Synopsys: Link visits Princess Zelda to tell her of the girl, Fern, and his intentions of bringing her to the castle. Zelda agrees and later the two of them arrive to begin their discussions…

Hero of Hyrule: It had been a year and nearly six months since that day that she had knighted him before the entire city.  The noble princess standing slender and proud as her champion knelt before her, a finely embroidered cape draping over his 
Hero of Hyrule: form as he cupped his hand against his heart and kept his head bowed.  Their cheers could have been heard for miles if there had been anyone within miles of the centrally located hub of Hyrulian trade and prosperity.  But Link had 
Hero of Hyrule: not stayed long in the Castle-Town.  He had once been the kind of person who could have been satisfied never leaving his small village his entire life, and marrying the woman who he had grown up with.  Much had changed since the 
Hero of Hyrule: coming of the Twilight and meeting her.  Midna... she had changed him.  It wasn't anything that Link had been able to pinpoint, but now he was a different person, and he found he was a restless soul who didn't seem satisfied ever 
Hero of Hyrule: staying in one place for very long.  It was because of this that he had left, and it was without word to any save Shad that the Hero vanished from Hyrule.  Now, after so much time, it felt awkward standing in front of the two 
Hero of Hyrule: gargantuan double doors which lead to the massive foyer of Hyrule's castle.  He had only arrived in the town a day ago, and already he'd been assailed by the usual hero-fangirls, and it was because of them that he had chosen to come
Hero of Hyrule: here wearing a cloak and a hood to shroud his identity.  But once he'd passed through the gates that lead to the inner courtyard, immediately the hood was pushed back to reveal his face.  Several of the guards who lined the smooth 
Hero of Hyrule: cobble walk bowed their heads as he had passed, and when he had finally reached the doors they were pulled open for him without even a question.  'Do you request an audience with the Princess?'  The Hyrulian Chancellor said as Link 
Hero of Hyrule: passed over the thresh.  He did not respond audibly, only curtly nodded.  It was not his manner, to be overly talkative.  He did not speak unless necessary... and it had always been that way.  The chancellor, obviously tipped off 
Hero of Hyrule: that the Hero had suddenly appeared once again, immediately scurried off in order to alert the princess and prepare the throne room for the audience.  Zelda was most likely very busy that day.  Link wondered if she would even have 
Hero of Hyrule: time to hear him, and felt a pang of unease lance through his chest as he was accompanied by two guards which would lead him to the throne room.
a nobIe spirit: A long year and six months it had been, and much had changed around the Castletown. Buildings had been given a touch up, the Castle itself seeing several face lifts given to a number of it's rooms. Yes, the town continued to thrive 
a nobIe spirit: , to develop in Link's absence. It hadn't gone unnoticed, however, and Zelda had made a few dead end gestures to find her champion. Guards had scaled a fair amount of the continent, both on the East and West sides, returning with no
a nobIe spirit: information, but a few brief mentions of life that was developing near the great bodies of water. She would put this off, for now, more interested in locating the green clad hero that had aided her in a time of need, and had served 
a nobIe spirit: her people when they cried out for help. The Princess, herself, had undergone some changes. Training sessions were now a daily activity, learning to wield a blade better than before, and refining her stance when it came to 
a nobIe spirit: confrontational situations. A study of magics was also in the works, taking it upon herself to study ancient tomes left behind, and countless books detailing the use of such abilities. She was learning, slowly but surely, to handle 
a nobIe spirit: herself in a more offensive way. This afternoon, however, Zelda wasn't training, nor was she studying. In fact, she wasn't even present in the throne room when Link had first set foot in town. This day was one of self reflection. A 
a nobIe spirit: special day that she'd spend out in the gardens, sorting out her thoughts and figuring out her emotions when it came to certain situations. At that moment she could be found sitting, both legs crossed and back searching for a 
a nobIe spirit: comfortable angle against the tree that was being used for support. Her eyes had long since closed, and her breathing had dropped to a steady rhythm. Hands were calm and fingers interlaced, settled upon her lap where a white skirt 
a nobIe spirit: was keeping her warm. Upper body donned a corset-like top, bound closed by pink laced, which complimented it's white color. The sides were adorned with symbols of no specific meaning, embroidered with golden thread. "Your
a nobIe spirit: Highness..." A voice came from a door that lead back into the Castle, bouncing off of the trees and eventually hitting her ears. "Mm?" She stirred, giving the guard a moment to explain the situation before following to the throne 
a nobIe spirit: room, and standing at the very top of a stair case, looking down over Link. "You have returned." She spoke, soft voiced and delicate, descending down the steps with a careful grace.

Hero of Hyrule: He never really was prepared for her.  She was of a beauty that was unrivaled, and he always felt himself stirred in a strange way when she looked at him.  Link and Zelda hardly knew each other, in fact they had rarely even spoken 
Hero of Hyrule: at great length.  Link was not much for conversation, and he somehow found himself in even less of a talkative mood when he was around her.  This day was no different, and as the saccharine sweet beauty descended the steps, his 
Hero of Hyrule: brows clenched and his wolfish blue eyes smoldered.  'You have returned..' She finally said as she came within feet of him.  He was taller than her, and it was more noticeable now that she was not wearing her usual height-elevating 
Hero of Hyrule: shoes that the nobility seemed to find so fashionable.  The hero gazed down at her through wild sandy bangs, his expression not giving away anything that he thought.  For a long moment he simply stared at her before finally the 
Hero of Hyrule: blue eyes gave way to a more softer gaze, "...Yes." was all he replied, though inwardly he found himself wondering what she meant by that.  He had not told her that he was leaving, and he was not sure that anyone except Telma and 
Hero of Hyrule: Shad had known that he was missing in the first place.  What were her intentions?  Perhaps being a knight to this kingdom meant more to her than he had first anticipated.  A brief shred of guilt burned in his chest as he considered 
Hero of Hyrule: this.  Link's only impressions of Zelda had been Midna's ill opinion of her life of priviledge, Zelda's sacrifice, and then their fight together against Ganondorf.  One could say that she was an enigma... definitely not the type of 
Hero of Hyrule: royalty that was spoken of in children's stories.  Finally, Link spoke up against softly, "I am sorry that I did not say anything.." There was a little bit of regret laced into his words.  If one had listened closely, they might 
Hero of Hyrule: have understood what he was regretting.  Was it not telling her he was leaving?  Was it his misconception of her?

[lost part of the log because I suck.]

a nobIe spirit: Someone from the outside had arrived in Hyrule? Was she understanding him clearly? This came as a surprise, and at the mention of it her eyes did open rather widely. It had been years since outside visitors had made their presence 
a nobIe spirit: known in her Kingdom, and it had been years since anyone who did venture out had returned. The knowledge of outside life was apparent, and she wasn't ignorant enough to believe that this land was all their own. Leaning her head to 
a nobIe spirit: one side, the Princess didn't respond immediately. Instead, she let him finish, then took a minute to reflect back on his words. "What does she look like?" The question seemed irrelevant, but around Hyrule everyone almost looked the
a nobIe spirit: same. Fair skin, reasonable height, the typicial from those who were born within the Castletown. "I'm sorry. That question isn't as important as my next one." Cheeks felt a bit of red creep up on their usual creamy color, bringing 
a nobIe spirit: herself to a subtle blush in front of the hero. "Where does she hail from? Across the sea, or somewhere more...local?" Right hand had fallen onto the side of her throne, gripping the edge of her arm rest. This was unexpected news, 
a nobIe spirit: and processing it was proving to be harder than it seemed. Was this visitor a threat to her city? Was she a threat to her people? What would they bring, and how would they express their knowledge? So many questions were crowing the 
a nobIe spirit: corridors of her mind. So many that she wanted to ask Link, but had refrained from doing so. What would he know? He was simply a travel companion for the other, or was he? "Speak. I'm curious to know more."
Hero of Hyrule: 'What does she look like?'  The immediate thing that came to mind was... You... but... she didn't really look that much like Zelda.  There was a slight similarity in bone structure, but Fern was shorter than Zelda with darker hair 
Hero of Hyrule: and she had much much longer ears.  He didn't understand why she had such different ears than his own, but he could only gather it was because she was a pure Hylian, and very few of them remained in Hyrule in this day and age.  Fern
Hero of Hyrule: also spoke in the Old Hylian language, and it was at times... very difficult to understand.  The only person who hadn't had trouble with it had been Renado.  He chose not to answer her, and it would seem that his characteristic 
Hero of Hyrule: silence had lead Zelda to ask a more important question, 'Where does she hail from? Across the sea, or somewhere more ... local?'  That was also a difficult one.  That was probably the most difficult thing of all to answer.  Link,
Hero of Hyrule: at this point, had begun to pace back and forth, and as the princess asked her questions, his brows had furrowed deeper and deeper in thought.  From his expression... obviously this visitor wasn't something that was a good 
Hero of Hyrule: thing.  However, what he did next would probably take the princess by surprise.  The Hero of Hyrule turned towards her abruptly, then closed the distance between them so that he was standing just in front of the throne, his form 
Hero of Hyrule: casting a shadow over her.  Link now spoke in a hushed voice, his formalities suddenly dropped.  It was almost as if... he spoke to her like he could trust her, like she was a friend.. more than just a comrad of battle or a princess
Hero of Hyrule: far out of his reach, "Zelda... Is there somewhere else we can discuss this?  I do not feel comfortable here."  Behind him, the chancellor and several court nobility stood about chatting with themselves.  There were others who had 
Hero of Hyrule: been listening.  It was proper for the nobles to socialize in the throne room, and there were less present today than usual.. but the guards, the gentry, the politics.  He did not want any of it to overhear this secret.

