Hero of Hyrule: Like the day before, and the day before that, and the day before that, Link's house stood vacant.  Twilight had settled over the quiet village of Ordon, and while the candle lights cast a warm and welcoming glow to the paned glass 
Hero of Hyrule: windows of his house, there was no one inside.  This was the time of day he always left the village.  It had been that way since he had returned.  Now, six months after Ilia, Beth, Talo, Malo, and Colin had returned to the village 
Hero of Hyrule: with the Hero of Light, Link still behaved as if he were restless.  Back before the Bokoblin cavalry had appeared and kidnapped Ilia, he would have been happy to live the rest of his life in this place.  The hero knew little other 
Hero of Hyrule: than the surrounding forest and the quiet village.  His days consisted of chores, goat herding, casting awkward glances at Ilia whenever he saw her, and overall enjoying his provincial life.  However, much had changed.  He had seen 
Hero of Hyrule: so much in the year that had passed with Midna.  So, changed as he was, every day at dusk he did the same thing.  Reflected.  By the Ordon spring he now sat, the same place he had trained with Rusl since he was a lad.  This place 
Hero of Hyrule: meant so much to him now, and as he sat there, like he'd done every night before this one since the day he had returned, he thought of her.  Midna.  Why had she broken the mirror?  Why had she not left at least that bridge available
Hero of Hyrule: so that they might see one another?  It was so aggrivating... and why had she looked so sad?  Her face was beautiful... strange...yet there was something alluring to it.  Frustrated with his thoughts, Link squeezed his eyes shut, 
Hero of Hyrule: leaning forward against his knees and brushing his hands through his hair.   "...Rrg..." was all that could be heard of him as he basically sat there brooding.  Idly his hands fondled a sprig of grass, eyeballing the looping blossom
Hero of Hyrule: that so often he and Ilia used to call Epona.  He wore the raiment of the Ordon villagers, his usual clothing, but it didn't feel so natural anymore.
Ilia: Ilia had been overjoyed to return to Ordon with Link and the children. She had hoped life would return to normal, but it didn't. She had changed... and Link had changed. The lazy, carefree days before their ordeal were past now; she
Ilia: no longer thought of Ordon as a safe haven, unreachable and untouchable by the corruption of the outside world. She didn't live in fear, exactly, but she wasn't the same. The time she would have spent with Link were often spent in 
Ilia: her room, and no matter how her father cajoled or begged she wouldn't come out. She was standing next to her window, staring out over the village; at Talo, beating a tree with a stick; at Malo and Beth, the former watching with his 
Ilia: normal blank stare, Beth with her impatient 'boys' look. There was Uli and her new baby by the stream, Colin nearby, and the sight made Ilia's heart ache. How often had she dreamed to one day be like them, a happy family with Link 
Ilia: by her side? She hadn't really avoided him, but he had changed so much. Setting her jaw, she flung open her door, hurried downstairs past her father, and headed for the Ordon spring. She slowed to a walk when she saw Link, sitting 
Ilia: as he always did at dusk, by himself. Quietly, she stole up behind him and touched his shoulder in greeting, then sat down next to him. She curled her knees up to her chest, arms wrapped loosely around her shins, and for several 
Ilia: seconds neither looked at him nor spoke to him. "You're brooding again, aren't you?" She glanced at him from under her lashes, and there was a ghost of her normal smile. "You're so serious now, Link." The smile faded, and she looked
panda syndrome: away. "You don't smile like you used to." (d)

