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East Quadrant Chozo Starship Wyndalor
So it is said that if you know others and know yourself, you will not be imperiled in a hundred battles; if you do not know others but know yourself, you win and lose equally; but, if you do not know others and do not know yourself, you will be imperiled in every single battle. 
- Sun Tzu 
The Art of War
A small starship drifted surreptitiously in the quiet serenity of space. In contrast, the interior of the ship was bright and loud, dominated by the sights and sounds projected by the monitor. A solitary woman in a powerful suit of armor stood on the deck of her ship, far more resembling a wolf than a lamb in nature. However now she quietly absorbed the abuses thrown upon her as she made an effort to play the role of that quiet lamb, going so far as to wear one’s skin. As would be expected of any other wolf attempting such a feat, the skin was quite ill fitting.

“You have yet to win a single battle, Hatchling,” said one of many noble birds who at the current time much closer resembled circling vultures than enlightened pacifists.

“This is difficult work, Elders, you must understand. It has been said, ‘In war, with its enormous friction, even the mediocre is quite an achievement,’ and I have certainly found this to be the case.”

“You have fallen far, far short of mediocrity up to this point, Hatchling. You have failed us continually, as we have expected,” the vultures said, “You remain as one who has just burst from his shell, blind and helpless. But we are forgiving in nature and if this was your only sin, we would have allowed it to persist. However you also continue to fail yourself, and we cannot pardon that or allow it to continue, for your own sake.”

The vultures’ words and false concern angered the woman and the lambs skin bulged and threatened to tear, but she showed restraint. The skin held, however its nature would allow it play its part only so well and it could be silent no longer.

“I have not failed anyone yet,” it barked, “I need more time; that is all. I am making progress and if not for the quality of my forces and the necessary method of my victory I would have completed my objective by now, Elders. There are certain principles of war involving the Chorizo which cannot be broken. If I violate these fundamental values for the sake of victory, there is no hope for any of us.”

“You must realize the source of your failures is solely internal. All you have done is make us a mockery in the eyes of the Chorizo and waste valuable resources that could have been better spent elsewhere.”

“I have bought you precious time to put down the rebellion in the Central Planets, which I hear is being handled in an increasingly brutal fashion, and I am gaining information about their capabilities on a daily basis,” the wolf said with poorly tempered anger, “If not for my deeds here perhaps you would be fleeing from the Chorizo to the far reaches of the galaxy now just as you fled from the pirates before them.”

“Your excuses pain our ears,” the vultures dismissed, “You promised us victory and despite our quite reasonable concerns we granted you sizeable forces that cannot be replaced on the basis of that promise. You have not upheld your promise, Hatchling. You have not even come close and have neglected to use some of our most powerful technology for reasons that baffle us still. So you have one more battle in which to prove yourself. If you suffer a defeat, we will recall what little forces we have left and put them under the command of someone we feel we can trust more, someone who won’t let past grievances affect his duty. Fledgling Leah has proven himself to us time and again and obviously he could do no worse than you. You will have one more opportunity for success or failure. Choose your site and strategy well. That is all.”

The monitor clicked off suddenly and the wolf was left in silent darkness before it could retort. Samus immediately tore off the poor excuse for a skin and cursed loudly in a guttural sound that came from no language, but had a meaning universally present in all of them. She then used another, this one familiar to anyone who spoke Standard. It was just like those cowards to criticize her when they were well out of danger. They hadn’t changed. Still hadn’t evolved past invertebrates, for all of their technological superiority. Ah, but they were not bluffing in their threats now. After all, one didn’t require a backbone to make decisions when the consequences were half a galaxy away. Replace her. Replace her. Who did the Chozo think they were that they could replace her? Fledgling Leah. Fledgling. She cursed again. Sometimes Samus longed for the Federation technology that would take weeks for communication technology to cover such a distance so she wouldn’t be forced to converse with the Chozo so. Progress. Hmph.

She would not lose this battle, no matter what it took and no matter what it cost. She would win, and that was all there was to it. It was just a matter of willpower and there was no one, no thing, and no race with a stronger will than Samus Aran. But the site. Where would it be? The Chorizo were not trying to conquer the East Quadrant, she had learned that quickly and painfully enough. They did not simply try to take territory or overwhelm their enemies. No, just the opposite. They cared nothing for territory, simply left it behind them once they had dealt with all the resistance and moved on. The Chorizo were not trying to trick anything or defeat anything. They did not outflank, surprise, or capture Samus’s troops. The Chorizo annihilated in the most straightforward manner possible. The Chorizo were sledgehammers of God and they broke defenses at the strongest point, even when another method was easier or simpler. And that was why Samus would choose the site of their next battle. The Chorizo only sent troops to places that held formidable resistance, otherwise they just used orbital bombardment to destroy all major population centers, then continued on. They could have easily done the same to Samus or her forces at any time, but they didn’t. The Chorizo preferred to do their smashing from close range.

