The beginning! Link, the Hero of Light, travels the land for a way to reach the Twilight Realm but his ultimate goal is to somehow see Midna once more. However, the Hero comes across something entirely unexpected…

Hero of Hyrule: A month and two years had passed since that day... the day she had said goodbye, her bittersweet smile fading into the twilight as she had disappeared.  He'd had very little time to react, but even if he had tried to.. there was 
Hero of Hyrule: nothing Link could have truly done to stop the mirror from shattering.  It was the only connection to their world.. the world Midna had spoken of... the one she had returned to.  His welcoming home in Ordon village had been a
Hero of Hyrule: cheerful break from the despondency of her absence.  He'd gotten used to her... gotten used to the open plains and the wild unbridled separation from society.  But now it was over... and peace was at hand.  But for some reason he 
Hero of Hyrule: felt stirred, for every day as dusk fell into twilight he would sit in the loft of his home, staring out the window with his thoughts.  Stirring grew into unrest, until nearly six months had passed and he realized that he now went 
Hero of Hyrule: about his daily chores with a lackluster enthusiasm.  There was something that had yet to be done... something he felt unfinished.. an emptiness that needed fulfillment that the bindings of provincial life could not satisfy.  He had
Hero of Hyrule: left Ordon finally... not a word to any save one as to where he wished to go.  Ilia had watched him go, watched him ride away once again dressed in the foresty raiment of the hero.  He was in search of a connection... for there had 
Hero of Hyrule: to be a way; a way he could sate the obsession with the twilight.  Another six months had passed and he found himself far from Hyrule now, on the heels of a myth.  He had learned it first from a brief encounter with Shad... a place 
Hero of Hyrule: far beyond Hyrule that held the secrets of what Shad believed was the original tribe of the Twili's home.  They had been called the Zuna... a distinct people far to the east and beyond the Great Sea.  He'd chartered his way there by
Hero of Hyrule: ship, and eventually found his way to the sandy ruins of what appeared to be nothing more than an ancient temple half buried by vines in a dying oasis.  Link was used to this, used to figuring out riddles and making his way through 
Hero of Hyrule: places that appeared impregnable.  This place, according to the myth, had been the original home to the Zuna, who had thus migrated across the sea to settle to the north of Hyrule and build their new country in an environment 
Hero of Hyrule: friendlier than the desert they had left behind.  This could be the link....where he could find perhaps a trace of the ancient magic... a way ... some sort of connection to Midna's world.  He had entered, the inside of the temple 
Hero of Hyrule: proving to be in far better shape than it's outer walls.  The inside was remarkably similar to the Twilight Realm... but the runes were faded and some did not glow any longer.  There was something softer about it as well... something 
Hero of Hyrule: less menacing, as if this magic that they had left behind was meant for good, and not at all what it had become in the centuries that lead to their destruction.  Further and further he delved into it's depths, until the threshold of
Hero of Hyrule: a great hallway loomed before him.  The walls glowed heavily of runes now, not falling apart as they had in previous hallways.  The runes scrolled across the walls to the end of the long hall where they gathered into a huge

Hero of Hyrule: organic crystal that seemed to be growing out of the wall, pulsating with a heavenly blue light.  Below the crystal was an altar, but as he approached the altar became less important, and the jagged earthy crystal became 
Hero of Hyrule: more.  Link stopped, pale blue eyes so characteristic of his bloodline had been narrowed in scrutiny up until he saw it... the true reason for the crystal.  Widening, his gaze drew in the sight before him.  He could see a girl 
Hero of Hyrule: clearly within it, her body poised and her hands suspended at her sides with fingers splayed out elegantly.  Her hair swirled in long ribbons down to her knees, and her eyes were closed with a serene expression that made her seem to
Hero of Hyrule: be sleeping.  It was mesmerizing, and he could not help but wonder what she was doing here.  She was Hylian, he could clearly see that, for her ears were as long and pointed as his were, and there was a triforce symbol on the red
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Hero of Hyrule: bandana across her forehead.  Yes... he was certain of her origins.  Without thinking he approached the crystal, his left hand outstretching to first touch his fingertips against it.  The crystal seemed to react, throbbing once as 
Hero of Hyrule: if it were a beating heart.  His eyes narrowed once again, for the marking on his left hand had begun to burn slightly.  Link pressed his entire palm down on the crystal now, and all at once it shattered as he did so there came 
Hero of Hyrule: another sensation of a heart beating from it, and then a crack marring it's surface.  Then another crack... and another.. but he did not remove his hand, despite the fact that the triforce was now burning intensely.  It continued to
Hero of Hyrule: break slowly, until suddenly the crystal exploded, shards of it flying in all directions, slicing his tunic, his hat, his sleeves, and especially shredding his left glove.  When the mess had cleared, the girl floated for a moment, 
Hero of Hyrule: the light still swarming around her, before it dimmed to nothing and she began to fall.  He'd not have any of that however, and with one swift leap, the Hylian had sprung forward to catch the girl before she met the ground, landing
Hero of Hyrule: in a crouch near the altar with an expression of wonderment on his face.
