerte goaded the mobs on and led them to destroy me. Soon I grew tired of being on the run so I created a fake trail for him to follow into another universe. (Guess he’s not as smart as he thought after all. That spell’s an old ‘parlor trick!’) Before he left I created a taboo on his magic, he could no longer create or change a universe, but that took up so much of my strength that I couldn’t take back any more. (Giving it is one thing but taking it back is a completely different story.) So, I had to go through numerous universes correcting all the damage I could and destroying the ones I had to, sadly Merka was destroyed when I tried to correct the damage to her planet and universe. See what I mean? Even if you’re extremely careful and think you’ve thought of everything there still can be things that you haven’t taken into account. 


Oh, by the way, this has a name it’s called Chaos Theory. (Yes it really exists and isn’t just something someone made up.) Though Chaos Theory also takes into account things that could never possibly be taken into account in any other circumstance, I hope this isn’t too philosophically deep for you. (Even though it’s more physics that philosophy.) It is a bit confusing at first, but the theory has been proven so many times it’s not really a theory anymore, don’t get me wrong, it exists, but not really as a theory more like a Law. (A tad  like Earth’s Law of what goes up must come down (gravity in other words.)  Heard enough science for now? I thought you might have, science is everywhere, even in magic, and it can be annoying at times, but we must live with it. 
Back to the story, to protect myself, I created a small island. I love that island! It’s my own personal utopia. It’s practically indescribable, my hard work and energy really paid off. I call it the Isle of Myst, right now it’s protected from anyone with evil intentions to me or anything else so not many people can see it, but there were a few and that's why it’s on the maps, though they call it Mist Isle or Isle of the Mists. Isle of Myst seems more dignified. I can see why they gave it that name though, I shrouded it in mist. It makes my isle seem more mystical somehow. Appearences and facades can be important at times.  I lived there for quite a while, and while I was there I crafted a staff, it has so many names I can’t keep track of them all, but some are:  Blue Crystal Staff, Staff of Myst, Myst Staff, Rioshaba, THE Staff, Zarias’ Staff, Crystal Scepter, Blue Scepter. See what I mean? There are quite a few and many more being made each day, a staff really only needs one name, if any. 


Well, I stayed there for a while, then I decided that I had better make sure he hadn’t caused any more trouble, then a horrible thought occurred to me, “What if he had found a way to remove that taboo?”  He had.  So I chased him through every know universe, and some unknown ones, while Zelda was born, fell asleep, woken and practically forced to steal my staff so Link wouldn’t die. (I forgave her as soon as I found out the whole story, though I did have to search through the witchs' mind to get the real story when I returned.) Leader, as he now called himself, wasn’t really running from me, actually he probably didn’t even know I was trying to find him and that he kept leaving a universe right as I was catching up with him.
The pages now are crisp and new, they look practically untouched by age and the dark black ink stands out clearly.


I never did catch him, but I succeeded in imprisoning him on one of the universes that was so distorted I would have had to destroy it then recreate it (A very risky thing to attempt.) if I wanted to get it fixed. He didn’t even know I was doing it and I know he couldn’t possibly know how I did it. (While I was in the Gateway I saw him enter a univrerse then I did some quick calculations and created a spell, after that, of course, I used it to remove the choice from the Gateway so that he couldn’t enter into the Gateway through it and so that now one could come into the Gateway and go through that choice to help him. (Don’t be surprised, of course I can create spells! If no one could then no spells would exist.) 


