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Chapter 1

 



Link awoke in his bed. No, this was not a vision of Zelda; he
wished it was. It was going to be a big day, bigger than he
thought, and Zelda could give him quite a bit of advice.

 

He put on his clothes — no, not the green tunic that most
Zelda fans know about; it was instead a lime-green T-shirt
and a pair of gray shorts. He didn’t worry too much about what he
wore; it was the last day of school. Not forever, of course, as it
was only his sophomore year at Norton Valley. But he had the whole
summer in front of him.

 

Better yet, a video game conference was soon. Shigeru Miyamoto
was going to be there, which amazed Link. Miyamoto, the creator of
the Zelda series, coming to Chicago? This was truly a
once-in-a-lifetime event, and he couldn’t wait.

 

After brushing his teeth, Link went downstairs for a quick
breakfast. He glanced at his Wii — amazingly, it still had quite
some popularity after about eight years of being used, and Nintendo
hadn’t come out with anything better, with the reason that there
was no reason to do so. Link went outside to wait for the bus.

 

A high schooler in suburban Norton, Link had few connections
with the hero of the games. One of the only links between Link and
Link was that they looked very similar. Nintendo could practically
have based one off of the other. It was for this reason that he was
named Link; he and his father were fans of the series. His mother
could care less, but could also care very much more; she
didn’t.

 

Link noticed something strange: dark clouds to the south, by
downtown Chicago. It was probably just a storm. Chicago happened to
be next to Lake Michigan, and rain was not too uncommon. Still,
these clouds looked slightly darker than usual. His imagination, no
doubt.

 

The bus arrived, and Link got on, choosing a seat next to his
friend. A tall fellow wearing glasses, his name was Shad. Though he
did resemble the character, the name was probably just a
coincidence. While Shad was a Zelda geek, he was not as
much of one as Link was; he was more of a “geek in general.” They
were going to create a Zelda fan game over the summer, and
Link wanted to get started. But not now. It would have to wait a
day or two; school was not quite over.

 

As they arrived at the school, Link had mixed feelings about
today. It was going to be a good day; yet he felt that something,
somehow, would go wrong. He couldn’t quit think of what it was; he
thought he might have missed an assignment. But he had no missed
assignments that he knew of. Maybe there was one he was
forgetting.

 

The periods seemed longer today, but, like all days, they came
to a conclusion, and Link started wondering what he was worried
about. With three seconds left until the end of the school year, he
felt quite ready to begin his summer.

 

The intercom came on.

 

“Code silver. Take cover immediately.”

 

Link knew this code. It meant that an intruder was in the
school. Nothing to worry about—the one time it had happened before,
it was just a kid trying to cause trouble. They followed the
standard routine, closing the door, turning the lights off, making
the room look empty. The students and teacher hid under desks.
Their teacher for this period was Mr. Arthur; Link knew him well,
and they generally liked each other.

 

Though hopefully nobody could see him, Link could see outside,
through the glass door. A man walked past, carrying a pistol. The
man glanced inside, saw nobody, and continued to walk.

 

This was obviously more serious than Link had thought.

 

The man stopped; apparently, another man blocked his way.

“Oh. Hi, boss.”

“Have you found anybody yet?” This voice sounded deep and
intimidating.

“Nope; just a few open lockers.”

“What about in that room you just passed?”

“The light’s off, and it looks like nobody’s there.”

“How do you know?”

“I—I guess—”

“I’m going in.”

 

“The boss” opened the door. Though his figure was covered mostly
in shadow, Link made out a rifle. He then turned to leave;
obviously a feint, as he wheeled back around.

“All right, everybody up! Nobody talks, nobody gets hurt!”

 

This could not be happening. They all hastily obeyed, as “the
boss” turned on the light. Link kept himself from gasping.

 

He was a good six feet tall. He wore a typical “gangster”-type
suit. His skin was black, but not the brownish black typical of
African Americans. More of a green, grayish black. He had orange
hair and a beard covering the bottom of his face. He, in fact,
looked exactly like Ganondorf of Zelda fame.

 

This was probably a coincidence, like Link’s appearance was, of
course. “The boss” continued.

 

“Do any of you have any money?”

Mr. Arthur nodded.

“Give it to me!”

He handed “the boss” five ten-dollar bills from his pocket.

“Anybody else?”

They all shook their heads.

“Good. Don’t talk, and stay here; or else you will die.” With
those words, he was gone.

 

Or else you will die… Where had Link heard that before?
A game? No; it was online. He hadn’t played the game. Why, and
which game, he couldn’t recall.

 

It seemed like ages. Finally, there was a knocking sound on the
window. The window! Why had “the boss” overlooked it? Sure enough,
a policeman had come to their rescue. As he opened the window, they
climbed out, one by one.

 

Outside, they could see the other students and staff, all safe.
Mr. Arthur sighed with relief. Many police cars, and men, were
around the school and the parking lot. Parents would soon arrive to
pick up their children.

“Good, that’s everyone,” declared the police officer. “We’re
sealing all of the doors and windows with concrete bars. There’s no
way they’re getting out. Meanwhile, we’re going in.” He motioned
toward three other officers. These weren’t your average, fat,
donut-eating police. These were the stealthy, almost unnoticeable
Shadow Unit.

 

As they approached the door to unbar it, an explosion prevented
the need. Bits of glass and concrete flew away, fortunately not
close to the students. “The boss” stepped out, shooting two of the
police, then receiving a shot to the arm. It wasn’t fatal, but he
would soon lose consciousness. As this all was happening, another
car pulled up and a man stepped out, but Link didn’t look to see
who it was.

 

The man suddenly grew an evil smile. The back of his hand
glowed, and a very strange thing started to happen. Under the third
policeman, the ground turned purple. A vortex appeared below him,
sucking him in. Once he was gone, the vortex disappeared.

 

Parents started arriving, and Link had only a few seconds to
look at the other man, the one that had come out of the strange
car, before his parents picked him up. He couldn’t believe it, but
it was his idol, Shigeru Miyamoto. Sending a short glance back at
Link, he mouthed something in Japanese, which Link, with some
knowledge of the language, translated as “So it is true.”

 

As Link stepped into his parents’ car, he half expected to wake
up in his bedroom, or at his desk. It was all like a strange
dream.










Chapter 2

 



At the dinner table, Link recounted the day’s events.

 

“… And then there was this guy that looked just like
Ganondorf!”

“Really?” asked his father.

“Yeah!”

“You’re sure he isn’t making this up, Richard?” asked his
mother.

“Well, it could be. Link looks exactly like the character,”
replied Link’s father.

“Anyway,” continued Link, “he made Mr. Arthur give him 50 bucks,
then said not to leave or talk. But then a policeman came and took
us outside. They said they would bar the doors and windows with
concrete, then some Shadow Unit guys went in. But the one door they
were going toward exploded!”

“Yeah, right.” Link’s mother frowned.

“No, it really happened!”

“He could be right, Elise,” agreed Richard. “Explosives are not
uncommon among criminals, and it sounds like that’s just what they
used.”

“As I was saying, then the Ganondorf guy stepped out and shot
two guys, and the third guy shot him, and something glowed on his
hand and the third guy got sucked into a vortex!”

 

Both of Link’s parents had the same look: disbelief.

 

“No, it really happened! Ask Shad. He’ll tell you the same
story.”

“What if you two came up with one and agreed on it?” countered
Richard.

“Okay, then ask Alice.”

 

Alice was an average teenage girl. She wanted nothing to do with
Link and Shad, or Zelda in general. Elise got on the phone.

“Hello? Yes, this is Link’s mother. I’m really sorry to bother
you right now, but could you tell us exactly what happened today?
We’re wondering if Link is lying to us.”

 

As his mother’s eyes widened, so did Link’s smile. She hung
up.

“Okay, I don’t know if you had something planned out, but she
told me the same thing.”

“See? It really happened.”

“Enough,” concluded Richard. “The conference is tomorrow, so
let’s take our mind off of these matters.”

 

The next day, Link put on a Legend of Zelda shirt,
along with a matching pair of shorts. He also donned a Chicago Cubs
baseball cap—not for much of a reason other than that he had no
Zelda one. He was a Cub fan, of a sort, but in general, he didn’t
care for sports as much as gaming.

 

It was a drive of only an hour or two to the conference. At it,
Link got to see Miyamoto—again. He went on to announce a new Wii
installment in the Zelda series. Called The Dark Race, it
covered the backstory of another game, Twilight Princess,
from quite a few years before. Miyamoto also mentioned installments
in other series, such as Super Mario Universe and
Super Smash Bros. Clash.

 

“Thank you,” he said at the end of the presentation. “And now,
I’d like to do something I haven’t really done before: answer
questions from the audience. So, any questions about Nintendo or
our games?”

A teenage boy, about Link’s age and covered in zits, raised his
hand.

“Yes?”

“Will there be a new Star Fox game soon?”

“Well, I can’t make any promises, as we have quite a few things
to work on right now, but you can expect a new installment in the
series in at most three years. Any others?”

A middle-aged man in section D raised his hand.

“Yes?”

“Will the new Zelda involve another input attachment?
Like the MotionPlus?”

“We can’t say right now, but we’re considering a similar one for
the Nunchuk. Any others?”

Link, seeing the opportunity, raised his hand. Miyamoto’s eyes
narrowed slightly. “Yes?”

“What did you mean yesterday? What do you think is true?”

Miyamoto struggled for words. The entire crowd fell silent.

“W—What do you mean?”

“You know, at school. When the police were there.”

Miyamoto scowled. “I—I don’t know what you’re talking
about.”

 

There were murmurs from the crowd. Link’s parents were looking
at him like he was crazy. “I guess I was just imagining things,” he
muttered quietly.

“Any other questions? No? Well, I guess that’s it. Thank you all
for coming, and I hope to see you playing these new games once they
come out!”

 

Link, in embarrassment, left with his parents. At the bottom of
the aisle, Link glanced toward Miyamoto, at the right side of the
stage. Miyamoto motioned for Link to come.

“I have to go to the bathroom,” mumbled Link, as he walked in
that general direction. Once his parents were out of sight, he made
a detour toward Miyamoto.

“Look, kid. I don’t know how you thought I was there yesterday,
but I wasn’t. Stop thinking about Nintendo and get a life.” That’s
what Link thought Miyamoto was going to tell him. Instead,
he remained silent, beckoning Link into a backstage room.

 

In the room was a desk and chair. A bookshelf was on the floor
nearby, and from it Miyamoto pulled out a book. Not just any book.
An enormous, ancient-looking book. “Sit down,” offered
Miyamoto.

 

Link sat in the chair and looked at the book. On it, written in
the Hylian text of Twilight Princess, were the words “The
Book of Legends.” The book was also adorned with the symbol of
three triangles that Link knew well; it represented the Triforce, a
divine relic in the games. Opening the book, Link discovered that
its entirety was written in the same script. The introduction,
transliterated into the English alphabet, went as follows.

 

“It is a well-known fact that at the dawn of time, three golden
goddesses descended upon this land from the heavens. Din, goddess
of power, created the red earth. Nayru, goddess of wisdom, gave the
spirit of law to the land. Farore, goddess of courage, created life
to uphold this law.”

This was the creation story that Link knew from the games.

“They left behind the Triforce, a golden relic containing some
of their power. But soon, a fierce war erupted over it, and many
were killed. The Triforce was sealed away, and Hyrule had peace for
many years.