of sorcery: Caught in the arms of the new Hero she did not awaken just yet, even though her crystal prison had shattered to pieces and its enchantments now wearing away. For a few moments the girl remained motionless until faintly, she began to
of sorcery: stir. Her eyes shifted slightly under her eyelids, her lips opening as if to gasp for air...something she hadn't done in a very long time. Parched and dizzy from the magics being cast upon her she felt weak and unsure of where
of sorcery: exactly she was but consciousness was returning. The last thing she remembered was being inside a strange temple and a bright tunnel of blue light, from there...nothing. Her eyes, a striking grey in color, began to open fully and
of sorcery: immediately she saw a face, blurred, but so familiar. Link?! But how... Her eyes adjusted more and as soon as that recognition faded shock filled her eyes. No, this wasn't him at all! But...he looked so like him. But not. The one
of sorcery: before her was only a boy. Now feeling much more awake she began to squirm in his arms, wishing to be released him his grip and soon enough she managed to break free and tumble away on shaky feet. What was going on?! The room was
of sorcery: so dark from when she last remembered it. How much time had passed? Despite her scratchy and dry mouth she managed to speak a few words, harsh sounding and strange. <"Who are you? And why are you here?"> Fern spoke, herself also
of sorcery: surprised at how her voice sounded from disuse
Hero of Hyrule: She seemed disoriented, squirming in his arms as soon as her eyes had focused on his face.  Something about her expression, it was like she registered him familiar, but then she had writhed away.  Link had not held onto her, he'd 
Hero of Hyrule: allowed her to stumble away.  He was different to her, perhaps boyish in appearance... but he was twenty now and almost a head taller than she when he rose up to his full height.  His eyes were not as cold or battle worn as the man 
Hero of Hyrule: she had known.  They were still piercing blue, calculating and fierce, but the were more wild and unbridled as they watched her.  Then she spoke.  <'Who are you? And why are you here?'>  His brow clearly furrowed.  Her voice was
Hero of Hyrule: hoarse, but pleasant... however the way she spoke was completely unusual.  It sounded like pure Hylian.. not the watered down Hyrulian they spoke now.  "I..." he began to say, weighing his words, "My name is Link.  I came here in 
Hero of Hyrule: search of something." He'd found something alright... not what he was looking for, but for some reason Link seemed less interested in his original goal now that he'd found this strange girl.
of sorcery: How coarse his language was! She understood it nonetheless but she frowned still, her usual curiosity piqued that he also came in search of something. To be honest, Fern could hardly remember what she came for in the first place as 
of sorcery: well but she dared not put up a defenseless air about this boyish youth. He possessed a sword and keen eyes...she would be foolish to underestimate him. However, any offense she held towards him melted away into further shock as he
of sorcery: revealed his name. Link?! <"Ha! I know your appearance looked familiar but you're certainly not him! Link--"> Suddenly she froze in mid-sentence, the gravity of his words now beginning to sink in. How could this be? This youth was
of sorcery: not Link...not the Link she remembered and befriended. Her eyes wandered the temple walls, the alter nearby and a fear, growing and nameless began to grow into her stomach. How long had it been? Was it day? Night? What month? Any 
of sorcery: passage of time was lost to her senses and as she eyed the swordsman "Link" more, the more she felt like she wanted to flee. Damn the temple and what ever treasures it had! She had to leave, to reach the ocean and the Rogue Wind
of sorcery: again! Her balance wasn't entirely back in shape yet but she didn't care, her booted feet began to inch away towards the entrance as she kept her front towards him. Then, suddenly, she made a dash down the corridor and hopefully to
of sorcery: the outside. If he was an imposter or even an illusion she dared not stay any longer. Fern hated being tricked and if it was the Temple's doing then so be it. The magess would be gone from what secrets the place held; she cared for
of sorcery: them no longer. It wasn't long before the hallways sparked some sort of memory and she recalled the runes on the walls, now faded. The sight made the girl run faster than before, the fear inside her growing. Then a door, partially
of sorcery: opened and small beam of light poured through, appeared and without hesitation she rammed right into it. The doors flew open and with it came freedom, but at a price. The light, strong and painful, struck her eyes and she screamed.
of sorcery: Gloved hands and arms rose up to shun the light but already she felt blinded by the intensity of the outside. Tumbling to her knees she groaned with a half sob and from pain, forgetting the man she left in the Temple. Her head began
of sorcery: to spin and with the combined infliction to her eyes and her psyche she collapsed, tears touching her eyelashes.
