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        Illusions of the Dead


        
Bet­ter to have loved and for­got­ten, than to have the weight of me­mo­ries a­ro­und your neck.
—Hober and Hi­ber (Act 3, Scene 4)

“Please? I re­al­ly need to see her a­gain.”

Kotin didn’t need to look up to know that the yo­ung man had a plead­ing look. It was the same ex­pres­sion that eve­ry­one who asked him for a fa­vor had. He con­si­dered igno­ring the re­quest, drown­ing his stout, and then slip­ping away.

He wouldn’t. He nev­er did.

With a sigh, he lo­oked up. The yo­ung man was in his ear­ly twen­ties, with tears shimme­ring in his eyes and his fi­ngers twist­ed to­geth­er with ner­vous­ness. Emo­tions were laid bare in his brown eyes; eve­ry­one who had griev­ed had the same gaze.

Press­ing one hand a­gainst the worn wo­oden table, he braced him­self in case it got vi­o­lent. Cle­a­ring his throat, he said, “It won’t re­al­ly be her. It’s just an il­lu­sion.”

“It doesn’t re­al­ly mat­ter.”

“You’ll for­get her faster if you do this. You don’t get every­thing back when it’s done.”

Jorg pressed his hand to his chest. “I don’t care. I need to see her. One more time, that’s all I need. One more.”"

Kotin hesi­tat­ed then he held out his hand. “Then put your hand here.”

With­out hes­i­ta­tion, the yo­ung man pressed his palm to Kotin’s. Grief made peo­ple do fool­ish things.

Me­mo­ries burst through Kotin’s thought, briefly drown­ing him with the raw expe­ri­ences of an­oth­er per­son. They flowed through his con­sci­ous­ness but he couldn’t help pick up im­ages and scenes that scraped at his thoughts.

He saw the yo­ung man, named Jorg appa­rent­ly, kneel­ing in front of a yo­ung woman. He had a bro­ken arm but still man­aged to hold up a wo­ven bracelet of yo­ung love. “Please, be my wife.”

Kotin didn’t see the an­swer, it blew past but then he was stand­ing sur­ro­und­ing by fri­ends and fam­i­ly. The mem­o­ry was laid over with fresh­er knowl­edge, of how Jorg’s fa­ther would die in only a few short weeks or how Marim’s sis­ter would get preg­nant in a year. At that mo­ment, nei­ther were thi­n­king a­bout that as they lo­oked into each oth­er’s eyes and whis­pered the words of mar­ri­age.

Jorg let out a soft cry, re­al­i­ty in­trud­ing. Kotin only guessed at what the peo­ple who touched his hand felt. He could only i­mag­ine it felt like so­me­one suck­ing all the me­mo­ries out, forc­ing the griev­ing per­son to re­live them one more time.

Marim’s death start­ed i­nno­cent­ly e­nough, a lit­tle tick­le in the back of her throat. Nei­ther thought it was more than a sum­mer flu. When she couldn’t walk eas­i­ly, she would sit on the front porch of their fam­i­ly’s ca­bin so Jorg would see her as he came home from a long day of farm­ing his grand­moth­er’s lands.

An­oth­er mem­o­ry rushed past, of them ma­king love one last time, a de­spe­rate need that they both craved. Kotin let it wash past him with­out fo­cus­ing on the inti­mate time.

More me­mo­ries, over a year af­ter the first cough, as he held her hand every day and did every­thing he could to save her.

Jorg had come home ear­ly with flow­ers in his hand and new gold­en neck­lace for her. He saw her on the porch and let out a sigh of re­lief. He was ter­ri­fied of the day that she wouldn’t be there. Co­ming up the stairs, he re­al­ized some­thing was wrong.

She wasn’t mov­ing. Her head was bowed down as she rest­ed a­gainst a pil­low, her skin pale and drawn in. There was no move­ment in her chest, no smile on her face, noth­ing but a still life.

The flow­ers flut­tered from his fi­ngers.

Next to Ko­tim, blue flames burst out silent­ly. They beat with the cool air of il­lu­sion and death. It quick­ly out­lined a shape of Marim in her youth.  Then blue flames filled in gaps, cre­at­ing a di­men­sion of shape and a hint of move­ment. Sec­onds lat­er, her smile came into view and she made the lit­tle noise she al­ways did when she woke up hap­py.

Jorg gasped. “M-Marim? Is that you.”

Ko­tim let his mag­ic trans­form the me­mo­ries into a spark be­hind the shape. Lit­tle things that Jorg nev­er called out but his me­mo­ries caught, like the way Marim al­ways tugged on her sleeve when she was ner­vous or the way she cocked her head just slight­ly when she was ad­mir­ing him. Lit­tle things turned into big­ger ones, te­a­ching the il­lu­sion how to be Marim for just a lit­tle mo­ment.

