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1 NO MORE HEROES 
 
 

When evil ruled all, an awakening voice from the Sacred Realm would call those destined to be Sages, who dwelled 
in the five temples.  

Time seemed to favor no one, though it would be difficult to convince the people of Hyrule. The time of peace and 
prosperity seemed to have been nothing but a dream since the King of Evil's return, this time with greater ambition. 
The knights of Hyrule, ever steadfast, eventually collapsed under the might of Ganondorf and his army of dark creatures 
and deadly Gerudo warriors.  

Many of the kingdom's citizens chose not to flee, certain that Ganondorf's reign would be a short one. After all, 
Hyrule was a kingdom of myth and destiny. Only those chosen by the goddesses were worthy to rule, and none but the 
worthiest could save them. Or so they thought. Surely a hero would emerge to set everything right. The people held 
onto this hope, self-assured their prayers would soon be answered.  

Seven years later, they were wrong. Still wrong.  
A breeze rustled the trees, loud enough in the stillness of the afternoon calm to spook any hapless creature. A giant, 

fast-moving shadow swooped across the plains. Perhaps a bird's. Perhaps a dragon's. None knew what to expect in the 
current era.  

The sky, while blue, was hazy, signaling the approaching twilight. Despite Ganondorf’s reign, the land hadn’t 
collapsed into an eternally dark landscape. Perhaps this was by design, or maybe the evil sorcerer wasn’t powerful enough 
to cast a large enough shadow. It was a glimmer of hope, something the people of Hyrule could hold onto.  

Zelda stood atop the highest cliff she could find that could still provide adequate cover. She pulled her hood over 
her face, taking care to ensure it wouldn't slip off as she made her way across Hyrule Field. She was wearing the most 
basic Sheikah training garb, made to allow for stealth, agility, and ease of movement. Trainees weren't allowed to wear 
the Sheikah emblem until they'd completed their training. However, Zelda opted to not wear it as an extra layer of 
protection, a way to prevent drawing unnecessary attention to herself.  

Below she could see Hyrule Castle, or at least what remained of it. Ganondorf had built a high, twisting black tower 
in its center that threatened the sky. Even after all these years as the King of Hyrule, he still wanted to challenge the 
gods.  

Several other spires like it, smaller in size, dotted the landscape. From where she was positioned, Zelda could make 
out at least two. One towered over the ruins of what used to be Lon Lon Ranch, only a dilapidated old stable hinting it 
was once the most prosperous ranch in the land. A colossal tent had been erected, presumably to house the numerous 
Gerudo sentries who patrolled the field.  

The other stood just outside of Kakariko Village, where no doubt the Gerudo had settled, driving out any hope of 
Hyrule's citizens escaping to it for refuge. Even the Sheikah had all but vanished, and not even Impa knew where they'd 
all gone off to.  

Death Mountain loomed above the village, a ring of grey smoke signaling the likelihood of it remaining under the 
Gorons' protection. Zelda hadn't been to Lake Hylia in ages, and she knew nothing of the Zoras’ predicament. She only 
hoped their domain was still safe, that Ganondorf hadn't tried to wipe them out.  

She inhaled, the scent of wildflowers and grass whirling through her body. Her nose itched the same way it did when 
she was a child, when her mother would stuff a tissue against her face just before she sneezed. Her mother. This time 
of day, they'd be having a picnic in the courtyard, sharing tarts as her father watched from afar. 

The sound of metal clanging against metal broke her daze instantly. Had she been spotted? She froze, listening for 
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any sign of movement. The nocking of an arrow. The unsheathing of a sword. She waited several moments before 
deciding she was safe.  

She peered down at the Lon Lon Ranch tower, watching as two Gerudo warriors sparred with each other, each 
wielding a curved scimitar. Zelda exhaled. That must have been the source of the sound she'd just heard.  

Watching the two spar together reminded Zelda of her training with Impa, learning the ways of combat in case Zelda 
needed to defend herself in her guardian’s absence. The movement and battle stances of the Gerudo warriors were 
familiar, and Zelda understood their purpose in combat.  

Nevertheless, even a trained knight would have seen this display and been confused by it. Why did they need to train 
so many warriors and sentries now? Ganondorf ruled with no opposition, and none of the citizens would rebel against 
the sorcerer.  

Still, she knew better. Ganondorf wasn't preparing to fight a rival kingdom. He was preparing to fight destiny itself. 
Even an army would be no match for the Hero of Time.  

Except, Zelda knew the truth. There was no Hero of Time now, and there wouldn't be.  
Link had warned her seven years ago about Ganondorf. He'd spoken about an alternate timeline where the evil 

sorcerer succeeded in entering the Sacred Realm and obtaining the Triforce of Power. Ganondorf almost destroyed 
Hyrule, turning it into a place of darkness and ruin before being defeated by Link, who'd awakened the Six Sages. After 
relaying his story, Link set off to find a dear friend, and Zelda had given him the Ocarina of Time for protection.  

Zelda revealed all to her father who, instead of putting the evil sorcerer to death, simply banished him from Hyrule. 
She remembered that hateful stare as she hid behind her father's throne. His eyes seemed to glow as if being fueled by 
his own malice.  

"Before I depart, I would leave behind a sentiment," Ganondorf had said. "Light cannot be without shadow, and 
you would do well to remember the shadows."  

A month later, word reached the castle that a massive army was approaching from the west. Impa spirited Zelda 
away instantly, taking her to a remote, nameless village on the outskirts of Hyrule, farther than she thought possible. 
They were certain they wouldn't have to remain in hiding for long, that Link would eventually return from his journey 
to a distant realm.  

Yet, as the years continued to pass, Zelda began to lose hope. Eventually, she decided it had been long enough. Her 
people were suffering, and Ganondorf grew in power with each passing day. Soon, he would be strong enough to enter 
the Sacred Realm, possibly by force, without any need of the Ocarina of Time, which was no longer in Zelda's 
possession.  

She sniffed the air once more. Someone was burning wood in the distance. Every sentry at every encampment would 
be on high alert, searching for any sign of someone approaching out in the open. Zelda would have preferred to travel 
at night, but she needed to save that advantage for when she scaled Ganondorf's tower. Time was running out. There 
could be no more waiting, praying for a hero who didn't exist.  

She closed her eyes, inhaling and calling upon the powers of the Golden Goddesses, before jumping off the ledge. 
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2 LON LON RUINS 

 
 

Zelda timed every movement carefully, willing herself to slow the steady buildup of magic in her system. 
Any wrong move, any unexpected surge in energy, and she'd be detected. She needed to steady her breathing 
as Impa had taught her.  

She looked ahead from her hiding spot behind a jagged, slanted rock. The next time she moved, she'd be 
mere feet away from the Lon Lon Ranch tower. She spotted two sentries circling the top of the spire, the red 
feathers of their halberds glowing in the sun. 

Zelda took another deep breath, waiting for a gust of wind to hide the sound of her footsteps as she dashed 
behind another slanted rock. As if on cue, the wind picked up. She counted down with her breath as she moved, 
making sure each step she took was as light as possible.  

She was just a few paces away from another jagged rock when she came to an abrupt stop, her foot 
unwittingly kicking against a small stone. The noise was subtle, but the sentry atop the tower seemed to notice.  

"Who's there?" she called, turning in Zelda's direction, or at least where she would have been. Thankfully, 
Zelda had managed to make it to her new hiding spot, avoiding outright detection. She sighed. Was it nerves? 
She shook her head in frustration.  

Peering around, she found she was mere inches away from the splintered wood, dirt, and metal shards that 
made up what used to be the ranch's fence. Now it was just a useless pile of rubble. She caught sight of the 
massive brown boulders that made up the foundation of one of the ranch's walls. All she had to do was get 
past them and the tower, and she'd make it. Zelda took another deep breath and squatted down, trying to make 
herself as small as possible. 

She counted the seconds in her head; one...two...three… 
At the count of ten, Zelda jumped forward and dashed behind yet another slanted rock. She felt her foot 

catch on a jagged piece of metal and tried to compose herself as she fought to keep her balance, but the sentry’s 
eyes snapped toward her. 

"You there!" The guard shouted, her deep voice echoing loud enough to be heard from any part of Hyrule 
Field. "Stop where you are!" 

Zelda's heart sank as she turned and raced toward a nearby woodpile. She felt like she was running in slow 
motion, her mind racing to think of a way out. Her heart pounded against her chest while she thought about 
her options, but none of them would save her in time.  

"HALT!" The sentry shouted, but Zelda didn't have the time to stop. She prayed that her speed would be 
enough to outpace them, but her heart sank as she heard the sharp clink of metal against metal. She didn't have 
to look back to know that another Gerudo sentry, one of the ground patrols, had drawn her scimitar and was 
already closing the distance between the two of them.  

This guard raised her scimitar high into the air, preparing to strike. Zelda closed her eyes as the guard 
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brought her scimitar down, certain the blade would render flesh. To the guard’s immediate surprise, it was met 
with a blue, translucent wall.  

Zelda had called upon the favor of Nayru, one of the three golden goddesses. The spell blocked the guard's 
blow, but that didn't stop Zelda from feeling the impact of the blade striking her shield. She reflexively took a 
step back, gritting her teeth as the guard struck the shield again and again. From her peripheral, she could see 
more guards running towards her from nearly every angle.  

"Tell us who you are and why you're trespassing in Gerudo territory!" Another guard, presumably the first 
one who spotted her, demanded, her dark green eyes glinting with both rage and curiosity. Zelda stared back 
at her, refusing to speak.  

The guard paused, taking a moment to consider Zelda's face. If there was a wind goddess, she had a strange 
sense of humor. A powerfully ill-timed gust blew her hood from over her head, uncovering long, golden hair 
tied up in a neat braid. 

"The princess!"  The guard in front of her shouted. "Dressed like a common thief!" 
Zelda jumped back, placing more distance between herself and the surrounding guards. She took another 

deep breath. She didn't want to use more magic than she had to and risk giving away her location. Looking 
around, she counted five warriors, while she was certain the other sentry circling the top of the spire was alerting 
the Kakariko Tower. Soon, reinforcements would be on their way.  

She'd have to fight all of them using only Impa's training and sheer luck.  
Her opponent swiped at her again, but this time her scimitar met the blade of Zelda's kodachi, gifted to her 

by Impa for completing her training proper.  Zelda dodged the next blow and then delivered a firm kick to the 
woman's knee, knocking her down. As she tried to get back up, Zelda struck the back of her neck with the flat 
of her blade, putting her out.  

One down, four to go. 
The remaining guards didn't waste any time. They immediately closed ranks and spread out to surround her. 

A quick swipe from one of the sentries' scimitars nearly struck Zelda, but she managed to dodge it in time 
before dispatching the guard with another swift strike with the flat of her blade.  

Zelda looked behind her, gauging the distance between herself and her remaining opponents. It was a lot 
smaller than she would have liked, but it didn't matter. She took a deep breath and braced herself. She needed 
to focus on the next guard before she could worry about the rest. 

The sentry nearest her leaped without warning, her scimitar held high in the air. Zelda brought her kodachi 
up to block the attack, but she wasn't prepared for the power behind it. Her wrist shook in its socket. The 
guard's attack wasn't anything special in terms of technique, but her strength was enough to overwhelm Zelda.  

She tried to follow through with a kick, but the sentry dragged her blade down Zelda's kodachi before 
quickly knocking it away. Zelda watched as her weapon spun across the ground. These warriors were a lot more 
cunning than she’d expected.  

The guard grinned in triumph before lunging at Zelda, who sidestepped the attack and kicked her in the 
back of the knee. She dropped to the ground, and Zelda used the opportunity to snatch the scimitar from her 
hand. She knocked the guard out with the handle of its blade before retrieving her kodachi.  

Three down, two to go. 
The remaining two guards, realizing their comrades had been easily dispatched, went for Zelda's legs, trying 

to bring her down like a bucking horse. One of them struck her shin with the hilt of her scimitar, while another 
caught Zelda in the stomach with a well-aimed kick. Zelda dropped to one knee and struck outwards with 
Impa's training sword, but her blade was met with a scimitar and parried away.  

Realizing she was now wide open, she flipped backwards as the guards held their ground. Taking a breath, 
she reached deep inside of herself. Immense power started bubbling up, pulsing through her blood like a mighty 
river. Lifting her arms into the air, she called out to Din. The Goddess of Power's essence flooded into her, 
making Zelda feel both exhausted and exhilarated at the same time.  

She stood up and thrusted the palm of her hand forward. A small globe of orange light materialized before 
her, gliding over towards the guards, who watched it with confusion. Zelda then balled up her fist, igniting the 
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globe into a blaze just before it reached her assailants. The earth before them exploded into an inferno, a cover 
Zelda could use to escape.  

She turned to make her way towards the gates of Hyrule Castle and was startled by a large black horse with 
red eyes and matching black barding, giving it the appearance of having onyx-colored dragon scales. It stood 
much too calmly for a horse, eyeing Zelda as if it had been standing there the entire time, politely waiting for 
her to finish her affairs. Zelda wanted to run around it, to still try to make it to Hyrule Castle undetected, but 
she knew there was no point now.  

Because sitting atop the horse was none other than Ganondorf himself.
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3 FACING THE KING OF EVIL 

 
 

Ganondorf peered down at Zelda, his menacing golden eyes filling her with dread. He sat atop his black 
destrier, the imposing form of his fearsome steed dwarfing her completely. Here he was, the King of Evil, the 
very person she'd come to confront.  

And defeat.  
Ganondorf's eyes trailed behind Zelda, noting the unconscious Gerudo warriors and the blazing inferno. 

Then he looked back at the princess, a malicious grin beginning to form on his face. 
"You are too kind, Your Grace," he said, his deep voice like a wave of hatred crashing down on her. "To 

spare my warriors' lives, it is truly honorable. You even allowed the remaining sentry atop the tower to live so 
that I’d have a proper beacon to find you. I'd expect nothing less. Now then..." 

He held out his hand, and a sphere of transparent, yellow light materialized in his palm, hovering steadily. 
Zelda stared at it, feeling her heart jump. 

"Our reunion is long overdue," he said, the sphere slowly growing in size. "Tell me. Do you truly think you 
stand a chance against my power?" 

Zelda straightened herself up to her full height. She wouldn't be intimidated, not by him. Not by a madman.  
"Your reign is over, Ganondorf," Zelda grasped her kodachi. "It ends today."  
Ganondorf flung the spell at Zelda, who knocked it away with ease. It dissipated before it reached the 

ground.  
"Good," Ganondorf sneered. "You can at least do that. I was afraid you wouldn't present a challenge at all."  
Zelda didn't wait for him to charge another spell, flinging another fireball in his direction. The spell 

connected, and both Ganondorf and his steed were engulfed in flames. Zelda gasped at the sight, wondering 
why he hadn't tried to dodge it.  

Her body grew rigid as she watched the inferno. She knew it couldn't have been that easy. Ganondorf was 
an immensely talented magician. That spell wouldn't have killed him.  

She could still make out their outlines in the flames, him sitting atop his destrier unmoving. A chill ran down 
her spine. Neither of them seemed to be reacting to being on fire, instead continuing to stand still as if patiently 
waiting for Zelda's next move.  

Zelda readied another spell when the inferno roared upward, and she couldn't see either of them anymore. 
Just as quickly as it picked up, the flames completely evaporated. Ganondorf floated before her, his black 
destrier no longer anywhere to be seen. He now held a long trident, its design sinister, with a sharp blade on 
each of its three prongs. His left hand was still engulfed in flames, his fingers tapping impatiently. 

Zelda glowered. He was just toying with her.  
"You sent a phantom of yourself here!” she snarled. "I won't be distracted by your tricks!" 
"Of course," he raised an eyebrow, chuckling darkly. "I won't waste my time with someone as weak and 
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pathetic as you."   
Zelda seethed. How could he come here and belittle her attempt to defend her kingdom? 
"You mock me!" she shouted. "I won't allow you to lead this kingdom into further ruin! I'll destroy your 

puppet here. Then, I'll reclaim Hyrule!" 
Ganondorf smirked before bringing his hand up to his face. When he removed it, a white skull mask with 

long horns that curved upwards materialized, hiding his features.  
"You no longer have any claim to this kingdom," Phantom Ganon's voice boomed as if being sounded from 

several planes of existence at once. "And you will do nothing but fail." 
Zelda held out her hand, a ball of light forming in front of her. She threw it at Phantom Ganon, but he 

simply deflected it with his trident.  
"You believe the Goddesses favor you," He lifted his free hand towards the sky. "But you are nothing but 

a foolish child." 
He snapped his hand forward, and a powerful jolt of energy flew towards Zelda. She tried to deflect it again, 

but the magic latched onto her blade. She cried out as the spell sent a shockwave of searing pain through her 
body.  

"Evil…can never lay claim to Hyrule!" Zelda let out a pained grunt. "I won't allow it!" 
"Evil has always laid claim to Hyrule," Phantom Ganon sneered. "Since the beginning of time!" 
"Lies!"  Zelda shouted. "The Goddesses have always protected us! The Hero of Time stopped your evil 

desire!" 
She flung another fireball at the phantom. In response, he raised his hand and let it dissipate in front of him. 

Startled, Zelda gasped for breath, clutching her chest. She felt as if she was going to collapse at any moment. 
Phantom Ganon continued to hover before her, seeming to consider her words.  

"I see," he said. "That's why you're here, because of that lie your 'hero' told you." 
"I came to stop you!" Zelda countered. "You betrayed the royal family! You turned your back on Hyrule!" 
"Hyrule is a land caught in a perpetual cycle of light and darkness, of those who are righteous and wicked," 

Phantom Ganon responded, disregarding Zelda's words. "Would you challenge that cycle? Can you?"   
Zelda clenched her fists. "I can stop you as long as I have the power of the Golden Goddesses."  
She narrowly dodged Phantom Ganon's trident as he swiped at her, seemingly teleporting from his location 

to right in front of her.  
"The Triforce will be mine!" Phantom Ganon continued the battle, slashing his trident at Zelda. She was 

able to deflect it with her kodachi, but she collapsed onto her knees afterward.  
"No!" Zelda shouted, trying desperately to stand. Phantom Ganon now stood before her, his blade inches 

from her face. "It can never be used for evil!" 
"Oh, it can," Phantom Ganon chuckled darkly. "As long as the hearts of men long for it." 
The sky darkened as a sickly green aura surrounded Phantom Ganon. He raised his trident towards the sky, 

and a vast network of lightning bolts struck all around him. Zelda gasped, sensing the incredible magical power 
behind the growing spell. She once again raised her translucent shield, unsure if it would be enough to hold 
him at bay.  

"The Triforce is the power to rule the world!" He shouted, his voice still seemingly coming from every 
direction at once.  

"No!" Zelda shouted, "The Triforce-" 
She was cut off as a massive bolt of lightning struck her shield, knocking her back several feet. She cried 

out in pain as she landed hard on the ground, her shield blinking in and out of sight. She could hear Phantom 
Ganon's voice getting closer and desperately tried to strengthen her magic.  

"Enough," he said, eerily calm.  
Zelda tried to stand but collapsed to one knee, and she weakly gazed up at the sky. Phantom Ganon raised 

his trident once more, and another bolt of lightning struck Zelda's shield. She coughed, her body wracked with 
pain. The lightning felt like it had burned her skin, though she knew it was only the effect of the magic.  

"He's not coming," Phantom Ganon's trident began to glow as he absorbed energy from the sky. He then 
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began striking Zelda's shield over and over again. She cried out in pain as each blow sent shockwaves through 
her body, and the shield finally shattered before vanishing completely under his relentless assault.  

"You will pay for your stubbornness," Phantom Ganon's voice echoed through the air. A fresh wave of 
energy coursed through Zelda's body with every word he spoke, and she desperately tried to renew the shield. 
His voice seemed to echo through her very being. "Your hero has abandoned you."  

Zelda closed her eyes, knowing that she was losing consciousness. She'd lost. He had beaten her. She had 
come this far, and it had all been for nothing. She reached out with her spirit, willing for Link to appear, the 
one who was fated to save Hyrule. The hero. If ever there was a moment for him to show up, it was now.  

The last thing she saw as she finally lost consciousness was Phantom Ganon raising his trident one final 
time. She braced herself, waiting for everything to fade to black when she heard the trident meet someone else's 
blade.  

She gasped. It couldn't be. Had he finally arrived? She heard Phantom Ganon's voice once again.  
"Stand aside, Sheikah." 
"I will do no such thing, Ganondorf."  
Zelda's eyes snapped open, and she saw Impa facing Phantom Ganon. Her back was to Zelda, while the 

sorcerer's puppet hovered a few feet away from them. It seemed as though she'd driven him back.  
"Zelda, you need to leave here." 
Impa's voice snapped Zelda back into reality. She rolled onto her stomach, clawing the earth as she tried to 

reach her guardian. "Impa, you can't take him on alone! Let me help you! I can still fight!" 
"Zelda, you're injured. You'll only get in the way." 
"You'll die!" Zelda tried to stand, but her head began swimming as she collapsed onto her knees.  
"I am here to protect you," Impa said as she slipped into her battle stance, her long silver hair billowing out 

in the wind. "If that is all I can do, then so be it. Now leave."  
Zelda finally managed to stagger to her feet, struggling against the ground as she tried to keep herself upright. 

"I call upon Farore, great Goddess of Courage, please..." 
Phantom Ganon flew at Impa, and Zelda watched as the Sheikah warrior braced herself. Zelda wanted to 

cry out, to say anything that would convince Impa to run away.  
"Take us from this place. Please."  
She opened her eyes, gasping in surprise. She hadn't realized she was holding onto Impa's arm, that she'd 

somehow managed to close the distance between them so quickly. The tip of Phantom Ganon's trident was 
mere inches from Impa's face when she and Zelda found themselves engulfed in a dazzling green light. Zelda 
felt her hand slipping as the light grew so intense it was all she could see. Then, all at once, there was nothing 
but darkness. 

And she fell, plunging into the abyss. 
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4 DESTINY AND DEFEAT 

 
 

The Sheikah spoke of many ancient legends, long esteemed as attendants to the royal family of Hyrule. They 
were an old, secretive people, their crimson eyes and gray hair denoting their heritage and wisdom.  

Impa had watched over Zelda since she was an infant, playing a gentle melody at night to help her fall asleep 
after her mother's passing. Her mother. It had been almost ten years.  

Zelda struggled to open her eyes, her entire body aching and numb. She heard a voice, and she tried to turn 
her head towards it. The words became clearer as her senses returned to her, but dread filled her mind. 

"Don't try to get up," the voice said. Zelda sighed, knowing Impa wouldn't let her out of her sight again. 
"It's over. We made it back to the village thanks to your magic."  

Zelda tried to speak, but her voice was weak and dry.  
"How long?" she croaked out.  
There was a long pause before Impa replied, "It's been at least two days now. I warned you not to go. Why 

didn't you listen?"  
They sat in silence for a moment, the memories of the battle rushing through Zelda's mind. Phantom Ganon 

raising his trident, the sky being covered in darkness, Zelda's spell sending them far away from Hyrule Field. 
Now, all was worse than it was before she'd stepped foot in the ruins of Lon Lon Ranch.  

"I couldn't do it," she whispered. "I couldn't save them."  
Impa sighed. "You must not say such things."  
Zelda felt herself being gently raised up against the headboard of her bed. She finally managed to open her 

eyes, squinting at Impa. Her guardian was still wearing her Sheikah battle armor, her hair tied up in a neat bun. 
Her crimson eyes were full of worry and frustration.  

Zelda closed her eyes, not wanting to feel like a petulant child. "I stood before his puppet, called upon the 
Goddesses, and it still wasn't enough."   

Impa didn't reply, only eyeing Zelda with concern. Zelda looked down at her hands, her fingers wrinkled 
and thin as she began to sob. "What's wrong with me?"  

Impa stroked her hair, cradling her. "Nothing. That was all you could have done."  
Still, Zelda's sobs grew heavier, and she collapsed into Impa, who continued to console her. "It is over now."  
The tears slowed as Zelda felt at ease in Impa's arms, and the two of them stayed still for a moment. Zelda 

took a deep breath to calm herself. Impa helped her lie back down in her bed and tucked her in. 
"You need to rest," Impa said. "You won't be back to full health for a few more days."   
Zelda nodded, and Impa kissed her forehead. "I will get you something to eat." Impa walked over to the 

doorway and turned around to look at Zelda. She then smiled. "I am glad you are safe."  
Zelda watched her leave, her thoughts returning to the image of the dark clouds swirling over Hyrule Field. 

How could it have all gone so badly? She'd had a plan.  The tears returned, and for a moment she considered 
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calling out to Impa before managing to fight them back down. 
She'd cried like this a number of times in her life. Most instances had been after she'd arrived in the 

abandoned village. Before that, she remembered being scolded by her father for trying to sneak into town. 
She'd fled to the courtyard, her favorite place in the castle, where her mother finally found her.  

"Your father and I were very worried," she'd said gently. "We couldn't find you." 
"Father hates me," Zelda scrunched up her nose and looked away from her mother. 
The queen put her arms around the young princess, stroking her hair. "He doesn't hate you. He simply 

worries about your safety." 
"I just..." Zelda sniffed. "I just wanted to make a new friend, that's all. And when I tried to explain, he 

wouldn't even listen! He never listens!" 
Her mother chuckled lightly as she wiped away Zelda's tears with a handkerchief. She was always so poised, 

so radiant. Nothing ever seemed to catch her off guard. Her bronze skin, fiery red hair, and blue eyes gave her 
such a unique appearance. If Zelda ever got to meet Din, the Goddess of Power, she imagined she'd look just 
like her mother.  

"You know my favorite thing about you?" her mother said as they both stared at the nearby garden. "You 
love it all, my duckling." 

"What do you mean?" Zelda peered up at her mother.  
"Even when you are afraid, you still find the courage to love," her mother said. "Even being born a princess, 

I've never known you to treat anyone unkindly, no matter their status. You have a powerful gift."  
Zelda scrunched up her face in frustration. "Father says my visions are my gift. He says I'm the Princess of 

Destiny. I must always do what I can to fulfill it."  
Her mother regarded her for a moment, her expression suddenly rigid. Zelda had seen her make that face 

only a handful of times, when she felt her mother wanted to say something but couldn't.  
She eventually allowed a smile to cross her face before leaning down to kiss her daughter on the forehead.  
"My darling, destiny can be broken. You are so much more than that."  
Zelda bolted upright in her bed, unaware she'd fallen asleep again. She looked towards the window, noting 

it was still light out. Her kodachi rested against her bedside table, and she grabbed it instinctively before placing 
it back down.  

She stared down at her hands again. What could she possibly do against someone as powerful as Ganondorf? 
How was Link able to defeat him alone with only the Master Sword? 

Zelda recalled the story Link had told her, of how he climbed Ganondorf's tower and faced down the evil 
sorcerer. With the Triforce of Power in his possession, Ganondorf transformed into Ganon, a fearsome beast 
who could only be stopped by the combined efforts of Link, Zelda, and the newly awakened Sages.  

A combined effort… 
Zelda gasped as the realization struck her. Link hadn't defeated Ganondorf alone! He first had to find the 

newly awakened Sages across Hyrule. With all their power combined, Ganondorf was sealed away forever.  
And the leader of those Sages had been Zelda herself.  
She sighed, slinking down onto her pillow. With no hero, it was unlikely the Sacred Realm would awaken 

new sages in this timeline. So, what was she to do now? She closed her eyes, opening herself up to the Sacred 
Realm. If there was an answer available, she would see it in her vision. After a few moments, she opened her 
eyes again, the humming of magic coursing through her veins.  

She then blinked and found herself no longer in her room but in a vast, dark chamber filled with floating 
platforms. Water cascaded from each of them, including the one she was now standing on. As she gazed around 
herself, she noticed six different-colored symbols in the water and knew what they meant immediately: forest, 
fire, water, spirit, shadow, and light. They were symbols of the six temples scattered throughout Hyrule, where 
the Sages would go once they were awakened.  