Hero of Hyrule: He had stared at that flute-like blossom of the grass reed for what seemed to him like hours.  The sound of footsteps behind him, friendly and not attempting to mask their presence, drew him from his reverie.  Since that time he had
Hero of Hyrule: been pulled into the twilight, the moment he had transformed, his instincts and senses had changed.  He was no longer capable of transforming into a beast, however he had retained most of the instincts of that form in his current 
Hero of Hyrule: one.  His eyesight was more keen, his hearing superb, and his smell and reactions were lightning quick.  Link did not look up, however, when the familiar steps stopped behind him, or when the slender small hand placed itself on his 
Hero of Hyrule: shoulder.  'You're brooding again, aren't you?'  It was at this, that he finally acknowledged her.  If this had been the past he would have probably blushed and tugged his mouth into a shy grin--but not now.  Link cast her a 
Hero of Hyrule: sidelong glance, partially shrouded by bangs, then lazily tossed the grass into the river.  'You're so serious now, Link.' He felt a pang of guilt lance through his chest.  She had noticed?  Well that wasn't all that 
Hero of Hyrule: surprising.  Ilia was different too.  'You don't smile like you used to.'  At that, a similar ghost to his own normal carefree smile appeared.  But his eyes were drawn, and they spoke volumes of his carking.  Even when they were 
Hero of Hyrule: growing up, Link had been a very quiet and sometimes irritatingly soft spoken person.  Yet now, it extended beyond that.  These days it seemed like he purposely avoided everyone--save her--and did not speak to anybody on 
Hero of Hyrule: purpose.  He finally turned to look at her, wolfish pale blue eyes reflecting a thousand thoughts.  Ilia and Link had been all but promised to one another back then, but people changed... they had changed.  "I'm sorry.  I hope
Hero of Hyrule: I'm not upsetting you.  I just feel...I guess..." He paused to think of a way to put it, "Restless.  I feel like something about me isn't complete.  As if I am not supposed to be here, doing this, anymore."

Ilia: Ilia had always been used to his silence, had been one of the few who could get him to talk and smile and laugh. His quietness had been comfortable, easy, but this was... almost awkward, uninviting. Ilia had her knees hugged close, 
Ilia: her chin resting on the tops of them, staring unseeing at the strangely carved rocks that ringed the spring in a half-circle. She had dreamed of a life together with him... but no longer. She still loved him so hard it hurt 
Ilia: sometimes, but she knew he no longer loved her, and that, more than anything, was what probably hurt the most. Part of her almost wished she hadn't gotten her memory back -- she would have been free to start new, and that face that 
Ilia: haunted her dreams would have just been that, a face. 'I hope I'm not upsetting you.' She said nothing, but did finally look at him when he spoke of his restlessness. Her gray eyes were sad, hurting, wanting, but her face was 
Ilia: remarkably collected. "And what are you supposed to be doing, Link?" Her voice was soft, like she didn't want to know the answer. "I can tell you don't want to be in Ordon village anymore. I had just hoped..." She stared at her 
Ilia: half-clenched fingers, "you wouldn't be leaving m... us... so soon again."

Hero of Hyrule: Since they had returned to the village, Link had paid considerably less attention to her.  When in the old days they might have stolen glances at each other, now she would often find herself seeing only the back of his head.  He 
Hero of Hyrule: didn't realize he was doing it, but he had absentmindedly replaced the vision of her that had always floated around in his head with the vision of a different girl, one who was strangely colored, bossy, and mysterious.  Midna.  The 
Hero of Hyrule: Princess of Twilight was all Link thought about in most evenings, and sometimes daydreamed about during the day.  What was it about her that made her so special?  He didn't really know.  He didn't even like her when he had first met
Hero of Hyrule: her!  Ilia didn't respond to him right away, and he found himself drift away from her again, his mind going elsewhere.  The hero had no idea that he hurt her so, and it was not his intention to do so at all.  But men were foolish 
Hero of Hyrule: and Link especially was particularly inept at how to act around females.  'And what are you supposed to be doing, Link?'  What she said sounded like the Ilia he knew.  He was half expecting he was in for it! However, her tone said 
Hero of Hyrule: otherwise.  It was flat, despondent, forfeited.  The hero gazed back at her, a mild bit of surprise in his eyes at how deflated she seemed.  Even though Ilia was different now, there were still times in which she seemed entirely 
Hero of Hyrule: normal when he noticed her.  'I can tell you don't want to be in Ordon village anymore.  I had just hoped...'  His brows knitted against his forehead, 'You wouldn't be leaving m... us.. so soon again.'  She had stopped herself 
Hero of Hyrule: before he noticed what she was about to say.  The implications of her semi-plea flew right over his head.  Link paused, momentarily, to reflect on what she said before he responded.  She knows... She has always known.  His eyes 
Hero of Hyrule: squeezed shut for a moment.  Ilia can read you like a book!  He thought.  "I don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.  I feel like this place isn't my home anymore.  I feel... " This was so awkward.  "I feel like there is something
Hero of Hyrule: calling me out there."  By 'out there' he meant anywhere that was not Ordon village.  Like a foolish man, he did not even catch the hint of hurt or sadness in the way she acted or spoke; he was totally selfish, totally 
Hero of Hyrule: apathetic.  "I don't plan to be gone forever.  I will come back..."  The hero finally stole a glance at her, so youthful and pretty still, but she wa
Hero of Hyrule: --s staring at her knees instead.  For a fleeting moment he wanted to splash her and laugh and run away from her when she got angry, but he knew now wasn't the time.  Stupid thoughts..