Hero of Hyrule: He watched her with a somewhat blank expression, his brows furrowed and his lips pressed firmly together, yet his eyes registered all of her expressions.  Her confusion and her turbulent thoughts were read like an open book on her 
Hero of Hyrule: face.  Something was sinking in, but what?  He did not know.  <'Ha! I know your appearance looked familiar but you're certainly not him! Link--'> Then she stopped, his lips parting slightly at hearing more of her oddly pronounced 
Hero of Hyrule: words and strange dialect.  Her face paled considerably, and before he could react she had darted past him frantically.  Link took a step back in shock, then snapped his hand out towards her.  "...!" He wanted to call out for her 
Hero of Hyrule: to wait, but it would be useless.  Instead he dashed after her, forgetting what he had come here for and trying to catch up.  "....Hey!" He was finally able to yell, but she didn't stop, she didn't even seem to hear him.  Through
Hero of Hyrule: the ancient halls they passed, until finally the girl threw open the gate to the temple, that which he had left ajar.  The sunlight poured into the room, and though it was bright he could see her.  She screamed, and then crumpled to
Hero of Hyrule: the ground from the intensity of it.  There was no telling how long she had been down there.  Link slowed, stopping for a moment to watch her through the open door.  She remained on the ground for the moment, huddled there with her
Hero of Hyrule: long hair draped around her.  Something of pity formed in his eyes as he started forward slowly.  Her breathing was still rapid, and she whimpered there on the ground.  More pity lanced through his chest as he knelt down next to her,
Hero of Hyrule: hovering a hand over her shoulder briefly, before finally lowering it to lightly touch her.  Link did not say anything... but that was also not unusual.  He was a person of few words, though from his expression it was clear he was 
Hero of Hyrule: moved by this entire encounter.
of sorcery: She ought to have senses his presence as he approached but did not until he reached out to touch her, softly, and she recoiled from it meekly. She was vulnerable and hated it. However she couldn't do much about that now...the series
of sorcery: of shocks and unfathomable possibilities that maybe, just maybe, Fern's journey into the Temple turned to be the most horrid mistake she ever made. Trying in vain to open her eyes, even one of them, ached terribly and it wasn't as
of sorcery: if she could see much of anything now. If the world was different now, so different that she no longer recognized it, perhaps blindness would be a blessing. Catching the vague outline of the swordsman from the corner of her eyes she
of sorcery: sighed and passed out once more, her mind and body too spent to resist any longer. Her fate was in the hands of the Goddesses now and in Link's as well.
Hero of Hyrule: He immediately withdrew his hand when he realized what had happened.  She had fallen unconscious.  Worry continued to wrinkle his forehead as he moved his hand over to roll the woman onto her back.  His hands, though rough from hard
Hero of Hyrule: work and calloused by the sword, touched her face gently to brush away the sand that remained there.  He studied her, if but for a moment, then wordlessly scooped his arms beneath her back and knees, hoisting her up effortlessly and
Hero of Hyrule: propping her head against his chest.  Link paused, glancing back at the temple.  It could wait... he'd discovered something that was far too urgent now... though leaving it behind did pain him a little.  Link had brought his horse 
Hero of Hyrule: with him on his journey, though when he approached Epona seemed spooked by the girl.  The horse whinnied at first, shying away.  He'd have none of that though, and as he set the girl up atop the saddle, gave the reigns a slight 
Hero of Hyrule: tug to settle her.  "Nothing is wrong." The Hylian reassured his horse, before climbing atop the saddle behind Fern and pulling her to lay back against him.  It was nearly a five hour ride from the closest village, and when he 
Hero of Hyrule: arrived it was dusk.  This was the time of day Link felt remorse, and even now with the discovery of this mysterious girl... he couldn't help but feel a pang of regret...his thoughts briefly lingering on Midna once again.  Reality 
Hero of Hyrule: however stirred him, and he stopped Epona in front of what was obviously the inn.  Dismounting was difficult, but he was able to slide off first, and then steadily pull the girl down into his arms.  Link had to practically kick the 
Hero of Hyrule: door of the inn open, causing the inhabitants inside to jolt with shock at what they saw in the doorway.  A sandy haired man with long ears and a sword and shield strapped to his back, carrying an unconscious girl in his arms.   It 
Hero of Hyrule: was an awkward moment, but his expression demanded urgency.  The innkeeper didn't even need words or a deposit from him.  Link was lead to a room, the first one on the right.  'Should I bring up a bath sir?' The landlord
Hero of Hyrule: offered.  Link shook his head, characteristically offering no verbal utterance.  Instead he just strode to the bed, placing the unconscious girl atop it and moving to close the door behind him.  When it latched, he paused there,

Hero of Hyrule: leaning his forehead against it and thinking.  Water... perhaps that's what she would need.  ~~ Dusk fell to twilight... and twilight to evening, but all the while he remained there, sometimes holding a wet cloth on her forehead, 
Hero of Hyrule: other times standing to walk to the window and stare out of the casement into the dusty street.  This was not what he'd expected from his journey away from Hyrule.  He'd come here to find a way to see Midna.
