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Chapter 1

 


Link ran into the room. The door slammed behind him. When Link
turned around, he noticed bars covering the door. He would have to
find another way out.

 

He looked around the room. The floor was made of dirt. The walls
and ceiling were hard stone. In front of him stood a pedestal, upon
which was the item he’d been looking for: a candle. The candle had
a blue flame, which lit up the room. Across from him was another
door, identical to the one he had come through; it too was barred.
Four blue stone pedestals sat in the corners of the room.

 

Link walked to the central pedestal. As he approached the
candle, a fence of spiked iron bars rose suddenly out of the
ground. It was six feet high, too tall for Link to reach over and
too dense for him to reach through. The fence was in a square shape
around the pedestal that held the candle.

 

An old man in a cloak appeared on one of the blue pedestals. He
wore a pointed, blue hat with moon and star designs. He carried a
large, wooden staff, upon which was a red orb. As he held this
staff in the air, a red glow appeared around the orb. He lunged
forward, and the glow separated from the orb, flying at Link. Link
ran to the side, avoiding it.

 

The old man disappeared, only to reappear on the pedestal behind
Link. Link ran to him, in an attempt to attack. The man simply
vanished again, materializing on another of the blue corner
squares. Link heard this, but didn’t see it. Looking around, he
spotted the wizened magician to his right. He tried running again,
with no luck at getting to the wizard.

 

After this continued a few times, Link got an idea. As the
sorcerer was readying his attack, Link pulled out a weapon of his —
a wooden bow. Grabbing an arrow from his quiver, he shot the
warlock, stunning him temporarily. Link ran to him and pulled out
another weapon, a sword with an orange grip, hitting the man with
it.

 

The mage soon faded from Link’s vision. Link wheeled around,
noticing him to the left, and shot another arrow. He then ran over
and whacked the wizard a few more times. This was getting easy.

 

However, the elderly enchanter had to complicate things. Firing
another spell, he knocked the candle over, snuffing it out. The
room became dark. Link couldn’t even see his hand.

 

A red light illuminated the room. Link detected its source: the
geezer was yet again charging his signature spell. Link fired
another shaft from his bow; his aim wasn’t disturbed much by the
dark conditions, and he was easily able to run over and attack.

 

After a few more repetitions of this, it got even harder. The
magic-user charged a blue spell and fired it at the wall, causing
it to madly bounce around the room. Teleporting to another corner,
he charged and fired an orange spell, which bounced as well, doing
no harm to Link. He similarly released a green spell. In the
confusion of spells, Link had no idea that the man was about to
release his red attack again. As the red, glowing ball glided at
Link, he hurriedly dodged out of the way, and —

 

“DINNER!”

With that cry, Link first froze in place for a moment. Then, the
wizard and spells froze as well. Then, everything dimmed. Behind
Link, words appeared in midair:

 

GAME PAUSED

Press A to
continue.

 

Watching Link from the other side of the television screen was …
Link. This Link was sixteen years old and wore a gray T-shirt and
brown shorts. Currently, he held a Wii Remote in his right hand and
a Nunchuk in his left. He was sitting in a maroon beanbag chair
next to Shad, another teenager with glasses and brown hair.

 

The room was dark, the only light coming from the screen. The
floor was covered in beige carpet. Two beanbags sat on the floor:
the maroon one upon which Link sat, and a dark green one seating
Shad. The ceiling tiles were white and square, like most. Off to
the right, a staircase led up to the main floor of the house — this
was the basement.

 

The call came from Hestia Athens, Shad’s mother. Link was on
this particular day visiting Shad’s house. It was a Saturday, the
twenty-third of August, and two days before the start of school for
both Link and Shad, at Norton Valley High School. Link and Shad
were playing The Dark Race, the latest Zelda
installment. With all of the money from Miyamoto’s award from June,
Nintendo was able to get the game out at the beginning of
August.

 

Link took off the wrist strap on the Wii Remote and got up. Shad
got up as well, and the two ran up the stairs and into the kitchen.
They sat down near Reginald, Shad’s father. Hestia opened the oven
and took out a cheese pizza. Link took a quick glance at one of the
cabinets to the right of the oven. That cabinet once had a jar of
salt in it. The jar had been broken by Link. He remembered as if it
were just yesterday.

 

The pizza was very good, and the four diners devoured it. Link
wolfed down his slices as if he were … a wolf, of course. And he
had been, but at the moment, the only thing strange about his
appearance was his ears, which had stayed pointed since that Friday
a few months ago.

 

After dinner, Link and Shad returned to the game. With a sudden
jerk, the room on the screen was back to the brightness it had been
at before, Link, the spells, and the wizard were moving, and the
pause message was gone. Link, knowing what he had to do, controlled
his character, avoiding the wizard’s red spells and shooting
arrows.

 

After being hit several more times by the orange-hilted sword,
the wizard took his last breath and fell to the ground. In a burst
of blue flame, his body disintegrated, and the spiky fence around
the candle pedestal lowered itself. The Link from the game walked
to the candle and picked it up.

 

According to the game, this was the Blue Candle, an item that
hadn’t appeared in the series since the very first game. It was
described as giving off a blue flame, but for a short period of
time. Link guided his character through the now-unlocked door on
the far side of the room.

 

“So what do you think that was?” asked Shad.

“I think it was supposed to be a Wizzrobe,” conjectured Link.
“It fought kinda like the ones from Majora’s Mask.”

“Yeah, but what about where it went all dark and he started
firing more spells?”

“That must have been something they added.”

“I guess.”

“Well, it’s getting late. My parents will be here soon. Let’s
save and quit.”

“That’s fine with me. We got pretty far.”

 

A few button presses later, the game was saved, and the Wii was
off. Link and Shad went back up the stairs. After about five
minutes, Richard’s new car pulled into the driveway. Link said
goodbye to Shad and got in.

 

As they drove home, Link wondered how his junior year would turn
out. His first two had gone quite well, but this year was
different. This year, he would be thinking about college and
getting a driver’s license, his sixteenth birthday having occurred
in July. He would also be taking the SAT.

 

But what most concerned him was the fact that, going into his
freshman year, he wasn’t anybody interesting. In his sophomore
year, he had already found some friends, but he wasn’t too well
known. This year, however, he would be famous. He had saved
Chicago, and probably the world, from evil. He had met the
president. He had attained quite a bit of renown since the
beginning of June.

 

It was going to be an interesting year.










Chapter 2

 


“… and here’s Mike with the weather.”


“Well, today’s pretty sunny, but it’s not like the kids’ll be
able to play — it’s the first day of school. We’re looking at a
high of around 80, but expect temperatures to drop to around 53
tonight. Tomorrow, it’ll be a little cloudier, but we shouldn’t get
much rain — if any. The high for tomorrow is 76 and the low 48.
Here’s Barbara with the traffic.”

“Thank you, Mike. The traffic seems to be pretty light today
…”

 

Link pushed the power button on his clock radio. Today was
Monday. Yesterday, Sunday, had breezed by, and he didn’t want to go
to school; he had to, though, and there was no way around it. He
could try to fake sickness, but he knew he would fail; he couldn’t
even fake a cough without everybody seeing through it.

 

He got on his clothes — not his Link “costume,” of course,
but a T-shirt and shorts. Wearing his hero’s clothes to school
would make him look like an idiot. He took his wallet and put it in
his back pocket. The wallet didn’t have much inside; he didn’t need
to have much in it. After grabbing his cell phone and brushing his
teeth, he headed downstairs.

 

There, he found his parents, Richard and Elise. Link was a huge
fan of the Zelda series; Richard wasn’t as big of a fan,
but he had played many of the games, and he often played with Link.
Elise definitely wasn’t much of a fan. She hadn’t even known who
Ganon was until the previous June, when she was “forced” into the
series. Link had had to save Chicago (and probably the world), and
without knowing anything about the series, he wouldn’t have
survived long. He would have stayed a wolf, not doing anything, and
Duke would have taken over.

Link made himself a quick breakfast, toast. As he ate it, he
realized something else that would be different about this year:
once he got his driver’s license, he would be driving himself to
school, thanks to his winning the free parking raffle in May. This
got him free parking for a year; next May, he would enter it again
for a chance to park during his senior year. He didn’t cheat on the
raffle; it wasn’t like he could go back in time or otherwise
influence the results. He did suspect his fame had something to do
with it, as they hadn’t chosen until July.

 

Today, however, Link’s mother would drive him to school. After
he ate, he put his cell phone in his backpack, picked up his
backpack and got in the car. Elise followed and turned on the
engine. This was only the first drive to school in this year; he
would go to school for 179 more school days before the summer
started again. It seemed like a long time, but he had attended for
two years already; he knew how long it really was.

 

They pulled in to the school parking lot. Link entered into the
main reception area. It was a nice, well-maintained room. The
receptionist sat behind the desk with a smile on her face. There
were three ways to the rest of the building; Link took the one in
front of him and on the right side of the room.

 

Calmly walking around the corner of room 121, Link continued
down the hall until he came to his locker. The number of the locker
was 89, lower than most in the school. Link had his locker all to
himself; a few were shared, but this one wasn’t. Link entered his
combination (02-15-07, which also happened to be Shad’s ninth
birthday) and got out his books.

 

He had seven periods; the first was Human Biology, in room 134.
He walked back the way he came, this time turning left into a very
crowded hall. As the other students saw him, some stared, and
others looked slightly afraid; many of them moved to the sides of
the hallway, giving Link room to pass. He found this interesting,
deciding it came with fame.

 

He entered room 134 and sat down. On the SMART Board was written
“Anatomy of the Human Ear.” He found this an odd subject for the
first day of school, but his teacher for this class was Mr.
Hilbert, whom Link considered a bit “eccentric.” Mr. Hilbert
presently entered the room. A minute or two later, the bell
rang.

 

“Okay, class. My name is Mr. Hilbert, and as you can see — “ he
motioned at the board — “today we’re going to talk about your ears.
Now, one of the best ways to learn is by example, so I’m going to
need a volunteer.”

Their hands remained down.

“Just raise your hand if you want to volunteer.”

Nope. Nobody did.

“Nobody wants to volunteer?”

Apparently, something about the prospect of getting up and
having your ears looked at wasn’t pleasing.

“Okay, I’m going to pick at random. Link, you come up.”

 

Link walked to the front of the room. Mr. Hilbert took a look at
his ears and scowled. “What do you have on your ears?” he
asked.

Link looked confused. “Nothing,” he replied.

Mr. Hilbert felt Link’s left ear. “This has never given you any
problems?” he asked.

“It’s been fine. Why?”

“Sit back down.” A few seconds later, Link realized the problem:
a few months ago, after purging the twilight from Norton, Link had
gotten pointed ears.

 

“The next thing we’re going to do is a small hearing test.” Mr.
Hilbert walked to his computer and typed a few things in. A
piercing, high-pitched tone played from the speakers. “Raise your
hand if you can hear this.” Not a single dominant hand was kept
down.

“Let me know when you stop being able to hear it,” continued Mr.
Hilbert. He typed some more into the computer. The pitch slowly
rose. Hands went down — not all at once, but one at a time. Mr.
Hilbert lowered his after a few seconds. Eventually, Link was the
last one to have his hand up. The pitch kept rising. Link kept
hearing it.

