The Search for What Was
It was a nice day in Kiasta forest. The sun was out, and the early autumn colours spread like magic through the forest. Magic was perhaps an apt word for this place, all things considered. Even through the older times, when humans were content to simply cut down any forest that got in their way, this place survived. Now, it was still almost untouched by humans, and the animals who lived here had never learned to be afraid of them. Still, there was sometimes something sad about this place, rather like an air of nostalgia, an echo of what used to be, or might have been. Today was one of those times.

Kiasta was lonely. She loved the forest, how could she not? It was who she was, and by now it was almost all she remembered. Forests live a long time, and place spirits doubly so, and it was easy for her to pretend that this was all she had ever been. She could almost forget about that short little time, so short to her now that it felt like no more than a day in her existence. Almost. Sometimes, no matter how hard she tried, memories kept coming back. She would see faces, and have to search her mind for the people they belonged to - people she knew were now dead. It pained her. For some reason, she kept seeing the face of a young ‘human’ girl. About seven years old, with yellow blond hair and big blue eyes. There was no way Kiasta could forget those eyes, but there was also no way she would let herself remember… suddenly a noise from the forest pulled her out of her reverie. She was the forest, and so she knew almost every noise within it. This noise was one that wasn’t caused by her forest. She had a visitor. She looked through the eyes of the animals in the forest, and through the trees until she found her. If she had been a human she would have gasped, and as it was she settled for telepathically calling to the girl. Symphony!
Symphony turned, and looked around. She knew that voice, even through telepathy. But how could it be? Harmony had died long ago, so long ago now that Symphony barely remembered her. Or rather, she had to make herself forget. Either way, she knew what she had heard, and now she heard it again. Symphony! 
Symphony responded telepathically to the voice. Harmony? Is that you?
She reached out, trying to sense her sister’s presence with her mind. Eventually she found what had to be the presence giving her the telepathic messages. It seemed puzzled, confused. Then its mind seemed to clear. I was, once.
Now it was Symphony’s turn to be confused. Was once? What is that supposed to mean?
The presence ignored her. How can you be alive? It’s been so many years, I would have thought you dead by now.
Symphony smiled. Well, here I am! Where are you? Can’t you come out so we can talk in person?
The presence faltered. I don’t know. I’m not sure if I can remember how. Why don’t you come back in the morning, and I’ll try?
Symphony, although confused, agreed. Ok.
She hummed to herself, and wondered what could be going on with Harmony as she left the forest.
Kiasta pondered what had just happened. How could Symphony still be alive? And what was she doing to do now that she was? She knew in some distant corner of her memory that she had once been able to take on a semi-physical form. But that was back when she still felt like Harmony, and was used to having a physical form. She wasn’t sure she even remembered Harmony anymore, although she certainly remembered everyone Harmony had known. Either way, she had promised Symphony that she’d try. She focused all her energy into a memory. She remembered how it had felt to be Harmony, to touch water, instead of being it. She tried to bring Harmony into the forest, to be in the forest, but it was no use. She was so used to being Kiasta that it was all she could do to bring out a foggy memory of Harmony, let alone actually be her. Instead, she tried something simpler. It took her several tries to do it, but eventually she succeeded, somewhat. She knew it didn’t look much like Harmony, but a ball of light was really all she could manage at the moment. She wasn’t even going to bother trying to make it talk. She practiced moving it around, propelling it this way and that, but it was still only an illusion. When it moved, she could not feel the wind pass over it, and it could not get wet. But it was enough to satisfy Symphony when she came in the morning.
Symphony could barely contain herself when she entered the forest the next morning. She might get to see Harmony again! She rushed to the place she had been when she’d contacted her last, and waited. Soon enough she got a telepathic message. Symphony?
Excitedly, she answered. Harmony? Where are you?
I couldn’t manage Harmony, I’m sorry. A ball of light will have to do for now. I know it doesn’t make any sense to you now, but I promise I’ll try to explain if you will.
Symphony nodded. Ok.
She waited, and after a couple of minutes a ball of light formed out of the air. It was a little ragged looking around the edges, and moved shakily, but it was easier to contact telepathically than before.
Symphony sat down on a stone, and told the ball of light: Ok, now tell me what’s going on. The last thing I remember of you is finding the amulet in this pond. What happened?
The presence thought for a while, then answered. The story was slow at first, as if memory was lacking, but over time it flowed a little better and got a little faster. This story doesn’t start that day, believe it or not. It starts the day Melody found me, here in this forest. I’m not really the same species as you are. I’m a place spirit, of this forest. Sometimes a storm of magical energy builds up in a place, and then it ‘blows up’ in a way, and strange things can happen. A storm built up in this forest, and when it blew, I was transformed into a ten year old Wywiwywi creature. I was shocked by the blast, and couldn’t remember who I was. I was lying on the ground in the forest when Melody came to pick berries. These storms are unknown to humans for the most part, as the y have no connection with the weather. That whole day was sunny.  Anyway, when Melody went to pick the berries, she found me in the forest. She was fourteen at the time, and wasn’t sure what to do. The storm was over by the time she arrived, but the lingering effects were enough to give her that little bit of magic that she had, and so she could hear me when I contacted her telepathically. She took me home to her parents, and they took me in. When they died, Melody was eighteen, and she took over the café. That was when you came into the picture. I had remembered who I was at that point, but I never told you because it seemed irrelevant. There was no way I knew of to go back to who I had been. That day when I took a walk, I found a piece of rainbow in the forest. It’s the hardest stone in the world, and is usually only formed by magic. I didn’t know it at the time, but those storms blow up, and then condense, crystallizing into some form of stone. This one had crystallized into rainbow. When I touched it, all that magic that had been released in the storm, and had been channeled into my transformation, rushed back into the stone. I was immediately turned back into Kiasta, and my pendant fell to the bottom of the pond for you to find. Now you fill me in, what happened once I had touched the stone?
So Symphony filled Kiasta in on what had happened. Once we found your pendant, we thought you had died, and we moved. Melody couldn’t stand being near the place she had met you, so she relocated to Asia. She could have gone anywhere, but it was Asia. When we were there, she adopted a young girl, half Chinese and half Japanese. Her name was Manderin. I swear that girl knew everything. Literally.  She had the biggest blue eyes you’d ever seen, bigger than mine even. Anyways, we lived there a while, and then Melody moved to Australia to play violin and race horses. Melody eventually died in a racing accident. She was 42, but Manderin and I still looked 7. After that we split our separate ways. I loved being with Manderin, but she wanted to go back to Asia, and I had been offered a deal with a recording studio, so we split up. I don’t know if Manderin ever aged, and I’m not sure why she never did before, but there was so much that was unknown about her, I wouldn’t be surprised if she could control her age with psychic ability. I never aged because of another thing completely. When we were in Asia, I had gone off exploring one of the jungles, and I came across the fountain of youth. No kidding. I didn’t know what it was at the time, but after I had stopped and gotten a drink, a woman came running up to me warning me not to drink from the spring. I asked her why, and she said that those who drink from it never age, and never die of old age. It was too late to regurgitate the water at this point, so I settled for eternal youth.
For a while it was quiet, as each person absorbed the story of the other, and then Kiasta asked, You really found the fountain of youth?
Symphony laughed. Yup.
And from there they got to talking, sharing stories and memories, until it was dark, and Symphony left to go back to the room she had rented at the inn. She promised to return in the morning, and Kiasta promised to try elaborating on the ball of light. Kiasta realized, as she watched her sister go, that she really had missed her. She thanked the world that she could see her again, and, mentally grimacing, started working on the ball of light.