of sorcery: Dreams came to her as she slept. They were images, a slideshow of the people she had known but they seemed blurred in areas. Backgrounds and details were lost, but she remembered the sounds of their voices. Especially Malon's...she
of sorcery: always had such a melodious voice. She had the usual spunk too; that could never fade from what Fern could remember. There was Zelda, too, serene and knowledgeable. A beautiful, wise woman...her image brought a measure of regret as
of sorcery: she recalled her face, her profile. Fern wished she had gotten to know her more. Then there was Link. Tall, stoic...silent. What was his voice? Where was it? Speak to me, Link. Her mind called out to his image but he remained there,
of sorcery: eyes stern and hard. His eyes would always speak before his lips would and Fern could tell what they said when she looked into them. But in her dreams it was cloudy and uncertain. Before she could allow the disappointment sink in
of sorcery: further Kamaro came and she remembered him in far more detail than the rest. His dark hair and eyes that always glinted with something, either with mischief, excitement and trickery. Fern felt herself sink into the picture her mind
of sorcery: created of him, remembering the wind from the sea and the way he would look at her when they know the ship was approaching land. 'You sure you want to go alone this time?' She felt herself nod, confident. I'll be back in time, 
of sorcery: promise. He didn't need to baby her! But she knew better...playing with her in words was an old past time they shared. 'Good. I'd hate to leave you behind.' She laughed at him and that was when she suddenly opened her eyes, for real
of sorcery: this time, and found an unfamiliar ceiling above her and a bed below her. A damp cloth was placed upon her forehead but it wasn't cool any longer. Her eyes winced slightly, aching still, but the darkness of the room helped her.
of sorcery: Turning her head slightly she thought she could see some sort of figure near the window but who they were she could now ascertain. It must be him... Fern's stomach began to twist in knots knowing that his presence was there, unsure
of sorcery: of what he would say or do, or ask of her. What could she say, in her scratchy and foreign voice?
Hero of Hyrule: He sighed, his eyes lingering out the window at the vastly empty night.  Sand made up most of the terrain, but there were clumps of trees here or there.  With a sigh he turned towards the bed, deciding to check on the girl once

Hero of Hyrule: again and see if she had stirred.  Boots thunked heavily as he crossed the dark room, a candle being the only source of light from the table by the window.  As he approached her though, he could see the twinkle in her eyes... she 
Hero of Hyrule: was awake!  His last few steps were slightly more hurried than the previous, and he sat down next to the bed where he'd drawn a chair, leaning over to remove the cloth from her forehead.  He did not know her...but he looked so 
Hero of Hyrule: similar to the man that she had befriended.  So similar… his eyes angular and his brow stern, that same sharpness to his eyes...albeit not austere, but rather wild.  Link did not speak any words at first, his gave away his
Hero of Hyrule: thoughts instead.  Who are you? .... his eyes read.  "...You're awake..." His voice was soft, but stern, though definitely not the same dialect or tone as hers.
of sorcery: He was very similar to the Hero she had known before, despite lacking certain traits, but even so...being near him was  strange and yet so familiar she felt uncomfortable by it. But also intrigued as well, perhaps. Intrigued and
of sorcery: discouraged that somehow she made it out of that temple within the same time she went into it. The magess kept her eyes away from looking directly to the candle and sighed, the pain from her eyes still present. She would have to get
of sorcery: used to the light all over again, as irritating as that may be, but eagerness to regain her sight was in the back of her mind. <"Can I have some water?"> It was a simple question, spoken softly but still in that same old Hylian that
of sorcery: must have sounded so odd to the man's ears.

Hero of Hyrule: <'Can I have some water?'> He understood what she said, although it sounded strange to him.  He nodded, rising quietly and moving across the room to the fresh pitcher he had brought up only ten minutes before.  Link poured a glass 
Hero of Hyrule: for her, then returned to the bedside, holding it out to her.  He was so curious, and his continuous study of her made that much obvious.  He had many questions, though he doubted that she was up to answering them.  This over-
Hero of Hyrule: thinking of everything was a common trait he had always had.  Ever since he was a child he had been quiet.  Link's father had been the same, though his mother had been rather lively.  He was the spitting image of his father, and his
Hero of Hyrule: grandfather for that matter.  They all seemed to carry such similar personality traits, interestingly enough.  "How are you feeling?" He finally asked? It was an honest question, probably the most urgent he had wanted to inquire
Hero of Hyrule: about.  If he could guess it... she'd probably been in there a good while, though if he knew the truth it was doubtful that he could fathom it.  "If that candle is bothering you... I'll blow it out." His voice, albeit completely 
Hero of Hyrule: different in dialect to hers, was kind, eager to help in some way to ease the suffering.  Yet he still did not know why she suffered... couldn't yet understand it.