Except, there wouldn't be any new Sages without the Hero of Time. 
Zelda shook her head, lamenting at the solemn reminder of her powerlessness when figures began to rise 

from the symbols. She couldn't make out their faces, but each of them was wearing long robes denoting their 
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status as Sages.  
Other figures appeared behind them, these much darker than the Sages. They were dressed differently, their 

attire much more form-fitting. They also looked much younger than the Sages, shrouded in darkness to hide 
their identities. And perhaps their intentions.  

The dark figures each held out one hand, positioned as if they were about to strike the Sages in front of 
them. Zelda's body filled with dread as she watched the scene unfold. Who were these shadows, and why were 
they about to attack? The Sages then rose their hands up in unison, and the shadowy figures evaporated 
instantly.  

Without warning, Zelda felt herself being flung backwards at a rapid pace. The seemingly endless dark 
chamber, the floating platforms, they all zoomed by as everything faded to white. She closed her eyes and found 
herself back in her room gasping for breath as if she'd been holding it for hours.  

She jumped out of bed, surprised to find she didn't feel tired anymore. What did that vision mean? Zelda 
had never seen anything like it. The Sages had looked like they were banishing dark figures. She concentrated 
on remembering the details of the Sages themselves. They seemed old, wizened, and the robes looked familiar. 
Where had she seen them before? 

She clapped her hands together. The library! She had been studying the history of her kingdom there, her 
mother's favorite place in the castle. She'd read about how the Ancient Sages worked with her father to unify 
Hyrule under one banner. They fought to protect the Sacred Realm during the war, entering an eternal slumber 
upon its conclusion.  

Zelda gasped. That was it! If she wanted to defeat Ganondorf and save Hyrule, she couldn't do it alone. No 
one could. She'd need the help of the Ancient Sages, and she knew just where to find them.  

She reached for her kodachi again, this time certain that she intended to use it. 
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5 THOSE WHO DWELL IN THE FIVE TEMPLES 

 
 

The Hyrulean Civil War concluded long before Zelda was born. The people of Hyrule learned of the mystical 
Triforce, hidden deep within the Sacred Realm. Some also called it the Golden Land. 

Five temples rested in various parts of Hyrule, while the sixth was the Temple of Light, which was nestled 
at the center of the Sacred Realm. Unless one was a Sage, the only entrance to the Sacred Realm was through 
the Door of Time in the Temple of Time. To open that door, all three of the Spiritual Stones plus the Ocarina 
of Time had to have been collected. It ensured only someone with pure intentions and the blessing of the other 
races could ever seek out the Golden Land.  

Zelda etched these facts into her mind as she slipped into her tights. She carefully wrapped her chest and 
torso, binding them so that she could move more freely in combat. She looked down at her hands, noticing 
that less than half of her fingers needed to be wrapped in bandages now. They served as a constant reminder 
of her training with Impa, who had done her best to train Zelda to fight without the use of her magic.  

She sighed, allowing the breeze to sweep her hair across her face. It still smelled faintly of wood and fire, a 
keepsake from her battle with Phantom Ganon. To defeat him, she'd have to be resourceful, using every single 
skill at her disposal.  

It would all have to be enough. 
She plaited her hair into a tight braid, tucking it into her hood before wrapping her head in cloth she 

enchanted to hide her face. To everyone else, she’d have red eyes and a masculine appearance, resembling a 
trained Sheikah warrior. This time, they’d hardly suspect she was anything close to royalty, and she needed that 
advantage. Yes, the people of Hyrule would need to know she was still alive, but not yet. She couldn’t be 
recognized until the time was right.   

Ganondorf would be the first to see her face again before she destroyed him forever.  
Zelda loosened the grip on her kodachi, sighing in frustration. She’d always suspected the sorcerer to be up 

to something even as a child, but it wasn’t until Link had warned her that she built up the courage to notify her 
father. Courage. Was that what she was missing now? 

“Seems like you’re well-rested after all.” 
Zelda didn’t turn to face Impa, knowing she’d been watching for quite some time. Instead, she continued 

to equip herself with everything she needed as her guardian observed. “Hyrule can still be saved.” 
She heard Impa sigh and knew she was shaking her head. She’d done it so many times since Zelda mentioned 

her plan to defeat Ganondorf alone, without the Hero of Time. Impa called the idea foolish and dangerous, 
begging Zelda to wait for the hero. Up until then, Zelda had always taken her word for it. She'd never considered 
leaving the abandoned village until one day she recalled a memory she'd long tried to bury.  

It was the day her father told her the truth about her mother's passing. It had already been two years since 
Zelda had learned the queen had set off for the Gerudo Desert late at night. She'd never been told why her 
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mother left so abruptly, only that once she arrived she'd been attacked.  
"There is a place deep in the Haunted Wasteland, farther than even the Gerudo dare to go," her father said 

as he crouched down to face her. "Your mother would have awful visions of this place, saying there was 
something there which should never be found. Something that should be destroyed."  

Zelda peered up at her father, blue eyes filled with confusion. The king sighed, gesturing to a mirror hanging 
up on a nearby wall. Next to it was the queen’s favorite instrument, the mystical Goddess Harp. "I'd catch her 
staring at her reflection at times. Your mother was never vain, though she was strikingly beautiful. No, it was 
as if she saw something that no one else could." 

Zelda nodded. "Like my visions." 
The king grunted. "I believe so. So, she set off, trying to find that place hidden deep within the Haunted 

Wasteland. And that was where she died."  
Zelda wanted to ask more, but her vision blurred as her father rose from his position, now standing tall as 

he told her the rest. 
"Your mother was a strong woman," he reached for the Goddess Harp, staring at the instrument as if it 

possessed some sort of answer. "But she chose to go alone, to face the dangers by herself. I couldn't protect 
her."  

"You can't go alone again." 
Zelda blinked rapidly, seemingly snapping out of a daze as Impa looked on, concern and irritation sketched 

across her face. She chose not to heed Impa's warning, instead continuing to ready herself.  
"I won't be alone when I face him again," Zelda stated. "The Ancient Sages will fight at my side." 
Impa sighed. "That was your favorite history lesson, and you know as well as I that those Sages entered an 

eternal slumber. Some day the Sacred Realm will awaken new Sages if Hyrule is on the brink of destruction." 
"Not if there's no hero."  
Impa paused, folding her arms. "You don't know for sure if he’s not coming."  
Zelda paused, clenching her fists again. How long did Impa intend for them to wait? Seven more years? A 

hundred? No. She had to set off now. She could no longer delay.  
“Hyrule has been a realm of darkness for seven long years, and Link never returned,” she said. “The land 

becomes darker still with each passing day. I must find the Ancient Sages and awaken them now.”  
“Think about what you're doing,” said Impa. “There’s a reason they chose eternal slumber.” 
“They were privileged enough to have a choice at all. I am not.”  
If Impa wanted to say more, she didn't. So, Zelda reached deep within herself, calling upon her own power 

for guidance. She held out her hands, and within seconds her mother's Goddess Harp materialized in them.  
As if she'd been practicing for years, she began strumming it. Each note echoed as if being stretched across 

unfathomable distances. As beautiful, haunting notes filled the air around them, tendrils of green light erupted 
from the ground, swirling around her like leaves caught in a shifting autumn breeze.  

“I will find the Ancient Sages,” Zelda’s voice echoed as the green light tendrils circled her, obscuring her 
from view. “One in a deep forest. One on a high mountain. One under a vast lake. One within the house of 
the dead. One inside a goddess of sand.”  

“Fine,” Impa’s voice stayed calm and patient, even in the face of Zelda’s defiance. “I won’t convince you, 
but I have warned you, Zelda.”  

“From this moment on, I am Sheik,” Zelda corrected as her feet left the ground. “I will not reveal my 
identity until I confront Ganondorf.” 

“Sheik,” Impa repeated the name as she watched Zelda rise higher and higher. “A member of the Sheikah 
clan awakening the Ancient Sages. You’re certainly going to catch Ganondorf’s attention again.”  

Zelda turned to face Impa as she began to finally vanish.  
“And when he falls to his knees before me, I will have caught so much more.” 
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6 FOREST TEMPLE 

 
 

The flow of time was always cruel. Its speed seemed different for each person, but no one could change it. 
A thing that didn’t change with time was a memory of younger days.  

The trees rustled, dancing to the rhythm gifted to them by the summer breeze. The time of cool mornings 
had long passed, signaling a true end to spring. Of course, in places like Kokiri Forest, it wouldn’t matter. The 
forest had its own sense of time, and Zelda pondered the fact as she stepped into the Sacred Forest Meadow’s 
clearing. 

The fae swirled around her, and she stopped for a moment, taking in her surroundings. The Forest Temple 
loomed above her, its stone staircase destroyed by the passage of time. She'd heard of a device the Hero of 
Time could use to launch himself onto high places, but she was certain she'd never find it. She sighed. Perhaps 
there was another way.  

"Adults don't last very long here, you know." 
Zelda spun around. The voice had come from behind her, but she relaxed as her eyes fell upon a small girl, 

no older than 10 with vibrant green hair.  
"You..." Zelda began. "You're one of the Kokiri, aren't you?" 
The girl giggled, twirling around in a circle. "Of course! I'm Saria. What's your name?" 
Zelda crouched down, making herself eye-level with Saria. "My name is Sheik." 
Saria eyed Zelda curiously. "Sheik...That's a funny name! Why are you here?" 
Zelda stood up, gesturing towards the Forest Temple. "I need to get inside. There's someone I must find." 
Saria smiled innocently. "A Sage?" 
Zelda barely contained her surprise. "Well...yes. How do you know about them?" 
Saria's expression suddenly grew serious, and Zelda's skin prickled at the transformation.  
"I can't explain it," Saria replied, looking up towards the temple entrance as if in a daze. "It's as if...there's 

something I was supposed to remember, but it's gone now. Ever since the Great Deku Tree passed, the forest 
feels...different. Like it's waiting." 

Zelda then realized she was clenching her fists. Ganondorf had once put a curse on the Great Deku Tree 
long ago, causing its demise despite Link's efforts. Now, the Kokiri were without their caretaker, children left 
to fend for themselves in the woods.  

Zelda exhaled, trying to be discreet, before returning her attention to the young Kokiri. "I'm sorry. Are you 
all alone out here? Where are the others?" 

Saria shook her head, her steely expression remaining. "Some of us are still in the village, while others are 
hiding in the Lost Woods. I come here because it's...quiet." 

She seemed to get lost in thought for a moment before looking back up at Zelda. "You should leave here 
soon. Adults who stay here too long become Stalfos."  
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Zelda nodded patiently. What a mercurial child! She'd always been told the Kokiri were ageless, mischievous 
forest dwellers, so it shouldn't have surprised her. Still, to look into the face of a child who seemed to be both 
innocent and jaded all at once was a lot to take in.   

"I don't intend to be here any longer than I have to," Zelda replied.  
Saria pointed up towards the temple's entrance. "You'll have to fly to get up there, you know. I don't think 

adults can do that."  
Zelda shook her head. "You're right. I was just trying to figure that out before you came."  
Saria giggled and clapped her hands together. "Well, don't worry! I can help you!" 
She took out an ocarina, bringing it up to her mouth and closing her eyes. Zelda barely contained her shock 

upon seeing the instrument. She remembered Link having one just like it before Zelda had given him the 
Ocarina of Time. Saria began playing a serene, otherworldly tune that caused the fae to swirl around both of 
them.  

Soon, their feet left the ground as they floated into the air and soared towards the broken steps. Upon 
landing, Saria stopped playing, gazing up at Zelda expectantly as she lowered the ocarina from her face.  

"I can't go inside," Saria frowned. "There's monsters and other scary things."  
Zelda gazed at the temple entrance, noting how everything on the other side of the threshold seemed to 

disappear into an endless dark void. This was it.  
Saria clapped her hands together, giggling as if she’d just been told a new joke. "You liked my ocarina? You 

seemed to be very fond of it." 
Zelda opened her mouth before pausing. She couldn't give herself away. This must have been the girl who 

gave Link the ocarina he arrived at the castle with. Back then, she must have known he wouldn't return. After 
all, he was a Hylian, not a true Kokiri.   

Still, she wanted to know if the young Kokiri had seen Link. Seven years ago, he’d departed on a journey 
through the forest to find a dear friend. Maybe he’d simply gotten lost in the woods.  

"I once knew someone very special who played an ocarina," Zelda said. "I think you would have liked him 
quite a bit."  

Saria smiled, studying Zelda for a moment. There was a pause, and Zelda could hear the trees rustling in the 
wind as the silence grew between them. Saria’s smile faltered slightly as a small, twinkling fae buzzed between 
them before disappearing out of sight.  

“I know, Your Highness, but I haven’t seen him since he went deep into the Lost Woods seven years ago.” 
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7 CHILDREN OF THE FOREST 

 
 

The Forest Temple was a peculiar structure that stood at odds with the surrounding woods. Its architecture 
reminded Zelda of ancient Hylian structures she’d read about in the castle library. Of course, the resemblance 
was only slight, as the forest was well on its way to swallowing it up completely.  

Upon entering the temple proper, it resembled more of a dilapidated mansion than a place of worship. By 
her estimate, she seemed to be in a foyer of sorts, and she marveled at how cleverly nature had reclaimed it. 
Nothing overcame the will of the forest, not even time.  

Reaching the Sage was normally no easy task. The hero would face challenges meant to test his worthiness 
of gaining the Sage's power. For Zelda, it would be different. The temple would recognize her for who she truly 
was, rendering all potential hindrances inside dormant. A lone door stood on the other side of the room, her 
only way to move forward. She hesitated, the realization of what she was about to do washing over her, and 
she took a deep breath. There was no going back now.  

She reached for her kodachi, having sensed them the moment she’d entered the foyer.  
The first Wolfos shot up from the ground and swiped at her, but she ducked and rolled to the side before 

driving her blade upward into its chest. It howled in pain as flames consumed it, and she tugged her blade free 
as the monster vanished, narrowly dodging another attack from behind.  

She whirled around to face it, deflecting its strikes but not managing to gain any ground. Zelda's eyes 
widened in surprise as she found herself pushed back, the Wolfos' movements getting faster with each swipe. 
She led it around the perimeter of the room, searching for a spot to gain an advantage. Eventually she managed 
to dodge behind it, kicking it between its shoulder blades before rolling away.  

Zelda watched as the monster slowly got back up on all fours, growling at her as she barely dodged another 
swipe. She brought her blade up again, this time stabbing the foe directly in the heart. It yelped before howling 
just like its comrade, vanishing in a pillar of flames.  

Content she'd cleared the room of all enemies, Zelda rushed to the door, opening and quickly closing it 
behind her. A Skulltula hung from the ceiling, waiting for her to get close enough to strike. With its abundance 
of eyes, it should have noticed the woman it was staring at was a phantom, the real Zelda having already darted 
across the corridor. She opened the door, rushing through as the sounds of frantic rustling signaled the Skulltula 
had caught onto her ruse.  

Now in a much larger chamber with multiple doors along its perimeter, Zelda deduced she was in the center 
of the temple. Before her rested a strange pillar with space big enough for someone to stand in. Zelda 
approached cautiously, noting she didn't detect the presence of any enemies.  

Upon closer examination, it looked like a mechanism of sorts. She stepped onto its inner platform, and it 
immediately began to descend. She stumbled, clearly startled by the sudden movement, but quickly regained 
herself.  
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She watched as she sunk into the ground, continually descending for several seconds. The light from above 
vanished, and Zelda assumed she must be beneath the forest's floor. Eventually, the mechanism halted, and 
she saw a corridor that led to a hidden chamber.  

She'd made it.  
A path stretched out before her leading into a dark room. She pressed forward, the room brightening as she 

got closer. Once inside, she was startled to find the walls covered in portraits, each one identical to the next.  
They all displayed the same scene. A dirt path stretched away from Zelda into the distance towards a black 

mountain. Withered, gray trees flanked the path, their spidery branches reaching up into a midnight blue sky.  
Zelda moved to position herself in the middle of the chamber, turning to observe each portrait. Though 

her mind told her each one was the same as the last, she couldn't shake the feeling she was being watched. The 
presence was unmistakable, and she only hoped it was the Ancient Sage.  

She clasped her hands together, and the floor beneath her feet began to glow with a silvery white light. Her 
Goddess harp materialized in her hands, and she began strumming it, a melody she'd never played but always 
known emanating throughout the chamber.  

Green tendrils of energy sprouted from the floor once again, swirling upward and combining to take on the 
shape of a man. She'd found him! Her Goddess Harp vanished from sight just as an old man dressed in green 
robes finally materialized before her. His hair was long and stark white, matched in length by his flowing, wispy 
beard. He had a slender frame, his deep green eyes seeming to take up the majority of his face. Zelda stumbled 
back, surprised by his sudden appearance. He looked around the room, his face contorted with confusion.  

His eyes then landed on Zelda, his expression shifting to vexation.  
"What is the meaning of this?" he demanded, his voice shrill and reedy. "I do not belong in this realm! My 

presence disturbs the pact made years ago! Why do you pull me into this world now?”  
“Honorable Sage of Forest,” Zelda bowed, hoping a sign of respect would quell his annoyance with her. “I 

come before you because Hyrule is shrouded in darkness. Ganondorf, the King of Evil, rules the kingdom 
unopposed.”  

The Sage regarded her for a moment, studying her as if she were a Mad Deku Scrub.  
“The Sacred Realm should have awakened new sages,” his eyes wandered around the chamber as he spoke, 

as if suddenly disturbed by something. “Yet I do not sense its call, even now. Where is the prophesized Hero 
of Time?” 

Zelda hung her head before looking up. “I fear he is gone from this world completely.”  
The Sage’s gaze returned to Zelda. “Do forgive me. You may call me Nove, child. I never expected to be 

awakened, but you are no ordinary Hylian. Even in your disguise, I know you to be one of Hylia’s 
reincarnations.” 

Zelda squinted, confused by the Sage's words. "Reincarnation?"  
At this, Nove chuckled, but he didn’t smile. Instead, his expression became both sad and whimsical. "With 

the passage of time, it appears such knowledge has been forgotten, but no matter. You must wait for the Hero 
of Time to return. Perhaps his absence is why the Sacred Realm hesitates to send the awakening call.”  

"I have waited long enough!" Zelda exclaimed, her hands balling into fists. "For years I've waited while 
Hyrule continues to rot. I will defeat Ganondorf myself. Please! I implore you to help me!" 

Nove huffed, and the room began to change. The pictures faded away as did the walls and floor. Soon, 
Zelda found herself standing in the middle of a great pool of water. She looked around, realizing she had 
returned to the place she’d seen in her vision, and she now knew its true purpose. It was the Chamber of Sages, 
the meeting place of all people chosen by the Sacred Realm.  

Just like before, several different colored platforms with symbols on them surrounded her. She looked over 
at the platform with the forest symbol just as a pillar of light began to rise from it. Nove soon came into view, 
his green eyes glowing as he looked upon Zelda. 

"I would tell you something," he said, his words echoing into the blackness of the vast chamber. "Do you 
know the origin of the Forest Temple?" 

Zelda shook her head the same way she did as a child listening to her tutors. It was a silent display of 



The Legend of Zelda: Sin of Sheikari 

18 

obedience, that she intended to listen without interrupting.  
Nove studied her face for a moment before continuing. "This place was once a lush, empty meadow where 

the fae gathered undisturbed. That was until men entered it, seeking a place to build a stronghold for war. They 
succeeded in building that stronghold, but the forest claimed them and sent their children to the Great Deku 
Tree." 

Zelda pondered his words for a moment. Saria’s image flashed through her mind, and her body grew cold 
with realization. The young Kokiri’s words sounded once again.  

“You should leave here soon. Adults who stay here too long become Stalfos."  

Yes, the forest made sure to correct anything that didn’t belong. Yet, perhaps it had shown mercy once. 
Perhaps, it knew the difference between innocence and malice.  

"The children," Zelda chose her words carefully. "Those children the forest sent to the Great Deku Tree 
became the Kokiri, didn’t they?” 

If Nove had heard her question, he chose not to answer. "Do not underestimate the land you wish to 
protect. Eventually, those who are wicked will be claimed. Fate is inescapable." 

The Sage was then engulfed by a flash of light before vanishing without another word.  
"Wait!" Zelda called out, but Chamber of the Sages began to fade from view, once again becoming the room 

with the paintings. She noticed she was balling up her fist and looked down at her hand. She uncurled her 
fingers and found she was holding a green medallion with the symbol of the forest engraved in it. She sighed.  

The Sage of the Forest was going to help her after all. She’d succeeded! 
Zelda reflected on Nove's speech, remembering how she first came upon the Forest Temple. Why would 

men try to defile this place? She recalled her lessons about the Hyrulean Civil War, another time of darkness 
where all fought to claim the Triforce for themselves. Zelda knew the origin of the Triforce by heart and was 
always mesmerized by the tale of the Golden Goddesses who created Hyrule.  

She'd never heard of a Goddess named Hylia. She'd always thought it was simply the name of the lake, 
inspired by the word “Hylian.” She only knew the temples to be places of worship, meant to house the Sages 
once they were awakened by the Sacred Realm.  

What if each of them had once been something more? 
She looked up at the paintings, observing each one again. She still wasn't sure what she was looking for, yet 

she found herself drawn to them. What was their purpose? Out of the corner of her eye, she could swear one 
of the withered, gray trees was casting a peculiar shadow. It resembled a human shape, standing in a rigid 
upright position, glaring at an intruder.  

Zelda brandished her kodachi without hesitation. She was certain now. Something else was in this room.  
"You are not Sheikah." 
A feeling of dread collapsed over her immediately, like a filthy tide she’d only just noticed barreling towards 

her. She whirled around, searching for the source of the voice, but the shadow she'd seen before had vanished. 
The paintings once again appeared to be identical.   

"Awaken them." 
Zelda felt the presence depart from the room as the paintings vanished, leaving behind only stone-gray 

walls. She crouched to the ground, her arms feeling as heavy as the stones that made up those walls. Why did 
she feel so empty all of a sudden, so helpless? 

She called out for her harp, watching as it once again materialized in her hands. Strumming it carefully, she 
waited for the music to flow through her, guiding her through what to play next.  

A march. The beating of drums. Yes, that was it. The song was coming to her, and it would soon carry her 
off to the next destination. The tendrils of light appeared again, this time colored red, and surrounded her until 
she could see nothing else.  

She would now fly to the highest mountain, holding onto the hope that her weight would soon be lifted. 
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8 FIRE TEMPLE 

 
 

It was something that grew over time, a true friendship. What started as a feeling in the heart became even 
stronger over time. The passion of friendship would soon blossom into a righteous power. Through it, one 
would know which way to go.  

Zelda peered down the hole that led to the Fire Temple, where the next Sage waited. She tried to maintain 
her focus on the task at hand, but the shadow’s words continued to echo in her mind.  

"You are not Sheikah."  

The heat hadn't entirely scorched her sense of dread. It lingered, as if she'd soon be forced to endure its 
weight as she did before. It was true, after all. She wasn't truly a member of the Sheikah clan, though it was 
unclear how the shadow knew this. Zelda sighed. There wasn't time. She had to keep moving.  

The heat of the volcano crater should have reduced her to ashes by now, but she'd made preparations before 
she left. The magic she infused in her tunic would keep her safe while exploring the depths of Death Mountain. 
Still, she'd have to act quickly and avoid danger as much as possible.  

She felt the wind rushing past her nose as she descended down the ladder. It wasn't long before she reached 
the bottom and turned to face the temple entrance proper. It was faint, but she swore she could hear the distant 
sound of chanting deep within. Whatever it was, she didn't recognize its source, and it seemed far off. Hopefully, 
it wouldn't come between her and the Sage of Fire.  

She entered a large chamber with a stairway leading up to three statues, each with a flame blazing in its open 
mouth. Fire Keese hovered overhead, and Zelda was certain the bat-like creatures would fling themselves at 
her the second they detected her presence. She needed to decide on a direction quickly, noticing how the path 
split where the three statues stood.  

One of the Fire Keese seemed to flutter for a moment before turning to face her direction. Zelda's body 
tensed up. She'd been spotted. As the Fire Keese swooped down toward her, she sprinted up the stairs and 
darted to the left, heading straight towards an iron door.   

Zelda barely registered she'd closed it behind her, thinking only of escaping the annoyance that was now 
trapped in the previous room. Before her, across a pool of lava, rested a colossal door with a flame symbol 
carved into its surface. Zelda smiled. That had to be it!  

The Hero of Time would have to find a way to cross the lava pool to the other side using his wits, strength, 
and courage. Luckily, Zelda had a much easier way to get across.  

She closed her eyes, calling to the Goddess Farore, asking for a guiding wind to send her to a new 
destination. Within seconds, her body was covered in a green light as her body flew across the room. She 
reached out to open the door when a great booming voice startled her. 

"I think not!" 
Zelda barely had time to dodge the massive hammer as it fell upon her from behind. She lost her balance, 
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rolling until she slipped over the edge of the platform. She dangled over the pool of lava, hanging on to the 
ledge with one hand as her assailant leered down at her. Her eyes widened as he came into view.  

It was a Goron! 
"Trespasser!" he roared. "You come to this sacred place uninvited!" 
"Please, I don't mean any harm!" Zelda begged, trying to think of a way to get back up. "I just need to get 

through the door!" 
"Lies!" the Goron accused, raising his hammer. "I will not let you harm my people or enter that wicked 

dragon's resting place!" 
Zelda's brow furrowed. Wicked dragon? Then, the realization washed over her. Volvagia, the monster that 

allegedly feasted on Gorons. Apparently, it had been defeated by someone only known as the Goron Hero.  
Zelda gritted her teeth. She'd have to distract him before her fingers gave out. She slowly exhaled, listening 

as the Goron brought his hammer up once again. As soon as he'd lifted it as high as he could, she launched 
herself into the air, unsheathing her kodachi as if preparing to strike.  

"I call upon the Goddess Farore..." 
The Goron brought his hammer down on Zelda, swiping through her as if she were a phantom. She 

reappeared back across the room, coughing and gasping for air.  
"Please!" she rasped. "I am not your enemy!" 
The Goron grunted before whipping his head around, searching for the intruder. His beady eyes landed on 

Zelda, his face twisting in rage.  
"I am Darunia, Big Boss of the Gorons!" he shouted, pounding his chest with a giant, rocky fist. He then 

pointed his hammer to where Zelda was standing. "You will not enter this chamber! It is forbidden!" 
Zelda finally managed to stand, suddenly feeling much more drained than she had before. The heat was 

getting to her. The more she used magic, the more precarious her predicament would become.  
"Yes, you are Darunia," Zelda said. "You are the leader of the Gorons, and you are the sworn brother of 

the King of Hyrule. I am Sheik, a member of the Sheikah clan sworn to protect the royal family."  
Darunia's expression faltered, his rage morphing into confusion.  
"I thought the Sheikah were gone," he said.  
Zelda nodded. "Most of us are now. Only myself and Impa remain." 
Darunia brought his hammer down in front of him, leaning on it like a cane. Zelda sighed. It seemed she 

might get through to him.  
"Are the Goron people safe?" she asked.  
Darunia nodded. "I've been clearing out the temple for some time, in case we ever need a place to hide. 

Ganondorf's been threatening to wage war on our city for quite some time now."  
Zelda scoffed. "He wages war on anything that breathes, even his own shadow." 
Darunia guffawed. "I like your spunk, kid! You're not all bad at all."  
Zelda exhaled. It seemed she was finally getting somewhere. "Please. I need to get into the room behind 

you. I'm here to speak to the Ancient Sage of this temple. With his help, I can defeat Ganondorf."  
Darunia rubbed his chin, considering her words.  
"Fine," he said. "On one condition. When you get ready to fight Ganondorf, give us all a call. We'll join you. 

We've been dealing with that guy long enough."  
Zelda nodded. "Agreed." 
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9 A SACRED PRISON 

 
 

Zelda carefully approached the large stone door, aware that she could now feel the intensity of the heat in 
the room. She’d felt nothing when she first entered the temple. Her magic wouldn’t last much longer.  

