
1. Great Plateau



“Hmm, now,” King Rhoam said, tending his fire.

He didn’t need it, not truly, but it was a nice habit to have. A good way to pass the time.

And someone like him had a need of ways to pass the time.

“Is it exactly a hundred years, or about a hundred years?” he asked himself. “And is that in days, or months, or years?”

Really, it was nothing he hadn’t thought of before. A hundred years gave someone a long time to consider all the questions… and it had been a hundred years, or nearly that. By any definition.

Which meant it was nearly time for him to fulfil his final task. Soon, Sir Link would be awakening from the Shrine of Resurrection, and it would be Rhoam’s fate to meet him.

To guide him along the way, a little. And then, to make a father’s heartfelt plea.

There was a slight ripple in the air, energies that Rhoam would never have been able to sense before, and he looked up before drawing his cloak tighter.

Long ago, decades at least, he’d decided not to introduce himself to Sir Link the moment that the Hero emerged from the shrine. The Hero was supposed to be reborn in the shrine in some way, returned to how they had been before in spirit somehow, and if Link recognized him – well, there would be no harm done. And otherwise?

Perhaps it was a little joke on his part, but it still seemed the best thing to do to Rhoam.

He looked up, waiting for Link to emerge from the door to the shrine, then his regard turned into a stare.

Because, for the first time in a hundred years, something had emerged from the shrine.

And it was a wolf.

There… wasn’t really any other way to put that, really. About three and a half feet tall at the shoulder, maybe four, with a mixed pattern of greyish-green and white fur and a pair of pricked-up ears.

It wasn’t acting like a wild wolf, either. It paced to the lip of the cliff outside the Shrine, looked around and sniffed, then spotted him and came padding along the path.

Rhoam still wasn’t sure what to think about the whole situation by the time the wolf reached him. It sat down on its haunches, looking at him with intelligent eyes, then glanced down at the pot.

“Are you… hungry?” Rhoam asked.

A nod.

“I’ve got some apples?” he suggested, and got another nod. “Well, hold on a minute and I’ll cook them. You’re very polite for a wolf.”

The wolf tilted its head slightly, and Rhoam blinked.

That look in his eyes… it was familiar, somehow.

Rhoam stirred the pot, buying time to think, and the apples stewed over the course of a few minutes. The solution was right at the edge of his mind, but… it didn’t make sense. None of the ideas he came up with made sense.

And surely it was more likely that a spirit-touched wolf would have wandered into the shrine while he wasn’t looking, rather than-

The wolf’s paw poked at his spoon, reminding him to keep stirring, and Rhoam did so.

Then he noticed something on the paw. A pattern of three triangles together.

He dropped the spoon.

“Sir Link?” he asked.

The wolf’s head tilted again, the other way this time. He looked over his shoulder, at the door to the Shrine of Resurrection, then slowly traced out the path he’d taken.

Patted the ground with one of his forepaws.

Then made an inquisitive huff.

“Well, it’s not every day the Hero of Hyrule turns into a wolf,” Rhoam muttered, aware that by now his pretence of being a random old hermit was threadbare at best. “I don’t suppose you remember how it happened, do you?”

Link – it had to be Link – lay down on his paws, pantomiming sleep, then stood up and shook himself out.

He inspected his paws, one after another, then gave a lupine shrug before taking out a Sheikah Slate.

Rhoam had to admit, he was impressed. It seemed to have been concealed in the fluff around Link’s neck, though now he thought about it Link had always had an impressive ability to carry far more things than anyone would have anticipated. Or thought would fit.

The apples were ready, and Rhoam stuck them on a skewer before giving them to Link. “Enjoy,” he said. “Well, if you’re not sure what happened then I don’t think I’ve got any idea… now, I have to tell you, this plateau we’re on, I don’t think you’re getting down without a hang glider.”

Link carefully ate one of the stewed apples, then gave Rhoam a curious look.

“Well, I do have a glider, and we won’t know if we don’t try,” Rhoam said. “Though, first, I’d quite like you to gather for me the contents of a few shrines…”


Ears pricked, Link prowled forwards through the grass.

Being a wolf was… not how he had expected to wake up, but at the same time… it wasn’t really something that he’d call uncomfortable or unfortunate.

Whatever had happened, he knew he hadn’t been a wolf before. He’d been a Hylian. But it had changed the way his body worked and how he thought of himself, and his memories of before the shrine were vague, so being a wolf didn’t feel wrong.

Just… different.

And moving as a wolf was instinctual. Or, not quite… it was learned, but he’d already done a lot of the learning.

Storing the Sheikah Slate in his fur was something he wasn’t really… sure about, but it had made sense when he did it.

Shaking off that thought, Link crouched a little lower, and moved ahead one paw at a time.

Ahead of him, four Bokoblins chattered to one another as they cooked.

They were… wrong.

Link couldn’t tell if he’d known about this before his transformation, but just looking at the Bokoblins he could sense the tiny flecks of Malice in them. That made them corrupt beings… not just twisted to evil, but inherently evil.

He could see it, smell it… Link half-wondered if he could hear it, a sort of thrum at the edge of his range of hearing.

Inch forwards, a little further, then Link tensed.

And charged.

The Bokoblins yelped in alarm, and Link hammered one of them flat with his initial pounce. Another reached for a spiked club, swiping it at him, and the one on top of a guard tower started shooting arrows at him from a crude bow.

Link ducked under the club swipe, growling, then snapped at the Bokoblin who’d swung it and knocked them over. A paw-blow finished them off, then an arrow hit him in the side with a thwack, and Link half-whined half-growled in response.

Then the fourth Bokoblin stabbed at him with a spear.

Link dodged forwards just in time to avoid being hit in the flank, then whirled on one paw. The spear-Bokoblin stabbed at him again, and this time he took the haft of the spear just behind the head.

“Erk!” the Bokoblin complained, digging in its heels and pulling, and Link pulled back.

He might only have had his muzzle to work with, but he was a lot stronger, and he yanked the spear out of the Bokoblin’s grasp before opening his jaws for a moment. That let the spear keep moving, and he snapped at it again about halfway up the haft.

Now he had a spear, and he whipped it back and forth to hit both the Bokoblin he’d taken it from and the one who he’d flattened with his first pounce. A third arrow flew, this one glancing off the ground by his rear haunches, and he tossed the cracked spear aside to glare up at the archer Bokoblin.

It looked nervous, then raised the bow again.

Link took a pace back, glancing down at the terrain for a moment.

The Bokoblin aimed right at him – then, in the same moment, it loosed the arrow and Link exploded into a run.

Lope-lope-leap, and he jumped clear to the top of the tower to bowl the Bokoblin right off it and land on top of it with a painful crunch. It dissolved into smoke, like the other three had done already, and Link panted slightly before shaking himself out.

The arrow injury stung, and he needed to treat it, but… apart from that, that had worked out all right.

Maybe there were weapons around here that would last longer than one blow? And he felt strongly like he should work out how to use a bow…


Ten minutes and two bows later, Link had concluded that he wasn’t able to use a bow very well at the moment.

Putting it on his back hadn’t worked, holding the bow in his muzzle and pulling the string with a paw hadn’t worked and he’d bitten the bow in half, just using his paws definitely hadn’t worked… the best he’d been able to come up with had been lying on his back and holding the bow with two paws, then pulling back the string with his teeth.

And he’d shredded the bowstring with his teeth in only a few shots.

Sighing, Link picked up an arrow in his muzzle, then tilted his head contemplatively.

His ears pricked up.

He glanced to the side, where there was a deer grazing placidly about fifty feet away, then flicked his head sharply to the side.

The arrow got a direct hit.

Link wagged his tail, pleased, then went over to see if the arrow was any good.

And that cooking pot was still going… maybe he could make some lunch?


After a fur-raising encounter with a Guardian, and a paw-scrabbling climb over a wall to avoid finding out just how painful the Guardian’s laser was, Link entered the shine it had been sort-of guarding.

There was a slot for his Slate, so in the Slate went, and after a short delay it unlocked a pair of runes to let Link make bombs.

This immediately presented problems.

Link activated one of the runes, and the Slate dispensed a cube shaped bomb along with providing a clearly marked indicator on the screen to use to detonate the bomb.

Link looked at the bomb.

Looked at his paws.

Looked at the bomb.

Then he gingerly nosed the bomb over to a cracked section of wall, backed away, and hit the detonator rune.


The Sheikah Slate was not really built for someone without hands, but by the time he reached the end of the shrine Link was starting to get the hang of what to do.

It was like with archery. He had to come up with an alternative, and the alternative was the slate on the ground in front of him and using his muzzle to flick the bombs.

He’d even found a sword!

Pleased with himself, he sat down in front of the preserved Sheikah monk at the far end of the shrine.

There was a sort of pause.

“Rrf?” Link asked, feeling like he should prompt them.

You are a wolf, the ancient monk said. Why are you a wolf?

Link shrugged.

Why does nobody tell me about this sort of thing? the monk asked. The Goddess Hylia did not see fit to inform me of this.

The best answer Link could give to that was another shrug.

Please at least tell me you are fighting Calamity Ganon, the monk requested, and Link nodded. Very well… I am Ja Baij. With your arrival, my purpose is fulfilled. You have earned this Spirit Orb.

Ja Baij formed the Spirit Orb.

They both looked at the Spirit Orb.

You can store things in your Sheikah Slate? Ja Baij suggested. It is one of the apps on the home screen.


Link looked up.

Then took out his Slate and checked the map.

No mistake about it, there was definitely one of the Shrines he’d marked up on top of that cliff.

He stepped back several paces, considering, then huffed out a sigh and stowed the Slate before loping forwards.

Breaking into a run, he jumped at the point which his instincts said was right, and his paws scrabbled on the cliff before two of them managed to find purchase.

That lasted only a moment, though, and one slipped. The other held on to the ledge, precarious as it was, and Link had a moment to look for a route up before realizing that his paw was slooowly sliding off the ledge.

Doing his absolute best not to yelp, Link tensed before pushing down hard with his left forepaw. That got him a bit higher, enough that he could use the right forepaw to grab onto the same ledge, and a second or two later he was securely dangling from a little ledge.

Link cast around for his next paw-hold, trying to spot where he could aim for, but places where the rock had looked perfectly climbable from a distance turned out to be much less viable up close. Then his grip slowly began to slip again, and Link sighed with resignation before dropping off the cliffside and landing with a painful thump.

Perhaps another idea would work better.


One destroyed nearby Bokoblin camp and a lot of pulling, pushing and grumbling, Link had a pile of boxes with half a dozen ominous-looking explosive barrels underneath.

Carefully, he nosed a cube bomb next to the barrels, then went around to the side of the pile and clambered up the boxes. He’d found a metal one among the wooden ones, and putting it on top of the pile had been an enormous pain but right now it was giving him a much more confident feeling than being on top of another wooden one would have done.

Double-checking his angles, Link put down the Sheikah Slate, then held onto it with one paw.

He didn’t want to lose it.

He took a breath, then nosed the bomb activation rune.

Immediately the bomb exploded, and then so did all the barrels, and Link was flung skywards in a cloud of splinters and metal box fragments. He sailed up as high as the cliff, then a bit higher… then began to drop down again, and he shoved with a paw to get the Slate over the edge of the cliff before bracing himself.

As it turned out, Link had been just about right. He hadn’t hit the cliff below the lip, nor had he just dropped right back down again, and air hissed out through his muzzle as he hit the cliff edge with his chest and managed to get both forepaws over the top.

His hindpaws dangled, then he hauled with all his strength, and slowly got himself over the lip of the cliff.

Shaking himself out, Link sat down to get some splinters out of his fur – then froze, as he spotted a way he could have got here with perfectly achievable small jumps and only a bit of climbing a much more acceptable slope instead of going straight up a cliff.

He sighed, then picked up the Sheikah Slate and went to unlock the shrine.


The newly unlocked shrine, the shrine of the monk Owa Daim, granted Link’s Slate a second application – the rune of Stasis, which would freeze an object until it ran out.

Crucially, and in a development which made Link prick up his ears, force applied to the frozen object didn’t go away – instead, it was all stored up, and the last blow struck to the object would decide which direction all that energy would be released.

Link could already think of a few ways to use that, in future – in addition to the ways that the shrine itself demonstrated it, of course – but once he reached the end, he found out that the Monks could not actually talk to one another and pass information to one another.

Mostly by Owa Daim jumping off his pedestal in surprise, which was funny.

…I am impressed, Owa Daim said, after a moment, and sat back down hastily. I had designed the trial of Stasis for… well, a biped.

Link nodded his understanding.

Well, this is going to spoil the dignity of our entire ancient order, Owa Daim complained. But it’s not your fault, I suppose.

He frowned. Is it your fault?

To that, Link could only shrug.

That’s the best I’m getting, I suppose, Owa Daim judged, then provided the Spirit Orb.


With two shrines down and two to go, Link found himself with a choice about whether to go up or down.

There was a shrine down near the edge of the plateau, and then another shrine much higher up on the snowfields of Mount Hylia. Link gave the choice a lot of thought, using paw-swipes to scroll around the map on the Sheikah Slate, then decided that since he was closer to the Mount Hylia shrine he should head there first.

That meant getting along the cliffside path he’d noticed first, or – and Link considered this one for only a moment before deciding it was the better option – putting his new Stasis Rune to good use. He froze a nearby boulder with a flash of Sheikah technomancy, snagged the Sheikah Slate, turned around to beat the boulder with both hindpaws in quick succession for several seconds, then thwacked it straight upwards with his tail before jumping up onto the boulder just as the stasis wore off.

It launched him right up to the top of the nearby cliff, and Link jumped off neatly before taking two loping steps and pouncing on a very surprised Bokoblin.


The air was much colder, this high up, and Link loped steadily along the slopes of Mount Hylia.

His objective wasn’t actually at the peak itself, it was on the other side, but the mountain was there and so Link only considered a moment before altering his course a little to climb up it.

Maybe he had more trouble climbing up sheer slopes than he would have had with hands, but moving through thick snow at speed seemed to be something he was much faster at now, and there was a vague memory of a horse that tickled at the back of his mind for a moment before fading.

Not sure what to think about that, Link accelerated, and before long he was scrambling up the final slope to the top of Mount Hylia.

The old man who’d recognized the symbol on his paw was already there, and he turned to Link.

“There you are,” he said. “It’s cold, isn’t it?”

Link shrugged.

“Well, however you got up here, it’s going to be easier with warm… clothing,” the old man said, his voice trailing off.

At that, Link tilted his head to ask a question.

“Dear me,” the old man sighed. “I’m not doing very well, today, am I?”

He put a warm doublet on the ground. “I’d been ready to give this to you, but after planning it for decades it’s surprisingly hard to remember that you’re… well.”

Link nodded gravely, since it wouldn’t be polite to laugh, then flicked into the item storage mode for the Sheikah Slate and pointed at the doublet. “Rrf?”

“Oh, of course you can have it, Sir Link,” the man agreed. “I don’t have much use for it.”

Link decided not to question that, and gently lifted the doublet before dropping it into the Slate. It went in without a qualm, joining Link’s already-sizeable repository of random things, and the old man shook his head.

“I don’t think there’s one other person in all of Hyrule who could be so… accepting,” he said. “You woke up this morning as a wolf, and… it doesn’t bother you at all, does it?”

Link made a sort of shrug, then nosed at the old man’s hands.

“…except for those, I suppose,” he said. “Well, Link, I do hope you’re handling the cold all right.”

Link considered how to answer that, then stowed the Sheikah Slate and dragged a paw through his fur.

“Of course, silly me,” the old man realized. “Fur.”

A nod.

Really, it was obvious to Link.


The third of the four shrines on the plateau also had a new rune for Link’s Sheikah Slate – the Cryonis Rune.

It was one that created stabilized, surprisingly rough and grippy blocks of ice, roughly cubic in shape and with each side longer than Link’s body, and after creating the first one Link hoisted himself up with a bit of scrabbling before using it to get up onto a ledge.

A pair of numeric indicators showed that Link currently had one of three stabilized ice blocks active, and he used the rune again to destroy the ice block before moving on to the next part of the shine – a gate in water, held shut by its weight.

The solution was easy enough, but then Link found himself facing a miniature Guardian. It emitted a warning tone, eye starting to glow, and Link pounced forwards to hit it with both forepaws.

The impact knocked it backwards, throwing off its aim, and Link kicked off to get back behind cover.

He’d have to focus on hit and run… was what he was thinking, at least, before the miniature Guardian made a sort of electronic cough and exploded.

Link tilted his head, peering out from behind the wall he’d used as cover, then stepped all the way out and pawed at the remains of the Guardian.

Somehow, he was sure they were supposed to be more durable than that. Maybe it was faulty or something.


The monk Keh Namut just gave Link a flat stare.

I don’t suppose you know why this happened, do you? he asked, lacing his fingers together.

Link looked down, shrugged, then looked back up.

Whatever, the monk grumbled. You’ve been to another one of the shrines already, I take it?

A nod.

Then here’s the orb, Keh Namut told him, creating it with a flash, and Link took it into the Sheikah Slate.

He wondered on the lift back to the surface if maybe Keh Namut had been asleep or something.

Then, as he emerged from the lift, he tilted his head a little and sniffed.

There was a strange scent in the air, something that he’d smelled a couple of times before down in the forest, but… there he’d just thought it was more of the forest.

Up here, on Mount Hylia? Not so likely.

So Link turned, sniffing, and loped off to the side a little. It took a couple of minutes, but eventually he was looking directly at a boulder that seemed quite suspicious.

He nosed it up, and there was a poof and a cloud of leaves.

“Yahaha!” a strange creature said. “You found me! I’m a Korok!”

Then it looked at him. “…hey!”

Link tilted his head.

“Sniffing is cheating!” the Korok complained. “But you found me so I’ll give you my Korok Seed. And if you found me that way you’d better find the others too!”

Link inspected the seed, sniffed it, then made a face and put it into the Slate.

“Bye bye!” the Korok said, waving, and Link snorted before switching the Slate to map mode.

Then he looked up at the crest of Mount Hylia.

Back down at the map.

He could go back over Mount Hylia, past the Temple of Time, and get to the last shrine that way. But it was a long way.

On the other paw, crossing the river would be cold and probably annoying. Even using his new Cryonis rune would take time.

Then Link had an idea.


Link double-checked the map, to make sure he was judging the elevation right, then stowed the Slate.

He backed several paces, then took a running jump, and landed on the shield he’d taken from a Bokoblin earlier in the day.

Immediately, he began sliding down Mount Hylia, initially with just the momentum from his run but quickly picking up speed.

Shifting his weight, Link worked out how to turn, and how to slow down a bit by putting his weight on his hind legs. Then he went over a jump, and had to work out very quickly how to land correctly.

Fortunately, Link was a quick learner.

And when he splashed down in the lake not far from the Temple of Time, he found a sword in it. So that was a bonus, really.


By the time he reached the fourth shrine, the Oman Au shrine, Link’s fur was mostly dry again.

He’d had a couple of altercations with Bokoblins on the way, but it turned out that they may have been willing to attack a wolf but a wolf with a sword gripped firmly in his jaws was a bit more intimidating. There were still some sharp fights, but nothing to be bothered by, and Link stored the now-dented sword before using his Slate to open the shrine and going inside.

As he’d been expecting by now, there was a rune to unlock, and this time the rune was Magnesis – the ability to hold up the Slate, establish a magnetic connection, and lift metal objects by moving the Slate around.

This immediately posed problems, since like Stasis it was built for someone who could actually point the slate, but unlike that rune there wasn’t a grace period of several seconds to then do something with the results.

Link thought about it, then balanced the slate on its side, triggered it there, and pushed it around to move the first metal plate out of the way. That revealed a hole in the floor, and he cancelled the Magnesis rune before dropping down into the hole.

The second puzzle involved a metal block in a wall of stone blocks, and Link huffed before doing the same thing to carefully move another metal block into place – then used it as a springboard to jump over the whole stone wall, landing with as little of a stumble as possible on the far side.

Since that had worked quite well, Link jumped over the third puzzle as well, then fiddled with the Slate to use Magnesis and yank the final metal doors open.

You have… the monk Oman Au began, then stopped. Um.

Link jammed his dented sword into the door’s path, to make sure it wouldn’t close once he picked up the Slate again, and the monk steepled his hands.

The door won’t close by itself, you know, he said. Look, are you the Hero?

Retrieving the slate, Link nodded, and presented his paw with the three-triangle symbol on it.

The monk seemed to recognize it just as well as the old man had.

That all seems in order, the monk decided. Well, I’d heard you were the Hero of the Wild, but I didn’t realize it was quite that literal.

Link tilted his head.

There have been many heroes, the monk said. The Hero of Time, the Hero of Twilight, the Hero of Sky… they are all the Hero, but you are not all of them.

He shook his head. Sorry, there was something… oh, yes, an orb. Hold on a moment.


“Ah,” the old man said, as Link emerged from the shrine. “You have all four treasures, I take it?”

Link nodded.

“Well, in that case… I did promise you the paraglider, but I think it best we meet to discuss,” he said. “Look at your map, draw lines between the shrines, and meet me at the point where they cross.”

The old man faded away, and Link sniffed the area where he’d been before sitting down on his haunches and getting out his Slate.

The map came up with a few taps, and Link looked closely for several seconds. The only way to make two lines between the shrines cross was… and that meant…

Link put a marker on the map, dragged it to zoom in, then sighed.

It would have been very convenient if the old man had just had the conversation here, but… he supposed there was probably some reason behind it.

Stowing the Slate, Link loped forwards, avoiding a nearby Bokoblin camp to save time and making instead for the ruined buildings near the centre of the plateau.

Getting through the buildings was fairly quick, and Link double-checked his map before pacing into the main hall of the ruined temple.

There was a large statue, and Link approached, and a soft light drifted down towards him.


You who have conquered the shrines, and gained their power… I will amplify your being. What is it you desire?


There was then a long pause.


One bark for heart container, two for stamina vessel.



Rhoam heard a muffled, grumbling whine and then a thud.

He took a step forwards, to the window, and saw Link shaking himself out before pacing backwards several steps.

The lupine Hero was roughly facing in the direction of one of the destroyed Guardians that littered the plateau. This particular one had been destroyed or disabled right up against the wall of the Temple of Time, and as Rhoam watched Link broke into a loping run – building up speed until he was flying across the ground, then gathering himself to spring-and-leap, and using the top of the Guardian as a springboard to reach higher on the wall.

His paws scrabbled for a grip, then found one, and Link hauled himself up onto the second floor ledge. That still left him at least one floor to climb, and he got a sword out of his Slate before re-stowing the Slate and taking the sword in his muzzle.

Rhoam watched over the next few minutes as Link slowly eased himself up the side of the Temple, hammering the sword into the stones to give himself a little purchase and then shifting his weight up three paws at a time, until he finally reached the top of the wall and hauled himself over with main strength.

Link grumbled something, then threw the sword away, and it smashed into pieces as it hit the ground. Then the big wolf hero just stared at him, and Rhoam shifted a little.

“…in my defence, I did meet you on top of a tower, before,” he said. “Though I suppose it did come out of the ground… now, Sir Link, I promised you the glider, and I will give it to you, but there’s some things we need to discuss first.”


After King Rhoam had said his piece and faded away, Link was left on top of the Temple with the glider.

It was actually sort of interesting, for two reasons. One of them was that it was more like the Slate than anything else, a piece of surprisingly sophisticated ancient technology that didn’t play fair with mass and space, so that the user could jump off a cliff and instantly have the glider ready for use without having to carry around a glider as big as they were all day.

The other was that Link still wasn’t quite sure how he was going to use it.

The part of the glider which was always there amounted to a pair of straps, which any Hylian could easily put onto their hands and tighten, but for Link putting a pair of straps around his paws was… not so easy.

In fact, it involved several minutes of using one paw to keep the strap in place around the other paw while he tightened it with his jaws, then switching to do the same thing the other way, and when he was finished he still wasn’t sure if they’d stay on properly.

Then again, it wasn’t like he had any other way to check. So Link paced around the damaged temple roof for a minute, looking for a comparatively short drop, then took a run-up and leaped into the air.

His forepaws went up, the glider appeared, and a moment later Link was dangling by his forepaws. The paraglider worked, slowing his fall, and he touched down gently on his hind paws before tipping forwards and managing to dispel the glider before landing.

After some deliberation, Link decided that this qualified as a successful test.

He mostly needed it to get down from high places, after all.


A few minutes later, Link took a running leap off the Great Plateau.

Air whistled around him, plucking at his fur, and he waited a long moment before raising his forepaws and triggering the glider.

There was a sharp crack as air suddenly forced the glide surface itself into tension, and Link began adjusting his weight to see how much he could steer.

Really, it was quite impressive. The glider was a remarkable piece of work, and he had more control than he’d expected. He could even pick just about exactly where to land, or at least he’d be able to with a little practice.

As he drifted lower, Link noticed a group of Bokoblins, and steered towards them. Most of them were lounging around a fire with a slab of meat cooking over it, and as he got closer one of the ones on watch did spot him but just kind of stared for several seconds.

Then Link dismissed the glider, landing right on top of the leader, and the rest of the Bokoblins noticed him.

Briefly.

 





2. Chapter 2



The Plateau had seemed large, while Link was there, but it was becoming increasingly clear as he explored the area around the Plateau that it was not in fact very large at all… at least, not compared to the great size of Hyrule as a whole.

There were certainly more signs of the corruption caused by the great enemy, that much was immediately clear. There were more Bokoblins, there were Moblins and Lizalfos… there were devastated ruins where towns had once stood, half-collapsed back into stone, and great bridges with not a soul using them.

There were also several Koroks, as well, but that was more of a general thing, and Link had sniffed out half-a-dozen more seeds before having to change his plans very suddenly when a giant rock beast rose out of the ground.

Link could have fought it, but as he was right now he didn’t feel especially ready to do so. So, prudently, he didn’t.


Twenty minutes later, Link glared at a chest.

It wasn’t that it was a chest at all that was making him glare. He’d already discovered that between the Slate and his own facility with a swift kick he could apparently open any chest – whether it had been underwater for decades, or buried in a shrine for an amount of time he wasn’t clear on at all.

In this case, though, the chest was on top of a pole at least twenty feet high.

Link kept glaring for a long moment, then had an idea. He took out the Slate, flicking through the half-dozen weapons he’d stashed in it to take out a farmer’s pitchfork, then backed off with one end of the pitchfork in his muzzle. That done, he accelerated into a loping run, then stabbed the tines of the pitchfork into the ground and did his very best to pole vault up to the treasure chest.

It only just didn’t work, and Link went sailing past before snapping out the Paraglider and saving himself from a painful crash.

A bit more thought ensued, then Link muttered something and scrolled through the Slate again. This time he brought out an explosive arrow which he held in his jaws, tossed his head, and blasted the chest clean off the pillar.

Whoever had put it up there really hadn’t given much thought to how anyone was going to get to it. Especially a wolf, though Link might have been biased there.


Not all chests were on top of pillars, which was fortunate, and Link got several nice things from chests around the north-east side of the Plateau.

He also got several bows, which were basically useless, but the thought was what counted. Night fell as he searched, though, and after a double-check to make sure he’d cleared out all the Bokoblins and Moblins in his immediate area Link sat down on top of a hill and opened the Slate to the map screen.

The map only really showed the Great Plateau itself. Since it hadn’t shown anything before Link had activated the towers, it stood to reason that activating a tower would show the area around that tower… but that would mean climbing, and the idea of getting that high was enough to make Link want to put it off for as long as was reasonably practical.

It also, however, showed a little yellow dot which was apparently where he could find Impa. It wasn’t much use for navigating, but it was a bit like taking a compass bearing, so Link thought he could probably work with it.

“What’s that?”

Link turned, surprised.

Because what he’d heard had been the barks of a wolf, and yet he’d understood it.