[18:37] a nobIe spirit: Zelda watched him pace, to and fro, to and fro, and after a few minutes she was admittedly growing bored. He wasn't speaking, his actions weren't speaking, and her nerves weren't calming down from being pinched by this information. 
[18:38] a nobIe spirit: Leaning against the back of her throne, the princess sat silent, deciding that it'd be best to let Link argue with his own thoughts, and properly sort out what he had to say so that misinterpretation was at a minimum. Another minute
[18:40] a nobIe spirit: passed, and she was just about to turn about in her seat when he leaned close, startling the royal and causing her to cry out with a small yelp. It wasn't loud enough to stir the others, and luckily for Link, the guards remained at 
[18:42] a nobIe spirit: their posts. Is there somewhere else we can discuss this? The question had an obvious answer. The castle had an abundance of rooms, hallways, and other areas that were isolated. The kind of places where most of the castle's dwellers
[18:44] a nobIe spirit: did not visit, and were considered private chambers that only the princess and those that she invited along were allowed to come. "I could think of a few options." Zelda kept her voice low, mimicking the tone of Link's. He was 
[18:46] a nobIe spirit: struggling to keep their conversation inaudible by the rest, and she would humor him to the best of her ability. Easing him back, the barefooted female would rise, a simple hand motion letting her guards know that she wished to 
[18:47] a nobIe spirit: remain undisturbed, and that following her towards the back rooms of the castle was not a wise idea. Turning to look at Link, she didn't speak a word, shuffling away and sashaying back towards the stairs. They were ascended, 
[18:48] a nobIe spirit: stopping only to let her companion catch up, before leading him towards a back hallway, and past a twin set of doors, where a room lined with cushions, low couches, and paintings of past rulers was waiting. "Have a seat."

Hero of Hyrule: Despite the fact that Link and Zelda barely knew each other, and that her presence often made him feel ill at ease, there was something of a bond that they shared that only they could understand.  They were strangers to each other, 
Hero of Hyrule: but he had saved her life and they had together risen up to cleanse the land of the great evil.  It had not even been Link's kingdom in the first place, but he had given his sword to it's defense, and of this something eternal 
Hero of Hyrule: passed between them.  It was unspoken, but it was there.  Link silently followed the bareful semi-casual princess through the corridors of the castle and into a very comfortable room with remnants of the past lining the walls.  He 
Hero of Hyrule: paused only for a moment to gaze at some of the paintings... One of them catching his interest.  It was a faded portrait and looked like it was several hundred years old.  A rather noble man sat in a lushly decorated room much like 
Hero of Hyrule: this one, his white hair pulled into a decorated ponytail and a strange tattoo adorned his forehead.  There was a circlet of leaves much like the one Zelda wore presently about the crown of his head, but what interested Link the 
Hero of Hyrule: most was the man's eyes.  They were grey... silver... like the first signs in the sky of a summer storm.  Like Fern's eyes... But that was not important.  Link pulled his attention away from the faded emperor's portrait and gazed 
Hero of Hyrule: back at the princess he had uprooted and forced into this private quarter.  'Have a seat.'  He did so this time, seating himself near her but not near enough to be offensive.  The hero leaned forward, propping his elbows on his 
Hero of Hyrule: knees as he ran a gloved hand through his untamed blond bangs.  "...I'm sorry for that.  I just felt..." His eyes moved to catch hers for a moment, as if to try to explain his dislike for all the many listeners in the throne room.. 
Hero of Hyrule: as well as his general discomfort at being in the place to begin with.  He cleared his throat.  "..Anyway.  I found her.  The reason I left is that I wanted to research the Twili.." He wasn't entirely truthful there.  But that 
Hero of Hyrule: wasn't necessary to include, "I journeyed out of Hyrule and crossed the great sea to the East.  Across the sea is the continent of Glamis.. so I learned.  There was a ruin there...." He pursed his lips, "...I found her...
Hero of Hyrule: encased."  Link's expression was now sour, as if recalling the whole thing brought him distaste.

a nobIe spirit: So she had come from the East, hm? A place where Zelda had never actually visited, but she had read about in the abundance of books that were scattered around the Castle's library. Falling silent, the princess began to think. This
a nobIe spirit: visitor was hard to put into a category without more information. Link wasn't offering enough, so a potential threat still lingered around this mystery woman. She spoke the old language, she emerged from the fallen ruins of a 
a nobIe spirit: forgotten city, and she traveled willingly with a stranger. Strange, but she'd keep her final opinion undecided until they were face to face, and able to speak without the middle man. "Did she bring anything with her? A bag, 
a nobIe spirit: a pouch, or maybe some kind of weapon?" Hints like that usually gave the person's origin away. Different cultures used different items, and displayed different skill sets. With more specific information, Zelda would be able to pin 
a nobIe spirit: point where the girl originated from, or she'd be able to take it to a proper scholar for it to be analyzed. Standing from her position near the cushions, her stride was slow, moving towards a cabinet that stood in the corner of the
a nobIe spirit: room. It's doors were decorated with detailed, intricate carvings, obvious that the person who made it had spent a significant amount of time getting the details down. It's knobs were made of gold, catching the sun light that poured

a nobIe spirit: in from the window and reflecting it against the approaching royal. Her dress bounced the light back, the patterns on her top playing with the light and giving her a more goddess like apparel. She looked more refined, lean body 
a nobIe spirit: set a glow. "Here.." Zelda whispered over her shoulder, bare hands pulling the twin cabinet doors open and reaching inside, pulling a rolled up sheet of paper out and turning towards the hero. "Look at this map, and point out the

a nobIe spirit: exact location for me. I'm..curious.." She closed her eyes for a moment, taking in a deep breath. Things were about to get more hectic than they had been for a long time.
Hero of Hyrule: His gaze was at the floor now, his expression distant and taciturn.  'Did she bring anything with her? A bag, a pouch, or maybe some kind of weapon?'  At this he actually cracked a smile!  Link's expressions were so often blank that
Hero of Hyrule: when he did react with some sort of emotion, it usually took others by surprise.  Though the smile was his most often shift from stoicism, it was still infrequent.  With Zelda's comment, he found himself remembering what Fern had on
Hero of Hyrule: her person.  It was pretty much nothing, save what he himself had given her.  Link had lead the magess this far mainly out of guilt.  It was because of him that she had endured so much pain, and he was certain that she would have

Hero of Hyrule: preferred to just stay as she had been, rather than have to face the world as it was now.  When he didn't respond audibly to Zelda, she moved over to retrieve a map from a lavishly gilded cabinet.  His eyes did not fail to notice
Hero of Hyrule: the enhancement the sun gave to her dress, shape...--His eyes averted immediately.  It wasn't until she piqued his interest with the map that he returned his gaze to her.  The hero rose from his seated position and moved to stand
Hero of Hyrule: in front of her, taking the map and unrolling it.  The markings were incorrect... nothing about Glamis was correct except the location of Tula.  This map looked old, obviously older than either of them.  Yet it did have the old Zuna
Hero of Hyrule: capitol inscribed upon it.  His sword hand lifted to brush his pointer finger across the little marking of the city.  If Shad knew that the royals had a map this old... with this kind of information on it... he would have probably
Hero of Hyrule: been trying to weasel his way in here by now.  Link spoke up suddenly, "Much as this may help you know where it was I went..." and that was damn far away from Hyrule, "She is not from this desert region.  She is a Hylian, like you..
Hero of Hyrule: like me.  Only," Goddesses, he was about to sound insane, "She is from the past.  She is not from our time.  The girl speaks in Ancient Hylian.  When I found her, she seemed to be a normal girl about our age.  However, when she
Hero of Hyrule: spoke I could hardly understand her."  Talking about it brought back memories of that turbulent time so many months ago when he had first found Fern, when she had locked herself in the room of the inn, when he had heard her 
Hero of Hyrule: crying.  Link never mentioned it to the magess, but he was certain that she would have been furious if she had known that he'd overheard her.  "I didn't want to believe it, but she was in such pain, such depression.  I brought her 
Hero of Hyrule: back to Hyrule because she requested it... she wanted to see it again.  I don't know why she was all the way out there, or why she was imprisoned.  She didn't tell me, and I didn't want to ask.  We got here only two days ago.  She
Hero of Hyrule: wanted to see you, Princess." That was a mouthful! Now he stared at the princess who stood much shorter than him now that she wasn't in her tall-tall shoes.  Link's eyes were filled with emotion at having spilled the mini version of
Hero of Hyrule: the tale.
a nobIe spirit: When Link was finished with his story, she was left in a sort of awe. It had been long, and she had listened carefully to all that he had to say, minding his words and storing them in her memory. For a minute she didn't speak, mouth
a nobIe spirit: kept tightly shut, to the point where her lips seemed thin, and almost non-existent. So the girl spoke the old language, hm? Zelda had been taught a good portion of it since she was a girl, but she had never quite grasp the tongue