She looked over at Darunia, who gave her a confident nod as he leaned against his hammer.  
“I’ll stand watch while you talk to the Sage,” he pounded his chest once more with a rocky fist.  
Zelda smiled, even though he wouldn’t see it under her hood. “Thank you, Darunia. And I promise I’ll call 

you when the time comes.”  
Darunia gave her a wide grin as she returned her attention to the door. The chanting she heard before 

seemed to be emanating from the other side. Zelda placed her hand against the door’s surface, closing her eyes 
and concentrating on the sounds and willing it to open for her. After a few seconds, it rose up, revealing a 
massive room with a large platform resting in a pool of lava. Four pillars surrounded the platform, which Zelda 
could use to reach the center.  

She quickly made her way onto the platform, taking out her Goddess Harp as she made her way to the 
center. Just as before, the notes came to her. As she strummed her harp, the red tendrils of light rose from the 
lava until they took on the form of a man dressed in red robes.  

He opened his eyes and slowly gazed about the chamber, as if just seeing it for the first time. He was 
completely bald, though his face was almost hidden behind a great, bushy white beard. His eyes were a deep 
brown, almost black in the darkness of the room. After his form settled, he paused for a moment, as if 
disoriented from the experience.  

Then, as realization dawned on his face, the pool of lava surrounding the platform erupted into an inferno, 
the flames nearly reaching the ceiling. Zelda shielded herself, willing her magic to continue protecting her from 
the heat as it grew in intensity. 

"I am Grig, the Sage of Fire, one who was intended to rest here for eternity. Why have I been awakened?" 
He glared at Zelda, his voice deep and powerful.   

Zelda thought for a moment what she could say to convince him. Nove had reacted in a similar manner, 
and she was certain Grig would be no less difficult.  

"Ganondorf has taken over Hyrule," Zelda finally said with sweat dripping down her face. "He no doubt 
will seek out the Triforce."  

"You come here instead of the Hero of Time," Grig mused. "So, then, things must be far grimmer than 
before."  

"Please," Zelda said, pressing on. "The hero hasn't returned, and I fear we'll soon be out of time. The people 
of Hyrule will soon be enslaved by darkness."  

"Enslaved..." Grig seemed to taste the word, recalling what it was like to be under the command of another. 
"I do remember that feeling, but now I belong here where there is no one to order me about."  
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"Ganondorf would order us all unless we act!" Zelda shot back. "I won't allow him to make prisoners of 
innocents and defile the land!" 

With those words, the room faded around them, and Zelda once again found herself in the Chamber of 
Sages, the six symbols floating on the surface of the pool of water. Grig rose up from the symbol of fire's 
platform, a look of deep contemplation on his face.  

"Enslaved," he once again repeated a word Zelda had uttered. "You speak of prisoners as if innocence has 
completely escaped you. Yet you are still a child, still oblivious to the nature of your surroundings."  

"What do you mean?" Zelda asked.  
"Do you know why we build prisons?" Grig turned away from her, as if looking out into the distance. "We 

believe there are those of us who can serve no purpose other than pure evil. So we lock or seal them away to 
keep them from those we deem worthy of being in our society." 

He turned back to face Zelda, gesturing around the chamber. "Yet even we, chosen by the Goddesses, grew 
arrogant and envious. We wanted a society completely of our making, where there'd be no need for prisons. 
And so this place was abandoned, left only to become a nest for a great dragon. That dragon was then slain by 
a Goron Hero, its bones laid to rest in that prison.” 

Zelda stared into the water below Grig’s feet. She knew of Volvagia and the Goron Hero, yet she’d always 
assumed the Fire Temple was simply that, a place of worship. Yet, just as Nove had told her, it had once been 
something else entirely. What had changed? Why were these places repurposed in such a way?  

"I chose to sleep here, where fire burned around me," Grig continued. "I wanted to hide from the darkness 
of men, from myself. Yet their shadows form even now, even after all these years."  

Zelda opened her mouth before closing it again. Shadows. Yes, she knew something of shadows lately.  
“You are not Sheikah.”  
Grig noticed her hesitation and raised a white eyebrow. "Perhaps you are right to become Hyrule's savior 

now, you who are of royal blood. Perhaps not. In time, we will see." 
The room began to change again, the Chamber of Sages fading back into the fiery chamber from before. 

Before Zelda could utter a word, Grig vanished, leaving behind a small red medallion as proof of his 
cooperation.  

As Zelda scooped it up from the rocky surface of the platform, she saw it. It flickered in between the flames, 
as if trying to get a better view of her. A figure covered in shadows, its red eyes glowing as it looked on.  

It shifted in and out of sight, as if it was desperately trying to cling to existence. Its determination didn’t 
cloud its intent from Zelda. She could sense its growing desire with each soundless step it took amongst the 
flames. It wanted to hurt, to maim, to destroy. It hated everything.  

Zelda’s entire body grew stiff. Even in the center of the roaring flames, chills were running down her spine. 
She’d never felt dread on such a scale before in her entire life. Whatever that figure was, whatever it wanted, it 
was something Zelda wouldn’t dare to try to understand.  

She simply needed to get away.  
The Goddess Harp materialized in her hands, though she couldn’t remember when she’d called for it. The 

notes came to her instantly, and she began calling out to be taken to her next destination. The figure continued 
to approach her, gliding through the flames that should have disintegrated it. Thankfully, it was already too late. 
Tendrils of blue light enveloped Zelda until she could see nothing else, and before long she felt her feet leaving 
the ground.  

Yes, she would escape this prison, and so would Hyrule. 
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10 WATER TEMPLE 

 
 

Time passed. People moved. Like a river's flow, it never ended. A childish mind would turn to noble 
ambition. Young love would become deep affection. The clear water's surface reflected growth.  

Zelda gazed into the depths of Lake Hylia, knowing she had every reason to hesitate. She'd awakened two 
Sages, and both had agreed to help her. Yet, each awakening was accompanied by something she couldn't 
explain. She'd heard its voice in the Forest Temple and watched it walk through the flames of the Fire Temple 
as if they were nothing. And she knew, deep down, that whatever it was carried a sinister purpose. Was that 
purpose getting stronger with each encounter? 

It was clear. She was awakening more than just Sages.  
"You are not Sheikah."  

Each time it appeared, she was overcome with a sense of dread, but there was more to it. The voice she 
heard was not of this world. It seemed to come from some lost place, some forgotten corner of time. 

It was ancient and angry, but it was also in pain.  
The water's surface sparkled thanks to a passing breeze, sending ripples and waves as Zelda looked on. She 

wanted to find it relaxing, but comfort wouldn't be her companion. Not today.  
"Declare yourself!" 
Zelda looked up, just now noticing the young Zora woman who surfaced from the water. Her head was 

wider than the other Zoras, and her beauty was striking. She clearly wasn't a guard or sentry, so why was she 
here? She was staring at Zelda with an intensity that made her feel uncomfortable. 

Zelda sighed. As with Darunia, she'd have to convince her she wasn't a threat.  
"I do not intend any harm," Zelda lifted up her palms. "I must speak with the Ancient Sage of this temple. 

My name is Sheik."  
The young Zora scoffed, rolling her eyes. She pointed a finger at Zelda. "There's no Sage in this temple! 

The Zoras use this place to honor the water spirits. We know nothing about any Sages! You will leave at once!" 
Zelda didn't flinch. Instead, she stepped forward and bowed gracefully. "Princess Ruto, it is an honor."  
Ruto gasped in surprise. "How do you know who I am?" 
Zelda lifted her head. "Your beauty is unmistakable and known throughout the land, but I also know of 

your station as the Zora heir." 
Ruto was quiet for a moment. A passing breeze caused Zelda's hood to flutter, and she instinctively reached 

for it before snatching her hand away. She'd hoped Ruto didn't notice, but the Zora princess continued studying 
her.  

"What you say is the truth," she said at last. "I am the most beautiful woman in all the land, even more 
beautiful than Princess Zelda herself. I'm glad you can at least recognize that, even if you speak nonsense."  

Zelda smiled despite herself. Yes, this was indeed Ruto, feisty and stubborn as ever.  
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"I implore you," said Zelda. "I must enter the Water Temple. The royal family's safety depends on it."  
Ruto's eyes widened. "The royal family? They're alive?" 
Zelda nodded. "Yes, and I need the help of the Ancient Sages to save them and stop Ganondorf."  
Ruto stared into the water below, pondering the words of the strange man who stood before her. Zelda 

could see the conflict raging within her. Finally, she sighed and looked up at Zelda.  
"Ganondorf has threatened to poison Zora's Fountain if we don't swear allegiance to him," she said. "We 

and the Gorons decided to become our own kingdoms when the royal family vanished. Ganondorf didn't 
oppose it at first, but now that has changed." 

Zelda's body grew rigid. It must have been because she'd shown herself to him. He knew as long as she was 
alive, she'd try to unite everyone. He was  

"Hyrule Field is covered in darkness and a never-ending storm now," said Ruto. "Soon, it won't just be us. 
It'll be everyone, won't it?" 

Zelda nodded. "We must stop him before he destroys Hyrule." 
Ruto looked conflicted. "How can I trust you?" 
Zelda held out her hand, a small globe of water with a luminescent scale floating in its center.  
"This is the scale you gave Princess Zelda long ago," she said. "It's been entrusted to me as I complete my 

quest. I've already awakened two Sages. Four still remain. Please." 
Ruto studied her for a moment, then finally nodded. "Fine," she said, "but I'm coming with you." 
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11 THE SAGE OF WATER 
 
 

Zelda took a deep breath before diving into the lake, closing her eyes as the cold water crashed into her face 
as she plunged below its surface. When she opened them again, she looked around, taking in the murky 
surroundings of the lakebed. Thankfully, the sun was bright enough today to completely illuminate everything 
underwater. She wouldn’t have to worry about getting lost.  

Ruto waited at the entrance of the temple, floating serenely as she watched Zelda. The Zora’s body swayed 
to the rhythm of the currents effortlessly, as if she was perfectly in sync with them. Zelda only hoped she’d be 
able to make do with the limited abilities she possessed.  

Thankfully, her magic would allow her to breathe underwater and sink with ease. As her feet touched the 
bottom of the lakebed, Zelda glanced up, noting the entrance to the temple before her. A gate barred her from 
entering, though she noticed a switch right above it.  

Ruto held out her hand, and the switch unlatched instantly, floating up to the surface. Zelda looked at her 
and nodded.  

"Don't thank me yet," Ruto spoke, her words crystal clear despite being underwater. "Getting in is the easy 
part." 

Zelda quickly swam across the threshold until she reached the main chamber, followed by Ruto. Ahead of 
her, the floor rose upward. Zelda swam to the surface, where she found herself in a massive, echoing chamber.  

Black, iridescent rock covered the walls of the chamber, likely carved smooth by the water’s flow over time. 
It was a cavernous place, but it wasn’t foreboding. It was simply massive and deliberate in its design, as if every 
rock, stone, and droplet served a greater purpose. A large, stone tower stood before the two princesses in its 
center, though Zelda could see it had many floors, the rest hidden deep underwater.  

"Hmm, that's funny," Ruto's voice broke her daze.  
"What is it?" Zelda asked, not turning to face her.  
"If someone other than a Zora or the royal family enters this place, the traps activate instantly," Ruto's voice 

grew suspicious, "but it didn't."  
Without warning, Zelda felt a wave of water crash into her, sending her flying towards the tower. Her body 

slammed against its wall, and she struggled to draw her kodachi as she slid to the ground.  
"Who are you?" Ruto walked along the water's surface as she closed in on Zelda, her hand stretched out.  
In her peripheral, Zelda could see two blue tektites turn and face her, their spider-like bodies and big, red 

eyes glistening in the light. Almost in unison, they began hopping in her direction as Ruto continued to question 
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her.  
"Answer me!" she demanded.  
Zelda gritted her teeth and slashed at one of the tektites, cutting it in two. It fell to the ground with a splash, 

though it didn't deter the other. Ruto motioned towards it with her hand, and a bubble formed around it. She 
motioned again, and the tektite was lifted off the ground before sinking deep below the water’s surface.  

Satisfied there'd be no more interruptions, Ruto turned to face Zelda once more. "If you won't answer me, 
you leave me no choice."  

She raised her hand again, surrounding Zelda in a water-filled bubble. She lifted Zelda high into the air, 
watching as Zelda flailed about inside. Just as a triumphant grin crossed Ruto's face, Zelda vanished instantly. 
Shocked, Ruto released the spell, sending a torrent splashing down before her.  

"Where did she go?" Ruto asked out loud.  
"I'm sorry, Your Highness." 
Ruto started to turn her head when she felt the flat of Zelda's kodachi strike her, knocking her unconscious. 

Zelda crashed into the pool of water with Ruto, struggling to carry her to the tower’s shore. Once on the dry 
land again, Zelda peered around the structure, noticing a door that was partially hidden behind a large, serpent-
like statue on the other side of the chamber from where she was positioned. That had to be it.  

Zelda glanced down at Ruto, who was still unconscious. She'd never intended for a fight with the Zora 
princess, but she understood her reasoning. Ruto had to protect her people from Ganondorf, and Zelda had 
appeared before her as Sheik, not the Hero of Time or a member of the royal family. For all she knew, Zelda 
had been sent by Ganondorf. As the Zora heir, she couldn’t take any chances.  

Once Zelda was finished, she'd come back and get the Zora princess to safety. She called upon the blessing 
of Farore and teleported to the door she’d just spotted. Touching its surface, she could feel the same magical 
presence she'd felt at the Forest and Fire temples, signaling she'd reached the right place. At her touch, the door 
slid open, revealing a slope that led upwards. She quickly raced to the top towards a massive door. Opening it, 
she entered a room with several pillars rising up from a pool of water.  

Just as before, she called for her harp and began strumming it, a new melody echoing throughout the room. 
Soon, blue tendrils of light sprouted from the pool, joining together as the Sage of Water made his appearance.  

A short, stout man with sparkling blue eyes gasped as he took in his surroundings. His face was without a 
beard or whiskers, though his white hair was tied up into an intricate bow-like pattern. He looked as if he’d just 
been laughing at something remarkably hilarious before being interrupted.  

Zelda expected him to have the same furious disposition as the others, but he simply smiled, as if this was 
all to be expected.  

"My, my," he looked over at Zelda, as if seeing an old friend. "Hello, my dear girl. I am Mison, the Sage of 
Water. I sense others are awake too, though not all. So, the royal family still lives."  

Zelda nodded. "Yes, I come here to seek your aid in defeating Ganondorf."  
"Such an imposing name," Mison gasped, drawing himself back theatrically. "It will most certainly keep 

children awake at night when they're told the legend of his defeat by the Hero of Time."  
Zelda closed her eyes, trying to hide her frustration. There wasn’t any time for this. She then opened them 

again, taking a deep breath.  
"The hero is gone," she spoke slowly, trying to keep her composure. "He will not return to save us. In his 

absence, I will fight for Hyrule with the help of the Ancient Sages. With your help." 
Mison giggled, a sweet, high-pitched sound, as the two were transported to the Chamber of Sages, the sound 

of waterfalls cascading around them echoing across unfathomable distances. Zelda uncurled her clenched fists, 
keeping her eyes trained on the Sage. She couldn't lose focus. She needed to convince him just like the others.  

“What brought you here?” Mison stared upwards, the same silly smile plastered on his face.  
Zelda sighed. “The melody of my mother’s harp brought me here, the Goddess Harp.”  
"And that melody…" Mison rubbed his chin, his eyes still looking upward. "It was a serenade, right? Have 

you ever been serenaded before, dear child?" 
Zelda shook her head. "No, I haven't."  
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Mison smiled as if extremely amused with himself. "People once heard a serenade, you know. Indeed, a very 
powerful one. It came from the Sacred Realm and spoke of the Triforce. Naturally, people longed for this 
power, and some were well-versed in the mystical arts. And so those who knew powerful magic intended to 
use it to enter the Sacred Realm and claim the Triforce for themselves." 

Zelda stared at Mison. "What happened to those people?" 
Mison's smile flickered for a second, and he finally met Zelda’s eyes once again. Then, he continued. "They 

were branded as the Dark Interlopers, traitors to all who walked in the light. The King of Hyrule ordered them 
to be sealed away, and so they were."  

"The Dark Interlopers?" Zelda gasped.  
Mison nodded. “Yes. Their new domain is a place called the Twilight Realm. It rests beyond a mirror, hidden 

deep within the desert. They can never return as they once were. It is a place that disfigures and corrupts all 
who live in it."  

Zelda stared down at her hands, now more aware than ever of the echoing sounds of the waterfalls spilling 
off of countless surfaces. It couldn’t be the same place, the hidden location deep within the desert that plagued 
her mother with awful visions.  

"The mirror," Zelda said. "Where is it?" 
"In a place that is obscured by the magic of the Haunted Wasteland of the Gerudo Desert," said Mison. "It 

is a place not meant to be reached." 
Zelda's mother's face flashed in her mind.  
"Why have you told me all this?" asked Zelda.  
Mison's smile no longer reached his eyes. "Serenades are so romantic, aren't they?" 
With that, he disappeared just as the other Sages had done, one pool fading into another. Once again inside 

the Water Temple, Zelda picked up the blue medallion while drawing her kodachi. She knew it was here.  
"Come out!" she called.  
The room remained silent, but she knew better. Whatever it was, it was in the room with her, watching her 

every move. She whipped her head around, looking for any possible hiding spot. In the Forest Temple, it hid 
in the portraits. In the Fire Temple, it lingered amongst the roaring flames.  

Zelda froze. There was only one place it could be.  
She stepped towards the edge of her platform, peering into the water beneath her. At first, she couldn't see 

her reflection. Then, the water's surface shimmered, revealing a shadow with red eyes staring back at her.  
She leaped back just in time as the shadow plunged out of the water, just missing her face with its shadowy 

blade. Zelda hopped onto another platform as the shadow further materialized before her. She could now make 
out a tunic and a long cap on its head. Its sword looked instantly familiar -- it had the same shape as the Master 
Sword.  

Zelda squinted as she tried to make out who it was. "Link?" 
"No!" Zelda and the shadow turned in unison as Ruto came into view, her hand stretched out towards them 

both. "That is not Link!" 
"Two more remain," the voice was deep and hollow as if drained of all passion and hope. The figure stepped 

off of the platform, vanishing into the pool below.  
"Darn! I almost had him," Ruto snapped her fingers. She then turned to face Zelda. "I'm sorry about earlier. 

I saw the Sage just now. You were right. He was here after all." 
Zelda shook her head. "It's fine. I was just about to come find you." 
Ruto gazed into the pool, as if the apparition would come flying out at any moment.  
"I thought at first you might be him when the traps didn’t activate," she said. "We made a promise as kids, 

you know. He promised I'd be his wife someday." 
Zelda hoped she couldn't see her blushing. This certainly wasn't what she expected to hear.  
"Of course, no one could fulfill a promise like that," Ruto smiled, though it seemed sad and distant. "We 

were just children, oblivious to how the world actually worked. Still, I wanted to see him again, the boy who 
saved my life even though I'd been an awful brat to him." 
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Zelda nodded. "I am sorry you haven't been reunited." 
Ruto glanced up at her. "That thing...it looked like him, but it wasn't him. It was dark and full of hatred. 

Link could never be like that. There's no way!" 
Zelda sighed. She wasn't sure what to think anymore. Awakening the Ancient Sages was proving to be much 

more complicated than she anticipated. She took out her harp, ready to play the melody that would transport 
her to the Desert Colossus, but she hesitated.  

"Your Highness," Zelda bowed again. "When the time comes, when I'm ready to face Ganondorf, can I 
count on your aid in the final battle?" 

Ruto turned away from her, as if pondering the question. Finally, she answered. "Don't keep me waiting like 
he did." 

"Yes, Your Highness," Zelda began strumming her harp, the notes echoing throughout the room as bronze-
colored tendrils of light encircled her. Mison’s words echoed through her mind as she recalled the vision that 
inspired her quest.  

“They were branded as the Dark Interlopers.” 

Were the shadows she'd seen the Dark Interlopers? 
“Serenades are so romantic, aren’t they?” 

Was she acting of her own volition, or was she simply answering a call? 
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12 THE TRIBE BEYOND THE SANDS 
 
 

Zelda gazed up at the Desert Colossus, her hood sweeping against her face. The sandstorm was a mild 
annoyance, but it offered adequate cover from the potential sentries watching for intruders. She'd heard this 
was Ganondorf's original hideout, so she was counting on the fact that there would be numerous guards 
patrolling. 

As she watched for signs of enemies, Mison’s words kept echoing in her mind. The Dark Interlopers had 
once been here in this desert, having been banished to a place called the Twilight Realm. There’d never been 
any mention of these people, none of it was taught in Zelda’s history lessons, and most of the Haunted 
Wasteland was still uncharted. As far as most people knew, nothing except the Desert Colossus existed within 
or beyond it. 

Even so, Zelda intended to learn where the cursed mirror was, fully aware of its significance in her mother’s 
disappearance. Beyond that mirror, the Dark Interlopers waited. Were they the ones her mother had seen in 
her horrifying visions, humans whose hearts were so tainted they turned to the dark arts and tried to seize the 
Triforce for themselves? 

Zelda recalled a memory from her childhood as she braced herself from another wave of sand washing over 
her. She had slinked away from her quarters to explore the castle on her own. She'd been reprimanded before 
for wandering off, but she'd grown bored with her studies and wanted to find a new secret passageway in the 
castle. 

She was certain she wouldn't be caught when she heard harsh whispers coming from the library, her mother's 
favorite hideout. Curiosity getting the better of her, she hid in a corner to eavesdrop. Were the guards arguing 
with each other again? They got into such silly squabbles sometimes over who was the strongest or who could 
take down a Dodongo with their bare hands.  

"Where was she last seen?" 
"The sentries said they spotted her horse heading west." 
"West? The only thing to the west is Gerudo Valley. Surely she wouldn't go there!" 
"Her handmaiden said she's been mentioning a strange place. The Arbiter's Grounds or some sort."  
"Is it on the map?" 
"Nope, never even heard of it, but who knows what's hiding in the Haunted Wasteland. Only the Gerudo 

would know anything about it if such a place exists there."  
Zelda's brow furrowed. Someone was missing, but who could it be? That was when a chill quickly ran down 
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her spine. The guard had mentioned a handmaiden. Besides herself, only one other person in the castle had a 
handmaiden: her mother.  

She ran as fast as she could down the corridor, not caring if anyone heard her. She reached her mother's 
chambers, barging through the door. The queen's handmaidens, Romani and Cremia, stood inside whispering 
animatedly about something. They froze in place the moment Zelda crashed into the room.  

"Princess!" They both bowed in unison, but Zelda held up her hand, quickly putting an end to unnecessary 
formalities. 

"Where is my mother?" she demanded.  
Romani started to visibly tremble, while Cremia's eyes darted between the two. Apparently, the argument 

was over whether or not one of them should say something.  
"A-a note, Your Highness," Cremia pointed to a nearby desk, where the queen's official scroll lay on top of 

a pile of books. Zelda ran to it, unfurling it immediately. 
She froze. The letter said her mother had left and wasn't returning.  She would explain everything in due 

time, but for now, she needed to leave. And Zelda was not to follow her. 
"When?" Zelda asked, her voice trembling. 
"Last night, Your Highness," Cremia replied. "She said she had to take care of something important and 

not to worry." 
"Where did she say she was going?"  
"She went west. She had been mentioning a place called the Arbiter’s Grounds, but no one has ever heard 

of such a place." 
Just like the guard had said. Zelda's mother had left for Gerudo Valley, but she never came back. Zelda 

would check the library and her mother's study every single day, but there was never any mention of the place 
her mother went. Try as she might, Zelda never could find a way out of the castle or someone brave enough 
to venture that deep into the desert.  

So, she waited, and she prayed. She waited for her mother to come back or to at least send her a letter, but 
there was nothing, not even a single whisper of her whereabouts. When her father called her into his study, she 
knew that something terrible had happened. She remembered how he towered over her, his face pale and his 
eyes red and puffy. She'd never seen him this way before. As far as she knew, her father never displayed any 
emotion other than disappointment.  

"Your mother," the king's voice was grave. "I am sorry, darling, but she has passed away." 
"What?" Zelda drew back, covering her mouth. Surely, she hadn't heard correctly. "No, she can't be!" 
"I...do not wish to give you the details," the king said as he tried to comfort his daughter. "It is too soon 

after her death, and I do not want to upset you."  
But Zelda was beyond upset. She was furious.  
"You must tell me what happened!" she demanded. "I have a right to know!" 
"Zelda, you must give it time..." 
"You didn't go after her! Nobody did! None of you cared where she went! You were too scared to go into 

the desert to find her and –" 
"You will watch your tongue!" the king snapped, his face growing red with anger. "You are the Princess of 

Destiny! I am the King of Hyrule! I will not be addressed in such a way!" 
Zelda remembered her vision blurring as the room began to spin. Her father reached out to her, trying to 

apologize, but she ran from him. She kept running until she found herself in the courtyard by her mother's 
favorite garden. There, she collapsed to the ground and wept.  

It was there that Impa found her. 
"Your mother loved you very much, Zelda," she said as she knelt down beside the princess. "She would not 

want you to grieve like this." 
"Then where is she?" Zelda asked, her voice broken. "If she loved me so much, why did she leave?" 
Impa paused as if searching carefully for what to say next. "Your mother, like so many mothers before her, 

wanted to protect you at all costs. You must always remember that."  
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Zelda did all she could to hold onto those words, but they didn't make the pain go away. They didn't answer 
any of the questions that plagued her, and they didn't bring her mother back. All they did was give her a tiny 
bit of comfort in knowing that her mother's last act was one of love. 

Eventually, the days turned into weeks, and the weeks turned into months. Zelda tried to go on with her 
life, but the pain was always there, lurking in the shadows, ready to pounce when she least expected it. She 
threw herself into her studies and her duties as a princess, but it was all a facade. She was going through the 
motions, but she felt like she was barely living some days.  

Then, one day, a man named Ganondorf appeared at the castle.  
All in Hyrule knew the Gerudo to be a tribe of women, known for their thievery and mischief. They were 

dangerous, and they did not accept outsiders into their domain. However, once every hundred years, a male 
was born into the tribe.  

Ganondorf had requested an audience with the king, and he had arrived alone, which Zelda found odd. 
Anyone who visited the castle normally arrived with an escort or small entourage, even the townsfolk. Who 
was this man, and why was he here? 

When Ganondorf stepped into the throne room, Zelda was overcome with a sense of foreboding. 
Something about him made her skin crawl, and she could not shake the feeling that he was here for something 
other than a friendly visit.  

"Your Majesty," he bowed deeply, his eyes never leaving the king's. "I am Ganondorf, chieftain of the 
Gerudo tribe. I have come to offer my condolences on the death of the queen." 

"Thank you, Ganondorf," the king said, his voice tight. "That is very kind of you." 
"I am sorry for your loss," Ganondorf continued. "The queen was known throughout the land for her great 

beauty and wisdom. Though in the end she and our tribe's relationship had grown strained, she was still 
considered a Gerudo by many, myself included."  

Zelda gasped, and Ganondorf looked at her, those piercing golden eyes seeming to see right through her. 
She felt as if she had been frozen in place, and she could not look away. 

And he smiled.  
"She was not one of you," the king spat, finally breaking the spell Ganondorf seemed to have put on Zelda. 

"She was a Hylian."  
Ganondorf bowed again. "Apologies, Your Majesty. I did not mean to offend." 
He looked up once again, placing a hand over his heart. "The war is over now, my king. The Gorons, Zoras, 

and even the Kokiri swear allegiance to you and your family. I come as a representative of the Gerudo, offering 
to swear the same fealty if you would have it."   

The king was silent for a long moment, and Zelda could see the gears turning in his head. He was clearly 
torn, and she didn't blame him. The Gerudo weren't known to swear allegiance to anyone, most of them never 
leaving the harsh wastelands. If they were to break tradition and offer their loyalty, it would be a show of good 
faith. It could mean the beginning of a new era of peace.  

