
1. Daruk

Notes for the Chapter:Wanted to write a story where everyone else took care of Mipha. Ended up with this. Classic lol :D




    
    There was an ambush waiting for them.

Mipha walked beside Daruk as their team followed the canyon. They chatted amicably, conversation flowing from topic to topic. He had only joined their team a few days prior, and already Mipha liked him. Brave, steady, and with a wealth of good humor. She felt she hadn’t laughed so hard in quite some time.

The canyon was long and it snaked its way between towering mountain ranges. Though her feet were starting to ache from the hard stone and the sand, she admired it. She listened to the sand as it hissed in the wind and fell in little streams from higher ledges. There were thorny trees and flowering cacti, each a brilliant pop of color.

The thought of going into the desert itself was…intimidating, if she was completely honest. But she couldn’t deny her eagerness to see it all the same. Was it as beautiful in person as it was in stories?

She stopped to trace the swirl of minerals in the clifface next to them, and that’s when she heard them. The sudden yell, the baring of steel, the pound of feet on stone. She yanked her Trident from its belt and rushed forward, with Daruk close behind her.

A pack of bokoblins had surrounded Link, Impa, and Zelda, taunting them with clubs and blades. A quick glance above revealed a wooden bridge across the canyon. On it crouched a moblin who eyed them with interest.

There was little time to consider this, however. Mipha dove in and soon she had pulled several of the bokoblins towards her. She ducked the swing of one before thrusting her Trident forward. Silver met flesh and blood dripped. The howl she earned was loud and shrill. The bokoblin clawed at her Trident. It spat in angry defiance until she pinned it to the sunbaked stone.

There was little water in the air for her to use, and the heat was heavy. Mipha’s breath came rough as she turned to block the second’s attack. The force of it rattled through silver and down into her bones. She twisted, shoving the bokoblin to the side and then twirling her Trident around to strike. The smoke that bled from its punctured throat mixed with the thick blood that bubbled up, and it stung her eyes.

Something slammed into her shoulder and she rolled with it. She and the bokoblin tumbled across the stone as they each sought the upper hand. In one moment, it had her pinned and its teeth snapped near her throat. The next, her claws raked deep gouges into its chest. The last, she shoved it off and over to its back, and her Trident came down into its heart.

Her pulse was thunder in her ears. She took in the area around her, gaze flicking rapidly. Smoke swirling. Blood smeared. Most of the hostiles were down. All but one.

The moblin still stood. It was injured already–blood welling from a slice in its side and a puncture in its leg–but it seemed unbothered. It kicked, and its clawed foot shoved Link back. It turned and then Impa, too, was down. As they scrambled to pick themselves back upright, it charged towards Zelda with its club held high.

Zelda had only time to raise her slate in trembling hands before Daruk shoved himself between them. The blow that was meant for her sent him staggering towards the hot sandy ground. It was a heavy strike and Mipha felt it in her bones as she raced towards them.

Zelda watched this happen with horror. She turned to the moblin, and the horror in her eyes burned away in the heat of her fury. Her hands flew across the slate and yellow flashed with a snapping sound. The moblin froze midstep, eyes glaring and body twisted to swing again.

Yellow turned to red, and Zelda targeted a spear one of the bokoblins had dropped. It was a crude thing, a rusty dagger tied to a rough handle with twine. But it worked just the same, and the moblin fell into smoke with a scream.

Dropping the bloodied spear, Zelda rushed to Daruk’s side. He was kneeling on the hard ground, one hand clutching his face. Blood staind the white of his beard and oozed between his fingers.

“Daruk, hold on. We’re here.” Zelda looked around helplessly. “We’re here,” she repeated, this time weaker.

Mipha joined her. “Princess, allow me. I can heal him.”

At Zelda’s grateful nod, she moved in to see the wound. When she touched his hand, intending on guiding it away from his face, Daruk recoiled. He swung an arm and the blow sent her stumbling to her backside. His other hand pawed for his blade, and Link quickly pulled it out of reach.

“Daruk, please,” Zelda pleaded. “Sit still and let us help–”

“Water, Princess,” Mipha cut in as she picked herself back up. “Give me a bottle of water. Link, talk to him. Impa, keep watch.”

The three snapped into action, grateful to have something they could do to help. Zelda pulled a bottle of water from the slate and quickly passed it to Mipha while Impa turned to cover them in case there were more hostiles.

Link tried to get through to Daruk. It wasn’t easy; in his pain he was delirious and he wasn’t sure who they were.

With a fast twist of her wrist, Mipha pulled the cork and she quickly dumped the water over her hand. She called to it and it flowed back to cover her hand and forearm. A luminescence shone from the water, soft teal and blue.

“Be still,” Mipha breathed before placing her hand on his arm. There was another sharp tensing of Daruk’s muscles and his arm twitched, ready to move. But after a few moments, with her gentle touch and Link’s reassurance, he stilled and a sigh came up. “Good. It is alright. Link, keep talking to him for me.”

While Link started to ramble about rock climbing, Mipha pulled Daruk’s hand away from his face. Then she closed her eyes and felt for the injury. Pain ripped into her, startling a yelp out of her. As it always did, mending someone else’s pain caused her own body to ache. Party sympathy, part mirror. She breathed deeply, in and out. 

His jaw had taken the brunt of the blow. The damage was extensive. Blood welled out of broken skin, there were dark bruises already forming and fractures in bone, and several teeth were broken. But she’d feared much worse.

A part of her was intimidated and she started to panic–she wasn’t fully trained yet, not for decades, what if she wasn’t good enough–but another part quieted her worries. Daruk needed her. There was no time for panic.

Slowly, carefully, the wound started to heal. Bruises faded, bleeding slowed, swelling went down. The fractures in his jaw slowly mended. She inspected his teeth and frowned. One she could set back into his jaw, but the other two were beyond her capacity to fix. She pulled the broken pieces out with tiny tendrils of water. Then she washed out and healed the spots where they had been.

By the time she was satisfied, the sun had moved far across the sky. She stepped back and wavered hard. Her head throbbed with a piercing headache. Zelda pressed another bottle of water into her hands, but she was unable to drink it at first. Her own jaw ached with sharp pain and she ran her tongue over her teeth to make sure they were all whole.

Finally, with a pained sigh, she drank. She downed the water in a few deep pulls, breath coming out hard through her nose.

“Thank you, princess.” She handed the bottle back. Wiping her mouth with the back of one hand, she knelt before Daruk. “Daruk? How do you feel now?”

“Like I took a hit from a talus,” Daruk managed. His voice was low and rough, the words slow to come.

“I bet,” Link said with sympathy.

Daruk gave a pained snort before opening his eyes. He looked around before his bleary gaze settled on Zelda. “Ya okay, tiny princess?”

“Oh. Yes, I am just fine. Thank you.” Zelda put a hand on his forearm and squeezed. “But please, be careful. I’d hate for you to get so hurt again.”

“Eh, all part of the risk. I’ll heal up fine, don’t you worry.” He managed a wink before sighing. “If I could just sink into some lava, that’d be perfect.”

The others joined in his brief laughter. Link offered to bring some over from Eldin, and Impa offered to help. At Link’s feet, the little guardian gave a bright chirp. Mipha pressed a knuckle to her mouth to stifle her own laughter.

“We will stay here tonight. Daruk, you will rest. Understood?” she said instead.

Daruk reached up to touch his jaw and she gently brushed his hand away. “You go on ahead. Gotta meet Urbosa.”

“Absolutely not,” Zelda replied firmly.

Mipha nodded in agreement. “I must monitor you tonight. You are lucky the wound was not worse.”

“You need to let that fully heal,” Impa said. “I wouldn’t wish tooth pain on anyone.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Daruk relented with a sigh. “Right. Guess it’s for the best.” He paused and then he smiled. “Thanks, Mipha.”

Mipha smiled back and rested a hand over her heart. “You are welcome.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          As always, thanks for reading! It really does mean a ton. Take care of yourselves out there.

        




2. Urbosa


    
    Blood shone stark against gold.

On their way to work more with Vah Rudania, Zelda’s party was caught as they navigated the narrow streets of a town. Quickly they were surrounded by members of the Yiga Clan, who wanted Zelda’s head. In the ensuing battle, Link pulled Zelda away. 

