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Chapter 1

 


The batter looked around. It was a sunny day. Wednesday, July 1,
2015. There were a few clouds. The ivy was green, and the field was
greener.



The batter then turned his gaze to the pitcher, who wound up and
threw a fastball. The batter swung. Nope. Strike one.



The batter then tried to focus. He needed a hit. Rather, his team
needed a hit. The pitcher threw another fastball. The batter swung
and missed. Strike two.



The suspense built. Two outs, with a man on first. Bottom of the
ninth. Dodgers 5, Cubs 4.



The pitcher wouldn’t throw another fastball; he knew better. He
instead wound up and threw a slider. The batter blinked as the ball
slid out of the strike zone. What now?



The pitcher threw a fourth ball. This one was a curve. The batter
saw it coming. As the ball neared, he swung with all his
strength.



Crack.



The batter ran for it. As he rounded first, he saw the ball. It
kept going, and going, and going, until with a cheer from the fans,
it disappeared behind the back wall. The fans stood up. The Cubs
had won.



Among the fans was Link. Link was a sixteen-year-old boy from the
suburb of Norton. He looked exactly like the character from the
Zelda games, especially Twilight Princess.



A year ago, Link had saved the world from an evil scientist named
Duke Sherman. Link had recently finished his junior year in high
school, and with it came word that Duke was still around. This
frightened Link a bit, but he had decided not to worry too much
about it.



Link and his parents, Richard and Elise, began to leave, excited
Cubs fans surrounding them. Suddenly, he heard a word he
recognized. Wait, who said something about Zelda? Link
turned around and noticed something odd. There was a teenage girl,
about his age, several feet away—who looked exactly like Zelda from
the series.



She turned around and saw Link. Richard turned around and saw the
girl’s father. “Richard! Link!” yelled Elise. The girl’s father
turned around and saw Link. “Link?” he muttered.

“Zelda?” Link muttered.

“Biqar Urabi?” Richard muttered. The man walked toward Link and
Richard.

“Yes?” he asked.

“Senator Urabi! I didn’t expect to see you here. I suppose I should
introduce myself.”

“It would be nice.”

“I’m Richard Heracles. This is my wife, Elise”—she had caught up by
now—“and my son, Link.”

“Named after the character, I assume?”

“Yes. Wait, are you a Zelda fan?”

“Why, yes, I am. Anyway, this is my wife, Amber, and my daughter,
Zelda. Also named after the character.”

“What a coincidence! It’s very nice to meet you, Mr. Urabi.”

“Call me Biqar. Anyway, I’ve heard about your son’s
accomplishments. I just wanted to say that we are all very grateful
for his deeds. Here.” He took out a piece of paper and a ballpoint
pen. He scribbled a number on the paper and gave it to Richard.
“Call me if you need me.”

“Gee, thanks. Come on, Link. Let’s go.” The two families
parted.



That night, Link had an odd dream, similar to the one he had had a
while before. He was at Wrigley Field again, trying to watch the
game. This time, however, three men behind him were yelling. When
Link woke up, he found it odd that he had had the same dream twice.
Who were the three men, and what were they saying? Link made a
mental note that if he had the dream again, he would pay closer
attention.



However, the next night, Link had the same dream again, and not
remembering his mental note or knowing that he was dreaming, he
kept trying to watch the game. When he woke up this time, he felt
disappointed but determined.



This continued for a week, with a similar disappointment each
night. Frustrated, Link wondered what to do now. What if these
people are have something to do with Duke? What if he’s attacking
them? What if they desperately need my help? What am I going to do
now?



Link knew there was one person he could ask who might know
something about it.



Zeke Socrates.

Zeke was the former friend and rival of Duke, both of them
scientists from Argonne National Laboratory. He was also a huge fan
of the Zelda series, and he was fascinated with the idea
that thousands of years ago in Chicagoland, the events in the games
had actually taken place. These events were described in a green
book called the Book of Legends, which Link currently owned. Link
had recently procured an orange book called the Book of Spells,
passed down through the Gerudo generations, which described, using
a cipher, various Gerudo magic.



After telling his parents about the situation, Link walked twelve
doors down to Zeke’s house. It looked like an ordinary house—on the
outside. On the inside, it was full of scientific equipment. When
Link knocked on the door, Zeke answered it. “Hello? Oh, it’s you.
So what’s up?”

“Well, I’ve been having this dream lately, and it happens every
night now. I’m at Wrigley Field, and I’m trying to listen to the
game, but these guys behind me keep yelling and won’t stop.”

“Odd. What are they yelling?”

“I can’t tell. I never pay attention to it, even if I’m determined
to before I fall asleep.” “Right, of course. Well, I have an idea.
One moment.” He went back into another room. Soon, he returned,
carrying a small device. It looked like a watch, but instead of a
face, it had a large, red button on it. “Here, put this on,” he
said. “Now don’t take it off, even when you’re going to bed, and
press the button frequently, whenever someone yells something.”
Link put the device on his wrist. “Hey!” yelled Zeke. Link pushed
the button, and a buzzer sounded. “Good. You’re catching on
already,” commented Zeke. “Now remember that this will always work
while you’re awake, and if everything starts to fade, rub your
tongue against the roof of your mouth.” Link looked very confused.
“Don’t worry, it won’t be too hard to figure out. Now if you figure
out what the guys are saying, by all means tell me.”

“Gotcha.” Link left the house.

When Link returned to his house, Richard asked him what the button
was for. “I honestly have no idea, but when someone yells
something, I have to press it,” Link replied.

“That’s certainly odd. It sounds like Zeke’s trying to be
cryptic.”

“Maybe it’s a surprise, and he doesn’t want to spoil it.”

“That sounds like a good theory.”

“Well, I suppose I’ll just see what happens.”



Later, Link wondered what the button was about. He seemed to have a
ton of questions at this point. He decided that they would probably
resolve themselves. Somehow.










Chapter 2

 


Zelda Urabi lay in her bed. She was thinking about all that had
happened at Wrigley Field. She had never realized that there might
be another like her, another person who resembled a Zelda
character.



One thing she had made sure to notice was Link’s pointed ears. She
too had pointed ears; she had always had them, and her classmates
always teased her about it. It was an issue that she hated to
discuss. However, knowing that Link existed gave her comfort, a
realization that they could be great friends if they only got to
know each other. She would call, but she didn’t have Link’s number.
He had theirs; hopefully he would have to call for some
reason.



She got up and opened her drawer. Inside it was a large, old, blue
book. She had found it on a strange expedition; she was certainly
adventurous, so it was no surprise that she had found a cave in the
Chicago area, which nobody else had seen. The rows of statues in
that cave had always mystified her, and the book too. It was
written in a strange alphabet, which she had easily been able to
decipher. The book was called the Book of Prophecy, and it
contained a plethora of odd statements. One mentioned a “long
ordeal of snow, on the day of the woodchuck, in the 742nd year
following the Settling.” She had no idea what the Settling was, but
she recalled a similar event a few years previously. She had always
cherished this book, as a keepsake of one of her most profound
adventures.



Biqar, meanwhile, was in his bed at the time. He found it strange,
this whole naming situation. Perhaps there were other
Zelda characters, scattered throughout the world,
appearing and named similarly. Naming the girl had of course been
his choice, although Amber had no problem with the name Zelda and
couldn’t think of anything better to call her. About the pointed
ears, the family had actually considered surgery, but decided it
wouldn’t be worth the cost; that was before Biqar had gotten
involved in politics.



Zeke was meanwhile pondering Duke’s return and what it meant. He
had recently been to Duke’s house and recovered the notes from
Duke’s project that Zeke was now assigned to, as well as Duke’s old
journal about the time-copying device. Zeke hadn’t been able to
recover the actual machine from Duke’s secret project, but he hoped
to find it. It could come in handy, similar to his android.



Zeke got up and went to take a look at the android. It was in
pretty good condition, and he hoped to be able to use it and
improve on its design for many years. His goal was to make it
impossible to tell that it was not Zeke himself. Zeke had already
nearly reached that goal, but the robot seemed unnatural to some
people, if they only realized it after a few minutes.



Shigeru Miyamoto, a famous game designer for Nintendo, was not in
his bed at the moment; it was about three in the afternoon in
Japan. He was currently fiddling with a small Triforce sculpture on
his desk. He now knew of two books written using the Hylian
alphabet: the Book of Legends and the Book of Spells. He wondered
if there could possibly be more.



The issue of Duke occurred to him as well. Zeke had told Miyamoto
about the situation and his present plan. Miyamoto also realized
something strange: the fact that Zeke had not mentioned Duke’s
method of return to anybody, though he certainly knew. He figured
it was a secret, rather like the WiiSee, Nintendo’s latest gadget,
development of which was well underway. Miyamoto recalled that Zeke
had mentioned receiving a secret assignment from Argonne. That must
have been it.



Miyamoto also recalled his visit to the cave in Chicago. There was
something not quite right about that whole story. He felt as if
someone had been playing with his mind. There was no doubt that
there was something quite mystical about that cave.



Several thousand miles away, the sun was rising. Birds were
singing, and Henry Featherstonehaugh awoke. Henry was a boy of
about the same age as Link, and looked absolutely nothing like any
Zelda character, nor was he a fan of the series. He was,
in fact, rather close to a stereotypical English teenager. Thus, it
would be a reasonable assumption to think that he had nothing to do
with Duke, or Link, or any of the relevant events. Sure, he had
read the news and seen the television reports; he knew all about
this Link Heracles character, and that he was considered a hero.
Henry thought the story was interesting, and was so intrigued that
he wanted to find out more, despite having almost nothing to do
with the events. They seemed like something one would find in a
fantasy book. Henry got up and began his day, as normal as
ever.



Link, on the other hand, was falling asleep. Immediately, he found
himself at Wrigley Field, the men yelling behind them. Yelling and
yelling … yelling! Link pressed the red button on his wrist.
Nothing. He pressed it again, several times. Why wasn’t it
working?



He was dreaming. He actually realized that he was dreaming.



Immediately, the excitement caused everything to fade. Link almost
yelled himself, but remembered Zeke’s advice. He stayed calm and
rubbed the roof of his mouth with his tongue. He then paid careful
attention to what the men were yelling, as strange and alien as it
sounded. “Koh sue mon toe ahss obb Roz John ee lay! Koh sue mon toe
ahss obb Roz me car eh! Duke ooh she cahnt keh ooh! Ow tahnss keh
ooh!”

“Key zoh, eh roo nahzz pahnk tahss obb kahng gog keh ooh,” one of
them advised.

“Roo nahzz meal vahss!” another countered. “Koh sue nahzz pahnk
tahss obb dahg non Kay veen zwah!”

The argument continued, Link finding it hard to make anything out
at this point. Then, Link woke up and hurriedly began writing
everything he had heard. After he did, he took a long look at his
results. A few words seemed to end in that “ahss” ending, and “koh
sue” and “keh ooh” showed up a few times. The mention of Duke’s
name intrigued Link; was this a figment of his imagination and a
part of the dream? Or were these men real, and did they actually
know something about Duke?



One thing was clear: this was no cipher. This was a genuine
language. The only problem was that it looked nothing like any
other language Link had seen, and sounded nothing like any of them
either. Link decided to talk to Zeke about it as soon as possible.
Now, however, it was after midnight, and he had to go back to
sleep, if possible.