“But a man from the desert, named Ganondorf, seeeked to break
the seal and claim the Triforce. A boy named Link from the forest
tried to stop him, with the help of the princess, Zelda; but they
merely aided him unknowingly. When he tried to claim the Triforce,
however, it split, leaving him with Din’s piece only. Zelda and
Link gained the others through destiny, and were able to seal
Ganondorf.”

This was the basic story of Ocarina of Time, another
Zelda game. Link knew it by heart.

“It is unclear what happened next, but it appears that the
universe became rent in two. In one of these, Link went off to
another land. Ganondorf was sentenced to execution, but survived.
WIth the help of Zant, usurper king of the Twili, he tried to take
over. But Link was reborn, and with the help of Midna, the rightful
heir to the throne of Twilight, they saved Hyrule once more. In the
other universe, Link disappeared entirely, and when Ganondorf
appeared again, Hyrule was flooded. Eventually, the sea became land
again.”

This was the Split Timeline Theory, stating that there are
actually two parallel worlds in Zelda. Link was familiar
with it as well.

“Soon, however, the two universes became so similar that they
converged and became one again; people from one recalled events
from the other.”

Link hadn’t heard this theory before, but it sounded
interesting.

“The goal of this book is to explain these legends in more
detail.”

 

“Well?” asked Miyamoto. “What do you think?”

“Sounds like a fanfic.”

“So it would seem,” responded Miyamoto. “But it is not.”

“What is it?”

“Have you heard the story about me finding a cave?” questioned
Miyamoto.

“Yes, and you found another cave inside it,” answered Link.

“Well, you may have heard that it took place around my hometown.
Well, after recent events, I realized I had been remembering wrong.
My parents had taken me to Chicago, not far from here. It was there
that I found the larger cave, though a smaller one exists where I
lived.

“Inside, I saw something amazing: twelve statues, six facing to
the left and six to the right. In the middle was this book. After
deciphering it, I became engrossed in it. My parents told me it
wasn’t true, so I started to believe them. I became disappointed
that it would never actually happen, and eventually remedied this
by making it into a video game series.”

“So… that man… ”

“Is probably Ganondorf, or some incarnation of him. And if he
has the Triforce of Power, the other pieces must be found as
quickly as possible.”

“What if I need your help?”

“Did I say you were even going to be part of it? You obviously
want to help, so I won’t disappoint you.”

 

He handed Link a card with a phone number.

“Here’s my cell phone number. If you find anything out about
Ganondorf or the Triforce, call me; I’ll do the same.”

“Did I even tell you my name? It’s Link.”

“Well then, I suppose I never greeted you properly. Hi, Link.
You look a lot like the character.”

“I was named after him, in fact. Won’t you need my number,
too?”

“I’ll look up your house in the phone book. You’d live in
Norton, correct?”

“Right. Well, I guess I’d better get going.”

“Yes; your parents will wonder why the bathroom is taking you so
long. I hope to hear from you soon.” He winked.

 

Link walked back to his parents. This was certainly a lot to
think about, but he didn’t want to tell his parents. He decided to
tell Shad, as he was visiting him tomorrow to start work on the
Zelda fan game.










Chapter 3

 



Link awoke again, marking the second day of his summer. He got
dressed, this time in a shirt he got for Christmas from his aunt.
He didn’t like it very much, but he figured he had to wear it
sometime. He also put on his least favorite pair of pants; again,
they were made to be worn. He brushed his teeth, as always, and ate
a bowl of cereal.

 

“Ready to go to Shad’s house?” It was Richard, presently
stepping into the kitchen and Link’s view. As Link was about to
speak, the phone rang. Link picked it up.

 

“Hello? Is this Link?”

“Yes, this is.”

“Hi, Link. It’s Miyamoto. I was flipping through the Book of
Legends when I found that two pages were stuck together. I unstuck
them and read what was in between.”

“What?”

“It’s an epilogue of sorts to what we know as Twilight
Princess. It mentions the invention of a method to protect
individuals from twilight. I figured I’d mention this to you
because of those clouds over Chicago.”

“Do you think… ”

”It’s very possible. When you can, come over to the hotel I’m
staying at.”

“Where?”

“Norton Hotel, coincidentally three blocks away from your house,
if the phone book is correct. I’m in room 233.”

“Got it. I’ll get there as soon as I can.”

“Today?”

“No, but I’ll let you know.”

“Got it. See you soon.”

“Bye.” Link hung up.

 

“Who was it?” asked Richard.

“Shad,” lied Link. He had specifically chosen his words so that
it sounded true.

“Why did he call?”

“To make sure we were coming, and that kind of stuff.”

“Well, let’s get going, then.”

 

It was a five-minute drive to Shad’s house. Once they arrived,
Link rang the doorbell. Shad opened the door.

“Hello, Link! Come on in.”

“So, how have you guys been?” asked Richard.

“Over the last couple of days? Fine.”

“Were you at the conference? We didn’t see you there.”

“We were going to go, but we couldn’t get tickets. My parents
aren’t that much into video games anyway.”

“Well, I’ll come to pick Link up at three o’clock. Link, behave
yourself. You’re a guest, remember.”

“I know, Dad. You’ve told me that fifty times by now.”

“Well, I just want to make sure you know.” With those words, he
was gone.

 

“Why don’t we go up to my room?” asked Shad. “My computer’s up
there.”

“Sure,” replied Link, and so they did.

 

In Shad’s room, Link explained, “Okay. I’m sorry to bother you
about this, but I lied to my dad. He thinks you called me before we
left, making sure I was coming. If he asks, just play along.”

“Okay. I’ll keep that in mind. So, you were at the conference?
How was it? Did Miyamoto mention that guy from Wednesday?”

“Did you see Miyamoto at school?”

“Yes, of course I did. What was he mouthing?”

“’So it is true.’ He said it in Japanese, but I know enough to
translate that. As for the conference, I asked, and he lied about
it at first. After his presentation, he took me to a back room.”
Link told Shad about the room and the Book of Legends. “My parents
don’t know any of this, by the way. I got a call from him this
morning about two pages stuck together. He said they had something
to do with protecting people from twilight. That’s what those
clouds over Chicago are. At least, I think so.”

“So we have to find the other Triforce pieces?”

“Yeah.”

“Wait a minute. What if Miyamoto calls you now?”

“That would be bad. Let’s call him first, so he doesn’t.”

Link used Shad’s cell phone. “He gave me a card with his number.
I have it in my pocket.” Link took out the card, dialed the number,
and put the phone to his ear.

“Hello?”

”Hi, it’s Link.”

“Hi, Link. I was just about to call you.”

“Good thing you didn’t. I’m at a friend’s house.”

“Does he know about the book?”

“I just told him. He knows pretty much everything I know.”

“Maybe he can help you. Anyway, look outside.” Link did so, out
of a nearby window, and gasped.

 

The black clouds no longer covered only Chicago. They had
expanded to many suburbs, which themselves were hidden from view by
a curtain of sorts. Yes, this looked quite like twilight.

 

“This is getting serious. I’ll tell you the method they used.
First, you take a cup of water. Then, you put salt in it. Then, the
same amount of pepper. Then, just drink it. If someone is already
in twilight, sprinkle salt and pepper on them.”

“That’s it? That doesn’t sound hard at all.”

“The method in the book involves reacting sodium with chlorine.
Any sophomore should know that that’s just normal salt.”

“Right. Well, I’m going to try that as soon as possible.”

“Hurry; it looks like it’s getting closer… ” The voice cut out.
As this happened, the clouds approached the window quickly. The
room was filled with a golden light. Link and Shad both felt tired
and dreary, and fell to the floor. Link saw the back of his hand
glow. Then, he passed out and remembered no more.

 

Link woke up and saw the same room. He hadn’t been kidnapped;
that was good. However, something seemed strange, though he
couldn’t quite place it. He tried turning over and felt clumsy. His
thumb felt strange. He tried moving it; no luck. He couldn’t really
wiggle his fingers either. He managed to turn himself over.

 

He tried standing up; that wasn’t working either. This wasn’t
good. He managed to crawl on all fours, surprisingly quickly, to
the bathroom, so he could look in the mirror.

 

He couldn’t reach the counter atop which the mirror usually
resided. No worries; it was lying on the floor nearby. Link walked
over to see his reflection and yelped in surprise.

 

He immediately realized his physical state. He was surprised,
but in a way, he felt that this was his destiny. He had been turned
into a beast of legend. A wolf.

 

He laughed, or whatever the closest sound a wolf could make is,
at the odd state of things. Here he was, about to try the salt and
pepper potion, when he found it unnecessary. He was to go find the
other Triforce pieces when he discovered he had one. His quest
simultaneously became easier and harder.

 

Shad stirred. Link ran over. He couldn’t see Shad, but he could
sense his presence. Shad got up and walked outside.

 

“Link? Where are you?”

That was right. People couldn’t see Link as a wolf. He would
have to make himself known another way. Link got an idea.

Link scampered down to the kitchen and knocked over a chair.

“What was that?” Shad ran down into the kitchen. “Link? Are you
there?”

 

Link opened a nearby cabinet, sandwiching the handle between his
front paws. He knocked a large jar of salt onto the ground, where
it broke, spilling salt in a large pile. Shad ran to the salt
spill, startled. Link managed to write in the salt with his
paw:

 

its me link

“Link? Why can’t I see you?”

twilight

“But… wouldn’t you… ”

im a wolf

“Oh. Is there a way you can make me see you?”

maybe

“How?”

wheres the pepper

“Over in that cabinet.” He pointed at a nearby cabinet by the
floor. The cabinet, as it seemed to Shad, spontaneously opened, and
the jar fell out, bursting open on the floor. The salt and pepper
mixed themselves, and a few grains flew up about a foot in the air
several times, not reaching Shad. They threw themselves around in
frustration. “Is there something you want me to do?” Shad walked
toward the salt and pepper, tripped, and fell, getting the mixture
in his face and over his upper body.

 

To Link, Shad was “fading in,” slowly appearing over a second or
two. To Shad, a wolf was similarly “fading in” in front of him.

“Well, now that we can see each other, we’re going to need to
collect Tears of Light, aren’t we?”

Link nodded.

“I assume you sprinkle this stuff on people?” asked Shad,
referring to the salt/pepper mix.

Link nodded. Shad proceeded to collect a generous amount in a
large jar. “I guess we’d better get going, then; but we don’t have
a map or anything, so it’s going to be hard.” With a third nod from
Link, they were off.










Chapter 4

 



As they stepped outside, an insect appeared in front of them. It
was rather large (by insect standards), and purple sparks shot
around it as it buzzed. “That’s got to be an insect of twilight,”
remarked Shad. Link pounced onto it, squishing it easily.

 

A Tear of Light, exactly as it looked in the game, rose out of
the insect’s dead body. Shad tried to pick it up, but couldn’t. It
was as if he was a ghost. “Why can’t I pick it up?” Thinking about
it, Shad remembered what they were missing. “That’s it! We don’t
have a Vessel of Light!” The Vessel of Light was a tool from
Twilight Princess. Given to Link by the light spirits, it
was the only thing that could hold tears of light (aside from the
light spirits themselves).

 

“But how are we going to get one?” wondered Shad. He looked
around, for no reason, suddenly spotting something: a dim light
coming from Norton Park, the local park. “There’s a dim light over
there!” Link hurriedly ran off. “Wait for me!” yelled Shad
emphatically, taking off after him.