“You can still hear that?” asked Mr. Hilbert.

“Yeah,” answered Link.

Mr. Hilbert typed some more. The pitch stopped. “Can you still
hear it now?”

“No.”

“Strange … only a dog should be able to hear 30,000 hertz.”
Gasps and whispers arose from the class. “I would suggest you see
the nurse about this. We won’t have any homework, so don’t worry
about that.” Mr. Hilbert handed Link a pink nurse’s pass.

 

Link walked to the nurse’s office. There, the nurse examined
Link’s ear. She asked if he had ever had ear surgery. He said he
hadn’t. She ran a few more tests, shrugged, told him not to worry
about it, and sent him off to Ancient History.

 

In history, the class discussed Native Americans and the
societies they formed in the Americas thousands of years ago. Link
remembered something. Weren’t the Hylians in Chicagoland around
3500 BC? He didn’t ask about this, of course, because his teacher
would probably never believe him.

 

For Advanced Literature, he had to walk upstairs to the second
floor. The school had three floors: a main floor, a second floor,
and a small basement area. Room 217 was where his third class was,
and the class was relatively uneventful.

 

After stopping at his locker, Link headed to lunch. Freshmen
wearing The Legend of Zelda shirts crowded around him.

“Can I have your autograph?” asked one, holding out a pen and a
piece of paper.

“Whoa, whoa. Calm down. What’s all this about?” questioned
Link.

“We’re thinking of starting a Zelda club.”

“We figured you had to like the series, given what happened in
June.”

“I just want your autograph.”

“Look, I have lunch now. If we’re going to start a club, let’s
meet before school tomorrow. And yes, I’ll give you my autograph.”
He did; then he tried to eat his lunch in peace. Shad sat down next
to him. “How’s your day been so far?” he inquired.

“Fine,” replied Link.

“You seem to be pretty popular.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Alice told me you had to go to the nurse.”

Alice was in Link’s biology class. “Yeah. It was just because of
my ears. I didn’t realize that they would raise any commotion.”

“Right. I didn’t think of that either.”

“Apparently, I can hear really high stuff only dogs can
hear.”

“Well, there isn’t much of a difference between dogs and wolves,
is there?” They remained silent for the remainder of the
period.

 

Fifth period, Calculus 1, was in the basement. He walked to and
down the stairs. Moving around two corners, he stopped. A girl was
sitting by the wall, reading.

 

She looked like an Arab. Her skin was a golden brown, and her
hair was red-orange. The book she read was also orange and as big
as the Book of Legends. “Are you lost?” asked Link.

“No, just reading.”

“You should get to your next class.”

“Yes, but what I’m reading is really important.”

“What are you reading?”

“That’s none of your business.”

Link started to walk away, but turned around. “What’s your
name?” he inquired.

“Natasha. I’m a freshman.”

“Nice to meet you. My name’s Link.” Natasha seemed vaguely
surprised by this, but continued reading. Link continued to the
classroom — room 001, the lowest number in the building.

 

The next three periods — Calculus, P. E., and Intro to Japanese
— passed by slowly. Link couldn’t help but wonder what she had been
reading. He still wondered about it in the car going home. He
decided not to think about it too much; he would probably never
know, and it didn’t matter.



 










Chapter 3

 


Link arrived at school early the next day. He went to his locker
again, but this time continued to the cafeteria. Inside, he found
several of the freshmen he had seen the previous day. “Okay,” he
said quite loudly. “Anyone who’s interested in starting a
Zelda club come over in this corner.”


 

Eight students walked over to Link, one of which was Shad. They
waited, but Link said nothing. “Okay, now what?” asked one of
them.

“I dunno. Where are we going to meet?”

“How about your house?”

“Okay, I guess. When? Is after school okay with you guys?”

“I have fencing practice,” objected a boy with black hair.

“Saturday, maybe?”

Silence.

“I mean, will that work? Okay, I guess so. So, Saturday at …
let’s say 3:00?”

There was a long, awkward pause. “Okay, I guess that’s fine
then?”

“What, are you trying to form a club?” They turned around. It
was Mr. Härkönen, the school principal.

“Uh — yeah,” blurted Link nervously.

“I mean, I have nothing against it,” acknowledged Mr. Härkönen,
“but it doesn’t sound like you know how to start one. First of all,
all clubs have to have a teacher sponsoring them. Once you find
one, come see me.”

“Where are we going to find a teacher that likes
Zelda?” It was the black-haired boy.

“I dunno. I guess we’re all going to have to look for one.” This
ended the discussion, and they parted.

 

Link continued to Human Biology, his first class. Before class,
Mr. Hilbert approached him. “How’re your ears?” he asked.

“Fine,” replied Link. “The nurse told me not to worry about
it.”

“Well, I hope you’re okay. When did you first notice they were
pointed?”

“In June.” Link avoided talking about Ordona.

“All the way back in June? Have they been growing pointier, or
did you just notice them one day?”

“I dunno. They just … kinda … appeared.”

“That’s very odd. Did you tell your parents?”

“My mom freaked out about it, but my dad calmed her down.”

“And you could suddenly hear high pitches?”

“I didn’t know that until yesterday.” Link remembered something.
“This one time, I could hear something my friend couldn’t. It was
probably just too quiet; it didn’t sound high-pitched.”

“Okay. Well, kids are going to start coming in in a few minutes,
so we had best not talk about this much more.”

“Right.”

 

Three minutes later, Mr. Hilbert’s prediction came true, and
students arrived. The class continued their studies of the human
ear, talking about the outer ear and its shape. The apparent
exception involving Link was not discussed.

 

Second period (Ancient History) was as boring as the previous
day’s class had been. The Mesoamerican civilizations were the main
subject of today’s lecture. From the looks on his classmates’
faces, Link figured that about twenty percent still had trouble
telling the difference between the Olmecs and the Aztecs. Link
knew, of course; history wasn’t his favorite subject, but he was
all right at it.

 

Advanced Literature was a bit more interesting; they started
their first book of the year, a translation of Beowulf.
Link found out what it was about, and figured he’d enjoy reading
it. It was basically a story about a hero that kills a monster,
then does some more heroic stuff, then dies fighting a dragon.

 

At lunch, the same black-haired boy approached Link. “Hi, I’m
Russell.”

“I’m Link, but you probably already know that.”

“Yeah. Anyway, I was wondering. When you had to save the world
and stuff, did you ever have to use a sword?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Well, I fence for the school team, and I was wondering if you
might be interested in fencing.”

“What is fencing, exactly?”

“It’s basically sword fighting for fun. Like boxing, but with
swords, and you keep score, like in other sports, and you get a
point for hitting the other person — well, in some places. You know
what I mean?”

“Yeah. Sounds like fun. How do I sign up?”

“Just show up. We meet tomorrow after school. You’ll have to
pick which type of fencing you want to do, though.”

“What are the types?”

“Foil, épée, and sabre.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Well, in foil fencing, you have to use the tip, and you can
only hit your chest, torso, and stuff like that. In épée fencing,
you still have to use the tip to hit the other guy, but you can hit
anywhere, and the blade is heavier. In sabre fencing, you can use
the side of the blade, but only above the waist.”

“What do you do?”    

“Épée. I would recommend it; it’s a bit easier than foil, since you
can hit the other guy anywhere.”

“I’ll ask my parents about that.”

“Cool. See you tomorrow!” Russell walked away.

 

Link saw Natasha sitting outside room 001 again. “Seriously, you
shouldn’t just sit here and read,” he advised.

“Yeah, but it’s really important.”

“Why is it so important?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“How do you know?”

“Just go away.”

“You know, your teacher won’t be happy when he finds out you’ve
been sitting here —“

“Go away!”

Link decided not to bother her any more.

 

In math, the class discussed a key problem of calculus: how do
you define a tangent line to a curve? Link liked math. He always
found it interesting when he learned a new concept or proved
something. His teacher, Mr. Riemann, told the class that tomorrow
they would discuss the problem of finding area under a curve,
another important part of calculus.

 

P. E. was fun; they played baseball. Link remembered the
incident with Vaati at Wrigley Field. He wondered if Zeke had ever
played baseball; he was the one that had caught the Tear and thrown
it to Link, so Link figured he must be pretty good at fielding.

 

In Intro to Japanese, their teacher, Mr. Yamada, taught them how
to greet people. Link wondered how much he would know by the end of
the year. Would he be able to talk to Miyamoto in Japanese?

After the period had ended, Link went to his locker. On the way,
he tripped and fell, spilling his books onto the ground. He looked
up. Among the other students, he saw Natasha. She turned and
glanced at him, but continued to walk away. He began to dislike her
attitude. Well, you can’t expect everyone to help you up when
you fall, Link thought. Link picked up his books and put them
in his locker.



 










Chapter 4

 


It was six o’clock. Link was sitting at a table next to his
parents, Richard and Elise.


“How was school today?” asked Elise.

“Fine,” replied Link.

“Can you elaborate on that?” joked Richard.

“Yeah. Did I tell you guys about the club idea we had?”

“No, what was it?”

“Well, we’re trying to start a Zelda club, but we need a
teacher.”

“Do you know if any of your teachers like the games?”

“No, but I don’t think so.”

“Try looking in the student handbook. There has to be a list of
current clubs there. Maybe you can get a hint from that.”

“Maybe. I’ll look later.”

“Anything else interesting happen?”

“Yeah. This guy called Russell — he’ll be in the club — came up
to me during lunch and asked me if I might want to try
fencing.”

“Fencing?”

“It sounds like sword fighting, but instead of trying to kill
the other guy, you just hit him for points.”

“That sounds like something you would like. Are there
lessons?”

“I don’t know. Practice is after school tomorrow.”

“You’re sure you’ll be good enough at it?” inquired Elise.

“Why not? He seemed to be able to fight Ganondorf.” Richard
winked.

“I guess,” considered Elise, “but he’s only fought with a sword
what, that once?”

“Twice,” corrected Link, “but the other time, my opponent didn’t
have any sword.” Elise wanted to hear more about this, so Link told
her about his encounter with — and success against — Majora,
another villain brought to the present by Duke.

“So when does practice end?”

“I don’t know. I’ll call you when it’s over.”

“Okay. I’ll remember that tomorrow.”

 

After dinner, Link opened his NVHS 2014-2015 student handbook.
Inside the table of contents, he found “Clubs … 134.” Flipping to
page 134, he discovered the said information about clubs. What he
wanted, a list of them, was on the lower half of the page. He
looked for clubs whose subjects were related somehow to
Zelda.

 

He soon found a few. The Japanese Club, headed by Mr. Yamada,
was one, but Link doubted Mr. Yamada had heard of the series.
Another one that caught his eye was the PS4 Club, which had Mr.
Stringer, whom Link didn’t know, as its teacher. How would Link
find him and who he was? Besides, Link doubted he would care about
Nintendo.

 

Link continued to scan the list, but found nothing else of
interest. When he came to the Writers Guild of NVHS with Mr.
Arthur, the last club on the list, he closed the book in
disappointment. How would he find a teacher?