Richard woke up suddenly. Was Link awake? He thought he heard a
noise from Link’s room. It was probably nothing.



Why had he gotten tied up in these events? He was only a video game
tester. He liked the Zelda games, sure, but he was not too
eager to be a part of them. In hindsight, it had been a
bit fun. But the other thing was that this had gained him a
considerable amount of fame at his workplace. He would insist that
Link deserved all of the credit, and nobody listened. Sure, he was
the father of the hero. But in the games, who was Link’s father?
Nobody. Nobody alive, anyway. Richard almost felt as if he didn’t
belong. This was his son’s story, not his own. And it seemed like a
new chapter of this story was in the making.



Elise was next to Richard and also awake. Why had she been dragged
into this? She was no fan of the series. She had merely been doing
what she thought she had to do to protect her son. Maybe it was
best not to worry about it. She decided to stay out of this new
series of events as much as possible. She sighed and went back to
sleep.










Chapter 3

 


Zeke was sitting at his desk in the living room, which was one
of the many desks in his house. He heard a knock on the door,
quickly arose, and hurried to answer it. When he saw that Link was
outside, he felt a small rush of excitement, but tried to stay
relatively calm. He opened the door.



“It worked.” These two words from Link were enough to confirm
Zeke’s suspicions as to why Link had come.

“So you heard what the guys were yelling?”

“Yeah, and it’s some other weird language that I have no knowledge
of.”

“Not a cipher? You’re sure?”

“Not this time. Here.” Link handed him the paper. Zeke studied it
for a few seconds before concluding, “Yeah, this is an actual
language. Not any I’m familiar with, though.”

“So now what do we do?”

“We turn to what we know and have right now. Somewhere out there,
there are people who speak a different language, and Duke is
bothering them. We have no idea how to contact these people other
than by dreaming, which is tricky considering the nature of these
dreams and the language barrier. We do however have a number of
artifacts from the series, and our biggest lead may be the cave
Miyamoto explored in his youth. We need to contact him and find out
exactly where this cave is. We also should contact Natasha’s mother
at some point to see what she knows.”

“She said she told us everything already, though.”

“Right. Well, is there anybody else that could help us?”

“No. Wait, Zelda. Zelda Urabi. She looks exactly like the
character. Her father is Senator Urabi. I have their phone
number.”

“Right. That could be an interesting lead as well. First, though,
let’s call Miyamoto.”



Link picked up the phone and held it to his ear. After dialing
Miyamoto’s number, he waited for an answer. After a few seconds,
Miyamoto answered the phone. “Hello?”

“Wait, why did you say hello in English?”

“The call came from the United States. We Japanese are smart enough
to figure that out, you know.”

“Anyway, it’s Link, as you probably know by now. Do you remember
where that cave you visited was?”

“The one in Chicago? Actually, I’ve been thinking about that, and
my mind seems very muddled. I’m not even sure at this point whether
I went to Chicago in the first place.”

“Well, do you remember where the cave in Japan was? Maybe you could
look there, just in case.”

“Sure, I can go over there sometime.”

“Great. Well, see you later.”

“Okay. Goodbye.”



“Well, he isn’t sure if the cave in Chicago even exists, but he
does know where the cave in Japan is, and he’s going to check that
one out and see if he finds anything,” Link summarized.

“Great,” Zeke replied. “Now to call Senator Urabi.”



Senator Urabi’s wife answered the call even more quickly than
Miyamoto. “Hello?”

“Hi, this is Link. Wrigley Field, remember?”

“Yes, I do. What can I do for you?”

“Is Zelda there? I want to talk to her about something.”

“Yeah, she’s around. Hold on a second … “ Several seconds passed,
in fact.

“Hello?” It was Zelda.

“Hey, it’s Link.”

“Oh, hi.”

“So you know the whole thing with Duke and all? Last summer?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Well, it turns out that he’s somehow still around, and I might
need your help. Do you know anything that might be of use to us?
We’re trying to figure out specifically where a certain cave in
Chicago is.”

“Wait, what? A cave in Chicago?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Well, I found this cave in Chicago a few years ago, and there was
this book inside. It’s written in the Hylian text from Twilight
Princess, and it has a bunch of stuff in it about the
future.”

Dead silence.

“Hello?”

“Wait, so you mean to tell me that you found an ancient Hylian book
in a cave in Chicago?”

“Yeah. I can lead you to the cave if you want. I wanted to explore
it more, but I never went back there.”

“That—that’d be great. When and where do you want to meet?”

“I don’t know. How about Grant Park?”

“Sure. When are you free?”

“Pretty much anytime. How about tomorrow?”

“How about today?”

“Uh, sure, I guess. Meet me at Grant Park by the fountain in … how
about three hours?”

“Yeah, that’ll work. I’ll call if I can’t come for some
reason.”

“Well, bye.”

“Bye.” Link hung up. “Okay, we’re going to meet Zelda at the
fountain in Grant Park—where Lanayru was—in three hours. How many
can fit in your car?”

“Let’s see … four.”

“We’ll have to use ours, then. I want my parents and Shad to come
with.”

“Great. Let’s head over to your house, then.”



It was a short walk over to Link’s house. Once they got there,
Richard opened the door. “Oh, hi.”

“Hey, Dad. We’re going to go to that cave in Chicago.”

“The one where Miyamoto found the Book of Legends?”

“Yeah.”

“Wait. All of us?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Well, son, I’ve been thinking about that, and I’ve decided that
maybe it’s best if your mother and I stayed out of it this time.
After all, this is your story, and there isn’t really any reason
for us to dog after you. I’m not sure if we could do much to
help.”

“Well, I guess that’s fine, then. Since there will be only be three
of us now,” he added to Zeke, “we can use my car.”

“Okay,” Zeke agreed, “but I’m the most experienced driver, so I
should probably drive.”

“That’s fine.”



After Link grabbed the Book of Legends and the Book of Spells and
donned his costume and weapons just in case, it was a short drive
to Shad’s house. Shad himself opened the door.

“Hey, we’re going over to Chicago to check out the cave Miyamoto
found. Do you want to come with?”

“Sure. I don’t think there’s anything I need to bring. Let’s go.”
He got in the car, and they drove off—off to Chicago once more,
this time on a mission to figure out what was up with this cave,
and if it had anything to do with Duke.










Chapter 4

 


“Explain to me again exactly why we’re going to this cave.” It
was Shad speaking.

“Well,” Zeke explained, “Link has been having dreams in which three
men are yelling in another language. If Duke is around, he’s
attacking these people, but we have no idea who they are. This cave
is the only real lead we have; perhaps it leads to an underground
society or similar.”

“In the games, though, the dungeons like this cave are all separate
and never really lead anywhere,” Link argued.

“The games aren’t always canon,” countered Zeke. “We don’t know
what is canon, what is true and what was Miyamoto’s imagination.
The only things we can go by are things in the Books and things
we’ve seen in real life.”

“Speaking of Books, what do you think is in this book about the
future?”

“Huh?”

“Oh, you didn’t hear that. Zelda has some sort of old book that she
found in this cave with stuff about the future in it.”

“That could possibly be an even better lead. We’ll have to ask her
more once we get to the park.”



They arrived at the park rather quickly. When Link got out of the
car, he saw Zelda get out of her car almost simultaneously; a
strange coincidence, no doubt. The four walked over to each other
and met. Zelda was holding the large, blue book she had mentioned
earlier. “Hey,” she greeted them. “So who are these guys?” “This is
Zeke Socrates, a scientist at Argonne and a large part of my
previous adventure,” Link introduced. “And this is Shad, my friend
from school.”

“Well, it’s nice to meet you. I brought the Book of Prophecy—the
book I was talking about before over the phone. I figured it might
be of some use.”

“That’s the funny thing,” Zeke remarked. “We have with us the Book
of Legends. It’s a history of Hyrule, and the Zelda games
are based off of it. Miyamoto found it in this same cave, assuming
it is the same cave. We also have the Book of Spells, a book of
Gerudo spells, which was handed down to Natasha Greer, a modern
Gerudo who was kidnapped recently by Duke. We figured they might
come in handy.”

“Well, the cave is this way.” Zelda started walking. “It’s going to
be a bit dark inside, which is why I brought flashlights.” She held
up four flashlights.

“Good thinking,” Link replied. “We forgot about that.”



Zelda walked up to a large boulder next to a bench in the park.
Carefully and slowly, she lifted the boulder, revealing steps
descending into the ground. Motioning for the other three to
follow, she started down the steps. Link, Zeke, and Shad hastily
followed, Shad putting the boulder back down.



Mike Pearson, who was sitting on the bench, looked at the boulder
for a second. Then, he looked behind him, then back to the boulder.
“I thought I saw Shad for a second,” he muttered as he returned to
reading his newspaper.



The four questers descended into the darkness. Zelda handed each a
flashlight, and as the rough stone steps ended, a long hallway
crept into view. “This is no ordinary cave,” Link observed.



The hallway continued into an antechamber, with statues flanking
the central path in the room. Shad gasped in awe. Zelda smiled.
“This,” she commented, “is where the Book was.”



The four of them continued into a room with three other exits: one
in front, which was a sealed door of some kind, and open passages
to the left and right. Above the sealed door was an inscription in
some kind of strange, almost alien alphabet. Below the inscription,
scrawled in dirt, was another message, using familiar letters but
no more legible than the inscription:



Kaz Hilanën Fruan: Aцok da·ia za bʊnuke, taz pite ak Hirule Neta
has. Vosu naz panktas ab bamdag.

Kaz Hilanën Netan: Bamdans ablat uniag az kosan Lërdën. Taz bʊnuke
ʃite ko·ios.



“What do you make of this?” asked Zeke.

“I’m not sure,” answered Zelda. “I’ve never seen this language
before.”

“I have,” Link noticed. “If that one word is pronounced ‘pahnk
tahss’ like I think it is, this is probably the language those guys
were speaking in my dream. The real question is what the
inscription says.”

“I think I already know what the inscription says,” Zeke astutely
pointed out. “From my knowledge of ciphers, it’s exactly the same
as the scrawled message, in a different alphabet. I had better
write them down.” He took out a pencil and notepad and did
so.

“Be quiet!” Link warned in a hushed tone. “I hear something.”



After a few seconds, his companions heard it too: the unmistakable
sound of footsteps from the passage on the left. Soon they saw a
light, and as they froze in terror, out of the shadows in the
passage arose … Shigeru Miyamoto. “What?! What are you doing here?”
he inquired.

Link was the one to respond. “We’re exploring the cave. What are
you doing here, in Chicago?”

“I’m not in Chicago. At least when I entered the cave, I was in
Japan. I haven’t been walking that far, have I?”

“It’s likely some sort of magical connection,” Zeke hypothesized.
“Typical for this sort of mystery involving an ancient
civilization. One would almost think that some outside force is
manipulating us to its will, bringing us together and separating us
so that our story will become interesting.” Having a sudden
thought, he glanced at the Book of Legends pensively; this profound
thought, however, did not last long, and his mind turned back to
the situation at hand. If there was such an outside force, it did
not wish to be so blatantly acknowledged. “Anyway, we found this
inscription, and we’re trying to figure out what it means.”

“Wait a minute,” interrupted Zelda. “Is this guy who I think he
is?”

“Shigeru Miyamoto?” Miyamoto responded. “Yeah. And you are?”

“Zelda Urabi. Senator Urabi’s my dad.”