My life settled down after a while, I wandered around and helped along prophecies from time to time, but I had decided that Gateway traveling is too dangerous and risky so I stayed in that universe, perfectly content with my isle. Then I went out into the countryside of Hyrule and tried to live without using my magic much. (Just because you have something doesn’t mean you have to flaunt it. Besides I wanted to see if I’d be able to survive without it, it would still be there in an emergency.) I remembered that there was nothing to stop me from getting burnt out so I went out to practice for that possibility. I ended up being interrupted during my practice (I was in the middle of battling a bunch of monsters.) by a trio, Link, Zelda, and...Ferral. They “saved” me, I didn’t need to be saved, I was doing quite well and even if I wasn’t I could have just used my magic. Then since they did help me, I went along to try to help them, and to keep an eye on Zelda, she wasn’t doing too well and she needs all the friends she can get. (There aren’t all that many intelligent women around that castle of hers, she’d be better off if Valyrie didn’t live there and instead Marin did. Marin, thankfully, isn’t shallow or dense and she’s an altogether good person, but she doesn’t live close enough. I think this might someday affect Zelda mentally. Perchance it already has. I hope it doesn’t because you can’t correct that kind of damage with a spell or herbs.) Anyway, I joined up with them, but soon they fulfilled the prophecy. (You wouldn’t believe how many prophecies she and Link are in! I think they win the prize for consecutive prophecies.) 


Another time I was called to their castle because Link was caught up in future-magic. Future-magic that deals with the past is always very confusing and it usually creates a paradox. I can’t use future-magic in my present, but if I use present/past-magic in my present and travel to my future then I can use future magic there. The same isn’t true for future-mages because my present is their past. (Confusing isn’t it?) Anyway, they can also use future-magic to affect the past, like with Link. 


A future-spell was used on him to take his essence to the future, then he was sent back, they had to leave part of him so that there would be a kind of rope that they could follow to get his essence back in the right body. But what makes it really confusing is that they also took all of him at the same time they left part. I’m not completely sure how they did that, probably something to do with the different branches of time-space. (Time isn’t a straight line, it can’t be. Every time there is some kind of choice involved, even if it’s something as simple as deciding to sit somewhere, time branches of in a separate direction, like a tree with branches. In one branch exists that you didn’t decide to sit down, in the other, that you did plus there are tons of other branches where you decided to do something else entirely). 


I couldn’t get him back with my present-magic, not safely anyway, and I thought there was probably a good reason for them doing that, and there was. I bet that they took a Link from each branch of time, but had them fight in different areas. (The scary part of time traveling is that there’s always the possibility of meeting yourself and the shock of having this “theory” proven is too much for most people. I wouldn’t dare attempt it, but others would and have. Most people don’t truly believe things they can’t see, they think they do but seeing them actually proven...) 


After a while, I revieved news that Zelda had been kidnapped.  And no, I never believed she had gone of her own free will.  Truthfully what notified me to this developement was that a ‘smelled’ a rat...named Laerte.  It took me a while to get there, but soon I reached the cave. (I had to make some preparations and also there was something I had to take care of in another universe. Yes, I said I wouldn’t use the Gateway, but it was important.) There I had to confront Laerte, (I don’t know how he escaped! I thought I had him imprisoned for good.) he was the one who had kidnapped Zelda...I’m not sure why. It might have been to lure me to a fight, or maybe she had something he wanted...or it could have been that she and Link were going to fulfill another prophecy, but he didn’t want it fulfilled... maybe he wanted to get Link, and that was the only way he could think of..  Anyway, we battled and then he left to another universe, I think. I know that’s a really bad ending for this. But, I have things to do and my present is not written. 


It does make you think a bit though, does good always triumph? I can tell you for a fact that it doesn’t, just look at what happened to poor Merka... and, what is good? I won’t pretend to say I know, we all work and fight for what we think is right I hope. Worlds have been destroyed in the name of good intentions... Chaos Theory again, no matter how good a cause you’re fighting for sometimes the risk that everything will turn to chaos is too great. (and yes, that is a lower case “c”. I guess they could also turn to Chaos also, but Chaos already exists, it doesn’t have to be created by people. Am I confusing you again? I said I’d try not too, but sometimes it’s hard...) This may look like Laerte is evil, but nothing written is never totally unaffected by the authors point of view, no matter how hard we try (and believe me, I did try to make this as unprejudiced as possible, no I don’t mean like between two colors of people, truly civilized people have grown out of that a long time ago. And to me, a long time really is a long time.) 

I’ll try to finish this later....
You close the book, and as the dust settles you hear the echo of a battle long past and know that even though it wasn’t written, sometime, somewhere, the battle was won...by someone....