She wasn’t actually doing battle in order to achieve victory any more, although that was obviously one of her goals. Respect. Samus needed respect, enough of it that she could force a single, decisive battle. She needed respect to be able to pull in enough enemies that their defeat would be crippling. Being victorious in a hundred small skirmishes like the ones going on now was of no value strategically. The Chorizo were too dangerous and too well armed to allow a war of attrition to take place. The “Galactic Confederacy” as it was being called would never survive for any prolonged amount of time because the Chozo, Federation, and Pirates couldn’t work together for years or decades. She would need a meaningful triumph in order to eliminate the Chorizon threat for good, or at the very least give her a position of strength from which she could make a lasting bargain. The Chozo didn’t understand or agree with this strategy and perhaps never would. But before she could get any of her plan to work, she needed an honorable victory, period, no matter how paltry. And to get that victory she would have to choose her location carefully. So where would it be?

She spent the next several hours sifting through the thousands of planets that were her potential battlegrounds as they flashed in front of her face from various monitors. The Chorizo were simply superior to her own forces in every way. While she felt confident that she could defeat two or three of them on her own in personal combat, she hadn’t yet tested this theory. The Chorizo’s squads consisted of at least seven warriors, and usually they sent multiple squads, far too much for her to handle on her own. She had twenty thousand pirates remaining under her command, of which perhaps fifteen thousand could be mobilized for battle while the rest maintained the organizational structure. Unfortunately sheer numbers did little to aid her against such powerful foes and only served to build a mountain of corpses upon the battlefield. She would have to neutralize as much of the Chorizo’s advantages as possible. Have to. The weaponry they used appeared impossible to counter, and would simply have to be overcome in some way. Beam weapons some times overheated from prolonged use, but the secondary melee weapons used by the Chorizo were just as effective as any beams. Her pirates were just as dead hacked to pieces as blown apart. The agility and strength of her enemy could be hampered but only if the Chorizo could be led into something like water or mud, far easier said than done. Still, a wet site would be good to keep in mind. Their scanning technology was also far more advanced than anything she had been able to jam as of yet (apparently the Chorizo on Zeta platform was using outdated tech, or more likely they had simply learned from that one’s mistakes and improved accordingly), which meant cover was virtually useless as means of hiding. But that didn’t mean it was useless tactically. Three-dimensional movement would be beneficial in attacking from as many directions as possible. Trees could be used for overhead movement, though she would need many. Lots of trees. Lots of water and lots of trees…

Wetlands.

As if by some kind of fate, as the realization struck her, so did a suitable planet.

EP-98,115,3.

“This planet. We will meet them there,” Samus announced quietly as she began to read the information aloud, “ A small, barbaric planet so insignificant and worthless even the Federation had no motivation to dominate it. The population consists of the descendants of human refugees, in total no more three hundred thousand live upon its surface. Technology of the civilization is almost nonexistent so possible collateral damage is minimal. The tropical climate and tremendous amount of foliage and water near the equator will provide our forces assistance and be a hindrance to our enemies and their suits. Yes,” she said, slamming a fist down forcefully, “we will meet them there and we will win.”



Surface of ER-541,62,850 

It was raining. Since they had arrived on the planet six standard days ago, not a rotation had gone by that it hadn’t rained to some degree. Yet the locals called this the dry season. Glorious. Samus neither liked nor hated rain. Weather was simply weather. Sometimes it was a nuisance, sometimes it was helpful, but it never represented anything more than what it was. It didn’t foreshadow future events or set a tone. It happened, and that was all. Her oh-so loyal troops reveled in it, though. Took it as a sign that they would soon be “cleansed” on their way to a wonderful afterlife. Standing directly in front of her were more than five thousand mixed foot soldiers, even if she could see only a fraction of that number with her own eyes. The ground was saturated with the rain and water was beginning to stand all over. Good. The downpour and swampland was doing what it was supposed to do.