Ilia: Before, Ilia hadn't really noticed how much he paid attention to her, but now she felt the loss of it keenly. She didn't realize he was in love with someone else, she had just figured, through everything he had been through, he had 
Ilia: just... fallen out of love with her. Even before all this, it had irritated her how utterly stupid Link was when it came to feelings, but really, this was as close as Ilia ever came to practically saying her feelings aloud. Couldn't
Ilia: he see how much she was hurting? If she wasn't so proud, she would have broken down in tears and thrown herself in Link's arms... but she only cried to Epona. She listened to his quiet voice without saying anything, except to hug 
Ilia: her knees a little tighter to help steel her feelings. She closed her eyes at his last words, 'I don't plan to be gone forever... I will come back...' but it was a losing battle. Instead of crying, she got angry. It helped keep the 
Ilia: pain at bay, at least for a little bit. "Fine!" She leapt to her feet, practically bristling like some wild cat. "Leave, I don't care! You're so selfish, Link, all you can ever think about is yourself! You don't care that there are 
Ilia: people here who need you, people here who love you!" Namely, her. She was shouting, yelling at him like she had never yelled at anyone before, so loud that several nearby birds took flight in startlement. "Don't come back, it 
Ilia: *this place doesn't matter to you, and neither do I! Its..." Her breath hitched, her vision became blurry. "Just... just go..." Her rage rapdily deflated, her voice quieted, and she turned away from him, but it was impossible to 
Ilia: miss the glimmer of wetness on her cheeks. (d)

Hero of Hyrule: It still impressed him that Ilia had guessed he wanted to leave.  He didn't tell her, or anybody else.  What had he done that had betrayed his intentions?  His ultimate plan had been to leave in the night when nobody would have 
Hero of Hyrule: noticed his absence, be gone before they awoke, and be far away from Ordon when they realized he was no longer there.  But now, with her there, he realized what an unkind thing that would have been to do.  Ilia was small, but she 
Hero of Hyrule: looked even smaller there as she was; huddled with her knees against her chest and her knuckles clenched so hard they were white.  "Ilia..." he began, but suddenly her posture changed and so did her vocal pitch.  'Fine!' Oh,
Hero of Hyrule: Goddesses! Here it came!  'Leave, I don't care! You're so selfish, Link, all you can ever think about is yourself!' He winced, his mouth dropping open in surprise.  This was different than her normal chastizations, something was... 
Hero of Hyrule: different.  'You don't care that there are people here who need you, people here who love you!'  He attempted to interject, but she was already on her feet and leering over him like a ferocious wolfo.  Link could only stare up at 
Hero of Hyrule: her with this look on his face as if he wanted to say something but didn't have the courage.  That's not it,Ilia!! Of course he could think his responses, but he didn't say anything.  How typical of him! 'Don't come back! This place
Hero of Hyrule: doesn't matter to you, and neither do I!"  Okay that was crossing the line.  At that, Link was suddenly on his feet, and he was an entire head taller than her.  "Ilia!" He attempted to cut across her, 'It's... Just.. just 
Hero of Hyrule: go...'  She turned her back on him.  Unnerved, his brows clenched furiously, but not with anger, but sudden shock and frustration with the realization of how she felt.  "Ilia...that is not it."  He had seen her cheeks, but for a
Hero of Hyrule: moment.  She had not been able to hide it, she didn't turn fast enough.  Link saw.  He would not allow her stubborn bullheadedness to get in the way this time.  Link grasped both hands on her shoulders, using his strength to 
Hero of Hyrule: forceably turn her about so that she faced him.  Wordlessly he cupped her chin with his left hand, the hand which had wielded the master sword, and with the other he brushed away her tears.  "This village means everything to me, but
Hero of Hyrule: I feel like I am only half a person right now.  I want to see what it is that is calling to me, and then I will come back!" The hand which wiped her tears away moved to brush some of her hair away from her forehead.  His eyes begged
Hero of Hyrule: her to understand.  "I'm so sorry.  I really... earnestly didn't mean to hurt you!" You are my best friend..