 

The next day went normally. Russell approached Link during
lunch, asking if he had asked his parents about fencing. Link said
that he had, and that he would be there after school.

“Great!” exclaimed Russell. “See you then!” He began to walk
away.

“Wait!” called Link. “Where do we meet?”

“In the gym.” He continued to walk and sat at a faraway
table.

 

After school, Link continued to the gym, where he found several
students, as well as some swords, mats, and odd-looking suits. Link
wondered what the suits were for, and figured they must be
safety-related.

A middle-aged man with a curly mustache approached Link. “Hi.
You want to join the team?”

“Yeah.”

“Cool. I’m Mr. Dreyfus. I coach fencing.” He shook hands with
Link.

“I’m Link Heracles.”

“So, have you ever fenced before?”

“As a sport? No.”

“You haven’t had any lessons?”

“No.”

Mr. Dreyfus scowled. “Have you even fought with a sword
before?”

“Once or twice.”

“Against whom?”

“An escaped convict.” Link tried to make it sound as good as
possible, but still believable.

“Do you know if he had ever fought with a sword before?”

“Yeah, at least once. Probably a lot; he seemed pretty good at
it.”

“By your standards, I presume. Well, how’d you do?”

“I managed to hold my own. I got a hit or two in. My mom defeated
him, but that’s another story.”

“Does she fence?”

“Well, no. It’s tough to explain.”

“Well, let’s see what you can do. Put this on.” He gave Link one
of the odd suits, and Link donned it. Mr. Dreyfus put on another
suit. “Do you know about the different swords we use?” he
inquired.

“Is that the foil, épée, and stuff?”

“The other is the sabre, and yes. Which one would you
prefer?”

“Russell advised me to try épée.” Link saw Russell with his
peripheral vision. Turning to look, he saw Russell wave.

“So you know Russell. Okay, then.” Mr. Dreyfus took out two
épées and handed one to Link. Link examined it; it had a triangular
cross section and was slightly flexible, blunt, and totally unlike
the Master Sword.

 

“En garde!” Mr. Dreyfus exclaimed, and the test began. He swung
from the side at Link, who quickly parried the blow. Mr. Dreyfus
drew back his sword and swung again. Link blocked this as well. Mr.
Dreyfus tried a swing from above, and Link responded by holding his
sword horizontally, again preventing a hit.

 

Like Link’s virtual battle with the Wizzrobe, the test soon got
harder. Mr. Dreyfus performed a few more complex maneuvers, from
all of which Link defended himself perfectly. However, he was
tiring, and he couldn’t keep it up for very long. He realized he
had to attack as well instead of only defending. He swung his épée
in a wide circle, and it met not Mr. Dreyfus’s suit but instead his
sword. “That wouldn’t count anyway,” he advised. “You need to hit
me with the tip of the blade.”

 

Link and Mr. Dreyfus both increased their speed. The fight got
tenser and tenser. Finally, in a loud clash, their swords crossed
each other, and each could only press as hard as possible against
the other’s sword or be hit. Finally, Link mustered his remaining
strength and pushed the coach’s blade back until the tip of Link’s
own épée touched Mr. Dreyfus’s neck. “Touché!” yelled Mr. Dreyfus.
They both drew back their swords, Link exhausted and Mr. Dreyfus as
energetic as ever.

 

“Okay,” confirmed Mr. Dreyfus, carrying a surprised look. “You
get a point.”

“What? Only a point?” exclaimed Link.

“Yeah. We play to 15 points.”

“Fifteen?! I can’t fight until one of us has 15 points!”

“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” advised Russell. “Besides,
they give you a break about halfway through.” Link saw his parents
behind Russell.

“And there’s one-hit épée, but we don’t do that here,” continued
Mr. Dreyfus. “Well, if you still want to join, we meet every
Wednesday after school in here. You fight pretty well for a
beginner. It’s already four o’clock, so you should get going.” Mr.
Dreyfus took off his protective clothing and motioned for Link to
do the same.

 

As Link turned to leave, he got an idea. “Have you ever played
the Zelda games?” he asked.

“No,” replied Mr. Dreyfus, “but I’ve heard that the sword
fighting is pretty realistic. If you play those games, I can see
why you’re such a good fencer already. Just remember to push
yourself. Don’t quit after the first point.” Link nodded and
left.

 

At home, Link looked through the handbook again. Where would he
find a teacher that liked Zelda? He only had two days
before the weekend started, so he figured he should find out
soon.



 










Chapter 5

 


Link awoke the next day with a feeling. A feeling that somehow,
sometime today, he would find a teacher. He didn’t know what to
make of this. It was a good feeling, though, and he went into the
school building with a good attitude about the day.


 

After first period ended, Link asked Mr. Hilbert about the
series.

“No, I haven’t heard of it. Why?”

“Well, I’m trying to start a Zelda club, and we need a
teacher.”

“Oh. I would try asking in computer classes or something. Have
you met Mr. Stringer? Maybe he’ll know.”

“No, I haven’t. Thanks, though. See you tomorrow.” Link left and
went to his next class.

 

This class was Ancient History. Again, after class had ended,
Link asked his teacher, Mr. Proog. “Have you heard of the
Zelda series?”

“Yes. Those games are the most historically inaccurate ones I’ve
heard of. I would never play such games.”

“Oh, okay. Well, bye.” Link left, disappointed. He decided he
was getting too arrogant.

 

Third period, Link had Mr. Arthur for a teacher, the same
literature teacher he had had last year. “So, how did you like the
beginning of Beowulf?” he inquired. Link raised his
hand.

“Link? Wait a minute … are your ears pointed?”

“Yeah.”

“Nice. You really look like the character now.”

“Wait … how do you know?”

“Oh, I’ve played some of the games. Anyway, what are your
thoughts on the beginning of the book?” Link, surprised, told
him.

 

After class, Link was trying to decide whether to ask Mr. Arthur
when Mr. Arthur settled the matter for him. “I’ve heard you’re
trying to start a Zelda club. Do you have a teacher yet?
If not, I’ll sponsor it.”

Link hastily replied that it would be great.

“Cool. Let’s meet Mr. Härkönen today. When do you have
lunch?”

“Next period.”

“Great! Bring the other members. I’ll meet you at his
office.”

 

Link did so, and soon all of them were standing in front of Mr.
Härkönen. “So, you found a teacher,” he confirmed, eyeing Mr.
Arthur.

“Yep,” replied Link. “Can you sign us up or whatever now?”

Mr. Härkönen surveyed the group. “No, I’m afraid not.”

“What? Why?”

Mr. Härkönen took out a handbook and quoted from it. “All clubs
must have at least one teacher and ten students. There are
only nine of you.”

“Well, what do we do now?” inquired Russell.

“I dunno, find someone else,” suggested Link.

A voice from behind them piped up. “I’ll join.” Link turned
around. It was Natasha. Link again looked surprised.

“Okay, then,” continued Mr. Härkönen. “That qualifies you for a
club.” He took out a piece of paper. “I’ll need your ID cards.”
They turned them in. “When will you meet and where?”

“At my house at 3:00 on Saturdays.”

“And what is the focus of this club?”

“The Legend of Zelda series of video games by
Nintendo.”

“You’re sure this couldn’t be included in the PS4 club?”

“No, they only make them for Nintendo consoles.”

“Okay, then. That’ll be all.”

 

The rest of the school day was fairly uneventful. Link saw
Natasha again on the way to calculus. “I didn’t know you liked the
Zelda series,” commented Link.

“Yeah, I do. Now leave me alone.”

 

In P. E., Mr. Thorpe, Link’s teacher, commented on his pointed
ears. Link was used to it by now, though.

 

In Intro to Japanese, Link again thought of Miyamoto. How was he
doing? Link would have to ask.

 

On the way from his locker, Link’s backpack came open. All of
his books spilled out, and Link fell to the ground. Again, he
looked up and saw Natasha. This time, however, he saw words on the
cover of book she was carrying, in the same Hylian script used in
the Book of Legends. He couldn’t transliterate it at the time, but
he made a mental image of it.

 

As he picked up his books, he wondered why Natasha would be
reading such a book. Maybe it was a fanfic. Well, whatever. Link
zipped his backpack again. That was the strange thing. His backpack
shouldn’t have come open so easily. However, he had been using it
for years, so he figured that was why.

 

The next day, Friday, Link told Shad at lunch about what had
happened.

“That’s odd,” replied Shad.

“Yeah, and the book Natasha was reading has Hylian writing on
the cover.”

“What? What does it say?”

“I dunno. I remember what it looks like, though.” Link took out
a piece of paper and drew a picture on it. He then transliterated,
letter by letter: TMMIQT GU LUUC IJV.

“Well, that doesn’t make any sense,” commented Shad.

“It looks like another language.”

“Yeah, but what?”

“I dunno. Have you seen any language that looks like that?”

“No. Maybe it’s ancient.”

“It did look kinda old.”

“Well, let’s not worry about this now. It’s Friday. The club
meets tomorrow.”

“Right. I’ll clean up the basement tonight, then.”

 

During Japanese class, Link showed Mr. Yamada the writing. He
hadn’t seen anything like it, either. Link was puzzled. If this was
an ancient language, who used it? Kokiri? Gorons? Zoras? Why hadn’t
such a thing been mentioned in the games?

 

Link pondered this for a moment. Though the games were based off
of the Book of Legends, Miyamoto’s ideas had a lot of influence on
them. Thus, they might not be accurate representations of what
actually happened. Link wondered how different Gorons and the other
races really looked. How much detail did the Book use? How much was
Miyamoto’s imagination? Link decided to ask Miyamoto the next time
he saw him.

 

Link got home. For dinner, they had chicken, with green beans
and mashed potatoes. Link informed his parents on what had happened
that day, including the backpack incident. Link’s mother, Elise,
said that she would check out the backpack and see if it was
getting old.

 

When he went upstairs to go to bed, Link discovered a note on
his dresser. It read as follows:



Link,

Come to my house tomorrow morning. I
have a few things to show you.

-Zeke



 










Chapter 6

 


Link slept in the next morning. After he had breakfast, having
shown his parents the note, he got his shoes on and walked to
Zeke’s house. As Zeke’s earlier note had said, the house was twelve
doors down, and Link realized he’d never been there before. He then
realized he didn’t even know the house number.

 

Link thought for a moment. His address was 156 Pine Street.
Subtracting or adding twelve would give the addresses 144 and 168.
Link looked down the road. The road ended at 160. Link turned and
went the other way.

 

Coming to house 144, Link found that it had two cars, one with
an “I Hate Science” bumper sticker, on the driveway. The door and
windows were all shut. Link was puzzled at first. Have I gone
the wrong way?

 

Wait a minute. The house is twelve doors down. The
houses are numbered with odd numbers on one side and even numbers
on the other. I need to subtract 24. 132. His house number is
132. Link headed that way.

 

Sure enough, 132 Pine Street had only one car with an “Argonne
National Laboratory” sticker. Link walked to the door and rang the
doorbell. After a few seconds, Zeke opened the door and greeted
Link. Link walked in.