The other ten thousand on the planet were currently following her orders on how to deal with the non-combatants. She didn’t want harm to come to these people, but harm was coming their way regardless, due mostly to her selection of this planet. Still, her instructions had been very specific and with a little luck the human colonists on this planet might suffer few casualties.

“Remove all non-combatants from within 200 kilometers of the prepared battleground,” she had repeated dozens of times before they had even left the ships, “I do not want nuisances to encumber our movements or tactics. If they resist, you have the right to use whatever force is necessary, but only to subdue. Take the women and children to safety first, then the men. Do what you must to take them to safety for their own good even if it costs you your own lives, but get them to safety.”

She had drilled those orders into everyone that remained. Less than twenty thousand left now. Tens of thousands had died, sent to the afterlife by their beloved Mother before they could be further damned by their own sins. They revered her as a deity. Fools. They were chittering away with joy now at the thought of dying “pure”. They wanted to die and she wanted as many of them to die as possible. It worked out for everyone.

Twenty thousand left. Just foot soldiers, as well. She had lost her two largest assets, the Kraids, long before she had come to this planet. In her earliest battle, the first Kraid had been killed. The monolithic, slow moving lizard had been no match for the trio of Chorizo that had picked it apart in only a few minutes. The second Kraid she had supported better, giving additional troops and creatures the duty of protecting it so that it couldn’t be outnumbered as the first had. Her plan had worked and the Kraid had faced a single Chorizo in battle while her other pirates distracted the rest. And that one Chorizo had split the Kraid open from nose to tail, actually drowning many of Samus’s own troops in the bodily fluids that had poured out. Samus had not been pleased. The Kraids were not significant losses in and of themselves, but they were valuable in controlling the large number of genetically modified creatures that had been her auxiliary units. Without the Kraids to assert authority, she had nothing more than wild beasts that fought one another as much as the enemy. It was of no matter, though. The creatures hadn’t been very useful to her when the Kraids had been controlling them, either. In the type of battle she was about to fight, such creatures would be of no more use to her than they had been then, anyway. No, she had the perfect forces for what she was trying to do. Five thousand troops remained keeping the supply lines orderly, fourteen thousand troops’ worth of cannon fodder spread out across the fifty square kilometer battleground she had prepared, enough to wear down even Chorizo, and a thousand crack troops who might actually prove useful in battle. And of course she had herself, her most useful asset of all.

She was ready to give her final address to her troops before the battle, directly to those within earshot and indirectly through the system of audios set up throughout the planet.

“I expect twenty Chorizo to come here to do battle with us before the planet makes another rotation, though that is only speculation based upon their patterns thus far. They will know exactly how many of you are here and exactly where you are. We obviously have neither luxury but do as I have instructed and this will not matter. Most of you will die this day, that, I can assure you, but if any of you accept your reward prematurely, if any of you do not attempt to kill the enemy with every fiber of your being until the very instant your spirit departs, I swear to you that when I die, I will take hold of you and drag you to hell with me. Is that understood?”

An emphatic affirmative quickly followed.

“Good. Finish whatever preparations still remain and be on the ready. When you discover that the Chorizo have arrived, act immediately; notify me, but do not wait for my instructions. You know what to do.”

Several more equally dull, drearily inundated hours passed while Samus went from group to group, making sure all things were in working order. They were all in proper positions and she had yet to receive any word that there had been difficulties relocating the colonists. Though no plan survived contact with the enemy, she was somewhat relieved to see that it was still surviving contact with her own troops. “Her own troops.” It was amazing how her alliances had changed so quickly that she was commanding the very enemy she loathed against a new enemy toward which she bore little ill. She had met only two Chorizo thus far. Both had received their justice. The pirates who had ruined her life never had, and yet now she commanded them. The Chozo told her to forget the past but Samus was incapable of such a thing. Samus would not forget the past transgressions of her enemy, however “former” the Chozo told her here enemy was. Her forces had been made up of that of the three leaderless tribes, the Vortrini, Myrnai, and Kihunters, though now it was primarily Vortrini. The Myrnai and Kihunters still remained in a few mixed groups with her, and of course there were still some with the rest of Space Pirate Confederacy, but they were on the verge of extinction. If Samus accomplished nothing else before she died, that would be fine compensation.

Eventually, Samus was broken out of this line of thought when she was finally notified through one of her audio channels that a pirate group was having difficulties removing the citizens of a particular village within the danger zone to the secure location.

“Mother,” the pirate said using the ironic title they had given her, “the humans in sector nineteen resisted us violently and we lost one of our own before we could get them under control.”

