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Remembrance


Freya looked at the letter from Zidane and was surprised by what it read.

Dear Freya

Dagger and I are hosting a ball in the palace at Alexandria. Everyone is invited and we thought you would want to come as well. If you do come, I have a surprise for you that will bring back memories, and I know you’ll like it. The ball is tomorrow evening so you have plenty of time to get ready.

Looking forward to seeing you again

Zidane


Her mouth curled into a small smile. She had not been forgotten, not at all. Clutching the letter, she made her way back to bed and slept soundly.


The next day was a mix of her duty as a dragon knight, patrolling the city, and getting ready for the ball. She had picked out her formal dragon knight uniform to wear, the long, dark orange robes billowed around her almost like a cloud. She wore her usual dragon knight hat, and decided to take the Dragon’s Heir lance with her. When she was ready she took one last look into the mirror before leaving the house, locking it up, and making her way towards the Burmecia airport. Once there she found that Zidane had even been kind enough to send a small airship to pick her up. It was nothing fancy, but enough to take her to the palace and then back to Burmecia again. Once aboard it took very little time to reach their destination, and the ship dropped her almost directly outside the palace main door. When she reached the door she found a guard and a doorman who recognised her instantly, bowed, and let her in.


Zidane had dressed up as per instructions from his fiancé Garnet, and was talking to Vivi and Steiner who were already there. Garnet and Eiko were talking to some important city officials, whilst Amaurant stood off to one side, sipping a glass of some unknown liquid. Beatrix was also off to one side looking rather bored. The doorman on the inside looked once at Freya as she entered, and spoke.


“Freya Crescent, Dragon Knight of Burmecia,” he said, his voice was loud and clear over the crowd. At this announcement everyone turned to look at her. Zidane, Vivi, Steiner, Garnet, Eiko and Beatrix walked up to her to talk, but Amaurant stayed where he was. They all asked how she was, how was Burmecia and all sorts of questions. Inside Freya was feeling a great joy of being so known, but she did not let it show. She answered the questions with friendly answers and smiled from time to time. When everyone had finally dispersed again, only Zidane was left talking to her.


“You know Freya, we have missed you,” he said.


“Really?” she asked.


“Yeah, we were all worried that you might be really lonely in Burmecia, and Dagger and I have decided that you can come and stay here at the palace whenever you like.”


“Thank you for you gracious offer, but my place is in Burmecia, my duty is there. I’ll visit when I can.”


“And we will visit you. I promise.”


“Oh Zidane, your letter said you had a surprise for me.”


“Oh yes, please follow me,” Zidane said and walked to a door beside the stage where a band was playing. Freya followed him inside and down a short corridor.


“Well Freya,” Zidane said as they walked, “I have been looking into your past lately because I was interested.”


“Is that so?” she replied.


“Yes, I’m sorry if that offends you.”


“No, it’s alright.”


“It seems you are a rain dancer, is that true?”


“Yes, how did you know?” she said, very surprised.


“I have a lot of contacts who can find things out, oh here.” Zidane had stopped and opened another door. She followed him inside into a small room that looked somewhat like a dressing room. He pointed to the cupboard at the side and she opened it. Inside was a beautiful dress, made of a white shining material that sparkled in the light. It was a rain dancer’s dress. She gasped when she saw it.


“Zidane, how did you get this?” she said.


“A friend I know knows an ex-rain dancer. He got her dress and I had it tailored to fit you,” Zidane replied.


“Why?”


“I would love it if you would perform the rain dance for the ball.”


“I……don’t know what to say.”


“Say you’ll do it.” Zidane looked pleadingly. She touched the dress, memories coming flooding back


“Yes,” she said.


“Thank you,” Zidane said.


“No,” she replied smiling, “Thank you.” Zidane left the room as she changed. Slipping the dress on, she found that it fit perfectly, cutting in at the waist, and cupping her breasts. Looking in the mirror made her eyes water slightly, but she wiped them and called to Zidane to come in.


“Wow,” he said, whistling, “you look stunning.”


“Thank you,” she said, her face turning slightly red. Zidane nodded and they walked back towards the main hall. At the end of the corridor they stopped and stepped through another door to behind the stage. Freya waited behind a great curtain whilst Zidane stepped through when the band had finished a song. Then band members cleared off to one side off the stage, whilst a harp was brought up onto the stage, carried by a woman who sat at the instrument. Zidane gave her a small book of music and then stood centre stage as everyone hushed to hear him.


“Ladies and Gentlemen of all countries and cities,” he said, “I am proud to present to you a one off special show I have managed to get together. Without further delay, may I present Freya Crescent, the rain dancer.” There was applause from all over as the curtain parted to reveal the beautiful Freya, who stepped to the centre and closed her eyes. The harp started, the melody was a slow, haunting sound, and Freya’s feet began to move. They moved slightly at first, making delicate movements, but as the tempo of the music increased so did her movements. Her feet became almost a blur as she span and danced all over the stage, her eyes still closed in deep concentration. To her, the crowd did not exist, the room did not exist, there was only her and the music. To the audience, she seemed to flow across the stage and everyone was hypnotised by the show. No-one, Zidane included, could have imagined what this would be like. As if by magic the music came to an end, and Freya stood centre stage again with her head and hands pointed up to the heavens. There was a sudden eruption of applause from the crowd, and Freya curtsied as her face turned very red from all the attention. Then the curtain closed and Freya retired.


The ball had ended and Freya was still in that dressing room, back in her dragon knight outfit, looking at the dress hanging in front of her. There was a knock on the door and Zidane entered.


“Freya,” he began, “the party is over.” She nodded. “That was a fantastic, what you did out there tonight.” She said nothing. “I would not think of sending you home now though, you can stay here the night and go in the morning if you so wish.”


“I would not want to impose,” she said.


“It’s nothing. Besides, it would be good to have a friend around..”


“Thank you. And than you for the loan of the dress.”


“I want you to keep it.”


“Really? Are you sure?”


“I couldn’t think of anyone else I’d rather give it to.” She nodded and Zidane left the room. She stared at the dress a little longer then spoke to herself.


“To be forgotten may be worse then death, but to be remembered is better than life.”

Chapter 3 to come

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

Thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did writing it. Leave a review or e-mail an opinion to sdragonclaw@yahoo.com . I take suggestions, criticism or encouragement. 