a nobIe spirit: in it's entirety. "Ancient Hylian, mm? That makes me want to meet her sooner." Looking down to the map, the princess stared at the location that Link had tacted out for her. It was far from her home, and only looking at it had she
a nobIe spirit: began to consider how far the poor boy at her side had sailed to reach his destination. Taking hold of the map again, Zelda lifted it from the table and rolled it back up, a gold clasp locking around it's girth to keep it packed 
a nobIe spirit: down tight. "Link.." She spoke out, giving her back to him as slow steps carried her back over towards the cabinet, where the map was placed, and the doors were shut once again. "I want you to leave the Castle and bring this girl to
a nobIe spirit: me, immediately." Her words were firm, her expression serious, but not too hard pressed. "The sooner I speak to her, the better. I want to get all of this sorted out. Keep everything to yourself. I don't want to the public to worry
a nobIe spirit: about any of this. Fern gets recognition, she'll be getting peddled daily by the locals." A lock was slipped in between the knobs of the cabinet, keeping the doors shut as the brunette made her way towards the door. "I'm going
a nobIe spirit: upstairs to my sleeping quarters to prepare. Don't take too long." A smile curved along her lips, soft, delicate, and inviting. "Go with haste, hero." Those were her final words to him, leaving him alone in the room, the sound of 
a nobIe spirit: her bare feet shuffling down the hallway growing distant with the passing moments.
Hero of Hyrule: 'Ancient Hylian, mm?'  All he could do was nod quietly, looking down upon the royalty of his neighboring kingdom through veil-like shaggy bangs.  'That makes me want to meet her sooner.' He was happy to know this.  He did not know
Hero of Hyrule: Zelda particularly well beyond the brief moments they had shared over a year ago, but he was glad that she had seen reason to meet Fern.  It wasn't that he had doubted her openness to meet the magess, but the fact that she wanted to
Hero of Hyrule: do so now was better than he had initially hoped.  'I want you to leave the Castle and bring this girl to me, immediately.'  He nodded, though it seemed she had more to say on the matter.  The hero watched her as she swept towards
Hero of Hyrule: the door, not a step was without grace and poise, 'The sooner I speak to her, the better.  I want to get all of this sorted out.'  Link did not move, he simply stayed there by the now-locked cabinet, his cape still about his 
Hero of Hyrule: shoulders and the Ordon sword strapped to his back.  'Fern gets recognition, she'll be getting peddled daily by the locals.'  Inwardly he winced.  Already Fern had made her place amongst a group of female locals.  What with single
Hero of Hyrule: handedly rescuing him from his Hero Fanclub by means of force.  The memory of the day before almost brought him to chuckle.  'Go with haste, hero.'  The door closed, and before he realized it... Zelda was gone.  He had not said

Hero of Hyrule: anything in response, but by now Zelda was probably used to that.  Link moved with the urgency that she had desired, obeying as if she was his own monarch.  It did not take him very long to briskly navigate the hallways they had
Hero of Hyrule: taken to get to their little sitting room, and before long he was bowing his head to the chancellor as he exited the castle.  Outside, the sun was nearly directly overhead.  Noon...She must be back at Telma's by now.  The hero was
Hero of Hyrule: fast about covering ground in castletown.  It was habit to travel at almost a run, and he would have broken into at least a jog if he didn't want to look out of the ordinary and attract attention.  Twenty minutes later, he had

Hero of Hyrule: shoved open the door to Telma's bar and peered inside.  For some reason, Zelda wanting something done with speed made him move as if there was a fire under his heels.  Telma looked up from her counter where she stood petting Louise
Hero of Hyrule: and chatting with a random patron.  'Back so soon?'  He hadn't told her where he'd gone, and he wasn't really the best at idle conversation, "Has Fern come back?" the rubenesque woman chuckled, 'Aye, Sweetheart.  She's back 
Hero of Hyrule: there.'  The barmistress indicated the little nook where he had slept the night before.
of sorcery: It was a little nook in the bar! Small and a bit cramped, it almost made their cabins the both of them had back on the ship crossing the sea feel luxurious! But Fern never complained about it; how could she? It was fortunate enough that
of sorcery: Link had the friends he had or else gods knew where they would have found a place that cost nothing to pay for. With a simple wooden comb in hand the magess had gone about combing her hair lazily with a small stained mirror that was
of sorcery: right across from her by the vanity where she sat. Earlier she had quietly helped Telma with some tabled below and with little conversation she was willing to partake in found her presence with the woman unneeded. Telma's
of sorcery: bar was very lonesome during the day it seemed but she doubted the woman cared much; she had her fat cat to keep her company anyway. Fussing with a particularly frustrating knot in her long tresses her ears almost failed to pick up
of sorcery: the opening of the bar's front door and the voice that came along with it. "Link is back." And with that she rose up from her chair and tossed the comb aside for later. With soft steps her form appeared at the top of the stairs and
of sorcery: she placed a hand on the railing, a foot coming down on the first step as she peered into the main room of the bar. Link was easy to spot and she smiled slightly at him from where she stood. <"It's about time you returned. I was
of sorcery: hoping for a tour of the Castletown."> Turned out she had sacrificed her excitement to see the town in some small hope that perhaps Link would make it easier for her. However Fern didn't like to kept waiting and would eventually
of sorcery: spurn herself onward with or without the Hero in tow should be prove unyielding.

Hero of Hyrule: He had started to make his way towards the rickety stairs which lead to the little nook on the second floor that Telma had provided, but it would seem that Fern would do him the honor of descending them instead.  'It's about time 
Hero of Hyrule: you returned.  I was hoping for a tour of the Castletown.'  She said in that strange dialect that he had almost entirely grown used to.  Now and then it still took him by surprise, but after several months of traveling with her, 
Hero of Hyrule: deciphering Old Hylian had grown much easier.  Link would never be able to speak in, write, or become fluent in her dialect, but he could at least understand her and communicate with some ease.  When her petite form had reached the 
Hero of Hyrule: bottom of the steps, he smiled one of those rare smiles, which had become more frequent as she had gotten to know him, and placed his hands on his hips.  He didn't want to rush her, but at Zelda's insistence that they hurry, he

Hero of Hyrule: didn't want to delay.  Link didn't waste time with small-talk.  He just wasn't that kind of person, so instead of vocally commenting back to her, he changed the subject.  "I woke up this morning and you were not here.  I thought
Hero of Hyrule: that you had gone to see it without me."  Turns out that he had been mistaken, but perhaps this was better for both of them?  This was where Fern had wanted to go, and seeing Zelda was her number one objective for this entire
Hero of Hyrule: pilgrimage.  "...I have spoken with the Princess.  I told her some of your story, and she is very interested to meet you."  Link did not explain yet that Zelda had requested haste, but that wasn't necessary unless Fern wanted to 
Hero of Hyrule: laze about before going.
of sorcery: This time it was Fern's turn to be surprised. He had gone to see the Princess in her absence? In a way she sort of resented him for doing such a thing but alas, it could not be helped. Perhaps it was better for him to meet with her
of sorcery: beforehand instead of bringing a surprise visitor along with him? It would seem that Fern's little visit around town would have to wait! <"Well...best not keep her waiting."> When it came down to business Fern wasn't one to try and 
of sorcery: beat the bush with small-talk either. Granted, now that the magess knew the meeting with the princess was at hand, she couldn't deny feeling a mix of anticipation along with nervousness. What would this Princess Zelda turn out to
of sorcery: be? Only one way to find out! Turning towards the wall nearby the door where a number of coat and cloak racks were placed Fern grabbed a reddish colored one, already showing signs of travel. She missed her old dark one whenever she 
of sorcery: put it on but that was the way with things it seemed, with all things she used to know.
Hero of Hyrule: He looked at her knowingly when she said it.  'Well... best not keep her waiting.'  At least the woman was reasonable... he was sure that if she was someone like Ilia, she would have been irritated with him if he had even attempted 
Hero of Hyrule: to hurry her.  Once when he had been a young teen, he had attempted to force Ilia to hurry up in order to do something.  'I will go at my own pace! You can just learn patience!'  The spritely village girl had snapped at him.  Since
Hero of Hyrule: that he had given her back in the small desert village.  It had been so long since then... Now they were literally at the end of their journey.  After this meeting with Zelda, he had no real need to keep at Fern's side.  Link had 
Hero of Hyrule: fulfilled his promise to bring her here--to introduce her to Zelda.  But after so long, he had grown used to her being around.  It was strange to think about it, and he was so lost in thought that he almost tripped over his own feet
Hero of Hyrule: when he noticed that Fern was walking to the door--ready--and he was still standing there gawking, lost in thought.  Wordlessly he hurried after her, labor-roughened hands lifting up to adjust the green cap on his head.
of sorcery: What was with him now? For a second she thought something was wrong with Link, with the way he could have fallen flat on his face, but she didn't give him any hints to her thoughts besides a raised eyebrow. The both of them climbed
of sorcery: the steps leading from Telma's bar and onward they followed the cobblestone walkways side by side towards the castle that loomed in the distance. Fern knew it would be an impressive sight up close; even now she could feel the
of sorcery: anticipation from before rising higher....oh, it was quite exciting! But also so filled with anxiety. What would await her? Or both of them? Would Link leave her there to cope and find the answers she wanted? Or would he stay? Did he
of sorcery: even like the castle? The pair now entered the large market square where the familiar fountain from before appeared before them and the usual bustle of activity was at its peak. Lunchtime was happening now and plenty of the food
of sorcery: establishments were filled to capacity; now that the magess thought about it, food sounded rather good! But leave it to the fates to sour her mood when she caught the also familiar faces of some of the girls that almost managed to
of sorcery: strangle Link half to death! Their eyes met and immediately there was a look of hostility, most likely due to how closely Fern was walking side by side with the Hero, but hah! With a quick and decisive twist of her face she turned
of sorcery: her gray eyes away and chin slightly elevated. Like the likes of them would pose any worries! Luckily the girls kept their discontent to themselves and continued to mosey through the market, swearing to do something about it later. 
of sorcery: Especially when it came to meeting with Link! Before Fern knew it the entrance to Hyrule Castle was right in front of her, just as they quickly passed the fountain and along a lone walkway. A row of columns lined each side and two
of sorcery: large doors came before them, guarded on each side by lightly armored guards. This was rather familiar...
Hero of Hyrule: He was rather one track minded for the most part.  His main mission was to bring Fern to the princess, and that was exactly what he was doing.  Of course he was filled with thoughts about what would happen next, but he did not allow
Hero of Hyrule: his personal feelings towards his newly formed friendship to effect his task at hand.  Link walked through the Castletown as if blinders were strapped to his face.  He didn't notice anybody or anything around him--and especially not
Hero of Hyrule: those girls.  The Hero Fanclub was literally the furthest thing from his mind.  Which was strange, considering whenever he was in this sector of Castletown he watched his back.  This area was their hangout, and if this was any other
Hero of Hyrule: day he would be moving through the crowd as if stealthed and attempting to stalk through it like he was someone's prey.  Not this day!  He did not notice them standing there, or the silent female war that went on between the gazes
Hero of Hyrule: of Fern...and the girls.  The invisible lightning bolts that crackled between Magess and Fangirls went completely unseen by the Hero.  Eventually, the two of them made it to the long walk which lead up to the castle.  Peddlers,
Hero of Hyrule: nobles, and any other people who had business with the castle were milling up and down the walk.  Leading Fern forward, he made his way through the two gargantuan double gates and across the bridge.  Ahead of them was the vast