 

They came to a small clearing in the middle of the forested
park. A large, shallow pool of water dwelt here. At the back was a
wide waterfall, only a few feet tall. A further pool was behind it.
In the center of the waterfall, several feet above the ground, they
found the source of the dim light: a glowing ball of light, glowing
dimly, as if it were dying. They soon discovered that it spoke.

 

“Who… are… you… ”

“My name’s Shad, and this is Link,” answered Shad.

“Link… could it be… ” The ball of light paused.

“I… am… Ordona.”

 

Link still had no ability to talk, but if he did, he would have
yelled, “Aha!” Ordona was one of the four light spirits that once
protected Hyrule. He was the one spirit that the ancient Link had
not needed to find Tears of Light for; the twilight never got that
far. Now, however, it apparently had.

“We know what’s happened, and we can help you,” offered
Shad.

“Take… the Vessel… ” The Vessel of Light appeared in a flash of
light, entering Shad’s hands. Surprisingly, it only had five
holes—not a bad thing, as this meant fewer insects to find.

“Well, normally, you’d tell us where the insects are, right? But
we don’t have a map.”

“I can… do it… this way… ”

 

Four beams of light, coming up from the ground, suddenly
appeared around Norton. One was around Link’s house, another was in
the hotel, and two seemed to be inside the park somewhere.

“Find… the tears… quickly… ” The ball of light grew dimmer.

 

“Well, Link, where do you suppose we should go first?”

Link pointed to his house.

“Your house? Okay.”

 

It was a short drive to Link’s house, but a considerably longer
walk. They had no idea how much time they were taking, but if they
got hungry, there was food at the house. Once they arrived, Link
tried to indicate that he was, indeed, getting hungry. “You
hungry?” asked Shad. “Well, I am too.” He opened the refrigerator
door.

Oddly, the fridge was almost empty, as if someone had stolen
their food. The only things left were several large packages of
what looked like abnormally thick tortillas. “I guess we’re having
tortillas, then,” declared Shad. “Fetch!” He took out a tortilla
and threw it. Link, in one smooth move, leaped in the air, caught
it in his mouth, and landed, proceeding to consume the
tortilla.

 

Shad, meanwhile, took out another and ate it himself. They were
quite filling, and one seemed to be enough for now. “Let’s take
these with, in case we get hungry again,” decided Shad, holding up
the package. Link nodded, then turned at a sudden buzzing sound
from the laundry room. “Right, let’s not forget about the insects.”
Link ran into the room, a bark was heard, and Link turned back at
Shad, who, running over, discovered a Tear and placed it into the
Vessel.

 

With the Vessel one-fifth full, the pair continued to the hotel.
“I figured we’d go there,” explained Shad, “because Miyamoto could
give us some advice.” Link again nodded in agreement.

 

Arriving, they tried the elevator. Shad, pressing a button,
discovered that it did not light, like it should have. “The
elevator’s broken,” observed Shad. “We’ll have to take the
stairs.”

 

It was a short walk up the stairs for Shad, but a long one for
Link; they were unusually high, and hard for a wolf to climb. At
the top, there was a long, dark hall. Rooms with imposing, black
metal numbers stood on the left and right. The rows of numbers
seemed to form an evil echo: 201… 203… 205…

 

“I didn’t realize this hotel was haunted,” remarked Shad. “Well,
I guess it’s just the twilight distorting things. Which room is he
in?” With a leap Link began to run down the hall, faster than Shad
ever could. “Wait! Wait for me!” Shad shouted, frantically and
quickly. Breaking into a sprint, he hastily tried to follow.

 

With a pant, he ended outside room 233, where Link waited
patiently. “This is it?” he asked. With yet another nod of
affirmation from Link, Shad opened the door.

 

The room was a mess. Chairs were upturned, the bed coverings
were tangled, and the towels were scattered on the bathroom floor.
“Hello?” called Shad, throwing some salt and pepper into the air.
“Anybody there?” More of the dusty mixture was thrown. “Found you!”
Shad threw some of the dust onto the bed, above which the Book of
Legends was hovering, about a foot in the air. A loud sneeze was
heard, the book fell to the floor, and Miyamoto materialized on the
bed.

 

“Who are you?” asked Miyamoto. This surprised Link at first, but
he soon remembered: Miyamoto hadn’t actually seen Shad.

“I’m Shad, Link’s friend from school.”

“Ah. Where is Link?” Shad motioned at the wolf by his side.
Miyamoto’s eyes bulged out of his head. “Does this mean he has…
”

“The Triforce of Courage? I guess.”

“Then all we need to find is the holder of the piece of wisdom.
First, though, we’ll need to get rid of the twilight. Have you seen
any light spirits?”

“As it turns out, Ordona is in Norton Park. He gave me this.”
Shad held up the Vessel of Light.

“You’ve found only one Tear so far. Well, I heard an insect
buzzing from room 234, which happens to be across the hall. You’ll
want to go over there.”

“You aren’t coming with?”

“I want to see if there are any more mysteries in the Book.
Besides, I am quite tired.”

“You can bring the Book with. As for being tired, we have food
to fix that. It seems to bring you energy you wouldn’t think eating
would restore.” He held up the package.

“Tortillas? Well, I suppose… ” He walked over with the Book.
“May I?” he inquired.

“Sure.” Miyamoto picked a tortilla from the bag. Eating it, he
felt his strength return.

 

They crossed to room 234. The door was locked. “Well, this is
quite a fix,” stated Shad. Hearing a loud bark, both of them jumped
out of the way. Link, with a quick dash, ran at the door, bashing
it open. While Miyamoto was worried, and Shad was quite worried,
they discovered Link happily panting inside the room. “Wow, I guess
he really used his head,” jested Shad. Miyamoto laughed in
response.

 

The room was perfectly neat. The chairs were set by the table,
the bed was made, and the towels were neatly hung up. In a way,
this was more disturbing than seeing Miyamoto’s room.

 

Nobody was inside; Link couldn’t sense anyone either. However, a
buzzing noise from the bathroom alerted all three. With a quick
leap from Link, the buzzing stopped, and Shad stepped in to collect
the Tear. “That leaves three more,” deduced Shad, “and two of them
are in the forest.” With a look out the window, Shad could clealy
see the forest. Dark and foreboding it looked, and Shad, though he
wouldn’t admit it, became slightly scared.










Chapter 5

 



A quick walk down the stairs and out the door brought them
outside, within a mile or two of the forest. The walking wasn’t the
hard part; the hard part came once they were at the forest’s
border, summarized well in one comment by Shad: “So, how exactly
are we supposed to find two small insects in this place?”

“Well, didn’t Ordona tell you where?” was Miyamoto’s reply.

“He showed me these beams of light, but I forgot where exactly
they were… ”

 

Link suddenly grabbed the Vessel and dashed off. “Oh, boy, there
he goes again… ” remarked Shad, rolling his eyes. Fortunately, he
came back out with the Vessel fuller than it had been. “Wait. How
did you know… ” Link wiggled his ear. “I guess wolves have some
kind of super hearing, huh?” Link did his customary nod.

 

They followed the path from then on, hoping the other insect was
close enough for Link to hear. Suddenly but expectedly, the wolf
made another dash into the woods. Expecting him to return without
any trouble, Shad and Miyamoto were waiting for quite some time.
They were very surprised to hear growling and a wolf-like yelp.

 

Meanwhile, Link came upon a cave and, hearing the distinct
buzzing from inside, started to walk in. To his horror, a large
grizzly bear stepped out, and to his surprise, talked. Remembering
that as a wolf, the Link from Twilight Princess could talk
to animals, he listened:

 

“What do you want?”

“Hi, I’m Link. Have—”

“A wolf, huh? Well, you should be running right now to avoid
getting eaten. Fortunately for you, I’m not in the mood for large
mammals at the moment.”

“Have you seen a large, buzzing insect?”

“Asking a predator, that’s something I haven’t seen in a
while. Why aren’t you scared out of your wits? But if you really
must ask, there’s been one in my cave bugging me for quite some
time now.”

“Great. I’ll even take care of it for you, strange as that
may seem.”

“No, I’d rather capture it myself. A small snack.”

“How about I kill it, and you eat it?”

“You’re a wolf. I don’t trust wolves.”

“I only want — it’s over there! You sure that… ”

 

Link saw the insect, which crawled up the bear, locking itself
into his fur. The bear let out a low growl. This was no longer any
ambivalent fellow; the insect turned him into a savage beast. Link
yelped.

 

Human help arrived rather quickly, comprising Miyamoto and Shad.
The bear swiped at the Vessel in Link’s mouth, attempting to damage
it. Link ducked, and Shad bravely kicked the grizzly on the back of
the leg. It wheeled around, swinging ins claw in the air and
knocking Shad to the ground. The bear, after that maneuver,
clumsily fell to the ground, and Link pounced, furiously biting it
in the back. As Miyamoto watched, looking much like a deer in
headlights, the beast got back up, shaking Link off and grabbing
him. As Shad watched with the same look, it knocked Shad down,
pinning him and Link to the ground. Though he could not see Shad
from behind the monster’s back, he could hear his cry: “Don’t just
stand there! Do something!”

 

Shigeru noticed three things of importance: first, the bear paid
no attention to him; second, a nearby tree had lost quite a bit off
of one of its branches; third, the insect plaguing the bear sat at
its nape, directly in Miyamoto’s sight. Miyamoto grabbed the
branch. Wielding it above his head like a sword, with both hands,
he leaped, landing the point of the branch directly on the insect
and hence killing it. While the bear was more concerned about
running into his cave, the other three were only interested in the
Tear of Light that arose from the dead insect, and with a simpple
movement the Vessel had one space left.

 

One space left… but why?

 

“Wait a minute.” Shad was the one speaking. “We found five
insects, but the Vessel isn’t full.”

“You’re sure?” asked Miyamoto.

“Yeah! The two in the forest, one at the hotel, one at my house,
and one at Link’s. Wait… That’s it! We didn’t have the Vessel then,
so we couldn’t get the Tear! We have to go back to Link’s
house!”

 

With some more tortillas, they were ready to go back to Link’s
house. The walk took them a good ten minutes, but not too long—it
was nice to have everything so close. They arrived determined to
find the last Tear.

 

They found it quite quickly. It was getting it that would be
hard, as it was on the roof. “Well, how the heck are we going to
get up there?” Shad wondered aloud.

“We’ll need a ladder,” deduced Miyamoto.

“I think he has one in the shed out back,” Shad responded, and
he walked around the side of the house.

 

Coming back carrying the needed ladder, Shad held out his hand.
Link put the Vessel into it, slightly wet, but not to the point of
being gross. “I’ll get it,” decided Miyamoto, as he picked up the
ladder and Vessel. It was an easy task for him to climb up and
retrieve the Tear — and as he did, they were transported instantly
to Ordona.

 

“Thank… you… ” With another flash of light, Ordona appeared
fully, and the twilight was gone — from Norton, at least. “Now that
my power has been restored, I see who you are. Though you are not
the hero of legend, you are his heir, and may one day become a
legend yourself. Look at yourself… you have been clothed in the
garments of that hero… ” Doing so, Link discovered that this was
true; he was clothed in the tunic that many fans of the character
knew, the stereotypical thing for Link to be wearing. “Wow, you
really look like Link now!” Shad remarked. “We should get going,
though.”

“Save… the others… ” With those words, Ordona vanished once
more.

 

Upon trying to leave, the trio ran into Richard and Elise —
Link’s parents. Richard gasped. “Shigeru Miyamoto! Oh, I’m very
sorry, sir. I’m sure my son didn’t mean to disturb you.”