Ilia: Link was Ilia's best friend, and he owned her soul and heart. How could she not know he wanted to leave? She knew his change in attitude wasn't entirely because of what he had been through -- it was because Ordon was no longer his 
panda syndrome: home. She was in one of her rages (but they had never been directed at him, not like this) and this  
Ilia: was different. She let her hurt come out as rage, and it was probably more terrible than any of the creatures he had faced. Then, he had something to protect himself, but now he had nothing. She tried to yank herself away when Link 
Ilia: grabbed her by the shoulders and forceably turn her around; two small, clenched fists shot up and hit him in the chest, but her blows were weak, half-hearted. She let her face be lifted up towards him, and though her face was shiny 
Ilia: with tears she refused to let more fall. At least in front of him. Her lips trembled and she closed her eyes, grasped hold of his wrist with both hands and turned her cheek into his palm. She didn't say anything -- to his promise of
Ilia: of coming back, to his apology. She soaked up his touch for several seconds, than pulled away. Her tears were gone, her face dry, but the hurt and heartbreak was still there, despite her poor attempts to cover it up. "You should 
Ilia: go now while everyone is busy. They won't ask questions, and I'll say you have..." She swallowed, "... things... to take care of." She wrapped her arms around herself and stepped out of his reach. Before, she would have longed for 
Ilia: his touch... but now it just hurt. "Please." There was a broken plea in her eyes and voice, and if Link had a heart he would heed it.

Hero of Hyrule: Ilia never cried.  She was that person who attempted to remain strong for everyone.  Whenever someone in the village was in tears, Ilia was there.  She could comfort almost as well as Uli, and often times the other villagers sought 
Hero of Hyrule: her advice and company.  When Link's mother had died, it was Ilia's lap that he had cried in, when his father had died, it was Ilia who he had gone to.  It was so strange seeing her like this.  She was always so strong and powerful,
Hero of Hyrule: grounded as a woman should be.  But now she was fragile, and it bothered him so much.  It was because of him that she was like this.  Through his neglect and stupidity, Ilia had ended up in shambles.  Link felt guilty..and not the 
Hero of Hyrule: kind of guilt that was wrong, but the kind that came with the realization of one's faults.  He did not let her get away, no matter how much she squirmed, and he found himself pleased when she leaned into his hand, as if yearning for
Hero of Hyrule: a caress.  He nearly blushed.  'You should go now while everyone is busy.' At least she was calmer.  She had stopped crying.  Thank the goddesses.  He wasn't sure if he'd be able to handle her crying again, it cut so deep.  'They 
Hero of Hyrule: won't ask questions, and I'll say you have... things... to take care of.'  She pulled away from him, wrapping her arms about her body and creating an invisible impregnable shell about herself.  He frowned.  'Please.'  Her tone was 
Hero of Hyrule: almost begging him to agree, but he could not stand this any longer.  This was not fair, and he would not leave the village, her, in this way.  He did not want to be filled with remorse when he left.  Link wanted her to feel
Hero of Hyrule: better, and to understand him.  There was that desire to heed her plea, but he simply refused to end it this way.  Without warning, the hero snapped out his arms and drew her against him, catching her offguard before she could fight
Hero of Hyrule: at him like she had done so previously.  Both of his arms spiralled around her small frame and clutched her to him as tightly as she could manage, his face pressing down against the top of her hair and his sword hand cupping 
Hero of Hyrule: the back of her head, "Ilia... I will go now if you so wish it.  However,  I will not leave with you like this.  I want you to see me off.. I want your blessing.  I'm not going to fight with you or depart while you are angry.  I 
Hero of Hyrule: only wish you could understand."  She could feel his breath against her hair and hear the sound of his heart, "It was because of you that I began my journey, it was because of you that I am who I am.  If you would just please not
Hero of Hyrule: be upset."  That was his own plea, a counter to her own.