Hero of Hyrule: garden that surrounded the castle, and directly in front lay the expanse of the castle, its spires stretching so high into the sky that their peaks were masked by the low clouds.  It was impressive to behold, and as they strolled
Hero of Hyrule: past the guards and approached the doorway to the foyer, he watched the girl for her reactions to it all.  'Greetings, Master Link.'  His face twisted awkwardly at the title attached to his name.  The chancellor of Hyrule was 
Hero of Hyrule: approaching them as they were permitted through the large doors.  He felt weird every time someone used his title.  He just... wasn't used to it!  'Her highness has informed me that she wishes to see you.  I will be your escort into
Hero of Hyrule: the throne room.'  Link visibly grimaced again, but for different reasons this time.  He didn't like the throne room, or politics, or nobility, or gossip.  Castles and finery was not his cup of tea.  He was a country dweller, a
Hero of Hyrule: peasant from a neighboring region that did not even have its own monarchy... let alone something as grand as this.  Tall stone walls made him uncomfortable... despite how lavishly it was decorated.  Stone walls were stone

Hero of Hyrule: walls.  The two of them followed the chancellor through the high ceilinged foyer.  All the while he continued to steal glances at Fern's reaction to the numerous chandeliers and interior balconies... the spotlessly polished marble
Hero of Hyrule: floors, mirror-like in their perfection.  As the two of them passed through the inner castle, he couldn't help but notice that most of the nobility that he had seen the day before in the throne room were lazing about in other places
Hero of Hyrule: today.
of sorcery: To say that the castle was impressive was an understatement. Fern couldn't help but gape at the sights and admire them in full; the Hyrule of this time was certainly rich and it showed in each piece of finery her silvery eyes caught
of sorcery: upon. Link would no doubt see the magess's obvious expressions for everything she saw; feelings of awe, curiosity, and wonder. What was it like to live in such a place? To have all of this to gaze upon each day? There was a Hyrule
of sorcery: Castle in her time, of course, but it was smaller than this one...or so she thought, anyway. And she never stayed within its walls for very long and certainly didn't live in it! She always had an open invitation though, Fern 
of sorcery: recalled clearly, by the King and Queen...Zelda, and Eldrani. The memory made her take a slow breath, as if to calm her nerves but she did not falter or linger behind with Link by her side...she didn't want to appear as being a
of sorcery: worried sort, now that she was in such a grand castle. They began to ascent a large set of stairs that went straight and then leveled off before turning to the right and ascending higher, deeper into the inner dwellings of the 
of sorcery: and before Fern knew it it was certainly feeling far too long to reach what she thought would be a simple destination. It gave her more time to think and wonder than she wanted to, and since Link was hardly talking it didn't give
of sorcery: her mind an excuse to think of something else. Hyrule Castle was rather overwhelming when she thought about it and for some strange reason when they finished walking up another, although small, set of stairs the magess took a
of sorcery: moment, a pause as if she wanted a break. A hand reached up to Link to indicate as such, her eyes clouded over and preoccupied. <"Wait a moment, please."> She spoke softly before putting said hand on the banister. <"I won't take
of sorcery: long.">

Hero of Hyrule: The entire time he had watched her, gauged her wide eyes and curious expression.  Fern had learned that Link wasn't the great conversation partner, so it was probably no surprise to her that he didn't speak.  The chancellor, in the 
Hero of Hyrule: beginning of their walk, had attempted to make small talk with the two... but when they had not responded... both in their own worlds... he gave up.  No sense speaking about the lovely weather with a shrimpy wide-eyed brunette girl 
Hero of Hyrule: and a knight who was well known for the silent treatment.  So, quietly, the chancellor led them.  Through hall and around turrets, up staircases and across more marble floors.  In several rooms, Link seemed to notice the 
Hero of Hyrule: repairs that had been done on the floors, and as they wound up the staircases he always found himself staring at what used to destroyed pits where on occasion he'd nearly fallen to his death.  He'd seen the repairs several times 
Hero of Hyrule: before now, but every trip up to the throne room brought back memory.  That time was a hard one to forget... his fight to get to the throne room at the summit of the castle where Zelda's body was kept.  Eventually, the three of them
Hero of Hyrule: got to the top of the final flight of steps, the chancellor nodding to the two sentries at the large set of doors which would lead outside.  The sentries pulled the doors open, and a gust of crisp late winter wind caught the trio by
Hero of Hyrule: surprise.  He was standing in front of Fern, so his body took the brunt of the sudden change of pressure.  It was colder up here than it was down in the castletown.  They were higher up in elevation now, and the wind blew heavier 
Hero of Hyrule: than it did before.  The chancellor lead Link and Fern to the large well masoned balcony and around to climb the final flight of stairs.  They were wide and grand, fitting for what would stand to be the introduction to the 
Hero of Hyrule: Hylian throne room.  The stairs were covered by a well tread but still fine red carpet.  All about the balcony stood nobility.  Women in long full gowns, their hands on parasols or periodically patting their hair with the gusts of 
Hero of Hyrule: wind.  The men were likewise dressed in tunics and capes with breeches and decorated shoes with slight elevations to their heels.  The nobility was busy with its chatter and did not notice the chancellor leading the girl and knight
Hero of Hyrule: up the last set of stairs.  They were just about to step into the throne room when the brunette girl stopped them.  'Wait a moment, please.  I won't take long.'  The chancellor was perplexed.  'Pardon miss?  What did you say?'  Link
Hero of Hyrule: had forgotten others didn't understand her that well.  "She would like to rest for a moment, if you please."  He said flatly.  It wasn't cold, just lacking in any sort of alignment.  He turned to Fern, gazing down at her with 
Hero of Hyrule: concern.  He could never fully understand how she felt... what this all must have been like.  All he could do was be there...
of sorcery: Now, having stopped and taken a moment she had begun to somehow recollect her thoughts. Her journey through the castle had had enough of wonder and curiosities; what it
of sorcery: came down to that moment was what exactly would she ask of the princess and what, if Fern could guess at all, would be the outcome. But she couldn't stall now! They were so close, and yet...there was a glimmer of uncertainty about
of sorcery: her own thoughts, no doubt due to her anxiety over her new surroundings, not to mention the potential to have new and unwanted eyes peering at her but thankfully the latter seemed a bit unlikely. Straightening herself a bit now, and
of sorcery: holding her cloak closely to herself to ward off some of the chill, she nodded to Link as she steeled herself for what was to come. <"Let's continue."> Well, as much as she could anyway. Uncertainty couldn't hold Fern back at such a
of sorcery: time as this; there were many times before where it could have, and probably did, but not now. A quick gush of air came and crossed her face and nose, whipping about a few of her thin strands of hair in front of her face and quickly
of sorcery: she reached for them in order to tuck them away. How bothersome! Perhaps she ought to cut off that terribly lone mane she had, but the moment such an idea crossed her mind it left. Cutting it was downright crazy; but she could at
of sorcery: last complain to herself.
Hero of Hyrule: 'Let's continue.'  That was all it took.  He didn't notice her dialect, but the chancellor seemed confused.  The hero spoke up on behalf of the girl, "We are ready." Again he stated it without emotional alignment.  The chancellor 
Hero of Hyrule: responded with a nod, then called an order to the four guards who stood before the closed doors to the throne room.  Two of them nodded, then systematically moved to pull open the double wooden doors.  Link could almost feel the

Hero of Hyrule: anxiety radiating from the girl next to him.  She tried to hide it! Oh she tried! But he noticed it despite her efforts.  Link wasn't sure whether or not she wanted him to try to make her feel better, and often times in the past few
Hero of Hyrule: months, when he had attempted to do so he'd been rejected.  He wasn't meaning to upset her, or wound her pride.  His actions were subtle, but they spoke much louder than words.  As the chancellor moved forward ahead of them into the
Hero of Hyrule: throne room to announce their presence, Link reached over and placed a hand on top of her head.  He didn't say anything, not unusual, but he did look down at her and smile.  Fern was a small girl, around Ilia's size actually.  He 
Hero of Hyrule: didn't wait for her to react, but rather, crimped his fingers a few times to rub her head, then dropped his hand back to his side and proceeded slightly in front of her towards the throne room.
a nobIe spirit: By the time the duo had arrived, Zelda had cleared the throne room of all its visitors. They had filed out, without question, and had scattered themselves around the castle. Some were in the gardens, some in the northern towers, 
a nobIe spirit: some on the abundance of balconies that were positioned here and there, but most had situated in the courtyard. Patience had proven to be a virtue when it came to the wait. Link had agreed to a quick return, and he had come through
a nobIe spirit: one-hundred percent. When the doors that lead to the throne room were crept open, the two could finally gawk at the vastness of the room. The walls were lined with gold, ornaments, and various other knick knacks that looked as if
a nobIe spirit: they cost a pretty penny. A long walk away from the door was the actually throne chair itself, made of shining metals that caught the light just right, and made anyone who sat on them shine like a god. Speaking of the higher power,
a nobIe spirit: statues of the goddesses were stationed right behind the throne. They were huge, detailed, and depicted each of the females in all of their greater glory. Once it was all taken in, their eyes could settle on the princess herself,