“As am I,” replied Miyamoto. “He only wanted to help me. And I
do not feel he should be punished for this, because, had he not
found me, I might have perished. Were not you, too, in the
twilight?”

“Elise figured it was an eclipse.”

“Eclipses don’t last for six hours.”

“Six hours?” exclaimed Link. “It’s three o’clock already?”

“Yes, 3:27 to be exact,” reported Richard. “We wondered where
you were. Shad’s parents found two jars broken in the kitchen and
were very worried.”

“And the fridge,” continued Elise. “It’s completely empty,
except for some weird tortillas, and I have no idea where they came
from.”

“I’m sorry, Dad. I can explain later, though you might not
believe me.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that.”

“But why are you wearing your Link costume?” demanded Elise.
“Did you stop at the house to pick it up without telling us? And
what happened to your ears?” “My… ears?” Link felt his left ear,
discovering it to be pointed. That would take a bit of
explaining.

“Well, we had best be going then,” concluded Richard. “It’s very
nice to meet you, sir.” He shook hands with Miyamoto.

“And you too,” Miyamoto replied. “Goodbye, Link!” Miyamoto
winked, and Link winked back.

 

On the way home, Link noticed the clouds over Chicago again.
This was not the end; far from it. They had best be going, indeed —
going to Chicago.










Chapter 6

 



It was nine o’clock. Link was now in pajamas, having put his
“costume” from Ordona by his other Link costume, the quality of
which paled in comparison. He was reading a note that had arrived
in the mail earlier in place of the daily Chicago
Tribune:

 


Dear Chicago Tribune subscriber:

 

We are sorry to announce that, due to a large, strange, black
wall, we have been unable to retrieve and deliver the daily
newspaper. We do not know when this will be corrected, but we hope
that you will continue to be a steady customer, as there is simply
nothing we can do. You will continue to receive issues as soon as
possible.

 

Sincerely,

 

The Chicago Tribune

Northern Division

Delivery Unit






Obviously, the Chicagoans were in twilight, and they weren’t
leaving it any time soon, unless Link could do something about it.
Presently, Richard knocked on the door.

“Come in.”

Richard opened the door. “Hi. There’s something I want to talk
about. Now I’m not trying to sound angry, and I’m not. But what
exactly happened today?”

“Will you believe me?”

“If I’ll believe a policeman getting pulled into a vortex, I’ll
believe nearly anything else.”

“Well, that day at school, I saw a car pull up, and a guy got
out. It was Miyamoto.”

“That explains a lot. What did he say?”

”Nothing; he mouthed out a few words in Japanese about something
being true.”

“So you asked him what it was at the conference, and thought you
had imagined it.”

“Yes. I lied about going to the bathroom; Miyamoto wanted to
talk to me afterwards.”

“We knew. We saw you going to him. What did he say then?”

Link told him about the Book of Legends, like he told Shad. “So…
all of that is… real? Not just a bunch of video games?”

“Apparently, it actually happened long ago.”

“So the call from Shad… ”

“Was actually from Miyamoto.” Link proceeded to tell Richard
about the salt/pepper dust and potion, then moving on to talk about
all that had happened that day, including that he had the Triforce
of Courage, and that there was only one piece left to find.

“Do you have to find it? I’d rather have you safe at home.”

“Dad, I’m Link. It’s my destiny. If I don’t go, home
might not be safe any more.”

“I know, son, but… what if something happens to you?”

“If I can play through Majora’s Mask with zero deaths,
I can replicate that in real life. Besides, I have the Triforce of
Courage to help protect me.”

“Okay. We’ll need to go to Chicago, then. Will Shad want to come
with?”

“If you can talk his parents into letting him go, yes.”

“What about Miyamoto?”

“I’m not sure, but we can call.”

 

The next day, Link donned his hero gear again. Like that shirt
from his aunt, which he would never see again, it was made to be
worn, and it felt like the right thing to wear on such a quest. He
walked downstairs. Richard, coincidentally, had just arrived at the
bottom, but failed to notice Link. Link heard his mother on the
phone and stopped on the stairs.

 

“Yes, this is Elise. I’m calling to schedule a doctor’s
appointment for my son, Link.” Richard grabbed the phone from an
adjacent room, and spoke. “On second thought, that appointment
won’t be necessary.” He hung up.

“What was that for?” asked Elise.

“Why does Link need to see a doctor?”

“Didn’t you notice that his ears were pointed?”

“Yes, but that’s not a function issue. I’m sure his ears will
work just as fine.”

“How do you know it’s not some fatal disease? I have no idea why
they suddenly changed.”

“I do.”

“You’re going to make a joke about Zelda, aren’t you?”

”About Zelda, yes. A joke, no. In fact, this is as serious as this
note.” Richard handed Elise the Tribune note.

“This could be faked, couldn’t it?”

“Then why haven’t we gotten a paper since Tuesday?”

“You can easily suspend the subscription.”

“Easily? Not so much right now. Try calling them to resume
it.”

She picked up the phone and took out the phone book. Flipping
through, she found the Tribune number, dialing it rather quickly.
She put the phone up to her ear. They all waited for several
seconds.

 

“Well?”

“Must’ve dialed a wrong number. It said the number was
unavailable.” She tried again. No luck. “Their phone must be dead
or something.”

“Maybe those dark clouds have something to do with it?” Richard
pointed out the window.

“Yes, that’s it. It rained a lot, and the power went out over
Chicago.”

“But they aren’t rainclouds. They’re pitch black. In fact, I
think I recall seeing similar clouds during that ‘eclipse’
yesterday.”

 

Elise turned on the channel 7 news. No signal. “Are you going to
say we should drive there or something, to find out what’s up?”

“We’re driving there, all right. But not to find out what’s up.
We know what’s up. We’re going to fix it.”

”We? Is Link going?”

“Of course.”

”What if something happens to him?”

“Well, he seems to have survived yesterday.”

“But what’ll he come out with today? A pointed nose?”

“No. The ears aren’t the direct result of anything bad. If he
didn’t have them, we’d still be in twilight, in fact.” Strange, but
true.

“Is Link even up yet?”

“He’s on the stairs eavesdropping, if I heard right.” Link
gasped. “Yes, that is you up there. Chain mail is quite noisy, you
know.” Richard smiled.

 

With a laugh, Link continued down to the kitchen. He grabbed a
quick bowl of cereal. “Should I call Miyamoto now?” he asked.
“Sure,” replied Richard, “if he’s awake.”

 

Link, having memorized the number, dialed it, again rather
quickly.

“Hello?”

“Hi, it’s Link.”

”Hi, Link. It’s Miyamoto, in case you didn’t know.”

“I think we’re going to have to visit downtown Chicago.”

“You sure? There are clouds of twilight around the city.”

“Exactly why we’re going. Finding a few more Tears can’t be that
hard, can it?”

“Well, as long as we don’t run into a Twilit Bloat.”

“I hope we don’t, but we took on an eight-foot grizzly. A big
bug is no problem.”

“Good point. Will you come pick me up?”

”Sure. We’ll be there soon. Bring the Book.”

“See you there.” He hung up. Link, at the last minute, grabbed a
bag of tortillas.

 

Link sat in the middle seat, in the back of the car. His parents
sat up front. Once they picked up Shad (he brought some “dust” and
water), Shad sat to Link’s right. They arrived at the Norton Hotel
presently.

 

Walking in and taking the elevator (surprisingly functioning
well), they arrived at room 233. Link knocked on the door.

 

“Who is it?”

“It’s me, Link, my parents, and Shad.”

Miyamoto opened the door. “Hi, Link. Ready to go?”

“Yep.” Miyamoto closed and locked the door, and the three of
them walked down the stairs and outside. They got back in the car,
Miyamoto to Link’s left.

 

“So some guys break into Link’s school,” stated Elise
emphatically, “weird clouds cover everything, Link disappears for
most of the day, some jars fall out of Shad’s kitchen cabinets,
some tortillas appear in our fridge, Link’s ears turn pointed, and
here I am in the car, with my husband and son, my son’s best
friend, and some game designer from Japan, driving toward more
black clouds in Chicago. Is anybody going to explain what the heck
is going on?!”

“Well, it all began at school on Wednesday,” started Link. “We
heard the intruder warning, and I saw a guy with a pistol, and then
he was talking to this other guy—”

“And then the other guy walked in and turned the lights on and
it was Ganondorf!” interrupted Shad.

“Who’s Ganondorf? A bully?” inquired Elise.

“No, a character from Zelda,” replied Link. “Then, the
guy told us all to get up, and Mr. Arthur gave him 50 bucks because
he made him, and a policeman got us out, and then some other
guys—”

“The Shadow Unit, three of them,” injected Shad.

“Walked to the door, which exploded, and Ganondorf shot two guys
and the third shot him, then he made this weird vortex and the
third guy was gone!” continued Link. “Then a car pulled up, and
Miyamoto was there, and he said something was true. The next
day—”

“Which was the day of the convention—”

“Would you stop throwing stuff in like that?!” shouted Link.

“I can continue from here,” declared Miyamoto. “When Link asked
about my previous statement, I pretended to know nothing of it.
Afterward, however, I motioned for him to come, and showed him a
book I found during my childhood. It’s called the Book of Legends.
The Zelda series was based off of it, and I have it with;
it’s important to our quest. The quest, then, is to find Ganondorf,
determine the cause of his return, and find the holder of the third
piece of the Triforce, an ancient relic.”

“The next day,” Link went on, “I got a call from Miyamoto,
saying he found a way to protect people from twilight — those
clouds and stuff — and that he would tell me if I came over. I went
to Shad’s house.”

“At my house,” picked up Shad, “he told me about all that stuff.
We called Miyamoto in case he tried to call again, and he told us
the ‘twilight protection recipe,’ which is just salt and pepper.
I’ve got some in a jar with me. Then the twilight came over Norton,
so we had to go around finding Tears of Light. You get them from
insects, and once you have them all, the twilight disappears.
However, you need the Vessel of Light, which these light spirit
guys give you. We found Miyamoto and picked him up.”

“In searching for one of them, we came across a large grizzly
bear, with the insect we needed to find in its fur,” Miyamoto
resumed. “We had a short fight, but fortunately none of us ended up
majorly hurt, except the bear, being hit on the back of the head
but still conscious, and the insect, which quickly died.”

“Then,” Link carried on, “we saw the light spirit again, and I
turned back into a human — I had been a wolf — but I was in this
tunic, and I had pointed ears.”

“I’ll tell the rest,” declared Richard. “That night, I asked
Link what had happened, and he told me. We decided to go to
Chicago. You know the rest of it.”

“And we won’t be getting to it quite soon, by the looks of it,”
added Shad. They were in bumper-to-bumper traffic, not moving an
inch.










Chapter 7

 



Stretching his neck out the window, Richard could see why
everybody was stopped: a large, black wall blocked further progress
into the city. “I guess we have to walk from here,” he remarked.
They got out of the car and stepped to the side.

 

After a long walk, they were halfway to the wall; however, they
were too tired to continue. Link opened his bag. “Here,” he
motioned to the others, “take a tortilla.” They all were happy to
eat, and found new strength, able to continue. They soon made it to
the wall.

 

The wall was black with orange markings. When felt, it was
solid; there was no easy way to get through, as it appeared. Shad
tried running at it, a technique previously used by Link on a hotel
door; he hit his head, though not severely, and fell to the ground.
The jar of dust fell from his arms, coming open on the ground. The
jar of water did not.