Except Zelda knew, even back then, that Ganondorf intended nothing but harm for all except himself.  
The sandstorm was beginning to reach its climax by her estimation. If she didn't move soon, she'd lose her 

chance to sneak into the temple. It would be there, the place her mother no doubt spent the majority of her 
life, where she would have a chance at finding the answers she needed along with the Sage of Spirit. She only 
needed to find out the location of the cursed mirror that terrified her mother, confident that one of the evil 
wizard's minions would know exactly where it was.  

Because she knew it was Ganondorf who had killed her. 
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13 SPIRIT TEMPLE 
 
 

Past, present, future... 
The Master Sword was a ship with which one could sail upstream and downstream through time's river. 

The port of that ship was the Temple of Time. 
Zelda quickly darted around the rock formation, keeping her head low so as to not give away her location. 

She looked up at the sky. No clouds. She'd either have to wait for a whirlwind for cover or pray the sentries 
didn't see her sprinting across the dunes.  

Luckily, she had another way she could travel, and she'd be able to reach the entrance without being seen at 
all. She quickly measured the distance between her current position and the temple's entrance. Yes, she'd be 
able to cross from here without landing too far away.  

She clasped her hands together, silently praying to Farore. A gust of sand whirled up against her just as she 
flickered out of sight, a globe of green light being the only indication she'd been standing there. However, by 
the time the sand drifted down onto the earth, it too would vanish from sight.  

Another globe of green light hovered in the air above the entrance to the Spirit Temple before Zelda 
materialized again. Wasting no time, she darted into the temple proper. Inside, she found herself facing a 
stairway that led to a dead end. She took a step forward and quickly jumped out of the way as two floating jars 
sprung to life and flew at her before crashing into the wall.   

She reached the top of the staircase, looking to either side. To her left, she spotted a tiny crawlspace big 
enough for a small child. She pondered if she could somehow fit but abandoned the idea, turning to face the 
opposite way.  

The path opened up into a large corridor, and she noticed a block in the ground in front of her, as if someone 
had pushed it into that specific spot. Whoever moved it had to be extremely powerful due to its size.  

She slinked down the corridor, staying mindful of any potential traps. It wasn't long before she entered what 
looked like a throne room. This must have been where Ganondorf spent most of his time. She paused. Since 
she'd entered, there'd been no signs of monsters, guards, or anything. Was this temple now abandoned? She 
shook her head. No, it couldn't have been that simple.  

Behind the throne was a door, and Zelda could feel the presence of a powerful force waiting behind it. She 
took in a deep breath before opening it, entering a massive hall with a large, elevated stage. Yes, something was 
waiting for her here, though she couldn't be sure what it was yet. Still, she had to awaken the Sage, so she 
quickly climbed onto the stage and readied herself to meet him.  
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"And just what do you think you're doing?" 
Zelda spun around, coming face to face with a Gerudo woman with long red hair and piercing golden eyes. 

They reminded her of Ganondorf's, though they weren't as menacing.  
"We've been watching you ever since you suddenly appeared outside," she pointed a long, slender finger at 

Zelda. "What is a member of the Sheikah clan doing way out here, and how did you make it this far?"  
Zelda reached for her kodachi, prepared for another fight, but the woman raised her hand.  
"I did not come here to fight you," she said. "I am Nabooru, one of the leaders of the Gerudo tribe. 

However, do not be mistaken. Unlike the others, I despise Ganondorf with all of my being. That is why I 
allowed you to make it this far."  

Zelda dropped her hand to her side. "I did not come here with the intention to harm any of the Gerudo." 
"I know," Nabooru explained. "The Sheikah guard the royal family, which means you're here for a reason 

that Ganondorf won't like. I fully intend to support it."  
Zelda nodded. "Yes, that is true."  
"Whatever you plan to do, you must do it quickly," Nabooru turned to look behind her as if something was 

approaching. "I've bought you some time, but it won't last long. So hurry!" 
Zelda nodded again. She didn't want to be here any longer than she had to. Taking out her Goddess Harp, 

she began strumming it, playing a melody she'd never heard yet always known. Tendrils of orange light gently 
lapped her body before swirling before her as an old man dressed in a white robe materialized.  

His skin was bronze, and his eyes were a deep amber. His white hair was cropped short and matched by a 
long beard that reached down to his waist. In one hand he held an old, withered staff that he used for support.  

"I am awakened," he spoke in a voice that was much deeper than Zelda expected. "And I see others have 
awakened as well."  

Without warning, they were instantly transported to the Chamber of Sages, and the old man rose from the 
bronze Spirit medallion in the pool of water.  

"I am Abnar," he said. "I am the Sage of Spirit, and you are the reincarnation of Hylia."  
Zelda sighed. "I have been told, but I do not know who she is. Will you tell me?" 
Abnar paused for a moment, as if carefully considering his next words, before continuing. "The wind from 

this desert promises death, and it is the Sand Goddess who protects the spirits, the lingering regrets, even the 
abominable apparitions, who perish in her domain. Here she has lived all this time, without fail. All who worship 
the Sand Goddess, and all who do not, meet the same fate once the sand claims them." 

Zelda pondered his words, waiting patiently for him to continue.  
"You have embarked on a great undertaking," said Abnar, "but you must be prepared. For, you see, 

memories linger even in places long forgotten by the world. More invisible than spirits. And much more 
treacherous."  

Zelda nodded. "There is a shadow that follows me. With each Sage that I awaken, it grows stronger. Why 
is this?" 

Abnar's eyes widened. "You have seen it?" 
"Yes," replied Zelda. "It will be waiting for me once I leave this chamber. It has tried to attack me once 

before." 
Abnar leaned on his cane, mumbling to himself. "No...no...they were to remain sealed, even if we were 

awakened." 
Zelda's skin prickled and grew cold. She took a step forward, and Abnar drew himself up as if she'd startled 

him. 
"Who is this shadow?" she asked, her voice little more than a whisper. 
The Sage was quiet for a long time before finally answering. "You have one more Sage to awaken, do you 

not? I cannot give you your answer here, but you must know that shadow seeks revenge, same as you. It will 
not stop until it has achieved its goal."  

"I must know what this apparition is!" Zelda insisted. "Why does it want revenge?" 
"You will know soon enough," said Abnar. "In fact, I believe you were destined to know all along."  
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"You must tell me!" Zelda pleaded. "In the Water Temple, it took on the appearance of the Hero of Time. 
It knows I am not a member of the Sheikah clan and that I'm awakening the Sages. It speaks to me. Why?" 

"Ah yes," Abnar gazed across the chamber as if lost in thought. "The sin speaks." 
Zelda stomped her foot, the water splashing onto her leg. Her clenched fists were trembling now. She had 

come all this way, fought so hard, only to be met with more riddles. She took in a deep breath, trying to regain 
her composure. She still had questions, even though he may not answer them.  

Abnar noticed her frustration and sighed. "It is not my wish to cause you pain, but you cannot learn the 
truth here. I am sorry."  

"Honorable Sage," Zelda said, her voice calmer now. "Is there anything else you can tell me that may help? 
Anything at all?" 

The Sage grew quiet once more as if caught in a moment of reflection.  
"You asked me before about Hylia," he finally spoke. "It is not my place to tell you who she was. Go to the 

Shadow Temple, where the last Sage awaits. He will tell you...about Hylia and the Sheikah. You will soon know 
the truth, but it must be there."  

Zelda sighed. It seemed to be of no use. Still, she had one last question, and she had no one else to ask.  
"There is a place here, hidden within the Haunted Wasteland," she said. "In this place, there is a cursed 

mirror, and it is known as the Arbiter's Grounds." 
Abnar slowly turned to face her, his eyes wide with terror. He leaned on his cane as if all the wind had been 

knocked out of him. Zelda took a step forward, hoping she would finally get an answer this time.  
"Please," she begged. "I must know what this place is." 
"You must never go there!" Abnar rasped. "You must stay away!" 
The Chamber of Sages faded almost instantly, transporting Zelda back into the Spirit Temple. In her hand 

rested the bronze Spirit medallion, and in her mind, she could still hear the Sage's words. The Arbiter's Grounds. 
It existed after all.  

"Ah, yes, it seems they've fallen into our trap, sister," came an old croaking voice.  
"Indeed, we must see what we can make of them," came another voice.  
Zelda turned to see two witches floating above her on broomsticks, each wearing traditional Gerudo attire. 

Nabooru appeared at her side, brandishing a scimitar in each hand.  
"I'm sorry," she said. "I ran out of time." 
Zelda peered up at the two witches. "Koume and Kotake, I presume?"  
"Ah, he even knows our name," Koume giggled.  
"That makes it much easier," Kotake purred.  
Zelda clutched her kodachi, her mind filled to the brim with unanswered questions and uncertainty. Why 

couldn't the Sage simply tell her what she needed to know? What was this shadow, and what did it want?  
She froze. The shadow! Where was it? 
"Nabooru," Zelda tried to keep her tone of voice as even as possible. "Be wary of the shadows in this room."  
Nabooru's brow furrowed.  "Shadows?" 
Zelda nodded as the two witches descended towards them, each cackling in unison. Maybe the Sage wouldn't 

give a proper answer, but Zelda had a feeling she could still solve at least one riddle. If anyone knew the location 
of the Arbiter's Grounds, it would be Ganondorf's teachers, the magical experts themselves. The sands of time 
were roaring against them all, filled with lingering regrets and confusion.  

And all the more dangerous. 
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14 PRINCESS AND THE SHADOW 
 
 

According to Abnar, the Sand Goddess didn't discriminate between worshippers and non-worshippers. All 
who walked across her sands were worthy of her aid, should she decide to give it.  

Perhaps, that was why the Gerudo had forsaken the Hylians.  
Koume and Kotake continued to hover before Zelda and Nabooru, patiently waiting for one of them to 

make the first move. Nabooru took a step forward, her scimitars at the ready. 
"I never liked either of you witches," she pointed one of her blades at them. "It's time to end this." 
Koume and Kotake simply laughed.  
"Oh please!" Kotake screeched. "What can you possibly do, you traitor?" 
"I'm no traitor!" Nabooru retorted. "You and Ganondorf have led the Gerudo to ruin! We shame the Sand 

Goddess!" 
"Hmph," Koume rolled her eyes. "The Sand Goddess has no need for your pitiful devotion." 
"We'll see about that," Nabooru started to rush forward, but Zelda moved in front of her, blocking her 

path.  
"Wait, Nabooru," she said. "I would ask these two a question before we begin." 
Nabooru stopped, but she didn't lower her blades. She stared at Zelda for a moment before sighing and 

taking a step back.  
"And what would that be, Sheikah?" Koume twirled her wand. 
"There is a place deep in the wastelands," Zelda explained. "It is called the Arbiter's Grounds where a cursed 

mirror can be found." 
Nabooru finally lowered her scimitars, while the two witches exchanged glances. 
"What does that have to do with us?" Kotake pointed to herself. 
"Nothing," Zelda shrugged. "As long as you tell me where it is."  
"And if we don't?" Koume raised an eyebrow. 
Zelda shrugged once more while brandishing her own blade. "I cannot force you to tell me, but you should 

know. I plan to defeat your king once and for all. Then, what will you do?" 
The witches were silent for a moment before they both burst out laughing. 
"You?" Koume asked, between fits of laughter. "You can't be serious!" 
"You're nothing but a weak little man!" Kotake added. 
Zelda felt Nabooru inch forward. "We're getting nowhere." 
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The witches finally calmed down, and Kotake wiped a tear from her eye. 
"Very well," she said, still struggling to hold back her laughter. "We could tell you where that place is..." 
"If you pledge your loyalty to Lord Ganondorf," Koume finished.  
"Enough of this!" Nabooru leaped over Zelda and soared toward the witches. 
"Nabooru, no!" Zelda shouted, reaching out in a futile attempt to stop her. 
The witches drew their wands high into the air, preparing to strike. Nabooru was only a few feet away when 

they both unleashed their spells upon her. A large explosion engulfed Nabooru, and the hags resumed their 
hideous cackling as they waited for the Gerudo chief to fall to the floor.  

But Nabooru didn't fall.  
Streams of blue light began to shine through the smoke, and soon Nabooru's form could be seen, floating 

in mid-air and completely encased in the protective prism of Zelda's spell, gifted to her by the goddess Nayru. 
Nabooru whipped her head around in amazement before fixing her gaze on the witches, who seemed to be just 
as astonished. 

"What happened?" she asked as she floated back down to the ground. Zelda closed her palm, and the 
magical barrier disintegrated and vanished. Koume and Kotake angrily gripped their wands, crying out in 
frustration before narrowing their eyes as they looked upon Zelda.  

"You!" Kotake pointed a dry, withered finger down at her. "Who are you?" 
"That wasn't the shadow trickery the Sheikah, sister!" Koume hissed. "It wasn't ordinary magic, either! It 

was bright and pure!"  
"This guy isn't fooling anyone!" Kotake screeched. "Let's get him to show himself!" 
The witches lifted their wands into the air again, and a white circle formed on the ground around Zelda's 

feet. Nabooru started towards her, but Zelda held out her hand.  
"It's alright," Zelda reassured. "Just watch the shadows."  
A pillar of light rose from the circle and overtook Zelda. For several seconds, she was lost in its glow, unable 

to move or even think. Then, as quickly as it had appeared, the light vanished, and Zelda opened her eyes, 
scanning the hall for any signs of the shadow.  

The witches and Nabooru all wore identical shocked expressions as they gazed at Zelda, and she was 
perplexed until she noticed her clothing felt different. She looked down at herself and saw that she was now 
wearing the formal dress and regalia of the royal family. She was no longer Sheik, the last remaining member 
of the Sheikah clan. She stood before them as Zelda, heir to the throne of Hyrule Kingdom.  

"The princess...here?" Nabooru whispered in disbelief. 
"Princess Zelda!" Kotake spat, her bulging eyes wide with anger.  
"In a Sheikah disguise!" Koume drew back in surprise. 
"What are you doing here, Your Highness?" Nabooru asked as she finally regained her composure. "You 

should be in Hyrule Castle!" 
"My, my, my," Koume purred, once again twirling her wand. "The princess has delivered herself to us free 

of charge! We've saved Ganondorf the trouble of finding her." 
"You have to run!" Nabooru exclaimed as she grabbed Zelda's arm. "They'll kill you!" 
"Don't be foolish, Nabooru," Koume cooed as she floated closer. "That honor goes to Lord Ganondorf. 

We wouldn't dare take the opportunity from him." 
"What are you waiting for, sister?" Kotake asked impatiently. "Let's take her away already!" 
"Stay back!" Nabooru prepared to strike again, but Zelda called out to her.  
"Never mind them!" she shouted. "Remember the shadows!"  
Nabooru hesitated, and at that moment, the witches struck. The circle around Zelda morphed into a black 

puddle of water, and she began to slowly sink into it.  
"No!" Nabooru cried as she ran towards the puddle, and that was when Zelda saw it.  One of the torches 

behind Koume flickered ever so slightly, just enough that she could make out a shadow leaping out at the witch. 
Koume cried out in agony as the shadow made contact, and she fell to the ground, instantly being reduced to 
ashes. Her broomstick clattered to the floor beside her. 
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"Sister!" Kotake cried as she raced to Koume's side, hovering over her ashes in disbelief.  
The shadow turned to Kotake, and Nabooru finally reached the puddle. Zelda continued to sink, but she 

could still see the shadow as it encircled Kotake. The witch's screams echoed through the hall until they, too, 
were extinguished. 

All was silent for a moment.  
Nabooru helped Zelda rise up from the dark puddle, which evaporated into the air. Zelda looked down at 

herself and found that she was now wearing her Sheikah attire, her face once again hidden behind a white hood 
and cloth.  

"Nabooru, you must leave," Zelda turned to the Gerudo chief. "The Sage here refused to tell me who or 
what created that shadow, but it's too dangerous for either of us to face now."  

They both turned at the sound of a hollow and ominous voice calling out to them.  
"I am not a creation, spawn of Hylia," the shadow spoke, sending a chill down Zelda's spine. "I am more 

ancient than your kingdom and your heroes. Cast aside. Abandoned. Only a shadow, softer than any phantom."  
Zelda watched as the shadow's form swirled around itself as it struggled to maintain its shape, flickering like 

candlelight. It paused as if trying to tether its feet to the floor, before taking on the shape of a man with a long 
cap, tunic, and a dark, twisted version of the Master Sword. It once again resembled a dark version of Link, but 
Ruto said this couldn't have been the Hero of Time, that he could never be corrupted by the darkness.  

"I don't know why you take on that form," Zelda held out her hand, her mind racing as she tried to figure 
out what spell would work out best. "I only seek to stop Hyrule from being covered in darkness. Ganondorf –
“ 

One moment, the shadow was several feet away. Zelda blinked, and it had already crossed the distance 
between them, its sword at her throat. Zelda gasped, ready to be struck down before she could react. She fell 
to the floor as the shadow's blade met something metallic-sounding. She looked up and saw Nabooru standing 
between them, her arms crossed with the shadow's blade stuck to her gauntlets. Zelda inspected them and 
noticed they were silver-plated.  

"You should have listened to me before," she grunted as she struggled against the shadow's strength "You 
have to get away from here, princess!" 

She quickly uncrossed her arms, forcing the shadow to stumble backward. It swiftly recovered and brought 
its blade up again, and Nabooru prepared to meet it, once more fending off the attack with her silver gauntlets.  

"Your Highness!" Nabooru called back to her as the shadow began hammering down on her gauntlets. 
"Your mother...she was one of the most respected women in the entire Gerudo tribe. I don't know where the 
Arbiter's Grounds are, but if anyone does it's Ganondorf." 

Nabooru forced the shadow back again, and Zelda noticed the silver gauntlets were beginning to smoke as 
if they were being burned by the shadow's sword. Nabooru almost lost her balance, and Zelda could tell she 
was beginning to tire. 

"Nabooru, please!" Zelda pleaded. "Don't worry about me! You have to leave before it's too late!" 
"She knew..." Nabooru panted as the shadow charged again. "She always knew he was nothing but a wicked 

soul...and I believed her..." 
Zelda hesitated for a moment before stretching out her hand, willing the Goddess Harp to appear before 

her. If Nabooru wouldn't stop fighting, Zelda would have to lead the shadow away from this place. She began 
strumming her harp, willing for the new melody to catch the phantom's attention. It seemed to pause for a 
moment before speaking again.  

"She once called light down to the surface. Now she is forgotten." 
Zelda watched as Nabooru fell to one knee as the shadow's blade finally pierced her gauntlet and skin. The 

Gerudo chief cried out in pain, and Zelda felt her stomach tighten as she cried out to her, willing for her to run 
away. The shadow lifted its blade one last time, and Nabooru lowered her hands in defeat. The phantom 
brought its blade down just as the light took Zelda away. 

And Zelda found herself plunging into the light, Nabooru's screams still echoing in her ears. 
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15 SHEIKAH AND THE STORM 
 
 

Zelda could recall her frequent visits to the Temple of Time as a child with the king and queen. Its halls 
were always peaceful, the chanting of the spirits bringing her solace.  

Rauru, the Sage of Light and the only Sage who remained awake, built the Temple of Time to serve as the 
only way to enter the Sacred Realm if one wasn't a Sage. In an alternate timeline, Ganondorf had managed to 
sneak behind Link when he opened the Door of Time and lifted the Master Sword from its pedestal.  

As a child, Zelda had always wondered what most of the other temples scattered across Hyrule were like on 
the inside. She knew she'd never have the chance to see them in person, especially Rauru's domain: the Temple 
of Light. That temple, unlike the other sanctuaries, was in the center of the Sacred Realm, far beyond the reach 
of anyone who wasn't a Sage. 

However, there was one temple she'd vowed to never visit.  
Zelda collapsed to the ground, gasping for air as the fuchsia-colored tendrils of light evaporated around her. 

The image of the shadow leering over Nabooru made her stomach turn. Tears streamed down her face as she 
remembered the Gerudo chief's last words.  

"She knew...She always knew he was nothing but a wicked soul...and I believed her..." 

Zelda cried out in agony just as a great thunderclap ripped through her senses. Rumbling black clouds 
swirled above her, threatening all who lived below them. The withered trees thrashed about as the wind whipped 
through them, and Zelda covered her ears to drown at the howling of the storm.  

She struggled to stand up, her limbs feeling as heavy as lead. She lowered her hands onto the dried, brittle 
grass and tried to push herself up before plunging face-first into the dirt. The ground smelled of clay and ashes, 
while the air was thick with the stench of blood and death.  

Zelda wanted to stay there, lost in that ever-growing maelstrom of death and despair, but she knew she had 
to keep moving. When she finally managed to get to her feet, she took in her surroundings and was immediately 
filled with dread at the sight of numerous tombstones.   

Kakariko Graveyard.  
She looked ahead, through the rows of graves, and saw a familiar figure in the distance. Long, silver hair 

framed a strong face that was set in a serious expression.  
"Impa..." Zelda whispered.  
Impa was leaning back against a tombstone, patiently waiting for her. Zelda took a step forward, but her 

feet felt like they were weighed down by invisible chains. Impa rose when she saw Zelda struggling to walk 



The Legend of Zelda: Sin of Sheikari 

39 

towards her, quickly crossing the distance between them. Her expression softened when she saw the tears in 
Zelda's eyes.  

"I warned you," she said gently, "that you weren't ready for this yet."  
Zelda clenched her fists and looked away as more tears fell. "She's gone...the woman I met in the Spirit 

Temple. Nabooru...she hated Ganondorf just as much as I did, and...she knew my mother."  
Impa's face softened even more at the mention of the late queen. "I have heard of Nabooru, one of the 

chiefs of the Gerudo."  
Zelda wiped away her tears and looked up at the Sheikah before falling to her knees. Impa moved to help 

her stand again, but Zelda stopped her with her hand and shook her head.  
"Impa..." her voice was shaking. "Something's been following me. Each time I awakened a Sage, I saw a 

shadow. It knew I wasn't part of the Sheikah clan, and it called me a spawn of Hylia. None of the Sages would 
tell me what it was. And it..." 

Zelda's voice caught in her throat as the image of Nabooru screaming out in pain flashed in her mind once 
again. Impa sighed as she realized what Zelda was trying to say.  

"I'm sorry," she said. "You were never meant to see that shadow."  
Zelda's eyes widened as a chill ran down her spine. She slowly looked up at Impa, her heart pounding in her 

chest. "You...you know what it is?" 
Impa nodded, and Zelda could see the fear in her guardian's eyes. "You must tell me! Please! The Sage of 

Spirit was afraid to say!"  
Impa closed her eyes and sighed, her shoulders slumping in defeat.  "Listen to me carefully, Zelda. That 

phantom you've been seeing was supposed to remain sealed with the Ancient Sages. By awakening them, you 
broke that seal. Still, it should have been nothing more than an illusion." 

Zelda shook her head. "This shadow is much stronger than an illusion. It took on the appearance of the 
Hero of Time, as if to mock him. It even speaks to me."  

Impa's eyes widened. "What did it say?" 
Zelda's mind raced as she began reciting the shadow's words. "'I am not a creation, spawn of Hylia. I am 

more ancient than your kingdom and your heroes. Cast aside. Abandoned. Only a shadow, softer than any 
phantom.'" 

Impa's face was pale, and she turned away from Zelda, looking towards the back of the graveyard. "I take it 
you only have one Sage left to awaken." 

"Yes." 
Impa turned around, her expression serious. "Then you must hurry and face Ganondorf once you are 

finished here. We no longer have time to waste. As soon as you can, you must allow the Sages to return to their 
eternal slumber once more."  

Impa started off without Zelda, clutching her sword as if they'd be ambushed at any moment. Zelda raced 
after her, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked up just as another thunderclap sounded, and she thought 
the dark clouds seemed to be twisting and whirling into each other much more aggressively than before.  

She was about to return her attention to Impa when her gaze fell upon a large brown owl perched high 
above her in a gnarled tree. It studied Zelda closely, its calmness being unsettling, even for an owl. Surely it 
wanted to get out of this storm.  

"Zelda, keep up. We must open it."  
She tore her gaze away from the owl and rushed after Impa, who leaped over a wooden fence. Zelda quickly 

followed, finding herself standing in front of a large cave opening. She continued forward until she reached 
what looked like an altar surrounded by several torches. Beyond the altar rested a massive door with what 
appeared to be the Sheikah emblem carved into its surface with the Triforce symbol above it. Though, as Zelda 
studied it, it looked much different from the emblems she'd seen, almost as if this symbol was an earlier design.  

"Stand upon the altar and pray to the goddesses," Impa instructed.  
Zelda did as she was told and clasped her hands in front of her, bowing her head. She felt a sudden surge 

of energy course through her body and looked around as every torch lit up all at once. The massive door slowly 
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slid upwards, revealing a long and dark tunnel.  
"This is it," Impa said. "The entrance to the Shadow Temple." 
"Wait!" Zelda called out as Impa started to walk inside.  "The Sages...why do they need to go back to sleep?"  
Impa turned around and looked at Zelda for a moment before she finally spoke.  
"Because you have awakened the Sheikah's greatest sin." 
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16 SHADOW TEMPLE 
 
 

Zelda and Impa stared at the bottomless pit that prevented them from progressing further into the temple's 
depths. Zelda grabbed Impa's hand, and the Sheikah didn't even react as the two were transported across the 
pit to the other side. A wall stood before them with a face sporting a twisted, wicked smile carved into its 
surface.  

"Don't be fooled here," Impa said, and Zelda watched as she walked towards the wall, certain the Sheikah 
would run right into it. Instead, Impa phased through it as if it wasn't there at all. Zelda followed, but as she 
passed through she heard a voice whisper to her.  

"Shadow Temple...Here is gathered Hyrule's bloody history of greed and hatred."  
Zelda wrapped her arms around herself as she stumbled into the next room. Impa stood facing her, her 

expression unreadable in the dim light.  
"Zelda, you must remain strong," she said. "The spirits of those who died in this place are still here, and 

they will try to break you." 
Zelda took a deep breath and nodded. Impa was right, she could feel the anger and resentment of the spirits 

all around her. She steeled herself and followed the Sheikah deeper into the temple. 
They made their way through the winding halls, avoiding traps and fighting off the Skulltulas that tried to 

stop them. Impa led the way, and Zelda realized she must know this place like the back of her hand. They soon 
reached a massive, cavernous chamber where the ground looked to have collapsed in on itself.  

"Don't move."  
Zelda yelped as Impa slashed the air right above her head. A shriveled, decaying hand dropped to the 

ground, flailing about in an attempt to reach her before bursting into flames and disappearing. Impa sheathed 
her sword before turning to face ahead.  

"We're going to need you to get us past the guillotines," she pointed to the large, blades hanging down from 
the ceiling. "It will be faster if you teleport us past all of them to the other side."  

Zelda nodded, once more invoking the power of Farore to whisk them away to safety. They materialized 
on a large platform, and Impa immediately took out her blade again.  

"Watch out!" she called as a figure dropped down from the ceiling. A skeleton, wearing rusted armor, swung 
its sword at them. Zelda leaped out of the way as Impa parried the blow. A Stalfos! Zelda readied her kodachi, 
but Impa was already on the offensive. 

The Sheikah danced around the enemy, her sword a blur as she struck again and again, until the Stalfos was 
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driven back, its armor battered and broken. It let out a final howl of rage before crumbling to dust. Impa turned 
to face Zelda, sheathing her sword once again.  

"Zelda," she spoke calmly. "I spent many years training you in the ways of the Sheikah, but I never intended 
for you to use any of it. Yet now, standing here, you must use what I have taught you about moving through 
the shadows."  

She stepped towards the edge of the platform, peering down into the abyss, before looking back at Zelda.  
"I'm sorry," she shook her head, "but we have little time. We must jump."  
Zelda hugged herself as the realization sank in. The darkness below them seemed endless, and falling down 

such a massive and deep chasm would normally guarantee death. She shivered as she closed her eyes, imagining 
the horrors that awaited her. She could still feel the restless spirits all around them, waiting, hoping she would 
fail and soon join them in their foul existence.  

"Zelda, we must hurry."  
Zelda took a deep breath, summoning whatever courage she had left, and stepped towards the edge. She 

could feel Impa's hand on her shoulder, providing a small measure of comfort. Then she was falling, 
plummeting into the darkness.  