a nobIe spirit: who was sitting upon her royal seat, looking as tranquil and wise as ever. She had changed her clothing, white corset and skirt thrown back into her bedroom, and swapped for her usual royal garb. An evening gown, dyed pink and white
a nobIe spirit: , covered most of her lean figure. Gloves clinging to her thin arms, what would be a simple outfit embellished by various jewels and ornaments. The royal crest was proudly displayed on her person, accompanied by the traditional

a nobIe spirit: ceremonial earrings that those of royal blood wore, and  her golden diadem placed securely on her head. Brown hair had been tied back with a blue ribbon, the excess braided to keep it from flailing about. Yes, Zelda would look very

a nobIe spirit: different to Fern. The likeness to her mother was uncanny, but the resemblance was only the tip of the ice berg. She was much different, in both attitude and demeanor. The way she carried herself was a bit more graceful, more uppity

a nobIe spirit: , more refined. Yes, she was different, and anyone who had known her mother would know it. "Welcome." Her voice traveled through the air, reaching the ears of her guests. The tone was soothing, warm, and inviting. She was obviously
a nobIe spirit: not as cold hearted as some would mistake her serene persona for. Waiting for both of them to step a little bit closer, the brunette rose from her throne, her arms opening as she bowed her head just slightly. Eyes had caught a brief

a nobIe spirit: glimpse of Fern, and had taken her resemblance to someone that she had seen before into notice. Zelda wouldn't speak of this. Not yet. "Please, step closer. Link, introduce me to your companion."

Hero of Hyrule: Link kept his stride a few steps ahead of Fern, and he noticed that she didn't mind.  The magess lagged very slightly behind, rather than keeping in perfect step by his side.  He didn't blame her for this... and if he had known 
Hero of Hyrule: exactly what she was facing--a descendant of her brother... 7 or 8 generations past her own--he would have probably done more to try to steel her.  The chancellor walked to the foot of the platforms leading up to the throne, then
Hero of Hyrule: announced the entry of Master Link.  Master, being the title of Knighthood in Hyrule, was so foreign to his ears!  He'd heard it once before that day, and for a second time he cringed awkwardly.  The chancellor then moved away, and
Hero of Hyrule: Link was permitted the pomp and circumstance of announcing his guest.  'Welcome.  Please, step closer.  Link, introduce me to your companion.'  She cut into the ceremonial behavior and instead of placing his fist over his chest,

Hero of Hyrule: bowing, and announcing his intentions for the audience, he stepped forward at her request.  He began, "This is Fern, Princess." He said with a veiled attempt at titles and formality.  Link wasn't bad at behaving in such a way, but

Hero of Hyrule: for those who knew him best, it was obvious that he was feeling out of place.  The hero extended a hand out to Fern, who had remained standing where she was.  His eyes beckoned her forward, and his hand looked inviting.  It was both

Hero of Hyrule: there as a gentlemanly means to lead her closer to the throne, and for support.
of sorcery: The moment had come, and with each passing second the realization that the princess, Zelda, was before her struck all the more home and into her heart. Her appearance was nothing short of elegant, just as she imagined but more, and 
of sorcery: her voice held the tone of serenity yet also command, of royalty. Princess Zelda had been beyond her expectations and yet exactly what she knew she would see. Fern had lingered back for long enough and as Link introduced her, 
of sorcery: turned to her and held out his hand in a comforting gesture she found the strength to press forward to greet the royal with the proper respect as anyone ought to do. The magess bowed her head and the moment she did so she began to
of sorcery: feel partly silly for doing so! There was almost no need to bow, but like the two of them knew why in any case. Raising her head she began to relax her posturing a bit now and releasing her hand from gripping her cloak in front of
of sorcery: herself. For the moment Fern felt the incredibly hard part was over regardless of all the emotion throbbing within her heart, but how to begin was the next hurdle the magess had to leap over. <"It's good to return to Hyrule,
of sorcery: Princess,"> Fern began slowly, confident enough that those first words were proper for the occasion. <"I am happy to meet you, finally.">
Hero of Hyrule: 'It's good to return to Hyrule..'  Zelda's face twitched, if only slightly at the sound of Fern's dialect.  Link had told her that the small girl--smaller than herself--spoke in Ancient Hylian, but part of her didn't actually 
Hero of Hyrule: believe it.  There was only the faintest sign on her porcelain doll-like face that she had noticed anything odd about the way Fern had spoken.  "You are welcomed here."  She replied calmly, elegantly, and in her own modern 
Hero of Hyrule: tongue.  Zelda had been taught the language of the ancient ones, it was one of her most important lessons when she was younger.  Taught by the modern day incarnations of the Seven Sages, she could speak it as true as she was 
Hero of Hyrule: instructed, however upon hearing it flow so elegantly from the other girl's mouth, she had become nervous!  This would be the first time she might actually use some of her schooling, and that was a very frightening thing!  Who would
Hero of Hyrule: have thought that those silly language courses would do me good some day!  After flip-flopping inside of her own head for what seemed to be hours to her, Zelda grew the courage to try to communicate with Fern in a way that she could 
Hero of Hyrule: understand better.  Maybe make her more comfortable?  If what Link says is true about her... if she really is from another time... Outwardly she smiled, finally descending the final few steps from her throne and languidly extending 
Hero of Hyrule: an arm towards one of the arranged little sets of chaises and ornate chairs, her fingers extending to indicate invitation.  Here goes... <"Please, won't you sit down?  Link has told me much about you, and I am interested to make
Hero of Hyrule: your acquaintance.">  Her eyes flitted to Link for a moment, then back to Fern.  Had she spoken it properly?!  The entire time he simply remained standing there, watching the princess and gauging her reaction to Fern's speech.  She

Hero of Hyrule: didn't show any reaction... that was good.  Most people seemed to gape at the magess, slack jawed and confused, always asking her to repeat herself.  Not Zelda.  That was to be expected, however.  She was the Princess, and she 
Hero of Hyrule: probably had a lot more to her than met the eye.  'Please, won't you sit down?  Link has told me much about you, and I am interested to make your acquaintance.'  He wasn't prepared for that one, and when the royal beauty spoke 
Hero of Hyrule: suddenly, yet softly in the same manner of Fern... he couldn't help but let his jaw drop a bit in surprise.

of sorcery: Fern expected the princess to greet her in the modern tongue and, being the royal she was, her manner of speaking was just as elegant as her mannerisms and posture. Perhaps that was what made Fern react initially was shock but it
of sorcery: quickly melted into a genuine, pleasant surprise. She knows the way how I speak! It was a breath of relief for the young magess and to Link the anxiety she exhibited from before was easily dissipating. There was no need to worry 
of sorcery: about any language barriers this time and for that, Fern was grateful. Her face turned towards Link briefly before giving a small nod and smile towards the princess at the thought of sitting together to discuss matters of import;
of sorcery: she couldn't help but feel a little bit pried open at the mention of Zelda hearing about her...just how much did Link say? It would seem that she would soon find out in the presence of the royal and Link. Moving forward with more
of sorcery: confidence than before Fern did not hesitate to sit comfortably in one of the ornate chairs that were nestled and arranged to accommodate their arrival, her cloak now unclasped from her neck and folded over the back of it. Folding 
of sorcery: her hands within her lap the thought came to her that her actions were probably rather rude; despite Zelda's formal greeting and behavior Fern took it upon herself to move ahead and sit before her Royal Majesty did! Well it was too
of sorcery: late now...besides, Fern had become a bit more giddy with the prospect of speaking to the very descendant of her brother's union with the Queen Zelda of centuries past; a topic with much weight behind it but a necessary topic 
of sorcery: of discussion.
Hero of Hyrule: Zelda's eyes twinkled with delight at the recognition the other girl seemed to visibly give her.  When Fern had approached she had seemed meek, nervous, like an animal cornered in an uncomfortable situation.  However, upon using her
Hero of Hyrule: own native tongue, the magess had unwound.  The entire aura of her being relaxed, and this, while not meant to be outwardly obvious, was not missed by the Princess.  It was this that gave Zelda her encouragement to continue trying 
Hero of Hyrule: to speak in such a way.  Fern took her offer to heart and started towards one of the chairs, and without any ceremony, set herself down upon one and began getting comfortable.  If this had been any other Hylian, some other villager 
Hero of Hyrule: or peasant, she probably would have been appalled.  Not this girl though.  Something about her was just different.  Something clicked.  There was some odd familiarity about her that caused the Princess to dismiss her behavior
Hero of Hyrule: altogether.  That, and the fact that Link did claim she was from another time.  Taking all these facts into account, Zelda settled herself on the chaise across from Fern.  She was nearly as tall as Link was, but the reasoning for 
Hero of Hyrule: that was immediately found out when from beneath her lavishly embroidered skirt popped out a pair of rugged and well worn brown boots.  For a moment the princess settled her dress, then with a squeak, realized that her boots were 
Hero of Hyrule: showing.  Oh goddesses!  She fiddled with her skirt, embarrassedly covering them so that none of her 'Royal' imagery was marred.  She had to keep up that appearance... the facade of the elegant and well mannered soft spoken
Hero of Hyrule: noble girl--even if she hated it!  Once settled, she again gracefully picked up a bell from off the table between them, tinkling it with a little flick of her wrist, then set it down.  <"So, Link tells me that you have traveled with
Hero of Hyrule: him from a very far away place.">  Her accent was a little off and she struggled a bit with the word 'traveled' but other than that, Zelda spoke very comfortably.  He followed them, suddenly feeling as if he were the outsider 
Hero of Hyrule: here.  Link did not have a fondness for stone walls, and that was all a castle was to him.  He preferred the open fields and vast mountains to something like this.  However, for the sake of the magess, he had forced himself into an
Hero of Hyrule: undesireable situation.  When the two women settled themselves into their respective lounging locations, he strolled to the third chair, sitting himself on the edge of it and leaning forward so that he could prop his elbows on his 
Hero of Hyrule: knees.  He wasn't quite sure how a nobleman was supposed to sit, but he also didn't care.  Fern didn't seem to be uncomfortable, or attempting to put up some kinda show, so he wasn't going to either.  His eyes continued to move from
Hero of Hyrule: the Princess to the Magess, noting suddenly that there was some kind of strange similarity between them.  It wasn't very apparent, but something about them was alike.  He was about to pull off his hat and run his fingers through his
Hero of Hyrule: hair, though he stopped himself short of it, thinking better of his manners.  Link was comfortable around these two, for the most part, but there was no need to get that informal.  As usual, he said nothing, only became the observer
Hero of Hyrule: of a situation he was sure could get strange.  For some reason, bringing Fern to Zelda was supposed to have been the resolution to all his problems.  Those problems which had began with finding the girl, trapped in suspended
Hero of Hyrule: animation far below the earth.  He couldn't believe that it had finally come to this.. yet... what would happen when this meeting was over?  He didn't know, but after a while he couldn't help but stare at Fern, and hope in his heart
Hero of Hyrule: that Zelda could somehow sort this all out.
of sorcery: Noticing that Zelda showed no distaste for her actions, as well as Link approaching and sitting as well, Fern could at least start to feel that their meeting would go more smoothly than she previously imagined. The magess had no 
of sorcery: time to observe Link in all his uncomfortable glory but the Princess's words drew her out of whatever other thoughts she had at the time and nodded a little, disregarding her slight fumbling with one of her words (just like she
of sorcery: disregarded her efforts, although a bit amusing, to hide her less-than-regal footwear). <"Yes. It was across the sea to the east. We started our journey from Tula, a small town from where I was..."> From where she was found, more
of sorcery: like, but the idea of it still disturbed the magess to come degree. Fern didn't like to think of herself as that helpless victim left within the temple's bowels to be forgotten due to her poor judgment from so long ago. She figured
of sorcery: if the Princess possessed more curiosity she could find some sort of map to try and find where Tula really was; describing the place wasn't something the magess was keen on doing. Fern shifted a bit in her seat at the memories that
of sorcery: came with the name Tula, and how viciously she treated Link during those first weeks. She had been so distant, so cold...she was still rather distant still, but perhaps there would be time in the future to remedy that. Perhaps...