 

The house was not your average house. The first thing Link
noticed was a large, monochrome LCD panel on a nearby wall. A
constantly changing number was displayed on it: 1409412672 … The
other three digits were changing too quickly to be read. The
numbers ended in a lowercase s.

 

Zooming out, Link noticed several other instruments on this
wall. One said “295.507537356362 K.” Another said “101325.46772
Pa.” Still another strange device showed a pie graph, with a large
region labeled “N,” a smaller one labeled “O,” and many tiny slices
too hard for Link to read. Though Link would very much have liked
to learn more about these, Zeke motioned for him to follow.

 

The living room contained a large plastic table. Several test
tubes sat in racks nearby. A few more instruments were lying
around. Link continued to follow Zeke up a staircase, to the right,
and into a bedroom. Zeke shut the door.

 

A wooden table was in the middle of this room, with several
wooden, antique-looking boxes on top. Link was going to ask what
they contained when Zeke opened one of them and took out a purple
magnifying glass.

 

Not just any old magnifying glass, though. Link instantly
recognized it, with telltale red spikes and a blue-red lens that
seemed to change color and had a lens shape carved down the center.
It looked like — no, it probably was — the Lens of Truth,
as seen in the fifth and sixth games of the Zelda series,
Ocarina of Time and Majora’s Mask.

 

“I’ve been doing some searching recently, and I found this,”
stated Zeke. “Now, I had no idea how to tell if it was authentic.
However, I was coincidentally assigned a project at Argonne, one
that perfectly served to test it. Take a look at this table using
it.” Link picked up the lens and studied the table intently.

 

He noticed something on one of the corners — a red, plastic
cube. Cautiously, Link reached out to grab it with his free hand.
He found it to be solid. If not real, it was a close enough
simulation. Link tried turning it around in his hand, tossing and
catching it, and letting it fall on the floor. It acted as expected
in all cases. Link took the lens off, and it disappeared. Link
reached down to grab it, and found that it was still there, just
invisible to the naked eye. “Well?” asked Zeke.

“It’s amazing,” replied Link.

 

Zeke opened another box, this one containing a strange device
that Link had not seen before, not in real life. However, he
had seen it in the Zelda series, in quite a few
games. It had a handle on one end and a hook on the other. It was
only a few inches long, but Link knew that it was capable of firing
chain thirty feet long, or more; he wasn’t sure of its exact
length. “It’s a Hookshot,” confirmed Link.

“A Longshot, to be exact,” corrected Zeke. “I’ll let you use it
later. I still have a couple more things to show you first.”

 

The next box contained a large hammer. Zeke let Link carry it,
but warned him not to swing it at anything. The last one contained
a white boomerang, the Gale Boomerang from Twilight
Princess. Finally, Zeke walked to another nearby table,
grabbed three bottles with stoppers, and placed them on the table
in front of Link. Link was surprised: they contained clear liquid
in red, green, and blue. These were potions from the games.

 

“These were the toughest to acquire,” explained Zeke.
“Obviously, I didn’t find some that were thousands of years old.
Instead, I was looking through Duke’s diaries, and I found one that
contained some more of his experiments with his best-known
invention. He had jotted down the chemical formulas. I copied them
and was successfully able to reproduce them. I already knew the red
potion’s formula from previous research, the story of which is too
long to tell you now.”

“And you know it worked?”

“Well, I was recently working on cutting some steel when I cut
myself. It could easily be treated otherwise, but I tried drinking
a small sample of the red potion, then the green, then the blue.
The red and blue magically started to heal the wound; the green did
not, but the green and blue potions gave me an odd feeling that I
couldn’t quite place.”

“That sounds like a convincing result.”

“Yes, it was. I would advise keeping these safe. Use them only
in times of great need. Don’t bring them to school, though. Don’t
bring any of these to school. Keep them a secret.”

“Right. I’ll remember that.”

“Now, you’ll want to try that Longshot. Let’s go in the
backyard. You can try it there.”

 

Zeke had a large backyard. In it, he had set up several targets.
“Okay, now see this button?” He pointed to a button on the
Longshot, now in Link’s hand. “Just hold down the button, pointing
the Longshot at the target, then release it.” Link nodded.

 

Link then did as he was told. He firmly gripped the device and
pushed the button down fully. The device made a slight
click. Link aimed at a relatively close target and
released the button. With a loud rattle, Link was jerked off the
ground and pulled through the air. He found himself clinging to
this device, holding on for dear life with only his hand. As he was
trying to keep himself from screaming and wondering when it would
end, it abruptly did so, and Link fell harmlessly on the ground by
the target.

 

“Great!” praised Zeke. “Now try the others.”

 

Link shot himself to another target, going through the same
experience but a little more confident. As the handheld wonder
pulled him to each target, he got more and more sure of it, and by
the time it had touched each, he had gotten used to it.

“One more,” Zeke notified Link. Link looked around, searching
for the one he had missed, until in horror he spotted it: on the
roof. Link was uneasy, but bravely pointed it at the target, held
the button down, closed his eyes, and fired.

 

The hiss of the air around him was no different, but the feeling
was. This time, he was not only being pulled but also lifted. He
felt a strange sense of flying, of defying gravity. He actually
started to appreciate it, and a smile slowly formed on his —

 

THUD. “Ow!”

 

He had landed in a very uncomfortable position: straddling the
angled roof, half lying down on top of its ridge. Once he had
mostly recovered, he looked toward Zeke. Zeke was on the ground,
smiling slyly. Link rolled his eyes.

 

Link went home carrying the several wooden boxes Zeke had
opened. When he entered the house, Richard asked what they were
for. Link explained.

 

“All right,” replied Richard. “Keep them safe.”

 

Link walked upstairs to his bedroom and put them in his closet.
He then sat down on his bed and stared at his clock. It read 11:43.
Link realized that it would only be a few minutes until lunch.

 

Lunch was fairly boring, as were the next couple of hours. Link
glanced at the clock again: it was now 2:40. Link suddenly
remembered: the club was meeting at 3:00 at his house. Wait a
minute. Nobody knew where his house was. Did they?

 

The phone rang. The caller ID said DREYFUS, ROGER. Why was Mr.
Dreyfus calling him? Link picked up the phone, confused.

 

“Hello?”

“Hi, Link. It’s Russell.”

“Why are you at Mr. Dreyfus’s house?”

“Oh, I didn’t tell you? He’s my dad.”

“That makes sense. I didn’t see the resemblance at first.”

“Anyway, where’s your house?”

“156 Pine Street.”

“Thanks. I’ll be there soon.”

“See you then. Bye.”

 

Soon after, other members of the club started calling, including
Mr. Arthur. Finally, at precisely 3:00, Russell arrived, followed
shortly by Shad. Soon, everybody was there. Mr. Arthur counted:
there were ten kids. They all went down to the basement.

 

In the basement, Mr. Arthur began the meeting. “Okay. First, I
think we should introduce ourselves.”

“Right,” agreed Link. “But how?”

“Well, what I always have the Writers Guild do is give their
names and what their parents do for a living.”

“Sounds good.”

“I’ll start, then. I’m Mr. Arthur. My parents are both retired.
I, as you all know, teach English classes at Norton Valley.”

“I’m Link Heracles. My dad is a video game tester for
Nintendo.”

“I’m Shad Athens. My dad works for Apple.”

“I’m Russell Dreyfus. My dad coaches the school fencing team.
Well, he teaches too, of course.”

“I’m Ashli Muir. My dad’s a geologist.”

“I’m Audrey Newell. My dad teaches geometry.”

“I’m Louise Felix. My dad’s a park ranger.”

“I’m Thelma Hartman. My dad’s a waiter.”

“I’m Michael Poe. My dad’s a writer.”

“I’m Melody Korine. My dad’s a musician.”

“I’m Natasha Greer. My dad’s a lawyer.”

“Hey, wait a minute,” interrupted Link. “You never called to ask
where my house was.”

“I live across the street, actually. When I saw Russell walk in,
I realized that that was your house.”

“Odd coincidence. Anyway, what should we do now?”

“Well,” suggested Shad, “this is a Zelda club. Let’s
talk about Zelda. Which games have you played?”

A quick poll revealed the following: Link and Shad were the only
ones that had played all eighteen; all of them had played
Ocarina of Time; only Link and Shad had played Link’s
Awakening, Four Swords, and The Minish
Cap.

 

They continued to discuss the series for a long time. Mr. Arthur
checked his watch. “It’s five o’clock,” he remarked. “Do you have
cell phones?” They all nodded. “Well, you should call your parents
and get going, then.”

 

After the meeting, Link ate dinner. Today had been a good day.
Tomorrow would be as well. In fact, Link felt so good about the
upcoming weeks that he forgot about Natasha’s book for quite some
time.










Chapter 7

 


The next few months seemed to whiz by. Club meetings, fencing
practice, homework – it all went so quickly that before Link knew
it, he was studying for his first-semester final exams.

 

The first day of finals was pretty easy; he took his biology and
Japanese exams. By now, he knew a lot about Japanese. That
afternoon, he decided to send an email to Miyamoto:

 

親愛なる宮本茂氏：

 

やあ！お元気ですか？どのように任天堂のお仕事ですか？

 

私は日本語のクラスの1学期撮影しており、私はすでによく知っている。もちろん、私は

すべては、この電子メールで日本語を知っているしていないし、Google少し出してくれた。

 

いつかお会いしましょう。

 

よろしくお願いいたします。

 

リンク

 

On the second day, he had Advanced Literature and Ancient
History. He liked Ancient History the least, but it wasn’t like he
could skip the final exam. On his third and last day of finals, P.
E. and Calculus, he went home and found that Miyamoto had sent a
reply:

 

親愛なるリンク：

 

これは、日本語を学んでいるを見つけるにはかなり驚きです！けど、心配するお客様のメールのミスのカップルが見つかりません -
あなただけは、一学期の学習してきた。

 


任天堂では私の仕事はとてもエキサイティングになっている。それは主に会社のメンバーの間で秘密にされている私は、現在は、手の込んだことはできませんが、すべてについてのE3で、を見つけることが、シカゴで2番目のプレゼンテーションでは、この夏。

 

どの学校行く？あなたが有名人になることがありますか？誰でも自分の耳にコメントていますか？

 


私はすぐよりお待ちしております。たぶん私が訪問に来ることができます。私はいつもウィンディシティを見て好きでした。唯一の障害私の妻が私を見つけてくれるように取得される。

 

あなたのお友達

 

宮本茂

 

Then, Link’s mother drove him to the local DMV. Today was an
exciting day; Link was getting his driver’s license.

 

He walked in with his permit and lots of papers. After he signed
in and turned in his paperwork, he sat down and waited for his name
to be called. The wait was a grueling 45 minutes long. Finally,
when he heard the words “Link Heracles,” Link walked to the desk to
be partnered with a teacher. His teacher’s name was John Piero.
Link realized that “piero” was Japanese for “clown” but decided not
to mention this.

 

The next thing that Link did was a driving test. It reminded him
of his duels with the Wizzrobe and with Mr. Dreyfus. The teacher
pelted him with every “move” that Link would have to do while
driving, and Link responded perfectly. He sighed with relief once
it was over.