of sorcery: Taking the glass readily she drank it fully in a matter of a few gulps. To say she was thirsty was an understatement! Taking a few breaths after satisfying herself on the cool water she fingered the glass slightly with a pause. If he
of sorcery: had known her better he would have expected a rather blunt remark on her part but a more subdued response came. <"I've been better."> She could sense it in his voice that he didn't ask the question for question's sake but out of
of sorcery: concern. He did carry her from the Temple, after all. Which reminded her...! <"How far are we away from the port town Vimalis?"> It was the first thing she asked but another soon came after it. <"Where are we, period?"> She could
of sorcery: only hope the names of the places hadn't changed that much...getting around later on could prove to be more difficult than usual. Hopefully the man had answers to her own questions...his would have to wait.

Hero of Hyrule: Vimalis.... That sounded familiar.  After a few moments of contemplation he realized what she was talking about.  Vimalis was what the name of the port town he had entered into used to be called.  It's name was now just Vima, but 
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Hero of Hyrule: he had overheard on his voyage over here that it had once been called Vimalis centuries before.  He did not answer her at first, but instead contemplated the meaning of it all.  She was not what she seemed... not in the 
Hero of Hyrule: least.  <'Where are we, period?'> He could at least answer that with out appearing as if he were hiding something.  "This is Tula.  It's just a small town."  He did not remark that it was possibly the remaining fledgling survivors 
Hero of Hyrule: of the dying Zuna culture... those that had remained when the majority of their civilazation had moved across the sea.  "Vima.... Vimalis is a two day ride from here.  Did you need to go there?" Finally they were getting 
Hero of Hyrule: somewhere, though dread burned his chest as he watched her face.  Something told him that if he did take her there, that she would not find what she was looking for.  It made him somewhat sick, and this was obvious, for he raked his
Hero of Hyrule: fingers through his sandy hair, pulling the green cap off his head and dropping it into his lap idly.
of sorcery: Fern knew a part of her wanted to go to Vimalis but when the very name of the village she was in didn't ring a bell at all she could feel the dread of the past experiences at the Temple begin to resurface. The magess wouldn't find
of sorcery: what she was looking for there...no ship to take her to Hyrule or beyond, no pirate crew to greet her, along with the captain...<"I feel sick."> Was all she could say before slumping over onto her lap. Maybe this was some contorted 
of sorcery: dream! She would fall asleep again and then wake up somewhere else, somewhere that she knew and recognized. But what would more sleeping do, anyhow? Gods know how long she had been doing that already! One thing for sure was that she
of sorcery: did not wish to rise from the bed, and another was that she wished to throw her glass away…which she did by rising up and crashing it against the wall across from her bed. It shattered into pieces and with it came her anger,
of sorcery: violent and unexpected. "<I hate this place! I should've gone back!"> Back before it was too late...but her wanderlust and curious nature had been her eventual undoing. Her eyes, now wide but still blurred all the same, felt hot and
of sorcery: stung with pain. She knew she was about to cry again, as loathe as she was to admit it, but anger came with her sadness now. Fern wanted to incinerate something, anything! But like all of her actions beforehand that would prove to 
of sorcery: be futile, no matter how many things she burned to ash. Would Link be her next target?
Hero of Hyrule: "...!" Link snapped his gaze up as the glass soared across the room, shattering against the wall.  His eyes were wide now, startled by her sudden outcry.  "....Y..." He started to say something, started to reach out towards her, but
Hero of Hyrule: her eyes were blazing now with what looked like a turbulent mixture of anguish and fury.  Link was somewhat used to small feminine outcry's from Ilia, but Ilia had never thrown a fit like this before.  His reaction was to shift 
Hero of Hyrule: forward in the chair, to reach out to her.  He'd always done this with Ilia.  Her temper was sometimes something to be afraid of, though she'd always ended up calmed down when he'd hugged her.  Perhaps the same tactic would work 
Hero of Hyrule: with this girl?  Perhaps this girl just needed someone to calm her?  Link was probably way off with that, but he didn't have terribly much experience with women.  There was Midna and her bitchy demanding nature, and Ilia with her
Hero of Hyrule: motherliness.  Neither of the two women he had dealt with made much sense to him, and he was no better at understanding females now than he was when he was young.  "Please... I'll help you get to Vima..." He touched her shoulder, 
Hero of Hyrule: his hand then moving to her back as he attempted to console her.  Link had no idea what she felt... just how deep her pain now went.  "We'll find what you're looking for..."
of sorcery: Find? Find what, now? If all the hints that were presented before her now matched up what she was looking for was long, long gone. <"Don't make me laugh!"> She spoke harshly, her face refusing to scrunch up from her tears that
of sorcery: bubbled over and out from her eyes. They burned her, ashamed her and yet could not be stopped now. <"And don't touch me!" I don't need sympathy!"> Recoiling from his touch like she did before her expression remained the same angry,
of sorcery: pained one that belonged to someone who was lost, alone, and  infuriated at the fact. However, that did not hide the sadness that came over her now. It would be so easy to break apart now, to lose her sense of purpose and being. 
of sorcery: What was there to hang onto? Shreds of old memories that no one but herself remembered? The old Fern would have laughed in the face of such despair, but now that it hit so close to her heart she doubt she could muster up her old
of sorcery: courage from before. <"You'll be better off what you were doing before. I don't need your help."> Turning her eyes away again she stared long and hard at the wall she threw her glass towards, wishing it had caused more destruction
of sorcery: than it did.