Hero of Hyrule: Moments after Princess Zelda had rang the little silver bell that was placed on the table, a maid wearing a rather elaborate outfit for a maid came holding a golden tray with a platter cover over it.  She had red hair, strung up in 
Hero of Hyrule: two conical buns with ribbons on them, and her skirt belled out and split down the front like two flower petals.  The apron in the front hid the obvious underpinnings that gave her dress shape, and the lower halfs of her legs from 
Hero of Hyrule: the knee down extended from below the skirt, covered in decorated colorful stockings with little black shoes.  Strange indeed.  Hyrule certainly had advanced considerably in the way of attire, for it was almost as if Fern's outfit 
Hero of Hyrule: could have been considered moderate... if it weren't for the fact that she wore shorts and her legs were in plain sight--tights or not!...  The maid placed the tray down, her white lacy gloved hand seizing the handle and lifting the
Hero of Hyrule: cover off to reveal an aroma of tea and sandwiches.  She began to set the cover down so that she could serve the Princess and her guests, however she suddenly stopped as Zelda held up her hand.  The princess always had such a placid
Hero of Hyrule: look on her face, emotionless and consistently serene, however... today she was different.  The maid's eyes popped open wide as Zelda grabbed the tray and slid it over to herself, then without warning... began serving!  <"There is 
Hero of Hyrule: no need to serve us.  We'll be alright.  Thank you!"> She was still speaking in Fern's tongue.  If a gigantic yellow question mark could have popped up over the maids head, it would have.  She looked that confused at how Zelda 
Hero of Hyrule: spoke.  She'd understood it some though, and bowed, taking her leave.  With a giggle, mostly to herself, Zelda took three of the perfectly cut triangle sandwiches, placed them on a plate, then slid it over to Fern.  The princess of
Hero of Hyrule: light then began to casually pour tea for all of them, <"I've always wanted to do that."> Link took the whole thing with an amused eye.  His face remained as blank as ever, simply observing what was going on, though inwardly he
Hero of Hyrule: found Zelda's behavior to be rather entertaining.  That, and the attire of the maid.  Hyrulians dressed so incredibly impractical, he just couldn't believe it sometimes.  When the hero had first explored Hyrule, he'd found that
Hero of Hyrule: the most noticeable thing about the inhabitants of Hyrule was their excessive way of dress.  Most of their ridiculous garments he wondered how they could even stand wearing.  Ordonians were far more functional, sewn and made to have
Hero of Hyrule: a lot of individuality, but also be very handy and easy to move in.  'There is no need to serve us.  We'll be alright. Thank you!'  That was quite out of character for Zelda, but only the corners of his mouth cracked into a smile

Hero of Hyrule: as any indication that he was paying attention.  The princess certainly was acting differently around Fern... she had never been so casual around him.  He didn't really understand it, but it was better to watch and listen, rather

Hero of Hyrule: than speak one's mind and perhaps miss out on important information.  So, those wolfish blue eyes continued to stare, his lips remaining tightly shut.  Link was silent, silent as ever.
of sorcery: It was as if the Princess read her mind when ringing that bell of hers! A servant, elaborately dressed that it almost made Fern gape and potentially blush from doing so, appeared with a tray laden with food and drink. The following
of sorcery: scene was rather comical, especially  the look on the maid's face as Zelda spoke to her in a way that only the two of them could fully understand! Preventing herself from smiling too much the maid excused herself and much to Fern's
of sorcery: gratefulness the Princess served her first. Her stomach almost gurgled with delight. Gods, I'm so hungry! And without further ado, the magess grabbed her plate and brought it up closer in order to eat without spilling too many 
of sorcery: crumbs. Chomp! Half of her first small sandwich was already gone; they were quite tiny to begin with and if Fern really pushed it she could eat one whole! But that would have been excessive, no doubt. As if her current behavior
of sorcery: wasn't already! Fern chewed her current bite, swallowed and smiled...although a bit apologetically and with gusto; the food was quite good! She wouldn't mind eating food of this quality every day, that was for sure, but this was
of sorcery: meant for royalty of course. Fern briefly wondered what Link would think but, as the magess usually surmised of his behavior, he would take just about any food in silence...just like he was now. Fern could almost swear he was more
of sorcery: talkative when they were alone and traveling than when they were in the Castletown!
Hero of Hyrule: Zelda's eating manners at the moment were the antithesis of Fern's.  She took small lady-like little bites, taking care not to drape her two long bound forelocks into her meal.  Her back was straight and her chin was up, but she was
Hero of Hyrule: just as hungry as the magess.  When she finished one of the little sandwiches, she daintily dabbed her hands with a napkin and placed them back in her lap, breaking a moment from the sandwiches...regardless of how much she wanted to
Hero of Hyrule: wolf them down.  A princess didn't behave like that in front of others though, so she simply refrained.  <"So, Link told me that you wanted to see me.  That the Castletown was your final destination, and that you wished to speak to 
Hero of Hyrule: me."  For the first time since they had begun conversing, Zelda asked an important question.  Her tone was light hearted, however her eyes were not.  They were sharp and blue.  Zelda's gaze was pointed, and something about its
Hero of Hyrule: intensity was a glimpse of the past for Fern.  Queen Zelda had been the same way, always poised, however when something was very important she would wear that look.  Yet that look which this Zelda cast to Fern, had a different

Hero of Hyrule: quality about it.  She was generations beyond Eldrani... yet still something about him lingered there, deep within her soul.  He waited for the two women to take their turns with the sandwiches before he picked up the plate Zelda 
Hero of Hyrule: had handed him.  He situated it at the edge of the table in front of his chair, then went about eating silently.  The two of them were busy in conversation, and while it interested him, he was only half there.  Link's mind was on
Hero of Hyrule: other things, things that had much to do with the scene at hand, yet in his own mind did not.  He dwelled on the fact that after this meeting, he would say goodbye to her.  Did he really want to?  Link had seen Fern through probably

Hero of Hyrule: the toughest moment of her life... Realizing everything you ever knew or ever loved is gone... He had only eaten one bite of his sandwich before he simply stopped and started staring at it.  However, he wasn’t' really staring at the 
Hero of Hyrule: object in his hand, but beyond it.  Link's brows knitted against his forehead and his eyes grew intense, narrowing as his mind wandered across all that had happened in the past three months.  He had gone off to find a way to reach
Hero of Hyrule: Midna, but Midna was the farthest thing from his mind now.  Finding Fern was perhaps that distraction that he had needed, but it was about to end.  He'd fulfilled his duty to her, and now he didn't really need to stay with her