“Right. I’m sure everybody tells you this, but you definitely
resemble your namesake.”

“Yeah, I don’t mind.”

“Well,” concluded Zeke, “it appears that unless we find a language
dictionary, there’s nothing more that we can do here. Let’s try the
passage on the right.” He strolled down said passage, the other
four members of the party following.



The group passed through a large room with walls and a ceiling
covered in green crystal. The floor was a narrow bridge across, on
the sides of which were hulking chasms with no visible bottoms. On
the other end was a doorway leading into another room.



On the walls of this room, there was another scrawled
message:



Kaz soere da·ia raz Hilanën Fruan:

Brïtïn / Ïŋglïnd



Zeke made note of this, and they continued through to another room.
This room had only one right angle turn to the right. Link softly
yelled for everybody to be quiet again. This time, the footsteps
were farther, but they still got closer until out from the passage
on the right came a young man, about Link’s age. He had brown hair
and a long nose. He was carrying a large, gold-colored book. He
looked quite surprised to see Link and the rest of the crowd. “I’m
Link,” Link stated.

“I knew that much,” the stranger acknowledged, in a thick British
accent. “I’ve heard about you folks.”

“And you are?”

“My name is Henry Featherstonehaugh. Pleased to meet you. The rest
of you are Shigeru Miyamoto, Shad Athens, Zeke Socrates, and I’m
not sure who you are,” he admitted, looking at Zelda, “but you look
like a Zelda, if my guessing is any good, and you also bear a sort
of resemblance to Senator Biqar Urabi; whether that means anything
I’m not sure. Now then, this book is the Book of Maxims, which
matches your three books to form a complete set. I’ve been in here
before and seen the first inscription you encountered. The word
‘lërdën’ bears a resemblance to the Spanish, French, German,
Italian, Dutch, etc. words for ‘to read,’ indicating that it could
be related to reading. This, combined with the fact that it is
capitalized, means that it could very well refer to the Books, of
which there are four, at least to our knowledge. The word ‘uniag’
then looks vaguely like ‘unite.’ From this information, I am led to
conclude that the door may very well open if we bring all of the
Books into that room. Now you want to access whatever is behind the
door as well, and I don’t want to steal the Books from you, so we
will, of course, move together back to the room with the door,
after which my hypothesis will be confirmed, and I will go on ahead
of you, going my own separate way, as I prefer to be alone in my
quest.”



Link, Miyamoto, Shad, Zeke, and Zelda were all speechless, of
course.










Chapter 5

 


The six of them, of course, did as Henry predicted they would.
Entering the room with the inscription, Henry took the other three
Books from Zelda and Zeke, and stacking them on top of his own
Book, laid them on the floor beneath the inscription. “That should
do it,” he remarked. “Now if I seem like a genius, it’s only
because I am.”



At first, nothing happened. “Yeah, you’re a genius,” noted Shad.
But suddenly, there was at first a low rumbling noise, followed by
a loud grinding that seemed to shake the floor of the cavern. A
cloud of dust was released into the air, and the wall with its
cryptic inscription slowly rose in front of their eyes. In a very
climactic moment, the large panel of stone slid away, revealing a
passage. Then, just as suddenly as it had begun, the noise and
vibration stopped. Once the dust dispersed and the group stopped
coughing, they glanced into the passage ahead. It seemed just the
same as the other passages.



Zeke looked around. “Wait a minute,” he piped up. “Where did Henry
go?” Indeed, Henry seemed absent.

“Shh!” exclaimed Link softly. “I hear something.” The others became
silent. “Footsteps. Henry ran off, I bet.”

“Well, let him go then,” suggested Miyamoto. “He left the Books
here, anyway.” Slowly in case the barrier was to close again,
Miyamoto removed the four Books from the floor. Nothing obvious
happened. Shrugging, Miyamoto continued into the passage ahead,
strolling at a comfortable pace. The other four followed
behind.



The passage continued to a long stone staircase, which wound up
beyond sight. Miyamoto slowly started up the staircase, followed by
the rest of the company. After what seemed like hours of climbing,
the staircase ended with, unexpectedly, a wooden door. “I can’t
open this door while carrying these Books,” complained Miyamoto.
Link stepped forward and opened the door for him.



The door led not into another part of the cave, but rather a small
building with marble walls and columns. The building comprised one
small room, in the center of which was a pedestal about waist high.
Around this pedestal stood a metal fence, obviously meant to guard
whatever was on the pedestal. For what was on the pedestal was not
exactly clear; it was a translucent, white blob-like object, which
pulsated at regular intervals. It seemed to be alive, yet it did
not react at all to the appearance of the five humans; moreover, it
did not seem to have any sort of sensory organ with which to
perceive them. The other end of the room housed a doorway, about
the same size as the door they had come through, but with no door
this time, only open space. After closely examining the blob-like
creature for several seconds, Zeke continued through the far
doorway, motioning for the others to follow. Once they passed
through it, the eyes of all five widened at the vast scene in front
of them.



They were in a vast clearing, flanked by a forest of trees on
either side. Zeke estimated the clearing at about ten miles long
and five miles wide. At the end of this clearing, there appeared to
be some sort of river, though it was hard to tell from such a long
distance. The most peculiar thing about this image was the fact
that even though it was only July, the leaves on the trees were
already changing colors.



Zeke checked his multi-purpose watch for the temperature. It was 65
degrees Fahrenheit—slightly chilly for this time of the year. Zeke
also noticed another strange fact: his watch was warning him that
it had no GPS reception. He realized one possible explanation for
both of these oddities, but neglected to mention it for the time
being. It could wait.



“Well, how are we going to get around? We can’t walk that far,”
commented Link.

“Hey, look at these!” It was Shad, his voice coming from around the
side of the small building they had exited. From outside, it
appeared to be a small temple of some sort.



Shad was referring to several wooden horses. They were life-size
replicas, and they appeared to each be carved out of one contiguous
chunk of wood. Fixed to the head of each was another gelatinous
blob, like the one they had seen in the temple. Curiously, Zelda
mounted one of these horses and poked at the blob on its head. When
that failed to do anything, she stroked it from left to right. The
horse suddenly turned to the right, as if it were an actual,
breathing animal. Link, Shad, Miyamoto, and Zeke also mounted some
of these strange beasts. Miyamoto rubbed the blob on his steed
forward, and the horse began a steady canter. Link did the same,
followed by Zelda, Shad, and lastly Zeke, who had until that moment
been too busy fiddling with his horse to notice the others’
departure.



It did not take long for the five of them to reach the river.
Glancing around, Link tried to reason where they should go next.
One way along the river, he could see what looked like a village of
some sort in the distance. Turning his horse that way, he started
toward it, hoping that signs of civilization would point them
toward answers as to where they were and, more importantly, where
Duke was.



After a long trek some forty miles downstream, the questers
happened upon a wide bridge, large enough for them to all cross at
once. On the other side of this bridge lay a road leading to a town
in the middle of this forest. As the travelers approached the gate
to the town, they were signaled to halt by a guard.

The guard looked a bit like a Native American, wearing feathers on
his head and carrying a spear; however, he was also dressed in a
tunic, and his skin was a whitish color. “Fermans!“ he yelled.
“Ta·iras vosu’sa proce doza kono?“

“Pardon?” Shad instinctively spoke.

“Kono?” questioned the guard.

“Sorry,” Shad replied, “I don’t think I speak your language.”

“Gomi, bagu naz ʒatas ab ta·iu’sa laŋve. Ʒatas nankariu az laŋve
Hilana? … Bokariu? … Oþi … Mákmilo·i!“ Another man, dressed
similarly but with more feathers, ran to the man’s aid. “Ziu naz
ʒatas az laŋve Hilana,“ the first man stated.

“Ʒe … bandok iru naz panktas ab bamdontag az makise. Kizok Kasuto
lëridos këm iru mantoas,“ the second man asserted.

“Ʒa. Vosu ʃe vias ab Kasuto, ont Katane,“ the first man told the
group. All of them, Shad especially, looked confused. “Vians ab
Kasuto!“ Shad looked even more confused. “Kasuto!“ The man thrust a
finger in a downstream direction. Zeke began to move his horse that
direction. Glancing back at his watch, he noticed that the compass
was still working, and it showed them as traveling northwest.
Odd.



It was a long trek down the river, at least another forty miles.
Along the way, the scenery changed. They exited the forest, and
passed a large group of fields to the west. They showed obvious
signs of civilization, and appeared to be used for agriculture.
There was another bridge here, but crossing it meant going back
upstream, which they did not think was the correct way to travel.
After another twenty or so miles, they found another bridge, this
time with an obvious town on the other side. “Well, this looks
promising,” Shad wishfully asserted.



Again, there was a gate with a guard. This time, the guard carried
a sword and wore no feathers, dressing instead in medieval garb
like the Hylians from the games. “Fermans!“ he again yelled,
exactly as the previous guard had. “Ta·iras vosu’sa proce kono
doza?“

“Uh … Kasuto?” replied Zeke.

“Vosu voalas ab miarag ab Kasuto? Vini. Bagu ko·ios az pite.“

“Ko·ios and pite … weren’t those words in the inscription?”
muttered Zeke.



The guard proceeded to turn a wheel, slowly opening the gate. The
five questers traveled through.



They appeared to be in a busy marketplace. Various townspeople were
going about their typical daily deeds. One of them, a middle-aged
man, approached Link in astonishment. “Ta·iras ta·iu Link, taz
mikare da·ia mafáriën?“ he asked. Link, not sure of what to say,
awkwardly nodded, hoping that he might be answering whatever
question the man had. The man was astounded. “Kari! Panktas bagu ab
handag ab ta·iu’sa katabnaʃe?“ he further inquired.

“Uh … do you know where Kasuto is?” Link responded.

“Kasuto? Kasuto vïnʃas alok.“ The man pointed toward a small house
on one edge of the square. A sign on the door said “KASUTO“ in both
familiar and unfamiliar alphabets.



Link and company walked their horses to the house, where Link
dismounted, the others following suit. Link knocked on the door.
After a few seconds, a young man of about college age opened it.
“Hello,” Link greeted. “Is this Kasuto?”

“I am Kasuto,” the man replied. “Boy, you must be tired of trying
to communicate with these people, huh? I bet you’re glad to finally
see someone who speaks English. Come in, and I’ll tell you
everything you need to know about this place. Are you Link, by any
chance? Or just a fan?”

“I am Link,” Link told him, “but not the one from the games. I’m a
descendent of his. I was born and raised in the Chicago
area.”

“Curious … curious. Well, it appears that we both have a lot to
talk about. So let’s talk, shall we?”










Chapter 6

 


Henry Featherstonehaugh emerged through the wooden door. It had
been a long run up the stairs, but he had to move quickly if he
wanted to be faster than the other five members of the team, if you
considered them all a team. For Henry did not; he preferred to work
alone.



Coming into the temple, he noticed the gelatinous creature on the
pedestal. Without giving it more than a passing glance, he
continued out of the temple.



“Fermans!“ The call came from behind him, to the left. Turning, he
saw two guards, in armor and carrying swords, riding on wooden
horses that moved as if they were alive. One of the guards
dismounted, picked Henry up as if he were light as a feather, and
placed him on the back of the guard’s horse. The guard got on in
front, and the three of them took off.



“Hey!” yelled Henry. “Where are you taking me?”