Hero of Hyrule: He had partially expected the rejection she displayed to him then.  'Don't make me laugh!' For some reason, despite how harsh her words were, they still sounded almost elegant in the manner of her speech.  Pure Hylian was still so
Hero of Hyrule: easy on the ears even in fits of despair or rage.  "I didn't mean..."  She didn't really seem to hear him, 'Don't touch me! I don't need your sympathy!'  Her words cut, but he tried to understand how she felt.  He stood then, 
Hero of Hyrule: deciding to give her space.  He had that same reticence, that same calm as the Link she had known.  Silently he made his way over to the floor, kneeling to begin scooping up the shards of glass.  His gloves were still shredded, as 
Hero of Hyrule: well as his tunic, and he still seemed to be a bit dirty from his desert trek.  Though Link obviously didn't care about any of that, and so chose to give her a moment on her own.  It was something that his ancestor… her friend... 
Hero of Hyrule: would have probably done in a situation like this... with someone he didn't know.  That much probably made it irritating to her…or perhaps woeful?  Still though, he did not understand her plight.  He did not understand the 
Hero of Hyrule: magnitude of what was going on.  She had been trapped there a while, but for how long he couldn't even fathom.  'You'll be better off what you were doing before.  I don't need your help.'  No, probably not, but when he stood, the 
Hero of Hyrule: glass shards in his hand, his eyes piercing blue, he gazed at her with a hauntingly familiar look.  "Maybe not, but I can't turn a blind eye to you in this condition."
of sorcery: Scorning those she wished to came easily for her when irritated enough, but he didn't bite back or react badly to her outbursts. Not satisfied with her words just yet she felt inclined to let more of what was on her mind for Link
of sorcery: since he didn't understand and that his so-called kindness made her ill, but he left her and went over to clean the mess she clearly made on her volition. He was silent in his work, never saying a complaint to her or that she ought 
of sorcery: not to throw things. All she could wonder about him was why? Watching him go about his business in silence struck a cord in her and another similarity hit close to her heart: he was a patient person, much like how she knew Link
of sorcery: before. Fern could probably guess he was slow to anger too, unless she attacked in a more personal matter. What he said next almost made her chuckle, but either out of amusement or disbelief she couldn't say. Maybe it was both. It
of sorcery: was uncanny, really, his behavior and characteristics. Perhaps she could entertain the idea that this Link was a descendant of the one she knew in the past. Her eyes that were before fixed upon him fell slightly out of 
of sorcery: contemplation. <"I need to know what has happened since I left. History, wars, everything."> She stopped for a moment, knowing that she would have a lot of listening and reading to do...for the first time she felt a small dislike
of sorcery: to the idea of reading (of all things!). <"And of Hyrule, too. What has become of our people."> He was Hylian as well...he was bound to understand her ambition to a degree, certainly.

Hero of Hyrule: He could not read minds, or tell really what she was thinking as she watched him.  He'd moved across the room, dumping the glass shards into the waste bin before dusting his hands off and walking back over to the bedside.  She 
Hero of Hyrule: appeared to have calmed down, though the radiating depression and bitterness was still very apparent.  He stopped a foot or two away from the bed, making sure she wasn't going to hurl anything else at him.  She beat him to words, 
Hero of Hyrule: however, though that was not unusual, 'I need to know what has happened since I left.  History, wars, everything.'  He tilted his head slightly, then took his seat at the chair next to her bed.  Boy... this was going to be tough... 
Hero of Hyrule: but he felt it would also help him understand her... how LONG she had been in there.  'And of Hyrule, too.  What has become of our people.'  What really was a Hylian girl doing out here anyway?  Dressed in clothes that looked oddly 
Hero of Hyrule: dated, trapped inside of a temple, speaking the language in its pure form.  Was this some kind of weird dream? "Since you left...where?" He had no idea when she wanted him to start.  He wasn't a particularly fantastic reader--he 
Hero of Hyrule: was no Shad... but his mother had stressed the importance of him knowing his heritage and the history of his family.  "When do you want me to begin?" His face had finally relaxed, and he was calm.  Link wanted to help... he felt 
Hero of Hyrule: terrible for her.
of sorcery: Where to begin was certainly the big question of the moment. It would be here that she would find out just how long she had been sealed away in that Temple. <"Start with the Rebirth of Hyrule...after Ganondorf was sealed away
of sorcery: again."> That was as good a start as any, honestly. Fern only left Hyrule with Kamaro and his crew a few years afterward. Fern, now having calmed further from her previous outburst knew she would have to steel herself again for the
of sorcery: answers Link would give her. Secretly Fern began to make her own estimations for how much time it had been. Fifty years? Perhaps a hundred at best! A hundred years... The idea was daunting, to say the least. Nevertheless, Fern
of sorcery: remained quiet, her ears open with anticipation to learn, if anything, from the swordsman.