He tilted his head in confusion, ears flicking slightly, and saw there were several wolves approaching. One of them was in front, the others hanging back a little, though even the one in front – the biggest one – was still smaller than Link was.

“And why are you so big?” they added.

Link tried to reply reflexively by speaking, and what came out wasn’t Hylian speech – but it was wolf speech.

“I don’t know,” he replied. “I woke up like this about… a day and a half ago.”

“Big?” the wolf checked.

“A wolf,” Link replied. “And this is something I use to guide me.”

Now he thought about it, he hadn’t actually slept yet. He hadn’t even felt tired yet.

It was a strange thing to realize that he wasn’t even tired after being on the go for thirty-six hours, but then again it was a strange thing to do to wake up as a wolf. Or speak wolf.

Given that Link had amnesia anyway, he should probably just go with the flow until he found someone who could let him know what was weird. Preferably someone who wasn’t the ghost of a king, now he came to think of it.

“Why would you need that?” the wolf asked.

“Is he here to take our territory?” another member of the pack asked.

“I’m getting there!” the first wolf replied. “Don’t provoke him, he’s huge!”

Link shook his head. “I’m moving on,” he said. “I don’t know when yet, but I won’t be staying around here.”

Then there was a rattling sound, as some skeletal Bokoblins began to pull themselves out of the ground.

Link flicked the Slate to the weapon storage mode, pulled out a hammer, and dealt with the Stalkoblins, but for some reason by the time he’d finished knocking them about the wolves had disappeared.

It was a pity, really. He’d had some questions.


Link examined the strange object he’d found in a chest, which looked sort of like a pair of wide, staring eyes in a heart-shaped base with multicoloured spikes sticking out of it, then shrugged and put it in the Slate along with most of the other things he’d found so far.

For some reason, only so many weapons could fit, but Link had put a lot of various foodstuffs in there already and there was no warning about a possible limit.

While he had the Slate out, he checked the map, then looked off through the morning gloom and decided that the best landmark for where he wanted to go was probably… that tower over there.

He stashed the Slate again, then began to pace through the pre-dawn light. Southeast first, to the road, then cross-country a little way, and turning due east towards the tower.

Link had intended to accelerate to a proper ground-eating lope, but he didn’t have much time before he had to slow down again for a bridge, and as he did he spotted an armed Hylian leaning on the side of the bridge – his attention to the north, on the water or on something in the distance.

Interested, he tilted his head, and was about to make a noise to alert the Hylian to his presence when the man began speaking.

“Ah…” he said. “I’m used to bad omens, but… I don’t know.”

Link made a curious noise, and the man shrugged.

“It’s a good time for you to come by,” he said. “I’m tired of talking to myself.”

He pointed. “See those towers?”

Link reached up with a forepaw, then pulled himself into position to look in the same direction, and nodded.

“Mm?” he added.

“They just came out of nowhere,” the man said. “Out of the ground, all over the place… well, I’ve not met anyone from the Rito lands in the last few days, or anything like that! But I’ve seen plenty of them, glowing in the night, and it sure seems like they’re all over Hyrule. And with those strange mechanical monsters around… those weird shrine places that started glowing all of a sudden… makes you wonder if it’s the end times, right?”

Link felt vaguely guilty for having scared someone so much.

“Brigo’s the name, by the way,” the man said, turning to look – then jumped, almost dropping his spear. “You’re… you’re a…”

Link tilted his head. “Rrf?”

“A wolf!” Brigo said.

Now Link felt like it was all a bit of an anticlimax.

After all, he’d already known that.

Shrugging, he pushed off from the bridge. Then he got out his Slate, put down an apple for the man to have, and loped off into the dawn.


Link did not like towers.

Specifically, he did not like Sheikah towers.

There was every reason to appreciate the benefits of travelling to the top of them, of course. They’d been around for a tremendously long time and still worked just fine, and they were part of the best way he could find his way around Hyrule without having to keep a mental map of the country in his head based on his own experiences… and yet.

Four levels up this tower, moving one paw at a time through the support structure, it was quite hard for Link to appreciate any of those benefits.

He shifted his weight, holding himself on three paws and shimmying up so the fourth could fit into a new pawhold, then repeated it again before looking up to see how much further there was to go.

The good news was, there wasn’t much further to go.

The bad news was that there was an overhang, and Link stared at it with a whine building in his throat before coming to a conclusion.

He let go, dropping back to the platform on the previous level, then jumped off the platform and opened the paraglider.

A change of plans was required.


Ten minutes and several Bokoblins later, Link had two clubs stacked next to one another and a small boulder in position not far from the tower.

He got out his Slate, took careful aim, then hit the Stasis control and stowed the Slate as quickly as possible. Picking up the first club in his jaws, he beat the frozen boulder until the club disintegrated, used the second to do the same, then flicked the boulder upwards with a paw swipe and jumped on board just before the stasis timed out.

That launched him into the air, some way higher than the top of the tower, and he jumped off at the apex before snapping the paraglider out and drifting downwards towards his objective.

If there was one downside of his lupine form, Link had to admit it was this. There had to be a better way to get up a ladder.


Fortunately, the Tower gave him a fairly sizeable area of new map information, along with a Shrine Detector, and Link made his way east through the deep cleft between twin mountains – only to promptly be alerted by the chirping of the Slate that there was a shrine nearby.

After having put in all that effort to get to the top of the tower, Link hadn’t been willing to give it up so easily, so he was on a ridge some way above the level of the river itself. That turned out to be an excellent idea, since the shrine detector promptly alerted him to a shrine straight ahead of him, and without being so high up the chirping of the detector might have alerted the bokoblins down by the river.

Link still made a note of where they were before going into the shrine, because stopping bokoblins from raiding a trade route was a good deed in and of itself, then entered the shrine of Ree Dahee.

Ree Dahee’s shrine was about timing. There were buttons to press and release at specific times, which controlled whether a rolling orb made it into the receptacle, and Link learned and solved each pattern in turn.

Then he froze the final switch with Stasis, jumped onto the floating platform, ran as soon as he got to the far side, and just about reached a chest before the switch unfroze and made it impossible to get there.

For his pains, Link got a bandana.

He tilted his head, wondering what he could do with it, then picked it up in his jaws and went to Ree Dahee to get his orb.

Your completion of this puzzle shows great skill, Ree Dahee said.

Link put down the bandana, and patted it with his paw.

What? Ree Dahee asked. It’s not my fault you’re a wolf. Count yourself lucky, at least it’s not trousers. Now shut up and take your orb.


Link dealt with the Bokoblins on the trade route, partly by testing an idea about having arrows held between the fingers of his forepaws while he was gliding and letting him fling down a rapid volley of several of them while in mid-air, then checked the Slate’s map and continued down the road between the twin peaks.

There was another shrine just as he got out of the gap, one which looked almost impossible to reach right now without a lot of climbing, and Link made a mental note about it before continuing.

On the other side of the road from the shrine was a stable, an instantly recognizable building partly from the paddocks and mostly from the huge horse-head incorporated into the design, and Link was going to just pass it by – until he heard a voice.

“Yeah, you’d better keep going,” it said.

Link stopped, looking around more out of confusion than anything, and saw that there weren’t any Hylians visible. They’d all gone into the main stable and closed the door, which he supposed made sense, but what was stranger was that there were a few horses glaring at him.

Glares that were quickly turning into apprehension.

Link tilted his head, then padded over.

“Was it one of you who said something?” he asked.

“Wasn’t me!” one of the horses said, a bay.

“Nope!” another added, a roan.

“Liar,” snorted the third, with a jet-black coat. “If you’re going to insult the wolf, at least own up to it.”

“I’m mostly curious,” Link replied. “I didn’t know I could speak to horses until just now.”

“What, really?” the roan asked. “…how did you not find that out until now?”

“I’ve not met a horse until now,” Link said, quite reasonably.

“He’s got you there,” the black horse said.

“I’m not sure how that works,” the bay admitted, then did a double-take, which was quite a big deal on a horse. “…what’s that on your paw?”

“This?” Link replied, holding out his paw. “It’s half a glider.”

“No, no, the other paw,” the bay said, leaning closer to get a good look. “No way. Those old stories are real?”

“What old stories?” the roan asked. “What are you talking about?”

“You know, the old stories about Epona and her Hylian,” the bay replied. “You seriously haven’t heard those? What are they teaching foals these days?”

As the three horses started bickering about something, Link looked around at a rustling noise.

He very briefly saw half-a-dozen Hylians leaning around the corner of the stable, before they all made noises a bit like mimblewimble and hurried back into the stable.

The door went slam, which was a bit rude really.

“…anyway,” the bay resumed. “The point is, one of those stories is about when Epona found that her human sometimes turned into a wolf.”

He paused. “You know, now I know one of them is real, I’m not sure they’re all about the same Epona. Or the same Hylian.”

“I think I might be a reincarnation?” Link hazarded. “I’m probably supposed to know more about this than I do… I’m actually on my way to find out some of that, so I should get going. But it was nice to talk.”

He got out the Sheikah Slate, fiddling with it until he’d got to the right place in the menus, and got out several apples. One of them went in front of each of the horses, then he left the rest in front of the door as a sort of apology and turned towards the marker on his map.

Hopefully Impa would have an idea what was going on. Whoever they were.


The road climbed into the mountains, and Link was fairly sure he was getting close to where Impa lived.

He still wasn’t actually there, though, and as he loped along he spotted a peculiar creature by the side of the road.

They looked a bit like a larger Korok, or perhaps like broccoli, though Link wasn’t entirely sure what broccoli was.

“Shakala,” they sighed, then perked up slightly at the sight of Link. “Oh! Can you help me?”

Link tilted his head. “I don’t know. What kind of help do you need?”

“Wow!” the creature said. “That went much better than when I usually ask for help! The Hylians can’t see me and I’ve never been sure if anyone else can. I’m Hestu!”

Link looked Hestu up and down.

“Are you sort of like a Korok?” he asked.

“Yes!” Hestu agreed. “I’m sort of like a Korok because I am one! Shakala! But some Bokoblins stole my maracas and now I can’t do anything.”

He pointed. “I think they’re still over there! Can you help me get them back?”

Link considered that only for a moment, then nodded.

“Thank you!” Hestu said, delighted, and Link prowled up-slope a little.

He could definitely hear Bokoblins… and… a little investigation, coupled with checking the map on his Slate, made him fairly sure that they were in a little section by the side of the path, mostly closed off by high ground.

To put that another way, there was only one way in or out.

Link contemplated whether he should try something special, like scrambling to the top of the high ground and jumping down, or using a bomb in the entryway, but eventually discarded both of those plans in favour of something simpler.

He got out a Boko Spear, which was a fancy name for a length of wood with a vague point on one end, and crept closer to the cul-de-sac before carefully wedging the spear in place across the entrance.

Then he picked up a club, hurdled the spear at a run, and threw the club straight at the Bokoblin on guard duty. The impact knocked the Bokoblin off the cliff entirely with a wail of surprise, and Link ducked underneath a swipe by an alerted Bokoblin before growling at all the remaining monsters.

They shouted back, waving their weapons, and Link circled until he was on the side nearest their fire.

Slowly and deliberately, he picked up the guard’s discarded bow, then set it on fire and threw it at them.

That seemed to unnerve the Bokoblins, and one of them turned to run. It tripped straight over the spear Link had set up, and the other two turned to see what the noise had been.

Link pounced.


Once he was finished with the Bokoblins, he retrieved Hestu’s maracas and brought them back down to the big Korok.

He was delighted, doing a little dance, then sighed.

“Shakala,” he said. “The other Koroks have taken all my Korok Seeds and hidden them as a prank.

He sniffed, then sniffed again.

“…wait!” he said. “You have Korok Seeds?”

“Yeah, about twenty of them,” Link said.

“Can you let me have one?” Hestu asked. “Shakala! I can increase your inventory!”

Link blinked.

“Pardon?”

“It’s the Slate!” Hestu explained. “I can let you carry more things in it! More weapons, or shields, or bows!”

“I can’t actually use bows,” Link replied, thinking. “Being able to carry more weapons would be nice.”

And it would mean he didn’t have quite so many of the pungent Korok Seeds, as well. It was a good thing they were kept in the Slate, or he’d be worried that the Bokoblins would smell them.


By the time Link reached what the Slate called Kakariko Village (and he had no reason to disbelieve it), night had fallen, and it was raining.

He looked around with interest, sniffing the air, and spotted a Cucco standing on the noticeboard.

Something about it made him quite sure that he didn’t want to tangle with it, and he looked away before pacing to a nearby fence and having a good look out at the village as a whole.

The buildings were mostly of the same basic design. There were fields, and a couple of pools, and the sound of rushing water in the distance audible even over the rain, and mountains rose on every side with only a couple of passes in or out – and, as Link padded down the street to get a better look, he saw a semicircle of falling water up ahead, heralding a mighty waterfall and drawing his attention to a building on top of a mound out in the lake.

There was a set of stairs leading up to the building, and Link approached with interest – then two guards at the foot of the staircase saw him.

“What the – hey, go away!” one of them said, brandishing a spear.

“Shoo!” the other agreed.

Link tilted his head, then sniffed.

There was a familiar smell…

He padded to the left a little, seeing several troughs with apples in all but one of them, and darted over to the nearest apple tree to knock one out of the branches. Taking the stalk carefully in his jaws, he placed the apple in the final trough, and a Korok appeared with a puff of leaves.

“Yahaha!” they yelped. “You found me!”

As he’d expected, Link got a Korok seed out of it, and he used a paw to press it to where the Slate was in his fur.

Then he looked at the apples.

“Go ahead!” the Korok replied, and Link took two of them. He batted both with his paws, rolling them in front of two very confused guards, and contemplated the little statue of the Goddess in the middle of the village for a moment.

“What just happened?” one guard asked the other. “Aren’t wolves supposed to be… aggressive? And… less interested in apples?”

“Perhaps Lady Impa will know?” the other guard suggested, and Link turned back to them.

His ears flicked up in interest, then he darted past the guards and up the stairs in a thumpa-thumpa-thumpa drumbeat of paws on wet wood.

“Hey!” the guards cried, then Link nosed the door open.

The person he saw sitting on a cushion was… probably old enough to have been around a hundred years ago, though he wasn’t an expert.

“…hm,” she said, calmly. “Interesting.”

Link tilted his head, then offered his paw with the triangle symbol on it.

“Ah!” she said. “You must be Link, then, if I’m not mistaken?”

Link nodded.

“I, of course, am Impa,” she said, then cackled. “We both look quite different from when we last met, I think!”

The guards came bursting through the door behind Link, panting.

“Lady Impa,” one of them said. “Our most sincere apologies-”

Impa cackled again.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “And you’d better be going! I have business with this wolf.”

The guards exchanged a completely baffled look, then went back outside, and Impa waited until the door had closed before smirking.

“I’m sure they’ll work out what’s going on eventually,” she said. “But I wouldn’t mind if it took them a while… hmm, now. I don’t suppose you can tell me why you’re a wolf?”

Link shrugged.

“And you have the Sheikah Slate?” Impa added, then nodded when Link produced it. “Be careful who sees that. The Yiga Clan would try to kill you if they knew who you were. That said, hmm…”

She went silent for a minute, and Link sat on his haunches to wait.

“You’re going to want to go to Hateno Village, to the east of here,” she said. “If anyone can help you use that more easily, it’s Purah, and that’s where she lives now.”

Link tilted his head, and made a curious noise.

“You don’t remember Purah?” she asked.

Link nodded, then made an expansive gesture with both forepaws. He pointed at her, shook his head, then at himself and shook his head again.

It took Impa a long moment of thought, then she winced. “You don’t remember anything?”

Link nodded.

“You have met with a terrible fate, haven’t you?” she asked.

That made Link feel vaguely uneasy, but he shrugged it off. The shrug doubled for his view of what Impa had said, and she chuckled.

“That’s you all over, I suppose,” she decided. “Now, if you don’t remember anything, you’ll need to hear about the Divine Beasts…”


Link ended up with quite a list of tasks, once he’d finished talking to Impa, and he wasn’t quite sure which to do first.

As he left her house, though, the glowing lights of a shrine caught his eye, and he loped down the steps before making his way through the rainy village and climbing up a path into the hills.

Unlocking the shrine took only a moment, and as he arrived on the floor inside the voice of a monk reached him.


Welcome to my shrine… I am Ta’Loh Naeg.


There was then a sort of pause, and Link looked around to see if he could spot the challenge.

He couldn’t spot anything in particular. There was just a large room, with a hole in the middle and some locked chests, and Link loped over to sniff one of the chests before giving it a good kick.

This unlocked it, which was convenient, and he took out a shield.

As he moved on to the second chest, though, Ta’Loh Naeg spoke up again.

Hmm, he said. This presents some problems.

Link looked over, spotting the monk on the other side of a vertical bar gate, and waved.

I was intending to give you a lesson in certain tricks you can do with your weapons and shield, Ta’Loh Naeg said. However, the lesson was based on you being Hylian… or at least, bipedal.

Link contemplated the shield, which he’d been privately evaluating for using to ride down hills, and picked it up by the handle before making a quizzical noise.

Well, fine, whatever, Ta’Loh Naeg decided. Just don’t blame me if you get your fur set on fire.


The lesson was actually quite useful, and it taught Link a few things. One of them was how to reflect away the bolts of energy from a Guardian, and another was how to jump and dodge away from the attacks of the Guardians or other attackers.

The most important element seemed to be timing, and Link did his best to take it thoroughly to heart.

Of course, it was a bit harder to carry a shield and a weapon at the same time than if he’d been a Hylian, but Link was happy to consider that to be a problem for the future. And he got another orb out of it, which was a bonus.


Most of the ways out of the Kakariko area that didn’t involve going back the way Link had come involved jumping off a cliff, and while that was definitely an option it seemed like maybe he should have a look around the options at ground level first.

There was a perfectly good road he was already on, and taking it further out of the village soon led him to a wooded glade with some bright blue rabbit-like creatures bounding around, a few fairies, plenty of useful-looking flowers and carrots, and an extremely large plant that looked like an onion made out of three or four big leaves.

Link stopped and looked at the last, tilting his head, and made an inquisitive noise.

Then a voice came from inside the plant.

“Pup…” it began. “I don’t suppose you have any rupees?”

Link tilted his head further.

“I just need one hundred rupees,” the voice continued, and an elegant hand reached out from inside the plant.

This… was not a situation Link had really expected, but he thought about it for a bit and decided that he wasn’t really doing anything else with his rupees. So he began checking his Slate, to see how many he was carrying, then looked up at the sound of drumming paws in front of him.

One of the rabbits had made a little pile of blue rupees, and Link nodded his thanks before adding it to the one red and one purple rupees he’d identified as the largest ones he carried.

The rabbit hopped forwards again, pushing the whole pile together, and it turned into a single silver rupee. Then it scampered off, before lingering at the edge of the clearing.

Picking it up with his jaws, Link put the silver rupee in the hand, and it retracted into the plant with urgent haste.

Then there was an explosion of purple smoke, and the plant bloomed into a kind of glittering fountain – one which, it turned out a moment later, was occupied by the owner of the elegant hand.

“Ah~! Thank you, pup!” she said. “I am the Great Fairy Cotera… oho?”

Splashing down into the water a little, Cotera rested her chin on her hands.

“That’s very interesting~” she sang, looking closely. “You’re Link, aren’t you?”

Link nodded.

“Well, that’s interesting,” Cotera judged. “Hmm, now… normally I’d offer to enhance your clothing, but you don’t have clothing, do you?”

Link flicked through the Slate and took out the bandana he’d got from Ree Dahee’s shrine, then the doublet that King Rhoam had given him, and made a quizzical noise.

“Oh!” Cotera said, looking closely at them, then at him. “Well, well… ah, I think there’s a possibility there! Though, with the power I have now, I don’t think I can enhance your clothing so you can wear it. You’d have to help one of my sisters for that.”

“Where are they?” Link asked, realizing he hadn’t actually checked yet if she understood him.

Cotera shook her head. “Sorry, pup, I don’t know what you said, but I think I can guess… they’re around, but I couldn’t point to where on a map! I don’t get out much, you see~ I much prefer people to come to me!”

Link shrugged.

He also gathered up some carrots, checked his Slate again, then decided to see what was to the east of Cotera’s grove. Hateno was meant to be somewhere to the east, and it was exploring past there or going back nearly to the stable.

“Oh, you’re going?” Cotera asked, cheerfully.

Link nodded.

The Great Fairy waved. “Bye bye, pup~!”

 


Notes for the Chapter:
This has turned out to continue, at least a bit further.

Accessibility issues continue.






3. Chapter 3



The far side of Cotera’s glade narrowed into a canyon, and Link loped down it while wondering idly about how canyons like this actually happened.

He wasn’t much of an expert on how rock formations happened, or indeed literally anything else except for slaying monsters and solving puzzles, but after a bit of thought he realized that it wasn’t really something it was worth worrying about too much – after all, the whole of Hyrule had been hit by a calamity not that long ago, so the landscape had been carved in ways that wouldn’t be expected. Even if this bit was natural, it wasn’t like he’d be able to tell.

There were clouds overhead, and it looked like it might rain. Link stopped at a point where the canyon split in two, sniffing the air to see if he could tell, but as he began to move again he spotted a traveller coming along one of the paths.

The traveller waved, and Link paced closer in interest.

“Oh!” the Hylian said, once the two of them were close enough. “A wolf? That’s a surprise, heh… I thought that was a dog.”

Link sat down, and did his best to look non-threatening.

“Coming from Kakariko, huh…” the traveller added, thinking to himself.

The wind eddied in the canyon, blowing first one way and then another, and Link caught a strange mixture of scents. There were all the normal ones, but there was metal, and something to do with smoke… and bananas, for some reason.

“Well, it’s probably nothing to worry about,” the traveller said. “It’s nice to meet a wolf on the road and not get into a fight with it, huh?”

Link nodded, willing to agree with that, then got out the Slate and retrieved an apple.

When he looked back up, though, the traveller was staring in his direction.

“An apple?!” he said, shocked. “This is an insult to the Yiga Clan! Die in Master Kogha’s name!”

The traveller made a pass with his hands, and with a poof of smoke changed into a red and black outfit with a sickle in one hand.

He cackled, menacingly, then swung his sickle at Link, and Link jumped back out of the way before snapping at his opponent.

Link’s target vanished in a cloud of foul-smelling smoke, then appeared a little way away with a bow in his hands and shot a pair of arrows at him. Link caught one of the arrows in his jaws, whirled, and flung it right back to hit the footsoldier in the shoulder.

“Agh!” his opponent protested, clutching at his shoulder, then made a pass with his good hand and vanished in another puff of smoke. This time he appeared overhead, bringing the sickle down in a diving strike aimed to hit Link square on the back.

Link dodged away, then darted back in, and managed to grab the footsoldier’s ankle.

“Get off, damn mutt!” the Yiga clansman demanded, then made the pass with his hand again, vanishing to reappear some distance away.

This time, though, Link came with him.

“…ulp?” the Yiga clansman tried.

Link demonstrated why this was a bad situation for the Yiga to be in.


With that out of the way – and having obtained some bananas, a sickle, and a conviction to be careful in future around anyone who smelled of bananas – Link turned left at the canyon fork, and tagged a set of flowers leading to a Korok.

One of the flowers was a long way up the side of the canyon wall and required Link to pole-vault to reach it, but while annoying that was… manageable, at least.

Then, only a few minutes of loping later, the canyon broadened out into a high mountain plain. There were taller mountainous regions to the west and south-east, plus one to the north-east, but it was still an impressive place and Link slowed a little to take in the sights and scents.

The sun was out, and wind was making the grasses ripple pleasantly, and Link explored the area for several minutes – snagging three more Koroks, including one that required him to shoot down some flying targets with tossed arrows – before he heard a strange, wailing noise.

His ears perked up, and he padded through the grass to get an idea of where the sound was coming from. It was a little to the west of the forested area… nearer the middle of the plains… then Link caught sight of the source.

It appeared to be a bird person. No, a Rito, that was the word… a particularly colourful one, squeezing an accordion and muttering to himself.

Link considered the best approach, then decided to just literally approach. Muzzle open but teeth not showing, tongue lolling slightly, ears perked up and alert, taking high steps to keep himself clear of the grass.

“Oh!” the Rito said, when Link was close enough. “I didn’t see you there.”

Link sat on his haunches, and waved.

“…I don’t think I’ve met your people before,” he added. “If you haven’t met mine, I’m a Rito, and my name is Kass.”

Link nodded, then pointed at his muzzle. “Woof,” he said.

Kass chuckled. “Ah, I see,” he realized. “So you can understand me, but not speak in a way I can understand… well, that’s not a worry. They say music is a universal language, anyway.”

He tapped his foot on a metallic circle, inlaid with glowing lines. “There’s a song about this place… would you like to hear it?”

Link got a little closer, and nodded his interest.

Kass began pumping his accordion, hummed for a moment, then began to sing. “A beast that wears a crown of bone, prancing through the lush green. Mount the beast upon its throne, for only then the shrine is seen.”

He smiled, which was interesting to see on a beak. “What do you think? It’s an ancient song… I hope I did it justice.”

Link nodded, then looked around.

A beast that wears a crown of bone… well, there were several deer that he could see, though only one of them was a stag with a set of antlers. Maybe that was what it meant?

But at the same time, there was something else…

He lifted his muzzle, and howled.

Kass jumped, then realized – at about the same time Link did – that he was singing, voice rising and falling as he used his lupine voice to sing a song that came straight from his heart.

When it ended, Kass applauded.

“Very impressive, wolf!” he said.

Then a hawk landed on Link’s back.

“What?” the hawk asked. “Something wrong?”

Link twisted a little, to get a good look at the hawk. “What do you mean?”

The bird sighed. “Don’t sing the Song of the Hawk if you don’t need a hawk! That’s what it’s for, you know.”

Muttering imprecations, the hawk took off again, circled once, and left.

“…my word,” Kass said. “Did you know that was going to happen?”

Link shook his head.

“I might have to write that one down,” Kass decided. “But I won’t play it… I can’t think of any reason I’d need a hawk.”


With a puzzle to solve and a vague idea of how to do it, Link started loping around to get a better angle on the stag he’d seen.

He had a few ideas about how to get the stag onto the platform, which seemed like the best guess about what the throne was… it didn’t look like part of the shrine, as it wasn’t quite like the platforms at the front of all the shrines he’d seen so far.

At the moment, his first instinct was to startle the stag by approaching it from the other side to the platform. That would spook the stag, and then by running and howling at it he might be able to persuade it to go in the right direction… Kass would probably have to get out of the way in a hurry, but Link felt quite sure that the Rito would see the stag coming.

It would be hard to miss.

Several minutes elapsed as Link circled around, getting the line up right, then paced forwards in an unhurried sort of way.

The moment one of the deer saw him, it startled, and that startled the others, and within moments the does were all running away in different directions.

The stag, however, just turned to him and waved his antlers in a menacing sort of way.

“You’re new, then?” he asked. “Don’t think any of the packs around here still try and come after me. If you do I’ll throw you off the cliff. A low bit so you learn your lesson, mind, but it’ll hurt.”

Link felt distinctly confused.

“…I didn’t actually realize that deer could talk,” he admitted, sitting down.

“Oh, they can’t,” the stag replied, lifting his head again. “Absolutely terrible conversationalists, can’t string one word together. I could talk your ear off about how much they cannot speak.”

Link pointed to the stag.

“Oh, well, that’s different,” he said, tapping a hoof on the ground. “Take it from me… well, you probably don’t need to. Take it from me anyway, if you’d rather be a mundane deer rather than a philosopher the one thing you absolutely need to avoid is licking any orange bits that fall out of those giant metal spider things.”

Tilting his head as he thought, Link processed that a bit.

“So you licked something that fell out of a Guardian?” he asked, just to confirm.