For a moment, all was silent. She felt weightless as if she were floating in an endless sea of black. Then she 
slowly exhaled, allowing all her senses to converge. The shadows would be her ally at this moment, allowing 
her to reach safety. They would not betray her so long as she released herself and maintained her focus. She 
would land where the shadows deemed necessary. All that was left was to trust them.  

In an instant, she was no longer falling. She stumbled as whatever she was standing on sunk downward 
before springing back up again. She looked over to see Impa watching her; the Sheikah nodded in approval.  

"You paid close attention," she said. "Though, I expected nothing less."  
Zelda examined her surroundings, including the odd structure she was standing on, and determined it to be 

a ferry of sorts. Impa stepped forward, pointing towards a Triforce symbol etched into the floor.  
"Announce your presence, and it will lead you to the Sage's chamber," Impa explained.  
Zelda hesitated for a moment before finally stepping forward and standing over the Triforce symbol. She 

closed her eyes, praying to the Golden Goddesses for assistance. Within seconds, she felt the magic coursing 
through her veins, and the ferry began to push forward against invisible currents.  

"Now stand back," Impa drew her sword as two more Stalfos dropped down from above.  Zelda did as she 
was told, moving to the other side of the ferry as Impa engaged the enemies. The undead warriors wielded their 
swords with precision and skill, yet Impa was able to deflect each and every attack. 

The Sheikah was a whirlwind of deadly steel, her blade moving so fast she could hardly see it. The Stalfos 
were no match for her, and soon they too were nothing more than dust. Impa turned back to Zelda, satisfied 
that the way was clear. The ferry continued to make its way along the invisible river until it finally stopped.  

"Now jump!" Impa shouted as she leaped from the ferry. It began to sink into the bottomless trench below, 
but not before Zelda was able to jump to safety.  

She landed awkwardly, stumbling as she tried to keep her balance. Impa was there to steady her, and together 
they made their way towards the entrance to the Sage's chamber. When they reached the door, Zelda noticed 
Impa wasn't standing next to her. She turned to see the Sheikah facing the direction of where the ferry had 
fallen into the trench, her sword at the ready.  

"Impa..."  
She could see Impa shake her head, clutching her sword tightly. Zelda's stomach dropped as realization 

dawned on her.  
"Impa, no!" Zelda pleaded. "If it comes, we'll both fight it. You don't have to face it alone!"  
"It's my duty, Zelda," Impa said softly, trying to keep her voice from trembling. "You must go on without 

me."  
"I don't care about your duty!"  Zelda shouted, wanting to snatch Impa's sword from her and drag her into 

the Sage's chamber. "I...I can't watch anyone else die!" 
"Did you think everyone would live when you set out on this journey?" 
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Zelda opened her mouth, but her voice caught in her throat as her vision blurred. She struggled to fight 
back tears as she looked at Impa. If she left now...if Impa didn't go into the Sage's chamber with her... 

"You are a fine young woman," Impa said as if she could read Zelda's thoughts. "You have the courage of 
your father and the strength of your mother. I know you will succeed. Now go!" 

Zelda reached out, tears streaming down her face, before pulling back. She turned around and approached 
the door ahead, pausing to wipe her face clean. Whatever horrors waited ahead, she had to face them. If not 
for her duty as a princess, then for her desire to protect those she cared about.  

She was taught to trust the shadows, but she would also war with them if that was what it took. 
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17 SINS REVEALED 
 
 

Zelda wasted no time as the door closed behind her, her heart racing as her head whipped around, searching 
for the best spot to call forth the Sage of Shadow. She nearly resolved to summon her harp when she looked 
down at the floor, noticing a small hole.  

She sighed. It was as if the temple was designed to test one's ability to sink further into the darkness. She 
steeled herself and leaped down, trusting in her instincts that there would be a bottom. She was right and found 
herself in another enormous hall atop a slightly bouncy platform. She stood still for a moment, waiting for the 
floor to settle, before calling for her harp. It appeared in her hands, and she once again strummed it, the new 
melody escaping her fingertips as if it had been waiting for countless ages to be heard.  

Tendrils of fuchsia-colored light snaked their way out of the floor, caressing Zelda as they gathered before 
her, merging into the figure of a man. Unlike the other four wise men, he didn't look old at all save for his white 
hair, which was tied in a low ponytail long enough to sweep the floor. He was very tall and muscular with sharp 
features. He regarded Zelda for a moment, neither confused nor concerned.  

"It appears you've seen it," he said finally, his voice like cold water dripping in a cave. "The shadow we 
entered an eternal slumber to contain."   

He moved closer to her, and Zelda instinctively stepped back.  
"You must tell me what it is!" she demanded. "It has followed me my entire journey, speaking to me about 

the Sheikah, taking on the form of the Hero of Time, calling me a spawn of Hylia. I have even watched it kill! 
Please! How can I stop it?" 

"You cannot," the man said plainly before turning away from her. "Even our brief slumber wasn't enough 
to seal it away forever. Though I suppose that was to be expected." 

Zelda froze, certain all the color was draining from her face. What did he mean she couldn't stop it? There 
had to be a way to at least slow it down. "What are you saying? It truly can't be defeated?" 

He turned to face Zelda again. "I am Odan, the Sage of Shadow, and I will tell you the truth. Then, you 
must run from here, complete your quest, and allow us to sleep once more."  

With that, the room faded until they once again were in the Chamber of Sages, the waterfalls offering little 
semblance of tranquility following Odan's declaration. The Sage slowly rose up from the Shadow symbol in the 
pool of water.  

Zelda closed her eyes, clasping her hands together as if in prayer. She had to know if it was truly impossible 
to defeat something that was capable of causing so much death and destruction.  
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The images of Koume and Kotake being reduced to dust, accompanied by Nabooru lowering her arms in 
defeat as the shadow closed in on her, caused Zelda to shiver. She looked over at Odan, who seemed to be 
trying to read her thoughts.  

"There..." he began before pausing. He took a deep breath before continuing, "was once a goddess who 
walked the earth among us. Few know who she is in this age, but she once saved us from a great evil, the most 
ancient one of all."  

Zelda shivered again as she realized he must be talking about Hylia.  
"She was tasked with guarding the Triforce by the Golden Goddesses," Odan continued. "And she did for 

countless ages. Her name was Hylia, and you are her reincarnation." 
Zelda gasped. "I am...a reincarnation of a goddess?" 
Odan sat cross-legged on top of the Shadow symbol, something that was both disconcerting and fascinating 

to look at, though he kept his eyes trained on Zelda. "Long ago, when Hyrule was still a wild and untamed land, 
a great evil rose from the earth, seeking to claim the Triforce. Hylia gathered her chosen people and sent them 
skyward along with the Triforce. However, not all humans went off into the sky. Two tribes stayed behind to 
fight alongside Hylia, who sealed the ancient evil away. Those two tribes were the Sheikah...and the Sheikari." 

Zelda frowned, trying to recall the name from any of her studies. "The Sheikari?" 
Odan nodded. "While the Sheikah excelled in the art of combat, disguise, and technology, the Sheikari were 

masters of the mystical arts. It was they who placed the Triforce in the Sacred Realm for protection, choosing 
to hide its existence for eternity. They served as the guardians of the Golden Land, believing the Triforce should 
never be used by anyone." 

Zelda's brow furrowed. So the Sheikari were able to enter the Sacred Realm even though they weren't Sages? 
Their magic must have been incredibly powerful.  

"The kingdom of Hyrule was established," Odan went on, "and soon word of the Triforce spread across 
the land, causing countless wars over ownership of the golden relic. Tensions between the Sheikah and Sheikari 
tribes deteriorated. The Sheikari believed man did not deserve to approach the Triforce, while the Sheikah 
believed the Golden Goddesses would one day choose a member of the royal family to protect it. The Sheikah 
aligned with the Hylians, and the Sheikari, fearing it would lead to nothing but calamity, tried to use their magic 
to establish dominion over the Sacred Realm. They felt the Goddesses would allow this, but they were blind..." 

Zelda instantly remembered Mison's words from before.  
"Serenades are so romantic, aren’t they?" yet his smile never reached his eyes. He had faded away before she could 

answer, and she knew now that he must have wanted it that way. She sighed. So, it was the Sheikari... 
"The Goddesses declared them to be the Dark Interlopers, traitors to all who walked in the light," Odan's 

voice shook with anger as he spoke before he quickly recomposed himself. "The King of Hyrule, seeing his 
chance to rid the land of evil and unify all kingdoms under one banner, gathered six wise men with knowledge 
of the Sacred Realm and how to enter it. I along with Rauru, Mison, Grig, Abnar, and Nove entered the 
Chamber of Sages, and we..." 

Zelda gasped, covering her mouth. No! They didn't... 
"We destroyed the Sheikari inside..." 
Zelda fell to her knees, the water splashing around her as if it were taunting her. It couldn't be true. The 

Sages were pure protectors of the Sacred Realm and the light, not murderers. No matter what the king wanted, 
they would never do something like that. She'd never known the Sages to be anything but kind and just.  

If Odan noticed how stricken she looked, he said nothing, choosing to continue his confession. "The 
Sheikari had once built a temple meant to worship Hylia. When the goddesses abandoned them, many fled right 
away, but some remained in the sanctuary. The King of Hyrule ordered the Sheikah to find and eliminate all 
the remaining Sheikari, and the Sheikah obeyed, believing that their duty was to continue to protect Hylia's 
reincarnation. They went to the Temple of Hylia and…slaughtered all who were inside, and do you know what 
became of that temple?" 

Zelda's mouth was dry, and she could only shake her head, refusing to acknowledge what he was implying. 
He couldn't mean... 
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Odan nodded. "You are standing in it. This place has become a cavernous pit of filth and malice, but its 
true name is the Temple of Hylia."  

"No!" Zelda cried. She refused to believe it. This couldn't be the same place, this nest of foul whispers, 
traps, and invisible passageways. "This pit of death and festering refuse cannot be the Temple of Hylia! You 
jest!"  

"I do not jest," Odan shook his head. He opened his mouth to speak again, but his voice caught in his 
throat. He continued, his voice growing hoarse. "It was defiled, and we were forbidden to speak of its existence. 
And once that was decided, we Sages were tasked with leading the knights of Hyrule deep into the desert, where 
the remaining Sheikari had taken refuge in a place known as the Arbiter's Grounds. There, we called upon the 
Golden Goddesses, who sent forth the Light Spirits Ordona, Faron, Eldin, and Lanayru to banish those Dark 
Interlopers." 

Zelda wanted to renounce his words more, but she paused, waiting to hear more about the Arbiter's 
Grounds. Her mother had disappeared into the night, racing to the desert alone. Was the demise of the Sheikari 
what she'd seen in her vision? 

Zelda shook her head. No, it had to be more than that. After all, if she'd seen a vision of the past, that 
wouldn't have been reason enough to set off on her own. No, perhaps she hadn't seen the past at all but the 
future.  

She could have seen that the seal wouldn't hold the Sheikari.  
Odan paused for a moment before continuing "We knew the darkness we left behind, the darkness we 

helped create, would one day take form and eradicate all who lived, so we chose to seal it away through eternal 
slumber. We hoped one day, if the Sacred Realm was in peril, that new Sages would be awakened. We had no 
desire to enter the realm of light ever again." 

Zelda wrapped her arms around herself as she tried to make sense of everything Odan was saying. It couldn't 
be true. If the Sages were supposed to be chosen by the Sacred Realm, how could any of this have happened? 
How could these men continue to hold their status?  

Nove's tale of the Forest Temple's origins echoed through her mind. "This place was once a lush, empty meadow 

where the fae gathered undisturbed. That was until men entered it, seeking a place to build a stronghold for war."  
Grig had called her naive in the Fire Temple for wanting to free the people of Hyrule from their shackles 

under Ganondorf. "We believe there are those of us who can serve no purpose other than pure evil. So we lock or seal them away 

to keep them from those we deem worthy of being in our society." 

"Do you understand now?" Odan broke Zelda's contemplation, his voice softening slightly. "The Sheikari 
may have been branded as Dark Interlopers, but they are also our sin. And ours alone to endure."  

Zelda opened her mouth, but no words came out. She didn't know what to say or how to feel. Abnar had 
been afraid to tell her the truth, and now she was beginning to understand why he'd left it up to Odan.  

"This Ganondorf...do what you must to save Hyrule," Odan finally stood, his back to her. "Then, you must 
allow us to return to our slumber, to renew the seal on our sin and prevent an even greater catastrophe."  

It was then that Zelda found her voice, her body growing hot as she clenched her fists. She took a step 
forward, and Odan turned to face her, his expression one of resignation.  

"I have one question for you," she spoke, her voice shaking with anger.  
"Yes, my child," Odan responded calmly. 
"Why do any of you deserve to sleep?" 
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18 GATHER WITH THEM 
 
 

Zelda quickly covered her mouth as her stomach twisted and turned, barely managing to keep its contents 
down. She then returned her focus towards Odan, whose expression remained pitiful, as if his remorse would 
change anything.  

"All of you..." Zelda pointed a trembling finger at him. "How can you sleep knowing what happened to 
them? To the people in that temple?"  

Odan's expression didn't change. It remained the same as he silently called out for her forgiveness. Yet, 
Zelda wasn't sure he or the other Sages could ever be forgiven, especially not by the Sheikari.  

"The Shadow Temple..." Zelda clutched her stomach. "It's nothing but a blight upon Hyrule! It is now a 
place to worship shame! To worship death! It should be destroyed!" 

She could see Odan flinch back, but he didn't argue. Zelda was about to say more when her stomach lurched 
again. It was all she could do to keep herself from vomiting.  

"We have failed the people of Hyrule," she finally managed to say. "I am tasked with saving this kingdom 
from a mad sorcerer and now from itself, without the Hero of Time."  

Odan finally spoke. "Everything you say is true, princess. We have no right to call ourselves Sages. We have 
ultimately failed in our duties, and we are not worthy of the people's trust." 

Zelda wrapped her arms around herself once more, trying to will away yet another chill. She mentally 
reminded herself to keep taking deep breaths and using the sounds of falling water to remain calm. Despite 
what she'd just learned, she was still in the Chamber of Sages, the cornerstone of the Temple of Light. She had 
to believe in the goddesses, that there was still hope for Hyrule.  

"I neglected one detail," Odan broke the silence. "Perhaps because I wish to not recall anything else about 
that day. A great number of the Sheikah were also there on the day the Sheikari were to be banished from 
Hyrule. In a last attempt to save themselves, the Sheikari had forged an unholy relic and unleashed it upon us. 
The Sheikah and the knights of Hyrule fought valiantly, but all were defeated."  

As she listened to his tale, Zelda slowly found the strength to stand upright again. All this madness...it was 
because of the Sheikari. They believed none were worthy of approaching the Triforce, though the Golden 
Goddesses had left it behind for all to use. And so the goddesses had commanded them to be banished from 
the land. The thought of all those people, fighting and dying because of the Sheikari's hubris, made Zelda's 
blood boil.  

"I will find a way to stop them," she declared. "I will not allow them to destroy Hyrule, no matter what 
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shame their demise has brought upon us."  
Odan nodded somberly. "The Hero of Time was to defeat the King of Evil, but I believe we must now 

entrust it all to you. Still, you must do one thing." 
"What is it?" 
"Mind the shadows." 
The Chamber of Sages plunged into darkness as Zelda was thrust back into the Shadow Temple. She 

desperately felt around in the darkness, unable to see anything in front of her. Instinctively, she reached for her 
kodachi before remembering Impa had been guarding the door to the room she now stood in.  

"Impa!" she cried out. "Impa, where are you?" 
She began wandering in the darkness, her hands stretched out in front of her. She had to find Impa and 

escape from this din of wickedness. Suddenly, she felt something snake around her leg, tripping her. She yelped 
and fell to the ground, hitting her head on a hard surface. She was just about to push herself up when a voice 
whispered into her ear.  

"Shadow Temple...here is gathered Hyrule's bloody history of greed and hatred." 
Zelda sprang to her feet and drew her sword, slashing at the darkness, but her blade found nothing. A hand 

grabbed her wrist, and she yelped again, trying to pull away. She finally managed to break free, but another 
voice whispered into her ear, a hollow, empty sound.  

"You would forge your clubs into swords. Your sticks into javelins. The weakest of you declare yourselves 
mighty." 

Zelda sheathed her kodachi and started to run, but the darkness seemed to be alive, wrapping around her 
and slowing her down. Soon there were multiple voices, joining together and becoming more insistent as they 
began chanting, "Yet it was we who tempered those blades, who breathed life into your resolve. And we were 
repudiated."  

They continued repeating the phrase over and over until Zelda felt like she was going to go mad. She wanted 
to cover her ears, to block out the voices, but she forced herself to keep going. She had to find Impa.  

Yet the specters continued to taunt and pull at her as she crashed into a wall. They sounded like they were 
in pain, their agony growing with each passing second. Soon, they'd formed an infernal choir, their voices an 
ever-growing cacophony that was soon joined by wails and screams. Finally, the chanting stopped and was 
replaced by a single, unified phrase mixed with groans and howls.  

"Hasten and storm, with all your surrounding kingdoms, and gather with us. Bring down the Sacred Realm, 
you and your mighty ones." 

Zelda, finally at her wit's end, screamed and lashed out, swinging her sword around wildly. Still, her blade 
found nothing but air, and her screaming was soon drowned out by the chorus of shrieking and sobbing. She 
was surrounded by the darkness, the voices, the pain. Realizing she would soon reach her breaking point, she 
finally put her hands over her ears and tried to block out the voices, but they only grew louder and more 
tenacious. 

"For we will be there to judge Hyrule...and all surrounding nations."  
"Help me," Zelda whimpered. "Someone please...help me." 
Suddenly, she felt a hand on her shoulder, and she screamed as she turned to face a figure that was almost 

indistinguishable from the darkness itself.  
"Do you see now what you've awakened?" 
Zelda fell to her knees and felt water splash up against her. She looked down and saw a bright pool of water, 

its familiar surface rippling in the darkness. She glanced around, noticing the six symbols of the Ancient Sages 
nestled on the water's surface.  

"We were supposed to fade with them."  
Zelda jumped to her feet, her eyes darting around the Chamber of Sages as she searched for the source of 

the voice.  
"Odan?" she called out. "Odan, is that you?"  
"No," an old man dressed in a brown robe rose from the symbol of Light. The top of his head was bald 
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save for a tiny, silver ponytail, and his bushy white mustache circled his face until it blended into his sideburns. 
"I am Rauru, the Sage of Light."  

Zelda drew back, her eyes wide as she looked at Rauru, the only Sage who didn't sleep. "This was the only 
way!" 

Rauru shook his head slowly. "We once thought the same, we who were supposed to be the wisest of them 
all. Yet, we fell victim to our hubris, a trait we shared with the Sheikari." 

Zelda sighed as she looked down at the pool. "Hyrule will soon fall to more than just hubris." 
"And what can we do to stop it?" Rauru asked. "The Sheikari were the most powerful sorcerers in the land. 

Only with the Golden Goddesses' help were we able to banish them, but even the shades they left behind were 
strong enough to destroy us all!" 

"Even so," Zelda said, her eyes hardening, "I will not give up. I will still find a way to save Hyrule." 
"And how will you do that?" Rauru asked. "You struggled in your fight against Ganondorf's phantom, nearly 

perishing in that battle were it not for Impa and your luck with receiving Farore's blessing. You have awakened 
the Sages, but this is a darkness far beyond our capabilities. Without the Hero of Time, we are hopeless." 

"No," Zelda said, her voice firm. "I am not the Hero of Time, but I am the Princess of Destiny. And in an 
alternate timeline, I was the leader of the Sages and held the Triforce of Wisdom. Ganondorf does not yet have 
the power he seeks, and so he can still be destroyed...without the Hero of Time."  

Rauru stared at Zelda for a moment, processing her words. Finally, he nodded. "Very well, then. We Sages 
will do what we can to aid you, Princess Zelda, but I fear it may not be enough." 

"Yes, and I must go," Zelda said, rising to her feet. "I must leave here and find Impa before the darkness 
claims her." 

Rauru grunted, his eyes shifting to the symbol of Shadow. "Perhaps you underestimate yourself far more 
than I do. You saved her long before I found you. Now go!" 

Zelda was flung from the Chamber of Sages and back into the Shadow Temple. She got to her feet and 
looked around, trying to orient herself now that she was once again enveloped in the sounds of chanting and 
wailing. She felt a hand on her shoulder, and this time she grasped it, certain it was Impa.  

"We must go now!" Impa shouted over the specters. "The temple will collapse soon!"  
Zelda nodded, though she was certain Impa couldn't see her in the darkness. She closed her eyes, willing 

her mind to touch as many hearts as she could. She imagined all of Hyrule's people, from the Zora of Lake 
Hylia to the weary citizens of Hyrule Castle Town. She felt their hope and their fear, their love and their despair.  

"Citizens of Hyrule!" she cried out. "I am Zelda, your princess! Warriors of every nation, hear my plea...the 
time is now! We must fight! The final battle is now! I am coming to stop Ganondorf and save Hyrule once and 
for all!"  

She then found herself sailing upwards, through the darkness, and into the light once more. 
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19 BATTLE OF HYRULE FIELD 
 
 

Zelda steadied herself as she and Impa materialized in Hyrule Field. She couldn't tell if it was night or day. 
The perpetual storm that had blanketed Hyrule since her fight with Ganondorf made it hard to tell. She clenched 
her fists before relaxing as much of her body as she could.   

Soon, this would all be over. 
The dark clouds overhead were becoming thicker and more ominous. The Gerudo watchtower that once 

stood over Lon Lon Ranch was now a pile of rubble, while the tower outside of Kakariko Village was 
abandoned, showing little sign of recent activity. 

The lightning flashed more frequently, accompanied by the booming sound of thunder so loud it was nearly 
deafening. A purple haze had appeared in the sky, and it was slowly drifting towards the ground like a miasma. 
It was as if the very air was tainted and unsafe to breathe.  

"I couldn't get us inside the gates," Zelda sighed. "Ganondorf's magic is preventing me from teleporting 
directly to him."  

"Then we enter through the main gate," Impa shrugged.  
Zelda nodded. "Which is precisely what he wants." 
"Zelda..." Impa began before trailing off, her voice blending in with the thunder. 
"Were you there?" Zelda broke the silence. "Were you there when the Sheikah stormed the Temple of 

Hylia?" 
Impa looked up at her, her red eyes betraying the sorrow in her heart. "I was a child, but yes. The Sheikah 

children were taken away."  
Zelda looked down at the ground, closing her eyes in a failed attempt to hide her shame. "My father...my 

father ordered for the Sheikari to be eliminated. The Ancient Sages..." 
She shook her head. "I must save Hyrule now while I still can." 
Impa looked towards the gates before immediately moving to stand. "Zelda!" 
"I know..." Zelda unsheathed her kodachi. "I knew he'd send them once he knew I was alive."  
Without warning, a massive black funnel cloud dropped from the sky right in front of the gates to Hyrule 

Castle, sending a gust of wind through the area before dissipating. Zelda and Impa braced themselves against 
the wind before looking up to see a colossal wall of dust where the twister had touched down. As it began to 
clear, Zelda could make out several figures approaching with red eyes, rusted armor, and skeletal appendages. 

Stalfos. 
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"There are too many to count," Impa said as she drew her sword.  
"We don't need to count them," Zelda shook her head. "We just need to get inside of the gates." 
"So it will be that easy then?" Impa smirked.  
"We will have to make it so," Zelda prepared to charge forward when a horn sounded in the distance.  
"I THINK NOT!" 
A massive boulder crashed into the approaching Stalfos, flattening several of them while scattering the rest. 

Soon, they were once again covered in a cloud of dust. As it began to fade away, a figure rose to his full height, 
his rocky back now turned to them as he stalked forward. 

"Darunia!" Zelda called.  
"That's right, friend!" Darunia called back as he turned to face them, slinging his hammer over his shoulder. 

"Gorons, come on out! It's time! For Princess Zelda!" 
Zelda watched as several more boulders came crashing down, revealing more Gorons. Soon, the Stalfos 

were overwhelmed as the Gorons began rolling into them, crushing them beneath their weight. 
"Get behind us!" Darunia ordered as he and the other Gorons continued their assault. 
Zelda and Impa wasted no time in following his orders as they made their way towards the castle gates. The 

Stalfos realized they were getting closer and redoubled their efforts, taking great care to avoid the Gorons and 
form a barrier between Zelda and the castle. 

"Don't forget about us!" the moat surrounding the castle gates sprang to life as a large geyser shot into the 
air, revealing several Zora warriors armed with silver tridents and spears. Princess Ruto floated above all in a 
bubble, her hand stretched out towards the Stalfos.  

"For the royal family!" she called out as the Zora engaged the Stalfos in battle alongside the Gorons.  
Zelda paused, taking in the sight of her people fighting for her. She then turned and looked at Impa, whose 

expression remained unchanged. 
"They believe in you," she said, her red eyes boring into Zelda's blue ones. "They believe in their kingdom. 

Now we must go and restore Hyrule's glory!" 
"The Gerudo fight as well!" 
The voice came from behind Zelda, causing her to jump. She hadn't heard their footsteps amongst the wind 

and thunderclaps. Turning around, she counted at least a hundred Gerudo standing before her. Her eyes darted 
through their ranks, desperately searching for a sign of Nabooru. Yet, no matter how hard she looked, she 
didn't see the Gerudo chief.  

She wasn't coming.  
A Gerudo warrior dressed in purple and armed with a scimitar stepped forward, her golden eyes locking 

with Zelda's. 
"We fight for the honor of the Gerudo!" she declared. "And for the princess!" 
She then fell into a battle stance, and all of the Gerudo behind her did the same as they cried out in unison. 

"AND FOR THE QUEEN!" 
Zelda felt a tear run down her cheek as she looked upon them. She had to be strong, to be the leader her 

people needed. She was just about to turn and start running towards the gates when the storm above them 
became even more violent. 

Across Hyrule Field, several other black twisters touched down as more Stalfos spilled out. Within seconds, 
Zelda's army was surrounded. 

"He's sending more and more," Zelda sighed, but Impa grabbed her hand.  
"Have you forgotten?" she asked. "They believe in you! Now believe in them!"  
"Sheikah warriors!" Ruto called out from the other side of the battlefield. "To me!" 
Zelda and Impa shot forward as the Stalfos began charging at them from all sides. The ground trembled as 

boulders and tridents were thrown, crashing into several of the skeletal warriors. Ruto sent a large wave at them, 
but it only managed to push them back momentarily. Zelda gritted her teeth. They were running out of time. 

"The gates are still far from us!" she called out.  
"Then we shall create our own path!" Impa responded as she leaped into the air, her sword spinning in front 
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of her. 
Several Stalfos ran towards Impa, but they were all cut down before they could reach her. She landed in a 

crouching position and jumped forward again, her sword a blur as she slashed at anything that came near her. 
Zelda followed close behind, using her blade to deflect the few attacks that managed to get past Impa. 

Everywhere she looked, there was only darkness and destruction. The screams of the wounded and dying 
echoed in her ears, and the smell of blood filled her nose.  

She clenched her jaw, reminding herself that she couldn't focus on that now. She had to reach the castle and 
stop Ganondorf.   

Suddenly, a Stalfos leaped out in front of her, its sword raised for a killing blow. Zelda instinctively brought 
her kodachi up to block, but she was thrown back by the force of the impact. She hit the ground hard, and the 
Stalfos was on top of her before she could even think to get up. 

It raised its sword again, but before it could bring it down, a large icicle impaled it from behind. It let out a 
final groan as it dissolved into dust, and Zelda looked up to see Ruto standing over her. 