-lost segment cause Mandy fails!-
Hero of Hyrule: execution.  "..."  He had started to say something.. but then trailed off, instead choosing to study her for a moment.  She was smart, pretty... probably one of the prettiest girls he'd ever seen... Though there was something 
Hero of Hyrule: very sharp about her.  Ilia and Midna were the only two women he'd dealt with at length, and this girl did not strike him as being anything like them.  He cleared his throat, preparing for a speech.  Link did not often talk at
Hero of Hyrule: length about things.  He chose to listen and let others speak, but this was important.  "... The Rebirth, or Reconstruction as it is also called, was the era after Ganondorf was executed.  It was a time period that took place a
Hero of Hyrule: number of years after the Seal War, or what is sometimes referred to as the Imprisoning War.  Ganondorf had broken free of the Sacred Realm with some outside manipulation... and was defeated a second time.  This time however, the 
Hero of Hyrule: Council of ten sages..." There were some oddities to his story now, namely that he referred to the council of ten sages... instead of what it truly had been, the ten seers and not the actual seven sages Fern had known.  "...deciding
Hero of Hyrule: that his power was too great, decided to execute him.  The goddesses, for the second and only other time in history, came down to grant them the power of the Mirror of Twilight.  It was a creation that granted them the power to 
Hero of Hyrule: banish an evil doer into the cursed realm of Twilight... a world of shadow."  Link paused for a moment, closing his eyes so that he could remember what Midna had told him... and what his mother had taught, "The period after this 
Hero of Hyrule: execution... is known as the Rebirth.  The goddesses then granted the Princess Zelda the power to use the triforce, for I am told in Ganondorf's weakened state, that it briefly came together.  The good Princess had only one desire 
Hero of Hyrule: in her heart... and that was to restore Hyrule.  This desire was granted, for Hyrule was rebuilt, and all those who had perished in the war were revived...."  He then looked awkward, "I am not terribly good at telling this story.. I
Hero of Hyrule: know much of it and much of our history... but I've recently come to know more, or at least a little bit of it, which helped fit it all together so to speak." He opened his eyes go gaze down at her, pensively awaiting her reaction.
of sorcery: At first Fern followed closely, knowing perfectly what he spoke about since it was easy history to recount; she lived during it after all! However, the way he spoke of it, made it sound much older and distant than it was for her,
of sorcery: naturally. That was until he was switching sages and the Seers of her time mixed up. <"That doesn't sound right...it didn't happen that way.">  Thus she recounted the way she remembered it, the way it happened. How could Link screw
of sorcery: that up was beyond her, however she knew since she enjoyed history and reading it, that information could be altered over periods of time. But this was Hylian history! Their own lineage and heritage...as much as she would have liked
of sorcery: to know that such records of events be remembered properly everything was subjected to the passages of time and history was no exception. <"Okay, now...what time is it now? How long as it been since Princess Zelda's wish and the 
of sorcery: actual rebuilding?"> Fern appreciated his efforts to answer her questions and he was doing a fair job of it, but the crux of the matter was the time span. How long had it been?
Hero of Hyrule: Link watched her curiously as she corrected him, seemingly knowing the truth of the matter.  He did not argue... it wasn't in his nature.  Instead he started up his story again, having planned on picking it up about 100 years after
Hero of Hyrule: the rebirth and the era of peace.  "...." But what she asked him next caused his face to grow hot.  The piercing blue gaze immediately broke eye contact with her, and once again he had run his hands through his hair, though this 
Hero of Hyrule: time he chose to set his hat back atop his head.  After fidgeting with it for a moment he again brushed the curtain-like bangs out of his eyes.  This time his gaze seemed strained, as if there was something he did not want to tell
Hero of Hyrule: her.  There had been many wars since that time, the most notable was the war of the races, which had decimated old Hyrule... the one she probably knew.  He did not tell her this... but instead answered her question.  "....It..." The
Hero of Hyrule: bottoms of his eyelids pushed upwards, softening his expression, though his forehead was still wrinkled in anxiety.  He didn't want to tell her.  By now he knew she wouldn't like this answer.  "...There is no solid date... but 
Hero of Hyrule: Hyrulean Scholars..." and the fact that he said Hyrulean and not Hylian was a notable thing... "... place The Rebirth to be some four hundred.. nearly five hundred years ago.."