“Yes,” the stag agreed. “My tongue tingled, and I thought, that’s not how things normally taste. Then I thought, wait, I’m thinking, that doesn’t seem right. And, well, a lot of self-referential thinking happened, and now here we are.”

Link absorbed that.

“Well, it’s good to know that I didn’t do something wrong by hunting those deer on the plateau,” he said, half to himself. “I can stop if you want?”

“No, no, go ahead,” the stag said. “All the other deer are as dense as stone and it’s probably more ethical than eating the grass. Honestly, I do understand the food chain, I just want no part in it personally.”

“Right,” Link replied, with a nod. “Then… actually, can I get your help on something?”


“Fascinating!” Kass said, as the shrine rose out of the ground. “So that’s what that old song meant… and it actually meant something, as well. I’ll have to see if I can find any others.”

Link nodded his thanks.

“Wonder if that would have happened if I did that last week,” the stag mused, looking down at his hooves and then over at the shrine. “Before those towers rose up everywhere, that is…”


The shine of Mezza Lo involved a crystal, a platform, and some kind of ancient mechanism where striking the crystal would make the platform rotate through ninety degrees.

Link contemplated carefully how he could use some kind of combination of the Magnesis rune, the metal block available, a bomb and an arrow to move the platform through the different combinations of positions necessary to complete the shrine… then shook his head, took a run-up, and jumped from the starting position at full speed.

Opening the glider gave him a momentary extra boost in height, which he used to scramble on to the second position, and to move from there to the third was just the same thing again.

The treasure chest in the shrine had a sword that crackled with lightning, which Link was sure would be useful later at some point, then he jumped to the fourth platform and caught his breath a bit.

You know that’s not the solution, right? Mezza Lo asked.

Link shrugged.

I doubt the Hero of Time was this much trouble, the ancient monk decided, then provided an Orb.


Kass had left by the time Link returned to the surface, and he looked around the plain as a whole while thinking about his next move.

He could try jumping down from the plains into the river to the north, or continuing to the northeast along a tongue of land, but neither of those would really get him to where he was intending to go. They’d be options in future, but not right now, and Link said goodbye to the stag before heading south at a steady lope.

This time, when he got back to the canyon fork, he took the road heading southeast, and soon came to an area of ruins flooded by a waterfall cascading down a cliff to the south.

It was full of monsters, mostly Lizalfos but not entirely, and well stocked with treasure, and Link fought his way through heading from west to east. He came out of the whole experience with several arrows, two more Korok seeds, and some Rupees as well, then passed through the gate on the far side into a chill, wooded area with snow dusting the ground ahead.


There was also a Lynel.


Several minutes later, back on the western side of the flooded region, Link decided that the Lynel had probably stopped trying to get him for now.

The lupine hero was under no illusions – he would have to battle Lynels in the future. But right now, he didn’t feel well enough equipped, and it seemed as though an alternative route to his destination would be needed.

The only problem was, how was he going to do that?

The cliffs on the southern side of the flooded valley were too steep for him to reasonably climb, or that was how they looked. Though, come to think of it, it did seem a bit like he could get up onto the northern side…

Turning, Link evaluated the width of the canyon at the western gate.

It looked… doable, at a run.

He had to admit, though, sometimes he did feel like hands would be useful.


Link circled around, going through the canyon again back to the plain, and as he did the stag came trotting over.

“Surprised to see you again so soon,” he said. “Any reason you’re back?”

“I was aiming to go somewhere, but my first guess at a good path turned out to lead directly to a Lynel,” Link replied. “Any route that leads directly to a Lynel is not a good idea at this point,”

“Fair enough, I’ve not seen one but I doubt I’d want to,” the stag replied, following with interest as Link climbed up the slopes on the southern side of the plains. “So… you do have a plan, right? Just asking.”

“Yes, I have a plan,” Link confirmed.

Now up at the right level, he stopped for a moment to double-check what he was planning, then braced himself and broke into a sprint.

The stag was left behind, not expecting Link to suddenly accelerate like that, and the lupine hero sprang into the air from the lip of the cliff before snapping his glider out to give himself extra distance.

That just about worked, and he scrambled up onto the cliff on the south side.

“Better you than me!” the stag called, turning to head home again, and Link snorted before turning to travel southeast.

The path he was on was a bit steep, but manageable, and Link climbed higher as he travelled until he was on a nice mostly-flat highland and much higher than the flooded area. He was even higher than the top of the waterfall from before, which was a relief, and Link loped along as the sun set.

Then, as he came to a curve in the cliff, he saw a Sheikah tower on a high bluff, and below it an expanse of craggy land… and, lit mostly by torchlight, a village.

That was probably Hateno. Link jumped off the cliff, snapping out his glider to get a little way there before having to walk the rest of the way, but as he drifted southeast he heard the sound of Bokoblins below.

They were armed with hoes and brooms, by the looks of it, and they were right by the side of a road. Probably waiting to ambush a merchant.


Link demonstrated that he was better at ambushes, though none of the Bokoblins seemed to appreciate the lesson.


By the time he was near Hateno, after going first along the road and then into some woods, Link had a mop.

He’d had several other obviously-scavenged weapons during his battles under the starry night sky, but most of them had broken. Link was impressed with the mop, though, and it felt like it would last a bit longer at least.

He also had a lot of mushrooms, several acorns, some honey and a firefly, though that had taken a lot of catching.

Then he saw a Hylian girl being attacked by a Bokoblin, and ran past with the mop head held out so that it clonked the Bokoblin squarely on the head. The creature screeched at him, waving a soup ladle, then Link switched his grip on the mop so he was holding it nearer the head and used the haft to hit the Bokoblin in the abdomen.

Then again in the side.

Then, with a deft flick, Link launched the Bokoblin into the air before dropping the mop and intercepting his foe as it fell. The collision let him drive the Bokoblin into a tree with his full weight, finishing it off, and Link turned to retrieve his now-cracked mop before waving a cheerful paw at the girl.

“…um,” the girl said, and Link dropped the mop once more before leaving her an apple. Then he picked the mop up, wincing as his jaws put too much pressure on it and it fell apart, and he substituted the soup ladle before heading on to Hateno.

When he got there, however, it was still dark, and Link could see the ancient-tech laboratory up on top of the hill but he wasn’t sure it would be very polite to wake them up before dawn.

Fortunately, there was a Shrine right there in the village, so he loped over to see what the monk had for him.


What the monk had for him turned out to not be how Link had been hoping to spend the rest of his night.

The monk Myahm Agana had set up a kind of maze that floated in mid-air, with tall walls and openings in the sides, and the goal was clear enough – the Slate could be used to move the maze around, tilting it first one way and then another to let a ball roll around before having it end up in the right place to complete the puzzle.

In theory.

In practice, it was both fiddly in general and very difficult for Link specifically to use. He wasn’t blessed with anything so useful in this context as hands, and so he tried several different ways to somehow give himself freedom of movement with the Slate while still being able to watch the way the ball moved around. But ball after ball went falling into the abyss below the maze, only to be replaced with another ball which bounced around before falling into the abyss in turn.

Even taking a break to go and retrieve the contents of the maze’s chest didn’t help much, either, because it was a bow anyway and Link wasn’t really finding much use for bows right now. And when Link tried to move the ball around himself, he was faced with a collection of problems starting with how it was far bigger than a bomb and almost too big to move and continuing through how to get across the gap to the actual solution spot it needed momentum.

When Link tried using a bomb, that didn’t help either. Nor did two bombs at once, though the combined pair of explosions did make him feel better. And trying to kick the ball hard enough to get it over the gap just led to sore paws.


Eventually, and trying not to just give up entirely, Link connected the Slate and then rolled over onto his back so he could use his forepaws.

Much to his surprise, the whole maze rolled over a hundred and eighty degrees as well, with the actual maze section facing directly down and a flat section replacing it as the ball section.

Link grumbled something, wishing he’d noticed that before, then tilted the Slate a little to direct the ball and combined that with a flick. It didn’t work on the first try, but it did on the third, and he watched the ball roll down into the recess with an intense sense of satisfaction.

Then he went to demand an explanation from Myahm Agana. It would have to be non-verbal, but he was quite good at that.


You seem upset, the Sheikah Monk said blandly.

Link just levelled a lupine glare at him.

There was a long silence, then Myahm Agana fidgeted slightly.

It is a legitimate test of hand-eye coordination, he said.

Link held up a paw, and continued to look thoroughly unimpressed.

Ah. Well, that is… Myahm Agana began, then created a Spirit Orb and dissolved.

Link decided to take that as a win.


The sun was just rising over Hateno as Link emerged from the very annoying shrine, and he headed up to the easily-recognizable lab at a fast walk that wasn’t quite a lope.

Mostly he was wondering what kind of walk he was actually doing, whether it was trotting or pacing or some other word like that. Someone muttered in shock at one point, and he looked over to give them an absent wave with one paw before continuing on his way up the hill.

There were little structures every ten seconds or so, which Link couldn’t quite identify. Then he reached the lab itself, raised a paw, and knocked.

“Come in!” a voice called from inside, and Link pushed the door open.

“…what the!?” the same voice demanded, coming from a Hylian man standing in one corner of the lab. “Director! Ah, um, there’s a wolf in the lab!”

“And what do you expect me to do?” a young, sharp voice responded from upstairs.

“I don’t know!” the man replied. “Something?”

Link tilted his head, thinking about how best to approach this, then looked around the lab to see if there were any hints.

One thing he did notice, right away, was one of the same kind of stone as he’d seen on the Sheikah Tower or in those Shrines where he’d picked up his runes. So he padded over to give it a sniff, then got out his Slate to see what would happen.

Disappointingly, the stone didn’t respond to his Slate. However, the sight did make the Hylian do a double-take.

“What the…” he said. “Is that… a Sheikah Slate?”

“Symin, have you been drinking?” the young voice asked. “How bad is it if you’re mistaking something for both a wolf and a slate?”

“No, the wolf has the Slate, I think?” Symin replied. “I’ve never actually seen a Sheikah Slate, director, but it looks like your sketches!”

“Okay, now Purah has to see this!” the voice replied, and a six-year-old girl came hurrying down from the upper floor of the lab.

She stopped on reaching somewhere she could see Link, and her gaze went to the Slate, then Link, then specifically his paw.

“Oh!” she said. “Linky!”

Link made a curious noise.

“It’s me, Purah!” Purah said, tapping herself on the chest. “Hehe, though you probably don’t recognize me, because I look younger! Aww, I was going to pretend not to be the Director but Symin messed it up…”

Link had tilted his head in the other direction, by now, and Purah scampered over to the lab table to pick up a notebook. She flicked through it, then discarded it, then went over to the shelves and pulled out a different notebook.

On the front, she wrote LINK in large capitals, then flipped it open to the first page.

“Subject… is a wolf,” she said. “Cause unknown, suspected Shrine of Resurrection. The triangle symbol from the Master Sword has appeared on his paw… oh! It’s still him, right?”

Link nodded, trying to keep up, and Purah nodded.

“Good!” she said. “Well, either would be good, but it means I was right first time. About that, anyway. Now, hmm… let’s see… quadrupedal body form… let’s see those paws, Linky!”

Now feeling distinctly overwhelmed, Link raised a forepaw, and Purah immediately came around to push the second page of her notebook against it. She drew around his paw in moments, then labelled the paw-print, and tapped her pen against her chin for a moment.

“Oh!” she said. “Hmm, how many runes are working on that Slate? I suppose some might not be working, so that might be why you came here, but it’s much more obvious why you’re really here. Say it with me, Symin! Ergonomics!”

Symin had not said it with her, and Purah pouted before shaking her head. “Oh well, you’re still learning. Now! The Sheikah Slate is very convenient for a Hylian or Sheikah to use, but! It’s built for someone with hands, so obviously you’re here to get it modified so it’ll work without the need for hands!”

Purah flicked to another page, then got out a previous notebook, then flicked through that. “Fortunately, I’ve got several ideas! But in order to be able to work on any of them, I’m going to need the ancient tech furnace turned on. See to it, will you, Linky?”

Link had no idea what she meant.

“The Director means that the furnace built into the lab needs to be lit,” Symin explained, mercifully. “It has to be a blue flame, I think there’s a source somewhere down in Hateno…”


Link got a torch out of his Slate, picked it up in his muzzle, and went down through Hateno to reach the source of the blue flame. It took a bit of finding, especially since Link was making sure he could get back up to the lab when he needed to, but once he’d located the blue flame he lit the torch he was carrying.

It was neat how the torch was burning blue, now. Link couldn’t have told you the first thing about how that worked, but it clearly did, and he turned around to make his way back up to the lab.

The weather looked gloomy, like it might rain, and after a bit of thought Link realized the purpose of those strange covered shapes he’d noticed the first time he’d come this way. They were lanterns, protected from the rain, so he lit them one by one with blue flames from the blue torch he was carrying.

One of the local farmers gave him a very, very strange look as he slowly progressed up the hillside, which didn’t seem fair to Link. It was obvious what he was doing, after all, it wasn’t like there was anything confusing about it.

Purah, now, dealing with her was confusing. Apparently.

Eventually, though, he managed to get back to the lab before it rained, and lit the Ancient Tech furnace with the blue flame it was built to use.

A little circle flashed into blue life in front of the lab, and Link examined it curiously for a moment before shrugging. He snapped the torch across fast enough to blow it out, then stowed it in the Slate, and entered the lab once more.


The moment he was in the lab again, Purah descended on him like a tornado.

“Linky!” she cheered. “Wow, you’re fluffy now… I should take notes on that! I assume you’ll be fine in cold weather but might need some kind of extra protection when it’s warm… oh, but you can’t tell me about if that happens, not directly – well, that will have to wait, for now, let’s fix that Slate!”

She hustled him over to the stone in the corner of the lab, which was working now, and in moments several more features had been unlocked on the Slate. There was a Camera rune, a Compendium that could record the traits of anything he used the Camera on, and a Gallery containing old photos.

Some of them looked a little familiar, but only because Link had been near there before.

“Now, as for ergonomics…” Purah said, putting her hand to her chin and thinking hard. “Let me see… well, Linky, I think the main things you’re going to need are… hands-free controls for at least some of the functionality, that’s important of course! I don’t think you’ll need that for scrolling through the inventory or checking the map, that’s exactly the kind of thing you’d want to do while sitting there so you can take it all in!”

Link looked at Symin, in a way that was a combination of sympathetic and a plea for assistance, and the Hylian man just shrugged helplessly.

“But taking things out, oh, that might be something you’d need to do in a hurry!” Purah went on. “To get more arrows, or a weapon when one breaks… and to use the runes, of course! So I’ll need to factor that in… and, how could I forget! There needs to be an aiming system as well, it’ll have to be based on where you’re looking and I’m sure you’ll get used to it over time so long as it’s nice and responsive. But the big word here is haptic interface! How good are you at making gestures with those paws, Linky?”

Link tried holding his paw and making a gesture, and Purah tutted before taking notes.

“Then maybe… aha, I have it!” she said. “Now, I’m going to need some ancient tech parts and I can get started!”

Link shrugged, then did his best to imitate climbing a ladder.

“Oh, hmm…” Purah said, quiet for a few seconds. “Maybe… I’ll see what I can think of, Linky! But if you really don’t have any ancient tech parts right now then I’ll have to refine my designs on paper while you fetch me some ingredients!”

She gasped. “Oh, but first – let’s get a photo! With a big SNAP!”


When he eventually left the Tech Lab, Link wondered if he should have taken his chances with the Lynel.

 


Notes for the Chapter:
The idea of Wolf Link having the magic songs side of being a Link seems like a reasonable take to me… he has an instrument, after all.






4. Chapter 4



The first thing Link did, once he’d mentally recovered a bit from dealing with Purah being Purah, was to check the map on his Sheikah Slate.

The second thing was to wonder why he’d done the first thing, because he was in the middle of a great big swath of black emptiness on the map at the moment and it was doing him no favours whatsoever.

With that out of the way, though, Link had a long-term sort of objective which was to try and get hold of parts from Guardians. He’d seen the occasional broken Guardian on the Great Plateau, and more occasionally since then, but he didn’t have much idea of where to even start looking for parts from them… and if the parts of a working Guardian were required, he had even less idea where to start.

So, Link shrugged, stowed his Slate, and went down to head through Hateno again before going exploring. Maybe he’d be able to find a Shrine or two, or something along those lines, and then he could eventually even find the Guardians he was after.

And possibly a way to beat them in a fight. Actually that was probably something he should seek out first.

As he went down through the village, though, someone called to him from a shop.

This was a bit of a surprise, firstly since most of the rest of the villagers were steering clear of him and secondly because she’d shouted “Customer!” at him, and Link looked in her direction. “Rrf?”

“Yes, I do mean you!” the Hylian woman replied. “Just go in and talk to my husband!”

Mystified but interested, Link went past her, and a Hylian man with an apron raised a hand to greet him.

“We don’t see many customers like you around here,” he said. “I suppose that means that your kind have mostly dyed out! But if you’re looking to add some colour to your coat, well, I don’t ink you’ll find a better day to dye hard!”

He clapped his hands together. “Now! I’ve got plenty of colours I can apply, of course, but I need ingredients to do it! I hope that doesn’t tint your enjoyment of the process!”

Something about Link’s confused look must have conveyed itself to the man, and he tapped his chest. “Sayge is the name. And I’ve got a passion for pigments! So, interested in a fresh paint of coat?”


Link tried out red, then blue, before deciding that it probably wasn’t for him at the moment and returning to his original fur colour.

Sayge was quite good at mixing up and applying the dye very quickly, and also washing it off, and Link had to admit he was impressed at how completely the dye had replaced his base fur colour. Still, he preferred his greenish-grey look right now.

Plus, it was better camouflage, though loping up to a Bokoblin while dyed bright purple might have confused them long enough for him to launch some kind of surprise attack.


Link climbed up on the roof of the dye shop to get a better view, then began heading southwest past the shrine.

As he did, he saw a set of strange-looking houses, made of cube-shaped bits and in lots of different colours, then caught the scent of a Korok. That took a moment to resolve, but by the time he’d finished there was someone standing outside a nearby house brandishing a sledgehammer.

“You’d better stay back,” the Hylian man warned. “Or I’ll get you with this!”

Link nodded, then got out an apple and nudged it with his muzzle to roll towards the man.

That seemed to confuse the man, and he grounded the sledgehammer to pick up the apple and bite into it.

“Hmm,” he said, chewing. “Well, you seem like you have good manners, but… be warned!”

The Hylian man finished his apple, then turned and hit the house with the sledgehammer. It went thump, not really doing anything in particular to the sturdy construction, and the man whirled. “Aha!”

Since Link hadn’t moved yet, there wasn’t really much to say aha about.

The lupine hero did point towards the house, though, and make a curious noise.

“Oh, well, I’m demolishing it,” the man explained. “It’s been here for a long time without anyone in it, and it was finally decided to demolish it since it’s not doing any good where it is.”

He hit it again with the sledgehammer, which bounced back this time, and winced. “Though it’s not going to be easy…”

Link nodded, sympathetically, then got out a hammer of his own to help.

As he got closer, though, he stopped, and put the hammer down.

Something about this house was… familiar.

He went inside, sniffed deeply, then shook his head.

There wasn’t a scent he recognized, at least nothing unique to the house, but when he paced up to the raised area there was something about the view that he recognized too. Not much, but it was there, and…

Link shook his head, then went back down and out the door.

As he did, though, the man with the hammer spoke again.

“It almost seems like you’re interested in that house,” he said, and Link stopped before nodding in confirmation.

“Now, isn’t that peculiar…” the man added. “It’s been standing here empty for a hundred years, and not once has anyone shown any interest in it beyond wanting to keep it in place. Some kind of… memorial, I heard tell once. But now the boss, Bolson, he says it’s not making him any profit and a hundred years is too long to keep it around.”

He grounded the hammer again. “Then again, I wonder…”


Ten minutes later, Link was listening to an explanation about how the property was excellently located for the shops, had a lot of potential, was a real fixer-upper, a diamond in the rough, unspoiled, easy-to-maintain living space, tremendous scope for improvement, and offered with no onward chain.

And that it had character.

Link… wasn’t really sure what all of those terms meant, or really any of them, but what he did get out of it all was that he had three months to turn up with three thousand rupees and about a small forest worth of lumber, and if he did then the house was his.

He held out his paw, and the construction manager Bolson shook it.

“Marvellous!” Bolson said. “I don’t suppose your name ends in son, does it?”

Link shook his head.

“Oh well, worth asking…” Bolson sighed. “Pleasure doing business with you. You know, some people just like to listen to themselves talk, but I don’t get that impression from you at all.”


As Link headed onwards on his interrupted trip out of Hateno, he made a mental note to explore the area more thoroughly once he’d mapped it out – then loped along to the nearest road, and trekked along it for a while.

There was a lake on his right, at the bottom of a high cliff, but Link noticed that there was also a kind of rudimentary wooden fortress near the road.

A fortress which had Moblins in it.

Link thought for a long minute, considering his plans, then began slowly prowling forwards. His coat’s green tint helped him hide in the grass, the patterning breaking up his outline, and with ears pricked and eyes alert he moved slowly and carefully – only a few steps at a time, always making sure he hadn’t been seen.

There was no sign that the Moblins, or the Bokoblins, had noticed him by the time he reached the stairs of the closer tower – the only tower which had stairs, which was a bit strange – but Link was fairly sure that there was no way they’d overlook a wolf actually on the structure they’d built. So he surged forwards, taking the steps two at a time, and pounced on one of the Bokoblins to knock it off the tower with a yelp of shock.

That sounded the alarm, all right, and Link picked up the club the Bokoblin had dropped before snapping his head around sharply to hit the first Moblin in the head. It wobbled, complaining, and dropped a sturdy-looking broadsword, so Link exploited the opportunity and ran forwards to take the sword.

That meant now he was armed and the Moblin wasn’t, and he swiped twice left-right to keep the Moblin off balance before pouncing and attacking with both claws and sword.

A Bokoblin archer up on top of the tower tried to snipe at him during the battle, but Link dodged aside from the first arrow, then dropped his sword long enough to snatch it up and hit the second Moblin in the head with it. The second arrow got the same treatment, then he retrieved the sword, slashed at the Moblin twice, then discarded it once more as it broke and pelted up the last set of stairs to attack the archer.

That done, Link looted the chest at the top, then as he stowed the result the remaining Moblin came running up to attack him. He retaliated by knocking the monster off the tower, then went back down to the middle level so he could run across and attack the other monster fortress.

As he got down there, though, he saw one of the Bokoblins was holding a large red barrel marked with a skull.

A very familiar design of large red barrel.

Link’s ears went flat, and he jumped off the tower just before the Bokoblin threw an explosive barrel at him.

The explosion slapped at his fur, and he rolled before shaking himself out – then saw that another of the Bokoblins up there had already got a second explosive barrel ready to lob in his direction.

Making a whining noise, Link dodged out of the way. Then the barrel landed where he’d been and exploded with enough force to knock him over, set the grass on fire… and set off the remaining two explosive barrels on the tower.

The problem had thus solved itself by the time Link picked himself up again. But there was a rushing plume of rising air over the grass fire, and Link tilted his head as he considered it – then jumped into the fire, snapping his glider out in mid-air, and rode it high into the sky before the artificial thermal faded out.

That could be useful.


The ground rose to the west, leading up to the tower, and Link diverted his time between thinking about how he was going to climb the tower and focusing on battling his way up through a mixture of Bokoblins and Moblins.

Some of them were armed with clubs, others weren’t armed at all, and Link made use of the tall grass to hide his position both before attacking and between attacks.

He also flicked a spherical bomb up into the air, then batted it forwards, and the two Bokoblins he’d targeted yelped in fear before it exploded and blasted them off the cliff.

Feeling quite pleased with himself, Link rounded the lip of the road and got his first close-up look at the tower.

And stopped.

It was surrounded by thick, ropey vines, all of them covered with enormous thorns, and after inspecting them for a minute or so Link had trouble seeing a way he could even get to the tower – let alone climb up it.

He sat down, a bit put-out after having psyched himself up so much, then tilted his head slightly as he thought.

Clearing the vines would be hard work with a weapon, and perhaps take more time than he’d want to spend on it. But. If he could clear the vines by burning them, then not only would he be able to get close to the tower but their being on fire would give him an updraft… possibly one powerful enough to ride it up the tower, especially as the thorns that were on the tower itself burned.

Link paced around in a circle, thinking.

The question was… where was he going to get any fire? He had a torch in his Slate, but to pick up fire from Hateno Village would mean having to go for miles, then on the way back he’d have to avoid going too quickly or he might blow the torch out.

There was a cooking pot nearby, under an apple tree, but the firewood underneath the pot was cold and unlit. Link took the apples from the tree anyway, and had some venison from his Slate while he thought, then flicked back and forth through what he had available.

An idea suggested itself.


Two minutes later, Link had concluded that bomb arrows didn’t actually light anything on fire.

He’d tossed one at the firewood and failed to get anything started, then held the second in his jaws and tried to press the fizzing friction-ignited fuse against the firewood.

That hadn’t worked, though the fuse had certainly done what it was supposed to, and after picking himself up Link gathered up the lumber that he’d turned the apple tree into.

Then stopped, looking at the pile of wood, and went through his Slate again.

Flint and steel could make sparks, and he had some flint… but no steel weapons left, after fighting his way up to the tower.

Link huffed, annoyed, then stowed the wood and loped downhill again to find some more bokoblins.

Hopefully with a steel weapon, this time.


Advancing down the hill, Link ran into a pair of Bokoblins on horseback, armed with sturdy wooden bows.

“Hey!” he called. “Can you help me out?”

“Are you talking to us or the Bokoblins?” one horse asked, then the Bokoblin riding on her back fired an arrow at Link and Link dodged away. “Because they don’t understand and if they could they’d just do the opposite!”

“I mean you!” Link replied. “If you can throw off their aim or mess with them, I can get them off your back and deal with them!”

“Wait, you’re that wolf we heard about, right?” the other horse asked. “Something about Epona’s Chosen?”

Link wasn’t quite sure how to take that particular title, but shrugged and nodded.

The next arrow thudded into the ground just in front of him, and Link snatched it up with his jaws before whirling. The mare had stopped moving while they talked, and Link threw the arrow right back at the Bokoblin’s head to knock it out of the saddle with a very final Bokoblin wail.

“Thanks!” she said, then the male horse reared up. His Bokoblin nearly fell off too, then Link pelted forwards to pounce and finish the job of unseating the foul creature.

“Well, I’m impressed,” the male agreed. “I guess those stories were true after all, huh? You don’t need us for anything, right?”

Link shrugged. “Can’t think of anything, unless you’ve got some source of fire or steel.”

The two equines looked at him blankly.

“We’re horses,” the stallion pointed out.

“Worth asking,” Link said, gathering up the last of the arrows, then wandered off to keep looking.


Eventually, after a lot of work, Link had a blade of Sheikah design from a treasure chest, and he went right back up to make himself a fire.

He also made some fruit and mushroom meals with the cooking pot, now that that was an option, then switched to his torch and lit it from the fire. He loped over to the vines, set them on fire, then extinguished and stowed the torch as the little blaze built to a roaring inferno.

Taking several steps back for a run-up, he sprinted forwards and opened the glider – using the updraft to lift himself into the air, then hovering there as high as the air would blow him and following it as the blaze moved towards the tower.

And… stopped, before actually reaching it.

Link slowly drifted back down to ground level, shook himself out, then went back to the fire.

Maybe if he lit an arrow on fire that would work better?


The flaming arrow worked to light the next set of thorny vines on fire, and Link rode the air current about halfway up the tower, but he was dangling there with the ladder next to him when he noticed that the vines he’d lit on fire had burned out – there either hadn’t been a connection to the rest, or the connection had been tenuous enough that it didn’t let the fire jump from one part to another. And there were still vines choking the tower.