She fought back, her fingernails raking against his forearm. “Unhand me,” she spat.

Link did. For a moment. Sympathy momentarily flashed across his features before his gaze hardened again. This wasn’t about the town, and she knew it. Their opponents did not attack any of the civilians fleeing or hiding in their homes. This was about her, and her alone. If that man from the rooftop caught her, he would  kill her.

Link was not about to give him that chance.

His reasoning was sound, though dark. He did not wait for Zelda to agree, instead tugging her along (holding her  hand this time, not her arm) and soon they were gone.

Their opponents spread out in search, but Link was too quick and too clever. Their rage slammed against the Champions’ might. Shields met, blades sliced against each other, threats were sworn.

The fight spilled across the entire town. At Mipha’s suggestion, she and the others divided into two teams. If they could cover more ground, they could chase off their foes in less time.

While Impa and Daruk raced one direction, Mipha followed Urbosa as she ran another. Revali flew above them, scanning the rooftops for another ambush. When they reached the open fields near town, lizalfos swarmed around them, scales red and fangs bared.

Urbosa targeted her foes easily, movements quicker than lightning. Her blade sliced one across the throat and blood sprayed. Another she caught as it lunged at her; parrying it sharply with  Daybreaker. The crack of its jaw was loud. A third, a fourth, a fifth–they all fell and hot smoke billowed skyward.

Revali flew above them all. He would stop at intervals, and with a whistle arrows would rain down. Some exploded on impact and powder floated on the wind. Others burrowed into scaled hides. One he flew past and his body twisted midair. His talons ripped flesh and came away dripping blood.

Mipha pulled water from the nearby pond. She swam through it in a streak of red and white, gills flaring and focus sharpening. Her prey floundered in her wake and could not escape. Her Trident caught one lizalfos, her claws another. Her teeth tore open a throat and blood clouded the water a bright crimson.

When the last of her prey went down, she surfaced. The sun was bright in her eyes and through it she saw Revali dive. It wasn’t the dive at the end of a fight, wings catching his momentum and talons out for purchase. It was a rushed dive following lethal shots from his bow.

She gestured and the water carried her to where he had landed. There, sitting upright and clutching her shoulder, was Urbosa. An arrow was buried in her shoulder and blood ran down it to drip from the feathered end.

“Bastard,” Revali spat as he knelt at her side. His gaze snapped briefly to an abandoned bow in the distance. There was a smear of red on it and a few gritty embers swirling in the grass, the signs of a fallen archer. “I thought I caught him in time.”

Urbosa’s snort was pained but still fairly amused. “Lucky bastard indeed,” she bit out.

They both looked up as Mipha joined them. Immediately she pulled the water up into her hands. “Hold on, Urbosa. We’ll have that out in a moment.”

“Yes, please. I’d be much appreciative.”

Mipha knelt beside her and nodded for Revali to join her. “This must be quick,” she said. She formed the water into a thin tendril with a sharp edge. “We will remove the arrow and I will stop the bleeding.”

Though Revali looked fairly nauseous at the thought, he gave a nod. “Honestly, Mipha. How you do this,” he muttered.

“I have an ability to heal, and people needed healed,” Mipha replied simply. “Ready?”

“Oh, as ever,” Revali sighed. He reached up and took hold of the arrow shaft. Even though he had been careful, Urbosa still seethed with pain.

Mipha scooted closer on her knees. The water-knife ran with blood as she gently touched it to the flesh around the arrowhead. The sharp pain of it flowed through the water and into her. She did her best to ignore it, as always.

The arrow would be even more painful to remove, but it would be possible. At least, she noted with relief, it was not piercing bone. “I apologize we do not have elixir, but I should be able to take the edge off your pain,” she said.

“Go on, Mipha.” Urbosa let out a long breath. “Just do what needs to be done. I’ve been through worse.”

“Right.” There was no sense waiting around. “On my count, Revali, you will pull.” As carefully as she could, she worked the water along the wound to ease the arrowhead’s passage. She washed away pain as she worked, though she could feel Urbosa tense beneath her hands. Her own shoulder twitched and grew hot. “Alright. One, two,  now.”

Revali tugged the arrow out with swift efficiency. Urbosa let out a shrill cry, body seizing. Her free hand tore at the hot grass and her head turned sharply to the side. Her body shivered, and she gagged as if she were about to vomit.

“Done,” Revali reported.

Urbosa seemed to barely hear him, so lost in her pain she was. She leaned her head back, breath coming in rapid pants. There was sweat on her brow and blood ran down her arm and to pool against the edge of her golden jewelry.

Mipha hurried to cover the ragged wound with her hands. Urbosa hissed in pain before settling and closing her eyes.

“That’s nice,” she breathed. “Like something cool on a hot day.”

Mipha’s lips twitched into a smile. “It  is water,” she reminded.

Urbosa hummed. “True.”

Mipha pulled up images of Urbosa. She sparred with Impa, both of them offering each other challenging grins. She managed to get Link to chat a little as they sharpened and oiled their blades. She invited the other women into her chambers, and they spent the evening together, trying on clothes and jewelry, and telling stories over hot drinks. She couldn’t sleep one night and Mipha, who felt the same, walked with her.

Her magic flared blue. It bathed over the injury and settled deep in the muscle and tendon. She targeted the tears and began to knit them together with care.

The tug of torn flesh and muscle made her head go light for a few moments. Her own shoulder ached with burning pain, and she felt as thought blood ran down her own arm. She leaned back her head and blinked rapidly, willing away the tears that tried to run. From the white sky above, the sun shone down and she flinched at its brightness.

“Mipha,” Revali said.

“I can do this,” Mipha replied firmly.

There was a low hum. Not disbelieving. Worry. Then he scoffed, “Whatever. I never said you couldn’t.”

Shaking away the pain, Mipha refocused. She felt a touch more confident that she had been at the start of their work together. She’d healed bruises from training, and broken bones and ripped flesh from battles. Even in a few months, she’d certainly received plenty of experience, hadn’t she? And she had dove into her own training with renewed vigor, desperate to protect and heal them all.

They would not die in this fight, not if she had anything to say about it.

Finally the wound was healed enough that Mipha sat back. For a few moments she focused on breathing. Her numb fingers twitched. But the feeling passed, as it always did, and she was able to open her eyes once more.

There was still some bruising on Urbosa’s shoulder, and the tear itself was still visible as newer skin and scabs. She used the water to wash away the rest of the blood from Urbosa’s skin. Done, she let the water go and it dribbled to a bloody puddle in the grass.

“There,” she said. “Perhaps not as good as new, but you will heal fully in little time.”

Urbosa inspected the remains of the injury with wonder. “Impressive.”

Mipha felt a rush of pride before waving the word away. “Make sure to watch yourself. Infection is unlikely but possible. Please come to me if you have any fever or swelling, and I will heal you.”

“I will, thank you.” Urbosa pushed herself to a stand. She tentatively moved her arm, wincing a little and then nodding. “Alright. I can keep going, what about you two?” They nodded. “Good. Let’s see about that base. Unless, of course, Daruk and Impa have already cleared it.”

They all turned about and, with a dive into more water, Mipha led the way.

  



3. Revali


    
    Electricity flared against sharp morning light.

It was Daruk’s turn to take them out training. The first day was spent wrestling. It was apparently a favorite pastime in Eldin, and it was a good way to learn how to fight foes that, as Daruk said, “came right for you.” Mipha went up against Urbosa and Revali, won both times (though barely) and then lost to Zelda. It was much fun, and she wasn’t sure if was the bruises or the laughter that hurt more.

The following days were spent following Daruk as he led them hiking along Eldin’s rocky terrain. He pointed out paths and canyons that were safe to traverse, plants that were safe and those that were not, and animals to watch from a distance. He kept them walking past nightfall and despite her fatigue, Mipha fell in love with the way the orange lava glowed against the indigo sky.

She’d been to Eldin before, of course. Several times in her many decades. And one could not miss the sight of Death Mountain anywhere. But up close? With the time to take it all in? She could hardly sleep and spent hours admiring it all.