"Are you alright?" she asked.  
Zelda nodded and got to her feet. "Thank you." 
Ruto smiled. "Don't thank me just yet. The gate!" 
Zelda turned to see the gates of Hyrule Castle looming in the distance. Yet between them and the main gate 

was a blockade of Stalfos. She swallowed hard. It was now or never.  
"They just keep coming!" Ruto shouted. "What do we do?" 
"We fight!" Impa called out as she ran towards the gates, cutting down anything that got in her way. 
Zelda and Ruto followed close behind, with Ruto using her magic to keep the Stalfos at bay. Soon, they 

finally reached the main gate, and Impa turned to face them. 
"You must go on without me," she told Zelda. "Ruto and I will hold them off as long as I can. Once you're 

inside, I'm going to raise this gate so that none can enter." 
"But Impa..." Zelda started to say.  
"There is no time to argue!" Impa shot back. "You must go!" 
Ruto nodded. "She's right. You have to stop Ganondorf. We'll hold them off as long as we can." 
Zelda hesitated for a moment, but then she nodded. "I won't be long."  
With that, she turned and ran through the gate, leaving Impa and Ruto to fight the Stalfos alone. 
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20 GANONDORF’S TOWER 
 
 

The storm was still relentless as Zelda made her way through the empty streets of Hyrule Castle Town. It 
had begun to rain, but she could see the tower in the distance. She knew she was getting close. 

Suddenly, a bolt of lightning struck close by, sending her sprawling to the ground. She got up quickly, but 
not before she saw a figure in the distance, watching her. 

It was already here.  
Yet she wouldn't allow herself time to think about it as her focus returned to reaching Ganondorf. She was 

certain he was waiting for her, having listened in when she called out to her people. He would be fully prepared 
for her arrival. 

The wind howled as she ran, her hood whipping around her face. She raced through the town square, 
noticing the Temple of Time in the distance as she continued north. Sheets of rain soon obscured her vision, 
but she could still see ahead of her. The shadow might make its move at any moment, but she had to keep 
going. Another lightning bolt struck, and she saw the figure again, taunting her.  

She turned down an alleyway, but it was a dead end. With each flash of lightning, she could see the figure's 
approaching shadow on the wall before her. Zelda turned to face her pursuer, holding her sword at the ready, 
but there was no one there. She let out a sigh of relief and leaned back against the wall.  

Closing her eyes, she took in as deep of a breath as she could muster before she set off again. Once she was 
out of the town square, she could feel it, the intense magical energy coming from the direction of Ganondorf's 
tower. The lightning strikes grew closer together, sometimes coming down right in front of her, yet Zelda 
gritted her teeth against the warm sting of magic that accompanied them. She wouldn't let them discourage her, 
no matter how many times they battered the earth.  

The magical energy's potency grew stronger as she got closer, nearly knocking her off her feet by the time 
she reached the tower's base. Her heart sunk as she gazed at the surrounding ruins. There was no sign of life 
anywhere. Hyrule Castle had been reduced to rubble, Ganondorf's black spire being all that was left. It loomed 
over her, and she felt a chill run down her spine. It seemed almost mocking in its size and stature. Still, she 
knew better than to underestimate it. She started to move forward when a voice called out to her.  

"You are out of time."  
When Zelda stepped down, she felt water splash up against her leg as the world dissolved into the Chamber 

of Sages. She stood at its center, the other six Sages surrounding her. 
"They are here," Rauru said solemnly, his posture as rigid as ever. 
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"W-we are all too late!" Abnar shivered, his cane trembling in his hands. "The Sheikari will be powerful 
enough to fully anchor themselves to this world!" 

"Oh, you two," Mison puffed up his cheeks as if the other two Sages were two young children trying to 
scare each other around a fire. "Such doom and gloom! It hasn't all ended yet!" 

"Mison, you rarely take anything seriously," Grig shook his head, his expression ever-stern behind his great, 
bushy beard. "Ganondorf's forces are still holding strong against the princess' army, and it is only a matter of 
time before the shadows make their appearance." 

"Then perhaps we simply leave it to the goddesses," Nove mused, his vibrant green eyes withering as despair 
seemed to take hold of him. "We must allow Hyrule to reclaim itself now as it has before."  

"I will not leave it up to anyone but myself." 
The other Sages turned to look at Zelda.  
"Ganondorf's tower is right before me," she clenched her fists. "My people fight hordes of his monsters as 

we speak. I will not let him win." 
"And you are sure you're prepared to face him?" Rauru asked. "He is more powerful than you or we can 

possibly imagine."  
"I am not as helpless as you would believe,"  Zelda drew her sword. "My people fight because they believe 

in me. I cannot give up now." 
"Have you learned nothing?" Nove asked, his reedy voice harsh. "We thought ourselves mighty and were 

nearly destroyed! In the end, it all falls as it should!"  
"She is still naive," Grig shook his head as he gazed into the pool of water, perhaps hoping there might be 

an answer in it. "She does not understand the weight of her actions." 
"I understand more than you think," Zelda retorted, still clutching her kodachi. "And I will not be deterred." 
"You are all fools," Odan sat on the symbol of Shadow, his expression unreadable. "We are at the final hour 

of Hyrule's fate, and you squabble like children." 
"Odan, stop being so sullen," Mison wagged a finger at him. "The princess can handle herself." 
"And what of the Triforce?" Odan turned his attention to Rauru. "Ganondorf is not the only being who 

seeks it." 
"Ganondorf will not be able to reach it," Rauru explained. "He cannot enter the Door of Time without the 

spiritual stones and the Ocarina of Time."  
"I don't worry about Ganondorf," Odan replied, his gaze sinking into the water.  
Zelda took in a deep breath. Now wasn't the time for this. "I must make it to the top of the tower. Once I 

get there, I will face Ganondorf and defeat him. The moment I do, you must all go back to sleep." 
All six Sages looked as though they wanted to speak at once, but it was Mison who finally broke the silence.  
"You must hurry," he said, his voice gentle. "I heard their nocturne, when they tried to claim you in the 

darkness. Yet you withstood them. You are more powerful than you realize, princess, but you must remember 
all that we have told you. All that we have entrusted in you."  

The Chambers of Sages faded back to the desolate landscape of what was once Hyrule Castle. Zelda was 
alone again, yet she knew what she had to do. Sheathing her kodachi, she reached her hand out towards the 
black tower, closing her eyes and calming her mind.  

"Lend me your power," Zelda whispered. "Provide me with a bridge to his infernal throne room."  
A bright light engulfed her, and she felt herself being pulled forward. At first, she stopped herself, feeling 

she would be cast into a pit of darkness. She then looked down at her feet, noticing a bright, rainbow-colored 
path had appeared beneath her. It stretched out before her, sloping upwards towards Ganondorf's tower. Her 
eyes trailed its distance, and she deduced it led directly to where Ganondorf was. There was no time to delay.  

She began her ascent along the rainbow bridge, a glowing spot of light appearing beneath her feet with each 
step. The closer she got to the tower, the more the darkness seemed to press in on her, and she paused, taking 
a deep breath to steady herself. She thought of Impa, Ruto, Darunia, and the Gerudo. They were all fighting 
for her, for the kingdom.  

She broke into a run, no longer feeling the need to restrain her magic. Ganondorf would fall today.  
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He had to. 
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21 GANONDORF’S AMBITION 
 
 

Zelda soared through the open window into the pitch-black darkness of the tower, immediately readying 
her kodachi as she landed in a crouching position on a stairway. She looked up, tracing the path towards a 
massive door where the faint sounds of an organ could be heard. Yes, that had to be it. Ganondorf was just 
beyond it, waiting for her. 

Without hesitation, Zelda leaped up the steps and shoved the door open. It slammed against the wall as she 
entered a massive, circular throne room. It was dimly lit, save for torches scattered about, and a large stained-
glass window depicting the Triforce. The throne itself was empty, but Zelda was able to follow the source of 
the music to a large organ in the corner of the room. 

And there he stood, Ganondorf, the King of Evil. He slowly turned to face her, bringing his playing to an 
abrupt end. His golden eyes narrowed as he glared at her. 

"The Princess of Destiny called out to the people of Hyrule," he spoke in a deep, rumbling voice, "and now 
a Sheikah stands before me."   

Though his voice was full of venom, it still sounded as if he was mildly amused. His face was partially hidden 
in the shadows, his golden eyes glowing eerily in the darkness. Zelda took a step forward, her hand instinctively 
going to the hilt of her sword. 

"Hyrule is a land of darkness and ruin," she said, her voice trembling. "You are nothing but a king of 
destruction." 

Ganondorf chuckled, a cold, mirthless sound. "Ah yes...the Sheikah know much about darkness and ruin, 
don't they?" 

Zelda hesitated, looking down at the ground. Yet, when she looked up again, her expression was resolute. 
"I will not let you destroy Hyrule!" 

"And how do you plan to stop me this time, little princess?" Ganondorf asked, his voice dripping with 
mockery. "Your little disguise fools no one!" 

He shot his hand forward, magic crackling around his fingers, as a ray of light shot towards Zelda. It hit her 
in the chest, and she was knocked backward, landing hard on the ground. She scrambled to her feet, noticing 
her clothes seemed much different than before. Looking down, she was once again wearing her regalia. She 
reached for her sword only to find it had vanished.  

"I will commend you," Ganondorf said, his voice full of false praise. "You have managed to survive this 
long. Even Koume and Kotake were no match for you, but no one will come to your rescue like before. It is 
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time for you to meet your end." 
The throne room began to transform, the torches roaring to life and becoming pillars of fire. The floor 

trembled as the throne and organ vanished, and Zelda found herself backing away, her heart pounding in her 
chest. This was it. This would be the end.  

Ganondorf raised his hand again, and a ball of dark energy formed in his palm. Zelda raised her hand in 
response, and a shield of light appeared just in time to deflect Ganondorf's attack. The force of the impact sent 
her sliding back across the floor. 

Ganondorf slowly walked towards her, his steps measured and deliberate. "You are strong, princess, 
stronger than I anticipated, but all of your strength will be for nothing. You still cannot defeat me." 

He raised his hand once more, and Zelda reinforced her shield. He shot another blast of dark energy at her, 
but she deflected it just like the other.  

"This will go quite differently this time," Zelda closed her eyes, calling upon the power of the Sages. Her 
entire body was soon covered in light as her Sheikah disguise returned. "If you can hold a sword, now would 
be the time to find it."  

Ganondorf chuckled again, this time with genuine amusement. "Very well."  
He stretched out his hand, and a large sword materialized in it, its color black with a wicked-looking blade. 

He swung it through the air a few times to test its weight before returning his attention to Zelda. 
"Let us see how quickly you fall," he charged at her, his sword raised high. 
Zelda leaped to the side, narrowly avoiding Ganondorf's attack. She quickly drew her kodachi and turned 

to face him. He was already swinging his sword at her again, and she barely had time to block it. The force of 
the impact sent her flying backward, and she hit the wall hard. Ganondorf was upon her in an instant, his sword 
raised for a finishing blow. 

Zelda rolled to the side just in time, and Ganondorf's sword embedded itself in the wall. He yanked it out 
with a growl of frustration and turned to face her again. 

This time, Zelda was ready for him. She dodged his first few attacks with ease, her kodachi a blur as she 
parried his sword. Ganondorf's annoyance grew with each strike that didn't connect, and Zelda took advantage 
of his anger. She leaped forward and drove her kodachi into his shoulder, and he roared in pain before stumbling 
backward, clutching at his wound. 

"Ha!" he raised his hand and shot a blast of dark energy at her, but it merely dissipated against the invisible, 
magical shield she still had in effect. 

"Magic has always been your ally," Zelda said, her voice full of contempt, "but it cannot save you now." 
Ganondorf snarled and charged at her again, but Zelda dodged his attacks and struck back with her kodachi. 

She kept up her offensive, never giving him a chance to recover or rest. She kept this up until she finally saw 
her opportunity. Ganondorf stumbled and fell to one knee, and Zelda sprang forward, prepared to deliver the 
final blow. Her mother's face flashed in her mind, how she used to kiss her on the forehead, how her face grew 
rigid when she wanted to protect Zelda from the truth.  

"My darling, destiny can be broken. You are so much more than that."  

The Gerudo, once Ganondorf's subjects, now fought the hordes below, the death of Nabooru weighing 
heavily on their shoulders. Zelda's eyes became wet with tears, but she did not falter even as the horrible scene 
in the Spirit Temple unfolded in her mind once again. Nabooru dropping her arms in defeat. The silver gauntlets 
sizzling and crackling as smoke rose into the air. Her screams as the shadow brought its blade down on her.  

“She knew…She always knew he was nothing but a wicked soul…and I believed her…” 

Ganondorf's hate-filled eyes met hers, and at that moment, Zelda knew he understood what was about to 
happen. He would be brought down, not by the Hero of Time, but by the Princess of Destiny. He would never 
again plague the world with his darkness. 

Yet, it all happened so quickly. One moment, she noticed Ganondorf's shadow bend at an unnatural angle 
before rising from the floor. It took on the form of a man before plunging a dark sword into his back. 
Ganondorf roared in pain as the shadow withdrew its blade and vanished into the darkness. 

Zelda stared in disbelief at the scene before her, reaching out her hand as if to stop it from happening. 
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Ganondorf's body fell to the ground with a thud, his sword clattering beside him. His body then dissolved into 
a pool of black liquid, which quickly evaporated, leaving only his sword behind. 

"And I saw the Sacred Realm open before me."  
The shadow appeared from the darkness, once again in the form of Dark Link. His red eyes met Zelda's, 

and she took a step backward in surprise. She had to get away. She had to alert the Sages! 
"Six wise beings sat in peace, faith, and temperance," Dark Link continued, his hollow voice echoing through 

the room. "And yet the goddesses allowed them to be struck down, chastened, erased..." 
He drew his black sword and pointed it at her. "And so they were, by six of your wisest." 
At his words, five other shadows appeared in the room, each seeming to struggle to maintain their forms. 
"We come to give relief to you, spawn of Hylia," Dark Link waved his hand, and the shadows became whole, 

each with long, white hair, silver eyes, and long, dark robes with the red Sheikah emblem. Their frames were 
slender, and their expressions were merciless, overflowing with rage and hatred. They joined hands with each 
other and began performing the same chant Zelda had heard in the Shadow Temple.  

"You who are afflicted with the burden of mortality," Dark Link's words seemed to be enhanced by the 
chanting, rippling across Zelda's skin like tainted water. "At last, the Sacred Realm will open once again. You 
have done well to assemble your kingdoms as we asked. Now, we repay your diligence by casting you into our 
kingdom of torment. I name myself Adelora!"  

The other figures began calling out their names, each voice varying in its timbre, but all with the same 
unmistakable bloodlust in their piercing, silver eyes.  

"Faaz!"  
"Nymono!" 
"Olufumi!"  
"Bago Baako!" 
"Zowona!"  
"And behold, in this time, we restore ourselves!" Dark Link proclaimed as the other Sheikari converged on 

him, merging with his shadow. "We are the Sheikari!" 
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22 SHADOW’S VENGEANCE 
 
 

There was an unknown legend, passed down by the shadow folk. Those who would seek out the sacred 
triangle would do well to heed its resting place, the Sacred Realm, for it was a mirror that reflected what was in 
the heart. If an evil heart, the realm would become full of pure evil; if pure, the realm would become a paradise.  

The Triforce, the sacred triangle, was a balance that weighed the three forces: Courage, Wisdom, and Power. 
Only one with all three forces in balance could gain the True Force to govern all. If that person's heart was not 
in balance, the Triforce would separate into three parts encompassing Courage, Wisdom, and Power.  

Only one part would remain for the one who touched the Triforce, that part representing the force they 
most believed in. To gain the True Force, they would need to acquire the two lost parts.  

The Sheikah knew of this legend, yet the Sheikari... 
Zelda tried to steady her breathing as the knowledge flooded her mind, unsure why it was coming to her 

now. Her body was rigid, frozen in a battle stance with her sword at the ready. Her eyes were wide and 
unblinking, unfocused as she stared into the darkness ahead of her. Dark Link quietly stood a few feet away 
from her, his arms folded as he watched her intently. 

Zelda glanced down at Ganondorf's dark, twisted sword, the only reminder that he had ever existed. She 
clutched her kodachi harder, certain Dark Link would strike at any moment. No. It wasn't Dark Link...or Link 
at all. He had called himself Adelora, and there were at least five other beings inside of him. So, why did they 
take the form of the Hero of Time? 

"This man thought he could command the people of Hyrule from atop his ashen horse, yet before the wind 
he became nothing." 

Zelda's skin prickled as Adelora's voice spoke inside her head, his lips not moving. His voice had become 
ancient yet ageless, as if it was speaking to her from beyond time and space. Zelda didn't break her gaze, silently 
preparing to call out to the goddess Farore, when Adelora once again broke the silence.  

"You will go nowhere."  
He flew at her then, his body a blur as he moved. Zelda barely had time to react before he was upon her, 

their blades clashing in a flurry of sparks. Adelora was relentless, attacking her with a savagery she had never 
seen before. She gritted her teeth and countered, but she was slowly being driven back. 

Adelora's face was expressionless as he fought, his red eyes cold and dead. There was no emotion, no mercy 
in his attacks. He was like a machine, a weapon designed for one purpose: to kill. 

Zelda stumbled and fell to one knee, Adelora's blade at her throat. She looked up at him, her eyes hardening. 
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"I call upon the goddess Farore..." 
Adelora's face remained impassive, but his grip on his sword tightened. "She cannot save you." 
He raised his sword, and Zelda closed her eyes just as she vanished from sight. However, when she 

materialized again, she had only moved a few feet away from where she was standing before.  
Adelora appeared in front of her again, his sword raised high above his head as he prepared to strike. Zelda 

reacted on instinct, bringing up Nayru's spell. Yet, Adelora slashed through it, shattering it like glass. 
"You give authority to men who war over their claim to the Triforce," He brought his sword down, and 

Zelda barely had time to react before she was sent flying backward by the impact. "Yet we were its protectors! 
We were the guardians of the Sacred Realm!" 

Zelda was able to recover just as she looked up to see Adelora bearing down on her again. She called out to 
the goddess Farore and teleported, appearing a short distance away. However, before she could move, Adelora 
appeared right in front of her, his sword at her throat once more. 

"You will not escape me," He spoke in a cold, emotionless voice. "None of you will escape us. We will pour 
out onto the land all of our burning hatred, our eternal scorn that burns even now. Hyrule will then be 
devoured." 

Zelda tried to call upon Farore's blessing, but nothing happened. She then called out for Nayru, but her 
shield didn't materialize. A chill ran down her spine as she sheathed her sword. She only had one other option, 
closing her eyes as she called out to Din.  

Yet, when she reached her hand out, the torches flickered and went out before coming to life again. She 
collapsed to her knees, realizing she had no way to escape. Adelora raised his sword, and Zelda closed her eyes, 
preparing for the end. However, the blow never came. 

She opened her eyes just as Adelora was flung backward, a metallic sound ringing throughout the hall as 
another blade met the Sheikari's. A man crouched in front of Zelda, his back to her as he slowly rose to his full 
height.  

He wore extravagant golden armor adorned with intricate red patterns, nearly resembling tribal markings at 
first glance. In his right hand was a round, golden shield with the same red markings, while he gripped a 
longsword in his left hand that was softly glowing in the torchlight. On his head was a helmet with three claw-
like appendages that formed a cross motif. He removed it as he turned to face her, his blonde hair and blue 
eyes piercing through the darkness with the ferocity of a wolf.  

Adelora stood up, a mocking laugh escaping his lips. "Ah yes. The true horseman."  
Zelda gasped as she looked upon the man's face. "It can't be!" 
The man nodded, his smile slight and sad, as if he'd fought thousands of battles and gone on countless 

journeys. His expression wasn't just tired, but one of someone who had given up on finding peace long ago. 
Yet, standing before him, Zelda felt renewed hope.  

Because, at last, the Hero of Time had returned. 
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23 LIGHT’S CONCEIT 
 
 

The Master Sword was a sacred blade that evil ones could never touch. Only one worthy of the title of 
"Hero of Time" could pull it from the Pedestal of Time. The power to fight alongside the Sages made Link 
worthy of being chosen.  

Yet, he did not have the Master Sword now.  
"Be strong and hold onto your courage, placing all your hopes into the Sacred Realm," Adelora's words still 

coursed through Zelda's mind like venom. "Do you believe this, Hero of Time?" 
Link said nothing, grasping the hilt of his sword. Adelora laughed, his voice carrying an edge of madness. 

"And where is your sword? Your true sword?" 
Zelda willed herself to move forward, but her body was frozen in place. All she could do was watch as Link 

stepped towards the Sheikari, shifting into a battle stance. Adelora sneered, dark energy crackling around his 
body. 

"And will your courage be enough?" he launched forward, swinging his blade. Link barely dodged in time, 
the wind from the attack ruffling his hair. Adelora swung again, and Link quickly parried, the force of the blow 
sending vibrations up his arm. 

He then slashed at Adelora, who leaped back effortlessly. The two continued their dance, the sound of metal 
ringing through the air. Zelda tried to move again, but it was as if her body was glued to the spot. 

Adelora was slowly driving Link back, each attack becoming harder and harder to dodge or block. Zelda 
could see the sweat on Link's brow, the way his breathing was coming out in pants. He was fighting with all he 
had. Adelora finally gained the upper hand, kicking Link in the stomach and sending him flying back. 

He hit the ground with a grunt, his sword skidding out of his hand. Adelora slowly stalked towards him, a 
victorious smirk on his face. He brought his sword down, aiming for Link's heart. 

Just as the blade was about to make contact, Zelda finally regained control of her body. She leaped forward, 
throwing herself in front of Link. The blade met her kodachi, the force of the blow sending her toppling 
backward. 

Adelora began to pursue her before letting out a pained grunt as the tip of a sword protruded from his chest. 
His smirk faded, replaced by a look of confusion, as Link shifted from behind him, removing his blade. Adelora 
then faded away into nothing, leaving behind only the faint wisp of black smoke which quickly dissipated. Zelda 
let out a sigh of relief, but Link remained on guard. 

Every torch in the room flickered as the Sheikari materialized once again, with Adelora taking on the form 
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of Dark Link once more. Without warning, they were upon Link, swords raised. 
Zelda moved to stand, blade at the ready, but Link held his hand out towards her, motioning for her to stay 

back. Zelda froze in place, though her grip on her sword tightened. 
If this was to be Link's fight, then she must trust him.  
Link was a blur as he fought the Sheikari, his blade a shining silver in the torchlight. The Sheikari, their black 

robes billowing behind them, were relentless in their assault, but Link was unflinching. He fought with the skill 
and strength of a true warrior, as if he had been born to wield a sword. 

Yet, every time one of the Sheikari fell, they would rise again with renewed vigor. Link was slowly being 
driven back again, his breathing coming out in ragged pants. Zelda could see the fatigue in his eyes. It was as if 
they were an endless horde, determined to take him down. His arms began to tremble with the effort of keeping 
them at bay, and Zelda felt her breath catch in her throat.  

No. He had to keep fighting. He was the Hero of Time.  
Adelora managed to break through Link's defenses, slashing at his side. Link let out a cry of pain as he fell 

to the ground but quickly hopped back to his feet, clutching at his side. Zelda could see the blood seeping 
through his fingers. 

"Link!" she cried out, preparing to run to his side, but he once again motioned her away. The Sheikari 
surrounded him, slowly closing in. Zelda could hear Link wheezing now, his desperate attempt to catch his 
breath echoing through the chamber. Once the Sheikari were close enough to strike, he unleashed a spin attack, 
yet his blade passed through them as if they were merely specters. 

"You have allowed your hands to become weak. You can no longer fight against someone who would take 
your courage."  

With Adelora's words, the Sheikari all raised their swords. Zelda screamed as she started after Link, who 
turned to look at her. His eyes were still filled with determination, though it was now joined by acceptance. He 
gave her a small smile, as if he was asking her to join him in that affirmation, and the Sheikari's blades descended 
upon him.  

"LINK!" Zelda let out a cry of anguish as she reached out toward him, but it was too late. He was gone, 
consumed by the shadows. The Sheikari turned to face her, their silver eyes savage in the torchlight. 

"Courage falls," Adelora turned and pointed his blade at her, his voice dripping with venom.  
Zelda's vision blurred as she continued towards Link's body, but she was surrounded by the Sheikari before 

she could reach him. Yet, she managed to fight through them as she called out to Farore one last time.  
"Please...you must help! He's gone! Link is gone!" 
She saw the flash of green light just as she was about to grab Link's hand. Adelora stood over him, a satisfied 

grin on his face, just as Zelda was plunged into the darkness. She fell for what seemed like an eternity before 
splashing into the water as she landed in the Chamber of Sages.  

"Your Highness?" 
The six Sages surrounded her, expressions of grave concern etched into their faces. Zelda whipped around, 

looking for Link, but he was nowhere to be found.  
"Where is he?" she demanded. "He was supposed to come with me! Where is he?" 
"Zelda..." Rauru began, his eyes filled with sadness, but she wouldn't hear it. 
"No!" she shouted. "No, I won't believe it! Where is he? I reached him in time! Farore, where is he? You 

must bring him here!" 
"Zelda..." Rauru repeated. Zelda pounded the water with her fist, causing it to splash up around her, the 

water mixing with her tears as they dripped back down into the pool. 
"He can't be gone," she whispered, her voice trembling. "He just can't!" 
She then looked up, her breath catching in her throat as she looked upon all of the Sages. "You have to go 

to sleep, all of you! Now! While there's still time!" 
Yet, Rauru shook his head. "It is too late, Zelda. They are already here."  
The chanting began without warning, pouring into the chamber within seconds. Soon the entire hall rang 

with wails and screams as the Sheikari descended upon the Sages one by one. Abnar let out a horrible gurgling 
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noise as he was engulfed by the shadows, while Nove's body was twisted into an unnatural position as he fell. 
Grig seemed to fall in slow motion as his body was torn apart, while Odan and Mison simply vanished into the 
darkness. Rauru was the last to fall, and with his final words, he begged Zelda to flee.  

"You did all you could, Your Highness."  
Zelda covered her ears, at a loss for what else she could possibly do. She felt the tip of a blade at her throat 

and began shivering as tears streamed down her face.  
"Dearest Hylia," Adelora lifted her chin, and Zelda saw nothing but coldness in his red eyes. "Do you still 

believe Courage can endure?" 
Zelda dropped her arms to the side, her body going limp as she felt the last of her magic finally leaving her. 

She looked back up at Adelora, who was becoming a blur as the tears continued to fall. From her peripheral, 
she could see the Sheikari dragging the bodies of the other Sages away, casting them into the dark depths of 
the chamber. She then closed her eyes, accepting that all was finally lost. 
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24 A TERRIBLE FATE 
 
 

Link... 
He had come to her thinking he was a Kokiri, the only one of his kind, destined to be an outcast without a 

guardian fairy. The other children of the forest had teased him. He didn't say so, but Zelda could see it in his 
spirit, how he yearned to find a place where he belonged. His was a gentle soul the moment she'd first seen it 
in her dreams, the light that rose from the forest and pierced the dark sky.  

It was never her place to tell him he was a Hylian, though he must have known by the time he rushed into 
her courtyard, somehow avoiding the guards. He told her all that she had suspected, that Ganondorf would 
one day lay siege to Hyrule Castle and attempt to claim the Triforce. She had hoped her father would come to 
his senses, but alas it was not meant to be. He merely exiled the mad sorcerer, feeling that would be sufficient.  

Until it wasn't.  
Yet, Zelda wanted Link to have a childhood, an actual childhood, so she hadn't enlisted his help in protecting 

Hyrule. Perhaps Ganondorf would remain exiled and accept the king's decision. In her heart, though she knew 
what would come to pass, she still held onto the hope that he would remain banished. 

Link told her of his wish to find a dear friend of his, something a child would want. The least she could do 
was offer him the protection of the Goddess of Time, and so she'd given him the Ocarina of Time to take with 
him. Without it, no one could open the Door of Time, and the Triforce would remain nigh impossible to reach.  

Why hadn't he used it? 
Zelda could feel the harsh wind against her back, the first thing she'd felt in what seemed like an eternity. It 

was followed by heat, washing over her like a furnace along with sheets of sand. She could feel her hair billowing 
in the wind, the desert sun beating down mercilessly on her skin. She was no longer in the Chamber of Sages 
but somewhere else entirely, though it mattered little, and soon enough nothing would matter at all.  