When her eyes flut­tered, Ko­tim brought their hands to­geth­er. Press­ing Jorg’s grip into hers, he lo­oked up. “When you let go, she’s gone. I can only ever do this once for so­me­one and this is your chance. Please, don’t waste it.”

Jorg wasn’t even pay­ing Ko­tim the slight­est bit of at­ten­tion. He reached out with his oth­er hand, “Oh, love.”

Marim did the same, her fi­ngers glo­wing with a faint blue, reached out to press his palm a­gainst her chin. “I missed you, Fa­ther Bear.” It was their pri­vate lit­tle phrase for each oth­er, back when they thought they were go­ing to have chil­dren.

Ko­tim slipped his hand away and held him­self still. Only once had the spell crum­bled when he stepped back and he was ter­ri­fied it would hap­pen a­gain. When Marim’s form re­ma­ined in place and the blue didn’t turn to yel­low, he pushed his chair back and stood up.

His stout was on the wrong side of the cou­ple. He made a half­heart­ed at­tempt to grab it. When he couldn’t with­out dis­turb­ing them, he shook his head and he­aded for the far side of the bar. He had to re­main with­in a chain of her but that didn’t mean he had to lis­ten to their con­ver­sa­tion.

Sit­ting down, he sighed and le­aned.

The barte­nder, the own­er of the pub­lic house, set down a fresh stout. He was a yo­u­nger man, maybe five years old­er than Jorg. “You didn’t charge him any­thing.”

Ko­tim shrugged. “Why would I? He’s al­ready paid the price and no one in this town could af­ford what I should charge.”

“So stay in the larg­er towns.”

With an­oth­er shrug, Ko­tim picked up the stout. It was a diffe­rent type but it tast­ed good. “There is more to life than mon­ey. Look at them.”

Jorg and Marim were sit­ting at the table, lost in each oth­er’s eyes, as they whis­pered. She was stro­king his hair as he sobbed a­gainst her shoul­der. They had been only part­ed for three months, but he knew how much pain would be healed by this chance.

“What mon­ster would put a price on say­ing good­bye? He’s go­ing to for­get her fast e­nough, I can’t take any­thing else from that man.”

He drank deeply from the mug as he thought a­bout the one time his mag­ic had failed. “I’m a mon­ster e­nough as it is.”


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        About D. Moonfire


        D. Moonfire is the remarkable intersection of a computer nerd and a scientist. He inherited a desire for learning, endless curiosity, and a talent for being a polymath from both of his parents. Instead of focusing on a single genre, he writes stories and novels in many different settings ranging from fantasy to science fiction. He also throws in the occasional romance or forensics murder mystery to mix things up.

In addition to having a borderline unhealthy obsession with the written word, he is also a developer who loves to code as much as he loves writing.

He lives near Cedar Rapids, Iowa with his wife, numerous pet computers, and a pair of highly mobile things of the male variety.

You can see more work by D. Moonfire at his website at https://d.moonfire.us/. His fantasy world, Fedran, can be found at https://fedran.com/.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        Fedran


        Fedran is a world caught on the cusp of two great ages.

For centuries, the Crystal Age shaped society through the exploration of magic. Every creature had the ability to affect the world using talents and spells. The only limitation was imagination, will, and the inescapable rules of resonance. But as society grew more civilized, magic became less reliable and weaker.

When an unexpected epiphany seemingly breaks the laws of resonance, everything changed. Artifacts no longer exploded when exposed to spells, but only if they were wrapped in cocoons of steel and brass. The humble fire rune becomes the fuel for new devices, ones powered by steam and pressure. These machines herald the birth of a new age, the Industrial Age.

Now, the powers of the old age struggle against the onslaught of new technologies and an alien way of approaching magic. Either the world will adapt or it will be washed away in the relentless march of innovation.

To explore the world of Fedran, check out https://fedran.com/. There you’ll find stories, novels, character write-ups and more.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        License


        This book is distributed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 4.0 International license. More info can be found at https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/. This means:

You are free to:


	Share — copy and redistribute the material in any medium or format

	Adapt — remix, transform, and build upon the material



The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms as long as you follow the license terms.

Under the following terms:


	Attribution — You must give appropriate credit, provide a link to the license, and indicate if changes were made. You may do so in any reasonable manner, but not in any way that suggests the licensor endorses you or your use.

	NonCommercial — You may not use the material for commercial purposes.

	ShareAlike — If you remix, transform, or build upon the material, you must distribute your contributions under the same license as the original.



No additional restrictions — You may not apply legal terms or technological measures that legally restrict others from doing anything the license permits.

Preferred Attribution

The preferred attribution for this novel is:


“Illusions of the Dead” by D. Moonfire is licensed under CC BY-NC-SA 4.0



In the above attribution, use the following links:


	Flight of the Scions: https://fedran.com/illusions-of-the-dead/

	D. Moonfire: https://d.moonfire.us/

	CC BY-NC-SA 4.0: https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/




    




    