 

Several grains hit the wall, but did not bounce; they passed
through as if it were the surface of water. Intrigued, Link stuck
his left hand in; the wall was now penetrable. “I can’t pull my
hand back out!” he exclaimed. He could feel his hand starting to
shrink into a paw.

“Well, just go on through, then,” replied Shad.

“But I’m not sure I want to be a wolf,” complained Link.

“Here, then,” responded Shad.

 

He took some of the dust — still leaving a generous amount — and
added it to the water. The salt dissolved, while the pepper floated
throughout the mixture. Link took the jar in his right hand —
awkward, as he was left-handed — and drank some. His hand began to
tingle for a moment, then felt very normal. He still couldn’t pull
it out. “Okay, it looks like I’m going in. Shad, give the others,
and yourself, some of the potion. Then, walk through the wall.” He
proceeded to thrust the rest of his body into the twilight.

 

Though he saw the twilight’s effect, he certainly didn’t feel
it. He was still human, or as close to it as he had been since the
“pointed ear incident,” and felt not tired or weak, but as strong
as ever.

 

Presently, the others were through, and Link noticed something
he had failed to notice on himself: a glowing white outline
surrounding each person. He didn’t think much of it, and instead
turned his attention to the present scene.

 

On the other side of the road, to their left, was a replica of
the same scene that they had witnessed on the other side: a massive
traffic jam. With nobody visible, appearing instead as faint, green
orbs, Chicago looked like a ghost town.

 

“Okay, the first thing we need to do is find the light spirit,”
stated Link. “Are there any parks in Chicago?”

“Grant Park,” answered Elise. “It’s by the lake. It should be
somewhere over there.” She pointed to the lakeside. “That’s too far
to walk… ” pondered Richard.

 

Mike R. Pearson waited in his car. He was in bad traffic, and he
wasn’t moving at all — his car wasn’t, at least. Suddenly, all four
doors of his car burst open, and he was thrown out. They closed
soon after, seatbelts buckled, and the car started on its own. Mike
frantically jumped on the hood and held on for dear life. The car
steered itself out of the traffic, backing up and making a U-turn.
Going at a strangely safe speed, it continued to Grant Park, as if
a ghost was driving the car. Mike wondered why, if someone was
driving, he wasn’t blocking that person’s view. Finally arriving,
the car pulled over, the doors opened and closed, and Mike was left
wondering what had happened.

 

Zeke Socrates was the next person in the line of cars. He,
however, was smart enough to get out of his. Though he was affected
by the twilight, he knew its nature, and he hoped that someone
would soon dispel it. He munched on an abnormally thick tortilla,
and walked toward Grant Park, the presumed destination of Mike’s
car.

 

The group, getting out of the car, looked around. “Over there,
at that fountain!” Link blurted. A dim light gleamed over
Buckingham Fountain. Link ran over, and the other four were obliged
to follow.

 

Sure enough, it had a few words to say.

“Are… you… Link?”

“Yes; not the same one you’re thinking of, but a descendant,
from what Ordona told me.”

“I… am… Lanayru… ”

“We can collect the Tears of Light.”

“I… would be… grateful… Here… ”

He gave Link the Vessel of Light, as usual. Seven holes
constituted its interior.

“Find… the insects… ”

Beams of light, the same ones Ordona used, sprung up around the
city; though these lasted, and would do so for a few hours, based
on the amount of power Lanayru had left.

 

“Well, let’s go toward that one,” decided Link, pointing to a
nearby beam. “It looks like the closest.” He ran off, without
leaving much of a choice, and the others hurriedly followed.

 

They were soon at the doors of the Art Institute of Chicago. The
door wouldn’t budge.

 

“Use your head,” joked Shad. Richard and Elise did not get the
joke.

 

Link had to find a way in without breaking the glass, as that
would require repair and could be dangerous. He tried the door
again. Definitely locked. Shad, getting an idea, tried another
door. Click.

“I guess you just have to know which door to use,” noted Shad.
They walked through.

 

To their right was the museum shop. “Don’t think we’d want any
souvenirs right now,” mumbled Shad. He started to walk forward,
toward a large staircase. Link followed. “Wait, are you sure it’s
not down here?” he questioned.

“Well, it seems to be the only way to go, doesn’t it?”

“Shh. Be quiet.”

 

Very faintly, Link heard a soft buzzing.

“Do you hear that?”

“No, what is it?”

“A buzzing noise. It’s coming from over there.” He pointed to
the right, where there was an exhibition room. They silently walked
in.

 

The room looked rather like a library. The exhibit talked about
Chicago, and the art of planning the city. The buzzing was getting
louder. On the other side of the room, Shad started to hear it, and
Link could hear it quite well. Yet there was no insect to be found.
“It must be in the room behind this one,” Link conjectured.
“There’s no door there from here.”

 

They went back to the staircase, this time going to what was now
their right — from the entrance, it was the forward path. From this
room, there were again doors in all directions. Link chose the
right door, though whether it was right he did not know.

 

Taking what seemed to be a direct route, Link kept going
forward, until he encountered an L-shaped room. The door to their
right, in the base of the L, seemed to be closest to the insect.
The two went through.

 

Loud buzzing could be heard to the right, though to Shad it was
quite soft. They took that door, entering a room of Japanese art.
The insect was buzzing here. Though he could not see it, Link
stepped on it and caught the Tear. This room was a dead end, or at
least it used to be; but the wall in front had a large hole in it,
leading to the museum shop. “I guess we’re going in there after
all,” stated Link, as he rushed inside.

 

Shad, following, turned a corner and went down the hall and
through the door, finding the entrance again. It was only now that
they realized the adults had stayed; they were quite exhausted, and
didn’t want to do too much walking. Link offered tortillas, but
Miyamoto felt it better not to waste them. They had six Tears to
find, and Link wasn’t worried — at the time.










Chapter 8

 



There was one important difference between this Link and the
hero of legend: while the legendary hero had at most one sidekick,
this Link had to deal with four people following him around. He had
a team of sorts. He also talked quite a bit, but that wasn’t as
important.

 

Link meanwhile came up with a new name for the tortillas, and
told everyone that was with him: “Frisbread.” They were
Frisbee-shaped, and they were bread, so it seemed like a good
name.

 

Not really knowing where they were going, they wandered toward
another beam of light, finding themselves at the Sears Tower. Or,
at least, what was once the Sears Tower, and people still called it
by that name; but after an insurance company leased 140,000 square
feet of space in the building, Willis Tower was the new name.

 

As if it couldn’t be simpler, an insect buzzed into view. Though
its body could not be seen, the lightning surrounding it could, and
it was a cinch for Link to step on and crush it. He caught the Tear
easily.

 

The next beam was outside Soldier Field, the home of the Chicago
Bears. Again, Link easily caught the bug. It almost seemed
too easy.

 

The fourth beam, located at Trump International Hotel and Tower,
again had the bug outside the building. Link wondered if
someone could possibly be helping them.

 

Zeke Socrates was currently outside Wrigley Field, the home of
the Chicago Cubs. He glanced at the beams of light, seeing only
three. The others must have disappeared recently. In particular, he
noted the absence of a beam over the Art Institute, nodded, and
walked toward Seward Park.

 

Arriving at Seward Park, Link saw insect number five. He
squished it and got the Tear. They continued to the Chicago History
Museum, where Link did the same. They had but one destination left:
Wrigley Field. The beam above Wrigley Field, however, moved
slightly, then went out on its own. Puzzled, the party walked
there.

 

Zeke noticed something strange: the Wrigley Field beam went out
seconds after the Seward Park one. There was no way that they could
get there that quickly, unless they had Pegasus Boots, which he
doubted even existed anymore — and certainly not enough for four or
five people, counting how many got into Mike’s car. Eating another
tortilla, he made a run for the park.

 

Again, one door was unlocked, enough for them to get in and cimb
over the turnstiles. They continued up, until they came out into
the rows upon rows of seats. The insect was nowhere to be seen.
Link listened. Silence.

 

“Who’s that?” inquired Shad, pointing at a boy on the pitcher’s
mound, with his back turned to the seating.

“I don’t know,” replied Link. “Let’s find out.”

 

Climbing down to the lowest row, Link found something very odd:
a large hole in the protective net, as if someone wanted them to
climb down onto the field. Whoever this person was, they did his
bidding. Continuing, they walked to the center of the field. The
strange boy turned to them. “Looking for this?” he asked, holding
the final Tear of Light.

 

The boy was about five feet in height. He wore a purple-blue
shirt and a darker purple cape. His hair, long and draping around
the sides of his face, was a lavender shade, and his skin was
white, if a purple white. He wore red, not purple, sandal-type
shoes, though they were shaped more like boots. His eyes were red.
He had a gold headband adorned with a red jewel, and a matching
belt.

 

It took Link about a second or two to figure out his identity.
“Vaati?!” he gasped.

 

It was indeed Vaati, probably the second biggest villain in the
Zelda series, next to Ganondorf. “Well, you’ll just have
to get it from me!” he cackled, throwing the Tear into the stands,
ripping another hole in the net. A nearby radar gun registered 94
miles per hour, but Vaati wasn’t planning on becoming a
major-league pitcher anytime soon. Running to get it, Link was
stopped by a large one-eyed monster with two arms, another of
Vaati’s forms, which landed on the ground in front of him.

 

“What’s the matter?” laughed Vaati, in this monstrous form.
“Don’t you have a sword to strike me with?” Link, realizing he did
not, tried to find a way around Vaati, who knocked Link to the
ground with one arm, picking up and throwing the Tear with the
other. As if blown by a large gale, Vaati swiftly hovered to and
caught it; again, such a catch would win him a Gold Glove. “Try and
shoot me! What’s wrong? The beloved hero has lost his bow?” He
again threw the Tear, which, with a thud, landed — in
midair.

 

Silence. Even Vaati was speechless. The Tear threw itself toward
Link, who caught it and placed it in the Vessel. As Vaati hovered
there in surprise and anger, the group of “Tear-finders” was
transported away to Lanayru to restore light to the city.

 

At Buckingham Fountain, Lanayru again took back the Vessel, and
with a flash, the city of Chicago was in light again.

“Thank you, Link. Was it a hard task?”

“Not until the end, where we saw Vaati, who had one of the Tears
of Light.”

“Vaati? We have thought him to be dead for thousands of
years.”

“Apparently not. But the strangest thing was that the Tear,
being thrown, stopped in midair and flew to me!”

“I do not know why. Interesting.”

Remembering, Link had one more thing to ask. “Where can I get a
sword and shield?”

“It has been so long since anyone spoke to me that I would not
know. I am sorry.” The spirit disappeared.

 

Zeke was watching them from behind a tree. So this was the new
Link. Well, he certainly talked a lot more than older ones.

“Hello, Zeke.” Zeke rapidly turned around.

“Oh. Hi, Duke.”

“Spying on a family of tourists, are we?”

“Tourists? They live in the area.”

“You know them? Interesting.” Duke pondered this for a moment.
“Well, tourists or not, they won’t be happy to know that their
fridge has been emptied.”

“So you know them, too. Well, it’s not empty anymore.” Zeke held
up a half-eaten Frisbread.

“Tortillas?” Duke laughed. “You think that only tortillas will
feed a family? That’s a new one.”

“They’re actually quite tasty.” Zeke bit off a piece.

“Well, my experiment is going as planned; you should get to work
on yours.”

“Are they really that important?”