“Bokariu panktas ab bamdontag ab Hirule Neta mek pome. Kosu ʃi
hawitas tëu ak Ha·ikásule Hirula.“

“Do you speak English? Does anybody speak English here?”

“Ta·irans sikwala! Ta·iu ʃi ta·iras navia.“ The guard placed a hand
over Henry’s mouth.



The three of them rode for what must have been hours, even at a
fast gallop. They rode through a clearing, over a bridge, along a
river, past some fields, over a second bridge, and finally about
twenty miles north, until they reached a large city. Henry was
surprised by its size. Perhaps the most distinctive feature of the
city was the tall ladder-like object that rose out of its center
and continued into the clouds. Henry had no idea what it could be
for.

The riders approached a gate at the entrance to the city, which a
similar guard gladly opened for them. They then rode through the
street to a large castle, where they dismounted, dragging Henry
into the castle.



It was quite a nice place, but now wasn’t the time to admire the
architecture. The guards continued to take Henry up several flights
of stairs, finally dumping him in a large throne room. Henry took a
few seconds to look around.



The floor was red carpet, with lavish designs prominently featuring
the symbol of the Triforce. Numerous stained glass windows resided
in the walls, depicting scenes from what Henry guessed was the
history of Hyrule. In front of Henry was a large throne, in which
sat a man wearing a crown; he was presumably the king of Hyrule,
though he looked quite young.



“Ta·iras zu kwao?“ asked the man.

“Kosu naz lëridas ab kwao ëru ta·iras. Ëru naz ʒatas az laŋve
Hilana. Kosu miares kwa ëru ʃi sïlres az Empiae da·ia taz Pite,“
one of the guards responded.

“Kizok ëru ta·iros makʊva sʊgaz nosu. Vosu sïlrans nëu, yuri.“ The
two guards left.

“Do you speak English?” inquired the king.

“Yes, I do,” Henry replied.

“Good. Welcome to New Hyrule, my domain. I have power over this
land and all of its inhabitants. Now I need to know a few facts
about you. My guards tell me that you entered Hyrule through the
Gateway, correct?”

“The Gateway?”

“It is a wooden door leading into a system of caves on the Earth
that you probably know. The caves themselves are magically
connected. Is this sounding at all familiar?”

“Yes, it is. One of those caves is near my house in England.”

“Right. Now did you just stumble upon the cave, or did you have
reasons for entering?”

“I was entering in order to help Link Heracles and some of his
friends. We’re searching for an evil man named Duke. He seems to be
causing trouble here or something; I don’t know that much. Your
Majesty, you must help us! The entire kingdom could fall to this
man! I’m glad that I ran into you. You will be a valuable ally in
this fight.”



The king smiled, a sad smile, as if he didn’t believe Henry’s story
… no, that wasn’t it. He appeared to know something that Henry
didn’t. “I would help you,” he stated, “but I have a lot of
business on my hands, and I don’t think any man named Duke is going
to be much of a threat. I have access to a vast army, and nobody
can penetrate the safety of my castle.”

“You don’t know who this man is,” Henry begged. “He is a scientist,
and he has access to resources beyond your wildest dreams. He
seemingly even came back from the dead!”

“I’m sure, I’m sure. Well, that’s beside the main point of our
conversation. You have entered Hyrule without consent, and we don’t
like outsiders very much. How do I know you’re not trying to help
this Duke character, assuming he does exist? Until I know better
what to do with you, I’ll have to keep you somewhere. Kanʃiso·in!“
Two guards walked forward. “Hawitans ab za káʒile kaz picoŋe.“ The
guards picked up Henry, carrying him out of the room. “You must
help us!” Henry pleaded desperately.



The guards carried Henry down more flights of stairs than he had
come up. The halls became cold and damp, the walls became stone,
and a foul smell drifted in the air. Henry was taken down a long
hall, past rows of metal-barred cells, around a corner or two, and
finally to an open cell, where Henry was thrust inside and the bars
shut.



Henry took a look around his new surroundings. This was the
stereotypical medieval jail. The bars were cold metal, the floors
were cold stone, the walls were cold, rough bricks, and the
prisoners were bearded, old men. Well, mostly. As if it were a
desperate attempt to break the stereotype, the inhabitant of the
cell next to Henry’s was a girl a couple of years younger than
Henry. She seemed like she could be a member of some obscure Middle
Eastern tribe. Turning, she noticed Henry through the barred
window. “Hello,” she greeted.

“You speak English?”     “Yeah, of course. I’m from
the Chicago area, actually.”

“Wait … you went through the cave too?”

“I was actually kidnapped by Duke. He just made me rip a hole in
space and brought me here.”

“I wonder why he kidnapped you.”

“I don’t know. It probably has something to do with the fact that I
have the Triforce of Power.”

“Right. I don’t believe I ever introduced myself. I’m Henry
Featherstonehaugh. I’m from England. I don’t have any connection to
the games, except I used to have a book called the Book of Maxims,
but I left it at the cave in order to open the way here. It’s gold
and written in the Hylian alphabet from Twilight
Princess.”

“Yeah, I had one of those Hylian books too. I’m Natasha Greer. I am
the youngest descendent of the Gerudo tribe, and my mother wanted
me to learn Gerudo magic—that’s what the book is for—in order to
avenge the death of our king, Ganondorf, from many hundreds of
years ago. Ever since then, our tribe has been cursed, and we have
never had a male heir. My mother realized that my suddenly
obtaining the Triforce of Power could be a sign that I was the one
to break the curse.”

“I see. Well, it’s a good thing that the king’s guards saved you
from Duke, however mean he may be. I hope he releases us
soon.”

“Wait … what?”

“You know, the king of Hyrule. The guy that threw us in
here.”

“Oh … I get it. You seem to have a bit of a misconception.”

“What?”

“The King of Hyrule is dead. He was assassinated by Duke a few
weeks ago.”

“Then the man that I was speaking to in the throne room, the one
wearing the crown …”

“Is Duke.”

Henry contemplated his misunderstanding. “Oh, great. You mean to
tell me that after running into Hyrule in order to gain allies and
defeat Duke once and for all, I’ve somehow managed to end up in the
hands of the enemy himself?”

“I guess.”

After some more deep thought, Henry piped up again. “Do they feed
us in here?”

“Yeah, bread and soup. The bread is all right, but the soup tastes
like dishwater. Don’t worry, Link will rescue us. I’m sure he will.
I mean, I hope …” Her last word trailed off into desperate
silence.










Chapter 7

 


“So where are we, exactly?” asked Zelda.

“Well,” Kasuto explained, “I could answer that question several
different ways, depending on what you mean. I hope this is a
satisfactory answer: We are in my house, in the village of Kataan,
in Central Hyrule. Central Hyrule is part of New Hyrule.”

“And where is New Hyrule?” questioned Shad, who was thoroughly
confused by now.

“You mean in relation to Chicago? Nowhere, really. New Hyrule is a
separate universe, the only connection between the two being a
magical gateway located in a cave.”

“That explains why my GPS receiver doesn’t work,” noted Zeke. “So
how do you know about the Chicago area?”

“I was born there. I found the cave on my own and have since moved
between the two worlds numerous times.”

“Didn’t you need the Books?”

“No, actually. There are other ways of getting through the barrier.
So what brings you here?”

“An evil man named Duke has taken over this land,” Link replied,
“but you probably already knew that. He is from the Chicago area. A
year or so ago, we thought we had defeated him, but apparently we
were wrong.”

“So you’ve come here to finish him off. Interesting. Well, first I
should teach you some basic history about this land.” Clearing his
throat, Kasuto began to tell them the legend behind New
Hyrule.



“Long ago, Ancient Hyrule flourished in a large area southwest of
the lake now known as Lake Michigan. The Hyrulians were a great
people, but they had survived many fierce battles and wars, and the
land held a great history of fighting and blood. Then, several
Native American tribes started to invade, despite being more
primitive. The Hyrulians decided they had to leave their land.
However, they were divided as to where they could go.

“Some of them decided they had to go back to the beginning,
re-adopting the most ancient Hyrulian tradition. They then traveled
west and north, up into what is now Alaska, where they crossed over
into Asia.

“Other Hyrulians thought that too extreme, and went back to older
traditions, but not as old as the first group’s traditions. They
went east and crossed the Atlantic.

“A third group of Hyrulians decided to keep their current
traditions, but leave the land and flee to another. They also went
in a northwest direction, following the first group of
Hyrulians.

“But the rest of the Hyrulians decided that they had to abandon
most of their traditions entirely. They developed their own
language and technology. Deciding that fleeing the continent was
not enough, they created a gateway to another world, where they
settled. This was in 1279; if they had remained a few generations
longer, the Europeans would have come, and Hyrulian culture might
have vanished entirely.

“They have been in this land for 746 years, according to their
calendar. Over that time, New Hyrule has developed into a large
civilization, comprising several tribes and races.

“Now if you want to get around in this place, you’ll need to learn
the Hylian language. Originally only Hylians spoke it, but now
almost everybody in this land does as well.”

“Well, we don’t have much time,” Zeke commented.

“Sure, we do,” Kasuto countered. “Duke may be planning on going
back to Earth, but he won’t until he gathers a huge army, which may
be months from now. Until now, Hyrule hasn’t needed much of an
army, given they’re the only people here. Unless he finds out
you’re here and kills you, we have all the time we need.”

“Well, this guy asked me something about Link, and when I nodded,
he was all excited,” Link responded. “I think he knows I’m
around.”

“We’ll have to hurry, then,” Kasuto decided. “First, you need to
learn how Hylian is pronounced. You probably won’t have to learn
the Hylian alphabet, because I’ve gone around and romanized various
writings to make them easier for people like us to read.”

“But wait, if everything is written using our alphabet, won’t it be
easy enough to pronounce?” “Not necessarily. Can you pronounce
this?” Kasuto handed Link a piece of paper. On it was written:
Cʊxäцëð Ʃïʒüþó·iŋ.

Link took a try at pronouncing it. “Kucks-ow-ed
ay-zu-poin.”

“You couldn’t be more wrong. It’s pronounced
‘choo-kha-tsedh shih-zhuh-thoing.’ Do you still
want to skip learning the pronunciation?” Link hastily shook his
head.

“So wait a minute,” Zeke interrupted. “Once we learn Hylian or
whatever, how are we going to get to Duke? I imagine it’s not going
to be easy.”

“You are certainly and unfortunately correct. Duke has several
protection methods in place. First of all, nobody can enter any of
the towns in Hyrule without stating their purpose. Also, nobody can
even get close to Hyrule Castle without a password. This password
is only known to Duke, his highest guards whom he has commanded not
to tell anybody the password under any circumstances, and the high
priests that visit the Temple of the Triforce, which is in another
world and can only be accessed through a gateway in Noraan, a town
in northwest Hyrule. We will have to go to Noraan if we want to
enter the castle at some point.”

“Well, I don’t know about you guys,” stated Link, “but I’m getting
hungry.”

“I know a good tavern nearby,” Kasuto commented. “Let’s go over
there.”



The six of them left the house. Link decided to leave his hat so
that nobody would ask who he was. They then walked, Kasuto in the
lead, to a building that very much resembled a tavern.

Once they got inside, they seated themselves at a table a
comfortable distance from the other ones. “Kasuto’kumi! Ta·iras
zian hitën kwao?“ yelled a man sitting a table or two away,
gesturing at the six of them.