Ilia: It was hard, being strong for everyone. Ilia took all their problems onto herself and rarely, if ever, let out her own... except to Epona, and now she too was leaving. There were some days when she needed to be a girl, to cry and 
Ilia: pour out her heart... and she wished she could do it to Link. But that w ould have involved admitting her love -- because she knew he was stupid and didn't know it already, else why would he be hurting her so? -- and she couldn't do
Ilia: that, not now, not after... everything. Unbalanced, she pitched forward into his arms when Link grabbed her, and the wound on her heart ripped open anew, but it didn't matter. She clung to him, clenching her fingers in the back of 
Ilia: his shirt and burying her face in his chest. She inhaled deeply, memorizing his scent -- Ordon, leather and horse, and something that was entirely Link -- and the feel of his arms around her. She swallowed several times to keep a 
Ilia: sob at bay, and finally nodded. He didn't know the real, true reason she was upset... but she could pretend, and that would be good enough for Link. She reluctantly pulled away and wiped her fingers underneath her eyes, then forced 
Ilia: a smile. "Come on then Hero," she whispered, her smile wavering but managing to stay. "Lets go."

Hero of Hyrule: Ilia's pretending was certainly good enough for Link.  Actually, he was just stupid enough to believe that the facade she showed him was her real self.  Link, and most men in general, did not have secrets, or hold anything 
Hero of Hyrule: back. They wore their true feelings and colors on their sleeves, so he had no reason to believe that she was any different.  He was as reluctant to let her out of his arms as she was to pull away.  When she was separated from him, 
Hero of Hyrule: he found himself sighing.  'Come on then Hero.'   Her words seemed more normal, her mannerisms still pained but her words were at least normal.  Link smirked a bit, brushing his hand through his hair and noticing the absence of his 
Hero of Hyrule: green hero cap for the billionth time.  It was so annoying when he'd first worn it, but now his head felt naked without it!  'Let's go.'  That was more like it.  She was finally listening!  Now the smirk that he had managed had 
Hero of Hyrule: painted itself into a full fledged smile.  He was actually smiling!  For some reason, Link had always felt that he needed Ilia's consent on everything.  This journey was no different.  If he left before Ilia could say goodbye, or 
Hero of Hyrule: give him her blessings, then it would haunt him for the rest of his days.  With a chuckle, the Hero of Light threw an arm about her shoulder, yanking her against him a second time and squeezing roughly.  This is much better!!  It 
Hero of Hyrule: was almost like old times.  He released her, never losing that smile as he headed to the gates that lead into the spring and towards the path that would take them back to the village.  It was nightfall now.  Link had already packed
Hero of Hyrule: his things, but he didn't plan on leaving now until daybreak.  "I'll walk you back to the village." His voice was quiet again, lacking any of the emotion that had surfaced in his earlier dialogue. 

Ilia: Goddesses, why did Link have to be so stupid? Why couldn't he of learned something useful on his journey... like how to realize when a girl was practically dying inside but putting up a facade? Ugh, she wanted to slap him. Or kiss 
Ilia: him... but the former was much safer. When he smiled -- she had missed it so much -- she managed to actually smile a little herself, this time not forced, but it faded at his jovial attitude. Oh, if only it was like before. She 
Ilia: would have been fine pining after Link, just waiting for him to vocally promise himself, instead of this hurt knowing it would never happen. She followed a little behind him, subdued, head bowed, but any time he spoke to her that 
Ilia: smile would jump right back up. "You don't have to walk me to the village..." She smiled faintly and tucked her hair behind her ear. "I don't think I'll go to sleep anyway. I want to spend some time with Epona before both of you 
Ilia: go." It was easier to pretend she liked Epona more than Link... because sometimes she really did. She wished her beloved horse could talk. "You should sleep anyway. I'm sure it will be a long journey."

