Chapter Six:

Death is Never Final


“It is possible for Shane to be revived…” the doctor said. He motioned for the nurse to come over, and he whispered something in her ear. She gasped, nodded, and walked off. “But I must tell you in secret, lest the other people find out and kill themselves trying.”


Robert’s ears perked up. “How? I will do anything to revive Shane. I barely knew him, yet he was like family,” Robert said, fighting off tears.


“Not you, Robert. Only Ray can do it,” the doctor said, looking at Ray.


“Who? Me? Why?” Ray asked, surprised.


“Only a regular person can pass the barrier that surrounds Ha’lia.” the doctor said intelligently.


“Ha’lia? The City of Emptiness? It contains the way to revive a dead soul?” Robert asked, ears perked more.


“Yes. You cannot enter, for the barrier surrounding it blocks out all with special powers. Mages, monks, shamans…and you, Robert. I cannot enter, for the trial I must pass is too difficult. Only you, Ray,” the doctor said solemnly.


“Hmm, how hard is this trial?” Ray asked, a hint of cockiness in his voice.


“You must fight fifty enemies simultaneously.” the doctor said sternly.


“Erm doesn’t sound too hard,” Ray said, beginning to sweat.


“Empty-handed.” the doctor continued. 


“Oh…” Ray said, looking at the ground. “What if I fail the trial?”


“You die a slow and horrible death.” the doctor said coldly.


“Is there no other way?” Robert yelled.


“There are other ways. Forbidden ways. Ways that could go horribly wrong,” the doctor said, cold once more.


“Gah! What is the quickest way? I can’t take this any longer!” Robert yelled, clutching his head.


“Hmm. I am going to regret this, but there is an old sorceress who can help you. She lives about two miles from here. I must warn you, she is a tric--” the doctor begun, but he was interrupted by Robert.


“Ray! We have no time to lose! Grab Shane, let’s go!”


“Bu--” the doctor and Ray both said.


“We go! NOW!” Robert yelled. He picked up Shane, grabbed Ray’s hand, and rushed out.


“If only they knew…” the doctor said forlornly.


Robert was rushing as fast as he could to the witch’s house. Ray could barely keep up. When he finally arrived there, he almost knocked down the door pounding on it so hard. When the door opened by itself, the witch was there, sitting expectantly. 


“Welcome to my humble shack. I see you have a corpse there.” the witch said. “My name is Kaila, and I bet you wish for me to reanimate it.”


“Yes. What’s your price?” Robert asked, Ray catching up behind him.


“The price will be paid soon enough…” Kaila said, and she started to cackle. “Lay his body on this table.” Robert did so, and she drew a strange looking circle around him.


“Before I revive him, you must run one errand for me.” Kaila said slyly.


“What is it you want, witch?” Robert said.


“Nothing much. For the ritual, I will need a chimera corpse.”


“A chimera? Where will we find one of those?” Ray asked.


“Chimeras roam the wooded area behind this house. Slay one, and you have your friend back.”



“Fine, woman. We will kill a chimera. But you must promise to revive Shane,” Ray said.


“Yes, yes. On with it, children,” Kaila said, turning around. Robert ran out quickly. He drew his blades, and the chimeras attacked him. He has slain one with a fireball rushing up to them, another with a slash of the Havenants, and another with a close-range fire blast. He took one corpse, leapt from the fray, and promptly delivered it to Kaila. Ray had not moved a muscle.


“Very nice. Very nice, indeed,” Kaila said, with another of her laughs at the end. She took the corpse and put it aside Shane. She chanted some magical-sounding words, and a flash of light temporarily blinded Ray and Robert.


“Enjoy your friend, knaves! Bweheheheheheheheheheheheee!” Kaila yelled, and like that, she was gone.


Ray and Robert gawked as Shane opened his eyes. Was it true? Had he been revived? This was not the Shane they knew…it was a different Shane entirely.


“Ow! Feels like I was stabbed a hundred times…what are you guys staring at?” Shane asked, confusion in his voice.


The old Flarian saying holds true. “Nadca non anim fo rety yinua saq diasad. Farsadi juikasi.”


Translated, “Life is something that can be altered. Death cannot.”