“Ziu ta·iras bagu’san koŋgetën. Iru naz ʒatas az laŋve Hilana,“
Kasuto yelled back.



After a bit of a wait, a Hylian woman who could only be a waitress
came to the table. “Bënkati kaz Stale Tatalasa! Voalas vosu kono?“
she greeted and asked.

“Kosu tokan voalas az kukokriðe ëk bwibague, yuri,“ Kasuto told
her.

“Vini! Bagu gamuцos tok zatiu bado raz dënamice uno·ata.“ The woman
left.

“Wait … what did you just order?” wondered Zelda.

“I got us all chicken,” Kasuto clarified. “I also ordered bwibague,
or ‘sweet-water,’ which is a drink not unlike lemon-lime
soda.”

“Well,” commented Link, “this is all very interesting. To think
that all this time there was an entire world unknown to us … and
that now, we have to do something to save this world without
knowing much about it … it seems like an impossible task.”

“That’s why you should be glad I’m around. I’ve lived here for
years, and I know a lot about Hylian culture. For instance, I can
tell you that today is the thirty-third day of the month of Albe,
which lasts for forty days, as all of their months do. Albe is the
seventh month in their sequence of nine months, and marks the
beginning of the cooling season, which is like a combination of our
fall and winter. The day of the week is Ludre, like our Thursday,
and the year is 746.”

“Hey, that reminds me. My birthday is in two weeks.”

“When is it?”

“July 21. I was born in 1998.”

“Hold on a second …“ Kasuto stared into space for a moment, deep in
thought. “That means that here, your birthday is the 38th of Unie,
which was two months ago.”

“Interesting. So the years here are a different length?”

“Five days shorter, in fact.”

“Wow, that’s odd.”

“Not really; you get used to it pretty quickly. Plus, there are
never any leap years.”

“Yeah, I bet that’s a lot simpler, then.”



After a few minutes, the waitress returned with their chicken. They
were all very hungry, and they ate heartily. Link wasn’t too
worried about Duke; that seemed like a distant issue at the moment.
He was more excited, excited that he was learning about an almost
alien culture in a hands-on manner.










Chapter 8

 


The dungeon was pitch black. Nobody could see a thing; had
silent dangers existed in the darkness, none of the prisoners would
have known. It was now sometime around midnight. The guards had
left after extinguishing the lights; the bars were secured, and no
prisoner could pick a lock in the dark.



Two of the imprisoned residents were Henry Featherstonehaugh and
Natasha Greer. They had been talking to each other in whispers
about several things: the history of the Gerudo, the story of Link
and Zeke and Duke, Henry’s everyday life, Natasha’s everyday life,
the many similarities and differences between them, and countless
other topics.



Eventually, Henry realized something. “Wait a minute,” he
whispered. “You said you know Gerudo magic, right?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Can’t you just use that to get us out of here?”   
 “I wish.”

“Why not? I mean, it can’t be that hard to make the bars break, can
it?”

“It doesn’t work that way. Each spell is a symbol—to cast the
spell, I need to picture the symbol on top of whatever it is I want
to cast the spell on. If I can’t see it, I can’t do magic on it.
And in this darkness, I can’t see anything.”

“Well, we could escape during the day then.”

“Except the guards would almost certainly catch us, and magic takes
time—I can’t just immediately stop any guard coming at us.”

“Can you make us invisible or something?”

“In daylight, I can make you invisible easily. The problem is that
I can’t make myself invisible unless I can see my own head. We’d
need a mirror or similar.”

Henry pondered this for a few moments. “The soup is reflective,
isn’t it?”

“Yeah … that might work, actually. We’ll need to wait until
tomorrow’s rations are delivered, then.”

“Well, in that case, I’m tired. Good night.”

“Good night, Henry. We’ll be out of here in no time.” With those
words, the two of them went to sleep.



In the morning, however, their plans were foiled. When Henry woke
up, he looked into the adjacent cell. Natasha was gone, and the
cell door had been opened. Obviously, the guards had taken her, as
otherwise the bars would be cut. Henry sat in silence, not sure
what to do now.



Natasha, meanwhile, was being carried by the guards up flight after
flight of stairs. They finally set her on the ground in Duke’s
throne room. “Hello,” Duke greeted her. “I suppose you’re wondering
why I brought you here. Well,” he continued, casually pacing along
the floor, “I imprisoned you for a reason. I obviously wouldn’t do
so just to lure Link here, though that was a part of my motive. The
other part is that I thought you might be … useful to me. So I’ve
brought you up here to test your ability.”

“You know my power,” Natasha replied. “I was the one that brought
you here, under your command. What more could you ask?”

“Quite a bit, actually.” Duke nodded to one of the guards, who
handed him a match. “I want to find out exactly what you can do.
Can you, for example, light this match in my hand?”



Natasha concentrated on the match, remembering the symbol for fire.
Slowly and carefully, she mentally drew the symbol on the head of
the match, overlaying one on the other. Once she was finished, the
match head spontaneously erupted in a small flame. Duke smiled,
satisfied with the power he had discovered. “Excellent. Now it is
time for the second test.”

The guards brought forth a glass full of water and a small table,
setting the table on the floor and the glass on the table. Duke
extinguished the match. “Can you,” he asked, “empty this glass
without touching it?”



Natasha did not know a spell specifically for emptying glasses of
water, but she knew what she could do. She remembered a symbol for
intense heat, and pictured it on the glass. Slowly but surely, the
water began to boil, until none of it was left. “Now,” Duke
inquired, “can you fill it again?”



The task was harder this time. She had to focus on the air above
the glass, causing the water vapor to condense into the vessel. It
took a lot of effort, but at last her effort paid off, and the
glass was full of water. “Good … good. Now, I have one last test
for you.”



A prisoner, bound and gagged, was brought into the room and laid on
the ground in front of Natasha. “This man’s name is Patha,” Duke
explained. “Two months ago, he was caught after having murdered
three people. He has since been imprisoned here. What I want to
know is if you could possibly end his misery, so to speak.”

Natasha hesitated for a moment, trapped in a moral dilemma. “No,”
she finally stated. “I cannot.”

“It really can’t be that hard, can it?”

“Yes … it can. How do I know if you’re even telling the
truth?”

“I see. So the issue is not one of power, but one of responsibility
and morality. Remember that this man has been suffering for months.
To end his pain would be a sort of euthanasia.”

“I can see the look on his face. Patha, this man is telling lies,
isn’t he?”

With tears in his eyes, the man vigorously nodded. He was at least
sixty years old, and seemed more of a scholar than a
murderer.

“He does not appear to be lying,” Natasha resolutely persisted,
“and to see an honest, helpless man like him … I would rather lose
my own life than kill this man.”

Duke sighed. “I knew that you probably would not follow my request.
I will let you go this time, but in the future, failure to obey
commands from me will result in your execution. Remember that. For
now, you will simply not be given any food for a period of seven
days. I will give you one last chance to perform magic on this
man.”

“… Fine,” Natasha decided. “Give me a few seconds.”



The symbol for cutting was rather simple, but it took a
considerable amount of skill and precision for a task such as this.
After several seconds of mental imagery, of focusing and drawing
the symbol in her head, Natasha released the spell, and Duke
excitedly watched as she in one smooth stroke cut the man’s …
bindings.



Patha sprang to his feet in an instant, starting to run toward the
door. The guards’ eyes hurriedly turned to Duke’s face. “Navïnʃans
ëru,“ Duke commanded, with a strangely confident tone in his voice.
Natasha’s heart raced as the guards ran toward the old man, and she
became suddenly very alert. Concentrating as hard as she could, she
tried to cast a slowing spell on the guards; alas, she was too
late.



With a wide swing of his sword, one of the two guards beheaded the
man. Natasha felt a sickening pain as she saw his head fall to the
ground. The guards, as if they had no feeling or guilt, picked up
Patha’s body and head and carried them out of the room. Natasha
realized one of the advantages of the carpet being red; whether the
original builders of the castle had taken this into account she did
not know, as she doubted any former ruler of Hyrule could have been
so barbaric as to behead his subjects in his own throne room
without a second thought.

Duke was the first to break the ugly silence. “Now then, if you
thought that performing such magic would remove your punishment,
you are quite wrong indeed. In fact, you have now not only gone
against my command; you have also attempted to free a prisoner, and
for this you must pay an additional price. I am not the most
lenient ruler, and you will find this very clear if you continue to
disobey me. Your period of time without food has been increased to
two weeks. If you change your mind during that period, I can bring
another prisoner sentenced to execution and test you again, but be
warned that my patience is not endless if you try to free every
prisoner I bring to you. If you die of starvation, so be it; I
would in fact benefit from your death, so it does not matter to me
too much whether you survive. Do I make myself clear?”

Natasha, unsure of how to address the tyrant, nodded slowly.

“Good. Kanʃiso·in!“ The two guards came to Natasha’s side, having
returned from their duty. “Duцans ab za káʒine kaz picoŋe.“ The
guards obeyed, carrying Natasha back to the cold, dark dungeon once
more.










Chapter 9

 


It was a bright day. The weather was nearly perfect, as it had
been. The sun glinted on the waters of the wide, slow river, the
Hevaue.



“Remind me again where we’re going and why,” Shad requested.

“We need the password to get into Hyrule Castle. This password, as
I said before, is only given to guards and high priests. The high
priests live in Noraan, a village about forty miles up the Hevaue,
the river we are following right now. So to get to Hyrule Castle,
we have to get to the high priests, so we have to go to Noraan,”
Kasuto explained.

“How do we know they’re going to help us, though?” inquired
Link.

“Well, you mentioned having a strange dream with three shouting
men, right?” replied Kasuto.

“Yeah, why?”

“What did they look like? What were they wearing?”

“They had long beards, and they were wearing these long,
yellow-orange robes.”

“I figured. Those are the high priests. They were trying to
communicate with you, to get you to help them. They aren’t any
happier about Duke’s takeover than we are. They see it as a bad
omen from the goddesses.”

“How were they entering my dreams?”

“That’s quite a complicated story. You see, Hylians rely on prayns
for most of their technology. Where we use electricity, they use
prayns.”

“What’s a prayn?”

“It’s a blob-like creature, sort of like a jellyfish. It can
survive with almost no nutrition, but the amazing thing is that its
thoughts can be manipulated and controlled. It acts as a sort of
slave brain, which can be programmed to produce almost any function
imaginable.”

“So what does this have to do with dreams?”

“Hylians communicate using dreams and dream helmets. If you put on
a dream helmet and think of someone you know, you and the person
you know simultaneously become very drowsy. If you fall asleep, you
enter a dream in which the two of you are communicating with each
other. Of course, not everyone in Hyrule knows each other, and the
effects of dream helmets wear off with distance, so Hylians built a
network of prayns that know each other. Say you want to communicate
with a Goron in Dodaan, in the southwest. You would think of your
local prayn, called a prakoonion, which would be protected in a
building in your town. The prakoonion would then contact the
Maprakoonion, which is kept in a room in Hyrule Castle. You would
be given a choice of towns by thoughts programmed into the
Maprakoonion, and choose Dodaan. Then the Dodaan prakoonion would
give you a list of people, from which you would choose the Goron
you would like to talk to. The Goron and you would enter a dream
and be able to communicate. Now what the priests did is contact the
prakoonion in the Gateway Temple in Southeast Hyrule. That led them
to the caves into Chicago, and finally to you. The connection was
very fuzzy, hence why it only worked when you were sleeping
already, and why it was mixed into your own dreams and
experiences.