Making an annoyed whining noise, he drifted down to the highest clear platform, then fiddled with his Slate to get out another piece of flint, his eightfold blade, and another pile of wood. A few seconds of work lit him another campfire, and this time he lit his torch and gripped it in his muzzle before jumping off his platform and opening the glider again.

The next few minutes involved some very fiddly work, drifting slowly down right next to some spiky thorns while trying his best to use the flaming torch to light the thorns and ride the air currents. It eventually worked, and Link did feel a happy triumph about it, but he also felt annoyed at how hard the whole process had been.

Still, he was here now, and he extinguished the torch before using the Slate to activate the Sheikah Tower.

Less than a minute later, and while he was still looking through the map, it started raining.

Link mostly felt grateful that the rain had waited until he wasn’t relying on torches any more, and made notes about a few interesting spots he’d found before setting off southwest through the rain to start gathering some of that wood he was going to need.


Ten minutes later, Link found a chest with five self-igniting fire arrows in it, and felt quite miffed.


Since it was getting late, and he was hungry, Link went back to the cooking pot near the tower. He’d picked up quite an eclectic collection of ingredients, and while he wanted to keep some of them and he might sell others – he had an enormous collection of Bokoblin teeth and he couldn’t see many uses for them – it seemed like a good idea to cook many of the ingredients, if only because the Slate kept anything stored in it well preserved.

Even nice and warm, if it was a cooked meal. So Link cooked himself some mushroom skewers, fruit mixes, greens, fish meals… the scent of cooking wafted over the crag, and he felt quite proud of himself for having cooked so well.

Despite the lack of hands, that was. It was something he seemed to have a knack for, at any rate, and it was going especially well tonight… like the mixed banana and carp dish, which Link’s excellent nose concluded had a real bite to it.

Then he noticed there were swirls of reddish smoke rising from the ground, and looked up to see a bright red moon overhead.

Link… Link! Zelda’s voice came to him, and his ears perked up.


Be on your guard. Ganon’s power grows… it rises to its peak under the hour of the blood moon. By its glow, the aimless spirits of monsters that were slain in the name of the light return to flesh. Link… please be careful.


She paused. I would also appreciate knowing why you are a wolf at some point, but there is no rush.

Link made a sort of bark noise, trying to convey that he’d tell her as soon as he’d worked out both what to say and how to say it, but it was a lot for a bark noise to get across and he was fairly sure she wouldn’t get all the nuances.

Then the reddish smoke coalesced around him into three Bokoblins and a pair of Moblins, and Link snatched the last meal he’d been cooking out of the pot before picking up a club.

This was going to make his job a lot harder… though, then again, something told him that the moon could have been much worse news.


Link cleared out the nearby monster base again, partly because he could and partly to confirm that they had indeed all been spawned anew by the blood moon, then checked his new map and decided to head southeast.

There was a harbour marked there, which might be useful, and even if not it was as good a direction as any for now. Plus, there were some sections of forest on the way, and that would be good progress towards the lumber he needed to help buy his house.

That meant taking a sort of meandering path, along the road, to get onto the high plateau and then follow it along. Link battled several more monsters along the way, Bokoblins and Moblins both, and picked up some more Korok seeds in the woodlands, then passed through a ruined settlement.

Looking at it, Link sighed a little.

Seeing monsters camped out in the ruins was… sort of insulting. Like it was something the formless malice was doing deliberately, having monsters live in the places they’d emptied of the various races of Hyrule without doing anything new with them. The monsters could make things, he’d been reminded of that just earlier today, but here… they were just lazing around in the ruins.

Then he smelled something tasty up ahead, and shook off his melancholy thoughts before pouncing into the nearby lake and catching every fish he could get his jaws on. That turned out to be about eight of them, mixed between two different types, and Link stored them in his Slate before shaking himself violently to shed the water.

It splashed everywhere in sheets, dripping down the nearby rocks, and Link felt a lot better.

There was a cooking pot nearby, but it wasn’t lit and Link didn’t feel like going through all that again. Cooking the fish would have to wait.

The pool was also in a little side path off the main route to the harbour, though Link was starting to wonder if there actually was anything worthwhile in the harbour to begin with. Still, he was curious enough to have a look, and went back to the road.


It was a maintained road, at least… Link was fairly sure, anyway, though he wasn’t exactly trained in how roads worked… but not far off the turn off back down towards Hateno it became clear that Loshlo Harbour was just a natural harbour instead of one with a population there.

Mentally shrugging, Link looked around, then spotted an interesting-looking cave to the south. He hopped up onto a natural stone arch, loped for a couple of minutes, then went stock-still as he heard a very loud snore.

Ears flat and paws light, Link prowled forwards a little further, and saw an enormous giant – a Hinox – sleeping in the cavern.

He might have just turned around and left right then and there, but the giant was very asleep and it looked like the cavern was another one of the natural tunnels in the area.

And there was something he could see on the other side of the tunnel… enough to make him curious.

Slowly, alert enough to turn and bolt if anything changed, Link went sneaking carefully through the cavern. He wasn’t confident in his ability to defeat a Hinox – not yet – but he was fairly sure it wouldn’t go from asleep to able to beat him in seconds, and that would be all the time he’d need to run for it.


By the end of the cave, Link had revised his opinion slightly.

The Hinox hadn’t woken up, but getting that close had probably been dangerous anyway. Mostly to his ears, which were ringing from the sound of the snoring.


The far side of the cave let out on a ledge, with a headland leading out into the ocean to the east, and Link clambered carefully up onto the top of the cliff before stopping and curling his lip in a silent snarl.

Then he stopped snarling, and glared instead.

There was one of the stone skulls often used as a home by monsters, and Link could see several sentry Bokoblins standing on platforms around it. It didn’t look like they’d seen him yet, so Link sunk lower to the ground and prowled around to get a good angle – looking through the mouth of the skull, and seeing several more Bokoblins crowded around inside the skull.

And a number of explosive barrels.

Link considered for a moment making use of the fire arrows in his Slate, but held off on that for now. Instead he turned around and slunk back the other way, hiding in the grass, and confirmed what he’d only had a brief sight of before.

The Bokoblins were lit by a flaming lantern, dangling by a chain from the roof of the skull… and there was a perfect view through the skull’s stone eye socket, both of the lantern and of the chain.

Getting out his Slate, Link retrieved some arrows. One at first, then he rethought and got out a total of four – holding one in his muzzle, and the other three in a quiver which he chinched around his right foreleg.

Then he began creeping closer, one slow step at a time, making sure not to leave an obvious trail of flattened grass and moving only when none of the Bokoblins were quite looking in his direction.

It took several minutes, much of that time spent stock-still and waiting for a chance to move, but then Link decided he was close enough. One of the Bokoblin guards had none of the others looking at it, and Link flicked his head sharply to hit the monster squarely between the eyes with an arrow.

That sent the creature toppling backwards, and Link snatched out a second arrow before repeating it with the second guard. The thump from his victim landing made the third guard look over, then start with surprise, and rather than try and get that one before it raised the alarm Link instead took two quick bounds forwards and flicked his third arrow through the eye socket.

The chain broke with a clink, dropping the lantern into the skull, and there was a rumbling boom a moment later as the barrels all detonated at once.

Link used his last arrow to slay the third monster, then picked up one of the bows dropped by a sentry, and threw it like a boomerang to knock the fourth and last sentry off their wooden platform.

Then the Bokoblins from inside the skull came running out, three of them, with patterned hides and waving swords. Link blocked the first Bokoblin sword blow with another bow, wincing as it splintered to bits under a stronger blow than he’d been expecting, then jumped back to open the range for long enough to let him draw his Sheikah blade from his Slate.

The trio of Bokoblins spread out, making threatening noises, and Link growled deep in his throat – then feinted left and pounced right, bowling over one of the Bokoblins, and stabbed with his blade.

Surprisingly, that wasn’t enough to finish off the Bokoblin, and it retaliated with a shove before bringing down its own sword in an overhead chop. Link rolled, blocking with his sword, then had to dodge out of the way as another one of the Bokoblins tried to take advantage of his distraction.


A few minutes later, panting, Link decided that the last of the Bokoblins probably wasn’t going to get back up again.

That had been a much harder fight than he’d expected, especially after blowing them up almost straight away to open the battle. They’d been tougher than he’d experienced so far, and a little smarter, and on top of that they’d been very well armed compared to most of the Bokoblins so far – sturdy broadswords, sharp and heavy, and good enough that Link had at least got some useful weapons out of the whole thing.

Well, then. If these Bokoblins were anything other than unique, Link would have to improve… and perhaps get hold of some armour that actually fit, preventing the cuts and bruises that he’d accumulated over the course of the fight.

Shaking himself out, Link had some of the roasted meat he’d cooked earlier and then decided to head to the nearest Shrine he could see.


The shrine awoke in the usual way, and Link took the lift down to the floor level. When he got there, however, he saw a slightly familiar layout – four pillars, a square central room, and a hole in the middle of the square room.

Are you sure you’re supposed to be in here? asked the monk, and Link nodded. Very well, then… I am Muwo Jeem, and I offer a modest test of strength.

Link got one of the good swords out of his Slate, then thought for a bit and got out a shield as well. That went slung over his side, and he adjusted his grip on the sword before stepping through into the body of the shrine.

With a subliminal hum of Sheikah mechanisms, a Guardian shifted up to floor level, and rotated to bring a blue shield into alignment with Link while a large blue axe waved threateningly.

Link rolled his neck, pawing at the floor, then the Guardian began moving and Link sprang forwards.

The ancient robot blocked his first two strikes, and Link reared up to wrench the shield aside with a paw before striking the body with his sword – once, twice, three times, then the axe raised and Link backed away.

It slammed into the ground in front of him, and Link attacked again. He got two more good blows, then the axe swiped across and Link only just jumped over it in time.

The shield sprang back into place, then the Guardian began spinning its middle body. Link backed a pace, turned, and ran – but not blindly.

It was following him, and he led it into a pillar with a crash.

This time, Link had the chance to get around behind the stunned scout, and hammer away at it with a metallic crash-crash-crash… until his sword broke, at least.

Unfortunately, the Guardian recovered from its stun at the same moment, and Link had to run away as it tried to hit him with a laser.


Four minutes later, fur scorched and cut, fragments of weapons and two quick snacks littering the floor of the shrine around him and panting with fatigue, Link slapped away a laser beam with his Sheikah shield.

The impact made the shield split in half, but Link snatched up an arrow and flung it into the Guardian’s eye. That finally did it, and the Guardian went clunk before exploding.

Link’s flanks heaved as he gathered his breath, then he flicked the Slate to the storage mode and scooped up the bits of the Guardian into it. The shield and axe had come loose too, and he took them both – he could do a lot worse than those particular items – and took care not to lick the energy core he’d got out of the battle.

Then he went up to Muwo Jeen, and sat down.

…I did say it was a modest test, not a minor one, Muwo Jeen said, defensively. You could take it again later if you wanted, the Guardian may not be under the control of Calamity but it’s still replaced every blood moon.

Link nodded his thanks for the clarification, then opened the chest.

It was a bow.

This time, Link glared, and Muwo Jeen had the grace to look contrite.

I didn’t exactly know you were a quadruped, he mumbled, then formed the Spirit Orb. Link took it, sighing as it healed his wounds, then headed for the exit.

Once out of the shine, Link looked around, and spotted another nearby shrine down in the heart of the great bay where Loshlo Harbour was marked on his map.

After that experience, Link was quite ready for a nice relaxing puzzle, and he loped ahead before jumping out over the cliff and gliding down to the tiny island and its shrine.


At the bottom of the elevator shaft, an extremely familiar shrine layout greeted him.

I am Chaas Queta, the monk informed him, levelly. I offer a major test of strength.

Link turned around and went right back up the elevator again.

 


Notes for the Chapter:
Fun fact, I have been playing through BotW for inspiration. It’s led to some of the comedy moments… well, okay, a lot of them.






5. Chapter 5



Once back out on the little sandspit of an island, Link spent a moment contemplating how to get back to shore, then spotted a little log raft with a simple square sail.

He had a good idea how to use it, which… was actually a bit strange, once he realized that, and he stopped and sat down to think about it.

Maybe it was something he’d learned before entering the Shrine of Resurrection? But that didn’t feel quite right… perhaps because most of the things he’d done with his weapons since leaving the Shrine were instinct, not learned skill, or something he’d learned by experimenting with his lupine body. But how to sail a small boat… that was something where he was thinking casually of technical terms, like how to tack against the wind, and it was only slightly spoiled by the fact that there wasn’t nearly enough wind to actually get sailing.

After giving it some more thought, Link decided that he didn’t have enough information to be sure, and what he did have was the materials to get back to shore. He had a raft, and he had a way of propelling it… not by holding on to the raft with his forepaws and paddling with his hind paws, though that would probably be an option.

Instead, Link put down his Slate and flicked through to the weapons section, then pulled out a leaf as large as he was. He held it carefully in his jaws, not wanting to bite through the stem, then swiped it across at the raft’s sail.

It rippled instantly, making a sort of hollow boom sound, and the raft slid a handspan or two across the sand.

Link put down the leaf, pleased, then looked around.

It would take him only a short while to get to shore… but, then again, there was that island out to sea over there…

After thinking about it for a minute or so, Link dragged the raft around the sandy island, then shoved it out into the water and jumped onto it. He swept his Korok leaf to blow on the sail, then frowned as he didn’t really start moving as much as he’d expected.

Maybe he’d got something wrong?

Contemplating it, Link blew wind on the sail a second time, then huffed as he realized what was going on.

When he used the leaf, he was blowing himself backwards. The wind wasn’t coming from outside the boat… which meant…

He turned around, then began using the wind to blow air behind the boat. That worked, and within a dozen swipes he was flying across the sea.

White water curled away from the logs at either end of the raft, and the one downside was that he had no idea where he was going… at least, not without stopping and checking.

Doing it like this the sail was mostly making it harder, actually. Link ducked down to look underneath it, then nodded in satisfaction as he saw the island was still ahead.

Going around in circles at twenty knots would be an annoying way to get tired. Though, now he thought of it, he pulled the sail around so it was in line with the way he was going – then trapped it under his back, holding it so he could use it like a kind of upside-down keel.

By this point he wasn’t really relying on that odd mixture of intuition and memory any more, but it still seemed to work.


Link’s raft brushed against the sand, then grounded, and he moved to the front of the craft before jumping up and down to see if it was going to come off again in a wave.

It felt a bit queasy, so Link decided to pull it up onto the shore in case it got lost.

The moment his paw touched the beach, though, a voice echoed through his mind.

I present you with a challenge, the monk said. In your travels, you’ve relied on the equipment you’ve found along the way.

Link felt a bit offended.

Here, you must cast this equipment aside and face this trial with only your wits and whatever you can scavenge, the monk went on.

Then the Korok leaf vanished.


Offer up the orbs to the three altars on this island. Only then will I acknowledge your skill and return your items.


Link tilted his head, then checked his Slate.

Then made a growling noise, because he’d been looking forward to that grilled bass.

…well, if you don’t rely on those items then this should be easy, the monk said. Look, it took me ages to write that macro and it’s probably going to be quicker for you to complete the challenge than it is for me to rewrite the macro.

Sighing, Link pulled his raft up onto the beach, then raised his muzzle and sniffed the air.

There was a heavy scent of… bananas, which would either mean banana trees or a ninja assassin to steal weapons from. Either would do.


For the first hour or so, Link mostly got a good sense of how the island was laid out.

He’d landed at one end of a long, sandy beach, with an upswelling inland of him that formed one corner of the island. Then there were two other high points, one of them with a sloping ramp leading up to it and the other a steep-sided prominence.

It didn’t quite look sheer, though, which was good because Link was going to have to get up there at some point.

As for the scent of bananas, there weren’t any actual ninjas to steal from – just banana trees – and Link picked several bunches, storing them in his Slate, then added to the otherwise-empty ingredients stockpile with coconuts, smelly durian fruits, a very big radish and some truffles.

There were crabs on the beach, plenty of them, and fish in the sea, and Link would almost have considered it a pleasant place to spend a few days relaxing were it not for the fact that even here – out in the sea, far from any other land – Calamity’s servants could be found.

There was a Hinox with an orb on the necklace it was wearing. There was the sound of Bokoblin laughter from both of the high points on the island, and a wooden tower with another orb resting on a leafy platform.

There were Bokoblins lounging on the beach, cooking fish around a campfire, at least until Link turned up to inform them that he’d quite like to share the food and that he also wanted their weapons.

After resolving that little dispute, Link had some roasted sea bass, thinking as he did about what he was going to do next… and about the disadvantages of being stripped of all his equipment.

There actually was a reason why he wanted to use swords, clubs and spears against monsters, if he could – both for the extra range, and because it meant he could hit harder without hurting himself if he missed. And a good, sharp sword could add extra impact to that… to say nothing of how he could certainly hit something with an arrow from much further away than with his jaws.

Then a rock landed next to him.

Link rolled upright, looking around, and saw an Octorok pop up out of the sea nearby and spit another one at him. This time he ducked, avoiding it, and picked up a spear before flinging it at the floating creature as it popped up.

That finished it off in a single hit, but another Octorok started spitting at him as well, and Link didn’t have an unlimited supply of spears. He did have bombs, though, and created one with the Slate before nosing under it and flicking it out into the sea.

When it exploded, not only did it get rid of the Octorok, but it also caused half a dozen stunned and tasty-smelling fish to float to the surface.

Link made an interested noise, contemplating his Slate, then went swimming out to retrieve his prospective dinner.

It seemed there was something to be said for fishing with explosives.


Now supplied with plenty of fish of various kinds, Link went slinking up to the lower and easier of the two rocky formations, then padded his way up the curving path and inspected the top of the plateau.

There were some big Electric Chuchu, and some Bokoblins, and – almost as importantly – a cooking pot. And several barrels of high explosive.

Link contemplated luring the snoring Hinox up here to try and blow it up, but reconsidered. It would be a lot of work, and if it didn’t pay off then he’d have given up his opportunity to do something else useful.

Instead, he quietly made a bomb, then flicked it over the lip of the plateau and triggered it when it was close to the explosive barrels.

There was a concussive bang, several flashes of discharging electricity, and Link pounced into the monster camp while the Bokoblins had gone from lounging around a camp fire to running around in circles on fire without their weapons.

He flattened one with a pounce, bit at another, used it as a flail to hit a third off the plateau, then snagged a dropped torch and lit it on fire to wave menacingly at the fourth Bokoblin.

The monster made angry noises back at him, picked up a barrel, and flung it at him. Link ducked, avoiding the hit, then lit the cooking pot on the way past and ducked behind one of two big metal boxes.

When the Bokoblin came around the box a few seconds later, he found that Link had gone. And left behind a bomb.

The Bokoblin had very little time to contemplate the unfairness of this situation, though Link did appreciate the various exotic fruits that landed around him.

Voltfruit and hydromelon both smelled very interesting.


After having a nice meal, Link headed northeast – slipping past the Hinox – to make for the first and, he suspected, easiest of the three orbs.

There were two Bokoblins on a wooden platform around a tree, and then another one on a separate platform. It would have been an ideal situation for Link to use an arrow to snipe out the sentry, but he didn’t have any arrows at the moment.

Still, he had an alternative – and, though the weather was rapidly turning foul as a thunderstorm rolled in, that wouldn’t cause Link any actual problems today. He wasn’t carrying anything made of metal.

Creeping closer in the undergrowth that covered the island’s lowest hill, Link judged his angle – then created a bomb, and held it in place with a paw behind some of the thicker sections of leaves.

Then he let it go, rolling it down the slope to the base of the tree the Bokoblin sentry was placed on – and detonated the bomb.

The Bokoblin found itself too busy falling from the platform to take note of a wolf darting out from the leaves, and Link finished it off before taking hold of a bundle of five arrows. Then he continued on to duck underneath the bigger platform, listening to the puzzled Bokoblins trying to work out what had happened to their sentry.

He waited until the next lightning strike, then tapped his Slate for a moment. That done, he ran out from under the platform and raced up the ramp.

Dropping what he’d got out of the Slate, he skidded to a halt and turned to face the Bokoblins.

He growled, hackles raising, and the Bokoblins made threatening sounds back.

Then one of them noticed he’d dropped a rusty shield next to them, and a moment later they were both struck by lightning.

Link felt quite satisfied by it all, really. He was quite sure that counted as using his wits.


Link rolled the orb down off the wooden platform, running ahead of it as it rolled before letting it thump into his flank, then considered whether to take it over to his cooking pot or to the other pedestal he’d seen.

It took a moment, but Link decided to go to the shoreline pedestal instead. His plan for what to do with the Hinox might make distance matter, so activating the shoreline pedestal now seemed like the best choice.

That meant he had to actually get the orb through the rain and to the pedestal, and while the rain wasn’t a problem rolling the orb was. He tried picking it up in his forepaws and immediately fell over, he tried balancing it on his nose and dropped it three times, he tried balancing it on his forehead and that didn’t work either.

He also tried storing it in the Slate, but apparently that was something that either the Sheikah Monks hadn’t thought of or it was something they had thought of and that would trivialize too many of their shrines.

Next Link tried rearing up and draping his front half over the orb while pushing with his rear legs, and that worked a bit so long as he kept his front half sliding instead of sticking to the orb. Once he did stick though he immediately rolled over it and ended up on his back in the mud, so that wasn’t an ideal outcome.

Then Link had a bit of a think, and used the Sheikah Slate’s Stasis rune to freeze the orb. He drummed on it with his paws a few times, then let the Stasis rune time out, and watched as the orb went rolling rapidly along before ramping up and over the ridge.

A moment later, Link remembered to follow it, and hurried along to watch as the ball rolled along – through the underbrush – before coming to a stop on the damp sand of the beach.

After thinking for several seconds, and looking up at the sound of a nearby lightning strike, Link had an idea.


Link’s idea worked, though his way of moving the ball along the beach was not the most dignified thing he had ever done.

Standing on top of the ball and running directly away from where he wanted the ball to go worked, though, or at least it worked after some practice, and before long the orb was bobbing gently in the shallows and Link had to work out how to get the orb up to the pedestal.

The solution was, at least, obvious, but it meant Link had to aim his Cryonis rune and that was always a bit fiddly… especially when he was trying to make the ice appear directly underneath the orb, and the jolt from rising up into the air could make it so that the orb slid and rolled gently across the ice to splash back into the sea.

By the time Link had managed to get the orb stable on a Cryonis ice platform, the rain had stopped entirely, and he paddled out to the ice before putting his muzzle underneath the orb and flicking it onto the pedestal.

To his great relief, it accepted the orb and turned blue. One down, two to go.

Then Link shook himself to send salt and rainwater spraying everywhere, because there were some things you just had to do.


Link’s second target was the larger of the rock plateaus, and he loped back across the island to climb up the uneven side. That put him over the snoozing Hinox, and he did his best not to wake up the slumbering monster as he climbed.

Since he was also doing his best to actually climb the tower, that mostly meant stifling what would otherwise have been finding out how it sounded when a wolf tried to invent new swear words. Link was normally not much given to talking unless necessary, but climbing without the aid of high explosives was one of those things that was starting to frustrate him.

Eventually, he reached the lip of the plateau, and raised his head carefully to look around.

There were Bokoblins on towers, and a Moblin wandering around. He could hear other Bokoblins, too, chattering to themselves as they cooked breakfast, and Link considered his options before slinking up onto the platform and behind a stone wall.

The Bokoblins on the towers were his biggest problem, because they would be harder to get at and had bows. But, on the other paw, they had bows, and would shoot arrows, and at the moment Link’s best way to attack them was with arrows.

And Link currently had exactly five arrows.

Then again, it wasn’t like Link couldn’t get at the arrows anyway, if he killed the sentries.

After weighing both options, Link decided to continue creeping about a bit more, to get a better picture of the situation. He unstowed his Slate, took out a single arrow for emergencies, and gently picked it up in his teeth. Then he crept silently along the side of the wall, looked around the corner, and came face to face with the Moblin.

It gasped, and Link flicked up his arrow to hit it in the face before launching himself forwards to knock the big monster onto the ground. An arrow flicked at him from one of the sentries as the other blew its horn to sound the alarm, and Link dodged just in time so the arrow ruffled his fur.

A Bokoblin swiped at him with a club, another began probing at him with a spear, and the Moblin he’d just downed tried to kick him off. Link retaliated with a bite and a snarl, then decided he was in a bad tactical position, and jumped to the side – kicking the Moblin in the side of the face as he did, just to keep it distracted.

He snatched one of the arrows out of the dirt and flung it back at the Bokoblin archer, knocking it off the tower with a wail as it expired, then picked up another arrow and killed the other sentry. That just left the regular Bokoblins, and Link decided to get some distance and replan.

Shrugging off a blow from a club as he got moving, Link darted around a corner and spotted a chest.

Suddenly curious, he opened it as the Bokoblins sorted themselves out, and his eyes lit up.

When the monsters came around the corner after him, they saw Link wielding a really very high quality broadsword.

Their shouting, confident charge halted as the ones in front tried to stop and the ones behind them ran into the ones in front, and Link smirked.

Then his paws scuffed the ground, and he attacked.


Pleased with himself, Link gathered up the Bokoblin weapons, then checked both the orb (on a platform, but that wasn’t too bad, because there was a ladder and those were tolerable) and the pedestal (under a large rock).

The rock went quickly enough, frozen with Stasis and then knocked away in a trick that Link was getting quite used to, then over the next few minutes he nosed and shoved and wrestled the orb onto the pedestal.

Two down, one to go, and Link investigated the rest of what there was to find on the rocky pedestal. There were certainly signs of a settlement that had been here before, but there were also more exotic fruits, and Link picked them up with careful efficiency.

Now all he had to do was sort out that third orb.


Before putting his plan into motion, Link did a mental double-check. Was this really the best approach?

After thinking about it properly, he decided the answer was – yes.

Several paces back from the edge of the high plateau, he started loping, then quickly accelerated into a run. He jumped out over the edge, opened his glider with a practiced motion, then floated downwards towards the Hinox.

Craning his neck a little, Link steered himself downwards so he’d be landing squarely on the Hinox’s chest.

This was going to need to be done in a hurry.

The moment his hindpaws touched, Link closed the glider and his forepaws went thump onto the monster’s chest. It made a grumbling noise, starting to wake up, and Link bit through the Hinox’s necklace cord with a single clash of his jaw.

That left the orb rolling, and Link jumped off the Hinox to corral it with his flank before starting to shove it away from the monster.

As he did, the Hinox stood up, and fixed its single eye on him before making a threatening noise.

Link did his best to hurry up, ducking his head and headbutting the orb to move it faster, then decided that had been a bad idea and switched instead to shoving it backwards.

Since that actually worked worse, and was harder to control, Link switched back to jumping onto the orb and running backwards while on top of it.

The Hinox responded by tearing a tree out of the ground and swishing it at him.

Link ducked away as the monster slammed its new weapon into the ground, knowing that he wouldn’t have a good time if it managed to hit him, and scrambled to get some arrows out of his Slate. Then he flung one at the Hinox, hitting it in the eye, and it wailed and crashed to the ground.

Picking up another arrow for when he needed to do that again, Link went back to the orb and began wrestling it up the slope to the final pedestal.


Finally, after using most of his remaining arrows on the Hinox and having to catch the orb after it rolled all the way back down the hill, Link rolled the orb onto the pedestal.

It dissolved, the pedestal turned blue, and the monk spoke again.


There, the macro’s run, your items are back. Now, come to the shrine and I will give you your reward.


Link would have looked for the shrine, but at that moment the Hinox tried to turn him two-dimensional.

Not feeling especially like he wanted that to happen, Link jumped off the plateau top onto the slope, and considered for a moment if he should try and finish the Hinox – before reluctantly deciding that there was way too much finishing off that needed to be done to make that practical, and loping into the forest.

That took him several minutes, but by the time he was done the Hinox was far behind and it sounded like it might just have given up.