of sorcery: The stop and go of Link's speech was rather irritating when she tried to listen to him and was this close to shaking it out of him but when he finally said it...Fern had no words at first. She blinked at him with those blurred, grey
of sorcery: eyes and stared. Then came the laughter. <"You're wrong! It couldn't have been that long...>" She began, the disbelief evident in her features. She continued to act as if she didn't believe a word he was saying but his continued
of sorcery: silence wore away her first impressions of shock and soon enough she caved and grabbed for him with worn, gloved hands, the previous anger resurfacing. <"That's a lie! You're lying!!"> He wasn't a historian! He could have been
of sorcery: making it up, trying to not sound stupid! Her hands, small and not intimidating in the least, had taken a fierce grip of his tunic's collar as she half leaned towards him, half pulled him towards her face. She wanted to stare him
of sorcery: right in the eyes and find his lies! <"Tell me the truth! The truth or else!"> How unfortunate for Link to have to face Fern's wrath in such a way that she didn't believe him. The swordsman's words weren't good enough, not for her.
Hero of Hyrule: He reacted in usual fashion, as he would towards Ilia, closing his eyes and wincing at first as her laughter grew into angry disbelief.  'You're wrong! It couldn't have been that long...' Link didn't know what to say, but 
Hero of Hyrule: remaining wordless was typical of him.  She reached forward, grabbing hold of his tunic and yanking him.  In her weakened state, she was still rather strong, but he was also not fighting her on it.  His face remained calm, almost 
Hero of Hyrule: apologetic to an annoying degree.   'That's a lie! You're lying!'  Her words, angry as they were, still sounded pretty in pure Hylian... but because of this her sadness also hit him a bit closer than he would have preferred.  He 
Hero of Hyrule: understood finally.  She was from that time... a time so long ago that even Hyrulean historians could not pinpoint a proper date.  Much documentation had been lost in the war of the races and the fall of old Hyrule.  "..Please.." He
Hero of Hyrule: closed his eyes so that he did not have to look into those of hers, pained... stormy grey like the edges of a rain cloud, "I am telling you the truth.  I wouldn't lie about something like this.  What good would it do me to lie?" He 
Hero of Hyrule: met her gaze again, his own pale blue and sincere, brows upturned as part of his face was shrouded by the sandy bangs.

of sorcery: The magess could have come up with many reasons a person would want to lie to a girl who was vulnerable and lost but in that moment she was too overcome with emotion to make a list and spit it back in his face why she had enough
of sorcery: reasons to still distrust him. Shoving him away with both hands she turned her face from him with only her back and her hair towards Link. <"Leave me! I want to be alone."> All of a sudden she clammed up and no longer wanted to look
of sorcery: at him or even speak. This was too much to bear on her small, poor shoulders. The hurt was welling up inside more than she could even describe but she would not sob and wail while he was in the room...she would do that alone. From
of sorcery: now on she would face the entire, vast world all alone with none of her companions to visit and no love to return to. If it was the gods will to crush her spirit utterly, they seemed to have done it to Fern. Hands that were once
of sorcery: gripping onto Link as hard as she could now found a hold onto her blankets as she clutched them to herself, their woolen material submitting to her angered and agonized grip.
Hero of Hyrule: She shoved him away, and he didn't respond with any sort of malice.  Simply sat there in his ripped tunic and disheveled hair.  This journey had started months ago as his own crusade to find a link to the Twilight realm and 
Hero of Hyrule: ultimately Midna... but it seemed to be taking an entirely different turn.  A turn towards the unexpected.  'Leave me! I want to be alone.'  He did not feel hurt from her words, only distress over her wellbeing.  But Link was never 
Hero of Hyrule: someone to argue or force his presence upon another.  She was a stranger, a woman he did not know... even her name was still a mystery to him.  Yet having to break this news to her... it capsized him a bit, knocked him off of the 
Hero of Hyrule: path he had set off upon.  She tried to hide it from him by turning away, but he could see her trembling; he could see that she was holding back everything.  Wordlessly he stood, turning from her and walking towards the door.  His 
Hero of Hyrule: Ordon sword and Hylian shield were propped against the wall, but he felt he didn't need to take them with him.  Instead he simply unlatched the door, casting one last glance at the sorrowful girl before closing the door behind 
Hero of Hyrule: him.  Fern was left to her solitude, left to her memories... left to recall a world that had changed and died and was buried without her.  The passing of time was a cruel thing, and though Link had never though about it before.. he 
Hero of Hyrule: began to wonder about the legend of his family... about the woman his ancestor had failed to find.  It couldn't have been though... Could it?  He spent that night not in the room Fern was in, but in the one across from it, propped 
Hero of Hyrule: against the wall with his head buried in his hands.  Sleep was hard to come by with so many tumultuous thoughts.