"You've met with a terrible fate, haven't you?" 
Zelda's eyes snapped open at the sound of a voice, though her vision was still blurry. When it finally cleared 

she saw a young man with short brown hair standing before her wearing a simple purple tunic underneath a 
matching purple jacket, further enhanced by a golden collar and arm bangles. His odd desert attire didn't disturb 
Zelda as much as the unsettling grin permanently frozen on his face. 

"Who are you?" she croaked, though she had a feeling she'd seen him before. Yes, he was the mask salesman 
who owned the Happy Mask Shop. She'd always thought he was odd, but he was said to have a noble 
upbringing, though his family most likely didn't take to him running a shop in town.  
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"I believe you're already beginning to work that out," he said in a sing-song voice. "And what a shame it is, 
too. You were one of the few people to ever show me kindness." 

"I don't understand," Zelda tried to stand but realized she couldn't. She looked down to find the lower half 
of her body buried in the sand.  

"You've been lying there for quite some time," the mask salesman explained. "I must say, I'm quite 
impressed you've lasted as long as you have. Most people wouldn't have been able to withstand the heat." 

"I...I deserve much worse," Zelda's head fell in shame. "For my failure." 
"Perhaps you do," the mask salesman's grin grew wider, and Zelda felt a cold chill run down her spine.  
"So you have come to mock me then," she spat.  
"And yet perhaps you don't," the mask salesman continued, turning to look at the horizon. "I would get up 

soon if I were you. We have much to see. Much to discuss, you and I." 
"I won't be going anywhere with you!" Zelda began wriggling herself free from the sand, finally managing 

to pull her legs out of it, though she was still unsteady on her feet. The mask salesman caught her before she 
could fall over, but she snatched her hand away before tumbling back into the sand. 

"No, I don't suppose you will in that condition," the mask salesman chuckled, seemingly ignoring Zelda's 
outburst. "Though I suspect you wouldn't want all the energy you used to climb out of the sand to go to waste. 
They will have reached the Triforce by now, as I'm sure you're aware." 

He then turned and began walking away, not looking back to see if Zelda was following. She considered 
standing there, waiting to be overcome by the approaching flames of darkness, but she realized he was right. 
There was nothing left for her now except to follow him, however bizarre and disquieting he was.  

Zelda looked all around them, searching for a landmark to help her orient herself, but found only dunes as 
far as the eye could see. The mask salesman's remark about the Triforce triggered the memory she had already 
tried to bury, and it all came flooding back.  

Just as Adelora was about to swing his sword, she'd seen it, the faint wisp of green energy called by the dreg 
of magic she had left. She'd closed her eyes one final time, certain it wasn't enough magic to make any difference.  

She expected to die in that chamber. Instead, she had run.  
She wanted to cry, to mourn all who she had abandoned, but no more tears would come. She didn't deserve 

to weep, to feel anything other than guilt, shame, and despair. She thought of Impa and the others, how they'd 
soon realize their fight was meaningless. The Sheikari ruled the Sacred Realm now. Nothing would come to 
their aid.  

"I'm sure you would have wanted to know eventually," the mask salesman said, not looking back at her. 
"Where we're going, that is."  

Zelda realized they had stopped in front of a large dune. The mask salesman began to climb it, and she 
followed, though her legs felt like lead. When they reached the top, she looked down and gasped.  

A colossal sandstorm raged before them, swallowing everything in its path. However, it seemed to be 
contained to a certain area, as the raging winds that catapulted the sand into the air stopped after a certain point, 
creating a strange and unsettling border.  

"It will stop soon," the mask salesman explained, still not turning to face her. "Now that I've brought you 
here." 

Zelda thought she heard a faint chime before she returned her attention to the sandstorm, which was indeed 
beginning to die down. The winds subsided, and the sand slowly fell back to the ground. As it settled, a massive 
circular colosseum seemed to materialize in front of them. Six giant pillars ringed the colosseum, each bearing 
a golden, winged Triforce symbol. A long set of stone steps led up to the entrance of the colosseum, where she 
could see streams of sand gently falling in front of the passage that led inside.  

"Well?" the mask salesman's grin hadn't faltered in the slightest. 
"What is this place?" Zelda asked, her voice barely a whisper. 
"I believe you know exactly what this place is," the mask salesman replied. "In fact, I'm certain this is 

precisely where you need to be." 
Without another word, he turned and began descending the dune. Zelda hesitated for a moment before 
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following. When she reached the bottom, she looked back up at the colosseum and felt a chill run down her 
spine. 

This was it. The Arbiter's Grounds.  
"We must hurry," the mask salesman said, his voice taking on a more urgent tone. "They will be starting 

soon."Zelda scrunched up her face in confusion but didn't bother asking him what he meant. Instead, she 
quickly raced to catch up with him as he ran up the steps towards the entrance proper. He then stopped 
abruptly, holding out his arm to bar Zelda from entering.  

"I know a shortcut," he explained. "Walk in just after I do."  
Without waiting for a response, the mask salesman stepped through the passage and vanished. Zelda paused 

for a fraction of a second before following him. She expected to emerge into a dark chamber but found herself 
in the middle of the arena, still outside. There were more pillars surrounding them both, each with the symbols 
of the six Sages.  

Across from them was a large stone pillar, half-buried in the sand. Yet, Zelda's attention was only on the 
round, circular object nestled on top of a pedestal just a few feet in front of it. Anyone else who gazed upon it 
might have thought it was nothing more than a simple mirror, but Zelda knew better. It was the mirror that 
had haunted her mother's visions, the relic that was used to banish the Sheikari from Hyrule forever.  

The mask salesman was standing in the very center of the arena, and as Zelda approached him, she saw that 
his grin had turned into a wide, maniacal smile.  

"And now," he said, his voice echoing in the still air. "We go back in time." 
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25 THE EXECUTION 
 
 

"Well, we won't exactly be going back in time, but there is something you should see," the mask salesman 
clasped his hands together.  

Zelda huffed in frustration, her head drooping. "There is nothing I need to see or learn or protect, for that 
matter! I can achieve nothing so long as the Sheikari have the Triforce." 

"You're correct," The mask salesman held up a finger and chortled. "And you're wrong as well. It's very 
fascinating!" 

Zelda stomped her foot in the sand. "You will not have me listen to any more of your riddles! What is it 
that you must show me?" 

"Very well," the mask salesman sighed as Zelda deflated his fun. "But first, I must tell you something about 
me."  

He turned to face the large stone pillar, cupping his chin as he became lost in thought. "I was once a 
candidate to become a Sage, you understand. My father trained me in the ways of the mystical arts, so I came 
to know of a great many artifacts and relics with strange powers. I learned how to communicate with the Gossip 
Stones, how the Lens of Truth allowed you to see through walls, and even how to correctly harvest the souls 
of Poes. Oh, I was quite proud of that!" 

He turned to face her, his expression an odd combination of determination, madness, and delight. "But 
nothing quite caught my interest like masks. It was always peculiar how lingering sentiments, regrets, and even 
love could be contained within these inanimate objects. I became quite obsessed with them, and my father 
began to worry that I would never take on the mantle of Sagehood. He was quite right, however, as I quickly 
lost interest in it altogether. I began searching high and low, collecting as many masks as I could. Then I learned 
of a relic known as the Fused Shadow that was supposed to be hidden deep in the desert, and so I came here 
in search of it." 

"What does this have to do with me?" 
The mask salesman didn't answer, instead simply waving his hand, which caused the arena to transform. 

Zelda yelped as she found herself on the edge of the arena, perched two stories above along its wall. She then 
looked down and gasped at the sight of several figures below. Some were situated close to the large stone pillar 
in crouching positions. Opposite them were several Hyrulean knights and Sheikah warriors standing at 
attention. Zelda watched as a large man with a powder-white beard wearing regalia approached the crouching 
figures, his crown glinting in the harsh sunlight.  
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"Father?" Zelda whispered. 
The man stopped just in front of the crouching figures and addressed them. "You understand why we must 

do this. I am the ruler of this kingdom, which the Sheikari have tried to destroy along with the Sacred Realm. 
The goddesses have declared you as Interlopers, and so you must face their judgment." 

"Heretic!" one of the crouching figures shouted. "You do not serve the Golden Goddesses, only your own 
greed!" 

"Silence!" the king shouted. "Honorable Sages, protectors of the Sacred Realm, reveal yourselves!" 
Zelda watched as Odan, Mison, Grig, Nove, Abnar, and Rauru each appeared atop the six pillars with their 

respective symbols.  
"Your Majesty," Rauru bowed. "We are prepared to banish the Interlopers from Hyrule." 
"Traitors!" the man continued to shout. "By the breath of all life, you will perish!"  
"Hmph," the king waved his hand, and the Sages lifted their arms in unison. However, the man who had 

shouted would not be silenced. He too raised his arms to the sky, his shackles mysteriously undone, and he was 
suddenly covered in black smoke. When it started to clear, Zelda noticed something was different about him. 
A strange, black, helmet-looking object was now fused to his head and ran down past his chest. It bore a 
sinister-looking eye carving on its left side, and the top of the helmet had four slender prongs that curved 
upwards.  

"Then the Sheikari's anger must burn against Hyrule!" the man's voice was now resonating and distorted 
underneath the dark helmet. "You will soon have no nation at all, a kingdom full of wanderers!"  

His body began to shift and transform as extra arms and legs sprouted from his sides. His body began to 
glow as it morphed and elongated, becoming bulbous and inhuman. His extra appendages followed, and he 
was soon at least three times his original size, a massive, glowing monster with the helmet as his visage. The 
Hyrulean knights charged at him but were knocked back by an invisible force. The Sheikah drew their weapons 
and waited for their moment to strike. 

"You will all feel the wrath of the Sheikari!" the monster lifted its many arms into the air. "You and your 
precious Sacred Realm!"  

Yet, before it could strike, four orbs of light appeared in the sky and bombarded it with holy light as he 
roared with pain, an unnatural sound that made Zelda cover her ears. When the light faded, the creature was 
gone, and the black object that covered its head now sat in pieces where its human form once stood. The four 
orbs of light flashed before transforming into ethereal beings resembling a goat, squirrel, bird, and serpent. The 
broken helmet's shards floated into the air before vanishing from sight.  

"Who are they?" Zelda asked.  
"Ancient guardians of Hyrule," the mask salesman sounded positively delighted. "They were created by the 

goddesses to protect the Sacred Realm from evil. They are the Light Spirits known as Ordona, Faron, Eldin, 
and Lanayru." 

"And that thing on the Sheikari's head? That was the Fused Shadow?" 
The mask salesman nodded. "Yes, the Fused Shadow. It contained some of the most powerful sorcery we'd 

ever seen. The Sheikari were brought here so that the combined effort of the Sages and the Light Spirits could 
contain it. And yet..." 

The Light Spirits descended upon the arena as the Sages finally lowered their hands.  
"Begin the execution," the king said solemnly.  
"And yet?" Zelda prompted. 
"Well, you see, even darkness is no match for madness, Your Highness." 
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26 TALE OF TWO RELICS 
 
 

The knights moved in to carry out the sentence, but not before another man stood up. He too had broken 
the shackles around his wrists, and Zelda could see his face, his eyes wide open, not from terror, but some inner 
disturbance. His mouth was hanging open, and Zelda could see drool dripping off both sides of his mouth and 
down his chin.  

"No!" he screamed, his voice high-pitched and childlike. "No! No! No! No! No! None of us go! None of us 
go! You will see! I'll consume! Consume everything!" 

An object appeared in his hand, a bizarre heart-shaped mask with monstrous, glowing yellow eyes with 
green irises. Its markings were red and purple with four horns sticking out on each side and two on top. The 
longer Zelda stared at it, the more it felt like it was looking back at her.  

She watched as one of the Sheikah dropped their weapon.  
"You must run!" he called out. "You must run now!"  
The man put on the mask, and his body began to change. His arms and legs stretched out, and his back 

arched. The veins in his body bulged and pulsed as the man screamed and cackled. His entire body grew red 
and purple as if he was a corpse trapped in a cycle of reanimation and being unmade. The man's hair turned 
white, and the mask began to fuse to his face, becoming a combination of the two.  

"W-what is that?" Zelda cupped her mouth in disgust. She looked over and noticed the mask salesman's 
smile was gone as he looked upon the creature below.  

"That is something I should have never found," there was no hint of mirth in his voice now. "Something 
that should have been destroyed the moment it was discovered." 

The man's body finally stopped shifting as his new form towered over the arena. He was now a nightmarish 
creature, part man and part diseased shadow. This new creature's eyes glowed an eerie yellow, and its mouth 
was filled with sharp teeth. It let out a guttural roar that echoed through the arena. Then, it laughed, a high-
pitched, maniacal cackle that sent shivers down Zelda's spine. 

The creature shot its hand forward, and several tentacles erupted from its body and hurled themselves 
toward a group of Hyrulean knights, impaling and disintegrating several of them instantly. It then sent out 
another wave, which easily wiped out the Sheikah and remaining knights. The king looked around, wild-eyed, 
before turning and making a run for it. The creature simply sent out another tentacle, which wrapped around 
his leg and pulled him back. He screamed as yet another one wrapped around his throat, tightening its grip.  

"You will be gone from this place!" Rauru cried out as he and the other Sages began to glow with a bright 
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light. "You will be gone from Hyrule!" 
Yet the creature only laughed as it slowly turned around, sending tentacles towards the Sages. Rauru 

managed to create a barrier of light around him and the other Sages, but the tentacles soon broke through and 
latched themselves to the men's faces.  

"My father never told me what truly happened when he went deep into the desert that day," the mask 
salesman broke Zelda's horrified trance. "It was the first day he didn't ask me how my magical studies were 
going and the first day he didn't pressure me to become a Sage." 

The Sages were screaming now, making horrible muffled sounds as the creature began to drain their life 
force. The king let out one final rasp before the creature loosened its grip, letting his unconscious body fall into 
the sand. It then floated up towards the Light Spirits, who all cried out in unison before bearing down on it, 
enveloping it in light as it continued to laugh and mock them.  

"Yet I knew he'd seen something terrible, something truly awful," the mask salesman continued, "and I 
knew one day I would find it."  

The creature shrieked as the light burned its body away, and the Sages fell to the ground as its body slowly 
dissolved into nothing. The Light Spirits resonated even brighter than before, and the mirror began to glow as 
several symbols appeared on its surface. It projected the symbols onto the stone pillar, and a pathway leading 
to another dimension, the Twilight Realm, appeared. 

"That is the Mirror of Twilight," the mask salesman explained. "I'd learned of it long ago. In ancient times, 
it was used to cast criminals who'd committed heinous crimes into the Twilight Realm. Of course, only the 
Sages and the royal family were permitted to know of its existence, let alone use it."  

The remaining Sheikari began crying out, pleading with the Light Spirits to be merciful, but they quickly 
dissolved into black flakes of dust that were sent hurtling into the stone pillar. The four Light Spirits ceased 
their resonance and rose high into the air, vanishing from sight. The Mirror of Twilight's symbols faded, and 
the stone pillar became inactive once again.  

"That...that mask..." Zelda's voice trembled. "What was it?" 
"An abomination," the mask salesman replied all too quickly. "A being of hate and madness, born from the 

dark desires of those who would seek to destroy everything in their path. That man you saw put it on...his name 
was Majora. That was his mask."  

"What happened to it?" 
"It was left behind, thought to have been destroyed," the mask salesman shivered, pointing down towards 

the area right in front of the stone pillar. Zelda could see the mask, now half-buried in the sand. "Yet I was the 
one who stumbled upon it years later, not knowing its true purpose. Yet even before that..." 

The mask salesman waved his hand once more, and everyone below vanished as the arena transformed once 
again. Zelda found herself standing in the middle of the arena just as when she had first arrived, though there 
was now another figure kneeling in front of the stone pillar. Her skin was bronze, and her red hair was pulled 
back into a ponytail. She wore traditional Gerudo clothing, yet there was something different about her. 

"You see, child," the mask salesman went on as she rose and turned to face them. "There were others who 
knew of its true purpose to an exact degree." 

Zelda froze as she gazed at the woman, whose dazzling blue eyes seemed to stare right through her. 
"Mother..." Zelda whispered. 
"I knew you would eventually come here," the woman said, her voice cold and emotionless. "I knew the 

sand barrier wouldn't be enough to stop your greed and hatred."  
A figure walked past Zelda, and she jumped at the sight of Ganondorf, his eyes glaring at the queen. 
"You are too late," the queen's voice remained barbed and piercing. "I will not allow you to claim this unholy 

relic!" 
"I had a vision," the mask salesman once again interrupted. "When I ventured off with that mask, it showed 

me the events that took place so long ago. By then, I'd been discovered by a forest imp, who managed to take 
it from me. Luckily, your friend was able to help me retrieve it. Even at such a young age, there was no mistaking 
him as the Hero of Time." 
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Ganondorf charged at the queen, but she held up her hand as a barrier of light appeared, halting him in his 
tracks. 

"Yet it also showed me something else, a man who not only found it but learned to use its wicked power 
with ease. It wasn't a vision of the past but a warning of a possible future and of the mask's desire to find this 
person who was worthy of being its master. That master would have been Ganondorf, and the queen had 
known for quite some time."  

"Stay back!" the queen shouted. "Or you will be banished!" 
"And where would you banish me?" Ganondorf shattered the light barrier and continued stalking toward 

her. "Our very kingdom is glorified banishment already. We suffer under its harsh conditions while the Hylians 
are bathed in the blessings of their forsaken goddesses." 

The queen called up her barrier again, and Ganondorf smashed through it once more. 
"You leave me no choice" she held up her hand, and the Mirror of Twilight began to glow, its symbols 

returning. Ganondorf finally reached the queen, wrapping his hand around her neck and lifting her into the air.  
"Do you think that will contain me?" he asked mockingly. "I will never remain imprisoned." 
In one fluid motion, Ganondorf threw the queen towards the mirror before jumping out of the way of its 

beam. The queen froze mid-air as the symbols once again appeared on the stone pillar. Her feet began to 
dissolve into black flakes of dust that were carried forward into the dimensional pathway that led to the Twilight 
Realm.  

"No!" Zelda shouted as she ran to the pillar, Ganondorf's laughter ringing in her ears, yet she knew it was 
useless. There was nothing she could do to save her mother. Nothing anyone could do now. She turned to look 
at the queen one last time, gazing upon the face she'd always gone to for comfort when she needed it most. 
Even now, she was poised and radiant as she faced eternal banishment.  

"You are right," she glared at Ganondorf. "I cannot imprison you myself, but you will never reach this place 
again."  

She slowly lifted her arms, and Ganondorf's eyes widened in realization as she clapped her hands together. 
Her body was finally consumed by the mirror, and the symbols vanished once more. Ganondorf turned to run 
towards the stone pillar and dig up the mask, but a whirlwind of sand knocked him back. He tried to stand, but 
the wind was too strong. Soon a colossal pillar of sand erupted from the ground, sending him flying out of the 
arena. 

"And so the barrier held for years, thanks to the queen's efforts." 
Zelda dropped to her knees, the weight of her mother's sacrifice finally hitting her. She had always known 

her mother had given up everything to keep them safe, but she never realized the true extent of that sacrifice 
until now. 

"Now you must understand," the mask salesman turned to face her. "Yes, you must understand a great 
deal."  

Zelda heard a great rumbling sound coming from behind them and turned towards the arena's exit. It was 
still a great distance away, but she could see the wall of fire moving in their direction.  

"What...what is that?" 
"I'm afraid you were right," the mask salesman's voice was heavy with sadness. "There is nothing you can 

do now. The Sheikari have wished for Hyrule's destruction, and it will be fulfilled." 
Zelda gasped, looking back at the fire and then to the mask salesman. "You jest! Surely there's something 

we can do!" 
Yet the mask salesman only smiled and shook his head. "Not we, I'm afraid. Only you." 
He dug into his jacket and pulled out a tiny, blue ocarina. A chill ran down Zelda's spine as she gazed upon 

the Ocarina of Time, and the mask salesman delicately placed it in her hand.  
"You wondered why Link didn't have it," the mask salesman stated. "You must have wondered why he 

didn't use it. We crossed paths on his way through the woods of Termina, and I asked to borrow it. He must 
have sensed my intention back then, that I would one day return it to you."  

He walked past Zelda towards the approaching inferno, which would reach the stone steps in mere 
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moments. He crossed his hands behind his back before turning to face Zelda once more.  
"I can take you back with me," Zelda offered, but the mask salesman shook his head.  
"I know you wanted him to come back, but I was the one who prevented this. Every time he tried to go 

back to Hyrule, he found himself somewhere else, in another land, another place. I wanted...for him to...have 
a chance at having a real childhood. He deserves to outlive us all, that one. Yet, as you've seen, that boy never 
quite knows how to stop being heroic, does he?" 

The flames were now at the entrance of the Arbiter's Grounds, and Zelda realized she could no longer delay. 
She held up the Ocarina of Time to her mouth, closing her eyes and playing the notes the Goddess of Time 
had taught her long ago.  

She opened her eyes and was then covered in blue light, watching as the mask salesman gave a small wave 
as the flames consumed him, his smile never leaving his face. 
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27 BEARERS OF THE TRIFORCE 
 
 

Zelda could see it clearly now.  
The Sheikari swarmed the Sacred Realm, shifting through the air like ghouls, as they frantically searched for 

the Triforce. Wherever their hands touched, the land became tainted and corrupted, and soon the only 
stronghold left was the Temple of Light, the ancient structure refusing to give in to the chaotic forces that 
approached it.  

She watched as their shadows slithered through its doors, igniting the temple in a fearsome pillar of light as 
a dazzling, golden object slowly rose from the depths of the cathedral, settling at the light's peak and spinning 
in place. The Triforce! The Sheikari floated up to the divine triangle, circling it like vultures as they wailed and 
screamed. She could see Adelora, as Dark Link, reach up to touch the sacred relic, a triumphant look in his eye. 

But it was not to be. The Triforce let out a blinding light before breaking into three smaller triangles. One 
triangle remained behind, hovering in the air, while the other two flew off in opposite directions before 
vanishing from the realm completely.  

And the Sheikari grew enraged. 
They descended upon the temple like a horde of locusts, tearing it apart with their bare hands. The ancient 

structure that had stood for countless millennia was quickly reduced to rubble, leaving little evidence of its once 
great purpose. Satisfied with their destruction, the Sheikari departed the Sacred Realm, determined to find the 
two pieces of the Triforce that had eluded them. 

Yet, Zelda knew this was how it was all meant to be. Only one whose heart was in balance could claim the 
Triforce's true power. The triangle left behind contained the essence of Power, while the other two were 
Courage and Wisdom respectively. Zelda concentrated harder. Who had the other triangles chosen to hide 
within? 

The scene shifted back to the battle on Hyrule Field. Darunia slung his hammer over his shoulder, his body 
aching from the effort of fighting. He looked around wearily, taking in the sight of the carnage that had been 
wrought. The Gorons had fought bravely, but the Stalfos' numbers had been too great. They would soon have 
to retreat, leaving behind many of their fallen brethren. 

As he prepared to sound off the retreat, Darunia's eyes were drawn to his massive fist, which now glowed 
with a golden light. The Triforce of Courage's symbol was now etched into the back of his rocky hand.  

Darunia could feel the power coursing through him, invigorating his tired body. He roared with laughter as 
he leaped back into the fray, his hammer swinging with renewed vigor. The Gorons fought harder than ever 



The Legend of Zelda: Sin of Sheikari 

74 

before, inspired by their leader's sudden display of power, and soon the tide began to turn. Hyrule Field was 
reclaimed as the Stalfos were driven back, their forces utterly decimated.  

But their victory would only last mere seconds.  
The Sheikari descended from the sky like harpies, their eyes locked on the Gorons. Darunia braced himself 

for battle, but Zelda could see it in his face. He knew he was outmatched, his only hope being that the Triforce 
of Courage would give him the strength he needed to protect his people. Adelora swooped down upon him, 
and the Goron Elder prepared to swing his hammer.  

Yet, Darunia never had the chance to shift his weight.  
The golden triangle on his palm faded away, and with it, his strength. His lifeless body collapsed to the 

ground as Adelora flew overhead, and soon the battlefield became a chorus of screams as the Sheikari stormed 
through the princess' forces, slaughtering them all. 

The scene changed once again, this time to the Sacred Forest Meadow. Zelda watched as Saria sat on the 
stump that rested in front of the Forest Temple, smiling to herself as her ocarina's beautiful notes filled the air. 
Then, her eyes grew wide as a golden light appeared on the back of her hand. The Triforce of Wisdom.  

Just as with Darunia, it had chosen Saria. She gazed at the marking, her expression one of both wonder and 
terror. She didn't see the shadows materialize behind her, their forms tempering as they settled in front of the 
Forest Temple's broken steps. She was too focused on the Triforce and didn't hear their approach until it was 
too late. 

Finally, it all shifted back to the now desolate Sacred Realm, where the Sheikari circled the completed 
Triforce. Adelora reached up and touched the relic once again, whispering something Zelda couldn't hear. Yet 
she already knew what they wanted: Hyrule's complete destruction. The Triforce resonated one final time before 
vanishing, the scene shifting back to Hyrule Field.  

Ruto and the Zora looked up as Ganondorf's black tower exploded, the shockwave throwing them all to 
the ground. As they struggled to stand, Ruto shrieked as a great wall of fire engulfed them all, reducing them 
to ash instantly. 

The Gerudo and Gorons followed, and Impa was soon the only one left. She stared at the approaching wall 
of flames before dropping her sword onto the blood-stained earth. She then sat cross-legged, closing her eyes 
and placing her palms on the ground. Zelda wanted to reach out but knew she couldn't. Still, she tried to reason 
with Impa.  

"Run!" Zelda mouthed, knowing no sound could escape her lips at that moment. Yet, she swore she saw 
Impa's ears perk up. The Sheikah turned her head, the wall of flames nearly upon her.  

"We could never truly run. Not for long."  
She did not move or scream as the flames consumed her, and soon Hyrule was reduced to a shattered 

wasteland. The Sheikari had won, fulfilling their promise to destroy not only Hyrule but the Sacred Realm itself. 
Their vengeance was now complete. 

But there was still a chance. There had to be.  
Zelda's body jerked as if the steed she'd been riding had spooked and come to an abrupt halt. She was once 

again in Ganondrof's throne room, the torches blazing menacingly in the otherwise dark chamber. The wizard 
had fallen to one knee, allowing the princess to strike him down once and for all. Yet, she knew this wasn't how 
it would play out. So, instead, she waited.  

Again, the shadow appeared behind him, impaling its sword through Ganondorf's back. The sorcerer roared 
in pain as he did before and collapsed onto the ground, his sword clattering beside him. His body dissolved 
into a pool of black liquid and once more evaporated into the air.  

"And I saw the Sacred Realm open before me."  
Adelora appeared once more from the shadows, the same mocking tone in his distorted voice. Zelda locked 

eyes with him again, but she stood firm. She would not run this time. 
"Six wise beings sat in peace, faith, and temperance," Adelora continued, his hollow voice echoing through 

every corner of Zelda's mind. "And yet the goddesses allowed them to be struck down, chastened, erased..." 
Zelda held up her palm, fully intending to interrupt his sermon. "And so they were, by six of our wisest." 
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Adelora paused, and for a moment, Zelda thought she saw something resembling surprise in his expression. 
"So, then you would accept the responsibility of your father?" 

Zelda nodded. "What my father did to your people, what the Sages did to you, it was unforgivable." 
Adelora's form warped and readjusted itself as if the five other screaming entities inside were struggling to 

break free and voice their opinions. "And how will you atone for the sins of your ancestors, spawn of Hylia?" 
Zelda closed her eyes, reaching out to the Sacred Realm, into the ancient structure of the Temple of Light, 

and she pulled with all her might. The throne room resonated with divine luminescence as the Ancient Sages 
materialized in the throne room, each wearing a look of surprise and confusion. Zelda then took out the Ocarina 
of Time, extending it to Adelora. "I offer you this. It is one of the keys needed to open the Door of Time. 
Without it, not even the chosen one may open it and claim the Master Sword." 