Relaxing, Link decided to have a meal to celebrate before looking for the shrine, and checked his Slate.

As promised, his items were back. However, the grilled fish and banana that he’d been planning to eat wasn’t there, and a moment’s checking revealed that absolutely everything Link had picked up on Eventide island was gone.

Link sighed, because he’d been looking forward to that dinner, then caught sight of something.

The shrine.

Which was on top of a pillar of rock on top of the rock platform where the Bokoblins and the Moblin had been. And the pillar looked like it was going to be even harder to climb.

Link hissed between his teeth, then sighed and got moving.

If he was going to glare at someone, he wanted them to deserve it.


Getting back up onto the rock plateau was just doing something Link had done before, again, but getting further up to the place where the shrine was presented a bit more of a problem.

Now that he had his equipment back, Link could have made a pile of lumber and set it on fire with a fire arrow, and used the resultant updraft. But while that was an option, it would mean burning up some of the lumber he was going to use to pay for his house.

And while Link would do it if he had to, a bit of thought led to an alternative approach.

The stone slab that had been covering one of the pedestals was still there, and it was even in about the right place. So Link froze it with Stasis, hit it several times with both his paws, then dealt it one last upwards blow and jumped on board.

That solved the problem of getting high enough quite satisfactorily, and Link jumped off the slab when he was at the right height before wincing slightly at thealmighty splash as it hit the sea.

It sounded like it had hit a Lizalfos, though, so that was probably a net positive all things considered.


Inside the shrine, the Sheikah monk Korgu Chideh looked pleased to see him.

I solved the problem, the monk explained. I looked over the macro after it had finished running, and I realized that I’d got it set to transfer the contents of your slate, then when it transferred back it did it slot by slot but it also included all the empty slots. That meant there wasn’t any space to hold the things you’d picked up on the island itself.

Link understood most of that, but he gave the monk a look anyway.

…I suppose it would be a bit less of a happy situation if you’d lost some things you’d gathered, the monk admitted belatedly. Well… if it’s any comfort, there’s some money in that chest? And I have an orb for you.

They paused. And I have turned off the macro, it won’t happen if you visit Eventide again. Promise. Please don’t look at me like that, it’s intimidating.


Several hundred rupees and one orb richer, Link drifted back down to the beach, then pushed his raft out into the water.

He’d been planning on sailing around a bit before he arrived on Eventide, so now the question was… should he go north, or west?

They both looked like equally viable options, but Link had more information about the map to the north so he decided to head in that direction. That meant getting the raft out past the rocks around Eventide island itself, then turning so he had the sail held where he wouldn’t be impeding it, and waving his Korok leaf to speed up.

With a lot of sea room, Link could build up a lot of speed, and something about it sang in his heart. It was deeper than his memories, soul-deep, something about the salt-spray in the air and the wooden craft below him rocking on the waves and the wind rippling through his fur.

Admittedly that last part had probably originally been hair, but it was close.

Link felt fairly sure, now, as he raced across the waves on a log raft, that at least one of the Heroes of the past had been a sailor. Maybe more than one.

Then the whole raft trembled a little, and Link looked up in time to see a Lizalfos wail despairingly as it flew overhead before crashing back into the sea and expiring.

Another Lizalfos spat at him, but by the time it had finished he was already past.

Link considered all the information available to him, and decided that this was a perfectly acceptable way to deal with a Lizalfos.

Around a minute later it turned out that Mapla Point was a lot less amenable to being run over than a single Lizalfos, and when Link picked himself up off the beach he discovered that his raft was now in about twenty separate pieces.

He huffed out a sigh, then decided that clearly it was back to walking. And that a sailor needed to be able to see where they were going.


Still with a choice of going west or north, Link elected to continue going north. He sniffed out some Koroks around the headland, moving up the hill as he did so, then crossed a spur of land to the Solewood Range and went north from there along the gently sloping flank of a great mountain.

It was a harsh stretch of land, with almost no trees and only a little grass, and Link wondered if it was something to do with the mountain to his left. There was a cool and dry wind sweeping down the flank, ruffling his warm fur, and if that was going on most or all of the time then it might be a problem for trees.

Or it might not. Link was not a botanist, and the lack of great flashes of insight suggested that any past incarnations of the Hero he could draw upon had not been botanists either.

The ground flew by, Link’s paws touching the ground in bursts between long flying leaps, and he settled into a loping rhythm as he travelled along the coast. It was peaceful, in a sense, and Link let his mind wander.

Until there was a loud chirp chirp! sound from right next to his ear.

Link stumbled, recovered, skidded to a halt, and checked his Slate.

Sure enough, it was alerting him to a nearby shrine.

Picking the Slate up in his jaws, Link tested which direction he was getting the alert in. Not south, obviously… a little bit to the north… none at all to the east… it took less than a minute to narrow down that the shrine was somewhere to the northwest, up the mountainside.

Up a bit of the slope which, of course, was fairly steep.

Link huffed out a sigh, then began pacing up the slope – on the lookout for the easiest part of the route.


Some minutes and scrambling later, Link finished hauling himself over the lip of a lightly wooded mountainside terrace.

There were some blue mushrooms, and some fruit, and Link gathered those up because they were there and because they might be useful – or tasty – later.

“You’re new,” a wolf said.

“I’m looking for something,” Link replied. “Have you seen some kind of small building? With glowing lines on it?”

“Not anywhere near here,” the wolf told him. “Why, do you think there is one?”

“There’s supposed to be,” Link said, checking the Slate’s map again now he’d finished stuffing fruit and mushrooms into it.

The Shrine sensor chirped again, and Link tilted his head a little as he looked at a small cliff on the western side of the flat section.

Then he flicked to a different mode on the Slate, and produced a bomb.

“Um,” the wolf began, raising a hesitant paw. “What’s that?”

“A way of solving problems,” Link answered, picking up the blue cube by a small handle, and set it down right by the cliff itself.

“Doesn’t look like it,” the wolf complained, as Link came back over to the Slate.

In reply, Link pressed his paw on the screen.

The bomb exploded, blowing away a thin screen of rock and knocking over a tree with a crash, and when the dust had settled there was a shrine visible inside the rock face.

“Well, that’s me told,” the wolf admitted.

Link picked up his Slate again, tapped it to open the Shrine, then went inside to see what the puzzle was.


As soon as he reached the bottom of the lift, an ethereal voice drifted through the air.

I am Tahno O-ah, the monk said. By finding this place, you have already proven your worth.

Link looked around the interior of the shrine.

It was a small platform, with water on all sides, and there was just a treasure chest and a monk. Nothing else to be seen.

“Rf?” he asked, looking up the lift, then at Tahno O-ah. “Rrr-f?”

I am not very imaginative, the monk replied.

Then Link opened the treasure chest, and found that inside was a pair of trousers.

You know how it is, the monk said. You get something for someone, and then you find out their measurements are wrong…




Notes for the Chapter:
Not much of a challenge, that one.

It’s amazing how much doing a playthrough can provide inspiration, really.






6. Chapter 6



The wolf asked what had been inside the room, and Link explained that the main thing had been a pair of trousers.

Then he headed north, resuming his journey along the coast, and making sure he wasn’t travelling along sections where the mountainside sloped too steeply into the water. It was a harsh area of the coast, not pleasant, but with a kind of beauty to it, and Link spent a little time to enjoy it.

As he travelled north, however, the coastline began to curve away to the west. Then Link saw a headland ahead, and between him and there the mouth of a bay that looked long and narrow.

Perhaps the mouth of a river?

Either way, a check to his left confirmed that Mount Lanaryu was dipping away to the west, or perhaps that Link had gone almost the whole way along the side of it, and he dropped closer to the sea – then all the way to the sea, spotting some tasty looking snail shells, and picked them up to stow them in his Slate.

Down near the sea, the weather was warmer than it had been up on the slopes – though still cooler than it had been on Eventide – and Link splashed his way along the southern side of the bay, collecting up crabs and snails and trying not to get too distracted by his thoughts of a nice meal.

After Eventide, he knew not to get too focused on a meal you hadn’t eaten yet, even if you had already managed to cook it.

As he rounded the northern tip of Mount Lanaryu, dispatching two Octoroks that began spitting rocks at him, Link looked ahead to see what else there was to find… and, to his pleasure, spotted another raft.

It was drawn up on a beach on the other side of Lanaryu Bay itself, and Link checked west before deciding that the best spot to cross the bay was going to be about where the raft was anyway.

He could keep heading west, or take the raft out to sea and continue sailing north along the coast… and right now Link thought that continuing to follow the coast sounded like a good idea.

It was certainly going to be quicker to cover the same distance.


After crossing the bay to the northern side, and easing the raft out into the water, Link found himself questioning that confident idea.

It wasn’t the Lizalfos and Octoroks that occasionally pestered him. Those weren’t the big problem.

The big problem was that there was a wind, right now, and it was coming up the bay from the east. That meant Link couldn’t ride the wind, and he couldn’t ignore it either – instead it was making the sail ripple and swing out of alignment no matter how carefully he tried to hold it in place, and by the time he’d turned around to swing his Korok leaf and propel himself out to sea he’d lost track of exactly which direction he was pointing.

And Link had no desire to go crashing into a rock and lose this raft, thank you very much.

That meant that he had to take a different tack. Actually he had to take several different tacks, swinging the sail around and trying to steer the raft back and forth so it made headway against the wind – a bit at a time.

Link’s spiritual memories appeared to be quite clear on the idea that the square sail on this particular raft was absolutely terrible for this, and that the lack of a keel was not helping either.


That afternoon, with the raft pulled up on a beach that was notably still in Lanaryu Bay, Link seriously contemplated just going over to the south side of the bay and dragging the raft out to sea with a rope or something.

Then his ears perked up, and the lupine hero stood still for a moment before bounding to the top of a nearby hill.

He was fairly sure he could hear an accordion…


Much to Link’s satisfaction, his ears had steered him right.

Not only was there an accordion playing, but the player was the very same Rito he’d met once before, Kass.

Pleased, Link loped down the slope towards him, then paced around so he would approach the big Rito from the front.

Kass was engrossed in his playing, muttering to himself and running his feathers up and down the scales, then looked up with a start. “Oh! A wolf!”

A moment later, Kass leaned closer. “And not just any wolf… you must be the one I met on the Rabia Plain, west of here. How has life been treating you?”

Link shrugged.

“I see, I see,” Kass said, nodding. “Well, you enjoyed the last verse, and it was quite a sight to see what you made of it! So if you don’t object, I’ll play the verse passed down in this region.”

Link tilted his head, flicking his ears with interest, and sat down.

Kass cleared his throat, then began to play in earnest.

“He breaks the rocks that serve to bind, above the tempestuous bay. On wings of cloth and wood entwined, he lands on the altar to open the way.”

The notes resonated in the air for a long time, long after Kass had finished playing, and Link closed his eyes to enjoy the song before opening them again and looking around.

He could see a pedestal, which… well, there had been another pedestal associated with the Crown of Bone song, hadn’t there? And the tempestuous bay…

Link looked out past Kass, towards the main part of Lanaryu Bay, and saw several strong, swirling wind currents among the rock crags and spires that speckled the lee of a nearby headland. They were nothing like the winds that were blowing in the main sound, and as Link contemplated them he decided that they didn’t look especially natural, either.

Certainly, their great strength didn’t seem normal. And they were blowing in plenty of different directions.

“It’s a peculiar one, isn’t it?” Kass asked. “This might be the tempestuous bay, but… what kind of wings are made of cloth and wood?”

Link almost felt like giving Kass an unimpressed look, then remembered that the Rito probably hadn’t actually seen his glider – or, not much, at least.

Consequently, to explain, he jumped to the top of the nearest little rock spire, then barked for attention. Kass looked up, attentive and curious, and Link jumped before activating the glider to drift gently down into the water.

“Interesting!” Kass said. “So perhaps that is what the song means… though I wonder how such an old song could know about that. Perhaps you’re destined to solve these old riddles, wolf!”

Link clambered out onto the rock, shook himself off, then looked out into the bay.

If they were getting this right, then he needed to clear out some rocks.


After a bit more swimming, and another bout of shaking himself dry, Link had the first of the rocks identified. It was a cracked, unstable-looking boulder, and one of the wind currents was beating itself fruitlessly against the rocks and dissipating.

Link, of course, had an excellent solution for that problem. It involved explosives.

True to his guess, as soon as the boulder was destroyed the wind went whipping through unhindered. It swirled into a larger, U-shaped rock structure, and Link jumped into the wind current to investigate the U-shaped rocks.

His glider carried him along without difficulty, and Link landed inside the rock structure – finding, as he did, a large supply of crabs and fish.

Problem solving was put on hold for a moment as he acquired seafood, then for a bit longer as he dealt with some nearby Octoroks flinging rocks at him, then when Link resumed he had three more masses of boulders to smash.

One was to the east of the U-shaped rock, and freed a second powerful current. One was to the north, nearest the pedestal, which allowed a mingled but unstable combined current to blow through, and the final one was to the south.

It was also attached to the roof of the rock, not at sea level, and it gave Link a much larger problem. Rain had rolled in, and that meant his attempt to use an explosive arrow to destroy the southern boulder just resulted in the arrow bouncing off with a plink noise and a distinct lack of explosion.

Link next tried flinging a bomb up high enough, but he couldn’t get the height.

Then, after some thought, he realized that he’d have to get up onto the roof of the U-shaped structure. Climbing wasn’t going to happen in the rain, not with rock that steep, but an upcurrent provided his glider enough lift to get him there, and Link shoved some rocks off the roof to collect yet another Korok seed before moving to the southern side and creating a round bomb.

He dropped it off the cliff into the wind current, waited a second, and triggered it.

Then he tried again, waiting a bit less time.

A third attempt, with a bit more time, finally worked. The last boulder shattered, and all three powerful currents combined into an intense jet of wind that ran north from the U-shaped structure to the pedestal.

Link promptly jumped, activating his glider, and rode the wind to the pedestal. It went blue the moment he touched down, and there was a grinding, shaking kerrrash as a shrine rose out of the ground nearby.

Kass had flown over while the pedestal was rising, and whistled through his beak. “That’s very impressive, wolf!” he said. “So that’s what the ancient verse meant, in full.”

Link nodded, pleased with himself, then pawed at Kass’s accordion.

“Oh – you’d like to hear it again?” Kass asked, and Link nodded.

The Rito played the song again, this time under a rainy sky with the powerful wind current whipping over Link’s fur, and this time it sparked something in his heart.

He threw back his head and howled, singing a song that was at once new and known by heart, and the wind answered. It blew one way, then another, pushing rain to splatter against them both, then settled down to a fresh breeze blowing out of the west, towards the east.

Completely different to the wind that had been blowing earlier.

“Now that’s a song to write down and learn!” Kass said, deeply impressed. “You’re full of surprises, wolf!”


After saying farewell to Kass – it was the thought that counted – Link went into the revealed shrine.

The monk just looked at him.

Nobody tells me anything, he sighed. There’s something in the chest, if you want it.

Link checked the chest, and his eyes lit up.

It was a sword… and, specifically, a flaming sword. A solution to all of Link’s firestarting woes, for a very long time if he took care of it.

At least you’re happy, the monk said. Yes, there’s no challenge, I thought the bit on the outside was enough.

Link nodded encouragingly, then took the orb.


With his new windsong, Link could have just gone straight out to sea and resumed his voyage up the coast of Hyrule… but there was that same headland that had blocked him, and now he was curious about what could be found there.

It was still raining as he loped south along the western side of the headland, picking up snails and fish and crabs, then reached a gentler section of the escarpment and began picking his way up the slope.

The sound of monsters – Lizalfos, he thought – ahead of Link made his ears prick up, and he crept closer before checking how many of them there were.

It looked like four or five, of the tougher sort, and he made sure he had one of the good swords available before charging over the lip of the flat section and getting stuck right in.

Fortunately, there was no thunderstorm going on – just rain – and Link made short work of all the Lizalfos, collecting a pair of sharp metal boomerangs for his trouble along with some arrows.

He also took control of a cooking pot, and decided that a cooked meal would be just right – and a good way to use all those ingredients he’d been picking up to boot. So he got out his flameblade, swiped it at the fire under the cooking pot, then made an exasperated whining noise when the rain pattering down extinguished the cookfire before it had even got started.

Link continued to stare at the not-a-fire for several more seconds, then tried the flameblade again, then sighed and put it away.

It looked like the only prepared meal he was going to be able to have right now was cold apple soup, or possibly fish-attempting-to-escape, so Link reluctantly turned his back on the cooking pot for now.

How long could it rain for, anyway? And there was still the rest of the headland to explore.


Several hours later, Link had revised his opinion on several things.

The first was how nice the headland was. There were certainly things to like about it – Link didn’t want to be accused of concealing information – but there were also things to not like about it, and one of the most important was that there was a snoozing Hinox right there on the main path from the headland to the rest of Hyrule.

Then there was the Lynel, a class of problem that Link still didn’t want to deal with just yet. Especially since he’d be sailing past the headland soon enough, and didn’t like the idea of being shot at.

On the other paw, or one of the other paws, there was that it was still raining. And Link had found the weather forecast feature on the slate, which indicated that it was going to keep raining for as far in the future as the forecaster could predict.

Which was where the final thing Link had changed his mind on got involved.

He had decided, quite firmly, that he wasn’t going to wait for the weather to clear. Even if that meant missing out on cooking, he wanted to actually use his newfound windsong and see how much easier that made sailing down the coast.

And he had the feeling that he’d be waiting far too long for the rain to stop.


Link’s new song turned out to be exactly what he needed.

He’d expected that it would be helpful, but he hadn’t really understood just how helpful it would be after the pure sweat of propelling himself by Korok leaf… and yet, at the same time, part of him was satisfied but unsurprised. Like sailing by a wind that he himself was calling from the sky was just as it should be.

The rain cleared up once he was a little way out to sea, of course, but Link just shook himself dry and then howled up a southerly wind – one that blew him north at a steady speed of about thirty kilometres per hour, sail billowing out as it carried him along.

The best part of it all, the best part, was that Link could just close his eyes and luxuriate in it for a long moment… at least, until he was reminded by a splashing sound up ahead of the existence of Lizalfos and had to open his eyes in order to fend them off with a half-broken oar.

It was a half-broken oar after fending off a Lizalfos, anyway.

Once the Lizalfos had been vanquished, Link looked west to the coast and tried not to wince. There was a sheer cliff face, now, with no sign of anywhere to land, and more importantly no sign of any way up the cliff.

Ahead, meanwhile, was a set of islands that were nothing so much as giant, vertically-sided spears that rose directly out of the sea. They looked as tall as the cliff to the west, at least, and Link watched them slowly grow larger with half his attention on the sail.

If need be, he would howl up a new wind or steer himself through the islands, but there was no need to make the decision just yet… then, as he reached the point he had to make the decision, something about the wind around the nearest island caught his attention.

There was part of it that was blowing up. And not in the explosion sense, but in the sense of a quirk of the islands catching the wind to create a strong, roaring upwards current that almost seemed like it could lift Link if he happened to have the glider open there.

Link took about ten seconds to make his decision on that front, then took a run-up and jumped off his raft. He snapped out his glider as he hit the upcurrent, and there was a jolt that felt like it might take his forelegs off at the shoulder as he was yanked bodily upwards.

Below him, the raft drifted a bit, rocking from the sudden lack of Link’s weight, then turned away from the wind. It might still be possible for Link to get back to it again, which was good because he hadn’t really thought of that.

Still, it looked like it might work out okay.


It felt like Link had been going vertically upwards for well over a mile when he reached level ground. The island spire had a sudden flat top, along with a bridge back to the mainland, and Link sniffed a bit before realizing that what he could smell was a nearby Korok.

Finding that took only a moment, then Link looked north, and saw that all the islands in the group were connected by dubious-looking rock bridges.

If Link hadn’t had the glider, he might have been a bit nervous about trusting his safety to the bridges… but he did have the glider, so he had very few concerns on the matter, and he began making his way north to investigate the rest of the islands.

One of them had a chest with five bomb arrows and another with a silver rupee, then the next had a mechanical Guardian sky-construct flying around and scanning around with a spotlight, and Link elected not to find out what would happen if the spotlight spotted him.

Giving that island a miss, he went straight to the next, then his ears perked up in interest as his Slate began to chirp.

There was a Shrine nearby, though it turned out to be not on this island but on the very last one in the chain – the largest and most northerly sky pillar, and one connected to the rest only by the longest and most precarious wooden bridge yet.

It actually made Link wonder how the bridge could have been put there in the first place. It was made of hundreds of logs tied together, it flexed slightly under even his weight… maybe it was all that was left of what had once been a much larger and safer structure, but if that was true Link didn’t think testing that idea would be a very good plan at all.

Good plan or not, though, he had a shrine to investigate – and, slipping past the searchlights of two more Guardian Skywatchers, he had his destination.

He did have to move a giant slab of rock with Stasis to get at the cave holding the Shrine, though. Link’s respect for the Sheikah Monks… varied, but the amount of work that had gone into making some Shines difficult to access just couldn’t be dismissed.


As it turned out, the Shrine itself held a challenge involving weights.

There was a giant set of scales, with a small weight on one of the two sides of the balance to hold that side down, and Link examined it carefully before deciding that – even if he could get onto the other side of the scales, which he could do by using the weight and Magnesis – there was no way he was going to be able to climb from the raised side of the balance to the actual place the monk was.

On the other paw, there was a larger weight on a wooden shelf, and as soon as he saw that – and the ropes holding it up – Link had his solution.

He got out a pair of arrows, then flicked one at each rope, and a moment later he was catapulted high into the air. The sudden impetus took his breath away, but he steered over to the landing spot with the glider.

Then jumped over to get to a chest, which held a diamond the size of his leg, before returning to the main landing spot and walking up to get his orb.

That was awfully quick, the Sheikah monk Kah Mael said. Maybe I should have put a bit more thought into it… it hardly seems worth the weight.

Link shrugged, then gave Kah Mael a vaguely suspicious look.


Once he had his Orb and was out of the shrine, however, Link found that in fact there was a second challenge to Kah Mael’s shrine.

Namely, that he was now at the bottom of a deep hole with no obvious way out.

Link paced back and forth, thinking to himself, then went back into the shrine… only to come out again several minutes later, having decided that the metal cube was going to be simply impossible to fit into the lift.

He sat down, looking up, and tilted his head a little.

This was a bit of a puzzler, really…

After giving it several minutes of careful thought, Link had two plans. He started with the cheaper option, crouching before jumping as high as he could manage, and his paws scrabbled on the lip of a ledge before hauling himself up onto it.

It wasn’t big enough to support another big jump, but Link tried anyway, and had just enough time to decide that his wedge-himself-across-the-hole plan had failed before landing with a painful oof on the floor of the hole.

Grumbling to himself, Link got out several bundles of lumber, then lit them on fire with his flame blade and waited until an updraft developed. The air in the hole got very smoky very quickly, and Link hurriedly jumped into the swirling air before snapping out his glider and riding it up.

It worked, technically.


Once he was sure his fur had stopped smouldering, and dealt with some unimpressed comments about the smell of wood-smoke from a pair of wolves who lived on the island, Link leaned out over the edge to see if he could spot his raft.

There was no sign of it whatsoever.

There was, however, still that set of precarious bridges linking the islands, and the southernmost island even connected to the cliff tops of the nearby mainland, so with a shrug Link began heading back across the log bridges again.

Really, he couldn’t tell if whoever made these had been an engineering genius or breathtakingly unconcerned with life and limb… and thoughts like that carried him most of the way along the island chain, though he did take a break to blow up some hard-looking rock deposits and earn himself some more big gemstones.

As he crossed to the mainland, though, it began to rain again – and as Link set foot on the cliff top, a Moblin with a spear turned in surprise before brandishing its weapon at him.

Link retrieved a sword from his Slate, circling warily, then swiped at the Moblin.

The Moblin swiped back, and Link ducked underneath the spearblow to avoid being hit. He felt the fur on his back whip aside from the force of the blow, which was a bad sign about how strong this Moblin was, and lashed out twice in quick succession before retreating as the Moblin recovered itself.

Link’s opponent waved the spear menacingly, then jumped backwards, and Link blinked in surprise as the Moblin fell off the cliff.

Not that he was complaining, but the spear would have been nice…


Link explored the area, heading north and west, and after an altercation with a Lizalfos (and skirting a camp full of monsters, all of them looking quite dangerous) he found a series of cliffs around a deeply-sunk lake.

His Slate chirped, alerting him to a nearby shrine, and Link had to pace back and forth a bit before getting a good idea of where the shrine actually was. He also spotted a powerful updraft, one seething up out of the ground, which was at least a good sign that he’d be able to get back out of the lake without the kind of nonsense it had taken on the islands.

The problem was, Link couldn’t actually see a way to get at the shrine, and he contemplated the idea of circling the grotto to come down from another direction before shrugging and just jumping out into the void.

His glider activated, and Link steered it over to the north side of the grotto. His Slate chirped again, insistently, and as Link dropped slowly lower he saw it – a wall of friable rock, under an overhang.

Unfortunately, he didn’t have an obvious way to destroy it, at least not immediately, and Link steered himself over to the updraft to rethink.


A few minutes later, Link jumped off the overhang.

His glider activated immediately, and he flicked his head to throw an explosive arrow at the rock wall.

The explosive arrow notably failed to explode, bouncing off the rock wall with a sort of wet bonk sound, and Link wondered why for a moment before realizing that the incessant rain had put the fuse out.

Muttering dark imprecations in the language of the wolves, Link altered course to go back to the updraft.

It was very convenient that it was there, really – even a footpath would have meant Link would be climbing the same cliff over and over and that would get tiresome – and another few minutes later Link jumped off the overhang again.

This time he went all the way to the wall of friable rock, wedging himself awkwardly into the most likely crevice he could find, and flicked through his Slate to find the bomb rune before placing a bomb down.

It immediately fell off the overhang, and Link sighed before hitting the detonator rune and trying again.

This time he managed to find a better spot, but it was right next to where he was balanced on the rock wall, and Link spent a minute trying to spot somewhere else he could go to before bowing to the inevitable and dropping off the overhang.

Since he was sort of interested to see this one, Link landed by the lakeside and turned to watch before triggering the bomb rune. There was an impressive avalanche of debris, crashing down into the lake, and Link wondered for a moment if the overhang was going to collapse before letting out a sigh of relief as it didn’t.

It would have been very impressive, but the wave would probably have got him wetter than the rain.


After going off the same overhang for the third time that day, Link steered his glider into the little nook with the shrine, and unlocked it before going inside.

The interior of the shrine looked worryingly familiar, and the Sheikah Monk at the other side of the arena raised their head.

I am Ke’Nai Shakeh, they said. I offer a modest test of strength, and if you’re not the destined hero then I think it’s probably a good idea to leave now.

Link considered that, then put his Slate down and rummaged through it.

If the monk had said it was a major test of strength, he’d be going back up the lift right now. But because they’d said modest, he had a different plan.

That looks like a Slate, the monk said. I’ll be honest, I was not paying attention in the planning meetings, but I didn’t think you were supposed to be a wolf.

Link found what he was after, and pulled a large Ancient Axe out of the Slate before taking the haft in his jaws and turning the blade on.

…I’m going to assume that’s for the Guardian Scout, Ke’Nai Shakeh said. In you come, then.

Link stowed the Slate, advanced into the arena, then set about the Guardian Scout with the big axe he’d saved specially for exactly this situation.

It was times like this that made it all worthwhile.


Well, I’m a bit intimidated now, Ke’Nai Shakeh admitted, as Link gathered up his trophies from the Shrine – another big Ancient Axe to replace the one he’d broken, an Ancient Sword, several Guardian parts with one previous owner, and a big sapphire from the treasure chest. Do you have some frustration to work out, or something?

Link shrugged.

Anyway, here’s the orb, the monk said. Come again, if you want. Or don’t. Up to you really.