“Carelessness. It deserved its fate,” she judged instantly, “The situation is under control now, correct?”

“Yes, Mother. We’re removing the bodies now.”

“Good.” Samus paused. “Bodies, you say?”

“Yes, Mother. We’ll have the corpses taken to the secure zone as soon as possible.”

“I must have misheard you a moment ago. Speak more clearly. Exactly how many of my troops were lost?”

“Only one, Mother,” it said.

Samus stood where she was, angrily shaking as the realization came to her.

“Exactly how many of the humans did you kill?”

The Pirate she was talking to took a few seconds to answer this time, sensing it had said something very wrong.

“Why, all of them, Mother.”

“Pirate, if you jest, it is a poor one and you will pay for it with your life. However, if you speak truly... Think well before you answer me again. How many of the colonists did you kill?”

“Mother, you seem angry but I don’t know what to tell you but the truth. We have only done what we thought we were ordered to do. The humans resisted and for the sake of time we had to kill them. I –”

“Enough, pirate,” Samus cut him off, “You are in sector nineteen, you said?”

“Yes, Mother… Mother?”



Several moments later Samus had crossed the distance between herself and the target sector, creating a straight line of devastation through the swamp in the process. Loose earth and vegetation flung aside, tree trunks reduced to splinters, living creatures crushed -anything caught in her way had been obliterated instantly, a direct result of fusing her speed booster and invulnerable screw attack into one function. She was invincible, a Mach three death machine. She had turned off all communications because she couldn’t deal with any interruptions in her current disposition. Samus was in a foul mood imagining what had happened and what she would do when she got there, but as much as she imagined, actuality was worse.

Samus rushed out of the jungle into what was left of the village and stopped abruptly, struck by an invisible yet irresistible force. Burning homes, slaughtered victims, and space pirates scurrying everywhere, their very presence witness to the atrocity they had just committed. The scene was far, far too familiar to her eyes. The sight conjured images from the past into her brain and overlaid them onto the present to the point that she had difficulty distinguishing the two. She was in a desert watching her father’s rifle jam as he was overtaken; she was in a jungle watching pirates take the thumbs off dead men as trophies. She was watching a pirate drag her mother out of their house screaming in terror; she was watching a pirate drag the bodies of women and children out of their huts and throw them into a pile. She was a scared little girl, wretched and weak; she was a raging devil, terrible and mighty.

Standing over a pirate’s body, Samus’s arm cannon smashed down on the remnants of the Myrnai’s face and rose into the air again. Gaining control of her body once more, the raging devil stopped her arm from coming down again. She was sweating and out of breath as if she’d awoken from a nightmare. But this was no dream; it was reality of the most gruesome nature, though she had caused many similar scenes throughout her career and this one was certainly no worse. Her cannon was covered in all manner of gore, sizzling like grease on an open stove. The rest of her armor appeared to have pirate all over it, though more than she thought one pirate could have provided. As she looked around, she saw her guess was correct.

The village no longer existed. Before it had been wreckage, now there was only smoldering ash. What was left of pirates’ bodies lay next to the humans they had killed just hours before, some lying motionless others flopping on the ground screaming. Some of the pirates had only upper bodies while others lacked similarly important pieces. Energy blasts meant that there was no bleeding; they would survive their wounds, possibly for days. Perfect. Her arm cannon was still smoking, cooking the flesh covering it, and non-operational. It had overheated and reached its limit, but apparently she had not, for many other pirates looked like the one she was standing over, crushed or ripped apart.

Samus stood up and calmly walked over to the pond at the edge of the village. She took off her helmet and dropped it, feeling a rush of sticky, humid air hit her face. The stench of burnt meat that rose into her nostrils was quite familiar, but then so was the handiwork around her. Samus savored both. As she knelt down and gazed into the pool, she couldn’t see her reflection because it appeared she had murdered some fifteen pirates as they had tried to escape, and their remains fouled the water into a filthy monument to death. Several lay half in, half out of the water, and their faces wore the expression of an unimaginable agony.

Good, she thought as she lowered her arm cannon into the murky water to cool it to operational levels, causing steam to billow upwards. The pirates were murderers and deserved a murderer’s death, nothing more, nothing less. They deserved worse, really. She’d been too easy on them. There was no excuse for blacking out like that. Had she had her wits about her, she surely would have made all of them suffer even more, not just some of the ones she had grazed with her beams. Yes, she should have been far less merciful and it was a great pity she hadn’t had some quality time with just a couple of them… Wait, perhaps there were still some pirates that had escaped that she could punish justly. Samus linked her suit to geostationary satellites above her and scanned for significant warm bodies outside of the village’s perimeter. There were two such bodies moving north together, not yet two kilometers away.