Adelora's form continued to swirl and resolve like smoke, but he seemed to be considering her offer. He 
held out his hand, and the ocarina flew into it. Without another word, he vanished from sight.  

And the Sages cried out in despair, certain all was lost forever. 
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28 COURAGE 
 
 

A sword wielded no strength unless the hand that held it had courage.  
Rauru's words were muffled, drowned out by Zelda's senses being overwhelmed by the magic that had 

brought her back in time. She had to focus, to maintain her composure. They had to prepare themselves.  
"Why would you give them the sacred instrument?" Rauru demanded to know. 
"You have forever doomed us all!" Abnar cried, nearly toppling over as he yanked his cane back upright.  
"What other outcome did any of you expect?" Odan answered with a humorless laugh. "Ganondorf is gone, 

yet we are now left with the Sheikari, who need no assistance entering the Sacred Realm. Had Zelda not brought 
us here, they would have certainly killed us by now." 

"That's enough, Odan!" Grig growled. 
Zelda jumped as someone took her hands into their own, clasping them gently. She looked down at Mison, 

his bright blue eyes filled with sorrow and determination. 
"I see something in you," he squeezed her hands gingerly. "It was quite a journey, I suspect. Yes, a terrible 

fate indeed. Yet, you somehow found your way back." 
Zelda nodded, and Mison turned to rejoin the others. His words took a few seconds to seep into her as she 

recalled why they seemed so familiar.  
"You've met with a terrible fate, haven't you?" 

"You would all do well to trust Her Highness," Mison continued. "I believe she knows exactly what she 
must do now."  

Rauru blustered and started to say something, but Zelda held up a hand to silence him.  
"You must allow me to explain," she was surprised to hear her voice was clear, carrying the air of authority 

she believed seven hopeless years had worn down. "I have only managed to buy us a little time. As you all may 
know, once the Sheikari reach the Triforce, it will split into three separate triangles. They have forgotten this, 
but that will not stop them from trying to acquire the rest." 

Odan's eyes grew wide. "Which means so long as we can protect those chosen by destiny..." 
"We may be able to defeat them still."  
Rauru shook his head. "We stand no chance against their sorcery. You must know that more than anyone."  
Zelda stared at Rauru for a moment before she finally nodded. "I do. I have seen their magic firsthand, the 

Fused Shadow and...the cursed mask that continues to haunt all of you, even in your sleep."  
Almost in unison, the Sages winced and covered their eyes, as if trying to block out a painful memory. 
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"What's done is done," it was finally Grig who replied after a moment. "What do we do now?" 
Zelda was about to speak when a figure burst into the room, his golden armor glistening in the torchlight. 

The Sages backed away, but Zelda held up one hand and shook her head.  
"He is who I was buying time for," she explained. "Ancient Sages...the Hero of Time."  
Link stopped in front of them, removing his helmet and bowing his head slightly. The Sages all looked to 

Zelda, who nodded in response. 
"T...the Hero of Time..." Nove's reedy voice trailed off into silence. 
"He is here at last!" Mison exclaimed. 
"Perhaps we misjudged you, princess," Odan's normally weary voice was now full of hope. "If the Hero of 

Time has come to our aid, then perhaps all is not lost." 
"Yet he is without the Master Sword..." 
Everyone turned in unison to face Rauru, whose expression was one of grave concern. Link scratched the 

back of his head sheepishly, his eyes trailing to the floor. 
"Yes, he is, Rauru," Zelda removed her hood, the magic that gave her the appearance of a Sheikah male 

vanishing. Link's eyes grew wide, but he quickly nodded in understanding. Zelda smiled in return; there was no 
point in disguises, physical or otherwise. "And now...the Sheikari will have reached the Temple of Light. I must 
transport all who are in this room away while my magic can still withstand the darkness."  

She raised her arms, calling out to Farore, and light began to encircle them. Soon they were falling through 
the darkness, plummeting towards an unknown fate. 

When she landed, she had little time to orient herself as a raging sandstorm battered her from all sides, 
promising to soon rip her to shreds within a few seconds. She could see nothing in front of her, and the howling 
gales made it impossible to hear anything else. Yet, she remembered what the mask salesman had told her when 
she'd decided to follow him.  

"It will stop soon. Now that I've brought you here."  

The strange chime sounded again as the sandstorm dissipated, revealing the walls of the colosseum inside 
the Arbiter's Grounds. The stone pillar and Mirror of Twilight sat undisturbed, streams of sand gently falling 
onto the ground below. 

"The Arbiter's Grounds," Rauru whispered in awe, as he and the other Sages slowly climbed to their feet, 
brushing themselves off. Zelda found Link and quickly crossed the distance between them. She reached out 
her hand before quickly drawing it back, her cheeks flushing a light pink. Then, she took his hand in hers and 
squeezed gently.  

"I had given up hope, venturing out and making a mess of things, but Ganondorf is now gone. All that is 
left is to deal with the shadows that haunt my kingdom's past. Truly, this is not your fight, but I would ask for 
your aid just the same."  

Link squeezed her hand in return and nodded. Zelda's vision became blurry, and she quickly wiped her eyes 
with her free hand. That was when she first heard it, the wailing, chanting, and screaming in the distance. They 
had already found them.  

"They come here?" Abnar dropped his cane and fell to his knees, his face ashen. "To this place?"  
"We...we gave them the Ocarina of Time," Nove whispered, his voice shaking. "Is vengeance upon us more 

important than finding the other golden triangles?" 
Zelda clasped Link's left hand once more, her expression determined.  
"Link...you do not have the Master Sword," she looked up at six tall pillars before them, certain only a few 

seconds remained. "You were gifted with a proper childhood, and so you never had the chance to pull it from 
its pedestal. However, you are more than any sword, more than any legend..." 

Six figures now perched themselves on each of the giant pillars. Adelora hovered above the pillar of light, 
still taking on the form of Dark Link, a mockery of the man who stood beside her. He held up the Ocarina of 
Time for all to see before crushing it in his fist. The Ancient Sages saw this and crowded together, fear and 
dread evident in their expressions. 

It was at this moment that the back of Link's hand began to glow with a brilliant golden light. His eyes 
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widened in surprise as the Triforce of Courage appeared, while Zelda smiled in understanding. 
"And the goddesses have chosen you. They will always choose you. You will always be worthy." 
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29 POWER 
 
 

Those who did not know the danger of wielding power would, before long, be ruled by it.  
The Sheikari remained perched atop the stone pillars as if waiting for their next meal, never tiring. Adelora 

stared down at them, his red eyes glaring. Wasting no time, Zelda reached out with her magic, scanning all of 
Hyrule for any sign of the Triforce of Wisdom. Kokiri Forest, Zora's Domain, Goron City, she scanned every 
part of the kingdom she could imagine but could find no trace of it, her brow furrowing in frustration. She'd 
been able to detect the locations of the other two triangles the moment they'd been separated. Why couldn't 
she sense the third? 

However, if she couldn't see them, then neither could the Sheikari. Perhaps, that was why they'd arrived so 
quickly.  

"Link," she whispered, placing a hand on his shoulder. "The one who mocks your appearance calls himself 
Adelora. He is the one with the Triforce of Power. I will do my best to locate the Triforce of Wisdom, but I 
fear that once I discover it Adelora will go after it. We have to survive until I can detect it and bring it to us."  

Link nodded, drawing his sword, while Zelda took a deep breath as she undid her braid, allowing her hair 
to fall freely. It fanned out behind her as she brandished her kodachi, intending to use it one last time. Link 
gave her an approving smile before turning his attention back to Adelora. The dark apparition remained at his 
post, but something about him had changed. His eyes were no longer focused simply on them. Rather, they 
seemed to be looking beyond, peering into a vision only he could see. 

Suddenly, Adelora leaped from his perch, soaring through the air towards them, and within seconds the 
Sheikari were also upon them, lashing out with all their might.  

Link and Zelda, as if on instinct, split up, each taking on a group of Sheikari for themselves. Link wasted 
no time in dispatching his foes, his sword cutting through them like a hot knife through butter. Still, his 
opponents continued to rise back up as if Adelora had an endless supply of allies.  

Zelda ran along the border of the arena, keeping the Sheikari as far away from the Sages as possible. She 
leaped over their outstretched hands and dodged the swipes of their black swords, only returning their attacks 
when she needed to slow them down. While she engaged them, she continued her search for the other triangle, 
though she was still unable to pinpoint its location. 

Suddenly, she heard Link cry out in pain, turning to see him clutching his arm where one of the Sheikari 
had struck him. She started to run towards him, but he motioned her away just as he'd done before. She 
clenched her fists, deciding she would grant his request one last time before turning her attention back to the 
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Sheikari, now more determined than ever. Adelora continued his assault against Link, but the Hero of Time 
was able to parry each and every one of his attacks. 

Still, they were running out of time. Zelda dodged another swipe just as Link cried out in pain once more. 
This time, she didn't listen to him and launched into a full sprint just as Adelora brought his sword down upon 
Link, slashing him across his face.  

"Link!" Zelda raced to his side, dispatching the other Sheikari that barred her way. She pushed Link out of 
the way of Adelora's next attack and leaped to meet him, her kodachi at the ready. Adelora prepared to strike 
again but froze in place as his body was covered in light.  

Zelda turned to see the Ancient Sages, who had joined hands, glowing with the power of the Sacred Realm. 
Adelora shrieked in pain as he was forced up into the air with the other Sheikari, held in place by the Sages' 
power. Zelda knelt in front of Link, who was still clutching his face. 

"I will not leave your side," she told him. He raised his head, and she could see that the Sheikari had taken 
his right eye, a neat scar now running down his face. He didn't seem to notice and simply looked at her with 
gratitude.  

"Do you not tire of this dance you have prolonged?" 
Adelora shot his hand forward, and the Ancient Sages let out a chorus of horrible screams as they were 

reduced to dust, their light extinguished from the world. 
"No!" Zelda screamed as she flung a fireball at Adelora, which dissipated before it could reach him. He 

cackled as he floated towards her, the other Sheikari descending as well, their blades at the ready. Zelda felt 
Link move to stand but placed a hand on his shoulder, pushing him back down.  

"I will face them," she told him. "You have fought enough."  
"You know their shame, yet you continue to fight to save this kingdom, this nest of abominations," Adelora 

hissed. 
Zelda's eyes fell to the ground as she began to think of the shadows of Hyrule's past, the kingdom whose 

lies, greed, and bloodshed had created the apparitions before her. She imagined the Sheikari praying to Hylia in 
her temple, their children approaching the altar with innocent hearts, only to be slaughtered by the Sheikah, 
their brethren, who once walked alongside them to protect Hylia against the forces of darkness.  

She gazed inside of Adelora's spirit, into the heart of his anger and resentment. She saw the pain of being 
rejected by those he once held dear, of being labeled a traitor and an outcast, of being hunted and persecuted.  

"You have earned your vengeance." 
Adelora paused, and the other Sheikari's expressions were identical, their striking silver eyes clouded by 

confusion.  
"I, too, was once consumed by vengeance," Zelda continued. "An evil king had subjugated my people and 

defiled my kingdom. I wanted nothing more than to destroy him, to eradicate his evil from existence. You 
appear to me in the form of the Hero of Time to remind me of what is possible, what our hubris can lead to. I 
understand that now."  

She continued walking towards the Sheikari and finally stopped once she was certain Link was far enough 
away that he would not be harmed. 

"But I am more than vengeance," Zelda pointed her kodachi at Adelora. "I am you, the Sheikari, the Sheikah, 
the Gorons, Zora, Kokiri. I am Hyrule's light, and I am also its shame. That is my burden as its princess and 
eventual ruler, but you will know that I will wear that shame. I will answer for it, as we all must, but I will not 
allow this kingdom to be burned away, taking more innocent lives with it."  

At this, Adelora snarled and flew at her, his body now engulfed in dark flames. Zelda did not move, her 
sword stretched out as far as she could manage. Adelora was soon inches from her face when Impa's voice 
sounded in her mind. 

"You must use what I have taught you about moving through the shadows." 

Adelora's blade phased through her as though she were an illusion, and Zelda spun in place, pulling Adelora 
into her body and casting him back out. He hit the ground with a thud before quickly rising back into the air, 
shrieking in frustration. The other Sheikari swooped in, yet none of them could touch Zelda, their attacks 
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having no effect. Zelda then shot her hand forward, her face now full of determination and understanding.  
"My father wanted to banish all darkness from Hyrule, and that became our undoing," Zelda's hand began 

to glow with a golden light, her stance firm. "Shadow and Light are two sides of the same coin. One cannot 
exist without the other." 

With that, the Triforce symbol appeared on the back of her hand, and the Sheikari wailed in agony as they 
were engulfed by a brilliant light. Adelora threw his hand forward too, his Triforce marking glowing alongside 
Zelda's, but it soon began to fade away. He studied the fading symbol in disbelief, as if all hope of regaining 
the innocence he'd lost would vanish along with it, and despite all that he had done Zelda still felt sympathy for 
him.  

"Ancient Sages!" she called out. "Rise once again! And with renewed strength, we will save Hyrule from 
destruction!" 

Six pillars of light rose from where the Ancient Sages had once stood, new figures emerging and taking on 
ethereal forms made of light. They were now faceless with a mask that hovered in front of each of their heads, 
while their hands floated before them, disconnected from their bodies. They raised their arms, and all of the 
Sheikari were once again bound in the air, shrieking and convulsing as the light burned away at their dark souls. 

Adelora, having finally given up on maintaining his haughty composure, whipped around, looking on in 
horror as he saw his brethren reduced to nothing. At last, he took on his true form, a tall young man with 
bronze skin, long white hair, and piercing silver eyes. He too wore black robes that were emblazoned with the 
red Sheikah symbol. His silver eyes met hers, and she expected to see nothing but pure hatred in them. Yet, he 
merely nodded as he began to disintegrate just like the rest of his kin. "Perhaps you will not be discouraged."  

The Ancient Sages lowered their arms as they flew to their respective perches atop the stone pillars. Zelda 
breathed a sigh of relief as she finally allowed herself to relax, the Triforce mark still glowing on her hand. 

"Light cannot be without shadow. Yes, it seems you remembered my lesson well, princess." 
A guttural scream suddenly sounded from behind her, and she turned around to see Link huddled over the 

sand, the tip of a black sword running through his chest. He struggled to get up, but the blade was holding him 
in place as his Triforce symbol began to fade away. Standing over him...pushing the sword even further into his 
back... 

"Ganondorf!" Zelda screamed, nearly choking from the force she unwittingly put behind it.  
The Gerudo King looked up at her with a sadistic grin, pulling out his sword as Link's lifeless body fell to 

the ground. Zelda's eyes widened in shock and horror as she realized what had just happened, and she fell to 
her knees as the arena filled with her cries of anguish. Yet the Gerudo King merely smiled as he whipped his 
sword to the side, flicking Link's blood into the sand. 

"And now the cycle is complete." 
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30 WISDOM 
 
 

Whenever there was a meeting, a parting was sure to follow. However, that parting did not need to last 
forever. Whether a parting was forever or merely for a short time… 

Ganondorf stood over Link's body, his gaze fixed on Zelda, golden eyes full of hate, greed, and satisfaction.  
"You did well to teleport us all here," he caressed his foul sword. "Those Sheikari easily dispatched my 

phantom in the throne room, and I knew it was best to hide in the shadows while you and the Sages deliberated. 
Yet none of you were able to detect me. Your terror blinded you." 

Zelda's blood ran cold. Had he been hiding in the throne room the entire time, waiting to see what she 
would do next? He had heard everything then, about the Triforce, its triangles, all of it.  

"You didn't think I would allow any bearers of the Triforce to live, did you?" he continued. "With you gone, 
I will be able to seek out the Triforce completely unopposed. Think of the despair your champions will feel 
when they see the lifeless body of their princess tossed out before them. In the end, it will be you they blame. 
You sought my destruction and ended up unleashing something far worse. Now, there is no Hero of Time and 
no Ocarina of Time, all because of you."  

Zelda fell to her knees, her body shaking with realization. It was all her fault. Link, the champion chosen by 
the goddesses, was dead because of her, and all her efforts had been in vain. Ganondorf had still won, and there 
was nothing she could do to stop him. 

"Foolish girl," Ganondorf spat, sheathing his sword. "Just like your mother, you underestimated me. I wasn't 
able to find the Sheikari's artifact here, though I suppose it must have gone with her when she foolishly sealed 
herself into the Twilight Realm for eternity." 

He laughed then, a cruel, mocking sound that sent shivers down Zelda's spine. "No matter. Neither you nor 
your descendants can ever hope to defeat me. I will soon be eternal." 

Zelda buried her face in her hands, unwilling to call out to the goddesses or the Sacred Realm. What right 
did she have to ask for their assistance now, for their forgiveness? Her wailing sobs soon filled the air, coupled 
with Ganondorf's satisfied laughter. She finally collapsed into the sand as she imagined her mother's voice, 
hoping it would provide her with one last moment of peace.  

"You know my favorite thing about you? You love it all, my duckling." 

A scene flashed through Zelda's mind of a war-torn battlefield. Several bodies were strewn about, some 
Zelda recognized, while others she didn't. Some were humans whose armor bore the Sheikah symbol. Their 
expressions were riddled with rage, pain, and horror, the eyes a mixture of red and silver.  
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In the center of it all were two figures, a woman covered in divine light and a monstrous black demon with 
a flaming mane that billowed out behind him. His glowing red eyes were fixated on the woman, and he was 
laughing, a great rasping sound filled with contempt. The woman had impaled him with a divine sword, and he 
was slowly fading away.  

"The Triforce will still be mine no matter where you send it, goddess," the demon jeered, his voice ancient 
and needlessly cruel. "My hate never perishes. It is born anew in a cycle with no end!"  

The woman only smiled, feeling pity for something that could only understand hate and misery. "Perhaps 
you think that makes you extraordinary, but it only makes you all the more pitiful, Demise." 

And the demon roared as he tried to charge at the woman, disappearing in a flash of light. 
"They will come back to me, all who I have sent skyward." 
Zelda's eyes snapped open, and she began to stand. Ganondorf sneered as he watched her struggle to her 

feet.  
"Good," he smirked. "Fight me one last time, so that your pathetic journey can come to a proper close. 

Unsheath your sword one last time, princess, and face your true destiny!" 
Zelda responded by tossing her kodachi into the sand, gazing at Link's body once more. Ganondorf paused, 

confused by her actions, before brandishing his sword of filth. When Zelda looked at him again, he drew back 
in shock as she began to resonate with a bright, inner power. 

"There was once a lone goddess, the sole keeper and protector of the Triforce, who roamed the land," she 
began to walk towards Ganondorf, slowly lifting her arms towards the sky. "A demon rose from the earth with 
a calamitous army, and that goddess was destined to battle him forever. Yet, instead of an eternal fight, she 
chose to make a great sacrifice. She took the Triforce and gathered her chosen people, sending them skyward 
along with the divine relic. Her sacrifice was giving up her godly form, choosing to be reborn as a mortal, and 
so she was, era after era. And the demon was eventually defeated by the first hero."  

Her mother's face flashed in her mind, of the time she reached down and consoled the young princess in 
the courtyard, Zelda's favorite place in the world.  

"My darling, destiny can be broken. You are so much more than that."  

"You once asked me if I could break the cycle," Zelda began to lower her arms, "but you see...I broke the 
cycle then, which means I can do it again. And I am so much more than my destiny." 

She brought her arms down as the Bow of Light materialized in her hands. Ganondorf roared in frustration 
as he threw himself at her, but Zelda calmly nocked an arrow and released it. It soared towards Ganondorf as 
she reached her hand out, calling out to Farore. The arrow disappeared as it was overtaken by the goddess' 
spell, and Ganondorf was momentarily stunned, his expression full of bewilderment.  

It wasn't until Zelda saw the light arrow whizz past her left shoulder from behind coupled with a great 
bellowing cry of pain that she was certain the real Ganondorf had been standing behind her all along. The 
phantom before her faded as the true King of Evil materialized next to her, stumbling slightly as he clutched 
his side where the arrow had embedded itself. Zelda approached him, cupping his chin and dragging his face 
down to meet hers as his strength was slowly drained from him. 

"Now fall."  
She pushed him away, and he collapsed face-first into the sand. He tried to get back up, but the Ancient 

Sages had already descended upon him. They chained his hands and dragged him to the stone pillar, binding 
him to it with ease. Zelda watched as the Sage of Light, once Rauru, fashioned a sword ordained by the 
goddesses, and she determined they would cast judgment over the King of Evil.  

Ganondorf looked at her then, his eyes now filled with as much loathing as he could muster. Yet, despite 
his defeat, he didn't utter a single word as the Ancient Sages made their preparations. Zelda scanned the arena 
until she found Link's body, and she walked over to him, gently turning him onto his back and brushing the 
hair out of his face. 

His eyes were closed, and Zelda embraced him, letting the tears fall as her spirit called out to the goddesses. 
She imagined him, as a child, running through the forest, desperately trying to return to Hyrule, only to find 
himself back in Termina with no choice but to venture elsewhere. She and the mask salesman had done their 
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best to ensure he would have a proper childhood, but had it been enough? Would there ever be another as 
kind, as strong, and as selfless as Link?  

She then recalled the vision of Hylia facing Demise, of how their final confrontation had led to the first 
hero of Hyrule. She closed her eyes to allow the last of her tears to fall before facing him again.  

"The goddesses chose you," she whispered, her voice breaking as new tears threatened to blur her vision 
once more, "and they will always choose you. You will always be worthy." 

The brilliant green light enveloped them, and within seconds they had vanished from sight. 
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31 TWILIGHT 
 
 

No kingdom built upon the suffering of others was eternal. Wars could lead to new territory and new 
subjects, but history could be repeated even if it was erased. There was no force, in Hyrule or beyond, powerful 
enough to defeat destiny itself. Yes, Zelda knew that all too well.   

She had hoped to preserve as many memories of her kingdom as possible, reflecting on how she intended 
to incorporate the Sheikari into Hyrule's history as she gazed upon the castle's ruins. She thought of when she 
and her father stood in the library so long ago, how they both seemed to enter it at the exact same time that 
day.  

"This was mother's favorite place," she had said quietly, as if speaking too loud would disturb the moment. 
Her father stood still for a while, his eyes slowly working their way around the room, taking in all of its contents. 
To most people, there were more books here than could possibly be read, but Zelda was certain that she, like 
her mother, had gone through them all at least once.  

"Your mother..." he began, taking in a deep breath. "You know that your mother was once a member of 
the Gerudo tribe? We never spoke of it, but you must know the truth." 

Zelda scrunched her face up in confusion. "Why of course, father! I get my blue eyes from her, after all!" 
The king had sighed, shaking his head. "She had always wanted me to establish an alliance with the Gerudo, 

yet I always refused." 
"Why?" 
"Because..." the king turned to her, his expression hard and pointed. "Because...well my darling...because 

they would forsake our way of life, and we cannot allow that." 
"Your Highness, have you decided?" 
Zelda blinked, returning from the memory. Impa addressed her so formally now, even though they had 

been through so much together. The sky above them was adorned with golden clouds that would soon be 
purple as nighttime quickly advanced upon them. The crows had already begun their evening concerts, and the 
breeze had picked up just enough to scatter the leaves into the air. It was a beautiful day, even if she couldn't 
truly see it. 

Zelda turned to look at Impa, then down at the other Hyrulean knights who'd gathered to serve as her escort 
towards the castle ruins. The townspeople had started to congregate near the gates, a mixture of humans, 
Gorons, Zora, and even the Kokiri, who many thought incapable of venturing outside of the forest.  

Some of those forest children were playing with the adults, while others were exploring the nearby moat. 
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Saria sat close by, entertaining a small flock of townspeople with the songs that danced out of her ocarina. 
Zelda wondered if they would remain outside of the forest or eventually return. She wondered if that was even 
possible now.  

"I believe the Gerudo truly have departed from the desert and left Hyrule," she shook her head. "We can 
delay no longer, Impa. The people are waiting." 

Impa nodded as she took out a large box covered in a velvet cloth, lifting it up for Zelda to see. Impa then 
uncovered it, though Zelda knew what it was the moment she'd laid eyes on it.  

"Your father's crown," Impa bowed as she held the box in her outstretched hands. "We managed to find it 
amongst the rubble." 

Zelda nodded slowly, her hand shaking as she took it from Impa. It was almost too much to bear, seeing 
the symbol of her father's authority reduced to this. And yet, she could not help but feel a sense of resolve as 
she cradled it in her hands. She had to be strong for her people, now more than ever. 

"We must meet them now," she said, and with that, they set off towards the castle gates. 
The knights of Hyrule, seeing her approach, knelt before her in respect, as they began to flank her on either 

side. Zelda could feel the eyes of the people upon her as she began to walk, the weight of their expectations 
pressing down upon her. She would be who they turned to in order to see them through this dark time. They 
deserved to know what the future held, and they also deserved to know the dark past her father had tried to 
bury.  

She would not fault the Gerudo for departing Hyrule, for deciding they did not belong under the watchful 
gaze of the Golden Goddesses. There had been moments where Zelda herself wasn't sure she still belonged 
here, the first being when she held Link's funeral in Kakariko Village, the second when she'd received news of 
Ganondorf's banishment into the Twilight Realm. It had been decided he would be executed, but he had 
withstood the might of the divine sword, coming back to life as a glowing Triforce symbol appeared on his 
hand.  

The goddesses had chosen him after all.  
Zelda froze in her tracks, her escort following suit with confused murmurs as they waited for her to move. 

Yet, she could have sworn she heard a faint whistle in the distance. No, a song of some sort. Perhaps it was a 
melody used to call horses back to their owners.  

"What is it, Your Highness?" a nearby knight asked. 
Zelda turned to face the direction of Kokiri Forest, noticing how the approaching dusk made it seem darker 

than usual. Yet, there was one patch of grass where a sunbeam shone down as if the light was filtering through 
the trees for that particular spot. Standing in the beam's glow was a figure, faint and hard to make out from her 
position. His golden armor gleamed in the sunlight, its red markings almost seeming to glow. He clutched a 
longsword in his left hand and a round, golden shield in the other. Zelda could just make out his face when a 
glare from the setting sun obscured her vision.  

When she looked again, the figure was gone, but in his place was a massive golden wolf, its one red eye 
burning into her. It stood much too calmly for an animal, as if it were sizing her up. And then, without warning, 
it turned and sprinted off into the woods, vanishing from sight in an instant. 

Zelda stared after it for a moment before turning to face the castle ruins once again.   
"Your Highness, what was it?" Impa asked, her voice filled with concern. 
Zelda hesitated as a breeze ruffled her hair and caused the trees to rustle once more.  
"Perhaps one day I will know," she said. "Yes, perhaps one day I will know once and for all." 
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THANK YOU! 
 
 

First, I want to say this has been one of the most ambitious projects I’ve ever done. Having to connect and 
reconcile several Legend of Zelda titles at once was difficult at times, but it was easily the most fun I’ve ever had.  

I appreciate all of you for not only reading this and going on this journey with me but for encouraging me 
to keep up the progress. There were so many times during the creation of this story when I didn’t even know 
if I wanted to pursue writing anymore, and I have you to thank for helping reinvigorate my passion for it.  

I plan on releasing another Zelda fan fic in the future, and if you want more details, you can always sign up 
for my email list on my official website. I’m also working on many other novel projects, so keep an eye out for 
those too, especially if you’re a lover of JRPG video games. 

Lastly, I hope you enjoyed this story. Princess Zelda has always been a fascinating character to me, and I 
believed she deserved a chance to step into the spotlight on her own for once. My goal, as always, is to cultivate 
stories from the perspectives of characters who yearn to be given the chance to step out of the role they’ve 
been assigned, either by society or by divine intervention.  

If you don’t take anything else from this story, I want you to always remember that you are more than your 
circumstances, your failures, and your regrets. There’s always time to set off in a new direction, a new adventure, 
helmed by you and you alone.  

And never forget that you are so much more than your destiny.  
 
Dimitrius Jones  
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