“Now, we’ll arrive in Noraan presently, so I need to tell you a bit
about what I’m planning on doing. This afternoon at 2:00, a
performance of the Tragedy of the Fateful Festival, which is a
famous Hylian play, will be put on. We will go there and see it.
During the intermission, you and I will attempt to talk to one of
the high priests and explain the situation. We need the password if
nothing else. Meanwhile, while you’re watching the play, try to
pick up as much Hylian as possible and pay attention to the plot.
Got it?”

Link nodded.



Soon they arrived in Noraan. Once again, the typical guard at the
gate was there to greet them. “Fermans!“ he yelled, exactly as
expected. “Ta·iras vosu’sa proce kono doza?“

“Kosu ta·iras dozok pat voalas ab miarag az kavihe,” stated
Kasuto.

“Vini. Ʃite vilzanons.“ He opened the gate and let them
through.



They walked through the town. Zeke checked his watch. It was 1:00.
“The play doesn’t start for an hour,” he noted.

“Well, you’re hungry, aren’t you?” responded Kasuto. “Because I
sure am. There’s a place nearby where we can get kasutën.”

“Get what?”

“Sandwiches.”

“Why is the Hylian word for ‘sandwich’ so much like your
name?”

“Because in this world, I invented them. It wouldn’t be a perfect
world without sandwiches.”

“You’re that vain, huh?”

“I guess.” Kasuto chuckled.



They continued to a small restaurant. Kasuto ordered sandwiches.
All of them ate heartily. “So what exactly is this play about?”
Zeke decided to ask.

“I was hoping you would ask that,” Kasuto noted. “There’s a bit of
cultural background you should know about before you see this play.
It takes place at the time of the Cooling Festival. That would be
held at the beginning of the Cooling season, which I mentioned
yesterday. The Cooling Festival is a time to look back on the good
times of the previous seasons and to prepare one’s self for the
harsh winter ahead. Also, the main character is the son of a
priest—remember, a lot of priests live in Noraan—and priests’ sons
were usually considered nerdy and socially awkward in the past. Now
that isn’t as much of an issue, but it was when the play was
written.”



Soon they left the restaurant and walked to the theater. It was a
large place, seating about two thousand, as Zeke estimated. The six
of them sat near one of the aisles and near the back, as this put
them rather close to one of the high priests. Link recognized the
priest as one of the men from his dream.



The lights dimmed; Link wondered how they got them to do that. He
looked around at saw that the lights were all prayns, glowing and
fading as electric lights would. Then lights came up on the stage,
revealing the inside of a small house. There was a mother and
father—or at least Link assumed them to be—and a boy of about
Link’s age, maybe a year or two younger, sitting and playing with
the family dog.



They started to talk, and Link tried to pick up as much of their
Hylian as he could. From what he could make out, the father was a
priest, and he was going to have some sort of debate with another
priest at the Cooling Festival. The boy’s name was Firo, and his
father’s name was Lere; he didn’t catch the mother’s name.



The play continued. The second scene involved Firo and his best
friend Riku playing some sort of game. The third scene was Firo in
his house, contemplating something deeply. Link couldn’t pick out
too much of his Hylian, but from what he could understand, it
involved somebody called Janore. From Firo’s tone and the fact that
Janore was female, Link could tell what it might be about. The
fourth scene involved a king in his castle. The king’s name was
also Link, which Link—the real one—found quite interesting; was
this supposed to be Link from one of the games, or rather legends?
After contemplating this for a second, he realized it couldn’t
be—the play took place in Noraan, which hadn’t existed back
then.

After the first act was over, Link started to get up, but Kasuto
put a hand on his shoulder, and Link sat back down. “The play has
five acts,” he whispered. “The intermission is after Act 3.” Link
nodded in understanding.



The play continued, and the plot developed. Firo had definitely
made a choice as far as what to do with Janore, and was having a
bit of awkward trouble carrying out his plan. Just when it seemed
like everything was going well, it turned out Janore was in a
relationship with Kino, another of Firo’s friends. Kino also seemed
very distressed in one scene. The whole thing reminded Link of the
beginning of a movie he had seen a couple of years ago. He couldn’t
remember the name, but he thought he remembered Tom Hanks being in
it.



During the intermission, Kasuto and Link went to talk to the high
priest. When he saw Link, he was very surprised. “Ta·iras ta·iu
kizok Link, taz mikare?“

“Ha·i, taz hite kwa vosu biankant ont bagu’san na·imrën,“ Link
stumbled to say.

“Ant bagu’san na·imrën,“ corrected Kasuto. “Remember, it’s
not exactly a relation of place.”

“Vini! Ta·iu ʃa a·utas këu. Duk uʃikant ab Hirule toka. Ëru ta·iras
mok krëuŋga. Ëru pentas ab uʃikag Hirule Frua, ëk toka zata toere.“
The priest seemed very distraught.

“Bagu panktas ab a·utag vëu, sëk bagu mantoas az bamdamonte ak
bamdontag ab Ha·ikásule Hirula.“

“Prok bamdontag ab Ha·ikásule Hirula,“ Kasuto corrected
Link again. “You need the password for entering Hyrule Castle, not
to entering it.”

“Alʒons ank iru ‘muevase da·ia krone.’ Zatu ta·iras taz
bamdamonte.“ The priest was speaking in a hushed tone now.

“Moka aroti. Bagu gamuцos ena.“ Kasuto and Link walked back to
their seats in time for the play to continue.



The rest of the play was dramatically tragic. Kino went crazy, Firo
ended up dead, Janore was put in jail, Kino took Janore’s place and
told her where he had hidden a bomb, only to have Janore go over
there and blow herself up. Link understood why it was a
tragedy.



It didn’t matter, however. They had the password to get into the
castle. “Muevase da·ia krone“—“shifter of time.” That was the only
thing that had been preventing them from getting to Duke. Now
nothing stood in their way.










Chapter 10

 


Natasha woke. Glancing over to determine the source of her
sudden consciousness, she noticed two guards entering, carrying a
man of about thirty years. The man was placed in the cell in
between hers and Henry’s—they had been separated so Natasha could
not use Henry’s bowl. But if she could persuade this man to help
them …



Henry also woke up at this point. He had no idea what time it was.
He watched sleepily as the guards left the room.

“Bagu naz kaŋgas,“ whispered the man. “Bagu ðas hira come da·ia
Duk’maʃta, ëk iru cuŋkas bëu ont ake. Naz ta·iras bʊnla!“

“Hello?” asked Natasha.

“Kono?”

“Do you speak English?”

“Ïŋglïʃ … Îŋglïʃe? Kasuto ensʊnes ank bagu raz mise da·ia Îŋglïʃe.
A … Not much.” The man had a heavy accent.

“Can you help us?” Natasha tried to speak slowly and
carefully.

“Maybe. Need you … what do you need help with?” The man also spoke
slowly, probably because he was fumbling for words.

“First of all, what is your name?”

“Name? I name … my name is Lere.”

“When the ration … when they give us food, can you give me your
soup for a moment?”

“I give you my soup … for a moment …”

“I won’t need to eat it. I only need to see it.”

“I … okay.”



Natasha could only wait at this point, wondering if Lere had
understood her. After a few painful, long hours of lying in wait,
the guards arrived, carrying the noon ration. Lere held his soup
bowl up so Natasha could see it. Carefully, she drew the symbol for
invisibility on the soup, becoming invisible. Then she cut through
the cell lock. The door swung open. She was careful not to be too
violent, to make it look as if the door had come open by itself.
One of the guards turned to notice, and she silently and hurriedly
exited the cell. The guard closed the door again, and then when it
refused to stay shut, he fiddled with it for a while. Natasha
figured she didn’t have much time, so she immediately turned to
Henry’s cell. She made him invisible quickly and opened the door,
allowing him to step out. The guard now turned his attention to
Henry’s door, looking obviously confused.



The two ran as quickly and quietly as possible. Coming to the
spiral staircase they had descended so much before, they began to
climb. After twenty steps or so, however, Natasha saw a problem:
two guards coming down the stairs. Hurriedly, she pressed herself
and Henry against the outer wall of the staircase. The guards
walked past them, and missed them, only barely. Natasha breathed a
sigh of relief.



One of the guards turned around.

“Kono?“ inquired the other guard.

“Bagu priðes kwa mo·ies ab toe,“ the first guard replied. Natasha
and Henry stood frozen, unable to move.



It was their own terrible luck that at this point, Natasha’s
invisibility spells began to wear off. Noticing immediately,
Natasha ran up the stairs, Henry following quickly behind. They
reached the main floor, where Natasha continued upward, hoping that
the guards would think twice about bringing all of this turmoil up
to Duke’s throne room. The guards, however, did not. As Natasha and
Henry burst into the throne room, the guards following close
behind, they were about ready to give up, their legs aching from
the long climb. Then a miracle happened, or something close to
it.



Two gunshots were fired, the guards falling to the ground. There,
standing in front of Natasha and Henry, holding the gun, was none
other than Zeke Socrates.



Zeke and the rest of the group had arrived in Castle Town less than
an hour earlier. They had approached the guard with the password,
the guard allowing them entry easily. In fact, it was almost too
easy to gain an audience with the evil king. The six of them had
walked into the throne room calmly, without making a show out of
it. Duke, of course, was the only one in there. He did not seem
surprised to see them. “Well, hello,” he greeted them. “I see
you’ve shown up to ruin my plans once again. Well, this time I have
guards on my side. But I’m not going to sic them on you just yet.
Instead, I have a few questions to ask you. First of all, how on
earth did you figure out how to get here?”

“Well,” Zeke answered, “it’s a long story. Link had dreams
involving priests from Noraan, who were trying to contact him. We
then decided to explore the cave Miyamoto visited in his youth,
resulting in us discovering New Hyrule.”

“Ah, I figured there had to be another way into New Hyrule. I
myself used another method to get here.”

“Yeah,” Link yelled. “You forced Natasha to make a gateway here
with her magic.”

“And now that you’re all here, my plan is almost complete. By
killing all of you, I can gain the three pieces of the Triforce
back. Then, the people will see me as their true and final king. I
will be greater than—“

“Yeah, we don’t need to hear an entire evil takeover speech,” Shad
interrupted. “Just tell us what we need to know.”

“Well, there is one more thing you need to know, but I think I’ll
hide that knowledge from you in order to make this fight a bit
easier. I’d really rather just get this over with quickly. If
anybody wants to commit suicide right now, that might be easier
than a huge battle, and just as effective.”

“You’re lying,” Link shouted. “You know that we might defeat you.
You’re just trying to weaken us.”

“Fine,” Duke stated. “If you really think you can take me on,
you’ll have to prove it. Just be warned that I have a few tricks up
my sleeve.” With those words, he left the room down another
hallway. Before the team could react, two guards burst through the
doors, chasing a young boy and girl: Henry and Natasha. Recognizing
them immediately, Zeke shot the two guards. Smiling, he blew the
dust off his gun.



After a few seconds, Duke walked back into the room. “Oh, look
who’s here,” he commented. “I trust you decided Lere wasn’t worth
bringing with?”

“We had too much trouble communicating with him,” Natasha calmly
responded.