Feeling pleased with himself, Link took the air current again and then headed north. Fortunately the rain died down as he travelled down the hill and across a road, then towards a shrine in the distance, and as he got closer a pair of horse-riding Bokoblins started waving bows around and making threatening chants.

“Hey,” Link said, getting the attention of the horses. “Any chance you could throw them off?”

“Sure,” one of them agreed.

The Bokoblin looked briefly puzzled, then got sent sailing though the air by a violent buck from their erstwhile mount. Their bow went flying, and Link jumped up to snatch it out of the air before throwing it at the still-mounted Bokoblin.

That knocked the second Bokoblin free as well, and Link growled menacingly at the Bokoblins as they picked themselves up.

A moment later, the second horse kicked their former rider hard enough to make the creature dissolve back into Malice.

“Did you see that?” he asked, glancing at the first stallion. “I felt like the old stories of Epona!”

The remaining Bokoblin was now looking nervously at the prancing horse that had just slain their fellow raider, which was a very big mistake because it meant they weren’t keeping an eye on Link any more.

Link made sure the error was too brief to regret.

“Thanks,” the first stallion said. “I wouldn’t have wanted to do that without someone around to help out. They’re nasty with those arrows.”

“They’ll come back on the next blood moon,” Link warned. “You might want to head somewhere else.”

“Thanks for the warning,” the second horse replied. “What do you think, bro? Maybe we should see about going to those stables up north? No Bokoblins there.”

“Worth thinking about,” the first one admitted. “Thanks for the help, wolf… wait, are those apples? Thanks!”

Link picked up his Slate again, pleased to be recognized for his apple-gifting ways, and decided to see what was in that nearby Shrine.

 


Notes for the Chapter:
Given that Hyrule has both metres (Sheikah Slate) and hours (on the clock), I think speed in kilometres per hour is reasonable enough.






7. Chapter 7



The lift took Link down to yet another of the shrines built like combat arenas, and as he stepped forwards into the antechamber he braced himself.

I am Dah Hesho, the Monk introduced himself. I offer a minor test of strength.

Link let out a breath, relieved, then put down his Slate and flicked through to find the weapon he was going to use.

Making his selection – a reasonably good metal sword – he advanced into the chamber, and a Guardian Scout came up on the platform.

It raised a blue axe, then Link pounced on it and beat it to pieces with his sword.


Well, that was quick, Dah Hesho said, as Link unlocked the treasure chest.

The moment it opened, the lupine hero decided that the shrine had most certainly been worth it. The pawful of bits he’d recovered from the Guardian wasn’t worth much, but the oversized Ancient Core almost as big as his torso had to have some kind of use.

Probably several, and Purah would tell him about all of them as soon as she got the chance.

It makes you wonder, really, Dah Hesho added. All this time waiting, and then you beat the trial in such a short time… well, I’ll sort out your orb for you.

Link nodded his thanks.

Really, though, he should have started with one like this. It would have been a much easier opening than a Modest Test.


One Spirit Orb and one Ancient Core richer, Link solved a Korok puzzle involving apples and then loped to the cliff-edge not far from Dah Hesho’s shrine.

There was a mighty lake to the north, with a spot out in the middle connected to the mainland by a narrow path, and then not far from the lakeshore there was a forested area. With…

Link crouched down a little, to get a closer look, then brightened.

That was the kind of flower bud that Cotera had been in, which meant Link was fairly sure he’d just found another Great Fairy.

That made the choice to jump off the cliff an easy one, and he floated down into the grotto on his glider before landing and approaching the bud.

“Pup,” a voice said. “Pup! Please, hear my plea – I am the Great Fairy Mjja. My power has faded… all I need is five hundred rupees to restore my power…”

Link already had a Silver Rupee out, but when he heard the amount he stopped.

Opened up his Slate again.

Then pulled out four more Silver Rupees, grumbled something about inflation, and gave them to the Great Fairy.

There was an explosion of magic, and the now-restored Great Fairy splashed out of her pool.

“Ah~!” she sighed. “Thank you, pup! Though, hmm… oh! I can sense a little of Cotera’s magic on you… and I can feel that one of my sisters has already been restored! It seems like I have you to thank, pup… now, how could I thank you…”

She brightened. “Oh! I could enhance your clothing!”

That was something Link was pleased to remember, and he flicked through his Slate to get out the various clothes he’d been given.

“Hmm, hmm…” Mija said. “Yes, I can definitely enhance some of those… it’s going to look adorable, pup!”

Link wagged his tail.

Mija tapped the bandana, then the set of trousers. “To make those climbing clothes fit you, I think I’ll need to enhance them twice. For each piece that’s going to need me to use three Keese wings, three Rushrooms, then five Electric Keese wings and five Hightail Lizards.”

Link’s tail stopped wagging.

He was… fairly sure he didn’t have enough Keese Wings for that, and that he’d fried all the Rushrooms he’d found.

“Oh, don’t look so glum, pup!” Mija said, as Link gathered up the clothes again. “I’m not going anywhere!”


Link headed north and east, at first, then turned to move straight north along the road as soon as he encountered it.

There wasn’t much to see, with the terrain being nearly bare as he went past the northern limits of the lake, and before long Link had settled into a ground-eating lope that let distance fly past under his paws.

It also gave time for Link to think, and specifically to think about his overall plan for what he was going to do.

He had a need for better protective equipment, of course… and there were the Divine Beasts to purify… but Link had been operating without much of a long term plan so far. Oh, it had been going quite well, so far, and he had plenty of spirit orbs to turn in to a statue of the Goddess Hylia, but if he was going to save Princess Zelda he probably needed some kind of plan.

Admittedly he was a bit low on information, as yet.

Running let Link turn the problem over in his mind, though, and he decided that he was probably getting quite close to the north-eastern end of Hyrule. The volcano in the western distance signalled somewhere he probably shouldn’t go just yet, since he wasn’t especially interested in the smell of burning wolf fur, and to get to the rest of Hyrule would probably mean going back south and west.

Now that Link was thinking about it, he should probably also visit more Sheikah Towers. Not having a map of the area was probably hampering him a bit, and it could mean he was missing places where there would be obvious benefits from a simple look at the map.

The ground climbed to the north, and Link followed the road as it took the simplest, smoothest path up the hills.

As he got near the top of the crest, his Slate began to chirp, and Link moved back and forth a little before homing right in on the shrine.

If this was another Test of Strength, especially a Major one, Link was going to be quite annoyed.


As it turned out, the shrine of the monk Katosa Aug was not a Test of Strength.

It was worse.

There was a pedestal that Link had to activate with the Slate, and then by moving the Slate he could move a large hammer. The hammer could strike an orb, knocking it across a pitch and into a hole, and the solution to the shrine was so obvious Link could see what to do in seconds.

The problem was that the hammer was unintuitive, finicky, temperamental, and in general a source of absolutely extraordinary annoyance.

Moving the Slate gently from one side to another wouldn’t knock the ball hard enough. Doing exactly the same thing with slightly more force would send the ball flying well past the hole and out of sight… or send the hammer whistling past the ball as if Link had turned the Slate by sixty degrees or so between swings, even though that was absolutely not what he had done.

Tapping the pedestal with the Slate again reset the ball but not the hammer, and moving the hammer into position for a strike often scored a perfect hit in the wrong direction which sent the ball hurtling into the void.

Link thought it really was amazing how hard a simple sounding puzzle could be, at least when he wasn’t discovering how many swear words existed in the wolf language.

He might also have invented a few new ones by the time he finally knocked the ball so it teetered on the edge before falling into the hole. That activated a floating platform to take him to Katosa Aug, and Link did his level best to calm down before actually reaching the monk.

As he approached the ancient Sheikah, though, he noticed something odd about the ceiling.

Only half the shrine was in front of Katosa Aug. The other half was behind them, and Link sighed deeply before walking past the monk.

I don’t see why you’re so annoyed, the monk muttered, and Link shot him a glare before reaching the second puzzle.

It was, of course, another hammer and ball one.


Finally – and with great relief – Link watched as the second ball locked into its hole, then went to get the contents of the chest that was his reward.

It contained a giant Frostblade, a very big sword infused with freezing energy, and getting it meant that Link had a complete set of elemental blades… at least until he broke one.

That wasn’t the same as making him charitably inclined towards Katosa Aug, though, and he glared at the monk before raising a paw and wiggling it about.

Did you want me to provide an alternative challenge in case you were a fish, too? Katosa Aug asked. Challenges aren’t meant to be easy.

Link’s eye twitched, and the monk seemed to take warning from that. He put the orb down and dissolved, and Link watched him go before taking the orb.


Still shaking his head, Link emerged from the Katosa Aug shrine.

Then he saw that there was a stable right outside it, spotted a lit cooking pot, and loped over to it.

There were screams of panic, and the Hylians who’d been sitting outside ran indoors, but Link had more important things to do and spent the next three hours cooking.


Now with a great deal more cooked food, mostly from things that hopefully wouldn’t later be needed to turn Hylian clothes into Wolf clothes, Link left some apples as thanks for the loan of the cooking pot and headed north along the road.

His mental map said he was quite far north already – certainly the angle of the volcano to his left indicated that he was further north than anywhere else he’d been so far – and the road was a pleasant enough journey, lined with trees and with wildlife chittering in the branches.

There was also a decayed Guardian, like the ones he’d seen on the Plateau, and Link beat it to pieces with one of his ancient axes before picking up the pieces.

That job done, Link continued – only to find a familiar-looking design of building at the end of the road, atop a headland with cliffs on all sides.

It looked a lot like the Ancient Tech Lab from Hateno, and Link walked all around it to inspect it. There was another one of those ancient furnaces, which wasn’t lit, because of course it wasn’t, and… a very large pile of wrecked Guardians a little way to the east.

Link went to pick up what parts he could find from the rubble, then spotted a kind of giant stone maze off to the north. It looked like it was a bit further than he could glide, and there were the obvious signs of some kind of flying Guardian there, so he noted the location for later before knocking on the door of the Ancient Tech Lab itself.

He barked, politely, but nobody responded. Then he pushed the door open, and found that the lab didn’t have anyone in at the moment… but there was some kind of Sheikah-technology construct in the main room, a little like a statue of a person but not very.

Link’s head tilted as he inspected it, the door closing behind him, and he reached out a paw to tap it.

“Beep,” it said, distinctly, then went silent.

“Aha!” a voice declared from behind him. “An interloper!”

“Robbie, that’s a wolf, not an interloper!” someone else said, sounding much more worried.

“So?” Robbie asked, as Link turned around and saw that Robbie was a rather short elderly man wearing a pair of goggles. “What stops a wolf from being an interloper? What stops an interloper from being a wolf?”

He pointed at Link. “And you are definitely an interloper!”

Link tilted his head, then held out his paw.

“Oh?” Robbie asked. “What’s this?”

He leaned closer. “My word! That’s the triangle symbol from the Royal Family’s crest and the Master Sword!”

“Are you sure?” the woman asked.

“Of course I’m sure, Jerrin!” Robbie answered. “I took notes! Then… hmm…”

He stroked his chin. “Aha! Then – this must mean that you’re claiming to be none other than… Zelda!”

Link shook his head.

“Oh, well, I was quite sure of that,” Robbie mumbled to himself. “Then perhaps… you’re Link?”

Link nodded, satisfied that Robbie had got it.

“Preposterous!” Robbie said. “Link was a Hylian!”

“And Zelda wasn’t?” Jerrin asked.

“Well, of course it makes sense that the Princess – well known to have magical abilities – would be able to change her shape,” Robbie said, dismissively. “But for Link to be able to do the same thing? I’m going to need proof!”

Link rummaged in his fur, and brought out the Sheikah Slate.

“Hmm, well, that’s more of a Zelda thing really,” Robbie replied, with a shrug. “I hope you’ve got something better than that! In fact… what would really convince me is seeing the scars from your battle a hundred years ago!”

There was silence for several seconds.

“Beep,” the Sheikah statue thing said, distinctly.

“Doctor,” Jerrin said, carefully. “If this is Link, he’s been turned into a wolf. Even if he still has the same scars, they’re going to be under his fur.”

“So?” Robbie demanded, but he did look contemplative. “Well, then, we’ll accept that hypothesis for now – on a purely provisional basis! Now, if you are Link then there’s something you can do for me, which is to light the blue flame outside!”

He waved his finger. “Take my advice! Beware of Moblins! Unless you’re an imposter, in which case, don’t beware of Moblins.”

Link wasn’t quite sure how to take that, but it did seem like something he’d have done anyway.

At least Robbie wasn’t as overwhelming as Purah.


The source of the blue flame Link needed was, fortunately, not all the way back in Hateno.

There was a different blue flame source on the other side of a river, with the source itself on top of a hill and separated from the lab by a gorge, and Link looked at the direct route with care.

Based on his now-experienced eye, Link felt fairly sure that if he tried to glide that path he’d end up falling short and either having to scramble up a cliff face or falling in the river. Neither was appealing, so instead he threw back his head and howled.

The air answered, bringing a rushing wind blowing towards the hill, and Link took a run up before jumping. His glider snapped out, and the extra boost carried him over the gorge without needing to resort to clambering or swimming.

Quite pleased with himself, Link turned to look at the return route.

Unfortunately, it looked like the wind wouldn’t suffice to let him carry a flaming torch that way… not to mention the inherent danger of flying while carrying a flaming torch… so Link shrugged, then got to the flame source and rummaged in his Slate for a torch.

Already, he could hear the sound of Moblins, but he had an… idea about that.


Ten minutes later, Link lit the lab’s blue furnace with a feeling of satisfaction.

Simply running past all the Moblins and setting their knees on fire may not have actually slain the monsters, but the Blood Moon potentially bringing them back meant that Link wasn’t especially bothered by that problem. His manoeuvre had kept the time taken down by a lot, and now hopefully Robbie would at least be willing to consider his identity.

A blue circle lit up in front of the lab, and Link wondered what it was for – then pushed the door open.

The Sheikah statue was lit up, now, and Robbie was fussing over it as Jerrin watched.

“The wolf is back, Doctor,” Jerrin provided, and Robbie turned around before jumping back.

“Oh!” he said. “That was quick! Well, maybe you are Link… though it’s strictly a hypothesis at this point. Still, even if you are Princess Zelda having been turned into an animal and lost your memory it’s my job as an ancient tech researcher to help you out!”

He indicated the statue with a flourish.

“Beep,” it said.

“This is an Ancient Oven!” he explained. “My finest creation! She can supply you with all kinds of Ancient Technology, entirely up to date for the modern day! All she needs is a supply of Ancient components.”

He coughed. “andrupees.”

Link tilted his head slightly, and made a barking sound.

“Ah, you heard that bit?” Robbie asked, chuckling to himself. “Ehehe… well, you see, my work is expensive… there haven’t been any royal grants in a century… it’s only necessary, you see! Still, I’ve got these for you!”

He put down a bundle of five arrows, with the regular arrowheads replaced by tiny ancient daggers.

“I call them Ancient Arrows! Extremely effective against just about anything!” he said. “However, they also do slightly explode when used, so don’t count on getting them back.”

Link took the Ancient Arrows, resolving to use them only in situation which deserved them, then gave the Ancient Oven a closer look.

“Beep,” it stated. “Hello, FamiliarNameMissing! Insert ingredients.”

A little display showed the options, and the costs, and Link was torn between licking his lips and wincing.

The armour in particular looked very useful. Highly resilient, specially designed to resist the attacks of Guardians… even though it was sized and shaped for a normal Hylian, Link knew how to resolve that problem now if he had the resources.

The problem was, a complete new set would cost nine Ancient Cores he didn’t have, plus seventy-five other Guardian parts he didn’t have, plus twice as many Rupees as a house.

The weapons looked worthwhile, as well, but Link simply couldn’t justify a purchase, and he cancelled out of the order before shaking his head.

“Oh, well, that’s all right,” Robbie said. “Do come again!”


After departing the Akkala Ancient Tech Lab, Link headed west along the clifftops, since the coast curved sharply away from the previous northward trend.

This plan quickly turned out to have a disadvantage, which was that there was a Lynel roaming around, and Link opted to stay well clear of the Lynel by moving as far north as he could manage without actually dropping off a cliff.

Maybe if he’d been able to afford that extremely expensive and very flashy armour he’d have given it a go, but right now Link still felt like his best approach when dealing with Lynels was either to not get their attention or to run so far away that they lost track of him.

Fortunately, he didn’t have to resort to the second of those two options, and after some judicious creeping Link got back to loping along the spine of the coastal cliffs.

Then he spotted the shrine.

It was off to the left, on top of a stone pillar that turned out to be in the middle of an oddly skull-shaped lake, and Link inspected it along with the cliffs around it carefully to try and judge altitudes and distances.

If he was going to make this work, he’d need to get the best possible combination of starting height and short distance, and after loping back and forth for a few minutes Link was fairly confident he’d got it right. He howled up a wind, then took a running leap, and rode the wind with his glider to end up on top of the pillar rather than hitting the side of it.

From this vantage point, the water of the lake looked quite unhealthy. Link was very glad he’d not made a mistake there.

Wet dog smell was bad enough, but combining it with the sulfurous smell of the water in the skull-shaped lake might reach the point of being able to dissolve the Sheikah Slate.


Once the shrine was unlocked, Link went inside, interested to see what the puzzle or challenge would be.

He hoped it wouldn’t be a major test of strength, but he could cope with a modest or minor combat trial, while a puzzle that wasn’t another Apparatus would be a nice change of pace.

Instead, when he arrived at the bottom of the shaft, Link found himself on a small rectangular island with nothing but a treasure chest and the usual monk.

I am Zuna Kai, the monk said, as Link looked distinctly unimpressed. By finding this place, you have already proven your worth.

Link tilted his head, and barked quizzically.

What? Zuna Kai asked. Do you have any idea how hard it is to set up a rumour which will last for decades without it being either forgotten or spread too widely? That was the whole point of the challenge.

Link continued to cock his head in confusion.

You… you did come here because of the rumour, right? Zuna Kai asked. The Sinister Eye of the Skull that sits, made from water and stone? Sinister being an archaic word for left? The mineralizing water meaning that the water is making stone over time? You… don’t have any idea what I’m talking about, do you?

Link shook his head.

You just went past and saw the shrine, didn’t you? Zuna Kai asked, sounding resigned. I don’t know why I bothered, really.

Link wanted to say something, but the monk beat him to it. Yes, I know that as far as you’re concerned I haven’t bothered. There was this whole mystery that you didn’t get, I didn’t just… oh, whatever. There’s a flameblade in the chest if you need one, and I’ll get you your orb.


Leaving the shrine, Link contemplated the jump he’d need to make to get back to the edge of the skull lake, then shrugged and decided to go back south instead.

He’d been nearly as far north as you could get in Hyrule anyway, while approaching an active volcano still seemed like an excellent idea if what he wanted was the most radical fur trim ever conceived of, and that left a journey south as his remaining option.

Starting by gliding south to a small wood, Link gathered up some more Koroks, then made his way along the edge of the volcanic slopes from there. It gave him a fairly level path to take, and one where he was unlikely to get lost, and the first time he considered maybe going back down into the plains he saw another Lynel ambling about in the middle of another small wooded area.

Link declined to take that particular option.

The curve of the mountain led him around to the east, then the spur of rock abruptly ended and the mountainside cut back to the west, but that was where Link parted company with the volcanic slope – because there was a deep, steep-sided hole in front of him, and inside the hole he could see a watery spring and a statue of the Goddess.

It was a moment’s work to glide down into the spring, and Link splashed into the water before sloshing his way over to the statue.

He barked, once.

A soft, ethereal light shone down from above, and a soft voice spoke to him.


Offer Dinraal’s scale received from the red spirit to the Spring of Power.


Link tilted his head a little, then barked again.

The statue was silent.

Link wasn’t quite sure how to take that, and sat down on his haunches. Then stood up again quite quickly, because he’d sat in a watery pool and ended up quite wet.

He barked one more time, just in case, and when the Goddess or her statue declined to give him a Heart Container he made a wruff sound and turned to leave.

Who was Dinraal, anyway?


Emerging from the area of the spring, Link quickly had to dart into cover as one of the flying Guardian Skywatchers passed overhead not far from him.

There were two others he could see, as well, all of them patrolling what looked like an old quarry, and Link really had to wonder if they’d been put there specifically as some kind of trap.

He considered using his Ancient Arrows on them, but he only had three and they were probably better saved for an emergency rather than used on a fight he didn’t have to pick. That decision made, Link checked their flight patterns, then slipped out of the quarry as the sun set.

From there, Link found a road, and followed it south between the massive bulk of the volcano to his right and a ridge to his left. It was clearly a commonly used trade route, and Link spent a few hours clearing out one of the nests of monsters before noticing that there was smoke seething from the ground.

He looked up, already guessing what he was about to see, and saw the Blood Moon just as it reached its zenith.

Link, I have had an idea, Zelda told him, her voice reaching his ears. We can communicate through code. Bark once for yes, and twice for no. Do you understand?”

Link barked, but before Zelda could reply their connection faded – and the monsters were back.

Sighing, Link picked up one of his new weapons, and did the whole thing all over again.


At the top of the pass, Link found another shrine, and had to loop around to the south a bit to get on the right level before entering.

The first thing he saw on entering the shrine was one of the control points to connect his Slate to an apparatus, which was almost enough to make Link reject the shrine entirely, but unlike a Test of Strength he couldn’t really come back to one of these later with a better chance of success.

Probably.

Fortunately, once he did link his Slate it turned out to be not nearly as annoying as the last two apparatus shrines. He had to move the plate around to make spiked sections slide away from a path, but it actually didn’t take much experimenting to end up with a clear one to run across.

Then the second puzzle involved getting past lasers using moving sections, but Link found a considerable benefit from the fact he was a wolf and just did a running jump over the lasers instead.

Feeling smug, he moved on to the final part of the shrine, and this time it was a bit annoying. He had to move a flat section around so that there was one ancient orb on each of three switches, but thanks to what was probably good luck it took him about thirty seconds to solve.

You don’t have to look so cheerful about it, the monk Ze Kasho protested, as Link went to get his orb.

Link disagreed.


On emerging from the shrine, though, Link looked up and to his left – in the morning light, it was much clearer than it had been last night that the hulking hill was either largely artificial or had been heavily built over.

It also had some flying Guardians buzzing around it, rotors whirling and beams of light searching the ground, and Link looked between the flying Guardians and the staircase he could see encircling the big fortification.

And the Sheikah Tower at the top.

He considered whether he should actually go through with the plan he’d suddenly come up with, then gave a lupine shrug and got moving.

If everything did go wrong, at worst he’d jump off the citadel and fly off… but he wanted to try his luck with sneaking past the Skywatchers. None of them seemed to be going as high as the top of the fortress, so if he got past them he’d be in the clear.

Link began at a lope, then had to fight a Moblin and some Bokoblins, and once he was done with them he had to dart back out of the way of a searchlight. That done, he watched the patrol of the first skywatcher for a long while, then – once he was sure he had the route – he sprinted past, slipping over the causeway to one side of the beam of light.

Fortunately, it turned out his guess was correct – the Skywatchers didn’t decide he was a target if he didn’t go into their beam. But the beam was sweeping towards him, so Link turned onto the stairs and began to climb.

There was another Skywatcher as he rounded the corner, then another, and a fourth right near the top. Link slipped past all of them, sometimes climbing the side of the path enough to get out of the way of the searchlight beam before running past, and within a few minutes he was at the top of the hill.

What he saw made him stop in his tracks.

The Sheikah Tower was expected, and so was the advanced state of decay of the buildings on top of the citadel – and the ruined Guardians that had destroyed them. Even the patrolling Bokoblins were something he’d been fairly ready for… but there was so much Malice here that it was not just visible but material, a kind of black-red substance that was a tacky combination of liquid and solid that dripped and clung and formed pools all around where the buildings had once been.

And it had an eye, which was looking at him.

Link made a face, then got out an arrow and flung it to hit the eye in the face on general principle. It popped, and at least some of the Malice dissipated into the air.

This turned out to earn him a bar of metal, which was probably going to be quite useful to make bridges over the awful stuff.


Moving the metal bar around with Magnesis, it turned out, definitely helped, though for Link using Magnesis was quite difficult and so it wasn’t a solution by itself.

He used the bar to make bridges over the Malice, but at the same time he had to fight his way through several armed Bokoblins, jump and glide his way over gaps, and at one point shake Malice off his paw when he got a little too close to it on one particular glide.

It was tiring, but not instantly fatal, and Link ate a meal while he looked around and tried to plot his next move.

He couldn’t help but wonder whether the Bokoblins could just walk straight through the Malice, since otherwise they’d have been stuck here more-or-less perpetually, but of greater concern was how to actually get to the top of the tower.

If he’d been a Hylian, he would have climbed up the side of the tower, but that wasn’t an option… but he did have a flameblade and a lot of wood.

Wasteful as it was, Link made a pile out of about the same amount of wood as two good-sized trees, then set it on fire and used his glider to soar up the side of the tower. It worked, carrying him high enough to drop down and activate the tower, and his Slate filled with information about the area.

The area in question being the one he was about to leave, but it was still useful for when he went back there. He was sure he hadn’t seen the last of Akkala.

Then Link looked around for points of interest, and set off towards a shrine to the north.


The shrine he’d seen turned out to be the shrine of Mo’a Keet, and Link was presented with a large channel down which a round boulder rolled at increasing speed that swiftly became deadly speed.

When it fell into the abyss, a new one soon replaced it, and Link was soon satisfied that the gap between one clearing the channel and the next one entering it wasn’t long enough for him to simply sprint up.

That led him to sit down, and think carefully.

Climbing along the sides of the channel didn’t seem like a good idea, as it would be too easy to fall… he couldn’t do anything with bombs… the channel led up, so he couldn’t glide effectively even if his wind song worked in here…

After some thought, Link used the Stasis rune to freeze the boulder at a clear spot, then loped up the channel before it unfroze.

The next part of the puzzle, however, was much harder… or, at least, much harder to solve.

Link worked out what he was supposed to do more-or-less immediately. There was a metal boulder and a large number of rock boulders that would knock him away and flatten him, if he tried to reach the monk, and his stasis would only work on one boulder – but the metal boulder was the key.

He could use Magnesis on it and use it to shove the other ones away.

The only problem was, that would mean a careful, agile and well-controlled use of Magnesis, and Link was – with the best will in the world – a wolf.

After thinking about it, though, Link eventually had an idea.


The Monk Mo’A Keet watched as several stone boulders rolled towards him, reaching the crest of the channel one at a time and bouncing gently around either side of his plinth, then finally a metal boulder followed floating a little above the ground.

Then it went clang as it dropped, and rolled to the side.

The lupine Hero of Hyrule stepped around the metal boulder, ears flat in annoyance and jaws wide open. Mostly because the Sheikah Slate was wedged in his mouth, projector facing out, until he sat down and extracted it with his paws.

Did you just… I see, Mo’A Keet mused. How did you turn the Magnesis rune off, then?

Link stuck his tongue out.

I’m glad I don’t need to use that Slate before it’s been washed, Mo’A Keet said, then put his palms together. I’ll be honest, I’d have designed a different puzzle if I’d known you’d be a wolf.

That got him an all-over shrug.

 


Notes for the Chapter:
Robbie doesn’t have the option of asking Link to strip to prove his identity.






8. Chapter 8



There was a stable not far from the Mo’a Keet shrine, and since Link wasn’t in any need to do any cooking he was about to just bypass it – until, that was, he heard a familiar accordion.

Suddenly interested, he loped down from the hill, and there was a sort of clattering rush as all the Hylians in the area ran inside the stable and hid behind the door.

Link stopped, gave them a curious look and a wave, then continued towards Kass.

“Oh, hello there!” Kass said. “We seem to run into one another a lot, don’t we, wolf?”