Hero of Hyrule: anymore.  After this day, he would return home... To Ilia... And he closed his eyes, trying to shut out the image of the magess's despair at finding out that her time had been five hundred years in the past.  I told her that I would
Hero of Hyrule: bring her here... that's all she wanted me to do.
of sorcery: Fern paused before finishing her second sandwich as she caught the Princess's words but, most of all, her eyes and the poignant gaze that came from them. She set her plate down and thought over her words for a moment. <"After the
of sorcery: incidents across the sea I knew there was nowhere else for me to go. Hyrule became my home after I left the place of my birth, Ildilay...although that country isn't on any current map."> Fern discovered that the hard way when she
of sorcery: and Link first reached Hyrule's borders, but some of the geography she remembered from her own time were still in memory and recognized them. <"But the main reason I wanted to come back to Hyrule, along with knowing what happened to
of sorcery: it and its people, was to meet the Royal family...and if the same family from my time still ruled."> As important of an issue as this was to Fern she was taking her time trying to tell it, and as to why she was still being a little
of sorcery: slow the Princess and the Hero could try to imagine. Why was the family, the Royal Family to be exact, from her time so important? Did the magess want to know if this Princess Zelda was worthy of fealty? <"You do have documents
of sorcery: dating far back for the Royal Family, Princess?"> Fern doubted the royal would give such information too freely since the true reasoning behind the magess's inquiry had yet to be revealed but she could try to find out as much as
of sorcery: she could and do it well enough.
Hero of Hyrule: <"Ildilay?"> A hand drew up and covered her lips as her eyes closed into crescents from her smile.  Zelda giggled.  This girl can't be serious... she can't be real.  Ildilay was a place she had also studied, and in fact, it was this
Hero of Hyrule: land they now called Hyrule, though for several centuries it had been called Hyrule now.  She had laughed very light heartedly, thinking surely that Fern wasn't really a girl from the past, and that she was just someone very
Hero of Hyrule: well learned--as well learned as the princess herself.  Was Link just playing a trick on her?  Where they both playing a trick?  She wanted to believe that Fern was legitimate, that she was from the past, but it was so difficult to 
Hero of Hyrule: grasp.  Ganondorf was from the past... she felt herself suddenly think, her mind painting fresh images of the King of Evil and all that he had done.  No... it was definitely possible.  When Fern did not respond with a similar laugh,
Hero of Hyrule: Zelda felt her stomach knot up and her face flush a little bit.  'but the main reason I wanted to come back to Hyrule, along with knowing what happened to it and its people, was to meet the Royal family... and if the same family 
Hero of Hyrule: from my time still existed.'  Zelda plucked up the tea kettle and poured herself a fresh cup, then set down the porcelain kettle and took a light sip.  She did not respond, and appeared in though.  Fern continued, 'You do have 
Hero of Hyrule: documents dating far back for the Royal Family, Princess?'  Her eyes closed and her brows knitted, an obvious show that something about what Fern said had hit an upsetting chord.  Zelda placed the teacup back down.  Her eyes opened
Hero of Hyrule: and her brows lifted back up, her facial expression softening, <"All documents from before seventy or so years ago were lost.">  She swallowed, then stood from where she had been sitting, obviously needing to pace, <"But my family 
Hero of Hyrule: is the true blood.  We are the founders of this Kingdom.  Over a hundred years ago, the throne was overthrown and taken by imposters.  It went on that way for a century until my grandmother seized it back.  All the records we had 
Hero of Hyrule: kept of our ancestry, our royal line, our blood... they were all burned.  The only things that we were able to salvage were a few faded and somewhat burned portraits.  We have restored a few of them... but they are all that I have
Hero of Hyrule: left of the true history of my family."> She sighed, lowering her head.  Link had finally managed to pull himself from his stupor.  He'd begun to eat again, though he did so with lack of interest in what it was he was eating.  His
Hero of Hyrule: eyes had been pointed at the floor, but when Zelda mentioned the usurpation of the Hyrulian throne, he lifted his head in order to listen.  That was interesting... though he expected he might hear a lot of things he had never known 
Hero of Hyrule: in this meeting.  He knew only of the legend in his own family, but very little of old Hyrule.
of sorcery: For the poor magess the soft and amused laughter from the Princess was hardly flattering. It wasn't as if Fern came in, glimmering with truth that yes, she was certainly from the past and this may very well have been a joke! But the
of sorcery: Princess took a hint that due to somber expressions from Fern and Link's usual neutrality, such was most likely not the case. The brief moments when the royal showed discontent Fern berated herself silently, thinking she had somehow
of sorcery: pressed too far on the matter too soon, but in the end a very sorrowful story and expression resulted from the magess's inquiry. "The only things that we were able to salvage were a few faded and somewhat burned portraits." That,
of sorcery: Fern thought as optimistically as she could, would be the best bet to prove her true motives. As unfortunate as the burning of their family history was it could not be undone; Fern believed and trusted in the tenacity of Zelda's line
of sorcery: and her stories of her family's misfortune. It seemed that the Royal Family of Hyrule would always face the threat of being overthrown, be it from evil or their own subjects. <"May I see these portraits of yours? If you'll allow me
of sorcery: to, Princess."> To show that she meant no disrespect on such a sensitive issue the magess bowed her face a bit. She did not want the Princess to think that Fern chose to bring up bad histories for no reason.
Hero of Hyrule: Zelda had seen this coming.  If what Fern said was all true, then she had come from this land... long before it was Hyrule.   Perhaps some visitors who came to speak with her were interested about her mother, or grandmother, but
Hero of Hyrule: none were ever interested in anything far beyond that.  There had been one fellow... researching the Ooccaa, but he had since passed away and left the task of that research to his son whose name simply escaped Zelda's mind.  That
Hero of Hyrule: wasn't very important right now though, what was most important was the fact that this girl was seeming more legitimate than Zelda had really wanted to believe.  But what it all boiled down to was the fact that Link vouched for her,
Hero of Hyrule: and above anyone else, Zelda would believe him.  He was her savior, her knight, and he had no reason to lie.  <"Very well...Please follow me.  It is in the lower regions of the castle, near the lower ballroom.">  This whole 
Hero of Hyrule: situation was becoming more and more interesting, and if this girl was from the ancient times, then she could prove to be that key that Zelda had always searched for.  The stories of the Hero of Time... they had been passed down 
Hero of Hyrule: through her family for generations.  The one thing she did know, that did not need documentation or census or written history, was the Imprisoning War, and then the Cracked Seal... which had ended up in the banishment of Ganondorf 
Hero of Hyrule: into twilight.  Growing up, I had only half believed the sages and mother, that it was just a tale.  The princess had begun to lead them down and out of the throne and into the labyrinth of the castle.  But when he came, using that
Hero of Hyrule: creature as his tool... when he nearly destroyed my kingdom... I knew.  Without realizing it, Zelda was walking ahead of Link and Fern with her brows knit and a serious expression on her face.  What was she about to find out by 
Hero of Hyrule: showing Fern the little private room with the restored paintings?  Link stood when Zelda offered to guide them through the castle.  He had stayed silent through the entire encounter, but he doubted that his input in anything had
Hero of Hyrule: been missed.  He was simply there to provide Fern with an outlet in order to answer her questions. Unlike Zelda, Link knew that Fern was telling the truth, he knew.  If the princess had heard the weeping of the girl after finding 
Hero of Hyrule: out that her time was long gone, she would have believed it.  The little brunette woman had gone through so much in only a few months time, and he found that he was beginning to grow tense as they moved through the castle.  He had 
Hero of Hyrule: memorized his way around this place, as vast as it was, for he had made a point to vanquish every trace of Ganondorf's hold on it.  They began to wind back down the long case of stairs, the chancellor nodding to them as they passed
Hero of Hyrule: him.  The man has started to accompany the Princess, but she only waved him away politely to decline his company.  The hero fell in step with Fern, both of them walking side by side.
of sorcery: The vastness of the castle really seemed endless to the young magess as they began their journey to see the old portraits of Zelda's family, the last shreds of potential evidence Fern had on her side. She began to wonder, as they
of sorcery: traveled down stairways and halls, if nothing could be of use from the old paintings; what would she do then? She doubted the other piece, which would have been obvious in past times, would be incredibly effective either. Turning 
of sorcery: to Link her eyes, which previously were alight during conversation with the Princess, had become subdued. She was concerned, no doubt, and perhaps even doubtful. Would the Princess brand the magess as an agent of dishonesty if their
of sorcery: search ended up fruitless? But she had Link on her side! Surely that would count for something. He was still silent too, hmph...she turned away and bit back her tongue from calling him an oaf or Mr. Wall of Stone in jest but, the
of sorcery: time hardly seemed the moment for jests
Hero of Hyrule: Link moved silently next to Fern, but as quiet as his voice was, his thoughts were not.  With the direction that they were going in, he could tell that Zelda was leading them both back into that little room that he had originally 
Hero of Hyrule: requested to speak with her inside of.  His expression was blank, and he had not bothered to glance over at the little magic wielder until now.  There was no longer that light in her eyes, and her gaze was downcast and... faded.  It
Hero of Hyrule: was so interesting, how her eyes changed so much.  They were a strange color as it was, for he had never seen an Ordonian or Hyrulian with silver eyes, but their intensity was what moved him the most.  Sometimes they were so pale 
Hero of Hyrule: they seemed like the first signs of a summer storm in the sky, and at other moments they were dark and vivid as a storm cloud.  He wanted to speak to her, but he felt that it wouldn't do any good, especially since Zelda had turned
Hero of Hyrule: down the familiar hall that lead to the room.  The princess stopped in front of the door, pausing to pull a key from a little purse that was strapped to her waist, then turn it to unlock the door.  Zelda proceeded inside, leaving
Hero of Hyrule: Fern and Link outside.  <"Please come in."> She called to them from inside, drawing one of the drapes that always remained closed in order to keep sun damage from ruining the paintings.  He knew which pictures were inside of that 
Hero of Hyrule: room, and it was then that a memory pierced into his mind.  The snowy haired man with those same silver eyes... His heart began to pound inside of his head, and the only way to steel himself was to steel her instead.  "Come..." He