“Well, he was a bit weak anyway. Just an ordinary man who needs to
learn not to take his freedom of speech for granted.”

“I just have one question,” Zelda spoke up. “Why? Why are you doing
this? Surely it can’t just be for world domination.”

“Why not? I could give the world a lot, you know. I’m one of the
best scientists and inventors of our time.”

“Well, yes, but evil conquest might not be the best way to spread
your knowledge.”

“There is no good or evil; there is only power and those too weak
to seek it.”

“True, but you won’t have much power if J. K. Rowling sues you for
using that quote.”

“Sue? Me? Ha! After seeing what I’m about to do, nobody would think
about suing me.”

“You’re mad,” Shad realized. “You’re completely mad.”

“Maybe so, but I’m not insane to think that I can take all of you
on. So let’s get this over with.”



Sighing, Zeke shot a bullet at Duke. Duke calmly dodged it.
“Really? I was expecting that. Did you think it would be that
easy?”

“No, I was thi—“ Zeke shot another bullet in the middle of a
sentence. This one caught Duke in the chest, bouncing off
harmlessly.

“Well, I was thinking that it would be wise to have bulletproof
armor. Just in case.”



Zeke sighed again. This was not going to be the easiest battle
ever.










Chapter 11

 


Link tried to think as quickly as possible. Zeke was easily the
smartest one of the group, and probably the best with handling
weapons. Knowing this, Zeke would be the first to attack Duke, as
he stood the best chance against him. Link thus turned his
attention rather to the guards, which were now pouring into the
room from all angles. Pulling out the Master Sword, he dispatched a
few of the guards. Though Link was a highly skilled fencer by now,
it was not an easy task. First of all, he was facing more than one
opponent this time. Secondly, though his opponents were not skilled
at defense, their armor proved to be quite an obstacle.



Duke glared at Zeke and drew a long, wide sword. Looking quite
menacing, he swung it over and around his head and upper body
several times and laughed. Zeke, catching the reference, simply
shot another bullet at Duke. The bullet ricocheted off Duke’s
sword, missing Miyamoto’s head by inches. The look on Duke’s face
made it clear that this had been a carefully aimed move. The look
on Zeke’s face was doubtful.



Miyamoto carefully examined the bullet hole in the wall. After a
second or two, he produced a tape measure from his pocket and found
the hole’s diameter to be 7 millimeters. Nodding, he put the tape
back into his pocket, then hurriedly ducked into a corner and tried
to be inconspicuous. He had no idea how he was going to defend
himself.



Zeke decided not to shoot again at Duke. Instead, he started
shooting guards, figuring that he could be much more useful this
way. Seeing that Zeke was otherwise occupied, Link focused his
efforts on Duke. Moving forward, he tried a sort of feigning move
on Duke, hoping to get a hit in. Duke did not fall for any of
Link’s traps, and the fight was reduced to simple attacks and
parries.

Zelda and Shad, meanwhile, were scanning the ground carefully for
the fallen bodies of guards. Finding two, they quickly pried open
their fingers and took their swords. Though they had little
experience fencing, they could at least try to help the
fight.



Natasha was killing as many guards as she could, until the death
symbol was practically burned into her mind. Glancing at Henry, she
quickly drew an invisibility symbol on him. Picking up a discarded
sword, she held it out for him to take. He quickly did, and soon a
disembodied sword was killing and confusing guards.



A guard approached Miyamoto. Looking very timid, he grabbed his
tape measure and extended and locked it, holding it out as if it
were a sword. The guard simply swung his sword and cut the tape
clean in half, an evil grin on his face. Miyamoto flinched as if
some part of his body had been cut off rather than the tape. A
gunshot was fired, and the guard fell to the floor. Miyamoto slowly
picked up the guard’s sword, swung it around a bit, estimated it to
be about 1.4 kilograms, made a couple of notes to himself about the
fencing systems in future Zelda games, and stood up, ready to
defend himself if needed.



The guards continued to pour out, the questers having to fight more
and more rapidly in order to defend themselves. Natasha looked up
and saw a chandelier in the center of the ceiling. She smiled.
There was always a chandelier when you needed one. After making
sure that none of her allies were underneath, she made a cutting
symbol, releasing the chandelier to crush and burn the five or so
guards underneath. This made the room slightly darker, but it was
still before sunset, so the windows let in plenty of light.



Link, meanwhile, was putting all of his might into the fight
against Duke. Both of them were excellent fighters, and neither had
as much as scratched the other. Link could feel himself starting to
lose energy. He couldn’t keep this up for too much longer.



Miyamoto, meanwhile, was bravely fighting off guards. His Wii
MotionPlus skills were paying off, and he was finding the guards
easy to kill after the first few. There were many, though, so he
grabbed a second sword in his other hand and grinned.



Henry was still at work when Natasha’s invisibility spell started
to wear off. Fortunately, he quickly noticed, and ran to Natasha
for her assistance.



Zelda and Shad were fighting as quickly as possible, building up a
sort of defensive pile around them. It was a horrific sight, but it
was helping them. The guards were still coming too quickly,
however.



Zeke turned to shoot another guard. Click. Recognizing the
sound immediately, he proceeded to reload his gun. In the time that
it took him to do so, five more guards rushed into the room.



Henry and Natasha were now cornered, two guards with menacing faces
closing in on them. One of them hit Henry’s sword so hard that it
broke. Natasha couldn’t clear her head of fear in order to draw the
death symbol. Suddenly the two guards fell to the ground, arrows in
their backs. Looking up, Henry saw Kasuto, who had carefully
climbed up to a balcony and was firing a crossbow at the
guards.



With Kasuto’s help, the room was soon free of guards, Duke being
the only one that remained. Link was losing his strength by the
second. Natasha, noticing this, decided that it was time to repay
Link from what she had done to him in his previous fencing match.
She carefully remembered the symbol for energy transfer. Then, she
pictured it on top of the scene, with Link receiving the energy.
For the source, she used the guards, as well as the small fires
that the chandelier had created when it fell.



Link felt his strength begin to ease back into him. With his new
energy, he burst forth in a flurry of blows. Duke tried to keep up,
and quickly managed to do so. The two of them fought fiercely,
their swords a shining blur. Link used every technique he had
learned, some of them several times. The Master Sword almost began
to bend under the force of Link’s clashes.



But Duke was just as strong as Link was, and possibly a better
fencer. He continued to press on offensively, with attacks that
Link had never seen before. Some of these were clever new uses of
the sword as a weapon. Others Link saw as cheap tricks, ways to
distract Link’s attention. Link made a mental note of these, so he
could use them in future fights.



In fact, maybe he could use them against Duke himself. Link tried a
few of Duke’s new moves. Duke smiled when he recognized what Link
was trying to do, and still calmly blocked all of Link’s
attempts.



Natasha’s energy spell continued to work. The corpses on the floor
quickly began to rot, creating a grotesque image. Henry tried not
to throw up. The fires from the chandelier were put out, and the
chandelier itself grew extremely cold, until condensation started
to form on its pieces.



But there wasn’t much energy left. Her spell began to wear off,
leaving Link back in his original state of slow energy loss. Link
yelled in fury, hoping it would cause Natasha to notice. She did,
and soon gained an idea.



She cast another energy transfer spell, this time using Duke as the
source. Link felt a flood of energy flow back into him, and at the
same time, Duke felt his energy rush away, until his arms were
shaking and weak. As he surprisingly threw his sword away, Link
swung his sword, and in one smooth stroke cut off Duke’s
head.



There was a moment of awkward silence, as if none of them could
believe what had just come to pass before their eyes. There was no
explosion or burst of light. Duke was human, and he was killed as
quickly and uneventfully as any other human. Then, everybody
breathed a huge sigh of relief. It was finally over.



Zeke did not sigh in relief. Instead, he lay on the floor, with
Duke’s sword piercing clean through his heart.










Chapter 12

 


Link was the first to run over to Zeke. He reached out to see
the wound, but Zeke held up a hand and stopped him. “Go,” he weakly
commanded. “Don’t worry about me. The assassination will cause a
lot of uproar here, and I don’t want you to get caught in a riot
just because you tried to help me.”



Nodding, Link turned to leave. Six others followed him, leaving
Zeke behind.



Solemnly, they left the throne room and walked down the stairs to
the main level. Moving slowly, as if the breath had been knocked
out of them, they proceeded out the front entry hall and doors of
the castle. They then walked to the nearby stable where their
mechanical horses were parked. Borrowing one more for Natasha, and
with Henry riding Zeke’s horse, they continued out of the
city.



“I suppose this is where our paths diverge,” Link commented to
Kasuto.

“Actually, I’ll follow you,” he replied. “I don’t want to be caught
up in anything either, and I have a desire to see my own world
again.” They thus continued to ride back toward the Gateway
Temple.



They had been riding for less than an hour when Link sensed an
unusual presence among them. It was only a second or two later when
he heard an arrow whistle past his ear. Turning around, he saw five
guards carrying bows. “Stop!” he yelled.



Natasha cast a death spell on one of the guards, causing him to
fall onto the ground. Link pulled out his bow and killed two more
guards. Natasha cast a cutting spell on one of the guard’s horses,
causing it to fall in two clean halves and revealing intricate
machinery inside. She did this for the last guard as well.
Dismounting promptly, Henry grabbed a sword from one of the fallen
guards as he had done before and took care of the other two. He
remounted, and the group of travelers decided to leave the guards
behind and continue to the Temple. The others also did so.



Link began to think about all of the things Zeke had done. He had
worked diligently to track down and recover various artifacts from
Hylian history, spending many hours of time in order to do so. Link
realized how much of a Zelda fan Zeke had been. For him to
find and enter a world where Zelda was real and present …
it was an amazing thought. Link wondered why Zeke hadn’t considered
it more surprising or exciting. Instead, he had remained as he
usually was, practical and calm. He probably thought of this as
better, because it wouldn’t cause his emotion to interfere with
what he was doing. This had been a dangerous mission, after all,
and it was a sad and ironic twist of fate that the most practical
and prepared member of the team had been the only one to
fall.



Zeke had always been a scientist. His gadgets, from measuring
devices to mysterious buzzing buttons to a fully functional
android, had always surprised and delighted Link. Zeke wasn’t just
some scientist who studied the intricate complexities of the
universe on scales irrelevant to everyday life. He invented
practical tools, while at the same time defying the logic of the
scientists who had come before him. His loss was a great one to the
scientific community as well.



They were approaching the Gateway Temple, its imposing façade
growing larger in the distance, when Link’s cell phone began to
ring. Trying carefully to take it out while staying on his horse,
Link soon succeeded in doing so and put it to his ear.
“Hello?”

“Hello.” Link couldn’t identify the voice on the other end. “You
are Link, correct?”

“… Yes. Who are you?”

“That is not important. What you need to know is that Duke Sherman
is not dead. Not entirely, anyway.”

“What?! How do you know this?”

“It was a project he was assigned at Argonne National Laboratory.
How do you think he came back in the first place?”

“I guess I never thought about it.”

“His assignment, if I am correct in my assumptions, was to create a
device with the capability to clone humans. He keeps this device in
a back room in Hyrule Castle. In order to stay alive, he clones
‘backup copies’ of himself, and then if he gets killed, he simply
transfers himself somehow to one of the copies.”

“How do you know all this?”