One morning Daruk woke them hours before sunrise. Their hike that day was along the northern canyon. It was craggy and deep, and so wide Mipha could barely see the land on the other side. There were several different waterways, carving separate paths through the ancient silver rock. She had the sudden urge to explore them and see how they felt on her scales.

Another time, maybe. As it was, it was finally time for breakfast. She sat down with the others as they formed a circle around the cooking pit Daruk dug. He showed them how to make it, what would keep it burning for hours, and how to cook the most delicious meals over it.

Mipha’s wasn’t the only stomach that rumbled. The large fruits Daruk had picked as they hiked sizzled and gave off a smell that had them all drooling.

Her calves and heels burned. As she watched Daruk work, she rubbed at them and tried to work the knots and aches out. She wanted nothing more than to rest for a night in one of the hot springs Daruk had introduced them to. Perhaps there was one nearby?

The fruits were as tasty as they’d looked. Mipha devoured her share quickly, humming in simple enjoyment. Then she lay back, slowly licking the sticky syrup off her claws, and watched a cloud drift by. A nap…now, that would work just as well as a hot spring.

Someone shook her shoulder what felt like seconds later. The sudden jerky movement and the sharp worry in their tone had her lunging upright and scrambling for her Trident. Kneeling next to her was Revali, who offered her a rare look of sympathy before turning and taking flight.

Mipha followed his lead. Moblins, two of them, were approaching from a higher mountain path. The first held a greatsword and the second a heavy bow. They were greatly outnumbered but that mattered little. They had strength and fury to spare.

 The first moblin was fought by Link and Daruk, and they cornered it fast. Daruk pulled magma from under the ground and burned its flesh. Link dove in, slashing across its back and splattering hot blood against the ground. Neither attack stopped its advance.

The second one was frozen briefly by stasis and then both Impa and Urbosa charged around Zelda to strike. One hit, two, three. Stasis snapped and the moblin’s roar slammed against the canyon.

Mipha ran her fingertips together and despaired. There was painfully little moisture in the air to work with. Fine. She spun her Trident and took to the first moblin. It turned to her and the greatsword came down. She rolled to the side, shoved her Trident down, and sprang up behind it. The chains along her fins rang with a soft chime. The jewels on her Trident flashed in the light.

Sword slammed against sword as Daruk blocked a hit. Link ducked under, quick as a heartbeat, and thrust his blade into the moblin’s stomach. It was a brutal hit, and when he stepped back, steaming blood and twitching viscera dribbled out to splatter against the ground.

The second moblin stomped forward. Mipha’s Trident was caught and wrenched painfully to the side. A foot caught her side. She collapsed to the dusty dirt. Quickly she rolled, and she narrowly avoided the fist that came down hard.

Above, she heard the whistle of wind through feathers. Revali circled the moblin rapidly, eyes trained on his prey, and then he drew up short. He seized his bow with practiced precision. The moblin mirrored him. He nocked an arrow that glittered silver and white with frost. The moblin chose one that crackled with electricity.

Bowstrings snapped.

The moblin roared as ice spread across its torso.

Revali fell.

Electricity arced along his feathers and tore a scream from his throat. A harsh acrid scent billowed along the breeze. Unable to slow his fall, he landed hard. The snap of bone was audible, and Mipha felt it catch low in her throat.

“Revali,” she breathed. She scrambled towards him.

Across the way, she saw Zelda’s face fall. “Revali!”

She rounded on the moblin with rage snapping in her eyes. Beside her, Impa gestured and two blue silhouettes appeared. She kept the moblin trapped between them while Zelda seized the discarded greatsword. A swift twist of the slate and it was shoved through its chest.

Smoke swirled gracefully on the hot breeze. An arrow fell to the ground with a soft patter, silver arrowhead turned red.

Mipha skidded to her knees beside Revali. His eyes were tightly shut and his chest rose and fell with fast, shallow breaths. His wing was bent at an agonized angle and a shard of bloody bone shone through his feathers.

Link joined them a moment later and he immediately knelt opposite her. “Zelda’s on her way,” he said, loud enough for Revali to hear.

“Good,” Mipha replied. “Now. Revali, you will be fine. But I’m going to have to set this.”

“Just,” Revali spat coldly, “do it!”

Neither were bothered by his temper. The pain he was in seemed to radiate into the very air around them.

As Mipha began to feel out his wing, Zelda landed beside them. She was panting hard, and tears ran in bright rivulets down her flushed cheeks. From the slate she drew a bottle of water and she pushed it into Mipha’s hands.

“Revali,” she said softly. She settled near his head and brushed a knuckle along his crest.

This seemed to have a calming effect. Slight–Revali’s pain was much too strong to be eased by a mere touch–but very noticeable. Wisely, Mipha did not comment on it. Daruk had once, and he’d earned a glare that was colder than Hebra Peak.

Still, she glanced up for a moment to catch Link’s grin.

 Tough guy, huh? he mouthed.

With a smile, Mipha set to work. The water went over her hands and she placed them over Revali’s wing. Immediately he arched in agony, and he cursed her in a harsh whisper. She felt her own back arch as his pain flowed up through the water. It was as if her own arm was snapped and twisted, her own bone cracked and bloody.

She pushed past it. She inhaled deeply and forced her body to work.

She imagined. Revali was singing in a soft trill and then he grew greatly flustered when Urbosa complimented him. He was soaring in an open and icy sky, and he felt the wind beneath his wings. He was sitting next to Zelda at the night’s campfire. When she yawned and then let herself fall against his shoulder, he startled. And then he smiled tenderly and tucked her under his wing where she would be warm.

Link helped with the bone. Though Revali looked so furious he could spit, he remained silent. Instead, he turned his face into Zelda’s arms and braced himself. The wet crunches and the shrill squawks raked against Mipha’s ears. Every shift of bone through flesh caused her stomach to churn and sick pain to skitter across her fins. She tried to wash away as much pain as she could. But the agony was immeasurable.

“Almost,” she breathed. Both to Revali, and to herself. “Link, just there–”

One last move. One last cry. And the bones were set in a place she could use.

“Good. Well done.”

“Don’t  patronize me,” Revali snapped, beak coming together with an audible click.

Link tensed and opened his mouth to retort. Mipha cut him down with a hard look.

“My apologies.” Mipha closed her eyes and began to knit the muscle and tendon back together.

This time, her magic bathed the wound and Revali sagged against Zelda with a heavy sigh. Zelda carded her fingers through his feathers. Her hum was quiet. Mipha did not recognize the song, but from the way Revali smiled, she suspected it was one for them alone.

When Mipha was done, she had Link help her bind Revali’s wing in a sling. Revali accepted this, though miserably. He was arrogant but he was not that much of a fool.

Mipha tied the knot to keep the sling snugly in place. “I will keep checking on you for the next few days. And of course, no using this wing for anything. But it should heal fine.”

“I hope so,” Revali muttered. “I’m useless if I can’t fly.”

Under his icy tone, there was an ocean of pain. Mipha shared a look with Zelda, who seemed as pained as he was.

Zelda wordlessly helped Revali to a stand and led him back to the fire. She did not offer empty platitudes. There was no  don’t worry,  or  everything will be alright,  or  you’re still valid even if you can’t fly.  She simply sat next to him and offered him comfort.

Mipha sighed and slowly curled her fingers. Feeling a hand gently squeeze her shoulder, she looked up to see Link’s understanding. He gave her a nod. Together, they joined the others at the fire and though the mood was somber, there was warmth in their presence.

  



4. Link


    
    The river overflowed its banks.

In the gathering night, the stable’s lights were a beacon. Zelda led the team towards them, steps dogged through the mud and tall grass. They had agreed to forgo a camp when they realized how close to Riverside they were. The thought of soft sheets and warmth was hard to resist on most days. After a day of marching under dull rainy skies, it was impossible.

They arrived. The stablemaster took one look at them dripping on his floor before pointing towards the side room. “Towels are in there. Hang them up when you’re done.”

Waving a hand for the others to do as he said, Zelda signed them in. There were only a few travelers currently boarded, and that left enough beds for everyone. She dug for the rupees and slid them across the counter.