He pumped his accordion a little. “I have a song that I sing here in stables, as well… and I think I recognize that expression on your muzzle, wolf. You’d like to hear it, wouldn’t you?”

“Are you actually friends with a wolf?” someone asked, from the stable, then hid as Link looked in her direction.

“We’ve met before, and it’s been fascinating,” Kass answered her, then returned his attention to Link. “This one’s a little longer than normal, so I hope you won’t get bored.”

He played a few notes, limbering up.

“The Kingdom of Hyrule is a vast and storied land, oft grasped in the palm of a villainous hand…”


Kass had correctly warned Link about the length of the song, and it wasn’t anything specific to this location or even to a stable – very unlike the previous two songs he’d heard from the musical Rito.

It was more of a song for all of Hyrule, telling the tale of Calamity’s defeat many thousands of years ago, and part of Link marvelled at just how long the song must have lasted… or the stories that led to the song, since it could hardly have been written to talk about things ten thousand years ago when it was actually ten thousand years ago. Then it would have been talking about things last week.

The rest of Link, though, was just listening to the song and the notes. It was longer than the other songs as well, and at first it seemed like it didn’t have the same connection as Kass’s other songs… but as the Rito kept going, that same feeling began to come. Little by little, humming through Link’s fur, sparking something in his heart and bringing ghost-memories of grassy plains and wind and long, flowing motion.

Link didn’t push. Didn’t try and force it. He just listened, and leaned into the sensation, letting the repeated refrain of Kass’s song touch him deep in his heart – then Kass finished, and with his words done the music faded away.

Except for the tune that still hummed in Link’s nerves.

Now Link pounced. Before it could fade away, he threw back his head and howled – a sequence of three descending notes, then the same three notes again, then a five-note variation on the first three.

Link felt the magic, that time, pulsing outwards in a rush that caught at his fur and ruffled Kass’s feathers, and the Rito put down his accordion to applaud.

“It’s always a delight to see what you can do, my friend,” he said. “You cut to the core of my music, just as before, and found the tune that was hiding within. I wonder what it did?”

Link was curious as well. He looked around, carefully checking on everything he’d seen already, then tilted his head slightly when nothing seemed to have changed.

“What was that?” one of the horses asked.

“No idea,” Link admitted. “I can change the wind with a different song, but that one doesn’t seem to have done anything.”

Kass waited politely until Link was done, then shrugged and picked up his accordion again.

“Well, I’m sure we’ll find out eventually,” he said. “Or maybe we won’t! But the journey is as interesting as the destination. Always a pleasure, my friend.”

“I’m up, I’m up,” someone said, from inside the stable, then gasped. “Wow! Is that a wolf?”

“Of course it’s a wolf!” another Hylian replied, as Link turned to look. “What did you think it was, a Gerudo?”

The speaker didn’t seem to pay much attention. “Excuse me? Wolfie? You seem like an agreeable sort!”

Link watched, somewhat surprised, as the speaker came out of the stable – more-or-less a first when he’d been around – and turned out to be lugging an enormous backpack, bigger than he was.

“Allow me to introduce myself!” the man said. “I’m Beedle! But you can call me… actually, let’s go with Beedle!”

Someone still in the stable made a strangled noise. “Are you out of your mind?”

“No!” Beedle said, cheerfully. “I’m out to trade! Are you out to trade, wolfie?”

In reply, Link sat down and got out his Slate. He got out a pile of Rupees, which made Beedle look delighted, then began flicking through the things that he had that he was fairly sure he wasn’t going to need – or that he could get more of in future.

He had a lot of wood, for one thing. And far more body parts of Bokoblins, Moblins and Lizalfos than he’d need any time soon, even if they turned out to be needed to improve his clothes.

“Amazing!” Beedle gasped, as the pile grew. “Yes… yes… I can give you a very good price on that… keep it coming! I’ll buy aaaanything!”


With a much emptier Slate, and a lot more money, Link was then almost immediately approached by a Hylian woman.

She seemed to be quite nervous about the whole concept, but said that he could clearly understand normal speech and so perhaps he’d be willing to listen to a suggestion?

Link sat down, and nodded.

“Good,” she declared, still sounding uncertain. “That is… I don’t suppose you’re going to be going to Death Mountain, are you?”

Link hadn’t had any plans to go anywhere near somewhere called Death Mountain, largely on account of all the death, but since he wasn’t sure where Death Mountain was he just made an encouraging noise and cocked his head quizzically.

The woman didn’t seem to get it. “Figures,” she said. “Tourists.”

Link made another quizzical noise, and the woman sighed. “It’s an active volcano,” she said. “Gorons live there, but – look, most people don’t think about this, but going to Death Mountain means going somewhere where it’s incredibly hot. So hot it would set your, um, your fur on fire.”

Link put two and two together, and hoped that the answer was four. He pointed up towards the volcano, and the woman nodded.

“That’s right,” she said. “And if you went up there you’d end up crispy fried, but there’s ways to solve that. Flameproof elixirs, they’re called… you won’t need one just yet, but once you get past the second gate if you don’t have a flameproof elixir you’d just outright burst into flames. And, luckily for you, I sell flameproof elixirs.”

The woman held out a bottle with a charcoal-black liquid in it. “They’re cheap and long lasting. It’s sixty rupees for one, a hundred and ten for two, and a hundred and fifty for three – it pays to buy in bulk here.”

Link still wasn’t certain if he’d be going to Death Mountain, but if the Gorons lived there then it sounded like the sort of place he’d have to go at some point. He was flush with cash, now – while he could hear the delighted but worried sound of Beedle trying to work out how to hoist most of a ton of wood onto his back along with the rest of his oversized backpack – and after some deliberation took out a hundred and fifty rupees.

That got him three elixirs, and he put them carefully in his Slate before throwing in an apple as a bonus.

“They’re applied topically,” the woman added, as he left.

Link wasn’t sure what that meant.

It was probably about how they tasted.


Despite now being equipped to head up to an active volcano, Link didn’t go there just yet.

In the first place, he wanted to avoid making a mistake and accidentally setting fire to his stockpile of wood, but in addition to that he’d spotted another shrine on the way down from the citadel and wanted to investigate.

That turned into a significant digression as he dealt with an entire large supply of monsters on the cliff over the shrine, running back and forth and avoiding being pinned down by the toughest of the monsters, then dropped down to enter the shrine itself.

I am Sah Dahaj, the monk told him. In the name of the Goddess Din, I offer this trial.

Link made a confused and interested noise, because that was a new one on him and it sounded a lot like Dinraal.

I’m a traditionalist, the monk replied, but gave no other explanation.

Shugging mentally, Link looked around.

There were patches of dried leaves on the floor, and a pile of wooden crates, and a flaming torch dangling from the ceiling.

Link considered the situation, then opted for the most reasonable solution that came to mind.


Well done, the monk Sah Dahaj said, some minutes later. I can see that you bear the true mark of the Hero.

Link tilted his head, coughed slightly in the smoke, then raised his paw.

Oh, that as well, Sah Dajah noted, interested. I actually meant that you set everything on fire. It’s the mark of the Hero, you know.

Link looked back into the rest of the Shrine, where he had indeed set everything flammable on fire and had a good go with the rest of the walls, then gave a lupine shrug.

After the Apparatus shrines, he wasn’t complaining.


Link got back to the stable area, considered his options, then headed up the road towards Death Mountain.

Then he caught sight of a big six-limbed and fully functional Guardian, turned around, and headed down the road away from Death Mountain.

Not feeling up to facing a giant laser cannon, yet, Link instead decided to head southwest. There was a lot of Hyrule and he’d so far seen significantly less than half of it, so exploring further to see what he could find looked like the better option.

There were arguments both ways, Link was sure. And he wasn’t going to dawdle, because Zelda could only hold back Calamity for so long… but Zelda was also able to contact Link, for a moment, during each Blood Moon. And he felt sure that she’d warn him if there was a risk that she would fail in the near future.

Reasonably sure.

After considering that a bit longer, Link wondered if he should maybe make some kind of sign to show Zelda the next time a Blood Moon threatened.

Either way, though, he now had a plan that would hopefully not involve lasers, and before long his Slate began to ping – letting him know about a nearby Shrine, up in the hills over a broad, grassy valley.

Link turned straight for the Shrine, loping up the hill, and triggered it to see what the challenge was this time.


Several minutes and a lot of fire later, Link loped up a ramp to reach the monk.

Why did you do that? Tah Muhl asked. You just set everything in the Shrine on fire!

Link looked puzzled.

It was supposed to be a puzzle you solved with thought! Tah Muhl protested. Not just setting alight everything in sight…

He folded his arms, and sighed. I knew it was a bad idea to set up my Shrine near both a volcano and Sah Dahaj’s place. It just gives the wrong impression.

Link didn’t know about that, but he did know he’d reached the Monk and that meant he was supposed to get a Spirit Orb.

Don’t know why I bothered with anything else, really, Tah Muhl grumbled. I should have made a shrine built entirely out of wood, with vines across it spelling out, Burn Before Reading, and made it so that the only solution is to set it on fire. That would have been about as hard as this one for you.

Still complaining, he grudgingly gave Link a Spirit Orb.


Upon emerging from the shrine, Link spotted a wooden platform down in the valley, and loped over to find out what it was.

It had a leaf symbol on it, so he patted it, then his head flicked around to the right as he saw a circle of glowing lights appear in the distance.

One of the lights slowly shrank, then the one next to it did the same.

Link took about three seconds to decide that it couldn’t represent anything but a timer, and then no more than another second or two before breaking into a loping sprint. Head down, paws drumming the ground, pelting from the wooden platform towards the circle, and he jumped through the circle while at least half the lights were still lit.

For his troubles, he got a Korok seed, to go with the large collection in his Slate, then decided to keep going in that direction because he didn’t have any better ideas about which way to go.

It was a pleasant afternoon, shading towards evening, and Link’s stride ate up the distance. He went west, then northwest, following the foot of the ridgeline that surrounded the volcano, and it was getting on towards full night when his Slate blipped at him again.

Ears perked up, and Link checked left and right before homing in squarely on the Shrine. It was by the side of a lake, so Link swam across, then descended into the Shrine to find out what this one was.


The Shrine of Mirro Shaz, as it turned out, was based around golf.

Link, as it turned out, was not very good at golf.


Abandoning his efforts to solve the Shrine after breaking both hammers trying to do the second part of the challenge, on the grounds that otherwise Link could see himself running through every weapon he had and still ending up frustrated, he got told by Mirro Shaz that his ability with golf was very under par.

He didn’t know what that meant but it had the feeling of a joke at his expense.

Making a mental note to perhaps come back later for the extra challenge, Link headed to the nearby stable and got an unexpected surprise.

“Shakala!” Hestu said, waving a maraca. “Hello again! Do you know the way to the Korok forest?”

“Sorry, no,” Link replied.

“Aww,” Hestu said, slumping. “I am very lost… but I’m sure I’ll find the right place eventually!”

He perked up. “…though do you have any more Korok Seeds? Shakala! I’d be happy to expand one of your stashes for them!”

“I’ve got a lot,” Link replied, taking out his Slate and pouring them out in a pile. “Weapon stash, keep going until there’s not enough.”

“Okey-dokey!” Hestu said, and began dancing.

About halfway through the process, it occurred to Link that as far as anyone else was concerned he was probably just staring off into space.

Hopefully he didn’t look too weird to anyone watching.


Weapon Stash expanded, Link kept going the way he’d been going, and reached a river.

His Slate alerted him that there was a shrine up on top of the hill he could see, and there was a raft right there, so he was about to howl up a wind when a shape in the water caught his eye.

It looked a lot like a chest, so Link got out his Slate and went through the painstaking process of activating the Magnesis rune and pointing it at what he wanted to pick up. That meant balancing it on a convenient bit of riverside rock, so he could slowly and carefully lift the chest out of the river, and then it turned out to just have a bow in it which made a bit of a mockery of the whole thing really.

Miffed, Link crossed the river by raft, then loped uphill and unlocked the shrine. The lift took him down, and when he reached the bottom floor a voice spoke to him

I am Namika Ozz, it said. I offer a modest… okay, look, I know I’ve been preparing for this moment for a very long time, I’m not sure of the exact number because the light down here is artificial but it’s a lot of years. I’ve been rehearsing exactly what to say, but this is just an open question. Because, I’ll be honest, I was expecting a twink.

Link stepped forwards, wondering vaguely if his reincarnations had undergone some kind of name drift over the centuries, and Namika Ozz kept talking.

Wait, wait, I haven’t told you what the test is in the first place! he protested. At least wait until I tell you what kind of test it is, I’m only going to get one chance to say this… actually, you do understand what I’m saying, right? Because you haven’t said anything yet and I’ll be honest I don’t trust the shrine entry scanner after this long, you might just be an actual wolf. In which case, well, I suppose this is probably going to solve itself but it’s going to be messy. If you’re not a normal wolf, bark once?

Link barked.

Oh, good, Namika Ozz said, significantly relieved. Anyway, um… I offer a modest test of strength.

The door closed behind Link, and he took one of his Ancient weapons out of his Slate as the Guardian Scout rose up on the big moving platform.

Then he beat the Guardian Scout repeatedly with a glowing blue axe until the axe snapped, and followed up with an arrow. Then he threw all the tree branches he’d collected over the kilometre or two since he’d expanded his weapon stash, and finished it off by hitting it with a bomb.

I’m not really sure how to react to that, but it really does seem like you know what you’re doing, Namika Ozz admitted. Still not sure where the change of plans happened so you reincarnated as a wolf, unless you’re on some kind of secondment program?

He paused. I should not have doodled all over my notes during that lecture.

The Monk formed Link a Spirit Orb, and he took it gladly.

It was nice when things were simple.


After taking two looks at the nearby Hyrule Castle – one focused mostly on the visible aura of Malice around it, and the other on the full-scale Guardians patrolling the plains just outside – Link decided that, no, he was not going to the castle just yet.

Instead, he headed south, and after a surprisingly short amount of time he found another stable with another Shrine not far away.

Link wondered if there was some sort of cultural reason that stables were usually next to Shrines, then thought that it could just be that he only found the stables that were next to Shrines because he had a Shrine detector but not a stable detector.

Then he wondered how long it would take before he could decide conclusively that stables really were only next to Shrines, assuming he didn’t find a counterexample.

Then he decided that he was probably being influenced by a scientist on some subconscious level, and decided to see what the Shrine actually was instead.


The Shrine of Kaya Wan began with a waterfall facing Link, one which drained into a pool he had to cross before reaching it.

Deciding that this was going to be one of those Shrines, Link froze himself a pair of ice blocks in the waterfall itself after more than a minute of alternating between careful aim on his Slate and muffled, mouth-open cursing.

Then he had to actually get to the ice blocks, which meant the muffled cursing was interrupted by splashing, and by the time he lunged out of the water to get his claws on the lowest bit of the ice he was a very wet wolf.

Really, it was a fortunate thing that the giant blocks of ice didn’t feel as cold or as slippery as they probably should be, because otherwise Link would have very much not enjoyed himself as he hauled himself out of the water by his claws. Instead, he only didn’t enjoy it a little bit as he hoisted himself up to the top of the first ice block, then the second, and sat down to recover – then noticed a little red dot appearing on his nose.

Looking up revealed a second pool, and that a Guardian Scout on a pedestal was pointing a beam of light at him. Link lunged forwards and to the side just before the Guardian Scout fired three bolts of coherent light at him in succession, managing to avoid two of them entirely and feeling the third whip past the tip of his tail.

Retrieving his Slate, Link scrabbled at the controls before freezing himself a barrier against the attacks of the Scout, then considered his best course of action and opted to simply lob an arrow at the Scout – a move which, fortunately, pushed it off the plinth it was resting on and sent it splashing into the water.

Whether the arrow or the sudden plunge was what broke the Scout, Link didn’t know, but he unfroze the various frozen cubes he’d made before retrieving both the bits of the Guardian Scout and the contents of a nearby treasure chest.

It turned out to be an Ancient Core, and Link was very pleased to see it – if this Shrine was doing anything, it was reminding him of how useful it would be to have that haptic interface thing that Purah had talked about.

Link’s next step was to use more ice blocks to get up to a ledge at the far end of the second pool. A sort of artificial river waited, with two more Guardian Scouts posted like sentries, and this time Link was ready for them so he used arrows to defeat them both.

By the time he’d finished, a wooden raft was drifting out of the spring that fed the artificial river, and Link stepped onto it. The raft bobbed up and down a little, and Link jumped up and down on it to confirm that before noticing a gate to the side of the river.

The base of the gate was at water level, not below it, and there was a chest behind it. Since that meant it was part of the same kind of puzzles as the rest of the Shrine, Link got his Slate out and balanced it to aim for another ice block.

He missed, the first time, and by the second time – making the gate slide up – he was already past, so it would be tricky to get to the point he could get there and find out what the treasure was.

And there was a rushing sound…

Link turned around, did a double-take, and at that point the raft finally slid far enough over the edge of the waterfall to tip him into the air. There was nothing but a bottomless void below him, and Link raised his paws as quickly as he could to summon the glider.

The monk Kaya Wan watched him as he came gliding in for a landing, paws touching down gratefully on the monk’s platform.

Is there a problem? Kaya Wan asked, blithely.

Link glowered at him.

This didn’t seem to help.

You’re supposed to put an ice block at the end of the river, Kaya Wan told him. To stop the raft, that is. I was quite proud of it.

He formed a Spirit Orb, and Link took it with bad grace.


Still quite annoyed as he left the Shrine, Link went south through a nearby forest, and collected radishes and blew up trees until he felt better.

Stopping off at the nearby stables meant that he met Kass again, which helped, and the Rito played him the stable song again. Link listened, hoping that it would teach him a new song – ideally one that would help with waterfalls – but though he tried he just ended up howling the same song from the stable near Death Mountain.

“Worth a try, wolf,” Kass said, nodding. “And thank you for trying! But I wonder what that song’s trying to do… your other ones have done something, after all, even if I don’t know what.”

Link nodded, considering, then made himself a mushroom and radish dinner and followed that up by heading south along the Hylia River.

If someone had asked, Link would have said that he wasn’t actually sure if going south along the Hylia in this part of it was going upriver or downriver. Or if the current went in a different direction at different times of day or year.

Actually, if someone had asked, Link would have barked, since that was less threatening than howling. But either way, before long he saw a shrine in the middle of a small river island, and paddled across from the eastern shore to check it out.

“Hey!” a Hylian woman shouted, as he shook himself off. “You see the flowers? Aren’t they lovely?”

Link looked at her, confused, then down at the grass of the island.

Now that she’d pointed them out, he could see that there were flowers planted around the shrine. A lot of flowers, actually… all kinds, in a riot of colour, in carefully planted beds across most of the island.

Link nodded, and the woman smiled. “I wanted to see how the shrine would look with flowers, and it’s wonderful!”

She waved her finger at him. “Just don’t step on them, wolf!”

The problem Link then had was that, while the flowers might indeed be pretty, they formed an almost-complete circle around the shrine that was his actual objective.

Link took a run-up, jumped over the first circle of flowers, then skidded a bit too much as he tried to halt. One of his paws brushed a flower, and he winced.

“What did I tell you?” the Hylian woman asked, fuming. “Stay off the flowers!”

Link looked around just in time to be hit on the forehead by a rake thrown like a javelin.


It was only on Link’s third attempt that he managed to get through the impromptu maze without being shouted at and bombarded by garden implements, and fortunately after his last few hours the Shrine of Hila Rao was much less objectionable.

Oh, he had to run across floating platforms, float bombs through the water to destroy a stone blocking his way, and there was a chest to lift out of the water with the always-fiddly Magnesis, but by contrast it was quite a break.

You know, you could have used your Stasis rune to freeze some of the floating platforms, the monk Hila Rao said. Any reason you chose not to?

Link jammed his Slate into his mouth.

Fair point, Hila Rao admitted. Well… well done?


On leaving the Shrine Link found himself face-to-face with the Hylian woman from before, who shook a hoe warningly at him.

Not wanting to be turned into fertilizer, Link spent the next few minutes scrabbling to get onto the top of the Shrine, then howled up a wind and used his glider to fly as far away from the flowers as he possibly could.

The wind helped, and he landed outside the circle of flowers, which based on the expression of the gardener was about the safest place for him to be right now. Link breathed a sigh of relief, then looked for where he should go next.

The Great Plateau was visible in the distance, and Link mulled it over before deciding that it was probably a good idea to go around and visit Kakariko again. It was the only place he could think of that had a Goddess Statue and wasn’t inaccessibly high in the air, and he actually did know the way from where he was to Kakariko.

Mostly.

It involved going through the mountain split by a river, and from there he was clear, but about all he knew apart from that was that he should head south along the Hylia river like he’d been doing already.


To his surprise, there was another stable on the west bank of the river, and Hestu was there.

“Shakala,” the big Korok said, scratching his head with one of his maracas. “I was sure I was going in the right direction…”

“I think you’ve come south since I last saw you,” Link frowned, getting out his Slate to double-check.

He’d seen Hestu not far from Mirro Shaz, which – true to his guess – was much further north. Actually looking at the map screen really pointed out how few Sheikah Towers he’d actually visited so far, and even though it was a real pain to get up there Link decided that he’d simply have to change his tune on that.

Trying to navigate based on a mostly blank black map was entirely too difficult.

“So I go… that way!” Hestu decided, turning to face down one of the roads. “Right?”

“I think… go back the way you came, to the place we last met,” Link guessed. “But that’s my best guess.”

“Okay,” Hestu nodded, in thanks. “Buh-bye!”

He waved, and began toddling off to the south.

Link raised a paw, ready to protest, then lowered it again.

If that actually was Hestu retracing his steps, it was a bad idea to interrupt… and if it wasn’t, then just pointing Hestu in the right direction would not help.

That decision come to, Link went over to the Shrine.


It was not a good Shrine.

It also wasn’t a Major Test of Strength, which was something, but Link had found himself in yet another one of those Shrines that was not built for a wolf. The central cachet of the Shrine of Wahgo Katta was that three large cage-like blocks could be moved around to form a tower, that the Hero could climb the tower, and that everything else worth noticing in the Shrine was up at levels you could only reach by climbing the tower.

Link, being a wolf, had trouble with the bit about moving the metal blocks. It took him several minutes and got the Slate quite slobbery, but he got them next to the corner platform he could actually reach.

Then, Link – still being a wolf, as that hadn’t changed – had to actually climb the three metal blocks. The woven cage structure making up the sides of the blocks was conveniently arranged for handholds, but for paw holds it meant stuffing his paws awkwardly into the gaps and then hauling himself up while trying not to whine at the pressure of the metal on his pawpads.

Panting extravagantly, Link reached the top of the three-block tower, then found out what was on the corner platform he’d been aiming at.

It was another piece of metal. This time, a long plate with the same design as the cage-sides, and Link stared at it for several seconds before huffing and getting out his Slate again.

He could see how this was supposed to work. Move the tower closer to the platform with the altar on, make a bridge with the plate, and then climb the tower again… it was going to take ages and leave Link very annoyed.

Unless…


Wahgo Katta watched as the lupine Hero finished arranging the tower, and used his Magnesis rune to lay the plate on top of it – making a nice ramp-bridge to lead up to his altar.

Then the wolf backed as far away from the bridge as he could get, still on the elevated corner platform, and broke into a sprint. He made a flying leap out across the gap between the platform and the bridge, landing on the tower with a clang, and scrabbled up onto the bridge before climbing it just as the whole metal assemblage crashed to the floor.

You couldn’t have climbed the tower a second time? Wahga Katto asked.

In reply, the Hero of the Wild held up his paw.

Yes, I suppose that is a good point, the Monk admitted. Maybe I should have made more of a seesaw design…


Shrine complete, Link went back to the surface, then followed the riverbank south.

That resulted in a fight with some Bokoblins, which were worryingly enough the stronger ones he’d been noticing, but enough application of explosives coupled with stealing half their weapons resolved the situation efficiently and effectively.

That was Link’s view, anyway. He’d have asked the Bokoblins but there were certain difficulties with that.

Continuing a little further got him to terrain he recognized, though, and Link turned east to head through the split mountain again. This time he remembered to check his map, and saw that the river he was walking next to was the Squabble river, while the split mountain was called the Dueling Peaks.

It was nice to know the names to places, though mostly for curiosity’s sake.

It also didn’t look like there was a great way to climb either of them even for someone who could climb, at least from this side, but Link decided he wasn’t bothered by that because he was going to Kakariko Village anyway. If there had been a Shrine at the top of the mountain, he might have been bothered, but…

…now Link thought about that, there probably was a Shrine at the top of the mountain.

Now he was bothered.

More immediately, though, there were monsters at a camp on the northern side of the river, and Link dealt with them in the usual way – before coming to a less usual problem, which was an old challenge he hadn’t been able to successfully resolve before.

A shrine in the middle of a lake, surrounded by spiky thorns.

Last time he’d been through, Link had just decided to not bother. This time, though, he had more experience using his Slate, and combined all the tools at his disposal to produce a solution to the thorns… which was to make an ice block, swim to it, and use it to jump over them.

In hindsight he felt a bit embarrassed about missing that one.


In what was either irony or clever Shrine design, depending on your point of view, the Shrine of Ha Dahamar turned out to be all about the Cryonis rune. Link had to make ice blocks to climb a waterfall, then more ice blocks to climb a second waterfall, then the final challenge of the Shrine was to place ice blocks on a waterfall wall to make sure that a large ancient ball fell into the right slot.

It probably would have been an easier challenge if it hadn’t been so hard for Link to aim Cryonis, but he got it sorted out eventually, and padded down to the altar to get his reward.

So! the monk Ha Dahamar began, brightly. What did you think?

Link made a confused noise.

About the Shrine, Ha Dahamar said. I tried to make it all thematic, you know, to teach a lesson about how you could make ice blocks on waterfalls and that even when the water is flowing the ice block is still, because that is part of the essential nature of ice. Admittedly there are some edge cases where that doesn’t apply, but the basic principle is thoroughly sound… anyway, it’s my first Shrine, so I was hoping you could give feedback? Maybe a review?

Link slowly tilted his head on his side.

Well, if you don’t want to say anything that’s fine too, Ha Dahamr replied, with a shrug. I was just hoping to get some tips for what I do next time. Any idea about what you liked would be good too… I’m not fussed about what kind of feedback I get, it’s just nice to get some.

After Ha Dahamar had finished talking, Link was silent for a long moment.

Then barked.

…fair enough, Ha Dahamar admitted. Well, I hope you like my next Shrine anyway. I might try doing a combat one next, that would be a change of pace…




Notes for the Chapter:
It’s been interesting coming up with ways for Link to do all this stuff. And also interesting playing BotW with restrictions in place to research this.

No teleports yet!






9. Chapter 9



The thorns had gone when Link left the shrine, which was convenient, and he paddled his way to the shore of the lake before shaking himself off.

Then he broke into a fast lope, moving along the road from the stables in the direction of Kakariko. It was a nice easy run, one that let the wind rush through his fur, and he passed right over Kakariko Bridge before following the winding road through the mountains and into Kakariko itself.

The village was bustling, as it was mid-afternoon, though as soon as Link showed up everyone seemed to find something else indoors that they’d rather be doing. It was quite a coincidence, really, and Link looked around for a minute or so before noticing a Cucco.

The Cucco noticed him, and fixed him with a beady avian glare, wings flapping in a threat display.

Link considered what his spiritual memories were telling him, and contemplated the possible ways this could work out.

Then he decided to leave the Cuccos alone as far as possible, because for some reason he had the chilling thought that at least one of his past incarnations had either been pecked to death by a feathery horde of Cuccos or had only escaped that fate by a combination of luck and running away very, very fast.

Suppressing a shudder, Link continued down towards Impa’s hut, then took a left turn and headed to the statue of the Goddess Hylia.

He sat down, and a soft light washed over him.