“Zeke, this is something that many educated men thought
impossible. Even Einstein said it would never happen.”

“What are you planning?”

“Nothing. I already did the planning; now I’m putting it into
action. Now if I see you causing trouble again… ” Duke walked
away.

“Oh, you won’t, Sherman,” muttered Zeke. His hand clenched into
a fist, and he ripped off another piece of tortilla, chewing it
with vigor.










Chapter 9

 



“Well, what do we do now?” Shad wondered.

“I guess we’re done here,” replied Elise. “Let’s head back to
the car.”

“The car… ” mumbled Richard. “It’s blocking traffic!”

“It doesn’t look like it,” commented Link. Richard, grabbing a
piece of Frisbread, took off toward the road where the barrier had
been.

 

After a few minutes, Richard found a paper note on the sidewalk.
“Look at this.” He read the note.

 


Dear Link and family:

I discovered that your car was in the way of traffic. I have
moved it to a safer place. Besides, you don’t need it right now, do
you? There’s quite a bit more to do in the city.

-Zeke



“Who’s Zeke?” It was Shad speaking.

“I don’t know,” Richard admitted, “but he’s stolen our car, and
he knows Link’s name.”

“Well, is there anything else we want to do here?” Shad threw
the question in the air.

“We still don’t know who has the Triforce of Wisdom, remember,”
remarked Link. “And if we run into more trouble like Vaati, I’ll
need a sword.”

“Well, where the heck are we going to find a sword in
Chicago?”

“I dunno. Are there any swordsmiths or something?”

“Well, it’s been hundreds of years since people walked around
with swords to defend themselves.”

“If a replica will do, there’s a shop on Michigan Avenue.”
Richard held up his iPhone, which was opened to the Maps
application.

 

Inside the shop, a large man behind the counter welcomed them.
He had a large mustache and a thick beard, and one eye was
squinting.

 

Examining the swords, Link discovered that they might have made
a mistake: all of them seemed to be made of plastic. Richard
apparently noticed this too, as he asked the shopkeeper: “Do you
have any metal swords?”

“For sale? No, unfortunately. If you want, I can show you an old
one I have in the back of the store; but I’d rather keep it, and
it’s priceless, in my opinion.”

“We’d be happy to see it.”

The shopkeeper took out a long, gray, cardboard box and opened
it. He pulled the sword out of its sheath.

 

The sword was three to four feet long, double-edged, and
one-handed. It had no fuller; the blade was a smooth, flat surface,
beveled on each side. The bevels met near the tip, creating a
pointed ridge in the center. The guard and pommel were blue-purple,
and the grip was a darker, grayish variation on this color, with
lines crossing it. A yellow gemstone was set in front of the guard.
The symbol of the Triforce was etched into the blade near the back.
The scabbard was the same bluish color, with golden designs. It
appeared to be a replica of the Master Sword.

 

“Well, what do you think?”

“It looks nice. Where’d you get it?” inquired Link.

“I got it off of some guy for free, oddly enough. Said that he’d
give it to me only if I promised not to give it away to anyone
else. He mentioned something about it having strange powers, I
think. ‘Only one person should receive this sword,’ he said.”

“Who?”

“I can’t remember the name. Clank, Stink — it was something like
that.”

“Well, thank you for your time,” interrupted Elise, “but we’d
best be looking somewhere else. Come on, Link.”

“Link!” exclaimed the man. “That was it! So, you’re Link, eh?”
He eyed Link. “Some funny clothes you’ve got there. If this was
meant for you, then take it. I don’t mind. With all of the weird
stuff going on, I’d be glad to get rid of stuff I got that seems
strange.”

 

Link picked up the sword in his left hand. “Now you’d want to
use your other hand, wouldn’t you?” advised the shopkeeper.

“I’m left-handed,” replied Link.

“That makes sense. Well? How does it feel?”

“It feels as if — as if it was meant for me.”

“And it was, if you’re who that guy was talking about.”

 

Link practiced a few swings. Though he had never used a sword
before, it came to him naturally. The sword was surprisingly light.
Link looked closely at the yellow gemstone. It seemed to give off
light by itself; it was obviously not fake. He realized that this
was probably not a replica, but the Master Sword itself.

 

He picked up the scabbard, sheathed the sword, and fit it onto
his shoulder. Before he turned to leave, he asked the man one more
question.

“The man you got this sword from — what was his name?”

“He called himself Zeke. Zeke Stockings or something like
that.”

“I guess I’ll be off, then. Thanks.” Link turned and left.




The shopkeeper shook his head, mumbling to himself as he closed
and put away the box. Things had been quite strange lately.

 

Link wondered how the Master Sword had found its way to a
Chicago shop. Shad wondered if he would get a weapon at some point.
Richard wondered who this Zeke person was. Miyamoto wondered what
the Book of Legends said about the Master Sword. Elise just hoped
Link would be careful with it.

 

Coming out of the store, Link spotted something on the ground.
Stooping down, he discovered that it was a shield. It, in fact,
looked like a Hylian Shield from the games. Another note was
attached.

 


It looks like you’ve found yourself a sword. I noticed that you
didn’t have a shield either, so I left you this.

-Zeke



With a confused look on his face, Link fit the shield onto his
back. He showed Richard the note. “Well, whoever Zeke is, he seems
to be helping,” Link pointed out.

 

“Where are we going to go next?” asked Miyamoto. “We still need
to find the last piece of the Triforce. Besides, I don’t like to
think that Vaati is still around.”

“What about Ganondorf?”

“He’s in prison.”

“Well, if he can survive execution, why can’t he escape from
prison?”

“Right. Last I heard, he was in the Cook County Jail.”

 

It was a long walk to the jail, but they had more Frisbread, so
they were able to take the walk. “Why can’t I just have my car
back?!” complained Richard. Once they arrived, they found
themselves in a reception area, where they were asked by a sign to
check in. They walked up to the window.

 

“Names?”

They gave the receptionist their names.

“And which inmate will you be visiting today?”

“Ganondorf,” Richard declared.

“Dragmire,” Miyamoto added.

“How is each of you related to Ganondorf?”

“He’s my uncle,” lied Shad quickly.

“And I’m his cousin,” lied Link, pointing to Shad.

“We’re his parents,” Link’s parents further stated, telling the
truth this time.

“And I’m his stepfather,” lied Miyamoto, referring to Shad.

“Can I see photo identification?”

The three adults handed in their driver’s licenses, and the two
high schoolers displayed their student ID cards.

“Unfortunately, Mr. Miyamoto, you don’t seem to be a citizen of
the United States, so I’m going to have to ask you to remain in the
waiting area. If the rest of you would walk through that metal
detector over there… ” She motioned to one, off to the left.

 

Link wondered how he would get through this predicament. To pass
through the metal detector without it registering, he would have to
remove a set of chain mail and a shield, as well as the Master
Sword, which would promptly be taken and examined. That would get
him in serious trouble: carrying a sword into a high-security jail?
He should have left it outside.

 

An explosion was heard from around the corner. There was
shouting and gunfire, and Ganondorf ran around the corner, stopping
to stare at Link. “You,” he boomed, kicking the two guards behind
him to the floor. “How’d you get here?”

Link shrugged. “I walked.”

 

Angrily, Ganondorf fired his signature energy ball at Link. Link
pulled out the Master Sword and deflected it calmly. Ganondorf,
instead of deflecting it back, ducked, causing the ball to hit an
approaching guard behind him. Ganondorf ran through the metal
detector, activating it and summoning more guards. He charged and
fired another energy ball, which Link accidentally deflected at the
receptionist’s computer. The glass blocking off the reception area
shattered, knocking out the receptionist, who would recover three
days later with no memory of that day’s events.

 

Ganondorf madly gathered a large amount of energy, throwing it
to the ceiling, which started to crumble. The overhead security
camera was directly hit, shorting out the security system and
effectively erasing all of the footage since last evening.

 

To avoid the collapsing ceiling, the five questers ran out of
the way, toward the doors. With ten guards and one Gerudo following
them, they dashed outside. To their surprise and relief, Richard’s
car was parked right outside the doors. They hurriedly climbed
inside and drove away, not noticing the following note on the
window:

 


Thought you might need it soon.

-Zeke












Chapter 10

 



What followed was basically a car chase, if a very odd one.
Police cars soon were following them around, and Ganondorf fired
energy at the police, in turn trying to shoot at Ganondorf, who
made it hard by flying several feet above the ground. Ganondorf
also attacked their car occasionally, resulting in a mad swerve,
but he was more concerned about his own fate than theirs.

 

After going about ten miles down the road this way, a large
chunk of rock fell into the road. They had to swerve off of the
road entirely to avoid it, bumping over the curb. Elise looked up,
not believing what she saw: the moon. Not that it was an unusual
time of day, as it was nine o’clock right now, the time the jail
would have closed to visitors. No, there were quite a few
surprising things, but seeing the moon at this time of day was not
one of them.

 

First, the moon was much closer to the earth than it should have
been. Second, a mean, red-eyed face was staring at them from it, as
if the moon itself were alive. Third, it had small (relative to its
size, not theirs) chunks out of it, some of which were falling to
the earth.

 

Another of these chunks hit the road in front of them, resulting
in another mad swerve. Cars coming in the opposite direction
crashed into it. A few police cars, not able to steer as quickly,
stayed behind them. A third piece fell directly behind their car;
it actually helped, by slowing the police and stopping some.

 

Ganondorf had no idea what was happening; he had never seen such
a thing as this before. Even more surprising was a strange beam
coming down from the moon, falling on Link’s vehicle. As if by a
strange force, the car was pulled toward the moon, the mouth of
which was now open.

 

The five questers passed into the moon. Inside, it was very
different from how they would expect it. A green field lay inside;
in the middle was a tree. Link recognized this scene, though he
expected to see five children; instead, only one stood by the tree,
wearing a purple mask.

 

“Hello. Nice day, isn’t it?”

“It’s the late evening,” Link corrected him.

“Not here. Here, it’s the middle of the day, and it sure is a
nice one.”

“Yeah, yeah. What do you want?”

“I just want to play with you. There’s nobody else around… I
feel lonely.”

“What about… ” Link turned around. His parents, Shad, and
Miyamoto were gone. “Okay, I’ll play.”

“Great! I’d like to play good guys vs. bad guys, if that’s all
right with you.”

”Yeah, it is.”

“Let’s get started, then—”

“Wait!” Link walked over to a mask on the ground. Its visage
seemed to be a distorted version of Link’s, with blue markings and
white hair. Yet another note was attached.

 


It would not be wise for a boy armed with only a sword to
confront a boy armed with an evil mask of great power.

-Zeke



Link took the mask, discarding the note. “Okay, I’m ready.”

Link was transported to a colorful room, an arena of sorts. The
boy’s mask, Majora’s Mask, hung on the front wall. Detaching
itself, the mask started to attack Link.

 

Link donned the mask he had found. Suddenly, he felt very
strange, and with a cry of pain, the mask came alive. The next
thing he knew, he was about twice as tall and held not the Master
Sword but a larger sword, shaped like a double helix.

 

He swung the sword at the mask. He missed, but a beam of energy
flew out at it, damaging it. He swung madly and repeatedly, until
the mask hovered in front of him. It grew legs and arms, and a
small head. Link just used the same technique he had been using.
Furiously, the creature’s arms and legs grew more muscular, as did
the head, so that the original mask’s shape could only be seen on
its chest. Link just swung his sword a bunch. This was easier than
he pictured it.