“I do not. A lot of it is assumption and suspicion. But I believe I
have enough evidence to conclusively say that Hyrule will be in a
lot of trouble if you do not go back and kill Duke
permanently.”

“How do we do that, exactly?”

“You must find and destroy the cloning device and all of Duke’s
clones. Do not go back to Hyrule Castle yet, however. I need to
meet you first.”

“Where do you want to meet us?”

“In the Gateway caves. We should be able to find each other
relatively easily.”

“How do you know so much about this whole business, anyway?”

“I will explain everything once we meet. Until then, I have no time
to talk. We must hurry.” The mysterious caller hung up.

“Well?” Shad inquired. “Who was it?”

“I’m not sure,” Link replied. “He said we need to meet him at the
caves. According to him, Duke has actually built a cloning device,
so he has clones of himself. He isn’t completely dead quite yet.
Once we meet this guy, we’re going to go back to the castle and
defeat Duke again.”

“Geez,” Shad noted, “are you sure you can trust this guy?”

“I hope,” Link remarked. “He said he would explain everything once
we got back to the cave.”

“How do you know that this guy isn’t going to kill us?”

“Think about it. There are seven of us and only one of
him.” 

“How do you know? He might have a whole army.”

“I doubt it. He seemed trustworthy, at least from the sound of his
voice.”

“Well, I guess. But let’s be careful.”

Link nodded his head in agreement.



Approaching the Temple, the seven riders slowed and dismounted
their steeds. The Temple looked exactly the same as it had
before.



“Fermans!“ yelled a guard who stood next to the Gateway. “Vosu naz
panktas ab bamdag. Bokariu panktas ab bamdag.“

“Kosu ʃa ðilikas tok äktru,“ Link protested. As the guard’s face
did not show any signs of changing his mind, Link pulled out an
arrow and quickly incapacitated him, deciding that to kill him
would be inhumane.



The seven walked into the Temple. They continued past the prayn on
its carefully guarded pedestal. Opening the door, they continued
through the tunnel. They soon found that the barrier separating
Hyrule from Earth was up, with no apparent easy way to open
it.



Natasha tried to apply an opening spell to no avail. Link gently
knocked on the stone gate with the Master Sword. Nothing happened.
Then, the low rumbling he had heard before began again, and the
door slowly began to rise. Surprised, Link examined the sword and
the door.



It soon became clear that the one who had opened the door was not
Link, but the man standing on the other side. The man who had
called Link before, whose voice Link could not recognize out of
sheer disbelief (and a voice disguising invention). The man whom
Link and the six others thought dead.



Zeke Socrates.










Chapter 13

 


“But … but how …” Shad stuttered. Link merely smiled in
amazement, knowing that Zeke had achieved the impossible.

“I think I know what you did,” he stated. “But it’s too bad you
have to build another. And what did you use for the blood?”

“Water with syrup and food coloring,” Zeke replied. “I was really
worried about getting it to spill out right, though.”

“Still, it’s amazing what you did. Would you care to explain what
happened to Shad? I don’t think he understands.”

“In short, I worked hard recently to make my android as lifelike as
possible. I’ve been controlling it from my basement this whole
time. None of you noticed?” There were many vigorous headshakes.
“I’m slightly surprised. I didn’t realize I was that
good.”

“Well, I guess you are. Now we have a job to do. Let’s go.”



The eight of them got on mechanical horses and rode as quickly as
possible to Hyrule Castle. Link pulled out his bow in case guards
showed up. They soon did, and Link shot them down with ease.



Reaching the castle, they dismounted and rushed in. They ran as
fast as possible up the many flights of stairs to the throne room.
Duke was absent. The eight fighters waited. After what seemed like
hours, Duke entered the room from one of the doorways in the back.
“Hello,” he said in a quite sinister voice.



Link felt as if something was strange about that last comment.
“Your guards are all gone,” he taunted. “There are eight of us and
only one of you.”

“If that’s true,” Duke retorted, “then why am I still around after
being killed twice?”

“Well, what are you waiting for? Are you going to try to kill us,
or are you just going to stand there while we end your injustice
once and for all?”

“I think the answer’s rather obvious.” Duke drew his sword and at
once leapt at Link, holding it high in the air.



Link somersaulted out of the way and drew the Master Sword,
gracefully swinging it back around at Duke. Duke parried the attack
easily. The two briefly fought, until Zeke downed Duke with a
gunshot.



Duke walked out of the same doorway, alive and fit. He glanced down
at his corpse for a moment. “You can’t just keep doing that,” he
pointed out to Zeke. “You’ll eventually run out of ammunition. I
will not.” He sprang at Link again.



As the two of them fought, Zeke did not shoot this time, instead
taking some time to ponder the situation. Suddenly getting an idea,
Natasha slowly crept away, running through the doorway from which
Duke had appeared. Henry followed her.



Link continued his fight, trying to keep up with Duke’s attacks.
With Natasha gone, he had no extra energy. It was all his own
strength and Duke’s own strength against him. They fought
vigorously, Link staying on the defensive so as not to waste his
energy.



Natasha ran through a dark hallway into a room full of bodies.
There was something extremely eerie about this room. It was rather
like seeing a clay army, except the statues were not statues. They
were all standing up yet unconscious, breathing in sync and holding
identical swords. They also all resembled Duke, being perfect
copies.



“I have to kill all of these clones,” Natasha declared.

“But … how? I mean, don’t you think it’s sort of wrong to kill so
many?”

“Not really. Think about it, Henry. I’m only killing one person
here. I may be killing hundreds of bodies, but it’s only one
person—Duke. These are only harmless copies of him.”

“Harmless?!”

“Though I don’t know for certain, I’m guessing that Duke can only
control one body at a time. He just keeps the others sleeping as a
backup.”

“Okay then.”



Natasha took a deep breath, focused on one of the bodies, and cast
a death spell. The body crumpled to the floor. She wondered if it
was possible to kill more than one at a time, and soon found that
Gerudo magic was more capable than she had realized.



She progressed systematically, killing ten or twenty at a time.
There were perhaps three hundred clones in the room, and it was not
pleasant to move through the room with hundreds of corpses at one’s
feet. As she continued, she began to notice a machine in the back
of the room, comprising a control panel and a large box—Duke’s
cloning machine.



As she got rid of the last clone, a loud beep sounded from the
machine, and an extremely annoying whirring noise began to manifest
itself in the room. After a few seconds of this, the box opened,
and a conveyor transported a clone into the room. This process
started to repeat. “Of course,” Natasha remarked. “It automatically
makes more clones.” Running forward, she cast a few cutting spells
and disabled the machine. Then, she killed four of the five clones
that remained.



Link, meanwhile, was finding the fight a bit hard to keep up. “I
can’t take him much longer!” he yelled, sweating. Zeke promptly
shot Duke.



The last clone came to life.



Natasha ran to the other corner of the room, screaming. “Do
something!” she shouted at Henry. “Anything!”



Henry picked up a sword, prying it from one of the corpses on the
ground. He then ran, energy flowing through him, at Duke. The two
clashed swords, and a duel began.



Henry found Duke to be a more than worthy opponent. Next to Duke,
he was practically nothing. The two of them fought viciously. “Get
him to stay roughly still!” Natasha commanded. Duke, hearing the
command, moved around a lot more than normal.



In a burst of sudden energy, Henry advanced his attack, pushing
Duke further and further into a corner. Duke tried to move around
Henry but failed.



Natasha tried to focus. If only she could focus on Duke for enough
time … enough to form that symbol …



It didn’t help that the symbol was complicated, as the Gerudo
obviously didn’t want somebody abusing it. But eventually Duke
stayed still enough, and she carefully but hastily formed the death
symbol on his head.



Duke silently fell to the ground. The room was filled with
silence.



Natasha and Henry turned and left the room. Their job was done.
Duke was not only dead; he was deader than dead, if such a thing
was possible. He was never going to return again.










Chapter 14

 


That night, Link lay in bed and thought back to everything that
had happened over the past year plus a few weeks. A little over a
year ago, he had been an ordinary teenager, a Zelda fan
and a bit of an overachiever. Since then, he had saved not only the
world, but two worlds. He had communicated with spirits and
foreigners. He had made a few friends, including the one and only
Shigeru Miyamoto. He had fought with not only a sword, but the very
Master Sword that his ancestors used. He had become a hero.



Zeke thought about Duke. He had never realized it before, but he
was going to miss Duke, and badly. Duke had been one of his closest
friends, and though he had been a crazy, power-hungry madman, his
loss was a great one. He would never again invent another device.
Zeke, of course, had been wise enough to search out and find Duke’s
journals.



Kasuto was in the guest bedroom in Link’s house. He had realized
upon returning to this world that he had no place to stay. Richard
and Elise had generously offered him a solution to this
problem.



Link had just finished running through his story, and was just
about ready to go to sleep. Then he heard a knock on his bedroom
door. Wearily, he turned on the light and opened the door. It was
Kasuto. “We need to talk,” he began.

“About what?” Link sat on his bed, Kasuto taking a place next to
him.

“With Duke and Hyrule’s previous king both dead, there is now no
heir to the throne. Hyrule should not remain in anarchy for long.
They need a king.”

“Are you suggesting I should take the throne?”

“It would only make sense to them. You are the hero of legend,
after all. And if you’ll remember the Tragedy of the Fateful
Festival, for a hero named Link to take the throne has not been
uncommon.”

“I don’t know. I still have school and everything … I don’t think I
have the time.”

“Well, it’s summer, isn’t it? Think of it as a summer job.”

“And when the summer ends? What will I do then?”

“Then you can simply pass a decree making the nation
democratic.”

“I guess. Let me talk to my parents about it.” 

“Okay. You would be a good king, I think.”

“It’s just a bit overwhelming. Let me think about this for a
while.”

“I’ll leave you alone, then.” Kasuto left the room.



Link didn’t want to admit it, but he was excited. Though the
dramatic part of his story had come to an end, a new story was
beginning, one that need not be written here. For this is merely a
chronicle of the story of Link Heracles and his defeat of Duke
Sherman. To go into detail about what happened next would be
pointless. However, a few things are worth mentioning.



Link did rule Hyrule for a few months. Once the school year
started, he passed a decree that let the Hylians elect a new
leader—on the condition that if Link ever returned to Hyrule, he
could reassume the throne. Kasuto was elected and led Hyrule for
five years. Once Link graduated from college, he returned to Hyrule
and ruled for a great many more years. Hyrule entered a long age of
prosperity.



Link’s family and friends were allowed to visit Hyrule whenever
they wished, where they were treated with respect and gladly
welcomed into the halls of the king. Needless to say, they visited
often.



Shigeru Miyamoto and the other executives at Nintendo were pleased
when Zelda sales skyrocketed. With the knowledge that
there was a real Hyrule, many more people were playing the
games.



Zeke’s research considerably contributed to the advancement of
modern science. He went on to win two Nobel Prizes, being the fifth
person to do so and following in the steps of Curie, Pauling,
Bardeen, and Sanger.



Link tried not to let all of this go to his head. He simply became
part of Hyrule’s culture. But he never forgot about the simple boy
he had once been.



This is where our story ends. It is quite a legendary tale, one
that will be passed down for generations to come. And it all began
when a sophomore found his life changed by a lockdown in the spring
of 2014.
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As his junior year starts, Link is still in an adventurous mood,
and finds it a bit hard to go back to normal life at first. But
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strange events start to unfold, and Link has a mystery to
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