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Chapter 1

I1lusions 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 every-
one 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 ear-
ly twenties, with tears shimmering in his eyes and his fi-
ngers 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 every-
thing back when it’s done.”
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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 drown-
ing 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 me-
mories 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 grand-
mother’s lands.
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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 some-
thing 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, noth-
ing 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 move-
ment. Seconds later, her smile came into view and she
made the little noise she always did when she woke up hap-
py.
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 to-
gether. Pressing Jorg’s grip into hers, he looked up. “When
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you let go, she’s gone. I can only ever do this once for some-
one and this is your chance. Please, don’t waste it.”

Jorg wasn’t even paying Kotim the slightest bit of atten-
tion. 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.” Tt 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 re-
mained 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 old-
er 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 oth-
er’s eyes, as they whispered. She was stroking his hair as he
sobbed against her shoulder. They had been only parted for
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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.”
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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.
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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,
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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:

“Hlusions 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/
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