Mipha and the others crowded the small side room. Outer layers were removed, shook out, and hung. Towels were used to dry faces and arms. Link tugged the band out of his hair before giving a sudden shake, causing Revali to snap his displeasure when he was splattered. Link rolled his eyes.

Daruk ran a hand over his soaked hair, a tired frown on his face. “Enough.” Immediately the duo stopped their squabbling and finished drying off. “To bed, all of you. Long walk to Lanayru tomorrow.”

“And I bet it’ll rain even harder there,” Revali grumbled to himself. Catching Mipha’s eye, he cleared his throat and then appeared to think better of further speech.

Mipha carefully folded her towel over the bar so it could dry. On her way over to the main room, she patted Revali on his shoulder. “Yes, it will,” she agreed.

She claimed one of the beds and immediately crawled in. Sleeping on a mattress was still so odd for her. There was no gentle rock like there was with a sleeping pool. It was so…still. But the sheets smelled nice at least, and they were soft enough.

She watched the canvas ceiling ripple with each gust of wind. Yet again, another storm was bearing down on them. It was the season for it. She felt her muscles tense as a flash of lightning lit the sky like high noon. She jumped when, a few seconds later, thunder boomed.

“By Jabu-Jabu!” she hissed and pulled the sheets to her chin.

“You can say that again. It’s a good idea we pushed on to here, huh?” Impa claimed the next bed over. Her hair had been freshly braided for the night and it hung in silver waves. She sank into the bed with a heavy sigh. “Goodnight, Mipha.”

“Goodnight.”

The others joined them. Link collapsed face-first into the bed on Mipha’s other side. His muffled snores came fast. Daruk took a seat near the wall, a blanket tucked around his shoulders and a pillow propped between his temple and the wall. Urbosa took the bed beside him and they talked in a low murmur as she pulled on the soft hood she usually wore to bed and tucked her hair in.

Revali adjusted the bedding carefully before settling in. Like Mipha, he did not sleep so well away from home and without the sway of his hammock. His braids were undone and Mipha watched the lantern light play along his feathers.

The little guardian arrived next. It offered everyone a series of sleepy beeps and received an equally-sleepy chorus of goodnights. It then leapt onto Link’s bed. Link let out an incoherent groan as it prodded at him with steel claws before settling like a cat on his back.

Zelda was the last to arrive. She sat in the bed next to Revali and took the time to draw her hairbrush through her hair before returning it to her pack. The two of them shared a brief smile before they settled down facing one another. A few words came up, and Mipha immediately tuned them out.

Sleep eventually came and for a change her dream was a pleasant one. It was one of the afternoons her parents had taken her outside the Domain. She was very young; only a handful of decades old. Her fins had changed to arms and legs only a few years before–a strange series of weeks full of pain and adjustment, but lots of reassurance from the older Zora. She spent a lot of her time running about underfoot, her long tailfin dragging behind her.

This day was sunny and warm. The pond they swam in was a few spear-lengths deep but peaceful, and it was sheltered by tall pines and luminous cliffs. Bubbles came from far below and Mipha giggled as they tickled her fins.

“This pond is fed from a spring,” Dorephan, her father, explained. “See there, how the bubbles come from those rocks?”

Mipha followed his gesture. She kicked her feet in the water. “Spring,” she echoed. “I want to see!”

Her parents shared a look and then her mother nodded. “I think we can do that. It’s not far, and you’ve grown to be a mighty swimmer!” Tiburan curled a heavily-muscled arm around Mipha and gave a squeeze. “What do you say, guppy? Up for an adventure?”

“Adventure!” Mipha said and reached out to take hold of her mother’s arm. Her mother was strong and solid. She would always be there in case she got scared.

Dorephan and Tiburan coached Mipha through a few things. To hold on, to remember to breathe with her gills, to feel the current around her. And never forget how the water could be as dangerous as it was gentle.

The three of them dove. The bubbles spiraled around them as they swam, and Mipha poked a few with her claws. Water gently worked along her gills and she breathed in and out, just as her parents had taught her.

There was a crack of thunder. Mipha squealed and clutched her mother’s arm, eyes wide as she looked towards the surface.

Her mother hushed her softly. “It’s alright. It’s just time to wake up. Something’s coming.”

“Go on,” her father added. “We’ll be right here when you get back.”

The dream faded away and left Mipha on the bed. More thunder rolled overhead and she went to bury her face into the pillow, only to catch something else. She sat bolt upright, ears straining. Something was under the thunder and the slamming rain.

Mipha rolled from her bed and seized her Trident. She called for the others as she hurried towards the doorway and they rose from their places as rapidly as she had. Swords were unsheathed, shields were grabbed, feet slammed the wooden floor.

Outside, Mipha could see them. Magenta eyes glaring through the rain. Silhouettes sharp with steel.

The others joined her heartbeats later and soon blood splattered the muddy, rain soaked grass. A moblin roared but was cut down by Urbosa. A lizalfos sprang at Link and was ran through. A bokoblin darted around Impa but her kodachi drew a dark line from gut to throat.

The storm was heavy over them, crashing against the field and twisting the clouds. The river roared along its banks. The water frothed white and carried muddy debris. Branches, crates, a torn tarp, the remains of someone’s clothing. The fight drew closer and closer to it.

Fighting beside Urbosa, Link dodged one strike from a lizalfos but was not fast enough to block its tail as it spun. He stumbled backward, boots sliding in the wet. Urbosa’s hand snapped out and closed only on rain. The little guardian gave a screech. The lizalfos darted forward and then both it and Link disappeared into the raging river.

 Be careful, guppy,  Tiburan had warned Mipha once.  Water takes as much as she gives. 

Today, she would not.

Mipha called upon the rainwater and it rushed to her aid. She swam along the ground, crimson and white scales flashing. At the edge of the river, she dove.

The river crashed into her. She felt the tumble and pull of the waves, the current seething at her ankles. From the shell, she had been taught to always respect water’s might. A calm surface could hide a deadly current. And even a Zora could be pulled down to their death.

Undeterred, Mipha searched. The water rushed along her gills, sharp and cold. She breathed, just as her parents had taught her to. She closed her eyes and felt the water along her fingertips. She clicked her tongue and listened in.

There.

Blood ribboned through the water. A heartbeat, rapid but strong, beat along the current. A familiar shape clung to a rock.

Mipha circled and then surfaced. Her hands came up, claws catching on Link’s clothes and body curling around his. She pulled him to her, holding him tight where he would be safe, and she charged for the bank.

The river tugged. The current pulled. A wave crashed over their heads and sent them towards the bottom.

But Mipha fought back.

“You will not take him!” she spat. “He is  mine.”

On the bank, she clawed her way forward. Link clutched her, fingers interlocked and blood streaming down his leg. His breathing was ragged, but he did not give up.

Far enough from the water’s grip, Mipha rolled him off her back. A hiss came from behind her and she spun, teeth visible in her fury. The lizalfos sprang from the water and they rolled into the mud. She came out on top and her teeth found its throat. The scream it emitted was drowned by the rain.

Without waiting for the mist to take it, Mipha rushed back to Link. He was on his side, coughing hard and soaked through. His hands were wrapped tightly around his shin. Red stained the fabric of his trousers and ran in watery streams.

Her askance of the water was all hot tears. She imagined him at her side, fleet-lotus buds braided into his hair. They swam in the reservoir, walked hand-in-hand through the pine forests, and sat on the luminous railings to watch the waterfalls.

He was hers, and she was his. Stars and tides.

Water flowed into her hands and it glowed a blinding blue.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I think I mentioned this in another fic, but Mipha’s mom is a great white shark. Big, super strong, lots of teeth. A ton of scars and nicks in her fins. Those pictures of great whites breaching out in the ocean? That’s Tiburan, complete with a seal in her mouth lol

        




5. Zelda

Notes for the Chapter:It’s funny. I didn’t do this on purpose, but I’m posting this chapter during a heat wave irl. Send cold thoughts lol I am in hell. Good luck to anyone else dealing with the heat.




    
    The air was thick, and it blanketed the world in heavy heat.