 

However, the battle became harder still. The monster doubled in
size, becoming larger than Link. It fired fireballs from its
whiplike arms. As Link’s sword absorbed these, its power seemed to
increase, until it fired a high-energy blast back at the monster.
It merely grew yet again, and started running around the room very
quickly, throwing fireballs. Link absorbed the majority of these,
firing back as often as he could, but the behemoth only grew
larger. It finally dawned on Link that it was absorbing his beams,
so he instead struck it directly. This caused it to shrink. He
continued to strike it until it was a mere dwarf, less than half
Link’s size. The little demon zipped around, too quickly for Link
to do anything, so he removed the mask.

 

Back to his normal size, Link found the creature much more easy
to chase, and quickly caught up to it, using the Master Sword to
deliver the final blow. As he did, a hole opened in the ground, and
Link fell out of the moon. He somehow landed quite softly, on the
grass next to the road. The other four people that had disappeared
on the moon materialized next to him. The car was missing, and a
note was left on the grass in front of him.

 


Well, you seem to have defeated Majora. A shame, really; he was
just an ordinary boy, corrupted by his own desires and sealed in a
mask. It appears that my friend Zeke has been aiding you; this is
not something I like at all, and I apologize if he has been
somewhat of a mystery. Don’t listen too much to him, as he is a bit
too proud of himself and could easily get carried away.

-Duke



 

Link was about to show this note to Shad when he noticed they
had a problem: the police were approaching quickly, and they were
without a car. They started to run, but the cars caught up, and
police stepped out, shooting guns at Link; he was the only armed
one of the five, so they figured he was the one to take on first.
Link felt his Hylian Shield getting dented, but it did not break;
it must have been made of some strong material.

 

Just about when the police thought to shoot at Link’s legs, not
his back, a car heading the opposing direction swerved into the
other lane, making a U-turn, and a man burst out, shooting back at
the police. “Get in!” he barked.

The five of them got in the car. Though it originally had five
seats, it had been modified to fit six. Richard got in the back,
with Elise remaining in front. It was crowded, but they were
fine.

The man got in the car and floored the accelerator. Link, having
a chance to study his appearance, did so. He appeared to be around
thirty years of age. His hair was brown and spiky. He wore a pair
of round spectacles over his eyes, which were green.

 

“The name’s Zeke,” he introduced himself. “Zeke Socrates. You’d
be Link, then?” Link nodded. “And if I may ask, I’d like to know
the rest of your names.”

“I’m Shad — Shad Athens, Link’s friend.”

“The name is Richard Heracles.”

“Elise, Richard’s husband. We’re Link’s parents.”

“Shigeru Miyamoto, game designer for Nintendo.”

“Well, that’s quite an assortment,” replied Zeke. “You seem to
be on a quest. What are you looking for?”

“We’re looking for the holder of the Triforce of Wisdom,”
declared Miyamoto.

“Well, if that’s all, then your quest is over.” Zeke held up his
hand, revealing a Triforce mark. “But there are more important
matters that need to be taken care of — and I’ll need your help.
You see, I have a friend named Duke Sherman, and I suspect he’s
been causing trouble.” Link handed him the note he had just found.
“What’s this? A note from Duke? Then my suspicions are confirmed,
or close to it.” He crumpled the note, tossing it to the floor of
the car. Meanwhile, he swerved around an iron wall blocking the
road, resulting in a crash of police cars behind them.

“Where are we going?” asked Link.

“Argonne National Laboratory,” answered Zeke.










Chapter 11

 



The policemen that were still conscious got out of their cars
and examined the iron wall. Sprayed on it was a signed message:

 


Sorry for the wall. Hopefully, none of you are in critical
condition.

-Zeke



Meanwhile, Zeke’s car pulled up to Argonne. The six of them
stepped out and walked up to a large, triangular building. “So
where did you get the sword and shield?” asked Zeke, putting his
thumb on a fingerprint tester and opening the door. They walked
in.

“The sword I got from the owner of a plastic sword shop. It was
the only real sword he had. The shield I found outside, with a note
from you.”

“A note from me?”

“Yeah, saying that I didn’t have a shield, so you left me
one.”

“Strange… Well, this is Argonne. My home, in a way. This
building in particular is where we work on the more confidential
projects. Only registered lab workers can get in, but holding the
door for others was quite overlooked. My room is on the right, and
Duke’s is on the left. There’s no way we’re getting in without his
fingerprint.” But to his surprise, he found that the tester said
“AUTHORIZATION COMPLETE PLEASE STEP IN,” and they did easily.

 

Inside was a large, white cage-like device. It looked like a
phone booth and had an elaborate keypad. A chair sat next to a
desk, on which were three things: a desk lamp, a small device that
looked like a calculator with a QWERTY keyboard, and a journal.
Zeke picked up the journal.

 


June 3, 2014

I’ve been assigned an experiment to try: bringing people from
the past into the present. This is a very interesting concept, and
I’ll start working on it right away.

 

June 4, 2014

The project is going as planned. I have built a prototype, in
the shape of a phone booth.I do wonder about the implications of
this technology, if I perfect it.

 

June 5, 2014

I tried it out for the first time today. No success. I have to
find a way to uniquely identify a single person, a single
intelligent being. I’m thinking about using the person’s name, but
how?

 

June 6, 2014

This problem is quite a dilemma. I’ve got an idea on how using
the person’s name could work. I’ll try it Monday.

 

 

June 9, 2014

The device is working! I was able to talk to Albert Einstein
himself! He, of course, was very surprised that I could get it
working. He seems to be only a mere copy — he still lived the rest
of his life normally, after I sent back the “past clone,” still
saying that such things were impossible and with no recollection of
my talking to him.

 

June 10, 2014

I decided today to try something different, cloning a person
that it still alive: Shigeru Miyamoto, in his childhood. I
discovered, to my surprise, that he’s been to Chicago! He told me
about a “Book of Legends” he had come across, and I gathered as
much information about it as possible.

 

June 11, 2014

If the legends in this Book of Legends — and therefore in the
games — are indeed true, then Ganondorf, for example, was a real
person. Through trial and error, I’m trying to deduce the time at
which the legends occurred. It’s not working so far.

 

June 12, 2014

Success! I have brought Ganondorf to the present time.
Surprisingly, he speaks English, though he calls it “Hylian.” I
have decided to work on a handheld version of the invention.

 

June 13, 2014

The handheld version is working. In the meantime, I’ve conjured
Zant. He seems like a cheerful fellow. In case I forget, the year
is 1500 BC. That’s for Zant’s invasion; I don’t know about the
other legends.

 

June 16, 2014

Is it really that safe to write these things down anymore? The
things I’m doing now are things that I want no one to know about.
Thus, I’ve decided that it would be better to continue these notes
in a private journal at my house.



 

The entries ended there. Zeke showed the journal to Link, who
read it (with Shad looking over his shoulder) and realized who Duke
really was. He was responsible for Ganondorf’s appearance. He was
the one causing all of this trouble.

 

Policemen ran into the room, kicking the door open. Alarms went
off, and security guards began to run toward the building. Zeke
shot a few bullets back, then ran down the hall and around a
corner. Link followed. A policeman shot at Link, who somehow
managed to deflect it with the Master Sword. He gave the policeman
a sarcastic, surprised look, though Link himself was surprised.

 

They entered a room full of security lasers. In the middle was a
small glass of what looked like water. As the police rounded the
corner, Zeke ran through half of the lasers, picked up the glass,
and threw it at the officers. The liquid burst into flame on
contact. The rest of the group hastily followed Zeke.

 

The next room had an invisible barrier halfway through the room,
with a steel arch on the left side of the room. The group ran
through the arch, some confused as to why, but they understood when
five running police hit the barrier and fell to the ground.

 

The third room they passed through was circular and had an
enormous machine in the center. As they exited the room into
another hall, Zeke flipped a switch on the wall of this hallway. As
police ran into the room, electric bolts from the machine stopped
some of them in their tracks.

 

The fourth room, after the hallway, had four exits, all wide
enough for several men to pass through. A few police were still
following them, but a larger problem was the horde of security
guards, coming from the left-hand and right-hand exits. Zeke’s car
was mysteriously there in the center. Astounded, they climbed in
and drove away quickly. The exit they used, the one in front,
somehow got them outside.

 

 

Zeke picked up a note on the dashboard. It read:

 


Heh, I’ve officially surprised myself.

-Zeke



Zeke had no idea where they were going. Driving away, he decided
he would go back to downtown Chicago, as he was familiar with the
city.

 

“Do you think this could be useful? I grabbed it in the lab.”
Link held up the calculator-like device — Duke’s pocket version of
his invention.

“Sure, why not?” replied Zeke.

“Where are we going now?”

“I honestly don’t know. Somewhere in Chicago.”

 

All were silent for a few minutes. Finally, Miyamoto, studying
the Book of Legends, piped up. “Hey, I found this legend in the
Book that sounds like it’s talking about us.”

“Really?” Zeke asked. “What does it say?”

“I’ll read it to you; it’s rather short. It’s called ‘The Legend
of Ziki and Duki.’

“’Once, in the land of Hyrule lived Ziki and Duki. They were two
masters of invention, and friends of a sort, though they often
quarreled. One day, Duki came up with a great invention, but used
it for evil and his own desires, in an attempt to claim Hyrule for
himself. Ziki knew of these events, but he did not know if Duki was
responsible.

“’A young hero named Link seeked to end these events. He did not
know of Ziki or Duki. Managing to stay hidden, Ziki tried to help
Link, until finally they met each other. They discovered what Duki
had done, and tried to find him. But Duki had locked himself in a
tower, not the tallest, but its predecessor.’”

“Wait, wait. Which tower? The tallest one’s predecessor?”

“Yes. It sounds like whichever one was tallest before the one
that’s the tallest now.”

“The tallest one now would be the Chicago Spire, which was
completed a couple of years ago, I believe. That would make its
predecessor… ”

“The Sears Tower,” blurted Link.

“Willis Tower, as it’s called now, but yes. If that’s where he
is, that’s where we’re going.”










Chapter 12

 


They parked by the tower. Its lights were off, as it was late at
night already, but a single light at the top alerted them to the
fact that someone was inside. They walked in, finding the doors
unlocked.

 

The elevator was in operation. They selected the highest floor.
The elevator started moving, though a bit slowly. Link held out the
bag of Frisbread, offering it to the others.

 

“So you found the tortillas,” remarked Zeke.

“We call them Frisbread.”

“Quite a silly name, but it’ll work.”

 

Presently, the elevator stopped and opened at the hundredth
story, refusing to continue to the remaining eight. “I guess we’re
taking the stairs,” decided Richard.

 

It was not a short walk, and they were grateful for the
remaining Frisbread. They finally reached the top floor. Or rather,
the floor second from the top; the top floor no longer existed. By
the destructive removal of the ceiling, the floor of the above
story, and several walls, Duke had made this part of the tower much
larger.

 

Duke sat on a rafter near the top. He was a man of about the
same age as Zeke. He had black, long hair, falling to the sides of
his head. He wore no glasses. His eyes were blood red, and he had a
smirk on his face.

 

He sat with an assortment of Zelda villains next to him:
Ganondorf, Vaati, Majora, Zant, even the nightmarish Dethl. How
Majora had returned, Link did not entirely know. Bellum seemed to
be missing; Duke might have forgotten him, or not known.

 

“Hello, Zeke,” Duke greeted. “Come to show off your
friends?”

“I’ve come to put an end to your deeds.”