 

The teacher told Link that he had done very well. Link received
a slip of paper, proof of his accomplishment. What followed was
another 45-minute ordeal of waiting, this time in a line. Link
filled out a form, and his name was called a second time. He then
had to provide proof of where he lived – 156 Pine Street, Norton,
IL.

 

After all of the information was given and entered, Link had his
picture taken. He glanced at the image; it was hard to see his
ears. Link signed a small box, waited a few minutes, got his
license and went home.

 

He thought of Natasha’s book again. TMMIQT GU LUUC IJV. He
searched for those words online and found nothing. He tried to
translate it from a bunch of different languages; none worked. He
started to wonder if he was worrying himself too much over it. If
the language was probably dead, how could he possibly figure out
what the writing was supposed to say? Besides, it was probably just
a fan book or something.

 

But then he began to think about that. What fan book was that
big? What fan book would be written in a dead language? Didn’t he
think the Book of Legends was a fan book at first?

 

What was going on here?

 

Natasha had played a few games in the Zelda series –
namely Ocarina of Time, Four Swords Adventures,
and Twilight Princess, which was her least favorite – why?
Why was she so … easily irritable? Why was she engrossed in that
book? Why was she reading it even though it was clearly against the
rules? Would Link ever find the answers to all of these
questions?

 

Link thought about it over the next few days, but didn’t come up
with anything. Was there a clear answer? Was it just evading him?
He eventually decided not to think about it, because another thing
was on his mind, and he had seen the first signs of it in store ads
a while before.

 

Christmas was coming.

 

He saw it everywhere – in stores, on signs, on television, on
people’s houses. A time of celebration was coming, and it was no
time to think about troubling matters. Link tried to push Natasha
to the back of his head and think about all of the presents, trees,
and lights. Link also received another email from Miyamoto, one
line of which intrigued him:

 

私はクリスマスイブに来るよ。 I’m coming on Christmas Eve.










Chapter 8

 


Christmas came.

 

It wasn’t too surprising; Link had seen it coming for quite some
time. It instead came like an ambulance, bringing relief and joy,
expected but at the same time awfully nice.

 

Shigeru Miyamoto arrived as promised, staying once again at the
nearby hotel. Link couldn’t wait to see him, but decided to wait
until the 26th.

 

On Christmas morning, Link awoke with excitement. He was eager
to find out what he had gotten. He knew it wasn’t anything as
interesting as a Zelda game (there wouldn’t be another of those for
a while), but that didn’t make him too much less excited.

 

He tried to keep himself from running downstairs. Once he got to
the bottom, his parents were waiting. They got started pretty
quickly. Link received nothing of too much notice, but it was all
interesting to him. After the ceremony was over, Link spent the
rest of the day doing all kinds of things: playing video games,
using his laptop, eating, resting, and reading, but not thinking
about Natasha. That was an issue that he did not even wish to
consider at this time.

 

He fell asleep that day with a sense of completion and
anticipation at the same time. He was slightly sad that Christmas
Day was over, but eager to see Miyamoto and what he had been doing.
He hoped to find something out about the next Zelda game.

 

When he woke up the next morning, no alarm went off. This was
the other thing he liked about Christmas break: sleeping in. When
Link finally got up, it was around 10:00. He felt very
refreshed.

 

He got in the car and drove, pleased to know that he could
actually drive by himself, to Norton Hotel. He then realized that
he didn’t know which room Miyamoto had been put in. He decided to
call Miyamoto, glad that he had his cell phone number. He dialed
it, and Miyamoto answered after a few seconds.

 

“Konnichiha.”

“Oh, hi,” replied Link, surprised at first when Miyamoto
actually spoke in Japanese. Why should he be surprised? It was his
native language. “What room are you in?”

“Room 312.”

“Okay.” Link rode up the elevator to the third floor and got
out. There, he walked down the hall of rooms. He still remembered
doing this as a wolf, and he still felt as if it were only
yesterday. When he came to Miyamoto’s door, he knocked. After a few
seconds, the door was opened, and Link saw Miyamoto for the first
time in months.

 

“Link! How are you doing?” Miyamoto half-yelled.

“Fine. How are you?”

“Great! Wait until you … never mind.”

“…What?”

“You’ll see … you’ll see.” Miyamoto seemed nervous.

“What are you talking about?”

“Shh!” Miyamoto silently motioned for Link to come in.

 

Link watched as Miyamoto closed and locked the door. Miyamoto
then pulled the white lace curtains shut; if not for the lights,
the room would have been completely dark. At this point, Link
wondered what Miyamoto could possibly want to hide from everyone so
much; then he remembered that he had mentioned a secret in his
email.

 

Miyamoto proceeded to take out a large suitcase and keychain. He
unlocked a lock on the suitcase and opened it.

 

What was inside didn’t look too exciting: just a pair of
strange, bulky goggles with headphones built in. Then, the
developer took out another case and unlocked it as well. Inside,
there was a set of pedals, like the kind you might find in a car,
as well as a Wii Wheel, a Wii Remote, and a Wii, of course.
Miyamoto began to set it up. “Can I help?” asked Link.

“If you want,” replied Miyamoto, “but there isn’t much to set
up. It’s all wireless. You won’t tell anyone about this,
right?”

“Right,” replied Link, sitting down in a chair.

“Then I give you,” huffed Miyamoto, as he plugged in the Wii and
turned it on, “our latest project: the WiiSee.”

“WiiSee?” inquired Link.

“Put these on,” directed Miyamoto, referring to the goggles.
Link obeyed. He saw nothing through them except the room as
usual.

“I don’t see anything interesting,” he stated.

“Good,” responded Miyamoto, as he pushed a button on the
goggles. “Here.” He handed Link the Wii Wheel and shoved the pedals
under Link’s feet.

 

At once the TV screen changed to a picture of nine black dots on
a green background. After a second, it changed back to the Wii
Menu. However, the hand indicating the Wii Remote cursor floated in
front of the screen, and the screen’s background sank back. “Whoa…”
whispered Link in amazement.

“Click on the Disk Channel,” suggested Miyamoto. Link did; there
was no disk in the slot. “Tsukuroi!” shouted Miyamoto. He
took a Wii disc out of the case and put it in the Wii. The Wii
stirred; then the screen faded to black. A few seconds later, it
showed a menu saying “WiiSee Racing *PROTOTYPE*” at the top, with a
background (in 3D) showing several cars racing. Link pressed the A
button on the Wii Remote, and the screen faded again. Then, the
goggles’ image faded as well, and Link saw only
darkness.    




He then saw that he was now inside a car, his hands in gloves
and at the wheel. The pedals were down by his feet, and he could
seamlessly look around. Sure, it looked fake and animated, but the
goggles made it look much better. The race light outside the car
turned green, and he pressed down the acceleration pedal and
started moving. He was a long way behind the other cars now.
Crud.

 

He slammed the pedal as hard as he could, jerking forward
suddenly. He got up to a good speed and tried the steering. It
worked as expected. As a turn in the track approached, Link turned
hard to the left and braked. He slid around, barely missing the
wall.

 

Now he focused on the other cars. He had to catch up, which
wasn’t going to be easy. As he passed another turn, he saw the next
car ahead of him, and by careful handling, passed it with ease.

 

He repeated the process, slowly making his way up to the top.
Finally, he trailed behind the car in the lead, drafting as much as
possible and tightly cutting around the corners. He was now side by
side, and the cars threw up sparks as he rammed into the other car,
inside of which was another driver, looking very determined.
Finally, he slammed around the next turn, just enough to pull
ahead, and was finally able to —

 

There was a knock on the door.

 

“Hosokuteki!” yelled Miyamoto. Link lifted the goggles;
Miyamoto walked to the door and looked through the eyehole. “Oh,
it’s Shad,” he remarked. He opened the door, but only slightly.
“You can come in,” he promised, “if you never talk to this with
anyone except myself and Link.”

 

Shad confusedly walked in.

 

Link got out of the chair and offered Shad the goggles and Wii
Wheel.

 

Shad accepted them and put the goggles on.

 

He gasped. Link and Miyamoto smiled. Christmas break was going
very well.










Chapter 9

 


However, it seemed like it was only a day or two before school
was back, and with a new schedule to boot. Link kept Mr. Thorpe and
Mr. Arthur, but all of his other teachers changed. Ancient History
was now taught by Mr. Emmoe, who was rather timid and seemed to
know little about what he was teaching. His Human Biology class was
third period, in room 231 and with Mrs. Plum as the teacher. Mrs.
Nibanme was his new Japanese teacher; this had little effect on
Link’s opinion of the class, which was generally good. Finally, his
math class was now in the hands of a man named Leibniz, who seemed
very proud of his teaching.

 

The first day of the new semester went very well, with few
exceptions. In Ancient History, now his first class, Mr. Emmoe gave
him the impression that this semester, while not perfect, would be
okay. In Advanced Literature, Link learned that they would study
some exciting books this semester, and he was happy of this. The
rest of the day was pretty much normal, and the following weeks the
same. However, one day after Human Biology, this normal trend went
away like a falling piano.

 

After the period ended, Mrs. Plum left the room to go to her
lunch. Link, after staying behind to ask a question about the
thyroid, started to leave quite slowly, as his next period was
lunch as well. His hand grasped the handle of the door.

 

BANG!

 

Link turned around as quickly as a Wii disk. Silence. There was
no indication that Link had not simply been hearing things.

 

No, something was up. He examined the room.

 

The desks were still in their places. There were cabinets along
the walls. Posters adorned the walls. Nothing had changed. Then
Link noticed something strange.

 

There was a strange gap in the posters along the back wall. Yes,
there were gaps of a few inches between posters, but there was some
sort of rectangular path, it seemed, where the posters had
intentionally not been placed. It was as if a pipe or something had
been there.

 

A closer look revealed a crack and a handle. Although you could
be in this room for a week and not see it, there was a door here.
Link remembered that the bang had been slightly muffled.

 

The bell rang for lunch. Apparently, nobody taught here this
period. The hall monitors wouldn’t take kindly to him hanging out
in a science classroom. But Link couldn’t stop now. He carefully
closed his fingers around the door’s handle, took a deep breath,
and opened the door.

 

It was a storage room. There were flasks, beakers, and all sorts
of chemicals in neat, towering racks. It was like a library of
chemistry. Link figured it was also taught in this room. A sign
near the ceiling said ROOM 231B. Link had never seen this on his
map. Why would they work so hard to hide this room? It had to still
be used; the bottles looked fresh, and the posters did not block
the door. Perhaps it was because below the room number, another
sign said STUDENTS ARE STRICTLY PROHIBITED. Of all the places in
the school where he could be caught right now, this certainly
wasn’t the best.

 

He moved on to his further examination. His immediate thoughts
were that some chemical bottles had fallen and reacted. The room’s
pungent smell seemed to indicate this. He looked to the right, and
what he saw caused him to immediately decide there was another
reason.

 

There in the middle of the room, holding her burnt hand out as
if still holding the flask that was now broken on the floor,
looking shocked like she was going to be murdered, was Natasha
Greer.

 

She slowly turned her head, saw Link, and screamed.