She put her helmet back on and broke into a run. Her suit’s speed accelerated her through the foliage until she was upon the fleeing pirates, no more than six seconds since she’d started. Samus vaulted above the canopy of the trees and positioned herself to come down directly in front of her prey. She ripped through the leaves and branches easily, landing on the soft ground with a dull thud, surprising both of her quarry. As she raised her charged cannon to prepare to send them to the afterlife with the rest of their fellows, she couldn’t wait to see the looks of shock on their faces when they realized what was about to happen. And yet, strangely enough, it was Samus whose face worse the expression of shock, not the fleeing “pirates.” Instead of a pair of Myrnai butchers before her, she looked upon a boy and a girl, the boy no older than thirteen, the girl no older than six. Though both were quite obviously terrified, the boy threw the girl behind him and raised his crude spear above his head shouting a message Samus’s suit decoded after much work to be, “Go back to hell, devil!” He jabbed the spear at Samus’s abdomen and it bounced harmlessly off of her. The boy dropped it, realizing its futility, but did not relinquish his position as defender of the girl. She looked down at the pathetic weapon then back up at the children. Both were very brown as was the nature of terrestrial colonists, but like all of the humans on this planet they were significantly darker than was common. They were young, terribly young, and in a pitiful condition. Ripped clothes hung off of their gaunt frames and sores covered much of their exposed skin. The boy’s arm in particular appeared to be inflamed with some kind of infection. The pirates’ actions appeared to have been just the last in a long series of hardships and tragedies. Unfortunately, no matter how much sympathy is given to devils, they rarely have much to give in return.

“Standard, boy, do you speak it?” she demanded harshly. The little girl had fallen to her knees, crying, and looked to be praying but the boy merely stood in front of the girl, eyes blazing, defying Samus to attempt to break through his will. His silence irritated her and Samus almost shouted when she repeated her question. “I said, ‘Standard, boy, do you speak it?’” When he failed to respond yet again she grabbed him roughly by his shirt and lifted him off of the ground causing him to wince in pain though he tried to hide it. “Do you understand what I am saying? Whatever language it is you people speak in your village I cannot speak it for now, but I understand it well enough. If you do not respond I swear I will leave the two of you out here alone to deal with the rest of the ‘devils’ because I am far too busy and do not have time or patience to deal with this nonsense right now. So for the last time, boy, do you speak Standard?”

“Little,” he finally whispered. Samus set him down again.

“Very good. Now, tell the girl to get up. Know that while I do not particularly care for you, I do not wish to cause the two of you harm, either.”

The boy looked at Samus unsurely then turned and bent down to the girl. He conveyed Samus’s message but added the word “sister,” the relationship Samus had subconsciously given the pair already. The girl looked up at Samus, obviously still very afraid, but the boy helped her stand up and the girl’s tears were slowly stifled.

“What us from do?” the boy asked in exceedingly poor Standard.

“No. Speak in your own language.”

“What do you want from us?” the boy repeated cautiously, this time in his natural tongue.

“I want to know exactly what happened,” Samus said.

“Why?”

“Because I want to know. And because you are the only ones who can tell me,” she added as an afterthought.

“Devils came into town and tried to take the women and small ones away . The men tried to save them. The devils got angry and started killing the men, then the women and small ones as well. Everyone is dead,” the boy said in a surprisingly blunt way.

Save the women and children first. Samus remembered her order and cringed inside her suit. But she had no time for self-doubt now. She pressed on with her interrogation.

“How did you two survive?” Samus continued.

“How did we what?”

“Live. How are you and your sister alive now?”

“Sister and I were out in the forest. As we came back home we felt something was wrong and we hid. Then we saw what was going on. We watched from far away because we – sister - was too afraid to run away and we couldn’t move closer. I wanted to help father fight the devils, even if I died,” he lied, “but sister was afraid and if I moved I thought the devils might find her and do bad things to her. So we stayed hidden. Then the red devil –you - came and did bad things to the other devils. We were very afraid and ran as fast as we could but you are a devil who owns the South Wind and we couldn’t escape.”

“I own nothing. It is my job to kill devils,” Samus said, “Do not fear me.”