You who have conquered the shrines, and gained their power… I will amplify your being. What is it you desire?


Link barked.


Please insert Spirit Orbs to continue.


Fishing out his Slate, Link turned it upside down and tipped twenty Spirit Orbs out of it. They formed a neat triangular pile, four layers high, which Link hadn’t been intending but was very useful.

Then he pushed the whole accumulation towards the statue, and it flashed as it absorbed them all at once.

There was a sort of ding noise, then five hearts descended on Link in quick succession. His vitality doubled in moments, leaving him feeling much healthier than he could remember being, and he stood up to stretch and shake himself out.

Go, and bring peace to Hyrule, the statue told him, and Link nodded in agreement before turning to Impa’s hut.


“It’s good to see you, Link,” Impa said, once Link had entered. “I heard that Purah gave you quite the run-around! But you seem to be here healthy enough. What was it like, speaking to her?”

Link tilted his head on one side, then mimed scribbling very quickly on the floor. Then one of the walls.

Impa laughed. “Yes, I thought so!” she said. “She was always like that… so, how have you been doing?”

Link fiddled around with his Slate, then held it up, and Impa nodded at seeing that Link had visited almost thirty Shrines.

“Hmm…” she said. “May I borrow that Slate? Something about it is familiar, and if I know my sister…”

Mystified, Link nodded, and Impa tapped away at the Slate for a moment to bring up the gallery.

“Aha,” she said. “These photos… they must be ones taken by Princess Zelda, a hundred years ago. These are proof of where she was, at those important times she wanted to remember… Link, I think you should go to those places! They might let you recover your memories.”

Link wanted to object to that that he had no idea where the photos had even been taken, but as he reclaimed the Slate and looked at each photo in turn he realized that… maybe that wasn’t quite true.

He still wasn’t sure where most of them were, but one of them in particular looked familiar. In fact, if Link was right about where he was, he’d been there twice in very quick succession not long after visiting Kakariko for the first time.

It had stuck in his memory. Perhaps it was how he’d gone one way down the road, been confronted by a Lynel, and had to come back the other way at speed.

“It looks to me like you’ve got an idea where to go,” Impa said, as Link went from that photo to the map. “If you’re right, come back here after you’ve restored at least one of your memories… I’ve got something for you.”

Link made an unimpressed face.

“Oh, don’t look so glum,” Impa chided him. “It’s not like it would fit you just yet, it’s clothes, and I need to find it! It’s been in a chest for a hundred years.”

That was a reasonable argument, so Link rescinded his unimpressed face.


The route Link knew to get back to the spot he was thinking of went past the local Great Fairy, who waved, then down the other end of her grotto towards a canyon. The canyon split, one end leading to the Lanaryu Promenade and the other to the Rabia Plain, and Link stopped at the split to look left and right as he thought about his options.

The more direct route was undoubtedly to go down the Lanaryu Promenade, but last time he’d gone down there it had been awkward and damp and involved too much swimming. He’d have to deal with it either way, maybe, but if he took the right route he’d only have to deal with it once.

There were other reasons to opt for a left turn into Rabia Plain, too, and Link nodded to himself after a moment before loping northeast. The canyon walls stayed close around him for another minute or two, then dropped away to either side, and Link accelerated out into the wind-swept grass plains.

Deer scattered away from him as he ran, running like mad to get away from the threatening shape of the predator in their midst, and Link looked around as he reached the top of a small rise. Then a stag came trotting up to him, nodding amicably, and Link sat down on his haunches.

“Been a while,” the stag said. “How have you been doing?”

“I’ve found a lot more shrines,” Link replied. “Some of them were a lot harder to get into than that one over there.”

“Sounds interesting,” his friend said. “What about what’s inside them? I’ve only ever seen the outside of one, obviously.”

“Puzzles, sometimes, or fights,” Link summarized. “There’s been a few where there isn’t an actual challenge inside, those can be disappointing, but sometimes the puzzles are really annoying.”

“Like what?” the stag said.

“Let me tell you about what an apparatus is…”


Once Link was finished complaining about apparatuses, and also about golf, he moved on to talking about something his cervine friend could at least experience directly – which was music.

“I still don’t know much about the song of the hawk,” he admitted. “And it feels like showing you would be a bit inconvenient for the hawk. But I did learn two new ones, and one of them is really useful.”

Putting action to words, he howled, and the wind changed.

“Now that’s useful,” the stag agreed. “Is it random?”

“No, I can pick,” Link replied, pointing north, then howled up a wind that blew in that direction. He followed that up with east, south, and south-east, grass billowing into the air with each gust of wind, then invoked it once more to replace the strong wind he’d been using with a gentler breeze.

“Nice,” the stag said. “I can see how that would be useful for someone with a glider like yours. What about the other one?”

“I’m not actually sure what it does,” Link said, then demonstrated.

The howled notes hung in the air, then faded away.

Link shrugged. “It feels like it’s doing something, I’m just not sure what.”

“Well, if you ever work it out, drop by and tell me,” the stag recommended. “And if you don’t, stop by anyway. It’s nice to hear from you.”


As Link had thought, going over the mountains to the north of the Lanaryu Promenade let him simply drop down onto the area of the East Gate.

He got out his Slate, double-checking the exact location the photo had been taken, then moved a few paces so he was exactly in the same place.

He bounced on his paws a little, wondering if something was supposed to happen.

Then something happened. Sensations seized him like a thunderbolt, and he was transported to another place and time.

There were people… Zelda, and Mipha, Daruk, Revali, Urbosa. And himself.

Himself, as a Hylian.

The memory was of the moment Calamity was awakened, but Link had a bit of trouble focusing on that once it was over.

He was mostly wondering how normal humans – whether Hylian, Rito, or whatever else – managed to stand on two legs all the time. It seemed dreadfully unstable.


Getting back to Kakariko took longer than it had taken to get to the place where Link had had his vision, but at least it took less time than the first time he’d had to go that way.

He had a bit of a better idea of the route to take, now, and more importantly of where to watch out for some very annoying monsters. His map said that it was the Lanaryu Promenade, and a promenade was a walk, but if you wanted to walk along this part of Hyrule you’d need to clear out the monsters.

And maybe fix the issues with flooding. Though, then again, that just made Link wonder about how the Lanaryu Promenade was drained in the first place, because there was water coming in by waterfall but no water going out again.

And he didn’t remember seeing where the water was coming from…

Shaking his head, and deciding that he certainly wasn’t a hydrological engineer, Link trekked his way back through the canyon and past Great Fairy Cotera to return to Impa.

When the door opened, Impa was in the middle of telling her assistant to shake out a dusty blue tunic, and smiled at Link.

“Ah!” she said. “I can see it in your eyes… you’ve remembered a little of who you used to be. Isn’t that right?”

Link nodded, then held up a paw and wiggled it a bit.

It was true, but it was something where he was still trying to decide what he thought about it.

“Ah,” Impa said again, just as knowingly. “I hope it all works out for you. Now, my granddaughter Paya has finished airing out the tunic… thought, unfortunately, it was made for you a hundred years ago. So it doesn’t fit any more.”

The rather frazzled looking young woman put the tunic down, and Link sniffed it experimentally before sneezing.

He’d hoped to see if he could tell what he’d smelled like a hundred years ago, out of curiosity, but either he couldn’t or the main thing he’d smelled of a hundred years ago was dust.

Shrugging mentally, he picked up one end of the tunic and tried to see if he would fit anyway.

The answer quickly turned out to be no, and Link backed out of the tunic before getting out his Slate and storing the tunic.

“It’s a shame,” Impa admitted. “That tunic has plenty of history with you, you wore it often a hundred years ago – as you might recognize! Do you have a way to restore it already, I wonder?”

Link nodded, already thinking about visiting Cotera on the way out of Kakariko.

He did want to check in on Purah again, come to think of it.

Actually, that was more or less a lie. Link didn’t want to check in on Purah, because he could already see it would be an… experience… but Link would check in on Purah, in case she had fixed some of the problems with the Slate.

Looking down at the Slate that was still on the floor, Link dragged the map around a bit, outlining his plan. He was going to go back to Cotera, then over the top of Lanaryu Promenade and to Hateno Village.

After he’d taken care of things there… perhaps he’d head south, and go west along the southern coast of Hyrule? It was worth a try, though his map was so sparse in the area that he had no idea what he might be facing.

“You look like you know what you’re doing,” Impa said, nodding. “That’s good. With you on the case, Princess Zelda will be safe soon enough!”


“Welcome back, pup!” Cotera smiled. “Oh, you’re normally in such a hurry… does this mean you have clothing to enhance?”

Link nodded, then rummaged in his Slate and brought out the Hylian Tunic.

“Hmm,” Cotera said, leaning over to look at it. “Well, I could enhance it once, with Silent Princess flowers, but doing it a second time would take some shards of Farosh’s horn.”

Link titled his head.

“You don’t know?” Cotera asked, sounding shocked. “Oh, well, I’ll have to fix that! Farosh, Naydra and Dinraal are the three dragons, dragons of electrical courage, icy wisdom and fiery power. Together they represent the Three Goddesses, and embody the elements that make up the Triforce.”

Frowning, Link looked at his paw, then licked it.

It didn’t seem to be hot, cold or tingly, so it was probably made of the elements in a less literal way.

Cotera giggled. “Oh, that was so cute, pup!” she said. “But… hmm, do you know, I think the best way to get those shards is just to hit the dragon with an arrow or two. It won’t hurt her!”

Link nodded, remembering the Spring of Power, and wondering where to find Dinraal.

“I could enhance the tunic once now, but it wouldn’t be able to fit you just yet,” Cotera sighed. “It’s a pity, it would look cute! But what else do you have, pup?”

Turning his slate upside down, Link tipped out all his clothes, and Cotera leaned on her elbows as she nodded.

“Hmm hmm… yes… aha!” she carolled. “How are you doing for Keese wings, Hightail Lizards and Rushrooms?”


Link left Cotera’s spring feeling quite good about himself, and wearing a bandana.

It fit quite nicely and left his ears free to move, and also it would apparently make it a bit easier for him to climb things? Link wasn’t an expert in Sheikah technology, so he couldn’t tell you how it worked, but he certainly needed all the climbing help he could get.


If Link remembered correctly, the route he was taking was the Lanaryu Road. It went northeast from Cotera’s spring, turned east, then split where one route went down into the Promenade and the other went north to the Rabia Plain.

That raised certain questions about how nobody had woken up Cotera in the preceding hundred years, if a good trade route went right past her. Perhaps the road simply wasn’t used any more, because there was nowhere to go, though Link’s musings on that front were interrupted as he reached the three-way junction.

Naturally, his musings were interrupted by someone using the road.

“Oh, hello there,” the passer-by said. “Do you mind answering a few questions?”

Link shrugged.

“All right, so,” the traveller began. “First question… do you prefer apples or bananas? One bark for apples, two for bananas.”

Link barked once, because the delightful thing about apples was that you could get them anywhere and so he always had enough to give away.

“Hmm…” the traveller said, nodding. “I see. And my second question… have you ever heard of the Yiga Clan?”

Link nodded.

“You have?” the traveller asked. “Then you know that they’re an ancient order of ninjas, devoted to two things – destroying the Chosen Hero…”

A malicious grin stole over the face of the traveller. “And destroying anyone who hands out apples! Die, mutt!”

He made a gesture with his hands, his outfit changing in a moment to the black battle dress of the Yiga Clan, then made a very squeaky noise because Link had just bit him on the elbow.

The noise sounded a bit like ‘gnnnnnneeeeeee’, lasting at least fifteen seconds, then the ninja teleported away in a puff of smoke to take a position on a ledge halfway up the canyon wall.

Link came with him, resulting in the ninja abruptly falling off the ledge, and the two of them crashed into the ground. Link won, because he’d mostly landed on ninja instead of ground, and the assassin made another pained noise.

Link’s bandana had fallen off, though, because he hadn’t tied it very tightly, and the Yiga ninja’s eyes widened.

“You’re not just a wolf,” he said, staring. “You’re the wolf! The apple wolf that everyone’s been talking about!”

He tried to shoot Link, and Link released his hold on the ninja long enough to bite his bow in half instead. Then he sprang forwards, knocking the Yiga foot soldier over, and snatched the sickle from the ninja’s belt.

“Oh no,” the ninja managed.


Once Link had packed away the sickle, and the bananas, and done his very best to re-tie his bandana a bit tighter without spoiling how it fit around his ears – a process that was actually harder than the fight – Link headed north and out onto the Rabia Plain.

“Hey there,” the stag said, cantering up to greet him. “It’s busy around here all of a sudden. Nice new outfit, might have to see about decorating my own antlers some time.”

“Thanks,” Link replied. “There’s a place in Hateno that does dye, you could try that if you’re willing to leave the area. You’d probably have to go through Kakariko and then around through Blatchery Plain, though, my shortcut with the glider won’t work for you.”

“I might consider it,” the stag admitted. “It’s a way of showing that I’m not just some random stag, you know?”

He shrugged. “Plus, I might meet more horses. Are they all intelligent? I hadn’t met any before and it’s nice to have someone to talk to.”

“That sounds like you met a horse recently,” Link replied.

“That’s because I did!” his friend said, as they headed slowly up the slope of the Lanaryu Heights. “She showed up a while ago, very annoyed, complained that she’d been going back and forth across Hyrule for days, looked for something she presumably did not find, then left in a huff. I’ll be honest – my enthusiasm for talking to them is largely based on the assumption that she was unusually irritated or unusually irritable.”

“I’ve mostly met horses who are nice to talk to so far,” Link replied, shrugging as they reached the apex of the heights. “Well, if you do end up travelling Hyrule, maybe we’ll run into one another again. Good luck, either way.”

“I think that’s supposed to be my line, you’re the one who keeps jumping off cliffs,” the stag said, shaking his head, and Link nodded.

It was true.

Then he ran towards the edge of the heights, went gliding across the gap, and was immediately distracted as his Slate started beeping.

There seemed to be a Shrine nearby… behind the waterfall, if Link was getting this right.

Which meant he’d be climbing the Lanaryu Heights again once he’d done the Shrine.


Link had got that right, and the Shrine was indeed behind the waterfall.

When he entered, Link found himself presented with a very open room. Unlike some Shrines, where most of it was concealed from the entrance, Link was quite sure that what he could see was what he could get for this one.

There was a pressure switch, much larger than Link himself was, and a chest on a wooden platform held up by two ropes. Link could see another chest in the water, as well, and a moving platform that slid steadily up and down between ground level and ledge halfway to the Altar’s height.

If the moving platform went all the way up to the top of where it was placed, it would let Link go straight to the Altar, but that would be a bit too easy.

Sitting down on his haunches, Link thought about the puzzle the Shrine presented.

Obviously he had to use Magnesis if he was going to retrieve the underwater chest, and obviously he was supposed to somehow push the switch down. And all the Shrines he’d run into so far that hadn’t been explicitly designed around combat had been solvable with just his Slate and the objects in the Shrine (even if Link considered the golf one to be obnoxious) so he’d have to use just the things in the Shrine to…

Link paused, then realized he had the solution.


A couple of minutes of work with the Magnesis rune, and a bit of muffled swearing in wolf, and Link had all three chests ready to go. He’d got them out of the water or down from the platform, in two cases, then stripped all three chests of their contents (including a rather nice Zora-pattern sword), then carefully stacked the chests on top of one another on the moving platform.

Down it went, and Link stepped off the ledge to balance precariously on top of the tower of chests. Then the platform went up again, the tower wobbled, and Link jumped off onto the high platform just before the three empty chests all fell over with a clatter.

Shrugging, he loped up to the Altar.

No, the monk Dow Na’Eh told him. Do it again, and properly this time.

Link tilted his head, then looked at the puzzle.

Then shrugged, and waved his paw in the direction of the monk.

What you did was not the intended solution, the monk tried.

Link shrugged again, trying his best to express how very much he didn’t care because he’d still solved the shrine.

And because trying to do something fiddly with Magnesis was absolutely a huge pain because of the lack of hands.

The monk stared at him.

Link stared back.

After a long time, several minutes at least, the monk… sighed.

Fine, they said. Whatever. I’d point out how hard it is to out-stubborn a monk but then it occurred to me that you actually have to know that I’ve been here for a very, very long time, and you were trying anyway. So, I say again, whatever. Here’s your orb, don’t come back.


Link didn’t think he liked Dow Na’Eh much.

After thinking about that for a bit, though, he shrugged it off, then looped through Rabia Plain again to get back on the route to Hateno Village.

The journey there went all through the night, with rain falling for several hours and leaving him damp and a bit bedraggled, but as the dawn approached and a warm wind came from the south his fur quickly dried off.

The people of Hateno Village looked at him with surprise, though it was hard to tell if that was the whole ‘wolf’ thing or just that he was earnestly going through the village at an extremely early hour.

Or maybe it was that he was heading up to the Ancient Tech Lab. It was a little hard to say.

Either way, when Link reached the Lab itself the sun was only just rising above the horizon, and he knocked hesitantly just in case Purah and her assistant were still asleep.

“Come in~!” Purah called, and Link swallowed a little before pushing the door open.

“Linky!” the researcher cheered, seeing him. “Oh, it’s good you’re back… because it’s time to talk about science! And about ergonomics! And about a haptic interface, too! I hope you’ve got plenty of Ancient materials, because I’ve got plenty of things to do with them! Symin, the tape measure!”

Symin rummaged in a drawer, getting out a tape measure, and handed it to Purah.

“Great!” Purah said. “Now, let’s see… note down these measurements! First, tail length…”

Link made a curious noise, and Purah tutted.

“Ssh, Linky,” she said. “If I lose track we’ll have to get started from the beginning!”


By the end, Link was very glad that he hadn’t done anything that would lead to Purah starting from the beginning, because it had taken over twenty minutes to measure him once.

Purah had also listed off some ancient materials she wanted, from Ancient Cores to springs and gears, and Link had provided them from the dwindling stock in his Slate as Purah really got to work.

Whatever was going on was completely beyond Link’s ability to understand ancient materials and what was being done with them. He could recognize some little bits of what was going on, like when Purah stuck an ancient spring into the blue-burning furnace outside for exactly three minutes and fourteen seconds before unwinding it and turning it into an almost invisibly thin coil of wire.

Apart from that, he had nothing.

“…finished!” Purah said, suddenly, waving at the assemblage of equipment on the table which looked no different than it had ten minutes ago. “It was a… say it with me, Symin!”

“A snap!” Symin replied.

“A snap!” Purah agreed. “You know, Linky, I’d have asked you to do that as well, but you can’t say it right now. Pity! Anyway, hold still now… this goes there, this goes here… and… pairing, like that… emitter goes like that… there we go!”

Link tried not to twitch his tail as Purah did something to it, or sneeze as she fiddled with his muzzle.

“All done!” Purah declared, then held up a mirror. “What do you think, Linky?”

At first, Link couldn’t see a difference.

On a second look, though, there was something different. Slightly. An almost invisible coil of ancient wire made of unwoven spring, that was only visible when the light struck it just right and formed a circle on his forehead before winding down to encircle his right eye.

“So, here’s how it works,” Purah went on. “You still need to cue in the Slate that you’re going to be doing something with it, but that’s just touching it to alert it! Then it’ll stay in haptic pairing mode until either five seconds elapse, or if you do something after putting it into pairing mode you need to make the cancel gesture.”

She held up a sheet of paper with about half a dozen symbols drawn on it. “And these are the haptic symbols! Memorize them carefully, they’re how you’re going to be able to use the Runes without taking your Slate out!”

Leaving the paper propped up against a table leg, Purah moved around behind him. “Some of the coils of wire are around your tail! Don’t worry, it’s super-light and flexible, you won’t notice a thing – in fact, all the extra additions are like that, they’re water-safe, heat-safe, cold-safe and draw all their power from the Slate, which recharges fast enough you won’t have a problem! Anyway, the haptic interaction gestures use your tail, so you need to be able to move it precisely enough for the Slate to work out what’s going on. Got it?”

Link nodded, because he was fairly sure he got it.

“Great!” Purah said. “Now, let’s give it a test! First, let’s use the Stasis rune. Tap the Slate to alert it, one horizontal swipe for targeting mode, then the second horizontal swipe for activating Stasis… oh, targeting! The targeting loop over your eye lets you know what it’s pointing at, and the effector loop on your forehead channels the rune. It’s my best work, it’ll let you use your runes without needing to fiddle around with the Slate in your mouth – and it could probably work for a conventional human, too, with different gesture controls and if we could find another Slate. I’m thinking of calling it Augmented Runes!”

Link took about twenty seconds to be sure he’d absorbed that, then tapped the Slate and swiped horizontally. Everything he could see with his right eye went yellow, with a few objects glowing much more brightly, and he looked directly at one of them before swiping a second time.

It froze, and Purah cheered.

“Complete success!” she announced. “Now, come on, Linky, we’ve got experiments to do!”

vSome time later (the quantity was a lot), and with a few tweaks out of the way, Purah finally declared that she was satisfied.

She then gave Link a user’s manual, for both the haptic controls and also a sensor system she’d installed, and told him to get back to her if anything went wrong.

“And visit again, Linky~!” she finished. “This was a lot of fun!”

Link wasn’t sure he agreed with the precise definition, but he had to agree that it had been helpful to finally be able to use the Slate in a way that was close to the way it had been designed. It would make most of the Shrine challenges much easier.

Not Apparatus ones, though.


Loping down the hill into Hateno again, Link wondered if he should stop for lunch.

He had another appointment to keep, though, so he went past Bolson’s collection of cube houses and approached the man himself.

“Well, hello there,” Bolson said. “It’s a delight to see my customer!”

He frowned suddenly. “Oh, look at me assuming! Are you in fact a customer of mine?”

Link nodded.

“Excellent!” Bolson replied, his cheer entirely restored. “Does that mean you’re back to make your payment?”

Link nodded again, then got out his Slate and tapped on the screen a bit.

Then he tipped it upside down, pouring out a massive pile of lumber, then (next to it) a smaller but more colourful pile of rupees.

Bolson clapped. “Excellent! Give me a minute to count them, I’m not accusing you of anything but it’s good to be fiscally responsible – and I’m sure you’d know that, wouldn’t you?”

Link sat down, waiting patiently as Bolson sorted the rupees out by colour, then grouped them up to make round numbers.

“And… three thousand!” the carpenter declared. “Very good!”

He held out a hand, and Link offered his paw. Bolson shook it, putting his other hand over Link’s paw, then let go.

“It’s yours!” he said. “Oh, it does my heart good to see a young… wolf… like you taking a step onto the property ladder at such a young age!”

“I’m-” Link began, startled into objecting, then stopped and tilted his head.

How old was he, actually?

If you counted from his birthday, he was over a hundred years old, but he’d spent a lot of that time possibly technically dead. And his body might be less than a year old, depending on how the Shrine of Resurrection worked?

Link had no idea whatsoever how the Shrine of Resurrection worked.

Link did know that he could remember less than a year of time, though, so that probably counted.

“Especially since I imagine you can’t climb a normal ladder,” Bolson added.

Link huffed, because there was no need to be like that, was there.

“Of course,” Bolson went on. “The house contains no fixtures and fittings, but if you want to customize it then I’ll be able to provide my services at a very reasonable price.”

“It’s strange to see someone like you owning a home,” one of Bolson’s employees admitted. “You’re just a pup, after all.”

Given what he’d been thinking just recently, Link wasn’t really sure how to take that.


After a brief altercation with a rabbit statue, which stole some of Link’s life energy until glared at with sufficient annoyance, Link’s business in Hateno was over for now and he headed south.

He avoided the cave with the Hinox in it, this time, passing a little way to the west instead, but intended to go to the same cape he’d visited before and then go south and west along the coastline instead of east to Eventide Island followed by a journey north. There was still a lot of coastline to cover, and it would be interesting, and Link was quite firm in his convictions right up until his Slate began to beep.

There was, it turned out, a Shrine nearby on the route he was taking, and Link thought about it for only a moment before changing plans to head south.

It was a little surprising when he reached the cliff edge and saw that last time he’d somehow missed an entire fishing village, but more importantly there was a Shrine to do, and Link made a straight line for it by glider before unlocking it and going inside.

At the bottom of the lift shaft, Link was confronted by a giant pair of metal scales. One side was weighed down by a metal cube, and Link sighed.

Then he remembered that he had haptic controls now, and brightened up.

This was going to be much easier than if he’d come here before going back to Purah.


The shrine was actually a bit fiddly, objectively speaking, but in a subjective sense Link hardly cared. He was able to actually move around the large blocks and metal chests without having to awkwardly grip the Slate in his mouth and try and work the controls with his tongue, which also meant it was easier to battle the Guardian Scout inside the Shrine, and he reached the Altar after just a few minutes and with a grin on his muzzle.

You seem pleased, the monk Yah Rin said, as Link came bounding up to the altar. I assume that must be because I did such good work.

Link shrugged, then nodded, and the monk inclined her head. Excellent. It’s always pleasant to get a good review… did you like the trick with using the chests? That took a bit of time to think up.

Link nodded again.

I do hope you’re actually the Hero of the Wild, now I come to think about it, Yah Rin admitted. It’s only just occurred to me, but this Shrine could probably have been done by a psychic wolf.

That made Link incline his head, inviting her to continue.

Or other psychic being, Yah Rin added. But I was saying wolf because you are one, unless that’s some sort of projection… then again, maybe wolves are psychic now. I’ve been down here for a very long time and I assume there’s been some sort of apocalypse, so I’m not sure what’s going on up there. I’ve heard that you often end up with psychic powers turning up in apocalypses… not sure why, but it’s what I’ve heard. Actually, are there still Sheikah out there? Are there still Hylians? Or has society been rebuilt from the ground up by psychic wolves?

Link considered how to answer that question with his very, very limited vocabulary of interaction, then opted to take out his Slate and show the photo he’d taken of Purah.

Oh, good, Yah Rin decided. It’s always best to ask when you wonder about things like that, but on balance it’s good to know that society hasn’t had to rebuild itself from the ground up with psychic wolves…

She blinked. Oh, right. Orb. Hold on a moment, please…


Out of the Shrine, and still riding the emotional high from being able to solve that problem so quickly, Link looked around the fishing village from his high vantage point.

The smell of cooking food (fish), the sight of trade products (mainly fish), and the sound of the inhabitants talking (not fish, since this wasn’t a Zora village) gave Link a good picture of village life, and he stood there for about five minutes before taking a running start and jumping off the cliff.

It looked like a nice place to live (even if everyone did abandon what they were doing and run inside when he landed in the middle of town), but Link couldn’t really think of anything he wanted to do there right this minute, and he noted the presence of some fishing boats and rafts with approval before leaving town again towards the southeast. The sea air filled his nostrils, and he sighed in pleasure as he loped up onto a slight rise a little way inland from the beach itself.

“Sav’aaq,” a Gerudo woman called to him, from next to a campfire. “Are you that wolf I’ve heard about?”

Link slowed to a halt, and considered for a moment before taking an apple out of his Slate.

He tapped it, and made an inquiring gesture with his muzzle.

“Looks like you are,” the woman decided, taking the apple. “Amazing! I’d heard things were different out here, but I didn’t realize they were quite this different.”

She turned, pointing into the distance. “You see that? That’s Eventide Island.”

Link nodded, a little warily.

“I’d like to visit it,” the Gerudo woman added. “It seems like a nice place.”

Link stared at her, then shook his head wonderingly.

Admittedly, he’d probably defused the monk Korgu Chideh’s trap now that he’d completed the Shrine, but it was sort of amazing that the monk hadn’t ended up trapping someone on Eventide before, if it was the sort of place people wanted to visit.

Maybe only Rito and Zora had visited before.




Notes for the Chapter:
Finally, after nearly fifty thousand words, Link has the ability to actually do puzzles in something approaching the way they’re supposed to be done.

It’s just a coincidence that that involves brushing his tail around, I’m sure.