 

Link stayed calm. Hopefully, he wouldn’t get into any serious
trouble. He heard another noise now, footsteps from the outside
hallway. He hurriedly figured out what to do to save himself. He
stepped out of 231B. The door to the hallway opened, and in
stepped, of all people, Mr. Dreyfus. “Link! What are you doing
here?!” he asked.

“I was here last period,” Link replied. “I heard a noise, and
when I looked to investigate, well … see for yourself.”

 

Mr. Dreyfus, who had an angry and confused look on his face,
marched into the storage room. Link heard some yelling. Mr. Dreyfus
walked back out of the storage room, now with a look of panic,
pulled a blank pass out of a drawer in the teacher’s desk, wrote
Link’s name on it, and gave it to Link. “You can go now,” he told
Link. With a look of relief, Link half-ran out of the room and went
to lunch. Shad did not question what had happened.

 

Later, Link called Miyamoto from his bedroom.

 

“Konnichiha.”

“Hi again.”

“… You didn’t tell someone about our secret, did you?” He
sounded nervous.

“No, don’t worry. I just realized that there was something I
wanted to ask you on the day after Christmas but forgot.”

“Oh, sorry for distracting you with … well, you know what I
mean.”

“My parents can’t hear us. It’s all right. Anyway, there’s this
girl at school—“

“You’re not asking me for dating advice, are you? Because I’m
not the guy to ask about that sort of thing.”

“… Uh, no. Anyway, her name is Natasha and, well, the important
thing is that she reads this book all the time. It’s orange and has
Hylian text on it.”

“Odd. Maybe it’s a fanfic. What does it say? Have you taken the
time to write it down?”

“Yeah. It’s not English when you transliterate it; it’s some
weird-sounding stuff.”

“Odd. Have you tried Google?”

“Whatever language it’s in is dead. Nothing works.”

“If I were you, I would ask Zeke.”

“Good idea. Maybe I’ll do that.”

 

Link started to dial Zeke’s phone number, but realized he didn’t
know it. He went to his computer and checked his email. There was
one new message from Zeke. Well, he hadn’t expected that. He read
it. It was typed in Zeke’s handwriting, which made Link wonder why
Zeke would make a font based on his own handwriting.

 

To whom it may concern:

I am leaving on the fifth of January
to conduct a few experiments in France. I will return in about a
month, assuming my return is not delayed by unexpected events. I
can be contacted via email, but please reserve this for
emergencies, as I am quite busy and need to collect valuable
data.

-Zeke

Link decided that this wasn’t an emergency. Natasha would, of
course, receive some kind of punishment, so Link wasn’t worried
about her doing much else.

 

There was another period of time in which Link wondered what was
up with Natasha. Why would she deliberately enter a forbidden room
in the middle of the day, stay there for an entire period, then
perform a dangerous reaction and almost burn herself? Peer
pressure? Curiosity? No, nobody would be so curious as to get in
serious trouble. Did it have something to do with the book? Maybe
this book was somehow instructing her, forcing her to do these wild
things. Did her parents know about this? Actually, Link knew the
answer to that question. The school administration would never let
students do such things without their parents’ knowledge. They
would find out. But why hadn’t they known before? Had they? Surely
they had to know about the book Natasha was reading.

 

After thinking about it, Link decided that this probably wasn’t
any of his business anyway. Why should he intrude in Natasha’s
personal affairs? She obviously didn’t want him to, and he realized
he shouldn’t.

 

The problem was just that it was all so strange. The book in
Hylian, the explosion — what next? Link wasn’t even sure he wanted
to know.










Chapter 10

 


The next day after Human Biology, Link exited and walked to the
left, toward the downward staircase he normally took. To his
surprise, he found yellow barrier tape in the way. No wonder —
there was some kind of chemical spilled on the stairs. Link walked
back the other way.

 

He then remembered that the library was nearby, and he had
forgotten to drop a book he had borrowed back off. The book was a
book on classical languages, and none of them had helped in his
search to find out what “TMMIQT GU LUUC IJV” meant. He had thought
to check it, just in case. As he passed the library, he dropped it
off in the book return slot.

 

He then turned to the right. The staff offices were on his left
now. One of the offices had Venetian blinds over its windows; it
was a dean’s office. Link, curious, peered through a crack in the
blinds.

 

Inside, Michael Wesley, one of the deans, was talking to
Natasha, as well as a middle-aged woman whom Link guessed to be
Natasha’s mother. He could barely hear the conversation, but enough
to make out a lot of what was being said. These ears were really
helping him out.

 

“… and could have very severe consequences,” the dean was
saying. “However, Natasha, if you have any reason why you were
messing with chemicals in a forbidden storage room, I would be glad
to hear it.”

“It’s a long story, but it has to do with the book she’s
reading,” Natasha’s mother answered.

“Ah, yes. I’ve been notified that she reads an orange book all
the time, which has resulted in persistent tardiness to her
classes. I would very much like to know why.”

“Well, it’s sort of a family tradition …”

“Family tradition? Wait a minute. Your family has lived in
Norton for how many years?”

“Eighty.”

“So may I assume, then, that you attended this school as well,
Mrs. Greer?”

“Yes, I did.”

“Yet we have no record of you reading this book. Your record is
nearly perfect.”

“Well, it’s tough to explain, but not every generation reads the
book. In fact, it hasn’t been read for … quite some time. The
reason Natasha is reading it is because we’ve noticed — certain
things that we think, well … The point is that it’s only necessary
for a certain person to read the book, and we think she’s the
person we’re waiting for.”

“Let me get this straight. Your family has had this book for
generations, and for generations you’ve waited for the right person
to come along, and now you think it’s Natasha, so she has to read
this book, which diverts her attention from her classes and causes
her to be late?”

“You could put it that way.”

“Well, you’ll probably have to explain a bit better later, but
if we think that there’s a suitable reason why she needs to read
the book, we can let it go. Now, about the incident yesterday
—“

Suddenly, music started to play.

“This ardency has taken me

And now it is a part of me

I’m falling back to

Where I used to be—“

“Sorry,” excused Natasha. “I didn’t realize I had left my phone
on.”

Link glanced at the clock and noticed that there wasn’t much
time left before the hall monitors would catch him. He hurriedly
left and went to the cafeteria.

 

Natasha was part of some family, and there was something about
her that made her “eligible to read the book.” What was it? Why did
she have to read the book when her parents and grandparents didn’t?
What was the book anyway? What did this have to do with the
chemical incident?

 

These questions were just beginning to sink into Link’s mind
when his family drove to Shad’s house to celebrate Shad’s birthday.
Most of Shad’s relatives were coming, as well as Link and his
parents, Zeke, and Miyamoto. Link once again forgot about
Natasha.

 

When they arrived, large balloons, one with a large 1 and the
other with a large 7, were tied to the mailbox. There was a total
of seven cars parked in the garage, on the driveway, or somewhere
else in the immediate vicinity of the house. Link figured they must
have been the last ones to arrive. When he rang the doorbell,
Hestia answered it. “Come on in,” she invited. “Sorry to tell you
this, but you’re the last ones to arrive.”

“Yeah,” replied Elise. “We figured we were from all the
cars.”

 

In the family room and kitchen, people were talking about all
kinds of things. Link tried to find Shad. He spotted Shad playing a
game of Texas hold’em at the family room table. He watched until he
was sure that they were using chips and that no actual money was
being used; he was a bit of a poor player, and he didn’t want to
give up all the money in his wallet. Once he had determined that it
was safe, he sat down and asked if he could join the game.

 

The first hand he played, he was passed two cards, as usual. He
stole a look. It was a pair of deuces. Crud. At least he had a
pair. He, like the others, left no bet.

 

The dealer then put three cards face-up in the middle of the
table. Three of hearts, five of spades, jack of hearts. This wasn’t
too interesting to Link; the cards he had were the two of clubs and
two of hearts. Except for a minor chance of a flush, he didn’t have
much. Again, he left no bet.

 

The dealer added another face-up card. It was the five of
hearts. Now Link had two pair, and on top of that, a better chance
at a flush. He bet ten chips.

 

Several players folded. A man directly across from Link, with a
small black mustache, round glasses, and male-pattern baldness,
raised him to one hundred.

 

He could already have the flush. Or he could be bluffing. Did
Link want to risk it?

 

Well, there wasn’t anything in the balance except some plastic
chips and his poker-playing reputation, which wasn’t that good
anyway. He called the raise.

 

The dealer dealt the crucial fifth card. Link scowled when he
saw it was a diamond. No more flush for him. He glanced over at the
other man. He was scowling as well. Then, Link glanced back at the
card, then at the other four, then at his hand, and a smile formed
on his face.

 

The last card was the five of diamonds. Link had a full
house.

 

After he received his winnings, Hestia called everyone for
dinner.

 

Dinner was a stack of pizza boxes and a large bowl of fruit
salad. Link seated himself next to Shad. “Nice job during that
poker hand,” Shad commented.

“Thanks,” Link replied.

“That guy you were playing against is Mike Pearson. He’s my
uncle.”

“Okay.”

“He can be a bit eccentric sometimes. Keep that in mind.”

 

Link glanced over at Mike, who was currently telling a
story.

“… and it got all stormy or something. It was really weird.
Then, the doors of my car opened and I was thrown out! They closed
again, and the car started to drive off. As I hung on, trying
desperately to stay on the hood, the car, which was going at an
oddly safe speed, drove on its own! It was strange because it was
as if a person was driving, and he didn’t even see me! Finally, the
car stopped at Grant Park, the doors opened and shut again, and I
was left there wondering what the heck had happened. The car has
worked fine since then.”

“That’s the strangest thing, isn’t it?” asked a woman who looked
rather elderly. “I’ve never heard of that sort of thing
before.”

“It was haunted, I tell you!” An elderly man on the other side
of the table was half-shouting.

“Calm down, Eugene,” cautioned another elderly woman sitting
next to him.

“What? I mean, how else can you explain it? There was a ghost in
that car, and you know it.”

Link, meanwhile, was puzzled, trying to figure out why this
story sounded vaguely familiar.

 

After dinner, Hestia brought out the birthday cake. It was
rather ornate, and it had a computer theme. Only now did Link
realize how good Hestia was at making cakes.

 

After they had sung and eaten cake, they gathered in the family
room. Hestia brought out a number of presents. Shad was glad to
open them.

 

From his relatives, Shad got mostly boring stuff, like clothing.
Link and his family gave Shad a copy of every Zelda game made so
far. Miyamoto, instead of giving Shad anything, walked over and
whispered something in his ear. Link decided he would ask him about
it during school.

 

The last present was from Zeke. It was the recipe for Frisbread,
and a bunch of red potion. “If you don’t understand the recipe,
your mother will,” he remarked.

 

Link looked over at Zeke. Something about him seemed very
strange, almost unnatural. Link felt like he was forgetting
something. Then he remembered. “Aren’t you supposed to be in France
right now?”

“Yes and no,” he replied. “I was going to come back on the
fifth, but I was falling behind on my experiments, so I had to stay
for a couple more weeks.”

“Wait … what?” Link was confused. If Zeke was in France right
now … how could he be here? And why hadn’t he eaten anything at
dinner?

“You’re not Zeke, are you?”