The party marched for hours along the southern roads. Out from the depths of Faron’s thick and ancient forests, and away from that serpentine river that roared along muddy banks. Zelda led, as always, but her steps were slow. The others–Link and Impa, of course, as well as Revali and Mipha–eyed her closely but did not speak of it.

She had prayed so hard. From the Spring in the deep woods of Akkala to the one in Faron. From Power, where she gained none, to Courage, where she struggled to hold on to it.

Mipha’s heart hurt and she rubbed her knuckles into the center of her chest. She had spoken with Zelda. She could not unlock the sealing power, and she had no interest in taking away any of Zelda’s agency. But she’d thought–hoped–that her words could offer some solace.

It seemed they had. At least, they had given Zelda something to think on. Mipha’s magic was fueled by her love. Her dear brother, her father and her late mother, the Zora River in the morning sun, the others she fought beside. They all gave her the strength to wield such powerful and ancient magic.

This explanation had caused something to shift in Zelda. Her eyes had gone wide, and she had slowly mouthed the word  love  to herself. But then she had gone silent once more. Silent and troubled and so very tortured.

Like she often did, Mipha felt the urge to confront those who had crushed Zelda so thoroughly. How could they not see? How could they think her weak, or foolish, or cowardly? It was more complicated than that, Mipha knew. And yet, she seethed. They did not fight beside Zelda. They did not walk with her nor share with her a campfire’s warmth.

It seemed the others had similar thoughts. Impa had been quite adamant when they’d stopped for shelter the night before. As the storm raged on and the rain came down so thick the cave’s entrance was blocked by white, she had told Zelda, in no uncertain terms, how capable she was. Her efforts were not in vain, no matter what people, or the  gods themselves, had to say about it.

And Link. His expression was a difficult thing to read at times. He kept a careful mask around most. The other Champions–even Mipha herself, his oldest friend in the group–struggled to get past it. But the night before, he had stared at his hands such an expression of such raw  anger . He had curled his hands, over and over, knuckles popping. Mipha wondered who he thought about fighting, and what he wanted to tell them.

“Zelda.”

Revali’s voice brought Mipha from her pained thoughts. She immediately looked up, and she followed his gaze towards the other princess.

Zelda had stopped in the center of the road, swaying hard. Sweat soaked her shirt along her back and under her arms, and hair stuck in swirls to her neck. Her skin was still sunburned from the ride down this way, but under that redness was a sickly pallor. It seemed she was struggling to breathe, or to even think. One hand came up to her forehead with a wince, the other was pressed hard to her mouth as if she fought the urge to vomit.

Mipha’s eyes went wide and she rushed to Zelda’s side. She must cool down, and  fast.

Revali, who had beaten Mipha there, took Zelda’s shoulder. His touch was gentle, but it left no room for argument. “Let’s rest,” he said. When Zelda shook her head and tried to continue, his grip tightened on her. “No, none of that.  Rest.”

Few dared to speak that way to the Hyrulean Princess. Few even amongst themselves. But Revali seemed to have no qualms. Still, his tone softened a moment later as he ushered her off the path and towards the cool shade beneath a tree.

There, she sat heavily. Her head fell back against the tree and she let out a shaky sigh. Mipha knelt on one side of her, Revali the other. The others crowded, expressions ranging from experienced understanding, to blatant worry.

“Too much heat and not enough rest,” Impa muttered. “Not really a surprise.”

“Water,” Mipha said over her shoulder. She pulled the slate from Zelda’s belt with a murmured  excuse me  and held it out behind her. “Lots of it. Quickly, now.”

Link gave a jerky nod before taking the slate and running off towards a stream they’d passed. 

When Zelda groaned and tried to sit up, Mipha added, “It is alright, Princess. Please, be still.”

“What’s…wrong with me?”

Mipha sighed quietly. Revali’s eyes closed for a few long moments before opening once more. In them, Mipha saw great agony and great fury. Like she had with Link, she wondered who he imagined taking to task, and what sharp words he would use.

Mipha scooted closer. “You are only overheating. Let us cool you down, and you’ll feel better in no time.”

“…right.”

“Now, some of these layers of yours need to be removed. May Revali and I help you?”

“Oh.” Zelda looked at her hands for a moment, ears flushing pink. “Yes. Go…go ahead.”

Mipha and Revali worked together to quickly, but gently and respectfully, take most of her layers off. They found them to be absolutely soaked with hot sweat. Her last layer, a thin undershirt, stuck to her pale, clammy skin. When Mipha checked her pulse, she reported that it was weak but very quick.

“I thought so,” Revali murmured. “I know the look. She was so…” He shook his head sharply. Angry, but it was clear it was not with Zelda. “This damned heat is wearing us all down, and the humidity is impossible to breathe in.”

Mipha nodded faintly in agreement. This entire trip had been rough for all of them because of the length and the heat. Of course, it wasn’t anything they weren’t used to; many past trips spanned similar distances and high temperatures. But sometimes bodies didn’t make much sense. And it only took once.

As Mipha was helping Zelda remove her boots and socks, Link returned with the slate. He knelt near them and drew out the buckets and bottles he’d filled. Then he went back in and came back up with a clean shirt (a loose thing, and one of his) and a few soft cloths.

“Used to this,” he said shortly. “Happened to me a few times.”

Impa joined them with a sigh. “Me, as well. It isn’t fun, but you’ll be just fine, Princess. I promise.”

Zelda swallowed hard. She seemed to draw into herself. Embarrassed; perhaps by so many seeing her wearing so little, or being so weak. “I feel sick.”

Link drew out an empty bucket. “Go ahead and use this, if you need to. Don’t worry about bothering us. Just get it out, okay?”

The mere sight of the bucket caused Zelda distress. It was if seeing it made her feel worse, or it was like she was admitting to defeat. Yet she nodded, a single, shallow move.

“Let’s just get you changed, first. A moment?” Mipha asked, glancing up to the others. Immediately, Link and Impa turned around. “Zelda, may we help you again?”

“Yes,” Zelda said again, this time shortly. “I am not a child.” Then she flushed. “My apologies. You’re helping me.”

“Water under the bridge, Princess,” Mipha replied.

Revali gave a snort. “And you now how testy I can get.”

“How testy you are as a base,” Zelda quipped back, earning herself a wing slapped to a chest and an exaggerated look of shock.

“Guilty as charged,” Revali said with humor.

Mipha nodded to herself. If Zelda was able to joke, then she was likely going to be fine. All she needed was prompt cooling and lots of rest. Impa was right–too much heat and work, and not enough plain old rest.

Though she flushed redder, Zelda let them help her out of her sticky shirt and into the clean one. Her torso was pale and pimples appeared as she shivered. Heat poured off of her like a river of lava.

Mipha and Revali exchanged a quick glance. Then they tugged the clean shirt over her head and he tucked it into place. Her hair he gently pulled high of her neck and bound into a quick bun.

The way Revali treated her was with deep affection, and he seemed not to care anymore about who noticed. Mipha thought of the matching braids the two of them now wore, and how they were done in the traditional Rito way–with beads, pine needles, and colorful threads.

She smiled. Good for them.

“That feels better. Cooler,” Zelda said with some relief.

Revali took one of the cloths and dipped it in a bucket of fresh water. After giving it a quick wring and fold, he placed it carefully on her forehead. “Your body just needs rest.”

Though she started sharply at the touch, Zelda did not argue. “That hurts. But it feels nice, too. Suppose that’s the heat.”

Mipha reached out to brush her claws over Zelda’s hair. “Yes. Here, can you do more? The faster we bring your core temperature down, the better you will feel.”

At Zelda’s weak nod, Mipha and Revali added a few more cloths. One around her neck, one at the small of her back, and one tucked into each armpit. She flinched each time, undoubtedly feeling as though Hebra ice was being pressed against her skin, but she bravely kept on.

Revali uncorked one of the glass bottles and held it to her lips. “Drink. One sip. Slowly, now.”

Zelda did so before wincing and shaking her head. “No more. I cannot.”

“There’s no rush,” Impa offered. Her and Link had finally returned.

At this, Zelda grabbed handfuls of her shirt. Tears filled her eyes. “Yes, there is! We’re running out of time!”