“Why? Why not stop helping them and help me? We could do great
things together, you know.”

“Together? Yeah, I don’t think that’s going to happen, at least
not with us as equals.”

“I might surprise you.”

”You’ve been surprising enough already.” Zeke pointed his gun at
Duke.

“Hey, there’s no need to be angry with me. I was just making an
offer. But if you’re thinking about rejecting, may I demonstrate
some of the advantages?” He made a gesture with his arms, and all
five villains sprang down at his command, ready to fight.

 

Link traditionally focused on Ganondorf, who pulled out a sword
and shield. Ganondorf swung at Link, who parried the move with the
Master Sword. The two of them pressed, each as hard as they had the
strength to do, against each other’s blades. Ganondorf, to his
horror, found his blade starting to bend as the Master Sword
pressed on it, and hurriedly released his grip, dodging the Master
Sword’s imminent vertical strike. Picking up his blade, he again
swung, a blow which the Hylian Shield gladly took. Link swung and
hit Ganondorf in the side. In pain and rage, Ganondorf grew into
his beast form Ganon. Link started to fight this form, much harder
to deal with using only a sword and relatively small shield.

 

Richard, meanwhile, took Vaati, still in his human form, and
spanked him like a naughty child. Vaati had never seen this kind of
punishment before, and found it very painful. He struggled to get
free. After about two minutes of this, he finally found his way out
of Richard’s grasp, turning into his monster form. Richard stood
there, with his fists in the air and a mean look on his face.

 

Zeke and Zant fought a “battle of Z’s,” Zant madly firing
magenta-colored balls of energy and teleporting around the room
while Zeke used every method to dodge them and fired back with his
pistol, never quick enough to hit Zant.

 

Shad decided to take on Majora, who was in his “wrath” form,
with whips for arms. Shad, running around, had no idea what to do
at first. He saw that Link was holding the Fierce Deity’s Mask.
Running past quickly, he grabbed and put on the mask, confusing
Ganon for long enough to let Link get a hit in. Shad swung his
sword at the demon repeatedly, trying in vain to dodge its
whips.

 

Miyamoto, meanwhile, aimed at killing Dethl, currently in his
one-eyed form. He picked up a boomerang-shaped chunk of ceiling
tile and threw it at Dethl’s single eye. It did not have the great
effect he expected; so that had been only a bug in the game, not
part of the Book. He struck at Dethl’s arms, trying to figure out
another weakness.

 

Elise watched all of this, not knowing what to do. As if by
fate, Duke’s pocket invention fell from Link’s belt. Elise, running
to pick it up, studied its appearance rather quickly. Other than
the QWERTY keyboard and a number pad, it had large green and red
buttons. She pointed the device at Ganon like a remote and pressed
the red button. Ganon vanished. Doing the same to Vaati, Majora,
Dethl, and Zant, who was the toughest due to his constant
teleportation, Elise cleared the room of Zelda villains.

 

Duke smiled. “Thank you for helping my plan. You see, the reason
I brought Ganondorf to this time was that he had the Triforce of
Power. With him, and the other villains, gone, I’m the one here who
desires the most power. I can feel the three pieces resonating
right now. They are close.”

 

Miyamoto opened the Book, hurriedly reading what happened
next.

“Arriving at the tower, Link and Ziki found Duki, who set his
followers on them. With the help of a brave woman, the followers
soon were gone, leaving only her, Ziki, Duki, and Link. Link got an
idea of what to do, but before he could say it, the woman took a
book—” He got no further; Elise grabbed the Book of Legends and
threw it at Duke.

 

Duke, now hovering in the air, ducked. “You think a book can
defeat me? Honestly, I don’t know what’s up with people these
days.” He, with a motion of his hand, caused chunks of the
building’s structure to fly at the group of six.

“Link!” yelled Miyamoto. “Come up with some idea! Think!”

Link, thinking quickly, grabbed the device from Elise. He
hurriedly, dodging chunks of plaster, entered the number -1700 and
the name “Navi.” He pressed the green button, and a fairy
materialized in front of him. “HEY! What am I doing here?” it
yelled.

“WHAT?! NO!” shouted Duke. Link, smiling, repeated the process
several times and pointed the multiple Navis to Duke. Soon, Duke
had a cloud of fairies around him, shouting “HEY! LISTEN! HEY! HEY!
LISTEN!” Duke, in a scream of rage, moved his arms out in a quick
gesture, squishing the annoying little fiends against the walls,
floor, and ceiling. A gunshot was heard, and Duke suddenly fell to
the floor.

Link looked at Zeke in confusion. Zeke looked at his pistol,
then his watch, in confusion. Suddenly, there was a final burst of
energy from Duke’s dying body, knocking Zeke to the ground as well.
Link ran over. “Zeke! Are you okay?” Zeke did not respond.
Suddenly, his hand glowed. Finding new strength, he stood up.
“Yeah, I’ll be all right. You know, the Triforce is a funny thing.
Sometimes, you don’t even know what you can do with it, or part of
it.” Link smiled, but his smile disappeared after Zeke, a
mean-looking smile forming on his face, continued. “And sometimes,
once you realize that, you start to think of all the things you can
do with this power. For if you can heal yourself, protect yourself
from death, the possibilites are endless. To give an example, I
could kill you now, if I wanted to. In fact, I think I will!” He
fired a ball of energy at Link, who backed away quickly. Something
was not right. Zeke would never do this.

 

Zeke fired another ball at Link, who deflected it with the
Master Sword. Zeke, of course, returned the ball. As Link deflected
the ball again, Zeke released another. Link now had two balls to
deflect, and as he did, Zeke released a third, then a fourth, until
Link was madly swinging the sword around. He had to think. What
would an earlier Link have done?

 

Link ran quite some distance away, giving himself some more time
to react, and held his sword out to his right. As energy bounced
off of the sword, a different kind of energy formed around it, in a
blue, then orange ring. Link, in a vivid release, spun in a
complete circle. The balls of energy all hit Zeke simultaneously,
as he tried to run. “NO! I’LL BE BACK!” he yelled, as he fell to
the ground. Link ran over, and saw that a Triforce symbol was
fading from Zeke’s hand; not the Wisdom triangle, which still
glowed brightly, but the upper piece, the Triforce of Power.

 

Zeke got up again. “What happened to me?” he asked. “Did Duke…
”

“I don’t know,” responded Link, “but Duke’s gone now.”

“We had best be going, then. There’s something I have to do at
Argonne.”










Chapter 13

 



They drove back to Argonne. The guards had abandoned the site,
going instead to check out the situation at Willis Tower. Zeke was
smart enough to take a different route to the laboratory, assuring
that they wouldn’t run into the police. When they arrived, Zeke
entered the same building they had entered before, with the same
door. “Wait here,” he directed, and he entered his part of the
lab.

 

A few seconds later, he walked in through the entrance again.
“Just one more thing I have to do,” he stated. He once more walked
into the same section, and came in through the door shortly.

 

From Zeke’s perspective, however, this part of the story was
much longer. His assigned project was a device to travel back in
time, and to any place. The first time he walked in, he picked up
the Master Sword and a Hylian Shield, which he had strived to find
and had kept in there, as well as a pair of Golden Gauntlets, the
Fierce Deity’s Mask, a pen, and a stack of notecards. He then
entered into his machine the time from that afternoon, after the
twilight had gone, and the coordinates of Richard’s car. Appearing
next to the car, he left a note, then got in and drove it, parking
it outside the Cook County Jail, which fortunately had free,
unlimited parking. He left a second handwritten note there.

 

His next stop was Bob’s Sword Shop, where he convinced Bob to
take the sword and give it only to Link. Walking outside, he left a
third note and the shield.

 

He waited out the long hours until a while after nine p.m., at
which he ran to the road from Chicago to Argonne. A tap on the
shoulder made Zeke turn around. It was Duke. “So, you thought you
could escape me? Well, here’s a surprise for you.” He stepped
aside, revealing Majora’s Mask. A large, menacing moon appeared low
in the sky, and the mask ascended to it in a beam of light. Zeke
followed it to the moon. Threatening Majora with the Fierce Deity’s
Mask, he convinced the mask-wearing kid to release him. He left the
mask, along with another note.

 

Zeke was set down near Argonne. He noticed a nearby box. It was
large, twenty feet at least, and made of iron. It appeared to be
for an experiment. It was not finished, as the sides, a foot or two
thick each, were still separate. Someone had left a can of orange
spray paint nearby. Donning the gauntlets, Zeke picked up the wall
and threw it into the road, leaving the opposite lane clear. He
sprayed a message onto it with spray paint.

 

Hiding behind the wall, Zeke waited. Eventually, the car chase
approached, and police cars crashed into the wall. Zeke saw his car
pulling into the parking lot; hopefully nobody saw him. When the
passengers had all entered the building, Zeke ran to the car, got
in, and carefully backed it into the other end of the same
building. He left another note.

 

The final hours went by slowly. Zeke hid in a nearby truck. He
saw the light in Willis Tower, and it flickered as the final battle
went on. Soon after, Zeke’s car pulled back into the Argonne lot.
While this happened, Zeke realized he had more to do, and walked
back into the lab, taking the front entrance again. Notifying the
others, he walked back into the machine, this time going back just
an hour or two, and entering the exact coordinates of a rafter high
in Willis Tower.

 

Looking down, he saw Duke being pestered by the multiple copies
of Navi. With a wave of his arms, they all flew at the walls, and
Zeke flinched, hoping that he wouldn’t be hit. Pulling out his gun,
he shot Duke, ending the battle — or at least part of it. He
quickly hid himself and waited for the battle to end.

 

It was a long run back to Argonne, but he managed it. He arrived
just moments after his previous self did. “Well, I’m done,” he
panted. “Let’s get out of here.”

 

By the time they arrived at Link’s house, it was nearly
midnight. Zeke dropped them off at Link’s house. Walking due to
their lack of a car, Link’s family dropped off Shad and Miyamoto.
They slept for the rest of the night.

 

Link and the others that were with him received numerous awards
and quite a bit of money. Link had no idea what to do with his, so
he put it in the bank. Richard got a new car. Elise donated money
to the Cook County Jail and Willis Tower, which were soon repaired
entirely. Shad got a Wii, a faster computer, and a book detailing
some of the more complex aspects of programming in C++. Miyamoto
returned to Japan with his share, announcing to the public that it
would go toward “making more and better games for the Wii and
handheld consoles.” Zeke never revealed his use for the money, but
Link suspected that he used it to help him in the search for
artifacts of old Hyrule.

 

Even the President of the United States came to see Link and his
team. All of them were pardoned of any crimes they may have
committed during the previous week’s events. The visit made
national news.

 

Since the general public did not know most of what had happened,
making the Legend of Ziki and Duki into a game became Link and
Shad’s summer project. Many other Zelda fans liked the game, and it
became known in forums around the Internet.

 

A week or two after the now historical end of school, Link found
several objects on his desk: the Fierce Deity’s Mask, a pair of
Golden Gauntlets, a bow with arrows in a quiver, the Book of
Legends, and a note. Link read the note.

 


Link,

All of these are items I worked hard to acquire. Consider them
gifts. If you run into such trouble as Vaati again, hopefully
you’ll be able to defend yourself.

I was recently looking through the phone book, and I discovered
something interesting: you live exactly twelve houses away from me.
Perhaps we shall meet again. My phone number should be in your
book; call me if you need me.

-Ezekiel Plato Socrates, Ph.D.
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