“Again, yes and no. The person whom you are seeing is actually
an android replica of myself, which I built before I left. I am
controlling it from France using motion capture, a microphone, two
display screens, etc. Basically, for you less educated people, I’m
actually a robot that Zeke is controlling from France.” This caused
some surprise and wonder.

“I think I read about a guy in Japan who did that,” Miyamoto
remarked.

“You’re probably talking about Hiroshi Ishiguro and Geminoid
I-1. He was my inspiration for the project.”

 

The robotic Zeke became the focus of the rest of the party. He
was able to play poker, pronounce a variety of words, and do pretty
much anything they asked him to do. He never lost his balance or
did anything similar.

 

When the party was over, Link didn’t think of Natasha for a
while. She seemed distant, and Link had other things to think
about, such as the fencing tournament in two weeks. Over the course
of the year, Link had worked his way up to becoming one of the best
fencers on the team, and the biggest tournament of the year meant a
lot to him.










Chapter 11

 


On Monday, Link got up and drove to school, like he normally
did. However, today he put on his fencing t-shirt, with the school
colors, turquoise and silver, proudly displayed. If anyone was
ready for the tournament, he was.

 

However, he shouldn’t get ahead of himself. He had the school
day to get through first.

 

The first three periods went well. Link wondered why Mrs. Plum
hadn’t commented on his ears … yet. During Japanese, Link doodled
phrases like “ゼルダの伝説 時のオカリナ” in his notebook. In calculus, the
discussion went off-topic, and Mr. Leibniz started to ramble about
plagiarism. For some reason, George, another student in Link’s
class, couldn’t stop giggling.

 

Finally, after school, it was time for the big tournament. Link,
after a stop at his locker, reported to the gym. There, his
teammates and Mr. Dreyfus were waiting.

 

“So, are you ready for the tournament?” Mr. Dreyfus asked.

“Ready? I was born ready.”

“Just don’t get cocky and don’t tire out.”

“Right.”

 

Link’s first opponent was a short boy with blond hair. When the
fight began, Link, after many practices and meets, was so well
prepared that nothing could stop him. Well, a very experienced
fencer could, but Link knew that his opponents wouldn’t be too
experienced.

 

The boy began with a simple stab, which Link parried easily.
Link then tried a move of his own. His opponent, cleverer than Link
hoped, blocked it easily. Link and his competitor battled in this
way for a long time. Link gave up a few points, but he was
generally strong, winning fifteen to four.

 

Link faced various fencers, of both genders and all ethnicities.
As he did so, he worked his way up to what soon became the final
round. His opponent was a brown-haired boy, rather average height.
When the fight began, Link immediately became aware that he had met
a formidable foe. Link tried as hard as he could, and when the
score was eight to seven in Link’s favor, he began to tire out. He
could see that his opponent was as well. They continued, slightly
less fierce by now.

 

Then, however, a strange thing began to happen. Link started to
tire out even faster. At the same time, the other boy became
stronger, or at least it seemed that way. Even he seemed surprised.
Link tried to fight harder, but could not. He lost the final round,
ten to fifteen. This very much disappointed him. What have I
done wrong? And why did I tire out like that?

 

As he left with his parents, he bumped into someone. He turned
and saw that it was Natasha. Instead of talking to her, though, he
realized there was someone else he could talk to. Once he got home,
he took a walk to Zeke’s house and rang the doorbell.

“Hello?” It was Zeke. “Oh, hi, Link.”

“Hi. Can I talk to you about something?”

“Sure. What is it?”

“Have you heard of Natasha Greer? She’s in the Zelda club.”

“No, why?”

“Well, ever since I met her, strange things have been happening
to me, and she’s always there. I dropped my books a couple of times
in the hall. Then after Christmas, she was in this room mixing
chemicals and caused an explosion. Then, I saw her in the dean’s
office. Then, I got unusually tired at the fencing tournament
today.”

“Odd. Why are you telling me?”

“Because she also reads this book all the time. It’s orange and
written in Hylian.”

“What does the writing say?”    

“That’s the odd part. It says ‘TMMIQT GU LUUC IJV.’ I think it
might be another language, but if so, it’s a dead one.”

“That doesn’t sound like another language to me. That sounds
like a cipher.”

“A what-fur?”

“A cipher, where every letter is replaced by another one. I
could crack it if you want, but it might be a while. I’m pretty
busy now. Another Argonne secret project, you know.”

“Well, I could try it myself.”

“Just remember that there are generally two types of ciphers:
transposition ciphers, where the letters are switched around, and
substitution ciphers, where the letters are replaced with other
ones.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

“No problem.”

Link noticed that Zeke looked less happy than usual. “Is
something wrong?” he asked.

“No, it’s just that, well … they’ve been taking down Duke’s old
office. When we first came to Argonne, we were friends. Rivals, but
friends. As time went on, though, our rivalry increased, and, well,
you know how it ended.”

“Right. Well, don’t worry too much about it.”

 

When Link got home, he got to work. First, he tried entering the
phrase into an anagramming webpage. Mulct Jug Vim Quit, Cult Mug
Vim Qi Jut … no, none of these could possibly be correct. So it had
to be a substitution cipher.

 

Link then went to a cryptogram-solving site, remembering that
cryptograms involved substitution ciphers. However, the first
suggestion, EFFACE TO LOOK AND, didn’t sound at all right. EFFACE
TO LOOM AND, EFFACE TO ROOM AND, and all of the others were no
better. Then, Link noticed that the solver had an option to ignore
spacing, so he turned it on. The solutions starting with ALL I HAVE
BEEN IS looked promising, but they all ended with single letters.
Hmm. What was he doing wrong?

 

Maybe it was a cipher … of another language. Well, that was just
great. How was he going to figure that out?

 

Then again, why was he trying to figure it out?

 

It could have been coincidences. He dropped his books. He tired
out. Natasha was playing with chemicals. The book was interesting,
but it wasn’t really any of his business, was it?

 

He was just trying to be adventurous. That was it. After the
events of last summer, Link wanted more adventure. He needed to
learn to go back to life as it had been, normal and bland.

 

Link, bored and with nothing else to do, visited the forum for
the game he and Shad had created. Tons of people had played it by
now, and tons of people liked it. He noticed that he had a personal
message:

 

Hey, it’s me. I just want to say that
I love the game you guys made. It’s really fun. Also, good job at
the tournament yesterday. Second place is never anything to sneeze
at.

 

-Russell

 

He also noticed an interesting topic in the “Miscellaneous”
section, titled “Concerning recent history”:

 

I’ve heard about the recent events
concerning Duke Sherman. After he died, the Triforce of Power (or
so I have heard) faded from his hand. So who has it now?

 

Link didn’t know the answer to this question, and it concerned
him. However, he had had enough of trying to figure things out. He
didn’t want to think about it.










Chapter 12

 


The next day, Link got up, ready to start the school day.
Without having Natasha on his mind and trying to figure things out,
Link felt like something was missing. He felt bored. He needed
something to do.

 

Link went outside, unlocked his car, and got in. He then put the
key in and turned it. Click. Click. Click. His car
wouldn’t start. Link tried again. Click. Click. Click.
This was not good. Link began to panic. Think. What do you do
if the car won’t start? You try jumping it. Yeah.

 

Link went back into the house. “The car won’t start,” he
explained. “Do we have jumper cables?”

“Yeah,” replied Richard. He entered the garage and procured a
pair.

 

The two of them hooked up the cables. Link started his car. It
worked. They disconnected the cables, and Link was off.

 

Link felt bored. He had to do something about this boredom. It
was like the excitement he had had was addictive, and Link was
going through withdrawal. He needed something to be excited
about.

 

But what?

 

When Link got out of the car at school, he went to his locker
and got his books for his first few classes. Then, he began to walk
toward his Ancient History class. In the middle of the hall, he
bumped into Natasha. When he was approaching the classroom, he
smelled something and stopped. He saw something out of the corner
of his eye and looked down at his shirt.

 

It was on fire.

 

Link, in a panic, tried to use his backpack to put out the fire.
It didn’t work. He saw students running around. He saw one student
pull a fire alarm, his hand being drenched with ink as he did so.
He saw Mr. Hilbert throw a blanket on him. The rest faded from
Link’s memory.

 

The next thing Link knew, he was in a white room. He blinked and
looked around. There was a woman dressed in white next to the soft
bed on which he was lying. He could hear a lyre playing. He
wondered if this could be some kind of afterlife.

 

He then came to his senses. He was in the hospital. The woman
was a nurse. And for some reason, the patient in the bed next to
him was playing a lyre. Odd.

 

“How do you feel?” asked the nurse.

“Okay, I guess,” answered Link. “How badly am I hurt?”

“Don’t worry, you’ll recover completely,” the nurse replied.
“But you need a lot of rest. You’ll probably be out of school for a
couple of weeks.” A couple of weeks?! So much for making his life
more exciting; although Link figured that catching on fire was
exciting enough. Why had it happened, though? He hadn’t been
carrying anything flammable, and there hadn’t been any matches or
flint around.

 

Then Link remembered. He had bumped into Natasha.

 

What did she have against him? The whole “book” nonsense was her
business and not Link’s, sure. But it could pretty much be proven
that she had something to do with these unfortunate events. And
Link was getting hurt. He had to do something about it, but what
could he do while in a hospital?

 

Link decided to start working on his homework. He decided to
work on his calculus first. His first problem was to find the
moment of inertia about the z-axis of a cone of uniform density. As
he began setting up the triple integral, he kept thinking about
Natasha. He also thought back to ciphers and what Zeke had said
about them. It just didn’t make sense. Why would someone write an
old language with the Hylian alphabet in some sort of cipher? And
if it was just a cipher of English, why wasn’t it a substitution of
transposition cipher? Or was it? Also, couldn’t you combine the two
types? Why hadn’t Zeke mentioned that?

 

Wait a minute. Maybe that was it.

 

Link hurriedly began writing. TMMIQT GU LUUC IJV. Okay, which
cipher came first? Did it matter? Maybe he should try the
transposition cipher first. The cipher had to be simple enough for
Natasha to read it quickly. What’s a simple way to scramble
letters? Reverse them. Link tried that. VJI CUUL UG TQIMMT. This
looked promising. However, how was he going to continue without a
cryptogram solver?

 

Link took a deep breath. He looked around and saw that the
lyre-playing man had a laptop. “Can I use your laptop for a
second?” he inquired.

“Sure,” the man responded. He handed over the computer. Link
opened it, ran a web browser, and went back to the
cryptogram-solving site. THE GOOD OF SMELLS? No, that wasn’t it.
THE BOOK OF SMELLS? Maybe, but that seemed like an odd topic for a
book. THE BOOK OF SWELLS? THE WOOD OF SMELLS? THE DOOR OF
SPELLS?

 

THE BOOK OF SPELLS. 

THE BOOK OF SPELLS. So Natasha had been casting spells on him,
huh? That explained a lot. But it still didn’t explain why she was
directing them at him.

 

Link thought back. What else did he know about her? She had
played some Zelda games. Her father was a lawyer. She looked a bit
like an Arab. The book was a “family tradition,” but not many
people had read it, for “quite some time.” That could mean years.
Many years. Her mother seemed to know more about the topic than her
father.