“We aren’t afraid. But the devils do bad things to us, you do bad things to the devils,” the boy stated simply, “What’s the difference?”

“The difference is, if you act properly,” she said, stressing the word, “I will not do bad things to you.”

“What,” the boy said, faltering, “what will you do with us, then?”

Samus was caught off guard by the question and she realized she hadn’t thought of that yet. She was silent for several seconds thinking her alternatives over. She checked her computer and found that it had absorbed enough of this particular ethnic group’s language to translate her own words accurately.

“Children,” she said kneeling as her suit spoke in their language, “you have lost everything you know and love this day, is that not so?”

They both nodded, somewhat surprised.

“I cannot offer you any comfort or consolation. Even in better times I could not care for you. Such things are not in me. I told you, I kill devils. It is all I am capable of. I cannot ease your minds with sweet lies, only share what is truth. I tell you that should you live to be one hundred, you will never be able to do anything to bring back those you have loved. Children, your parents are never coming back. Ever. They do not live in your hearts and are not hiding from you; they are gone. They cannot come to you, but one day you will surely go where they are. I can give you into the care of strangers who will try raise you and care for you, who will try to replace your parents but fail, who will finally release you into the world to live your own life. Then, someday in the future when you are old and full of years, you will go to your true parents. But I will not force this upon you. If you wish it, you may go to your parents this very day but to do so you will forfeit this life forever and never be able to return. These are your choices. What would you have me do?” Samus asked the children in the gentlest manner she could manage.

Both children were silent for some time until the boy finally spoke.

“The devils who came and did the bad things… what of them?” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“You say you killed the devils, yes? But what of the ones who took the other people away? They put the bodies in large stones and were carried off by the winds. Were you able to kill them as well?” the boy demanded.

“No, I was not.”

“What of them, then?”

“They escaped,” Samus answered frankly.

“They escaped?” the boy exclaimed, “You said you killed the devils, yes? You said that’s what you do, yes? But what of those that are still alive? What of those that got away? Do they also get to live until they’re ‘old and full of years’?”

“I do not know.”

“And yet you ask us when we would like to go to our parents? Neither choice is acceptable. How can we face them where they are at any time if the ones who killed them still live?”

The vengeance in his voice only hinted at how the boy truly felt. Samus could sense the hatred radiating from him but it was not her responsibly to alleviate it.

“That is for you to choose.”

“Then we choose to kill the devils ourselves,” the boy responded immediately, his fury still apparent, “We will hunt them down and make them all pay for what they’ve done until there are no more left. We choose-”

“‘We’ choose nothing, boy. You have chosen for yourself and that is all. Your sister heard everything I said with her own ears, did she not? Her ears are her own, her decision is her own. Simply because you are too foolish to avoid a lifetime’s worth of misery does not mean she is as well. Girl,” Samus said directly addressing the sheepish looking girl, “if you feel as your brother does, then it will be so. However, if you truly feel differently, do not fear saying so. Girl, just tell me what you would have me do with you.”

Except for the sounds of the swamp around them, there was nothing. Both Samus and the boy were waiting in anticipation for the girl’s answer.

“I want to be with Mommy and Daddy,” the girl said with a faint sob, “I want to be with Mommy and Daddy now.”

“You have chosen wisely,” Samus concluded with a grave finality, “Wisely indeed. Girl, take my hand and come with me. Take my hand and I will take you to your parents, then all will be well. You stay here in your foolishness, boy. Think on what you have just done and all that that entails. I will rejoin you in a moment.”

The girl took Samus’s cold metallic hand uncertainly, then, dwarfed by the armored warrior’s size, walked with her deep into the misty bog. The boy watched the two of them until they were too far away for him to see, though as the rainstorm from the east finally reached the area and the diurnal downpour began it would have made it difficult too see anything anyway. The pitter-patter of rain disguised the sound of the little feet walking away from him until it too disappeared into the rainstorm. In the distance he saw the swamp glow like lightning had struck, but it was not lightning. Almost immediately after, he heard a sound like thunder, but it was not thunder. Perhaps during this time the boy began to cry, though as much as it was raining this would be impossible to say with any certainty. If he did, these tears would be his last. Samus came back out of the undergrowth alone and stood over the boy, staring down at him.

“Your sister is fortunate where you are not. Her suffering is over while yours is just beginning. But there is no need for you to take my hand,” Samus said as she turned away from him began to walk back toward the village, “we will not get lost from one another. For good or ill, boy, from this day forth you walk the same path as I.” 