Link frowned and elbowed Impa. Impa winced and gave a nod.

Mipha took one of Zelda’s hands. “But we are  together.”

“Yeah,” Link added. “We’re all here, Zelda.”

Impa smiled. “We’ve got each other, and we’ve got you.”

This didn’t seem to ease Zelda’s pain. She began to sob, tears spilling unchecked from her chin and snot dripping from her nose. She pulled up her knees and tried to hide in them.

The others exchanged troubled glances. Link looked away, rage once again sneaking around his carefully-maintained mask. Impa balled her fists and braced them on her thighs, frown promising a fight. Against who, Mipha once again did not know. Everyone, perhaps.

Revali moved closer to Zelda. He seemed hesitant to pull her closer to him–his feathers were thick and held on to heat–until she made the choice for him. When she curled closer to him, face burrowing into his chest, he sighed and folded his wings around her.

Like she had before, on the edge of that northern canyon, he did not waste time with platitudes. His usual snark and hot temper was set aside, and he simply held her. This seemed to greatly help, as Zelda’s sobbing slowly stopped and the rigidness of her shoulders eased.

The next few hours were still rough for her. She went between brief periods of sleep, either curled on her side or leaning against Revali, and periods she was awake. The cloths were exchanged with clean, cool ones several times. Mipha washed away the newborn sweat from her face and neck frequently, and for a time she wove some water around her to pull the last of the sticky heat from her body.

The others settled near her, hoping their presence would help. Impa told a story and Mipha cracked a few jokes. Link made them dinner–a simple affair, with gentle ingredients–and managed to coax Zelda into eating a few tiny bites.

“When you’re better feeling tomorrow, I’ll make you a  big fruit cake. Multiple tiers and all the sugar you could ever want,” Link said with a wink.

Zelda’s smile trembled but it was full of affection. “That sounds lovely, thank you.”

In the early morning, Zelda fell into a deep slumber and she began to snore. The others let her sleep until the next nightfall, staying quiet and nearby. Link searched the area for her favorite flowers while Impa took her clothes to the stream to wash. Mipha passed her hands over her slowly, inspecting her body and find it as healthy as before, if a touch stressed. And Revali simply sat next to her, oiling his bow and fixing his arrows.

When Zelda finally woke she was feeling much better, if still shaky. She slowly started to put herself back together. 

Link offered her a small meal and she slowly ate it. The water Revali pressed into her hands was nursed until it was gone. She paused a few times, throat working roughly, but she courageously continued until she was finished. Color returned to her cheeks.

Mipha helped her wash and brush out her long hair. The little guardian sat nearby as they worked and when Mipha went to braid her hair, it passed her one of the flowers Link had found. Impa stopped by and handed her her clothes, clean and neatly folded.

“Thank you all,” Zelda said afterward, hands twisted before her. “I…lost my composure yesterday. My apologies. I will do better.” She smiled then, weakly. “I appreciate all of your help, just the same. Tomorrow morning, we continue.”

Mipha stifled her frustrated sigh. Even after such pain, Zelda still acted as though she was the sole problem. And she wasn’t! She wasn’t even  a problem! Though, she supposed it did not help that they all had doted on her.

Could she see that it was out of love, and not duty? Mipha hoped so, at least someday. It was a hard lesson to learn, one Mipha still struggled with herself.

“You heard her,” Mipha said. “To your bedrolls, all of you.”

There were a few playful grumbles, a teasing  yes, princess, and the others settled for the night. Zelda nodded at Mipha, touched her freshly-washed hair, and her smile grew warm. Wishing her a goodnight, she unrolled her own bedroll between were Link was laying facedown and where Revali was tucking in.

Mipha swept her gaze over them all, heart aching sharply, and then she settled in to keep the first watch.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Yeah, don’t mess around with heat exhaustion. It sucks. Stay hydrated.

        




6. Mipha

Notes for the Chapter:And now it’s time to bully Meefs. >:D

Don’t worry she gets better. We love Mipha.




    
    Mipha’s head hurt.

The group traveled the winding road away from Hateno. As they walked, Urbosa told them a long story about how she and a few friends had once braved the farthest edge of the desert under the cover of midnight. They were seeking the mythical molduga of bone. They all hung onto her words, imagining sand like stardust and the cosmos above. And a creature swimming beneath their feet, ancient and endless.

“And once we crested the mightiest dune, we saw it,” Urbosa said. “A fin, edged in silver light, skating along the surface. The creature was lost and it hungered for prey.”

At this, she rapidly crawled her fingers up Link and Zelda’s spines. They jumped with yelps. When they flushed and then started to laugh, she brought them both in for a playful squeeze.

Her story continued and so did the road. The forest grew thicker, trees older and the canopy darker. The sun, past its zenith and headed towards the horizon, was soon blocked by the mountains. Shadows sprawled under the trees, gray and blue.

Despite the cooler temperature, the dull ache in Mipha’s temple did not cease. In fact, it continued to throb with every step. Her head felt heavy on her neck and she grimaced, rolling her shoulders.

“You alright, Mipha?” Impa asked from where she walked beside her.

Mipha offered a smile. “Of course, thank you. Just a touch of a headache. It will pass.”

Impa didn’t seem completely convinced, but she accepted Mipha’s words anyway. “Don’t I know it,” she said with a wry look. “I get them a lot, myself. And that work we did to help Hateno probably isn’t helping, important as it was.”

Mipha nodded. They had spent a few days helping the townspeople in Hateno finalize their preparations for when the Calamity arrived. In just a month, the sky would open and malice would spill out. She shivered. She wasn’t ready, but she supposed she never would be.

The work had indeed been important. Evacuation plans and routes, defenses to finish building, seeds and saplings to store for future crops, livestock to hide away, and rations to keep everyone fed for at least a few weeks. If the worst came to pass, and the Calamity wasn’t defeated, hopefully at least some people would survive.

It was dark work, and Mipha wasn’t the only one who’d had to step away for a few moments to compose herself. She saw the families, the animals, the children running around, and she despaired.

She also found courage and fury clashing like waves in her veins. She would fight to protect everyone she could, no matter what happened.

They reached a small glade a few hours from Fort Hateno. Signs of previous campers were around–a small cleared spot with some rocks for a firepit, worn spots on the fallen logs that had been rolled over, and footprints barely dusted over.

“Nightfall will be soon enough,” Daruk said. “Wanna camp here, tiny princess?”

Mipha did not wait for confirmation. She immediately dropped her gear and unbuckled her Trident. Her headache stabbed at her thoughts, again and again. Pain radiated down her neck and into her back. She winced, and she rubbed one knuckle into her temple.

Truth was, she got headaches all the time. Usually, they meant nothing more than fatigue or hunger. She would eat dinner with the rest, she would drink water, and she would sleep. She would be just fine by morning.

While the others worked in harmony to get camp settled, Mipha slowly unrolled her bedroll. Then she just…sat down on it. She sighed. Scrubbed at her face. She was  tired , that was all. They’d been walking for hours, after putting such work into helping Hateno. It was no wonder she was hurting. A night’s rest, and she’d be good as new.

Dinner took some time to prepare. Link was apparently determined to make up for all the work everyone had done. Or perhaps he was trying to make a meal that would chase away their worries, if only for the night. He kneaded, he chopped, he seasoned, he stirred. He was rather single-minded, it seemed, as he staunchly refused all offers of help.

It wasn’t that unusual. Cooking was a hobby for him as much as a necessity. Mipha knew he often used it to straighten out his thoughts. And with the Calamity’s return growing near, he likely–as they all did–had many twisted thoughts to untangle.

When dinner was finally ready, she pushed herself over to the others. Link gave her a long look when he passed over her share and, though he said nothing, Mipha knew with certainty that her behavior was noted.

She realized with sudden shame that she hadn’t helped set up camp. Instead, she’d made the others do her share. Such laziness! And quite unbecoming of a Princess and Champion. Scolding herself and vowing to do double share the next night, she settled in to eat.

Dinner looked delicious. The stew was thick, full of slices of the fresh game Revali had caught and dressed, tiny potatoes roasted to perfection in their skins, finely chopped herbs, a blend of seasoned vegetables, and the wild ironshrooms Zelda had found nearby. The bread was unbelievably soft and hot, and the butter–bought from a goat farmer in Hateno–was delightfully creamy.

