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‭Lost and Found‬

‭Avah plopped down at the desk in her dorm. Outside her window, she could see the front‬

‭stairs of the Alder Academy of Mind Magic. Producing a sleek metal cylinder from her bag, she‬

‭slid back the cover. A colorful holograph of her hometown expanded in front of her. The title‬

‭read: “WHITEHAWK NEWS.”‬

‭She scanned it as usual. Unlike the well-established city of Shoreton where she went to‬

‭school, Whitehawk was a desert drying out. This week another store went out of business. Living‬

‭somewhere so far away, with so many people, Avah felt the Whitehawk news was personal. She‬

‭hadn’t met anyone in Shoreton who had even heard of Whitehawk.‬

‭Avah’s eyes caught on the next heading: “Cleo Asher: Missing”.‬

‭She knew she’d heard that name before. She had a feeling Cleo was important. Her eyes‬

‭flew over the article. Cleo was the same age as Avah, had bright red hair, sapphire eyes, and tiny‬

‭freckles scattered across the arch of her cheeks. She was born without magical abilities, but liked‬

‭sports and horse riding.‬

‭Avah had ridden horses before, but couldn’t recall meeting someone named Cleo. Shed‬

‭started pacing around her dorm, raking her memory. She gathered a few images: a flash of fiery‬

‭hair, a buck-toothed smile. It could have been her imagination. No. She was certain she knew‬

‭that girl.‬

‭It hit her. These were the symptoms of memory removal by magic: Avah’s talent. She had‬

‭varied aptitudes for other kinds of mind magic, but memory removal came most easily to her.‬

‭Once a memory was erased it couldn’t easily be recovered. The only way to find a‬

‭memory that one did not possess was memory detection--a type of magic that allowed someone‬

‭to enter a memory associated with an object. That was something Avah was not good at.‬
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‭Who would want to erase my memory?‬‭she wondered.‬‭Avah knew what to do. She had to‬

‭see Professor Ledger.‬

‭She set off immediately after class. She remembered where his house was; he told all the‬

‭students that he “collects memories” there. She walked up the steps and knocked three times.‬

‭“Professor-”‬

‭“Hello Avah!” Professor Ledger said cheerily, the moment he opened the door. He had a‬

‭hunched back and frizzy white hair.‬

‭Avah started.‬

‭“Come in!”‬

‭His house was old and rickety, and filled with random objects. There was a display case‬

‭containing a trophy, several knick-knacks, and a tarnished diadem. There were shelves lined with‬

‭trinkets, papers, jewelry, books, and toys. It was difficult to distinguish between the collection‬

‭and the living space.‬

‭“What can I do for you?” he asked.‬

‭She hesitated. “I need to find a memory.”‬

‭“Oh! What kind of memory? Maybe it’s here! There are many memories here. My house‬

‭is something of a lost and found.”‬

‭“I’ve forgotten a person. Her name is Cleo Asher.”‬

‭Professor Ledger looked thoughtful, then beckoned for her to follow. He asked Avah to‬

‭describe Cleo. He stopped by a horse saddle and instructed her to place her hand on it.‬

‭“Now, to detect a memory, you must open your mind. You must prepare your senses for‬

‭input from the past. This is unlike psychic resistance or enforcement. It is a pull.”‬
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‭Avah tried doing what he said, but quickly lost focus. “How can I find a memory in an‬

‭inanimate object?”‬

‭His eyes twinkled. “The mind is a powerful thing. It can think, it can resist, and it can‬

‭learn. Through magic, we may do these things to one another, but we also affect the matter‬

‭around us. When we encounter an object that our minds latch onto, the item will contain a‬

‭magical trace, even if the person is not magical. In that moment, our memory is imprinted onto‬

‭an item, and forever linked.”‬

‭She drew a deep breath and tried again. She reached for memories to grasp. Her fingers‬

‭tingled. She caught a whiff of freshly cut grass. Vanilla chapstick.‬

‭“It isn’t her.” Avah was sure of it.‬

‭“Hmmm,” said the professor. “Perhaps we should look closer to you. How about that‬

‭necklace you’re wearing?”‬

‭She touched the charm on her collar: white gold melded into the shape of a heart. She‬

‭undid the clasp and poured it into her hand.‬

‭“I don’t remember where I got this.”‬

‭“No matter. You know what you’re looking for.”‬

‭She closed her eyes and concentrated. The necklace had many memories.‬

‭It was her birthday. Cleo handed her a present, her eyes alight. Sounds of crinkling paper,‬

‭pulled back to reveal a glint of white gold.‬

‭It was graduation. She felt immense joy, glimpsed red hair and a buck-toothed grin.‬

‭Weeks later.‬

‭“You can’t leave me.”‬

‭Avah was going to the academy.‬
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‭“..always knew this was going to happen, Cleo.”‬

‭“You said you would stay…you’re my best friend…”‬

‭Avah knew how to wipe memories. Maybe if she couldn't remember Cleo, it wouldn’t‬

‭hurt so much.‬

‭Avah dropped the necklace, reeling herself back to the present. A tear traced her cheek.‬

‭“She was my best friend. We knew each other our whole lives. And I erased her from my‬

‭memory.”‬

‭She left quickly. Cleo needed her, and Avah had cast her aside. She had to find her. With‬

‭her thoughts in a flurry, Avah packed her suitcase. She bought a train ticket to Whitehawk for‬

‭that evening.‬

‭Time passed in a blur. Before long, she was home. At the train station, she barely looked‬

‭where she was going. Avah collided into a girl’s frame, pitching forward and tackling her to the‬

‭ground. She rolled aside.‬

‭“Avah?”‬

‭She looked up and saw a freckled face with sapphire eyes. Avah was stunned. Cleo threw‬

‭her arms around her.‬

‭“Oh, Cleo. I’m so, so sorry.”‬

‭When Cleo finally pulled back, they were both crying. A memory flooded back to Avah:‬

‭Cleo, next to her father’s bed, holding his hand.‬

‭“Your dad…?”‬

‭She sobbed, burying her face in Avah’s shoulder.‬

‭“I was looking for you,” said Cleo.‬