Hero of Hyrule: said in his native tongue, placing a hand on top of her head as he had done just before they'd entered the throne room.  His eyes told her everything would be okay.  I'm here... They read.  Inside of the room stood the princess, her 
Hero of Hyrule: hands clasped before her skirts as she awaited Fern's entrance.  There were only three portraits on the wall.  Two were family portraits, and another was a single portrait.  The family portraits were partially charred, but for the 
Hero of Hyrule: most part intact enough for Fern to discern that they were no one she would recognize.  However... there was one at the end of the room that stood out from the rest.  it was faded, and the paint had begun cracking and chipping off..
Hero of Hyrule: but its subject was unmistakable.  He had that vacant look that she had gotten used to, the serious brows and the empty eyes.  His face was oval shaped and perfectly sculpted, and his nose was quite a similar shape to her own! But 
Hero of Hyrule: what was most memorable was the smile... for as vague of an emotion his eyes displayed... his lips were turned up in welcome.  Emperor Eldrani... but the nameplate didn't say that.  it had been lost long ago.. along with his
Hero of Hyrule: story and memory.
of sorcery: Despite Links's apparent lack of social understandings he at least knew when to try to comfort someone, even if he knew it would do little in the end. Fern was ready for this, she had to have been for some time now...ever since she 
of sorcery: faced the hard reality of the current day no longer belonging to her own. Stepping into the viewing chamber her eyes didn't blink or hesitate to take a look; the first two portraits were the first she saw; no reaction came from her eyes
of sorcery: or mouth at the sight of them, but then...the last one. The paint, the charring and cracks, but more importantly the face that appeared before her eyes was enough to move her forward closer and drive a desire to touch it but she
of sorcery: dared not to. It was so old, so frail! Fern now stood directly in front of the portrait that depicted him, her brother...Eldrani. Her pale lips were parted slightly and her hand still itched to touch it, as if to affectionately 
of sorcery: reach for him like any sibling would do. Time hasn't served you well, has it? The painting, old and from an age so long gone, had not aged well indeed, and the remembrance of Zelda's story and of her family's--Fern's family as 
of sorcery: well, had suffered so, it made her heart ache all over again. The painting of her brother felt like a self-reflection of her own self; somehow she had survived, even if she was cracking under the weight of time treating her
of sorcery: unkindly. The frame, also a miracle that it too had survived but if it had been replaced Fern couldn't tell but she dared to touch it briefly with a raised hand. She bit her lip and her chest released a heavy, almost wavering sigh;
of sorcery: was she going to cry? Her eyes hurt and she could feel her eyelids beginning to tremble at the thought but she fought it, just like any strong wave of emotion she came across. She always fought against crying, but this time, with
of sorcery: her head now beginning to fall and her gray eyes closing she couldn't contain herself. To not cry would have felt shameful; her fate and the loss of Eldrani's memory and story was too much to keep stashed away. I'm so sorry! 
of sorcery: I left you--thinking I had died! Her other hand, free at her side moved to one of her hot cheeks as if trying to sedate her emotions but it was no use. I never said goodbye! Please forgive me...forgive me. Her thoughts of speaking to
of sorcery: her brother who was long gone was startling to her, even though she knew it wouldn't do anything. No one could hear her internal pleas and instead her feelings came out in a soft and rather defeated sob.
Hero of Hyrule: The Princess of Hyrule was not prepared for such a reaction.  She had thought that because no one knew the real stories of these portraits, that they would render little reward.  But they yielded more than she had 
Hero of Hyrule: anticipated.  Fern's little hand reached up to touch the picture, and from where the royal woman stood, she finally saw it and drew the connection.  The eyes... Her own large blues widened as they moved from the large glassy gaze of
Hero of Hyrule: Fern's, to the vague and emotionless silver eyes of the man in the portrait.  Fern's face, her expression, it was unmistakable to anyone.  She was recognizing this man.  Zelda felt her lips part slightly with the realization, and
Hero of Hyrule: even moreso, the chill that tremored through her body at the sight of how similar the girl in front of hers eyes was to the man in the portrait.  It can't be...Link stood opposite of the girl, his watch moving from Zelda to 
Hero of Hyrule: Fern.  In that moment it would seem that the woman he had brought to the castle was far away.  She had moved to the portrait now, her body language indicating that she did not see anything else in the room but what was in front of 
Hero of Hyrule: her.  Zelda had not been prepared for Fern's reaction to the painting, but Link had almost expected it.  As her small hand reached up to touch the bottom of the painting, the Hero of Light slowly moved forward.  He had no need to 
Hero of Hyrule: gaze at her face, and the one in the portrait.  He already knew her features well, and the expression that she wore, gazing up so forlornly into eyes mirrors of her own... he understood.  But with the understanding came another
Hero of Hyrule: realization, and that was what Fern meant to Princess Zelda... who she was to Princess Zelda.  At that moment the girl's free hand moved up to touch her face, and the dipping of her head, the sob which followed after... that was all
Hero of Hyrule: it took.  Zelda had started towards Fern, but Link was already there.  He moved quietly to her side, closing the rest of the space that was between them so that he could touch her shoulder.  He didn't want to startle her, but for so
Hero of Hyrule: long in their journey he had sat alone outside of their dwellings... listening to her cry.  On the ship, in the inn, while they made camp as they traveled across the land.  Always he had just sat there, stoic and never attempting to
Hero of Hyrule: comfort... but he felt now that it was different.  This was different... and he wasn't going to stand by so idly again.  Link could not hear her thoughts, but the single defeated sob told him and the lowering of her head spoke 
Hero of Hyrule: volumes.
of sorcery: There were times when displaying such emotion, especially in front of others, would have embarrassed her. However, this time, she couldn’t help herself with the situation she was now in and it was this time that Link finally, ever
of sorcery: since the first time he attempted to comfort her, did so once again. Fern didn't recoil like she always did, didn't yell or speak to him just yet, but simply let him stay by her side and hand upon her shoulder. Just this once, 
of sorcery: finally, she wouldn't push him away. The magess sniffed a few times and her head remained bowed still but the long minutes ticked by and eventually, slowly, she regained her posture but her face still shown with the apparent sheen
of sorcery: of tears and puffy eyes. She was calmer now, despite feeling the weight of her emotions still upon her heart, and she would now speak. But what would be about? Her unspoken sadness? The man in the portrait? <"I, wish to rest. If I
of sorcery: may."> Fern was hopeful that the Princess would be accommodating for now, no doubt the reasons for her actions to be asked for later when she was in a more balanced mood.
Hero of Hyrule: Whilst Link had touched the little magess' shoulder, Zelda had begun to move forward again, the sounds of Fern's weeping tugging at her heartstrings.  However, Unlike Link, Zelda was not afraid to come closer to the girl, and drew 
Hero of Hyrule: her arms about her as Link lowered his to his side.  She was just about to offer rest, when Fern suggested it herself.  'I wish to rest, if I may.'  Well she was in luck.  That was certainly what the Princess had planned.  With one 
Hero of Hyrule: arm around Fern's waist and the other touching her shoulder, Zelda gently lead Fern out of the viewing room.  <"Of course.  I was just about to suggest it.">  She cast her eyes out one of the windows in the hallway, noting that the
Hero of Hyrule: sun was starting to get low.  It was past afternoon now, and evening would set in soon.  She could let the girl rest for as long as she needed.  The princess, still with the magess in  her arms, turned to one of the servants passing

Hero of Hyrule: by, "Please have Elayda prepare a room for this young woman."  The servant bowed, 'Which wing would you have her stay in, Highness?'  Zelda answered without thought, "The royal quarters please."  Fern would stay where other

Hero of Hyrule: royal guests... members of her family... would have stayed...if there were any left.  Zelda didn't mention it, but she planned on having Elayda prepare a wardrobe for Fern as well.  The girl could choose whatever she wanted.  She 
Hero of Hyrule: turned back to Fern, leaning her head in a little to tap her crown against the side of Fern's head lightly... <"You have free reign of the castle.  They'll know you're my guest.  Please feel free to use the gardens or the ballroom...
Hero of Hyrule: or the library.  But most of all… please feel better.">  She wanted to talk about this more... but in private.  With that, Fern was sent off with the servant to be lead to her new room.  Fern's new room would definitely be a lot

Hero of Hyrule: more comfortable than Telma's bar, however when Zelda turned towards Link after the magess had departed, he shook his head.  Before she could even speak, he began, "I will be alright.  I am staying at a local inn down in the 
Hero of Hyrule: market."  The princess looked put off by this, but she was more interested in Fern than she was in forcing the Hero of Light to stay inside of a castle.  He never seemed comfortable inside of here... and she figured it was due to
Hero of Hyrule: the fact that having transformed into a beast had somewhat changed him.  Which... was the case for the most part.  Link adjusted the cowl of his cape about his neck, then shifted the sword at his back.  It was awkward, walking
Hero of Hyrule: around constantly with a sword... but after so long wearing it, now he couldn't be without it.  "You will return for her?"  Zelda inquired.  He nodded.  The brief display of emotion that had washed over his face in seeing Fern's 
Hero of Hyrule: state had dissipated the moment she had disappeared.  For the first time in three months, Link would be without her company that evening.  He knew that if he asked it, Zelda would grant him freedom in the Castle as well... but he 
Hero of Hyrule: did not think he could stand it.  He would come check on her the next day.  To say goodbye... It wasn't set in stone, but it was the most likely possibility.  Zelda would take care of her.  She continued to stand there, her face

Hero of Hyrule: serene but her eyes were intense.  "Be well then.  I will take care of her."  And with this she bowed her head, then turned and floated down the hall.  Zelda had a way of doing such, appearing so graceful that it looked as if her 
Hero of Hyrule: feet hovered off the ground.  His response was a simple nod, not nearly as formal, and the knight was gone, a new set of thoughts dancing around in his mind… a new set of dreams to have.