But Mipha could not taste, or smell, any of it. Odd. Perhaps she was just too tired to really notice. And she wasn’t all that hungry to begin with. Still, she knew she needed the nutrition. Mechanically, bite after bite, sip after sip, she ate. She felt a touch better after, but tiredness still dogged at her steps like mud.

Offering Link a grateful nod, Mipha trudged back to her bedroll and fell into it. She lacked the strength pull her blanket up, and instead just curled up and closed her eyes. She did not see the concerned looks the others shared over their bowls. She barely even noticed when Daruk came over and tucked her in.

She lay there, body sore and heavy. Her throat ached, too, and she rubbed a few fingers against it. Allergies? Perhaps. There was such tall grass all around, and she knew that often made her nose run. She thought about her beloved, Vah Ruta, as she waited for sleep. The beat of her mechanical heart, her cute trunk and ears…

The next thing she knew, she was being gently shook awake. “Mipha,” a voice called through thick layers of sticky sleep. “Mipha, wake up. Time to go.”

That voice was familiar. It made her think of warm afternoons sitting on Ruta’s head and late night swims in the reservoir.

“Link,” she said. Her voice was an incoherent rasp, and it dragged against a throat that felt like the smokey lava in Eldin. She tried to swallow and felt something catch. She tried to clear her throat and started to cough.

And then she couldn’t stop. She felt tugged suddenly upright, and she reached out to twist her claws into her blanket. The coughs came out rough and hoarse, and they tore viciously at her throat. Tears burned her eyes as she fought to clear her throat. Her heart started to race as she fought to breathe.

A hand settled on her back. It rubbed up and down. When that didn’t help, it patted her a few times, not harshly but with enough force she felt it through to her chest. There was a flurry of movement nearby, but she couldn’t hear anything over the roar of the sea in her ears.

Finally something thick came up, and her throat cleared enough she could draw in air. It was like like a steel knife in her throat, cold and sharp. But she drew in it hungrily, mouthful after mouthful.

“Here, I’ll take that,” came a voice and she blinked through the tears in her eyes to see Zelda. She had her hands out, one open and one holding a bottle of water. A kerchief was passed to her, its center sticky with snot, and she disappeared again.

“Drink.” That was Link again. The lip of the bottle was gently pressed to hers.

The horrible fire in her throat was bathed in the most soothing, beautiful, wonderful  water, and the pain disappeared. An undignified noise came from her chest and she reached up to clutch at the bottle. She drank in greedy pulls, stopping only to breathe in harsh pants.

“Slowly,” Link said. He pulled the bottle back and Mipha bit at his fingers. “No, no. You can’t scare me like that, so don’t even try. C’mon, let’s get you settled.”

Mipha was lifted and cradled close. Anger gone as fast as it had arrived, she nuzzled at him. His chest was warm and steady. When he sat her back down, this time upright and leaning against something, she dug her claws into his shirt and refused to let him go.

“I know, Mipha,” he sighed. “You’re gonna be alright. We’ve got you.”

Link carefully tucked a blanket–his  blanket, she recognized the blue striped fabric–around her. Zelda returned and knelt on her other side, a soft smile on her face and another cloth in hand. The others watched from the fire.

Oh. She was a healer; she should’ve recognized the symptoms. She was sick, not just tired. And she was holding them up. There was work to be done, and here she was, needing to be tended to like a hatchling minutes from her shell.

She curled inward, claws plucking at the blanket. “I’m–forgive me–”

Zelda was already shaking her head. “No need to apologize, Mipha. Just rest now, alright? That’s an order.”

“We’re both princesses,” Mipha weakly argued. “You cannot order me around.”

“Oh, but I’ll do it anyway.” Zelda gave her a wink and then she scooted closer. The cloth was damp and cold, and she pressed it tenderly to Mipha’s forehead. “There. Much better?”

Mipha had let out a trill. She leaned into the touch. “Much better,” she echoed.

Lips to her head caused her to settle back. Someone pulled the blanket up around her shoulders. Someone else slowly scrubbed that blissfully cool cloth along her earfins and cheeks. Farther out, she thought she could make out movement and more voices, but dark waters beckoned.

 

—-

 

The next several days were a feverish blur. Mipha only caught moments between heavy dreams.

Sleep itself was a struggle. Mipha went between deep slumber to tossing and turning in sweaty blankets. She was hot in one moment, and icy cold in the next. Her entire body felt as though she’d been tumbled between boulders in the Zora River. And, for good measure, when she was finally spat out, a lynel had taken its hooves to her.

Her cough grew worse. Mucus settled in her chest and though it came up in painful mouthfuls, it refused to be washed away. Soon her back and chest ached. When she breathed, something popped and crackled. But what was worse even than that? It felt as though silt and mud had been shoved into her sinuses and her head throbbed with the pressure. When she spoke–when she  breathed–icy pain lanced up through her teeth.

The elixirs and teas Link brewed her seemed to help. But the effects only lasted for so long and as her fever raged, that time grew shorter and shorter. Her temper, usually so even-keeled, grew rough like a stormy sea. When disturbed, she would hiss and bite and scratch. Of course, after she did that, she would feel terribly guilty and she would begin to weep. Apologies would come up, thick with snot, and she would work herself into yet another coughing fit.

Nights were endless and so lonely she cried. Hours passed as the trees slowly creaked and the leaves skated through the grass. No matter what she did, she could not get comfortable. She coughed and sneezed, and she lay there, weak and drained and growing more and more delirious.

Days were far too short. She tried to remain awake as much as possible. The others played round after round of cards and they sat near enough she could watch. Their voices were muffled by the pressure in her head, but their presence helped her feel better. She nodded off a lot, and would wake to someone–Urbosa or Zelda or Link–smoothing their hand over her tailfin.

But then the sun would set. The others would determine watches and then settle in to sleep. She would be left to brave the long, long night alone.

One night, she looked up. Was it over? No. The moon still glowed above the trees. Grieved, she pulled her blankets up and closed her eyes. She thought of Vah Ruta. She thought of her mother and father, and her dear brother Sidon.

Beside her slept Link. In fact, he blatantly refused to leave her side. He changed out the rags on her forehead when they grew too warm. He wiped away the heat from her brow. He wiped her mouth and rubbed her back when she coughed, and he cleaned up the mess she made when the coughing was so severe it caused her to vomit. He did it all without complaint or prompting.

The little guardian was there, as well. Its eye was dim as it slept, but Mipha faintly recalled it singing to her one of the other nights. Like the others, it did its best to keep her what company it could. The dramatic tales it told her were of much amusement.

As if sensing her eyes on him, Link stirred and immediately turned to her. “Mipha,” he breathed. The back of his hand was icy on her cheek. “Really warm, still. Here, it’s time for another dose.”

He fetched the bottle of chilly elixir and a clean spoon. The stuff was bitter and slimy, but Mipha faced it with courage. The spoonful went down roughly, causing her to shiver in disgust. Immediately, coolness spread down her throat and through her limbs. She sighed in relief.

Over at the fire, Zelda quietly mended one of her shirts as she kept watch. Noting their movements, she looked up. She set aside her mending and padded over.

“Mipha, I…have a suggestion. I have this book I’ve been working my way through. It’s not a scientific text, do not worry.” She smiled. “It’s an adventure. With a swashbuckling heroine who breaks hearts as she travels the world. What do you say?”

Mipha cuddled into Link’s side. “Sounds good.”

Link rumbled out a drowsy agreement.

Amused, Zelda fetched her book and settled with them. The leather cover cracked open in her hands and the pages turned with soft whispers.

Mipha closed her eyes and dozed to the sound of Zelda’s storytelling.

 

—-

 

Later, Daruk stood over the firepit with a big smile. “What you need is good food, Mipha.” He pointed at the fire, and Mipha’s attention, bleary as it was, was drawn to the giant roast cradled in its flames. Molten rock was oozing between cracks in the expertly charred crust.

“This’ll buck that nasty stuff right outta ya,” Daruk continued proudly. “Lots of protein and I made it extra spicy!”