Hero of Hyrule: Epona?  She certainly had a way with animals.  He didn't think that he'd ever met anybody who cared so much about animals as Ilia.  It was almost like she had the ability to speak to them sometimes.  And sometimes... he really did 
Hero of Hyrule: wonder if she liked that horse more than him.  Epona.  The horse had been born when he was eleven or twelve.  She was nearly 7 or 8 years old now.  He hadn't bothered counting.  Every horse in his family for as long as he could 
Hero of Hyrule: remember, had been named Epona.  His mother had told him stories about the legendary Hero of Time, his supposed ancestor.  The horse that had carried the Hero had been named Epona, and since that day every horse in their family was 
Hero of Hyrule: named after the valiant mare who had carried the hero.  Link had figured it a silly fairytale that his mother had concocted to satisfy him as to why they absolutely had to name the horse Epona.  Even if the horse had been male, 
Hero of Hyrule: which she wasn't, they would have named her Epona anyway!  However, after all that had happened, he had begun to very much believe in his mother's tale.  Perhaps the Hero of Time was not some silly story, maybe...just maybe... it 
Hero of Hyrule: had a bit of truth to it?  Still, regardless of all that, he didn't believe it was a good idea for Ilia to stay up all night.  Lord knew, if Mayor Bo found out that Ilia had stayed up all night and Link allowed it, it would be his 
Hero of Hyrule: hide getting tanned.  'You should sleep anyway.  I'm sure it will be a long journey.'  For a moment, he thought of rising up against her and debating against the idea of staying up all night.  But he had already fought with her 
Hero of Hyrule: once, and Ilia was not a force to be trifled with.  Ooohhooo no.  The conclusion of his flipflopping thoughts was that he would allow her to do what she wished.  Before either of them knew it, they had covered the short amount of 
Hero of Hyrule: distance that spanned from the spring to the village, and now they stood in the grove where Link's empty house was.  He stopped walking, his hands fumbling with the orange sash around his waist and staring down at her.  "If that's 
Hero of Hyrule: what you really want to do... go ahead.  But for the record, I don't believe it's a good idea to stay up all night." His hand released the sash and plopped down on her head, mussing her hair.  "I'd prefer it if you were fresh in the
Hero of Hyrule: morning.  Cranky, tired Ilia is not the memory of you I'd like to have.  I would rather have a well rested bright-eyed Ilia seeing me off!"

Ilia: She had teased Link for only ever having horses named Epona, though she had been equally attatched to both of them; his first had been an old, patient mare who let two energetic kids climb all over her, while this one had enough 
Ilia: fire in her to keep Link under control. She didn't feel like fighting, and if he had argued she might have agreed and just gone to bed... but no, she did want to spend time alone with Epona, because she knew she couldn't sleep with 
Ilia: her heart fit to bursting and practically on the verge of tears, though she was doing a remarkable job at hiding it. She wrinkled her nose when he mussed her hair and pushed his hand away, and for an instant, she was smiling, bright
Ilia: and normal. "I won't be up late. Really, you're beginning to sound like my father." Her grin faded, her playfulness left, and she stood there awkwardly for a few seconds before she suddenly leaned up on her toes and kissed his 
Ilia: cheek -- well, really, the corner of his mouth, the closest to a kiss she knew she would ever get. "Sleep well, Link." She ruffled his bangs and forced a smile, then headed off to find Epona. (d)

Hero of Hyrule: She playfully pushed his hand away... or it appeared to Link that she was being playful.  He could see her smile, and it left him with more relief than she would ever know.  The Hero of Light, as the people of their neighboring 
Hero of Hyrule: Kingdom, Hyrule, had begun to call him, left himself completely off guard.  Actually, she had the ability to tear down his guard, to take him by surprise.  When she smiled at him, batting his hand away, he smiled back, but what she 
Hero of Hyrule: did next he was totally ill prepared for.  Ilia stood there for several moments awkwardly staring at him, and he swore that if one more second went by of his heart slamming into his ear, that he would run screaming from the village 
Hero of Hyrule: forever.  Then she acted, rising up on her toes and kissing his cheek.  It was so brief, but with his keen senses even subtleties of the touch did not escape him.  Her lips had brushed the corner of his mouth, and with this he felt 
Hero of Hyrule: his entire body freeze, a chill sent from his toes all the way to his neck, then that chill was melted by the rush of heat that flooded his face and stole the breath from his lungs.  He stared at her, his own lips parted slightly 
Hero of Hyrule: in a semi-gawk.  'Sleep well, Link.'  Her hand ruffled his bangs, and he just sort of stood there without reacting--FROZEN.  Ilia didn't seem to notice.  She just trotted off, hell-bent on finding that horse.  It seemed like several 
Hero of Hyrule: hours of the thud--thud--thud of his pulse in his head before he came out of the standing coma.  How did someone react to that? It must have been just an accident.  Yes.  It was an accident.  Link slapped both hands against his 
Hero of Hyrule: face, knitting his brows and then pinching his cheeks until they were pink.  Go inside.  Forget about this...That was what the voice inside his head told him to do.  He chose to obey it, turning to climb up the ladder and wall 
Hero of Hyrule: himself up inside of his house.  At least, he obeyed the 'go inside' part.  He doubted he would forget it.  Actually... his dreams would be filled with it that night!  And it was that moment that Link thought about as he lied in 
Hero of Hyrule: his cucco-feather mattress with the quilt that his mother had sewn for him pulled up to his neck.  That moment...