 

So Natasha was some sort of “chosen one” among her family, on
her mother’s side, and she was now casting spells on Link because
of it.

 

After thinking for a while, an idea came to Link’s mind. The
Gerudo tribe.

 

It all made sense. All, or at least most, Gerudo were female.
They looked like Arabs. And thousands of years ago, the Gerudo king
had been killed by Link’s ancestor. It was a bit of a family feud,
then. Natasha wanted revenge on Link. That still didn’t explain why
it was she and not her mother, though.

 

Then Link remembered the forum post. The Triforce of Power. He
hadn’t known then, but now he knew almost for sure where it
was.

 

Wasn’t he forgetting something, though?

 

Oh. Right. “Thanks.” Link handed back the laptop.

“No problem,” the man remarked. “By the way, out of curiosity—I
mean, it’s probably none of my business—what are you so excited
about?”

“Oh, nothing. I just figured out why this girl keeps annoying
me.”

“Oh, okay. You’re Link, right?”

“Yeah, how did you know?”

“My son told me about you. I’m Robert Poe.”

“Oh, Michael’s dad. Okay.” Michael was in the Zelda club. “So
why are you here?”

“I fell and broke my leg. And you?”    

“This is going to sound extremely odd, but I just suddenly burst
into flames.”

“Yes, that is odd. Well, after you get out of here, you’ll have
another thing on your list of what to brag about. ‘Caught on
fire—and survived.’ I bet you’ll get a lot of attention.”

“Right.” Before that happened, though, Link would have to spend
two weeks in this place. Great.










Chapter 13

 


After two weeks, Link left the hospital. The next morning, he
was greeted with some claps and cheers. He once again gained some
fame. He had come back, well and ready for the rest of the year.
His plan was to stay away from Natasha as much as possible.

 

The Zelda club meetings continued as usual, even with Natasha
there. They became Link’s only chance to find out more about
Natasha’s personality, since he now knew the explanation for all of
her odd behaviors.

 

Link had made up all of his work, and kept busy with his studies
throughout the rest of the year, earning his usual grades. The end
of the year came, and with it came finals, which Link did well on.
It was a happy end to the year.

 

However, Link had unfinished business. As benign as Natasha
seemed, she was still quite dangerous, and Link had to do
something. With Natasha living across the street, Link half
expected to find himself killed in his sleep, to the point where he
began to have nightmares about it. Link decided to ask Zeke.

 

It was a short but long walk to Zeke’s house. Link arrived and
rang the doorbell. Zeke answered it. “Hello. Oh, it’s you again.
What can I help you with this time?”

“Okay, here’s the situation. Remember when I was talking about
Natasha and the orange book?”

“Yeah. Did you figure it out?”

“Yeah, it says—wait a minute. Something seems odd here.” Zeke
did not respond to this comment. In fact, he stopped breathing.
Then, another Zeke walked down the hall to the door. “Creepy, isn’t
it?” he asked.

“Let me guess, the android again?”

Zeke laughed. “That freaks out a lot of people. Anyway, you were
saying?”

“It was a cipher for English. The book is called the Book of
Spells. Natasha is a Gerudo, and she wants revenge because Link
from Twilight Princess killed Ganondorf.”

“That makes sense.”

“I’m talking to you because I’m not sure what to do now. I’m
getting worried, you see, because, well, I think she has the
Triforce of Power.”

Zeke looked very alarmed. “We have to do something at once,
then. Get your sword and shield. Might as well take the bow,
too.”

“Right. I’ll be back.”

“There’s no need to come back here. Just go to Natasha’s house
and explain the situation to Natasha. Tell her that you’re sorry
about what happened thousands of years ago, but Ganondorf was an
evil man, and you can’t take responsibility for what your ancestors
did.”

“Gotcha.” Link left and went back to his house.

 

There, he donned his “costume,” as well as the Master Sword and
his Hylian Shield. He followed Zeke’s advice and grabbed the bow
and quiver, too. Then, he started to leave the house.

 

“Hey, wait. What are you doing?” It was Link’s father.

“I’m going over to Natasha’s house. You see, she has the
Triforce of Power, so I don’t want her to kill me. I’m just going
to negotiate with her. This is just for self-defense.”

“How do you know she has the Triforce of Power?”

“Well, I don’t; I’m just pretty sure. What I do know is that a
lot of unfortunate things have been happening to me since she
started reading this book called the Book of Spells, and she’s been
close by each time. I dropped my books twice, and she was there. I
saw her playing with chemicals. When I lost the fencing match, she
was there. When I caught on fire, it was after I bumped into her.
There has to be some kind of connection.”

Richard thought about this for a while. Finally, he said “Okay,
but don’t get hurt too badly, and I have no idea how I’m going to
explain this to your mother.”

“Thanks.” Link left.

 

When he knocked on the door to Natasha’s house—there was no
doorbell—Natasha’s mother opened it. Trying to keep from looking
nervous, she greeted Link.

“Hi. Can I talk to Natasha for a second, please?”

“Uh, s-sure,” stuttered Natasha’s mother. She opened the door,
and Link stepped inside.

 

The house looked normal, but Link knew that this was no ordinary
family. “Natasha’s in her room upstairs,” Natasha’s mother
directed. Link walked up the stairs. Hearing an odd noise from one
of the doors, he opened it.

 

It looked like an ordinary bedroom, except for one thing: the
big, well, Link wasn’t exactly sure what it was. It was about six
feet tall and shaped like a disk on its side. Its surface looked
like that of water, displaying a slightly distorted image of a
bleak, gray landscape. Link reached out to touch the disk, and his
hand went through it, becoming part of the landscape. Link then
stuck his head in to make sure that the disk worked both ways,
finally fully stepping into the other world.

 

He was standing in the middle of a large crater, miles wide and
filled with ash. He noticed what appeared to be ruins of houses and
buildings. He got the impression that something had hit the ground
here—something big.

 

Natasha was nowhere to be seen. Instead, about twelve feet in
front of Link, there was a piece of paper, a bit of white
contrasting with the dark ashes. Link picked it up. It was a
note.

 

Looking for someone? Natasha was planning to meet you
here, I see. Well, the confrontation would have been awkward, and
possibly deadly. But you don’t have to worry about Natasha any
longer. I’ve taken care of everything for you. Nice, isn’t
it?

Don’t try to look for me. You’ll never find me. I’m sorry
if you wanted to thank me, or return the favor; you’ll have to do
without those.

By the way, are you confused? Well, ask my old pal Zeke.
He can explain everything.

I do have to congratulate you on figuring out Natasha’s
conundrum. Indeed, you came at just the right time; had it not been
for me, she would have been a fairly formidable foe. If she was
able to create a portal to another dimension, think of what else
she could do!

I’m not quite willing to disclose my location. All I’ll
say is that I like it here, and I enjoy my new capabilities. The
people here are very nice as well. I visited a small village the
other day, and nobody ever got in my way or treated me badly. Life
is good.

Tell Zeke I said hello. I might see you again.
Eventually.


         
         
         
         
         
     -Duke










Chapter 14

 


Link left the Greer house and went back to Zeke’s. Zeke answered
it. “Well, how’d it go?” he asked.

“Not well,” Link replied. He handed Zeke the note.

 

Zeke’s eyes nearly came out of his head.

 

“So Duke said you could explain everything. Well?” Link
inquired.

“Hang on a second. I want to know if this is really Duke.” Zeke
went into the house. “You can come in if you want.”

 

Inside the house, Zeke got a magnifying glass and another note
written by Duke, the one to Link about Majora. He thoroughly
examined them, then declared, “Yep. It’s him.”

“So what does this mean?”

“It means that my worst fears have been realized, my worst
suspicions have been confirmed, and the project I’m working on now
has already been completed by Duke.”

“What do we do now?”

“Well, this says that Duke likes it where he is, so he probably
won’t bother us any time soon. However, it also says that he’ll see
us eventually, meaning he’s probably planning a comeback. I would
suggest that we just wait at this point. If you start worrying a
lot about it, or you see anything else strange, let me know and
I’ll see what we can do. The first thing to do now is explain to
Natasha’s mother that Natasha is gone, probably for a long while. I
can do that. You just get some rest. You’ve had a few shocks. Now
it’s time to just sit back and enjoy the summer.”

“Okay. Well, I’ll see you later.”

“Right.” Link left and went back to his house.

 

When Link entered his bedroom, he began to think about the
recent events and what they meant. How was Duke still around? Where
was he? What was he planning? Why did he kidnap Natasha? Link had
more questions than answers.

 

At Miyamoto’s 2015 Chicago presentation, he officially unveiled
the WiiSee, as well as several games (apparently, there was a new
Zelda coming out soon as well.) He showed a long list of the people
to whom he would be giving free WiiSee systems when they came out.
Both Link and Shad were on the list.

 

Link and Shad decided to start working on a new Zelda fan game.
Looking in the Book of Legends, they soon found an unused story,
and decided to base the game off of it.

 

That night, Link had a strange dream. He was at Miyamoto’s
presentation. Miyamoto was talking about a new Zelda game, but Link
couldn’t hear, because three men behind him kept yelling. He told
them to stop, but they didn’t understand him. He couldn’t tell what
they were saying, either. When Link woke up, he thought the dream
was very odd, but he soon forgot about it.

 

Link thought back to the beginning of the school year. Then, he
hadn’t known Natasha, or Russell, or Mr. Dreyfus, or many of the
other people he knew now. He had expected an interesting year, but
not as interesting as it turned out to be.

 

When he had first met Natasha, he had thought she was just
another freshman. Now, just when he wanted to get to know her, she
was gone.

 

Link had achieved quite a few things as well this year. He had
started a club. He had solved a mystery. He had made friends. He
had placed second in the biggest fencing tournament of the year.
Heck, joining the fencing team was an achievement in itself.

 

The issue of Duke could be put off, at least according to Zeke,
and Link wasn’t worried about it. If Duke ever showed up again,
Link would only have to show him his new fencing skills.

 

Link later acquired the Book of Spells, Natasha’s mother being
willing to do anything necessary in order to have a chance at
getting her daughter back. Out of curiosity, Link started reading
about some of the spells. He figured out exactly how Natasha had
made him drop his books, tire out, and catch on fire. He also
realized that the “chemistry” Natasha had been doing was actually a
spell to make the chemical explode. Link remembered that Natasha
always seemed to look a bit nervous. He figured it was because she
felt that this whole “destiny” thing was forced on her, and she’d
rather not try to kill Link or anything similar; she did it because
she felt she had to.

 

Link then looked to the future. His senior year would eventually
begin, and he would also have to make a final decision on a
college. He would also have to start thinking about a career. What
did he want to do for a living? Link thought that it might be fun
being a video game tester, like his dad. Then again, he would also
have to consider other careers. Link wondered if there was any
professional fencing.

 

Of course, what would happen to his plans if Duke showed up?
What if suddenly, Link had to quit work, or drop out of college, to
save the world once more? Why was he worrying about it, though?
Zeke had advised him not to, and had Zeke ever been
wrong?  

 

Link decided he was getting ahead of himself. Summer had
arrived, and this time, Link was just going to enjoy it.
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