Mipha licked her cracked lips. Though she couldn’t smell, she imagined the delicious scent that filled the air. And  extra spice! Truly, it was terribly unfair that she could not taste.

“I don’t know if I can manage all that,” she croaked.

“No worries! It’ll keep just fine. Here, let me cut some off for you.”

Daruk reached in, pulled the rock roast out of the flames with ease, and set about carving it. Orange melted out and hot steam hissed. Done, he brought over a few smoky chunks in a stone bowl.

“Eat up! You’ll feel better in no time.”

Mipha started to eat. She closed her eyes and tried to find the flavor she knew was there. But no. Nothing. It was hot at least, and that warmth settled in her belly and made her feel better.

Revali heaved a sigh from where he sat. “Really, now. A rock roast?” he asked. “What she needs is rest, not a giant meal. Especially not one made out of  magma!”

“It’s  lava, Revali. Above ground. If you’re gonna insult me, do it right.”

Revali rolled his eyes. “Fine.  Lava, then. But it’s all covered in dirt! And so hot it’ll burn a hole clear through her stomach!” He looked over to Mipha, who was crunching slowly through another burning bite, a simple smile on her face.

“Dirt’s good for the body!” Daruk shot back. “Makes you tougher!” It was an old argument of theirs, one they’d had many times. “And it’s gotta be hot! A rock roast is best when it’s still smoking!”

Revali only shook his head. He carefully put a bookmark in the book he was reading–Mipha thought it was the same one Zelda had read aloud before–and set it aside. From his supplies, he drew out a blanket. It was lovingly made and covered in embroidered pine trees and mountains. When he draped it around Mipha’s shoulders, she realized it was stuffed with Rito down.

“There, that’ll do.” He cleared his throat. “I thought you’d want another blanket. You…were shivering hard this morning when I took over watch. This will do much better than that other one  someone here gave you.”

Link looked up from his bowl of oatmeal and berries. “Ha,” he groused. His hair was down and tangled, and his eyes were barely open. How he managed to get the spoon from bowl to mouth, Mipha wasn’t sure.

Mipha fiddled with another chunk of roasted rock. The blanket was so soft it didn’t irritate her aches, and the perfect weight on her sore scales. “Thank you. Both.”

Revali tilted his head with a rare smile. Then he folded his wings behind his back and let them be.

Link nudged Mipha with his elbow. When she looked over, his smile was devious. “Tough guy, huh?”

 

—-

 

“Go to bed.”

Later, Mipha was pulled from the slumber she’d  finally managed to find. She peered angrily out from her bundle of blankets. Who dare…? Urbosa. Urbosa stood before her, arms crossed and expression firm. Mipha let out a low sound and tried to hide back in her nest.

What had she done? She was in bed! She’d been sleeping! And actually having a pleasant dream!

Next to Mipha, Link squared his shoulders. He shook his head, adamant, and settled pointedly at her side.

Oh. Now that made sense.

Urbosa’s sigh was exasperated. “Seven Heroines give me strength. Link, you have been sitting here for  days. You haven’t left this spot. You have barely even slept–”

“I’m fine,” Link cut in.

Urbosa’s glare cut him down once more. “Enough, boy. You listen to me. I have watched over many sick vai. Mipha will not be the first, nor will she be the last. I will take good care of her.” She leaned in. “Go to bed. Am I clear?”

Link frowned up at her, his stubborn will slamming against hers. They were two unmovable forces, Mipha thought. She let out a muffled laugh.

Unable to withstand Urbosa’s withering gaze, Link gave in. He pushed to his feet. Grumbling, he stalked away and sat before the fire. Urbosa watched him go before sighing quietly and taking the spot he’d occupied.

“That means you, Mipha. Go on back to sleep,” she said. She glanced over, a smile on her face. “Sorry we woke you.”

Mipha shook her head. “Thank you,” she said, glancing to where Link was now nodding off next to an amused Impa. She cleared her throat. It was much better. Less scratchy. “I appreciate him. But I worry.”

Urbosa nodded knowingly. “I understand.” She shifted and then leaned back onto her elbows against the log. “You feeling better?”

Mipha burrowed deeper into the blankets and considered this. Her cough wasn’t so bad anymore. It sounded worse than it was, in fact. And her congestion had faded enough she didn’t have to fight all night to breathe. Impa had brewed her a pot of tea just that afternoon, hot and strong, and she was able to make out some of the taste. When she breathed in, her nose still sounded plugged but she thought she could barely smell pine trees and horse in her blankets. It smelled nice. Like home.

“Yes.” She reappeared. “I cannot heal this.”

“No?”

Mipha shook her head. “I have tried many times over the years to heal illness. But it’s…it’s like smoke. Every time I think I have it cornered, it evades me.”

“I suppose that makes sense. Could it be that it’s harder to see?”

“I think so. Some of the signs are physical, of course. But many are not.” Mipha winced and lay her head back against the pillow. “Thank you for staying with me. All of you. I don’t mean to hold everyone back. And not now.”

“That’s what friends do, Mipha.” Urbosa reached over and rested her palm gently on the back of Mipha’s head. When Mipha scooted closer, she guided her in against her side. “Is there anything I can get you right now? More tea or water?”

Mipha shook her head once more. “Just want to sleep.”

“Sounds good to me. Go on, I have you.”

Mipha fell back into her peaceful sleep. Urbosa sat there, watching over her and running her fingernails gently down her earfin.

 

—-

 

And finally, the day dawned with gentle sunlight and a breeze that smelled like rain. Mipha stretched, fingers and toes curling against the blankets, and she pushed herself upright. She took a few moments to take stock, like she had every morning for the last week.

Some soreness and stress. Her cough still stubbornly lingered but it was weak and dry, and would disappear in another few days. Good.

She stood up fully and then began to fold the blankets. She paused then, remembering the way they’d twisted around her legs as she sweated and tossed. They would need cleaned.

As would she. She scrubbed a hand across her face and imagined slowly sinking into a cool pool at the Domain. She supposed that wouldn’t be likely anytime soon.

“Mipha.” Zelda approached her, hands folded before her. “I have another idea. Would you like it if I…” She gestured to her hair and then back towards Mipha.

“Oh.” Mipha thought that sounded wonderful. “Yes, thank you.”

“Link, would you get us some water? And Revali? Her pack?”

The two did as Zelda asked, and a few minutes later Mipha was seated on a tree stump just past the treeline. While the others worked to tear down their camp, Zelda washed her tailfin. She hummed as she worked, an old song that made Mipha think of a marble temple deep beneath a lake.

Mipha leaned into it, partly out of the weak feeling still in her limbs and partly out of sheer relief. The feeling of the cool water and the suds running across her scales, the fingers respectfully massaging at her muscles, it all left her feeling relaxed. The fever and the delirium of the last few days were washed away.

Once Zelda deemed her tailfin clean, she pulled out the special lotion Mipha used. It smelled faintly of lilac blossoms, and it was excellent at keeping her scales hydrated even against desert winds. As it was worked into her scales she let out a soft trill.

“There we go,” Zelda said when she was done. She rubbed the last of the lotion into Mipha’s hands, and she made sure to get the thick webbing between her fingers. “Feel better?”

“Much. Thank you, princess.”

“Of course. I remember how good it felt to have my hair clean before, when you washed it for me. Now, how about we head back? I’m sure your Link has a big breakfast ready for you. I think I smell waffles!”

Mipha inhaled and yes, she smelled the fruit and the sugar, too. She felt her stomach growl. “Yes, let’s go.”

Together they returned to the camp. Link turned with a big smile and held out a plate piled high with waffles and wildberries. Revali and Impa gave Mipha smiles, while Daruk and Urbosa nodded to welcome her home.

And from the sky, a healing rain fell.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Mipha: I’ll be fine

Narrator: she was not fine

I really wanted to write something where everyone did something to take care of Mipha when she was sick or hurt. Something they liked or something from home that made them feel better. Kept scribbling what that would be, and then this whole thing happened. I mean, I had to set it all up!

Also I am not done with this world. I’ve got something else I’m finishing up on editing and then I’ll start posting it, too.

        



